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Author’s Note

I wanted to make all my short stories available as one handy bundle, so here you are, all three Sissified, Ruined and Exposed collections, and all the Cum Quick Shorts put into one handy collection, all updated and improved. And, I’ve added a few new stories for those who have read these before. Enjoy!

SO… If you want to support me, either subscribe to my fan page, or go to www.juliagslater.com or www.linktr.ee/juliagslater to find out where to tip me. If you really want to be nice, tip me a lot.

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

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

Please subscribe to my profile on Amazon, and follow me. I started an Instagram account (http;//www.instagram.com/juliagwenslater) and have been posting there, and I have a FANVUE account (http;//www.fanvue.com/juliagslater). If you subscribe to me there, you can get access to an audiobook of a very dark story which will never be published here.

Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.


Like a Dream

As I arrived at work that Monday, I knew it would not be a normal day. My throbbing head was a clear reminder of the weekend. Saturday night had been a blinder. It was my friend Kevin’s thirtieth birthday, and we decided to make it a large one. It started with paintball, moved on to karting, then dinner, and finished at a strip club. Prague’s strip clubs are something special. The girls are beautiful, and there is always something for everyone. 

We bought Kevin a special treat for his birthday. Two strippers took him on stage, stripped him almost naked and danced on him. He was thoroughly humiliated and determined to get us back. The others placed the blame on me. After all, it had been my idea, so Kevin decided I should suffer the most. 

And suffer I did. As I sat at the table, a gorgeous brunette in latex and a corset came over. She fastened a collar and chain around my neck and pulled me into a back room. The place looked like a dungeon, complete with a wooden cross and a leather-coated bench that had a hole at one end. The girl seemed young, maybe twenty-one or twenty-two. She was tall and could easily have been a model. 

“Get over to the table and strip,” she ordered in a strict tone. “Lie down. Put your face in the hole.” 

I did as I was told. 

She told me to put my arms under the table. When I did, she clipped my wrists into cuffs. Then she whipped my arse with a crop. After that she lit a cigarette, blew the smoke into my face and ran the tip lightly across my skin. 

She glanced at her watch. 

“Your friends only booked fifteen minutes with me,” she said. “So I’ll have to be quick.” She walked to the wall, took down a strap-on dildo and buckled it on. She slipped a condom over the latex cock, unclipped my wrists and led me across to a leather-coated gym horse. She bent me over it and tied me in place. 

“Please don’t,” I begged. 

She laughed. “Don’t be such a baby.” She rubbed lube on and inside my arse, then slowly pushed the cock into me. “Are you sure you want me to stop?” 

“I…” I gulped. “I don’t know. No, I guess.” 

“Right answer.” She chuckled and pressed forward. To save time she pushed all the way in on the first stroke, then began pumping hard and fast. The initial brutal pain faded quickly and was replaced by a sharp, tickling pleasure that ran up my spine from my prostate. I knew I would never live this down. After a while she reached around, took hold of my cock and wanked me off quickly. I came in her gloved hand. She held it up to my mouth. 

“Lick it up.” 

I did as she asked. Then she pulled the latex cock out of me. I felt ashamed and dirty. She wore a smug grin. 

If you’re worried about your mate, then realise one thing,” she leaned close to my ear and whispered. “I did exactly as he requested.” 

I groaned as she smiled and walked away. 

My mates were in stitches when I came out. “How’s your arse?” they laughed. 

“If you mention this to anyone, you’re all dead,” I told them, before going on to get seriously drunk. 

So, as I sat at my desk that Monday, I knew the day would not be normal. In any free moment I found myself looking up what had happened to me. I read stories about it and looked at pictures. Then I realised how disgusted I felt with myself and closed the browser, even though I could not stop thinking about how good it had felt. The cock, the penetration, the smell of the latex and leather, the complete loss of control. 

No sooner had I shut everything down than our HR manager walked into my office. For a second I thought I was in trouble for looking at porn at work, but she got straight to the point. 

“Mike, I’d like to introduce your new part-time assistant. This is Martina. She’s a student.” 

My jaw dropped when she walked in. When she saw me she smiled, as if recognising an old friend, then the smile vanished as she realised where she knew me from. She looked worried that she had already lost the job before she had even started. 

I felt sorry for her at once. “Hi Martina. Good to meet you.” 

“You too, Mr…” 

“Just Mike.” 

She managed a small smile. “Mike.” 

Anita pointed out Martina’s desk, which sat opposite mine. Martina thanked her and took her place at the PC. Anita left the room. Martina stood up, closed the door, then sat back down. 

“Go on then,” she said. “Ask away.” 

I rubbed my temples, hoping the throbbing headache would ease. 

“There’s nothing to ask,” I told her. “It’s obvious. You’re a student who needs money. But surely the job at the strip club pays enough?” 

She nodded. “More than enough. But I can’t put it on my CV, can I?” 

I laughed. “True enough.” 

We sat in silence for a while. When I found a quiet moment I delegated some work to her. 

“Did you enjoy it?” she asked later. 

After a short pause I said, “Yes. I did. Very much. But I don’t know why. I…” I wondered whether to tell her the truth. After a moment I decided I would. “I’ve been reading about it since.” 

“Good. I’m proud of my work.” 

“Did you enjoy it?” 

“Very much. I just play myself. I do what makes me happy.” 

“So you’re a sadist?” 

She nodded, calm as anything. 

“Why?” 

She shrugged. “I don’t know why exactly. I just love seeing men and women cowering below me. I love torturing them, watching them cry, watching them fight those conflicting emotions. I love every second of it.” 

I sat there staring at her. The way she said it was so matter-of-fact, like she was talking about a favourite hobby. Part of me wanted to laugh it off. Another part of me remembered exactly how it had felt in that back room in Prague. 

“Right. What do you like most?” 

“Causing physical pain is great, but emotional pain is better. Humiliation. Forcing men to do things they don’t like, just so they can please me.” 

A small, uncomfortable heat settled in my stomach. I told myself it was just the leftover headache. 

“Forcing what?” 

She licked her lips. “Feminisation. Homosexuality. Public exposure.” 

I burst out laughing, mostly from nerves. “You force people to do that? Force them how?” 

“I can get any man to do what I want.” 

“Hmm.” 

“I fucked your arse without too much persuasion.” 

The words landed like a slap. I glanced at the closed door, half expecting Anita to walk back in. My face felt hot. 

“Okay, okay. Keep that to yourself.” 

“And what will you do if I don’t?” 

I opened my mouth, then closed it again. There was nothing I could say that would not make the situation worse. 

“Aha. I see how this works.” 

She smiled, satisfied. “Don’t worry.” She stood up and walked round behind my chair. “Still got a headache?” 

“Yeah. Terrible.” 

She placed her hands on my temples. They felt soft and warm. She rubbed gently in slow circles. The pressure was perfect. The pain began to ease almost at once. 

“Oh God. You’re amazing.” 

“Close your eyes and relax,” she said, her voice soft. I did. It was strangely easy to obey. “Do you have a wife?” 

“No.” 

“Girlfriend?” 

“No.” 

“Good. I want you to serve me.” 

My eyes snapped open. “Excuse me?” I started to jump up, but she pulled me back down by the shoulders and kept rubbing. Her thumbs found the exact spots that made the last of the headache melt away. I should have pushed her hands off. I didn’t. 

“Sit still. Would it be so bad?” 

I could feel my pulse in my throat. “Public humiliation? Forced homosexuality? Yes. It would be that bad.” 

“Relax. I won’t do anything you truly don’t want to do.” 

The quiet confidence in her voice made it harder to argue. I stared at the desk in front of me, trying to think straight. 

“Can’t we start with a date?” 

“Sure. What sort of date?” 

“A proper date. Dinner. A film.” 

“Tonight?” 

I hesitated only a second. “Sure.” 

“Great. Then maybe you can come back to mine afterwards.” 

I gulped. The idea should have made me shut the whole thing down. Instead I heard myself say, “Maybe.” 

Dinner was pleasant enough. The film was rubbish, but it gave us time to kiss and cuddle in the dark. When it finished I took her home and followed her upstairs for a cup of tea. 

There was no tea. We kissed the moment the door closed behind us. Seconds later we were naked on the bed with her on top of me, riding me hard. 

She reached down, picked up her pink satin bra and began threading it onto my arms while she bounced. 

“What are you doing?” I asked, panting. 

“Indulge me. How is it going to hurt you?” 

I nodded. She fastened the bra behind my back, kept her hands on my chest and rubbed my nipples through the thin satin with her thumbs. I had to admit it felt good. Soft, smooth, strangely right. She came seconds later with a sharp cry. I still had not. That was a first for me. Usually the signs of her orgasm would have tipped me over the edge as well. 

She kept moving on me. “Can I put more on you?” she asked, still gasping. 

I nodded again. 

She opened the bedside drawer and pulled out a long pink satin and lace nightie. She slipped it over my head and tugged it down until the hem rested against my cock. Then she ran her hands over the fabric, pressing the cool satin against my skin. It felt like soft hugs everywhere at once. 

“Oh God,” she cried out as another orgasm hit her. Still I had not come. 

“Do you want to come now?” 

I nodded, confused about how she seemed able to control it. She clenched her muscles tight around me and rippled them up and down the length of my cock. I stared up at her in shock as I came hard. 

She pulled off me at once, swung round and knelt over my face. I did not understand what she was doing until the first drop of my own cum landed on my cheek. I tried to turn my head away but she held my face still and let the rest drip across my skin. Then she pissed on me. 

“Open your mouth,” she ordered. “Do it.” 

I opened my mouth and swallowed the warm stream. It was not so bad once I got past the first instinctive fight in my head. 

“Mmm.” She lowered her pussy onto my mouth. “Lick up.” 

I did. 

“Good girl,” she whispered. “Very good girl.” 

She climbed off the bed and opened the cupboard. It was packed with sex toys and various implements. She took out a cane, tested the weight of it with a short flick, then turned back to me. 

“Turn over.” 

I did, already knowing what was coming. I twisted my head to watch her. She stepped into a harness and buckled on a thick rubber cock. The sight of her, tall, skinny, six foot of her, standing there with nine inches of black rubber jutting from between her legs was unexpectedly hot. 

The first stroke of the cane landed across my arse while I was still staring. I screamed. 

“Yes,” she called out. “Cry for me, baby girl. Cry.” 

She brought the cane down another fifteen times in quick succession. I thrashed around the bed trying to get away but she kept finding the same spots, hard and accurate. Tears ran down my face. 

She grabbed a handful of my hair, hauled me up onto my knees and dragged my mouth onto the rubber cock. She pushed it deep into my throat and fucked my face hard. 

“Get it wet, bitch,” she said through clenched teeth. “Come on. Get it wet for me, baby girl.” 

I did my best, then she got behind me and plunged straight in, buggering me hard without remorse or mercy. The thick rubber stretched me open and every thrust drove the air from my lungs. I could feel the harness straps pressing against the backs of my thighs. 

“You love it, bitch. Don’t you, girl?” she called out. 

“Yeah! I love it!” 

The words came out before I could stop them. My body was already answering for me. 

“Yeah! Tell me, baby girl, tell me how much you love it!” 

“I really love it. Mnnngghhh…” I moaned as we bucked about on the bed. The mattress creaked under us. “God, I love it!” 

“Me too. Can you imagine doing this every night? Go on, say it. Say you’ll be my bitch.” 

A small part of my mind still tried to resist. The rest of me was drowning in the sensation. 

“I’ll be your bitch.” 

“Say it!” 

“I’m your bitch!” 

“Again!” 

“I’m your bitch!” 

“Say you’ll serve me forever!” 

“I’ll serve you forever!” 

“Say you’ll do whatever I want!” 

“I’ll do whatever you want! Mnnnnghhh, oh God, this is sooo nice.” 

My voice sounded strange even to me. High and desperate. 

“I know. Say you’ll do all the things we talked about today!” 

“I’ll do everything we discussed today! Everything! I promise!” 

“You’ll let my other slaves fuck you?” 

I went silent. For a second I hoped she might let it drop if I just stayed quiet. 

“Say it!!” 

The cane had taught me what happened when I hesitated too long. 

“Yes, I’ll let your slaves fuck me!” 

“Good!” 

As she kept fucking me she reached around and took hold of my cock. This time she was not wanking me. She was milking me with slow, deliberate strokes. I came, but there was almost no pleasure in it. Just a dull, incomplete release that left me feeling hollow and still desperate. Exactly what she wanted. 

“I need you to stay focused,” she said. “I need you to really do the things you promised.” 

“I told you I would.” 

“But if you orgasm properly, then your head will tell you otherwise. Get dressed.” 

“Where am I going?” 

“Home. Unless you plan to wear the same clothes two days in a row?” 

“True.” 

I stood on shaky legs and started to gather my things. As I was about to leave she threw a pair of long pink satin bloomers at me. Thick white lace trimmed the edges. I caught them automatically and stood there holding the soft fabric, not sure what to do with it. 

“Wait here,” she ordered. 

I stayed where I was, the panties still in my hands. When she came back she had two men with her. Both were dressed as women, complete with make-up and wigs, and both were on their hands and knees with leather leashes clipped to their collars. She held the leads casually, as if she walked them every day. 

“Kiss them both goodbye.” 

I stared. The sight of them stopped me cold. I could not move. 

“I said, kiss them both goodbye.” 

“Who are they?” I asked. My voice came out quieter than I intended. 

“Two of my slaves. I told you I had slaves.” 

“How many?” 

“Live in? Four. Kiss them.” 

Something in her tone made it clear this was not a request. I got down on my hands and knees and pressed a quick kiss to each of their cheeks. 

“No. Kiss them. Like lovers.” 

I frowned, tilted my head, and kissed each of them properly. Our tongues met and moved together for several long seconds. The act itself did not hurt and it did not particularly turn me on. What did turn me on was the simple fact that I was being made to do it. She had been right all along. 

I looked up at her. She already knew what came next. 

“Kiss them again,” she ordered. “Now.” 

I did. 

“Feel the satin on them.” 

I ran my hands over the soft, puffy dresses. The fabric slid under my palms. 

“Hold their cocks. Their panty-covered cocks. Feel the satin and lace.” 

My own cock was already rock hard. The contrast between the delicate material and the solid flesh underneath made my head spin a little. 

“Rub them.” 

I obeyed. The heat of them through the thin fabric was unmistakable. 

“I was going to save this for another night,” she said, “start you off slowly, but obviously I’m too horny. Sissy Jamie, fuck his arse. Sissy Kelly, fuck his mouth.” 

The two of them moved at once. Rough hands yanked my trousers and pants down to my knees. One of them gripped my jaw, forced it wider and shoved his thick cock between my lips until the head bumped the back of my throat. At the same time the other knelt behind me, spat once, and drove his cock deep into my arse in a single hard thrust. The sudden stretch burned and filled me completely. I could feel every ridge of him as he bottomed out. 

Martina picked up a digital camera and began taking photographs from every angle, the shutter clicking steadily. 

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Fuck him like the whore he is.” 

They did. The one in my mouth fucked my face with short, shallow strokes, making me gag and drool around him. The one behind me set a steady, punishing rhythm, each thrust forcing me forward onto the cock in my throat. The wet sounds of both holes being used filled the room. My own cock hung heavy and untouched, leaking steadily onto the floor. 

She bent down close to my ear. “Soon I’ll make you look like them. Would you like that?” 

I nodded as best I could with the cock still stretching my mouth. Tears blurred my vision. The humiliation of it felt strangely sweet, curling low in my gut and making me push back harder onto the cock in my arse. 

Neither of the sissies lasted long. The one fucking my face suddenly stiffened, grabbed my hair and held me still as he flooded my mouth with thick, salty cum. I had to swallow or choke. Moments later the one buried in my arse groaned, drove in to the hilt and pumped load after load deep inside me. I felt the heat of it, the way it slicked every movement as he kept thrusting through his orgasm. 

I loved every second of it, for reasons I could not explain. The taste of fresh cum, the full, used feeling in my arse, the way they both stayed buried in me while they softened. For some strange reason the sight of these men in their puffy, frilly, bright satin dresses struck me as extremely sexy, though I had no idea why. The soft fabric, the lace, the way it framed their hard cocks as they used me, all of it only made me harder. 

Martina, of course, was quick to point out how right she had been. 

“I told you I can get men to do whatever I want, even gay sex.” 

I frowned at the comment, but said nothing. 

She picked up the pink satin bloomers I had dropped and held them out to me. 

“Wear those under your work clothes tomorrow. And remember, I will check.” 

I took them. As I left her flat I knew this was the start of something important, though I could not yet put a name to it. If I really did get involved with Martina full-time, how would it work? I still had family. I still had a high-powered job. And there was the larger question of what exactly I would be to her. 

I asked her the next day at the office, once the door was closed and we had a quiet moment. 

She shrugged. “I don’t understand.” 

I hesitated, choosing my words carefully. The memory of the night before was still sharp ,  the taste, the stretch, the way she had watched me. Part of me already knew the answer would not be what I wanted to hear. 

“Well, you’ve got these four live-in slaves, yeah?” 

“Yeah.” 

“If I was to start seeing you regularly, what would I eventually be for you?” 

She looked at me as if I had asked something completely obvious. 

“You want to know if I would treat you as some sort of lover, or something, don’t you?” 

“Well…” 

“Look,” she said, leaning back in her chair, “if you were to move in with me, then you would have to become completely enslaved to me. If, or maybe when, that happens, you will be in the same position as the rest of my slaves. You will not spend the night in my bed. You will spend it tied up, gagged, and locked in a cage in my basement. Eventually I aim to move to a bigger place outside Prague, where I will have about ten or so slaves who will serve me.” 

I frowned, the disappointment settling heavier than I expected. The previous night had felt intense, personal even. Hearing it reduced to a place in a line of cages made something in my chest tighten. 

“So I’ll just be another slave to you?” 

“Yes. Why is it that every man at the beginning wants to be the one? I don’t work like that. You all receive the same amount of attention, the same amount of care, the same amount of everything. In the end, you will have the freedom between each other.” 

I stared at her across the desks, trying to picture it. Four men already living that way. More planned. Equal. Interchangeable. 

“What does that mean?” 

“It means that you will not be free from me, but you will have the freedom to play with the other sissies in your spare time, which you will have very little of.” 

I stared at her across the desks. The idea settled slowly. 

“So you plan to turn me into a sissy?” 

She sighed. “I really have the urge to spank you right here and now, but I am worried I will lose the job. We discussed this last night. I told you that you will look like them. You agreed.” 

“But that was…” 

“In the heat of the moment? Yes. Tough. Anyway, you are already my sissy.” 

“Huh?” 

“Drop your pants.” 

It clicked. I knew exactly what she meant. Reluctantly I stood, undid my belt and trousers, and let them fall. The knee-length pink satin bloomers came into view, soft and unmistakable against my skin. I pulled the trousers back up almost at once. The company rule was that people should knock before entering, but no one ever did. Officially all office doors were meant to stay open unless a meeting was in progress, yet Martina had started closing mine. Corporate policy from the US also said I was not to be alone with a woman, but everyone ignored that rule in the Czech office. Still, the risk made my pulse quicken. 

“Pull them back down and bend over the table.” 

I sighed, double-checked the door was shut, then did as she asked. She picked up the wooden ruler from my desk, walked over in her black high-heeled patent leather shoes, and tugged the bloomers down to expose my arse. The skin was still tender from the cane the night before. She gave me twenty hard, measured whacks. Each one cracked loudly in the quiet office. I gripped the edge of the desk and breathed through the sharp stings. 

“Get dressed,” she ordered. 

We returned to our work as if nothing had happened. 

“I am ordering some sandwiches in for lunch, so do not make any plans.” 

“Why?” I asked. 

“We are going to eat here while the office is empty.” 

“Oh.” 

At lunch she did something that was a definite corporate no-no. She locked the office door and closed the blinds. Then she told me to bend over the desk again with my trousers and the pink bloomers pulled down. 

I watched as she dug into her bag and brought out a latex glove and a tub of Vaseline. She also produced a ball gag. 

“This is going to hurt a lot,” she said, “but you will like it.” 

She fitted the gag between my teeth and zip-tied my wrists behind my back. The latex glove snapped on. She scooped up a thick smear of Vaseline and coated her hand thoroughly. I was not stupid. I knew what was coming. 

She started with two fingers, sliding them in and pumping slowly. Then a third. Then a fourth. She worked them carefully, stretching me wider with every movement. I moaned into the gag as she began to add her thumb, trying to ease her hand past the knuckles. Tears ran down my face. The pressure felt as if I might split open. 

“God, this is one of my favourite things,” she murmured. Her left hand slipped between her own legs and rubbed her clit in time with the thrusts of her right. 

She pushed harder. I screamed into the gag. With a sudden wet slip her hand sank inside me. My sphincter closed tightly around her wrist. She let out a long, satisfied sigh. Then she curled her fingers into a fist and drove it deeper, as far as her arm would allow. She pulled back until only her fingertips remained inside, then shoved the fist in again. After nine or ten slow strokes she kept the fist closed and began fucking me with it in earnest, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. The pace increased until her arm was a blur. The wet, rhythmic sounds filled the locked office. 

She reached around with her free hand and milked my cock with the same steady pressure she had used the night before. I came hard across the desk, the orgasm forced out of me rather than freely given. She pushed my face down into the mess and held me there. 

When she finally unfastened the gag she said, “Lick it up.” 

I did. 

Then she made me kneel between her legs and lick her until she came against my mouth. 

Afterwards we cleaned ourselves up as best we could, ate the sandwiches in silence, and returned to work as if the last hour had never happened. 

Near the end of the day she spoke again without looking up from her screen. 

“After work, go home and get enough clean shirts and socks to last you until Friday. Then come to my place. I will be waiting for you, so hurry.” 

“Okay.” 

“I prefer Yes Madam.” 

I swallowed. “Yes Madam.” 

It occurred to me that she had said until Friday because she worked in the club on Friday and Saturday nights. Of course, I was wrong. 

“You will be spending the rest of the week with me,” she told me later. “You will not need your own clothes this weekend.” 

“Don’t you need to work this Friday and Saturday night?” I asked. 

“I do, but that does not mean you cannot wait for me. What do you think the rest of my slaves do whilst I work?” 

“I never really thought of it.” 

“They work during the day. A couple are students. But on Friday and Saturday nights they spend the night chained up in their cages.” 

“And they don’t mind?” 

She simply shrugged. She did not care whether they minded or not. 

It was a strange feeling. Not something I disliked exactly, just strange. It was as if my body was locked in a quiet battle with itself and I could not decide which side I wanted to win. I told myself that after everything I had already done in the past few days this should not matter so much. For some reason it still did. 

Later that evening I stood in front of Martina and her four slaves. Each of them was dressed exactly as I was. The puffed-up satin party dress was never meant to look sexy in its original form, yet in this setting it somehow did. At least I thought so. The soft fabric brushed my thighs every time I shifted my weight. The makeup on my face felt heavy and unfamiliar. Martina had not done it herself. Her slaves had. That detail made her even prouder. It proved she had trained them well. 

“Tonight I want you to do some things you would normally never consider doing,” she explained. 

I looked at her, slightly confused. 

“By that I mean work things. For example, my personal toilet is next door. I expect you to clean the rim and seat with your tongue.” 

My stomach tightened at the words. 

“But that is unhygienic,” I said. 

She slapped my face hard enough to turn my head. The sting bloomed across my cheek. 

“Do not be stupid. I am not going to make you do anything that will make you ill. I do not shit on my seat or rim. Now, the next thing I expect you to do is hand-wash all my lingerie. I also expect you to be the toilet tonight for me and my slaves. The rotation changes on a nightly basis.” 

“Toilet?” I asked, needing the explanation. 

She slapped me again, just as hard. 

“You are going to have to learn to talk only when given permission. If you want to know, toilet means for piss, nothing more yet. I have told the others that it would only be more if I decided to use it as a punishment. So far I have done it only once. Isn’t that right, Christy?” 

One of the sissies frowned and looked at the floor. 

“I will not hesitate to use it again, though. Finally, I expect you to massage me whenever you have free time.” 

That last part at least felt manageable. 

“May I have permission to speak?” I asked carefully. 

She frowned. “Go on. But I am adding it to the list of offences. Based on the number you have by midnight tonight I will decide the severity of your punishment.” 

“What about sex?” 

She smiled. “One of the reasons I like you, Michelle, is because you have a big cock. All my slaves have a big cock. I do not want to deprive you of sex, though I will use chastity cages on you to stop you from masturbating in the meantime.” 

She clicked her fingers. 

“Show her.” 

The four sissies lifted their skirts and lowered their panties, revealing the clear plastic cages locked around their cocks. 

“Yours is in the post. I ordered it this afternoon.” 

“Will I be expected to wear it during work hours?” 

“Always, except when I take it off you. And that is another one for the list of offences.” 

“I thought I still had permission to speak.” 

“And another one.” 

I groaned under my breath. 

“And that is a big one. No one moans or groans around here.” 

I frowned at her. “You are loving this, aren’t you?” 

“No. I want you to behave yourself. But obviously you are loving this. If you continue like this I will run out of things to do to you.” 

I frowned again. She grabbed a belt from the sideboard and gave me several sharp cracks across the thighs. 

“Stop doing that, you facetious little shit!” 

There was less force in the strokes than before. A moment later she started giggling. I could not help joining her. 

“Oh, you are going to get it later,” she said between laughs. “Go clean the toilet.” 

Two of the slaves led me through to the bathroom. One of them demonstrated the proper technique with short, careful strokes of the tongue. I noticed he had a pierced tongue and wondered absently when he had got it done. I lowered myself onto my knees, the satin dress pooling around me, and began licking the rim of the toilet with clear reluctance. 

“Little strokes,” Martina called from the doorway. She stood watching, cigarette between her fingers, smoke curling upwards. 

I returned to the task. The porcelain was cool and faintly bitter under my tongue. I worked methodically, covering every inch of the rim and seat until my jaw ached. Nearly half an hour passed before she decided it was acceptable. 

“You took far too long to do it right. That is going on the list.” 

I groaned under my breath. She smiled and shook her head. 

“I think you are testing me. Do not push me, because I can be brutal.” 

The next task was her lingerie. I knelt on the bathroom floor with a basin of lukewarm water and washed every delicate piece by hand. Lace and satin slipped through my fingers. I worked as quickly and carefully as I could, yet when she inspected the results she still found fault. 

Later she needed to piss. She used the opportunity without ceremony, standing over me and filling my mouth. I fought hard against the urge to gag and managed to keep it down. After her, Jamie and Tanya took their turns. I was surprised by how differently each of them tasted. 

Sissy Christy prepared dinner for Martina. Clearly it was something he excelled at. Martina ate with obvious pleasure. 

“I love having my own personal chef to cook me dinner every night.” 

The rest of us were given bread soaked in water and served in a dog-food bowl. We ate on our hands and knees like dogs. I later learned this would be the standard evening meal during the week. At work we still ate normal food. Weekends were slightly more relaxed, depending entirely on her mood. 

After dinner Christy and Kelly both pissed in my mouth in turn. Kelly finished by tugging on my ear as if flushing a toilet, then gave me a small, almost affectionate smile. I found myself wondering again whether I genuinely found these men sexy. 

Martina settled on the sofa to watch television. She sent the other four downstairs and kept me with her. She stripped completely and stretched out. 

“Massage me,” she said, nodding towards the bottle of oil on the table. 

I spent more than an hour working over every part of her body, from her scalp to the soles of her feet. By the end my hands ached far more than her muscles ever could have. 

“You disappointed me today,” she said once I had finished. “If you really want to be my slave, then you have to learn to act like one.” 

“I never said I wanted to be your slave.” 

“Then why are you here?” 

“Because… I do not know.” It was the truth. “I suppose I do want to be your slave.” 

She smiled. “I know you do. But I also know this is new to you and you do not yet know what to expect. I suppose you could say I am completely the wrong person to start you off in BDSM, because I am tough. Still, I like you and I want you here. Do not think just anyone gets the chance to be my slave. Do you know how many people offer? A lot. I love all my slaves very much, and they know that. Without love there is little point in doing this.” 

“Are you saying you love me?” I asked. 

“I am saying I will love you, in time. Right now I have feelings for you. They are different from those I feel for my other slaves, and do not ever tell them I said that. That means something. For the moment I am not sure exactly what. What I am sure of is that I want to hurt you more than the others.” 

“Oh great.” 

“No, that is a good thing. Trust me.” 

She stood, took my hand and led me back to the bathroom. 

“Now, for the first of your many punishments tonight, I will do something I said earlier I would reserve for a more serious offence. Lie down and open your mouth.” 

I knew at once what she intended. 

“Please do not,” I begged. 

“Do it now,” she said, perfectly calm. 

Even knowing how repulsive the act would be, some part of me accepted that I had earned it. I lay on the cold tiles, closed my eyes and opened my mouth. She squatted over my face. I felt the warmth of her before anything entered. The moment the soft mass pushed between my lips my brain tried to force me to vomit. Somehow I held it. The taste was foul and heavy. She continued, pushing more into my mouth until I had no choice but to keep it there. 

“Chew it,” she ordered. 

I gagged hard as I forced my teeth together. The texture was soft and dense. Tears streamed down my face. 

“Swallow.” 

I did. The mass stuck in my throat and I almost choked as my stomach tried to reject it. I managed to keep it down only by pure will. 

“Open up again. I am not done.” 

She filled my mouth a second time and told me to chew. I obeyed. The taste was worse the second time. 

“Hold it there.” 

I held it, jaw trembling. 

“Now swallow.” 

I swallowed. This time my body won. I scrambled on hands and knees to the toilet and vomited everything back up into the bowl. She stood over me laughing. 

“Wash your mouth and clean your teeth thoroughly, then come back here to lick up the mess.” 

I rinsed and brushed until the taste faded enough to bear, then lay down again on the cold tiles. She squatted over my face once more. I licked her clean with long, careful strokes until she was satisfied, then washed my mouth a second time. 

“I did warn you,” she said. “Come to bed.” 

She handed me a soft nightie to wear over the bra and panties. Once I had it on she tied my wrists to the head of the bed and straddled me. My cock had been hard for most of the evening. She rode me at her own pace, coming three times before she finally allowed me release. Afterwards she rolled me onto my front, fitted the strap-on and fucked my arse for a long, steady half hour. 

“Come on,” she said at last, pulling me upright. 

She led me downstairs into the cellar for the first time. Six tall cages stood in a row. They looked like stretched bird cages, far too narrow for any real movement. Four of them were occupied. The sissies were gagged, dressed in baby-dolls and rompers, wrists and ankles chained. Name plates hung above each cage: Sissy Kelly, Sissy Christy, Sissy Jamie, Sissy Tanya, and one still empty marked Sissy Michelle. She had already prepared my place. 

She opened the empty cage and guided me inside. She cuffed and chained my wrists, then my ankles. The wrist chains ran up to the ceiling. She worked a ratchet until I was lifted clear of the floor and left hanging. 

“Why are they allowed to be on the ground and I am not?” I asked. 

“Exactly because of that. Learn to behave and stop asking stupid questions.” 

She spun me slowly, then forced a thick butt-plug deep into my arse. 

“I do not expect to find that out of you in the morning.” 

She gagged me firmly. 

“You will not be getting any sleep tonight.” 

That much was already obvious. She meant to make it worse. She fixed heavy weighted clamps to both nipples and two more to my scrotum. The pain was immediate and sharp. Tears ran freely down my face. 

“I told you I can be brutal. Watch.” 

I shook my head, pleading with my eyes. She ignored me. She produced several hypodermic needles and pushed one through each nipple between the clamps. Then she drove another through the head of my cock. I screamed into the gag. 

“Just one more.” 

She removed the gag, took a longer, thicker needle and a pair of pliers. 

“Tongue out.” 

I shook my head. She seized my hair and slapped me repeatedly until I gave in and stuck my tongue out. She gripped it with the pliers, pulled it further forward, and drove the needle straight through. I could no longer close my mouth or draw my tongue back in. 

“Good night. Do not ever fuck with me like that again, otherwise I will do much worse.” She walked to the door. “Your punishment continues tomorrow.” 

The night lasted forever. I hung in the dark, every small movement sending fresh waves of pain through the needles and clamps. I did not sleep at all. 

In the morning Martina released us one by one. She cleaned every puncture with antiseptic fluid that stung viciously, then replaced each needle with a small metal stud. My tongue had already begun to swell. I had no idea how I would explain it at the office. 

“Tell them you got your tongue pierced,” she said with a shrug. 

She dressed me in baggy black-and-white satin French knickers, a matching white bra, and a suspender belt. Black silk stockings followed. 

“Put your suit on over that.” 

I obeyed. The bra was soft and unwired, yet the lace trim showed faintly through the shirt. I pointed it out. 

“I do not care. Let us go.” 

At work I kept my jacket on all day, terrified someone would notice. The butt-plug sat heavy inside me. My nipples and scrotum remained raw and throbbing. The swollen tongue made every word a struggle. A few colleagues noticed the lisp. I showed them the new piercing and most of them simply said it looked cool. The relief was enormous. 

Lunchtime brought no food. Martina locked the office door, pushed me onto my back on the floor and squatted over my mouth again. 

“Please do not. Not at work,” I begged, already crying. 

She ignored me. I watched her sphincter open. Warmth and weight filled my mouth once more. 

“Swallow. Lick.” 

I did both. The same thing happened again in the afternoon. 

“Is this going to continue?” I asked later, voice thick. 

“I will do it a few more times until I think you have got the message. I will also cause you so much humiliation today that you will wish you were dead.” 

“Please. Why are you doing this to me?” 

“Because I like it. And mainly because I know you like it.” 

Just before we left she fisted me again over the desk. This time she left the door unlocked. It was pure luck that no one walked in. 

That night she whipped me until thin lines of blood ran down my arse and back. Then she rubbed coarse salt into every cut. I hissed through clenched teeth at the burning pain. 

“Get on your hands and knees.” 

I obeyed. One after another the four sissies fucked my arse while she watched. 

Later she ordered me into a pink puffy satin sissy dress. Sissy Kelly did my makeup carefully. A long wig followed, then a pair of girly black shoes with small heels. Martina took my hand and walked me to the front door. 

“We are going out,” she said. 

I looked at her in horror but did not dare speak against her. With clear reluctance I followed her out into the evening streets. We walked to a nearby shopping centre and moved slowly from shop to shop. I could feel every pair of eyes. Younger people laughed openly. Older ones stared with open disgust. The puffy satin dress rustled with each step and the heels made my walk unsteady. Martina seemed completely at ease. 

She took me next to the cinema. The queue stared. A few people muttered and smirked as we found our seats. After the film we walked for nearly two hours through the centre of town. The lights, the crowds, the constant attention all pressed in on me. 

“I want you to skip the way home,” she said. “Hold the hem of your dress, skip like a little girl, and say ‘la-la, la-la’ the way a girl playing would. Make sure you sound like a girl or I will beat the living shit out of you right before you eat mine.” 

I did exactly as ordered. I lifted the hem of the dress, skipped along the pavement and sang the childish tune in a high voice. People stopped and laughed. Some pointed. A few took out phones. The humiliation burned, yet my cock stayed hard the entire time. 

When we finally reached her flat she kissed me lightly on the forehead. 

“You have been a very good girl today. You can sleep with me tonight.” 

She gave me a soft pink baby-doll nightie and matching thong knickers. We settled on the bed and put on a film. She allowed me to remove the wig and the heavy makeup. She sat propped against the pillows smoking. After a couple of puffs she held the cigarette out to me. 

I took it, uncertain. 

“Smoke it,” she said, already lighting another for herself. 

“I do not smoke.” 

“Did I give you permission not to smoke?” 

“Well, no, but…” 

“Smoke it. Do not piss me off.” 

I put the cigarette to my lips and drew on it carefully. The smoke caught in my throat and I coughed hard. When I finished she lit a second one for me. 

“This is how you should hold it.” She demonstrated the delicate, feminine grip between two fingers. “Smoke it.” 

I copied her as best I could. By the time the film ended I had smoked an entire packet. She had only needed two. 

I woke the next morning to the feeling of something firm pressing against my arse. Still half asleep I reached back, opened myself and pushed against it, assuming it was Martina. A soft kiss landed on the side of my neck and I smiled. Then I opened my eyes properly and saw Martina standing fully dressed in the doorway, watching with a small smile. 

I turned my head and found Christy behind me. For a moment everything stopped. Then I forced myself to relax. I was bisexual now, whether I had chosen it or not. 

The warm rush of cum inside me made me hard again. Martina walked over, raised her pencil skirt, pulled her knickers aside and sank down onto my cock. I loved that she still allowed me this. 

“Go shower and shave,” she said afterwards. 

I had already begun shaving my body completely at her order. When I returned from the bathroom the clothes for the day were laid out on the bed. I sighed and put them on. A loose red satin teddy that looked as if it had come straight from the 1980s. Matching red self-supporting stockings. The shirt waiting for me was not one of mine. It was a sheer white women’s blouse. 

I looked at her. She only smirked, daring me to complain. 

I put the blouse on. The trousers were tight, shiny, black and deliberately feminine. 

We arrived at the office. I knew explanations would be needed. 

Donald, my colleague and friend, was the first to speak. 

“Erm, Mike… is there something you want to tell us?” 

I opened my mouth, but Martina spoke first. 

“Mike lost a bet with me about the football last night.” 

What football? 

Donald burst out laughing. “You did not bet on Rangers, did you?” 

The UEFA Cup final. I had completely forgotten. I shrugged and tried to look sheepish. 

“Yeah. I know. Stupid.” 

“Well, duh!” Donald turned to Martina. “You should have made him wear makeup and a wig as well.” 

Word spread quickly. People found excuses to walk past my desk just to look. One of the team, Paula, even put lipstick and eyeliner on me “for the fun of it.” 

“Ha ha, folks,” I said, trying to keep it light. Then I looked straight at Martina in front of several others. 

“Well, the USA will definitely beat the Czechs in the hockey next week. I bet you.” 

Martina’s smile widened into a full grin. A few people called me an idiot, but she understood exactly what I was doing. 

“Oh they will, will they? All right. But if I win, you have to come into work wearing the girliest dress I can find. With wig and full makeup.” 

“Okay. And if I win, you have to come in wearing hot pants and a bra.” 

Donald made a cutting motion across his throat. “Dude… sexual harassment. US company.” 

Martina raised a hand. “No, it is fine. I will do it. Heck, I will even come in topless if you want.” 

Donald’s eyes lit up. “Dude, make the bet. It is worth the risk.” He gave me a thumbs-up. 

Martina and I shook hands. I winked at her. She leaned in close and whispered so only I could hear. 

“Oh, you are so my bitch. I own you.” 

“I know you do.” 

“So you are a betting man, are you?” 

“Yep.” 

Donald looked genuinely confused. “I have never seen you make a single bet before.” 

“Shut up, Donald,” I said, still watching Martina. 

“Right-o.” 

I looked straight into Martina’s eyes. She was smiling, yet at the same time she seemed to be studying me carefully. 

“Okay. Why don’t we take a look at the betting pages and see what else we can bet on. Maybe tomorrow I can find something else for you to wear. A nice skirt, perhaps.” 

News of my foolish bets spread quickly through the office. People began stopping by with lipstick and nail polish, laughing as they offered them. 

“Ha ha,” I told them each time, trying to keep the tone light. 

That night, once we were back at her flat, she spoke more seriously. 

“I want you to move in with me.” 

“And live in the cage?” 

“Yes.” 

I thought about it for a long moment. The idea still felt enormous. 

“Can it be some days on, some days off?” 

She considered this in turn. 

“Okay.” 

I could see she already knew how it would end. I would spend every night with her soon enough. 

We made love that night. Afterwards she fucked me thoroughly with her strap-on. I was not allowed to stay in her bed. She took me downstairs, tied me inside the cage, and this time left me on the floor rather than suspended. She gagged me and stuck three Nicorette patches on my back. After nearly an hour of restless shifting I finally managed to fall asleep. 

The next morning the craving for a cigarette hit the moment I woke. She let me out and led me upstairs. Kelly, Christy and Martina herself took turns with me. They fucked my arse and my mouth in rotation, switching places without pause. I was not entirely happy about the arrangement, yet my body responded all the same. When they finished they each pissed in my mouth and informed me I was the toilet again for the day. 

Afterwards she dressed me carefully. A pink corset was laced tight around my waist until breathing took effort. Satin thong panties and pink stockings followed. 

“Here,” she said, holding out a pink satin blouse. The short sleeves were puffed and the lapels carried a delicate lace pattern. 

I stared at it, still holding the fabric. 

“You may speak,” she said. 

“What… I mean, how?” 

“You are a really bad gambler,” she replied with a smile. 

Then it clicked. The extra bets we had made the day before. 

I sighed and accepted the inevitable. I put on the blouse and found, to my own surprise, that the soft material felt pleasant against my skin. Next came a short black leather mini skirt. She did my makeup with practised care and settled a long wig into place. 

She handed me a shoe box. 

“A little present for you.” 

Inside were a pair of shiny black patent leather thigh-high boots. The heels were a full five inches, higher than anything I had ever attempted. 

“Put them on. Do not worry about walking. You will not be doing much of it. These are yours and yours only. The others always had to buy their own.” 

“Thank you,” I said, and meant it. 

She smiled. “My pleasure.” 

I was quietly relieved it was Friday. I could laugh the entire outfit off as a Friday joke if needed. I stood carefully and wobbled at first. After a few experimental steps I realised the trick was to keep my posture straight and place the pressure correctly along the sole of each foot. 

“I am impressed,” Martina said. “I honestly cannot believe you picked it up so quickly.” 

She drove us to work. When the car stopped I stepped out one leg at a time, holding the short skirt down with one hand. As I straightened and began to walk I felt her eyes on me. I glanced back. She was smiling. 

“You really are something,” she said. “You are walking like a model.” 

A small, unexpected pride rose in me. I kept the posture and added a little more sway to my hips as I crossed the car park. 

When I entered the office, mouths literally dropped open. Donald saw me and followed us straight into my room. 

“You lost again?” he squeaked. “Dude, I have to say, I find it a little unnerving, you being dressed like this.” 

“Why?” I asked. 

He looked genuinely unsettled. “I… you… well… well, you are kind of sexy.” 

Martina clapped her hands once and leaned back in her chair, laughing. 

“Brilliant!” she said. “That bothers you? Why?” 

“Because I should not be looking at another man that way!” 

“Why not?” 

“Because I am not gay!” 

“So it is Mike’s fault that you find him sexy? That does not make any sense to me, sorry. I find Mike extremely sexy dressed the way he is. I wish he was dressed like that all the time. I wish you were dressed like that.” 

“You…” Donald pointed a finger at Martina and seemed about to say something sharp. Instead he stopped himself. 

“You’re weird. I’m not talking to you.” 

He turned to me instead. 

“Dude, do something about this. You can’t be comfortable.” 

I was not going to let him speak to her that way. 

“Actually, Donald, I do feel good like this. In fact there was no bet. I dressed like this under orders of my mistress.” I glanced at Martina. She sat with her arms folded, looking thoroughly smug. “And I love her. If this makes her feel good, then it makes me feel good. I will be moving in with Mistress Martina this weekend. There I will live in a cage with four other slaves, where I will be forced to perform sex acts the likes of which you will never know. But do you know what? It is my decision. I choose to do it. Does it affect you? No.” 

He stood frozen, looking more nervous than angry now. 

“So… what sort of sex acts?” 

Martina sensed the opening at once and took it. 

“I piss in his mouth. I fuck his arse with a strap-on. I have him service my slaves ,  suck them, get fucked by them. I torture him. I pierced his tongue, his cock and his nipples. I fisted him right here in this office.” 

Donald turned back to me, eyes wide. 

“Y-you let men fuck you.” 

“I didn’t have any choice.” 

“How so?” 

“Because my mistress ordered me to do it.” 

“So if I bent you over the table and fucked you right here…” 

“I wouldn’t do it.” 

“But if Martina told you to do it, you would do it?” 

“Correct.” 

“Because you have to do what she says, no matter how humiliating it is for you?” 

“Correct.” 

“Do you get off on the humiliation?” 

“I do now, yes.” 

He looked at Martina again. 

“You also get off on the humiliation?” 

“Yes.” 

“So if I said that I was going to fuck him, you would let me, because you know how humiliating it would be for him.” 

“Correct.” 

Donald walked slowly behind me. His hand settled on the small of my back and pressed, guiding me forward until I was bent over the desk. The leather mini skirt rode up. My heart was hammering. Part of me wanted to stop this. The rest of me was already hard. 

Martina stepped in close. She lifted the skirt the rest of the way, hooked her fingers in the satin thong and pulled it down to my thighs. Then she undid Donald’s trousers, freed his cock, already fully hard, and spat on it. She took him into her mouth for a few slow strokes, then guided the slick head to my entrance. 

Donald pushed in. The stretch was sudden and thick. He was wider than I expected. 

“Ohhhh… yes, you’re so tight,” he groaned. 

I moaned as well. The fullness forced the air from my lungs. He began to move, each thrust deep and deliberate. 

At the same time I heard the soft beeps of a phone being dialled, then the click of the speaker. 

“Hello?” Kevin’s voice came through clearly. 

“Kev, this is Donald…” He kept thrusting while he explained exactly what was happening and why. 

There was a short silence on the other end. 

“Dude, you’re fucked up,” Kevin said at last. “But it sounds cool. Mike… or should I say Michelle… I’ll have to come and see you.” 

I moaned. I could not form words. Donald’s cock was slamming in and out of me like a piston, hard and relentless. The desk creaked under every thrust.

“Sorry Kev, he can’t speak right now. I’m fucking him hard.”

“Great. I’ll just listen,” Kevin’s voice came through the speaker.

One or two colleagues had already gathered at the doorway. They were laughing and staring. Heat flooded my face. The embarrassment was total, yet my cock remained rigid against the wood of the desk.

Donald groaned loudly and drove in deep. Hot cum flooded me in thick pulses. He stayed buried for a moment, breathing hard, then pulled out.

“Can I have a go?” my colleague Pavel asked.

Before I could even react his cock was out and pushing into my used arse. The stretch was immediate. More people crowded into the office. Hands gripped my hair and forced cocks into my mouth. Others took turns in my arse. Women and men alike pissed on my back and face. Open palms slapped my arse and thighs. Someone produced a thin belt and began whipping the backs of my legs. I could only kneel there and take it.

Through the haze I watched Donald pull Martina into a deep kiss. Moments later he had her bent over the opposite desk, fucking her hard while she looked straight at me and smiled.

Wait, I thought. This cannot possibly be real.

“Mike!”

The voice cut through everything.

“MIKE!”

“MIKE!!!”

My eyes shot open and I jerked upright. Donald stood in front of my desk, fully dressed. Martina’s table opposite me was empty, the computer switched off. I looked down at myself. I was wearing my ordinary Gucci suit. No corset. No skirt. No stockings.

“What the hell?” I muttered.

“Dude, what the hell?” Donald repeated.

“Sorry. Dozed off. What do you want, Don?”

“Kevin’s birthday this weekend, doofus. Is everything set?”

I rubbed my face, still half in the dream.

“Yeah, mate. All set.”

“The strip club?”

“Table booked.”

“Good. This is going to be swee-eeet.”

“Thanks, Barney. Now get out of my office.”

“Fuck you,” Donald said, and left with a grin.

I sat alone, shivering slightly. The dream had felt so complete, so detailed. Every sensation, every humiliation, every order. And the strangest part was the quiet disappointment settling in my chest now that I knew none of it had happened.

Saturday night was a blinder. It was my friend Kevin’s thirtieth birthday and we had decided to make it a large one. Paintball in the afternoon, then karting, a long dinner, and finally a strip club. Prague’s strip clubs are something special. The girls are beautiful and there is always something for everyone.

We had bought Kevin a special treat. Two dancers took him up on stage, stripped him almost naked and danced on him while the whole place cheered. He was thoroughly humiliated and already promising revenge. The others were quick to place the blame on me. It had been my idea, after all. Kevin decided I should suffer the most.

But I did not suffer at all.

When the gorgeous latex-clad brunette approached our table she stopped dead and stared at me, the same way I was staring at her. Recognition passed between us in complete silence. She reached out a hand. I took it without hesitation, slid from my chair and knelt on the sticky floor in front of her, head bowed.

“So it wasn’t just my dream?” she asked quietly.

“No, Mistress Martina.”

The End


A Man’s Place

I couldn’t believe my luck. A raise. After three years grafting as Marketing Manager in this stinking company, I finally had one. Granted, it took the firm being bought out, a string of people being sacked, and me squirming like mad to keep my place, but I’d got there. Five thousand quid a year extra. Geez, finally.

I needed that raise, and I needed to hang on to the job. My wife, Marian, had finished her marketing studies and still hadn’t found work. It was looking more and more like I’d be supporting her for the rest of my life. Not that I minded. She deserved it, poor girl. She shouldn’t have to work if she didn’t want to. I’d do anything for her. Anything.

The phone on my desk rang. Miss Sloan’s secretary, voice crisp and efficient.

“Mr Wyatt. Miss Sloan would like to see you in her office. Immediately.”

Miss Sloan. The newly appointed CEO. People said she was mad. A tyrant. I was about to find out for myself. I’d met her once already, briefly, the week before. She’d told me I was keeping my job and that the raise was mine, then finished with a sharp, “And you’d better be worth it.”

Most of the male staff had been let go, oddly enough. I was one of only about four men still left.

I straightened my tie, walked the short corridor to her office, and knocked.

“Come in.”

She was already standing behind her desk when I entered. Tall, dark hair pulled back, sharp suit that somehow still looked soft on her. About forty, and still carrying herself like she was ten years younger. No sag, no softness gone wrong. Either good genes or very good work.

“Ah, Michael, dear. Shut the door. Take a seat.”

I did both. The office was large, modern, with a view over the city and a small personal bar in the corner. She stayed on her feet a moment longer, looking me over.

“I haven’t really had much chance to get to know you yet. Those few minutes last week barely counted. I’m told you’re the best worker in this firm. Having reviewed your past and present work, I can say you truly are very good. Keep it up.”

“Thank you, Miss Sloan. That’s kind of you.”

“I know it is, dear. By the way, call me Erica.”

“Fine. Erica.”

A small smile. She walked over to the bar, poured two measures of whiskey, and brought one across to me. The glass was heavy in my hand. She sat opposite, crossed her legs, and watched me over the rim of her own glass.

“Michael, I’m not going to beat about the bush. There’s something you should know. When you signed the contract for the pay rise, you also accepted that you may have to wear a uniform while you are at work. Do you remember?”

I blinked. “Yes, but surely you don’t actually want me to wear one?”

She smiled and shook her head. “No, no. I’m simply informing you that the clause is there. Now, as you know, this is a women’s fashion agency.”

I gave a short laugh. “I should do. I’ve worked here three years.”

She laughed with me, though the sound was cooler. “Yes. Well, that is precisely why I let so many of the male employees go. I want my staff to wear the clothes we design. To work in them. You and the other remaining men are well suited to the clothes as you are. How can I put this without offending you? Feminine, in your body shape. And I would like you to start wearing our clothes to work. They will, of course, be given to you free of charge.”

I sat there staring at her, the whiskey glass still in my hand. It couldn’t be happening. Not really.

“Let me get this straight. You want me to wear women’s clothes to work?”

Erica gave a small shrug, as if the distinction barely mattered. “Yes and no. I want you to wear the clothes we design. To work. Unfortunately, this is a women’s fashion house.” She watched the look on my face and softened her tone a fraction. “Listen, dear. You do have the other option.”

“The uniform?”

“No, dear. The door.”

There it was. The real catch. Keep the job and the raise, or walk away with nothing. I needed the money. Marian needed me to keep earning. I swallowed.

“I’ll need to think about it. Will you give me till tomorrow?”

She considered for a moment, then nodded once. “All right. But only you. I expect to see you here tomorrow morning in one of our designs, or don’t come at all.”

I left the office with my head down and drove home in silence. The whole way I kept turning the conversation over, looking for some way out that didn’t exist. When I walked through the front door Marian was already in the kitchen. One look at my face and she knew something was wrong.

I told her everything. The clause, the clothes, the choice between dressing up or losing the job. She put her arms around me and held on.

“Oh God, honey. That’s awful. What are we going to do?”

“I don’t know. I can’t lose that job. You know I can’t.”

“You can’t wear women’s clothes either. You’ll look ridiculous.”

“I know. But you know what the employment situation is like out there.”

She sighed against my shoulder. “Yeah. You’re right.” After a long moment she pulled back and looked at me. “Come on then. Let’s drive over to the depot and get the clothes. Better to face it properly than sit here arguing.”

An hour later we were back. The receptionist had handed over a sealed list of exactly what I was expected to wear the next day. Marian had done most of the choosing from the rails, practical and quiet about it. Once we were home she took the bags upstairs.

“Go and have a shower,” she said. “I’ll lay some of the things out. Maybe we can mix and match a bit, try to make them look less… obvious.”

I just nodded and went into the bathroom. The hot water helped a little, but not much. I was still standing under the spray when the door opened and Marian stepped in. She was naked, skin still carrying the light tan from the weekend, long brown hair damp at the ends. I watched her for a second, the familiar shape of her, and felt the usual pull of wanting her. She reached past me for a towel and kissed my shoulder without saying anything.

When I came out the clothes were already laid across the bed. I started with the black satin panties. The fabric felt cold and smooth against my skin, completely different from anything I was used to. It clung in places ordinary underwear never did. Next came the matching bra. I still couldn’t see the point of it on me, but the list had been clear. The straps sat oddly on my shoulders. Then the suspender belt, the stockings, the navy blue mini skirt that finished well above the knee, and finally the cream satin blouse. Everything felt wrong. Soft where it should have been firm, tight where it should have been loose.

Marian came back into the bedroom and stopped. She made a small sound, half gasp, half something else. Then she saw the expression on my face and the humour left her.

“Dear, it’s terrible that someone can force you into this. Can’t you do something about it? Report it, or… I don’t know.”

I shook my head. “No. What would I say? Who’d believe a story like that?”

“Hmmm.” Marion worked at the hem of the skirt, tugging it a little higher, then stepped behind me and began smoothing the blouse down my back and over my chest. Her breathing had gone shallow and quick.

“Just… adjusting your clothes, dear,” she said, voice catching.

I turned. Her eyes were fixed on me, wide and hungry. One hand was already between her legs, rubbing hard at her clit through her knickers. The other stayed on the satin blouse, fingers pressing against the shape of the bra underneath. She rubbed faster, biting her lip.

“God, dear, I’m sorry, but you look so sexy like this. You feel so sexy. Fuck me. Lift up that skirt, take your dick out of those silky panties and fuck me right now.”

There was nothing else I could do. I pushed the skirt up, pulled the front of the panties aside and took her there on the bedroom floor. She wrapped her legs around me and kept calling me a bitch the whole time, loud and breathless. I came harder than I had in months. So did she. It was the best sex I could remember.

Afterwards I stayed in the underwear. Marion fell asleep with her hand resting lightly on the front of the panties, cupping me. I lay awake for a while, staring at the ceiling, then drifted off the same way.

The next morning Erica looked me up and down the moment I walked into the office.

“I’m glad to see you made the right decision,” she said. “And may I say you look mighty lovely.”

The rest of the day passed normally enough. Meetings, emails, the usual quiet chaos of the agency. Around four o’clock I glanced up and saw Marion coming out of Erica’s office. I waited until she reached my desk.

“What’s going on?”

“Oh honey, Miss Sloan’s offered me a job as Marketing Assistant. Isn’t that brilliant?”

It was good news. We needed every extra pound we could get.

“Thanks, Erica,” I called through the open door. “That’s good of you.”

Erica appeared in the doorway, smiling. “No problem. And Marion, doesn’t he look great in his new clothes?”

Marion glanced at me and nodded. “I have to admit he does. I was worried he’d look stupid, but he doesn’t. Not one bit.”

On the drive home I noticed several boxes and carrier bags in the boot.

“Have you been shopping?”

“Miss Sloan took me down to one of the warehouses and let me pick some things. More clothes for you. And a little treat for tonight.”

Once we were upstairs she opened the first bag and handed me the contents.

“Go on then. Put them on.”

I didn’t want to, but I also didn’t want another argument. I sat on the edge of the bed and slid the red stockings up my legs. She had shaved them smooth that morning; the nylon whispered against the bare skin. Next came the lacy red thong. Then she fastened the red basque around me, tightening the laces at the back until it sat snug against my ribs. A long straight blonde wig went on next, followed by more make-up than I had ever worn. Foundation, powder, dark lipstick, heavy eyeliner. When she finished I looked like someone who charged by the hour.

“Perfect,” she said. “Wait here. I’ll be right back.”

She gathered a couple of bags and left the room. A few minutes later the door opened again.

I stared. She was wearing a tight black latex top, black leather boots with high heels, and a long, thick strap-on dildo already in place.

“No way,” I said, voice rising.

She slapped my arse hard enough to sting. “Shut it.”

I tried to push past her. She was stronger than I expected. She shoved me back onto the bed, straddled my hips and pinned my wrists. One-handed she yanked the thong down to my knees. Cool lubricant spread between my cheeks. Before I could twist away she pushed forward and the dildo slid into me in one steady thrust.

The pain was sharp and sudden. I cried out. She held still for a moment, then began to move. Slowly the burning eased and something else took its place. A deep, full pressure that made my breath catch.

“You like that, don’t you, Michelle?”

“No I don’t. And my name is not Michelle.”

“Oh, honey. It is now.”

She rode me without using her hands, the eight-inch length sliding in and out in a steady rhythm. Each thrust pushed deep enough that I felt it in my gut. I could only groan into the mattress, the basque tight around my ribs, the blonde wig shifting against my cheek. Behind me her fingers worked along my spine, pressing small adhesive strips into place one after another. Plasters. A whole neat row of them from between my shoulder blades down to the small of my back.

“What are you up to?”

“Nothing, dear. Just fucking you like the girl you are.”

She stopped moving. I felt the dildo still buried inside me, then a sharp sting high on my left buttock.

“Ow!”

Another sting lower down.

“Ow!”

A third, closer to the crease of my thigh.

“Ow! And again!”

“Stop it! What are you doing?”

She started thrusting again, harder this time, the wet sound of the lubricant loud in the quiet room. “I’ve injected you with an experimental hormone mix Erica gave me. With the amount I’ve put in you, you’ll have C-cup tits within the week. Great, huh?”

She sounded genuinely pleased. I twisted my head to look back at her.

“Marion, you can’t do that!”

“I thought you wanted all of this,” she said, a little surprised.

“I didn’t!”

“Well your boss told me you did. She said you were just looking for some help to find your feminine side.”

“Shit. Get off me!”

She stayed exactly where she was, the dildo still deep inside, and seemed to think for a few seconds. Then she shook her head.

“No. I like fucking you, and I’ve had a few good ideas I don’t want to spoil now. From now on you are my bitch, my slave, my whore and my maid. Got that?”

“What?”

She rammed the full length hard up my arse and brought her open hand down across my cheek with a loud slap.

“I said, got that?”

A shiver ran through me. My voice came out smaller than I meant it to.

“Yes. I’m sorry.”

“Good.”

Her hand reached under me and closed around my cock, still half-hard from the earlier fucking and now trapped against the sheets. She stroked it in time with her thrusts, slow at first, then matching the deeper rhythm she set. The dual sensation pulled another groan out of me. She leaned forward, latex top cool against my back, and kept working both ends of me without pause.

“Now relax,” she said against my ear. “Because I’m going to fuck you all night.”

I woke on Saturday morning to the smell of smoke. No work today. Marion had lit the fire in the living room. Something was wrong about it. I went through and saw the last of my shirts and trousers curling black in the grate. Every piece of male clothing I owned was gone.

I walked back into the bedroom to think. She followed me in without a word, pushed me face-down on the bed, and worked the strap-on into me again. She fucked me hard, hips slamming against my arse until I was gasping into the pillow. When she finally slowed she peeled the old plasters from my back and stuck fresh ones in their place. Then the sharp stings started once more. Five separate injections this time, each one making me flinch.

She stayed buried inside me while she spoke.

“I’ve taken the liberty of burning those horrible male clothes and replacing them with proper whore’s and maid’s clothes and underwear. I’ve made up the guest room. That’s where you’ll sleep from now on. I’ve also put an advert on the internet looking for a man who can look after me.”

“What? Why?”

“You think I want someone like you?” she snarled. “No. You’re my maid now, remember? Erica told me this was what you wanted. Maybe I shouldn’t have believed her, but God, I was turned on when I heard it.” She paused, voice dropping. “Please, Michael. Please go along with this.”

“But why?” I pleaded.

“Don’t you find it all terribly sexy? When I thought it was your idea I loved you for being so adventurous. We agreed we don’t want kids, so why can’t we have a wild sex life? Why can’t we live our fantasies? Does none of this turn you on?”

I lay there for a long moment, the dildo still thick inside me, her weight on my back. Something in me shifted.

“Please fuck me, Mistress,” I said quietly. “Please transform me and turn me into your little sissy whore.”

I felt a warm drop hit my skin. A tear.

“Yes, you fucking slut. You’re mine now and forever. I’m going to use your cock whenever I want, and I’m going to fuck that slutty arse whenever I want.”

Two weeks passed. My breasts swelled quickly to a proper C-cup. The new cocktail of drugs kept my cock working; I still got hard whenever she touched me. I served Marion and her new almost live-in boyfriend, Jack, as their maid. Erica eventually sacked me. Marion took over my old role and, it turned out, did it better. Erica raised her wages enough that money was no longer a worry.

In the evenings Jack and Marion would sit on the sofa with their arms round each other, watching television or kissing openly in front of me. Sometimes they made love on the living-room carpet while I stood and waited. Once she invited Erica round. The three of them fucked for hours. Most nights I was allowed to watch. Afterwards I always had to clean up the cum with my tongue or a cloth, whichever she ordered.

My head kept telling me things were bad. Whenever they started to look even slightly better, they got worse.

Marion had not slept with me since that first Saturday. Tonight was different. She came into the guest room already wearing the strap-on and told me I had been good. I could have a treat. She lubed my arse thoroughly, pushed the dildo in deep, and then tied a blindfold over my eyes. For a few minutes she fucked me in long, steady strokes. Then she pulled out completely.

Something warmer and living pressed against me. Jack. He pushed forward and filled me in one slow thrust. I tried to pull away. Marion’s hand cracked across my face.

“Take it, you whore.”

I then felt another cock press against my lips. A second man. Kyle. I opened my mouth and he pushed in deep, fucking my throat in short, urgent strokes while Jack kept working my arse. Kyle came hard, flooding my mouth. I had no choice but to swallow every drop.

The three of them took turns for the rest of the night and most of the following day. Jack and Kyle swapped between my mouth and my arse. Marion used the strap-on whenever one of them needed a rest, riding me until my legs shook. By the time they finally left me alone I was sore, sticky and half-asleep on the guest-room bed.

The next evening they dressed me carefully. Thin red silk panties first, then the matching basque laced tight, red stockings clipped into place. Over the top went a short red rubber mini-dress that clung to every curve. My hair had grown longer over the weeks; they had peroxided it blonde and styled it so it fell around my face. The make-up was heavy: dark eyes, full red lips, enough powder to hide any remaining shadow of a beard. When they finished I looked exactly like a working girl.

They drove me across town and stopped in the nearest red-light street. Marion opened the door and pushed me out onto the pavement.

“Now you whore,” she said. “Make some money.”

I stood there under the streetlight, heart hammering, and finally understood. They expected me to work as a she-male prostitute.

I had been standing less than five minutes when a young man in a dark Mazda pulled up. He looked decent enough, clean-shaven, nervous smile. I got in. He drove us back to a small flat on the edge of the estate.

“You’re a good-looking lady,” he said once we were inside. “I’m a bit nervous. I don’t usually do this, but my girlfriend left me and I don’t fancy being alone tonight. I’m Paul, by the way. How much for an hour?”

“I’m Michelle. Forty pounds?”

“Okay.” He handed over the notes.

I made him shower first. When he came back into the bedroom still damp I slipped the rubber dress off and laid it aside. We stretched out on the bed. His hands went straight to my breasts, cupping and squeezing the new C-cups. I reached down and stroked his cock through the towel. It hardened quickly under my fingers. Then his hand slid lower, between my legs, and found the soft silk of the panties and the unmistakable shape underneath. He jerked back as if burned.

“You’re… you’re a transsexual?”

“Yes. You didn’t know?”

“I’m for women. I’m not gay. Not even a little bit.”

I started to sit up, ready to leave before things turned ugly.

“Wait,” he said. “Maybe… you know. Nobody has to know, do they?”

“Of course not.” I sat back down and gave him a small smile.

His hand returned, slower this time, rubbing my cock through the thin silk. I leaned in and kissed him. The kiss deepened quickly. Our tongues met. I kept stroking him while he worked me through the panties. Both of us were rock-hard within moments.

I took his cock into my mouth and sucked him slowly until he was fully hard and leaking. Then I pushed the red silk panties down my thighs and turned onto my hands and knees. He moved behind me, guided himself to my arse and pushed in. The stretch was familiar now. He fucked me hard and fast, hips slapping against me, and lasted less than a minute before he came deep inside with a broken groan. He stayed buried for a few seconds, then pulled out and kissed me, soft and grateful. We lay together afterwards, still kissing, hands roaming over each other’s bodies.

After a while he asked, almost shyly, “What’s it feel like? You know, to wear women’s clothing?”

“Believe it or not, it’s really nice. Do you want to try?”

“No, no. I was just asking.”

But the way his eyes stayed on the discarded panties told me otherwise. I picked them up and slid the thin red silk up his legs and over his hips. The fabric settled against his cock.

“There. That wasn’t so bad, was it?” I rubbed him through the silk. He was already hardening again.

“No,” he said quietly. “It’s nice.”

I dressed him in the rest of my clothes: the basque, the stockings, the short red rubber mini-dress. From my bag I took out the make-up and worked on his face the way they had worked on mine earlier. Foundation, powder, dark lipstick, a little eyeliner. He kept running his hands over the rubber and the silk while I finished.

“It feels great,” he murmured.

“Okay. Now shush and bend over.”

He hesitated only a second. “All right.”

I lifted the rubber dress, pulled the panties down to his knees and squeezed a good amount of KY onto my fingers. I circled his hole, then slid one finger inside. He tensed, then let out a long breath.

“Do you like that?”

“Yeah. It’s nice.”

“I’m going to put my cock in now. It’ll hurt at first, but it gets better. All right?”

“All right.” His voice was tight with nerves.

I pressed the head against him and pushed steadily. He gasped, knuckles whitening on the sheets. I held still until the tightness eased, then began to move. Within a minute the gasps turned to low moans. He pushed back to meet each thrust.

“More,” he said. “Please, more.”

“Okay, Pauline, dear. I’ll give you more.”

I fucked him properly after that, deep and steady, until he came untouched onto the sheets and I followed soon after.

I worked the rest of the night and brought home nearly four hundred pounds. When I walked through the door Marion and Jack were waiting. They sat me down and both smiled.

“It was just a bit of fun,” Marion said. “You don’t need to do it again.”

I looked at them for a long moment.

“Don’t take this away from me. Don’t turn nice. I don’t want you to be nice to me. I want you to make me feel like the slut I am. Promise me you’ll never be nice to me again.”

Marion reached out and stroked my face. “Baby, this is all just a game… I love you, but we can’t always…”

“Yes, we can,” I said. “This is my life now. The one I want. You want it too, don’t you?”

Marion looked at me for a long second. “Well yes, but I didn’t know you wanted it this much.”

Jack rested a hand on her thigh. “Honey, if this is what the bitch wants, then that’s it for him.”

She nodded slowly. “I guess you’re right. No safe words. No way out. You’ll be a whore for us forever.”

“Yes. I promise.”

Jack’s expression hardened. He slapped me across the face hard enough to sting. “Right, you little shit. You’ll be out every single night. Now drink my piss and then go to sleep. Tomorrow you work again.”

He stood over me. I opened my mouth and took it. When he finished I swallowed, wiped my lips, and went to the guest room without another word.

We agreed I would keep none of the money. Paul became a regular. Twice a week, sometimes for the whole night. I started giving him a small discount. He owns more women’s clothes than men’s now and insists I call him Pauline the entire time. A few other punters arrived the same way he did, not realising at first what I was. Every one of them decided to try it once they found out. Most of them still come back. Several have started wearing women’s clothes themselves after the nights we spent together.

I no longer work as a maid. That role is finished. At home I am used for sex, kicked when it suits them, pissed on or into, and taken by all of them at once. Marion now lives with three men. They fuck me whenever they feel like it, often until I can barely walk.

After a while I suggested she divorce me. She was shocked at first, almost frightened. I told her it was not so I could leave. It was so I would always be nothing more than a sissy slave to her. She agreed on the condition that I signed a contract. I went further and wrote out an article of debt that left me permanently indebted to her for everything.

My world shrank to the house and the punters. I am not allowed out during the day. If Marion and the men go out they tie me to the bed, gag me, and leave me there until they return.

My parents and the rest of the family tried to ring. Marion simply told them I had no interest in speaking to them. The calls stopped.

It took time, and a lot of it was brutal, but in the end I love the shemale whore I have become. I love working the streets and the truck-stops every night. And I love Marion and Erica for turning me into the slut I am today.

The End


Carrigan’s Kinks

Susan Carrigan sighed as she dropped her handbag onto the kitchen table. The room sparkled under the soft overhead lights, every surface wiped clean, the sink empty of dishes. She smiled, grateful once again for how attentive her husband could be after a long day. She kicked off her shoes and padded along the hallway towards the bedroom, pausing at Kathy’s door. The room was dark and empty, the bed made, clothes scattered as usual across the chair. 

In the master bedroom Kevin sat propped against the pillows, crossword folded across his lap. He looked up as she entered. 

“Hi honey,” Susan said, leaning down to kiss him. “I see Kathy’s out again. Is she with William?” 

Kevin set the paper aside. “Yep. He came by for her about an hour ago. She treats him terribly, you know. Do this, do that. I don’t know where she gets it from.” 

“She’s a goth. She likes that sort of thing.” Susan had spent a small fortune on corsets, boots and heavy make-up for their eighteen-year-old daughter, and still wasn’t sure whether it was a phase or a permanent statement. She climbed onto the bed and straddled Kevin’s hips, her skirt riding up. “So are we going to fuck tonight or not?” 

He smiled and reached for the buttons of her blouse. One by one he undid them, then slipped his hands inside to cup her breasts through the satin and lace of her bra. He had always loved the feel of them: full D-cups that stayed firm on her slim frame even after childbirth. It still amazed him. Susan had been a lingerie model in her early twenties and later opened her own chain of stores, Carrigan’s Lingerie. Kevin had first met her when his firm pitched for the marketing contract. He lost the bid but won the girl. When they married she kept her surname for the brand, and he had taken it too without complaint. 

Susan shifted her weight, unfastened his trousers and freed his cock. Five inches, nothing remarkable, yet familiar and welcome. She guided him inside her with a slow downward press, sighing as he filled her. The stretch was pleasant but never enough on its own to bring her off. She knew that; Kevin knew it too. She began to ride him in steady rolls of her hips, one hand braced on his shoulder, the other running through her long dark curly hair. Kevin’s breathing grew heavier. His hands settled on her waist, guiding her rhythm. Within a few minutes he tensed, pushed up hard and came inside her with a low groan. 

Susan stayed still for a moment, feeling the warmth of him. “That was lovely,” she said, smiling down at him. 

“Your turn.” He eased her onto her back, settled between her thighs and licked her open. He cleaned his own spend from her with long, deliberate strokes of his tongue, something that had once startled her but which she had long since accepted as simply part of the way he finished her. He was good at it, focused and thorough. It took only a minute or two before her thighs tightened around his head. She grabbed his hair and pulled him closer as the orgasm rolled through her, sharp and clean. 

“Oh, that was amazing,” she breathed. 

The front door slammed downstairs. Susan pressed a finger to her lips. Kevin stayed quiet. A second later a female voice, not Kathy’s, floated up the stairs. Then Kathy’s bedroom door shut with a decisive click. 

“And she brought a friend,” Susan murmured. “I’m not sure I approve of this.” 

“She’s eighteen,” Kevin said. 

“She’s living under our roof.” 

“She’s experimenting. Let her be. She’ll grow out of it.” 

"I hope so."  

They heard the sharp crack of a whip, followed by a firm female voice: “Get down on your knees, NOW!” 

For the next hour the sounds carried clearly through the wall. William’s muffled cries mixed with the repeated snap of leather, the dull thud of something harder, the creak of restraints being tightened. Orders were barked, obeyed, then repeated when he failed to move fast enough. Susan lay still beside Kevin, listening. Her body reacted whether she wanted it to or not. Heat gathered low in her belly; her thighs pressed together of their own accord. She turned towards her husband, hoping he might still be awake, but his breathing was already deep and even. She hesitated only a moment, then lifted the hem of her nightie, slipped her hand between her legs and began to rub herself in slow circles. The wetness surprised her. She kept her movements quiet, eyes closed, matching the rhythm of the distant cries until she came with a tight, silent shudder. 

The next morning Susan walked to the bathroom in a peach-coloured silk mini-robe edged with lace. The bathroom door opened as she reached it. A tall, thin blonde stepped out, medium-sized breasts pierced through both nipples, skin still damp from the shower. 

“Oh, hello, Miss Carrigan. It’s good to finally meet you. I own loads of your lingerie.” 

“Thank you. And you are?” 

“Miranda. I’m Kathy’s girlfriend.” 

Susan blinked. “Girlfriend?” 

Miranda smiled. “Yep. Girlfriend. Although we’re not exclusive.” The smile lingered. “If you ever want to go for a drink, I’d be glad to take you.” 

Susan did not return the smile. “Sorry, I’m not that way inclined.” 

“Of course you are. All women are. Anyway, I’d best go. We need to take care of William.” 

Susan’s eyes followed her down the short stretch of hallway, noting the smooth, tanned curve of her small backside. Miranda pushed open Kathy’s bedroom door and held it wide. Inside, Kathy stood behind William, dressed in a tight black leather corset and latex stockings, a thick strap-on harnessed around her hips. William wore a pink satin corset and black stockings; his wrists were bound behind him. Kathy drove into him with steady, powerful thrusts, one hand gripping his hip, the other resting on his shoulder. She never slowed when she noticed her mother in the doorway. She simply looked across, met Susan’s eyes, and smiled. 

Miranda watched Susan’s face the entire time, door still open, the wet sound of flesh meeting flesh filling the corridor. 

“Honey?” Kevin called from the bedroom. “Are you finished in the shower?” 

Susan started, as if waking from a trance. Miranda closed the door. The rhythmic slap continued behind it. 

“No, just going in,” Susan answered. She stepped into the bathroom, locked the door, and stripped off the robe. Under the hot spray her hand went straight between her legs. She was already soaked. Two fingers were enough. She came hard within seconds, forehead pressed to the tiled wall, breath catching. 

“I can’t believe what I just saw,” she whispered. “I can’t believe I want that.” 

* * * * * 

Her Blackberry vibrated once on the conference room table. Susan picked it up, typed in the password and opened the message. 

‘Hi Susan. I’m going 2 B in town 2day & wud luv 2 C U 4 lunch. R U able? Miranda’ 

How the fuck did she get my number? The thought landed hard. She switched to a new message and sent one straight to Kathy. 

‘Did you give my number to Miranda??’ 

The reply arrived within seconds. 

‘Yeah. Problem?’ 

Susan did not answer. She set the phone face down and tried to focus on her distribution manager outlining the case for new markets. The words washed over her. Every few moments her eyes dropped to the silent device. Heat had already started to gather between her legs, the same low, insistent warmth she had felt the night before while listening through the wall. She told herself it was nothing. Curiosity, nothing more. Still her free hand drifted under the table and pressed briefly against her skirt. 

After another five minutes she snatched the phone up again. She typed quickly. 

‘Ok. 12:15, Portman Grill on Jersey Road.’ 

She stared at the glowing text. Her thumb hovered over send. She cancelled it, shoved the message into drafts, then opened the drafts folder and looked at it once more. The meeting continued around her. She recalled the message, pressed send, and immediately regretted it. At the same time her pussy grew noticeably wetter. Part of her hoped Miranda would write back and say she could not make it. The rest of her sat in the chair feeling the dampness of her knickers and not knowing which outcome she actually wanted. 

A minute later the phone buzzed again. 

‘C U there ;)’ 

At twelve-ten Susan was already seated in a booth at the Portman Grill. She had chosen the booth without thinking it through, only realising afterwards that it offered more privacy than an open table. She ordered sparkling water and left it untouched. Her pulse felt too fast. Every time the door opened she glanced up, then looked away again. 

“Hi.” 

The soft voice came from her left. Susan turned. Miranda stood there in a tiny black leather skirt and a red satin gypsy top finished with a short corset that ended just beneath her breasts. The tops of them spilled freely over the neckline. Black patent ankle boots with five-inch heels completed the look. She looked expensive and deliberately under-dressed at the same time. 

“Hello,” Susan managed. 

Miranda leaned in and kissed her once on each cheek, lingering a fraction longer than polite. Then she slid into the booth beside her rather than opposite, close enough that their thighs almost touched. 

“I’m so glad you agreed to meet me. I’ve always adored you. I saw some of your old modelling photos and you were always so sexy. Still are.” 

Susan felt the heat rise higher. She could smell Miranda’s perfume, something sharp and sweet, and the faint warmth of her body through the thin fabric of the top. She kept her hands folded on the table and tried to keep her voice steady. 

“Thank you. That’s kind of you to say. Is that what you want to do? Modelling?” Susan asked, half hoping the girl was only after career advice. 

“Kind of. Not like you did though.” 

“No?” 

“I want to do fetish modelling. You know, like Suicide Girls?” Susan shook her head; she had never heard of them. “I really want to start doing some fetish porn too.” 

“How did you get into that? The fetish stuff?” 

Miranda shrugged. “To be honest, your daughter got me into it. She lent me a book about femdom and I fell in love with it. There’s nothing better than seeing a man at your feet, begging to service you, or watching him in tears while you torture or humiliate him.” 

Susan pictured it and felt herself grow wetter still. The image sat uncomfortably close to the sounds she had overheard the night before. “I don’t know if I could do that to my husband.” 

Miranda reached across the table and took both of Susan’s hands. Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Close your eyes and picture your husband dressed in a black and white satin maid’s uniform, on his knees, watching while you take a thick black cock, eight or nine inches long, into your cunt. It’s pounding you in and out. Then you force him to lick your lover’s cum out of your pussy.” 

Susan’s eyes snapped open. “How did you know he did that?” 

Miranda blinked. “What?” 

“How did you know he licks me out after sex?” 

“He does?” Miranda’s smile returned, slow and knowing. “I didn’t know. But that is the ultimate humiliation, making him eat cum. Better if it belongs to someone else though.” 

Susan nodded once, the pulse between her legs stronger now. “Where would you come into all this?” 

Miranda’s smile widened. “Anywhere you want me. But I have to tell you, I want you more than anything.” 

A discreet cough interrupted them. The waiter stood waiting with his notepad. Both women frowned, ordered quickly, and waited until he had gone. Miranda shifted closer along the booth seat until her thigh pressed against Susan’s. A moment later her hand settled lightly on Susan’s leg, just above the knee. 

Susan started to brush it away, then reached for her coffee instead. If I’m here, she told herself, then I must be here for a reason. It’s only a hand on my leg, and it does feel good. 

“I have to get back to the office,” she said. “I’ve got a lot to do.” 

“That’s fine. Want to meet again tomorrow?” 

“I can’t. I have a lunch meeting.” She saw the flicker of disappointment and added, “I can meet you on Friday though.” 

Miranda’s smile returned at once. “Great. I’ll see you then. Actually, I may see you tonight.” 

“Really? How come?” 

“I’m coming round to see Kathy and Willy.” 

“Oh. Right. Well, see you tonight then.” 

* * * * * 

Kevin was snoring again. The steady drone cut through the darker sounds coming from Kathy’s room: the sharp crack of a paddle, low female laughter, a muffled male cry, the wet rhythm of bodies moving together. Susan lay rigid beside him, irritated that he could sleep through all of it while she remained wide awake and increasingly unsettled. Worse, she found herself jealous of her own daughter. Jealous of the freedom, the control, the way Miranda looked at her. 

She slipped out of bed and went downstairs to the kitchen. She warmed a glass of milk, stirred in a measure of whiskey and a spoonful of golden syrup, then stood for a moment looking down at herself. The red satin babydoll with its lace trim, the matching thong with the side ties, the sheer red stockings. What am I doing? she thought. What exactly am I expecting to happen? 

She carried the glass upstairs. Outside Kathy’s door she stopped, leaned against the wall and took a slow sip. The sounds were clearer here. She could hear Miranda’s voice, low and commanding, and Kathy’s answering laugh. Susan closed her eyes for a second, trying to decide whether to knock, walk away, or simply keep listening. 

A pair of hands settled on her backside without warning. One slid higher, cupped her right breast through the thin satin and squeezed gently while warm lips pressed against the side of her neck. A soft moan escaped her before she could stop it. She turned, ready for almost anything, and found Kevin standing there in his pyjamas, smiling. 

“Oh. Honey.” 

“Who did you expect it to be?” he asked. 

“Nobody. I’m just tired. What are you doing up?” 

“Toilet. You?” She lifted the glass. “Oh. Why were you standing here?” 

“I was thinking about how fast our daughter grew up.” The lie came out thinner than she liked. “Anyway, I’m going back to bed.” 

“Good night, honey.” He padded into the bathroom and shut the door. 

Susan stepped into their bedroom, then glanced back. Kathy’s door had opened a few centimetres. Miranda stood in the gap, eyes moving deliberately down Susan’s body from the lace of the babydoll to the tops of the stockings. When their eyes met again Miranda smiled and mouthed a single word: wonderful. 

The bathroom lock clicked. Susan moved quickly to the bed. Miranda’s door closed with a soft, final sound. 

* * * * * 

Susan stared at the Blackberry for a long time, willing it to light up with a message from Miranda. Nothing came. She reminded herself that she had been the one to say she was busy that day. Still the silence frustrated her. God, I have to see her, she thought, the need sharper than she wanted to admit. 

She typed a new message before she could change her mind. 

‘Hi Miranda, listen, I was thinking, why don’t you come round for dinner tonight?’ 

The reply arrived within seconds. 

‘Can’t tonight :( Got a modelling job. I can meet u after though? What about ur husband?’ 

Susan frowned at the screen. She typed carefully. 

‘I meant dinner with us all… just dinner.’ 

The answer came back almost at once. 

‘Of course u did. :) I’d luv to b ur dessert.’ 

The forwardness of it made Susan’s stomach tighten. She set the phone down and left it alone for a full hour, moving restlessly between the kitchen and the living room, unable to settle. Every few minutes she checked the screen even though she knew there would be nothing new. The image of Miranda in that leather skirt and the low-cut top kept returning, along with the memory of the hand on her leg and the word mouthed through the crack in the door the night before. 

Finally she picked the phone up again. Her pulse was steady but quick as she wrote the reply. 

‘I want to be your dessert too. Maybe I can arrange something, but not for tonight. Tomorrow meet me for lunch, at my house.’ 

* * * * * 

“I’m taking the day off today, hun,” Susan told her husband. 

“Really? Well, you deserve it.” Kevin kissed her on the forehead and went downstairs to make breakfast. 

Once he had left the house Susan spent a long time choosing what to wear. She settled on a white silk bra and matching French knickers, a suspender belt and white lacy stockings. Over them she added a white satin camisole and the matching peignoir. The combination of the smooth fabric and the soft lace made her pause in front of the mirror. Looking at herself was enough to start a slow heat between her legs. 

She had just finished her make-up when the doorbell rang. Miranda stood on the step in a tiny white tank-top and a short pink satin mini-skirt. Before Susan could speak Miranda stepped inside, closed the door firmly behind her and kissed her hard. Their tongues met at once. Susan felt the full force of the contact travel straight through her body. 

“God, I want you, Susan,” Miranda breathed against her mouth. 

“I want you too.” 

“You’re so sexy.” 

They only made it as far as the living-room sofa. Miranda pushed the peignoir open, pulled the French knickers down and put her mouth between Susan’s thighs. The first firm stroke of her tongue made Susan cry out. She gripped Miranda’s hair and held her there as the orgasm arrived quickly and hard, her wetness coating the girl’s face. 

Susan needed no further invitation. She moved down, parted Miranda’s legs and tasted her for the first time. The shaved skin was soft and already wet. The flavour surprised her with how much she liked it. She licked deeper, realising with sudden clarity that this was something she had been missing. 

They did not stay on the sofa. Over the next hours they moved from room to room, clothes discarded along the way. In Kathy’s bedroom Miranda knew exactly where the strap-on was kept. They took turns using it, Susan first on her back, then on her hands and knees. When Miranda turned her over and pressed the slick length against her arse Susan did not stop her. The stretch was intense and new; she came again with her face pressed into her daughter’s pillow. 

By early evening they lay tangled together in Kathy’s bed, skin cooling, exchanging slow kisses. 

“I don’t want this to end,” Susan said. 

“Why does it have to?” 

“Can we make it work?” 

“There’s so much we can do. Don’t worry.” Miranda watched as Susan began to gather her clothes. “Can I hang around here? I’ll just say I was waiting for Kathy.” 

“What will Kathy say?” 

“Kathy knows I’m here today. It’s cool.” 

Susan stared at her. “You told her?” 

Miranda smiled and ran a finger lightly along the side of Susan’s breast. “Don’t worry. She’s fine with it. She really likes the idea. Honestly.” 

Susan let out a long breath and shook her head. “What has my daughter turned into?” 

* * * * * 

Kathy wore a wide smile as she tore a piece of chicken from the bone and held it out. William, kneeling beside her chair in nothing but a pair of tight black shorts, opened his mouth and took it carefully from her fingers. 

“William, you’re more than welcome to eat at the table,” Kevin said. 

Kathy’s head snapped round. “Don’t tell my slave what he can and can’t do.” 

“Kath…” 

“Don’t Kath me, Dad. You do not tell my slave what to do. Understand?” 

Kevin held up both hands. “Okay. Jeez. Calm down.” 

Kathy turned to Susan. “Really, Mother, you must learn to control the men in your life. Show some discipline around here.” 

“Don’t speak to me and your father like that,” Susan answered, but the words lacked any real force. 

Silence settled over the table for a few moments. 

“So, Mum, what did you get up to today?” Kathy asked, the smirk already in place. 

Susan met her daughter’s eyes and held them. “Nothing. Just relaxing.” 

“I bet you were.” 

That night, once Kevin’s breathing had settled into the familiar rhythm of sleep, Susan decided she could not leave the earlier conversation alone. She walked along the landing, paused outside Kathy’s door, and opened it without knocking. 

“Kathy, I want to speak to you.” 

“Close the door, Susan,” Miranda said quietly. 

Susan took in the scene and shut the door behind her. Miranda knelt behind Kathy, a thick black strap-on buried deep in her, hips moving in a steady rhythm. Kathy, on all fours, had her right hand buried to the wrist inside William, who lay on his back dressed in a pale pink slip, a blonde wig and heavy make-up. Soft, broken sounds came from him with every push of Kathy’s fist. Susan felt the familiar rush of wetness between her own legs. 

Miranda withdrew, stood and walked across to her. She leaned in to kiss her. Susan pulled back for a second, then let it happen. The kiss deepened at once. 

“Don’t worry, Mum. I know about you both. It’s fine,” Kathy said, still smiling. 

Susan put her arms around Miranda and kissed her properly, tasting the faint salt of earlier sweat on her lips. Miranda guided her down onto the bed without breaking the kiss for long, then pushed her face firmly between her open thighs. 

“Lick me.” 

Susan did. The taste was already familiar from the afternoon, warm and clean, and she pressed her tongue flat against the smooth skin before sliding it deeper. Miranda’s hand settled in her hair, not forcing, simply holding her in place. From the corner of her eye Susan saw Kathy pull her hand free from William, wipe it once on the sheet, and crawl across the mattress. Cool fingers parted Susan’s own legs. Then Kathy’s mouth was on her, tongue moving in long, steady strokes from the entrance up to the sensitive peak and back again. Susan jerked hard at the first contact. 

“Kathy… what are you doing? I’m your mother.” 

“Shhh.” Kathy did not lift her head. She simply licked again, slower this time, and the sensation sent another sharp jolt through Susan’s hips. 

Susan hesitated only a moment longer, then turned back to Miranda’s cunt and kept working. She licked with more purpose now, circling the swollen bud, dipping lower, listening to the change in Miranda’s breathing. The dual pressure, giving pleasure while receiving it from her own daughter, built quickly. Miranda’s thighs tightened around her ears. Susan’s own orgasm rose without warning. She came hard against Kathy’s mouth, thighs trembling, a broken sound escaping into Miranda’s wet flesh as the climax rolled through her. 

Miranda sat up. “I need a piss. Slave, lie down.” 

William stretched out on the floor without hesitation. Miranda stood over him, squatted, and released a steady stream of urine across his face and into his open mouth. He swallowed as much as he could. Susan watched, unable to look away. 

“I want to do that,” she said. Kathy’s eyes widened. “That has been one of my fantasies ever since I was young.” 

Susan straddled the boy’s chest and let go. The warm release felt like a long-held pressure finally easing. While she was still finishing, Miranda fastened the strap-on around her hips again. 

“Susan, get up on the bed.” 

Susan climbed up and settled on her hands and knees. She grinned as the slick head of the dildo pressed against her cunt and pushed in deep. 

“Baby,” she called to Kathy, “come and let Mummy lick your pussy.” 

Kathy moved into place at once. Susan lowered her head and licked her daughter with the same steady hunger she had given Miranda. The taste was different, sharper, and she found she wanted more of it. 

The rest of the night passed in a blur of new sensations. Susan took the cane from the bedside drawer and laid a series of sharp stripes across William’s thighs and buttocks until his skin glowed red. She worked her whole hand inside him the way Kathy had done, watching his face contort. She fucked him with the strap-on until her hips ached, then bound his cock and balls tightly and flicked the stretched skin with her fingernail until he begged. Every act left her wetter than the last. By the early hours she knew she wanted the same power over her husband. 

“I need to work out how to do this to your dad,” she told Kathy as they finally lay still. “I may need your help eventually.” 

“Sure,” Kathy said. “No problem.” 

* * * * * 

“Where were you?” Kevin asked sleepily as Susan climbed into bed. He was facing the window and did not turn. He had no idea a third person had slipped under the covers with them. 

“I was with Miranda and Kathy,” Susan said. “Miranda is going to sleep here with us.” 

That made him look. He rolled over and found the blonde pressed against his wife, one of Miranda’s bare legs already hooked over Susan’s hip. The two women were kissing slowly, mouths open, hands moving under the sheet. 

“What’s going on here?” He reached across and switched on the bedside light. 

Susan broke the kiss just long enough to speak. “Babe, go to sleep. We’ll talk about it tomorrow.” 

“Wha…” 

“Sweetheart. Go to sleep. Understand?” Her voice was quiet but firm. 

Kevin stared at them for another second, then nodded and turned the light off again. In the dark he could still hear the soft wet sounds of their kissing, the rustle of the sheet as hands moved, the low catch of breath when one of them was touched in the right place. He lay rigid, listening. 

“Please tell me what’s going on?” he asked once more. 

Miranda answered this time. “Shut up and go to sleep. Or we’ll have to spank you.” 

He watched the shape of his wife and the younger woman shift closer. Susan’s hand disappeared between Miranda’s thighs. Miranda made a small, satisfied sound and pushed back against the fingers. Kevin’s cock was already hard. He slipped a hand under the waistband of his pyjamas and began to stroke himself in time with the movements beside him. 

Miranda noticed. She leaned close to Susan’s ear and whispered something. Both women laughed quietly. 

“What?” Kevin asked, still working himself. 

Susan turned her head just enough for him to hear. “She said it’s tiny.” 

The words landed harder than he expected. He came a few seconds later, spilling into his own hand, the pleasure thin and edged with shame. He wiped himself roughly on the sheet, turned onto his side facing the window again, and closed his eyes. Behind him the soft sounds of the two women continued for a long time before they finally settled into sleep. 

* * * * * 

That weekend Kevin found himself looking after the two women while they made love almost without pause. He brought them drinks, changed the sheets when asked, and otherwise stayed out of the way. Over the following days and weeks the arrangement settled into a new pattern. Susan spent longer and longer in Kathy’s room. Miranda began appearing in the marital bed more often than not, until one ordinary evening Kevin realised she had simply moved in and he had never quite noticed the moment it became permanent. 

One afternoon, when they had a few quiet minutes alone, he tried to talk about it. 

“Listen, sweetie. What’s going on?” 

Susan looked at him calmly. “I’ve found a new sexual side of myself and I want to live it. I’d love it if you helped me realise my fantasies.” 

“Of course, but…” 

“But?” 

“We don’t have sex any more. I just wank while I watch you with Miranda.” 

“How much does that bother you?” 

“It doesn’t, as such.” 

“Then where’s the problem? I’m not sure I want to have sex with you that much any more. Is that a problem?” 

He was too shy to push back. “No. Of course you mean more to me than that.” 

“I’m going to get you more involved. I promise.” 

“All right.” Kevin was left wondering whether he had just quietly surrendered any claim to their old sex life. 

A few nights later he lay alone in the dark listening to the sounds coming from Kathy’s room: his wife’s voice mixed with Miranda’s, Kathy’s, and the occasional muffled response from William. Part of him wanted to cry. Another part was harder than he had been in years. He did not understand the mixture. 

The door opened. Susan walked in holding a plain leather collar and a short chain leash. 

“Strip.” 

He did. She fastened the collar around his neck, clipped the leash to it, and gave a small tug. 

“Down on all fours and follow me.” 

She led him along the landing into the bathroom, unclipped the leash and pointed at the empty bathtub. 

“Get in.” 

Once he was inside she picked up a pump bottle of Veet and began spreading the cream methodically over his chest, arms, legs, back and groin until every visible hair was coated. 

“Leave that on for five minutes, then we’ll scrape it off.” 

“I didn’t know you wanted me to lose my body hair. Why didn’t you say sooner?” 

“I only realised it now.” 

“Can I ask what you have planned for me?” 

“You’re going to help me with a new business project. I want you to run the marketing campaign for it, working for me.” 

“Really? What is it?” 

“Lingerie for men.” 

“Lingerie for men? Like women’s lingerie?” 

“Yes.” 

“Do you think there’s much of a market?” 

“I’m not talking about restructuring the whole company. Just a new line for the stores. I think it will work.” 

“How can I help?” 

“First you’re going to be the test dummy. After that I expect a proper marketing campaign from you.” 

He shrugged. “If that’s what you want, fine.” 

Susan smiled and kissed him lightly on the cheek. “I’m lucky to have you. The fact that you’re putting up with all this experimentation proves it. Whatever I do, I never want to lose you. If I ever go too far, tell me.” 

He managed a small smile in return. “I’m confused about a lot of it, but that doesn’t mean I don’t like it. We’re not getting any younger. By the time we reach sixty or sixty-five we probably won’t feel like experimenting any more. As long as you’re happy, that’s enough for me. Let’s not take life too seriously.” 

“You’re the best. Now come on, let’s get that crap off you and see how much hair came off with it.” 

To their surprise almost all of it came away with the scraper. What little remained she removed carefully with a razor. Susan smoothed moisturiser over every newly bare inch of him, working it into the skin until it felt soft and slightly cool. Then she told him to step out of the tub. She reattached the leash and led him on all fours back along the landing to their bedroom. 

Once inside she handed him a pair of pink satin French knickers. He stepped into them without comment. The material felt cool and smooth against his skin, the lace edges brushing lightly against his thighs each time he moved. He was surprised by how pleasant the sensation was; he could easily imagine getting used to it. 

Next she fastened a matching pink bra around his chest. It was soft and unstructured, the satin resting loosely against him, the lace trim running neatly up toward his armpits. The gentle restriction felt almost like being lightly bound. That thought alone made his cock thicken inside the knickers until the shiny fabric tented outward. 

“Well, somebody likes that,” Susan said. She lifted a long pink satin nightie trimmed with white lace and slipped it over his head. The gown fell all the way to his feet, the cool weight of the material settling around him. 

“Sit down. I’ll put a little make-up on you.” 

“If you want.” 

She worked carefully: mascara to lengthen his lashes, black eyeliner along the rims, soft pink shadow on the lids. A touch of rouge on the cheekbones, then a bright neon pink lipstick smoothed across his mouth. When she finished she studied him for a moment, then clipped the leash back on. 

This time she let him walk. She led him across the landing and opened Kathy’s door. Kevin had only ever heard what happened in this room. Now he saw it. William was on his hands and knees, a thick strap-on moving steadily in and out of his arse while he sucked on a second one strapped to Miranda. Kathy gripped his hips and fucked him without hurry. The sight hit Kevin hard; his cock pushed stiffly against the satin knickers. 

He turned. Susan was already fastening a harness around her own hips, adjusting the length of the dildo. 

“Kneel down on the bed,” she said. “Pull your panties down and the nightie up.” 

With nervous apprehension Kevin did as he was told. He knelt on the bed, pulled the pink knickers down to his thighs, pushed the nightie up around his waist and buried his face in a cushion. Cool gel was smeared against his anus. Two of Susan’s fingers pressed inside him, working slowly in and out, stretching him open. When she judged him ready the fingers withdrew. 

The blunt head of the dildo pressed against him. Susan pushed forward steadily. The first inch burned. Kevin’s eyes watered; he bit down on the cushion and fought the urge to tell her to stop. He trusted her not to injure him. She kept the pressure even, easing more of the length inside until he felt himself open around the full thickness. The sharp pain faded into a deep, strange fullness. Once she was completely inside him the discomfort tipped over into something else entirely. An evening that had already been full of new sensations seemed to peak right there. He could not believe how right the pressure felt. 

Susan began to move. The wet slap of her hips against his bare backside filled the room. Kevin listened to it, breathing hard into the cushion, while the thick shaft dragged in and out of him. Soft whispering passed between the women. Hands shifted him. His head was lifted from the cushion. William knelt in front of him, the boy’s four-and-a-half-inch cock already hard and only inches from his face. 

Kevin twisted to look back at his wife. Susan was flushed, eyes dark, still driving into him with steady force. She met his gaze and gave a single clear nod. 

He turned forward again, closed his eyes and opened his mouth. The warm head slid across his tongue. It was softer than he expected, the shaft firmer behind it. The girls murmured encouragement and William began to rock gently between his lips. Kevin found the sensation less alien than he had feared. He moved his tongue experimentally around the head and along the underside, taking more of the length each time. The attention shortened William’s control. Within a minute the boy tensed and came straight across Kevin’s tongue. Kevin held still, then swallowed. The taste surprised him; so did the fact that he did not dislike it. 

Susan pulled free. Miranda took her place, then Kathy. They used him in turn, each finding a different rhythm, until the three of them were finally spent and the room grew quiet. 

“Honey,” Susan said, “dance with William. Sexily.” 

The three women laughed. Kathy crossed to the stereo and put on a Sade CD. Soft, slow music filled the room. 

Kevin and William stood in their matching satin nighties and began to move. At first the steps were awkward, but the rhythm and the watching eyes loosened them. Hands slid over each other’s backs and chests, tracing the cool fabric. They nuzzled necks and ears, then found each other’s mouths. The kissing deepened quickly. 

“Now make love to each other,” Kathy ordered. 

Their tongues met properly. Hard cocks brushed through the thin satin, sliding against one another. William’s hands settled on Kevin’s shoulders and pressed downward. Kevin went to his knees without resistance. He mouthed the outline of William’s cock through the nightie, then lifted the hem and took the bare length into his mouth. He sucked steadily, then lowered his head further to draw each testicle between his lips in turn. 

“Turn around,” William whispered. 

Kevin obeyed, bracing himself on hands and knees. He felt the smaller, warmer head of a real cock press against his stretched opening and begin to push inside. It was narrower than the dildos the women had used, yet the living heat and the faint pulse along its length made every centimetre more intense. William worked himself deeper in short, careful thrusts until he was fully seated. Kevin breathed out hard into the mattress and then began to rock back onto him, seeking more of the thick, warm pressure. 

To his right the three women were fully occupied. Susan had her face buried between Kathy’s thighs, tongue moving steadily, while Miranda knelt behind Kathy and drove into her with long, measured strokes. The wet sound of it and the soft, broken noises Kathy made tightened something low in Kevin’s belly. 

He pushed back harder. “Faster,” he managed. “Harder.” He knew the demand would finish William sooner, but the need overrode any wish to last. William’s hands gripped his hips and the rhythm turned rough, the smaller cock slamming deep. William came with a sharp shout, flooding Kevin’s arse in several thick, hot pulses that Kevin felt clearly with every spurt. 

At the same moment Kathy reached between Kevin’s legs and stroked him rapidly. He spilled across her fingers with a broken cry. She lifted her hand, looked him straight in the eye, and licked his spend from her palm. Then she leaned in and kissed him, pushing the taste into his mouth. He kissed her back for a long minute before swallowing. 

Later that night Kevin fell asleep in William’s arms in Kathy’s bed. Susan, Miranda and Kathy went through to the master bedroom and slept there. 

* * * * * 

“Try these,” Susan told her husband. 

Kevin stepped into the little red satin tap pants and pulled them up. His small cock and balls settled neatly into the shaped pouch at the front. “They fit,” he said, quietly pleased. 

“Now this.” She held out a matching red satin and lace camisole. He slipped it over his head. The small triangular panels lay flat against his chest rather than cupping anything; the fit was still clean and neat. 

“Perfect,” he said. 

Over the next few weeks he spent long hours at the factory trying on successive designs of the new men’s lingerie line. Once the range was finalised he resigned from his old job and began working for Susan full-time, concentrating on the marketing. 

The campaign used magazines and billboards. Television was never seriously considered. Most of the images showed muscular men wearing the pieces and looking comfortable. A smaller number of advertisements placed in women’s magazines suggested that men became more manageable once dressed in well-cut, luxurious lingerie designed specifically for them. 

Carrigan’s Lingerie introduced the line in limited sections of the existing stores. Before long Susan opened a second brand, Carrigan’s Kinks. The ground floor sold lingerie; the upper floor stocked dildos, whips and other SM equipment. Kevin was surprised by how steadily the men’s pieces sold. Careful training of the shop staff helped; they treated the purchases as ordinary and unremarkable. The Kink shops drew some early complaints, but customers kept coming and the new stores began to turn a clear profit. 

At home Kevin now wore lingerie every day. One afternoon a first proper sissy dress arrived. Within a short time his position as slave to Susan, Kathy and Miranda felt completely established. 

One evening he moved around the living room in the pink satin sissy dress, serving drinks. William knelt on the floor acting as a footstool. The doorbell rang. Kevin opened it to find three tall Black men standing on the step. 

“Hey there.” The first man’s accent was American. “I’m Simon. You must be Kevin?” He held out his hand. Kevin shook it, still slightly confused. 

“That’s right. Can I help you?” 

“Yeah. Miranda invited us over.” 

“Oh. All right. Come in.” 

Each of them shook his hand and smiled as they passed, showing no surprise at his dress. 

“Hey, Simon!” Miranda called. “Thanks for coming.” 

“No problem. Happy to help. Is Kevin cool with this?” 

“He’s been cool with everything so far, so I’m sure he’ll be cool with this.” She turned to Susan and Kathy. “Susan, Kathy, this is Simon, Dominic and Tony. They’re students over from the States and they’ve come to look after us.” She finished with a small wink. 

Tony sat down beside Kathy and kissed her deeply. Simon turned back to Kevin. 

“Hey, Kevin. I want to explain why we’re here and make sure you’re genuinely okay with it.” 

“Go on.” 

“Miranda told us about the domination and submission thing your wife is exploring. She wants me to fuck her. This isn’t going to be ordinary sex. It’s meant to take your submission further. I don’t want to do anything that would make you leave her.” 

Kevin nodded. “What else should I expect?” 

Simon gave a small shrug. “A few things. Your wife will probably get more insulting toward you. I don’t know how far you’ve gone with other men, but if you’re not against it then with me almost anything is possible.” 

Kevin smiled. “I trust you. Please enjoy my wife.” 

With that, Susan smiled, stood, and kissed her husband lightly on the mouth. 

“Thank you,” she said. Then she turned to Simon and kissed him long and deep, one hand resting on the side of his neck. 

Across the room Miranda and Dominic were already locked together on the sofa. Tony, Kathy and William had disappeared toward the stairs. 

Susan broke the kiss and looked back at Kevin. 

“Honey? Show your new master why he’s here.” 

Kevin frowned. “Excuse me?” 

“Your cock, honey. Show it to Simon.” 

“Oh. All right.” He lifted the hem of the pink satin dress and freed himself. Both Susan and Simon laughed at once. Kevin glanced between them, still unsure. 

“What’s wrong with it?” 

Susan rested a hand on his shoulder. “Oh honey, it’s tiny.” 

The words landed. He looked down. 

“Don’t worry,” she added more gently. “Your tongue is the best in the world. Nobody licks pussy like you.” 

“Okay.” 

Miranda stood, took Susan’s hand and Dominic’s, and nodded toward the stairs. “Let’s go up.” 

In the master bedroom Susan helped Kevin out of the sissy dress, leaving him in the pink cami-knickers, matching stockings and the short slip that sat just below his hips. She brushed the blonde strands of the wig away from his eyes and kissed him once more, softer this time. Then she stepped back and undressed herself, revealing the black luxury lingerie she had chosen for the evening: a low-cut lace bra, matching suspenders and a tiny thong. She turned to Simon, now naked, and pressed her mouth to his chest, licking slowly across the solid muscle while her hands explored the rest of him. 

He pulled her down onto the bed, rolled onto his back and guided her head onto his cock. It was still soft, yet even in that state Kevin could see what his wife had meant. The shaft was thick and long, heavy against her lips. Susan took it into her mouth and began to suck, one of Simon’s hands resting on the back of her head, the other behind his own. 

“Don’t you want to join us, sissy?” Simon asked with a small smile. 

Susan lifted her head, still holding the length, and offered it toward Kevin with a grin. Kevin glanced across the room. Miranda was on her knees in front of Dominic, working him with her mouth while he stood over her. 

Kevin climbed onto the bed and took the cock carefully between his lips. It had hardened fully now, a solid nine inches. He sucked steadily. Susan moved lower and drew one of Simon’s balls into her mouth, then the other, before returning to share the shaft with her husband. They alternated without speaking, Kevin taking the head while she licked along the underside, then switching again. 

After a few minutes Simon spoke. 

“All right, sissy. Time to take care of your wife. Kneel down and watch.” 

Kevin slid off the bed and knelt on the floor. Simon turned Susan onto her back, settled between her open thighs and pressed the thick head against her. He pushed in slowly. Susan’s mouth opened on a long moan as her cunt stretched around him, fuller than she had ever felt. Her eyes lost focus for a moment while he continued to ease forward until he was completely inside her. 

“I’ve never had a cock as big as this in me, never,” Susan moaned, her voice rough. “Sissy, your cock is never going near me again. This is too good. I’m going to want cock like this forever. You and your stupid little cock. Worthless little cock. Teeny-weeny cock.” 

Kevin looked down. His own cock stood fully hard, short and thin against the pink satin of the cami-knickers, exactly as she had described it. 

Behind Simon, Miranda had moved into place. She spread him open with both hands and pressed her tongue against his arse, licking in slow, deliberate circles while Dominic fucked her from behind with steady, deep thrusts. The wet sound of it mixed with Susan’s continuing moans. 

“Slave, suck on my tits,” Susan ordered. 

Kevin shifted higher on the bed, took one heavy breast into his mouth and sucked, tongue working over the nipple. Simon’s hand closed in his hair, pulled him up, and brought their mouths together. The kiss was short and firm. Kevin’s bright pink lipstick smeared across Simon’s lips and back onto his own. 

“Go and get your nipple clamps,” Susan told him. 

Kevin left the room at once and hurried along the landing to Kathy’s door. He opened it carefully. Inside, Kathy was straddling Tony’s lap, her mouth locked on his while he fucked upward into William, who lay on his back beneath them, legs spread and held open. The wet sound of the fucking filled the room. 

Kathy broke the kiss and looked over. “What do you want?” 

Kevin kept his eyes lowered. “Sorry to interrupt you, Mistress. I’ve just come for my nipple clamps.” 

“Get them and get out, unless you want to join in here.” 

“Thank you, Mistress. Mistress Susan is expecting me.” 

He crossed quickly to the drawer where the clamps were kept, took them, and left without another word, closing the door quietly behind him. 

In the master bedroom Susan was on her hands and knees, Simon driving into her from behind with long, heavy thrusts. Each impact pushed her forward on the mattress. She looked at Kevin and pointed to the space in front of her. 

“Sit there.” 

He obeyed. She took the clamps from his hand, opened the first and fixed it firmly onto his left nipple, then the second onto the right. The chain between them hung loose for a moment before she wrapped it twice around her fingers and gave a steady pull. Kevin’s breath caught. The sharp bite of the clamps deepened into a burning ache that made his eyes water; he forced the tears back and kept still. 

Susan continued to rock back onto Simon’s cock, using the chain as leverage so that every thrust tugged at Kevin’s nipples. He watched her face flush darker, her mouth open, the muscles in her stomach and thighs begin to tighten. The rhythm of the fucking grew faster and wetter. She came with a raw cry, body locking around Simon for several long seconds while the chain stayed taut in her fist. 

When the climax finally loosened she slumped forward a little, still full of him. 

“Stop. Stop. I need a rest,” she panted. Simon held still inside her. She looked at Kevin again, eyes still hazy. 

“Slave, get on all fours.” 

Kevin got onto all fours and braced himself. He was scared. Taking a seven-inch strap-on was one thing; taking Simon’s much thicker cock was another. Cool lubricant spread over and inside him. He glanced back and saw Miranda’s hand at work. She gave him a quick, cheeky smile and raised her eyebrows once. 

Then it started. The blunt head pressed against his opening. Kevin tried to push out and open himself. After several careful attempts the head finally slipped inside. He let out a loud, broken cry at the sudden stretch and burn. 

Miranda moved closer and stroked his hair. “Just let him in. Soon you’ll learn to love his gorgeous cock.” She pulled his face down between her thighs. Kevin’s tongue met the slick heat of her cunt and the unmistakable taste of Dominic’s cum still inside her. He licked deeper, cleaning her while the pressure behind him continued. 

Simon worked more of the length into him, slow but relentless. Kevin felt each additional inch as a heavy, solid presence pushing deeper until he was sure it could go no further. Then Simon’s hips met his backside and he realised the full nine inches were seated inside him. The fullness was extreme, almost overwhelming, yet the sharp edge of pain had already begun to dull into something denser and more complicated. 

Miranda shifted aside. Dominic stepped in front of Kevin and guided his cock between Kevin’s open lips. Kevin took it, tasting the earlier traces of Miranda on the shaft. The two men began to move in a rough, alternating rhythm, one filling his arse while the other used his mouth. They kept him like that for nearly half an hour, changing angles and depth but never fully withdrawing. Kevin’s initial fear faded. The dual sensation of being completely used settled into a deep, steady heat. He found he did not want it to stop. It felt like something he had been waiting for without knowing it. 

Dominic’s cock twitched hard against his tongue. A low moan escaped the man as he came, flooding Kevin’s mouth with thick, warm spend. Kevin swallowed as much as he could, but some spilled from the corner of his lips and ran down his chin. He caught it quickly with his fingers and pushed it back into his mouth, determined not to waste any. 

“Yum,” Kevin gasped as Simon kept driving into him. The thick cock stretched him wide with every thrust. Ten minutes later Simon’s rhythm broke. He drove in hard, held himself deep and came with a rough cry, flooding Kevin’s arse with pulse after pulse of hot cum. 

While the men caught their breath, Susan and Miranda settled into a sixty-nine on the bed, mouths working steadily between each other’s thighs. The door opened. Kathy came in with Tony and William. William dropped to his knees beside Kevin and rested a hand on the stocking-covered leg. Tony’s cock was already stiff. He moved behind Susan, lined himself up and pushed into her arse. She cried out at the sudden stretch, the sound sharp in the room. 

Dominic was hard again. He bent Kathy forward over the nightstand, gripped her hips and took her from behind with deep, even strokes. 

Simon stood in front of Kevin and William. 

“Get to it, girls.” 

Both leaned in and began licking his cock and balls, tongues overlapping. Simon closed a fist in Kevin’s hair and the blonde wig, then forced his cock straight into Kevin’s mouth and fucked his face with short, hard thrusts. He ordered William behind him. William obeyed at once, spreading Simon open and pressing his tongue against the tight hole. Moans and wet sounds filled the room from every corner. 

By morning both Kevin and William were heavy with cum. Kevin woke on the floor, William curled against him. Susan was standing over them. 

“What’s up, honey?” he asked, voice rough. 

“I need a piss.” 

“So go.” 

“Lie back.” 

“What?” 

“Lie back and open your mouth.” 

Kevin stared for a second, then understood. The look on his wife’s face left no room for refusal. He rolled onto his back on the stained carpet and parted his lips. Susan stepped over him, straddled his chest and lowered herself until the warm, soft folds of her cunt hovered just above his mouth. She did not ask again. She simply released. 

The first rush of urine hit his tongue, hot and sharp with the night’s residue. He gagged once, then forced himself to swallow. She kept the stream steady, shifting slightly so that every drop went into him. When the flow finally thinned she stayed in place a moment longer, letting the last warm drips fall across his lips and chin before she stepped away. 

Dominic was already waiting, cock in hand. “I need some of that.” He took Susan’s place, aimed carefully and pissed in a hard, continuous arc straight into Kevin’s open mouth. The volume was greater; some spilled from the corners of Kevin’s lips and ran down his neck, soaking into the blonde wig and the collar of the slip. Dominic did not stop until he was empty. 

The others formed a short, silent queue. Tony came next, then Miranda, then Kathy, each of them using him without hurry or kindness. Kathy held his jaw open with both hands while she pissed, forcing him to take every drop. William went last, quieter than the rest, but he still finished inside Kevin’s mouth. 

By the time the last of them stepped back, Kevin’s face and throat were wet, the taste of them all thick and bitter on his tongue. No one offered a towel. No one spoke. They simply left him lying there, used and open, while the morning light crept across the floor. 

* * * * * 

“We have a night to ourselves tonight,” Susan told her husband as he finished washing the dishes. He knelt at her feet in the black and white satin maid’s outfit. She stroked the blonde wig, running her fingers through the artificial curls. 

“Does that mean we can have a normal night tonight, Mistress?” he asked. 

She smiled down at him. “There will be no more normal nights, slave. But I do have a plan for tonight.” 

“What, Mistress?” 

“Come upstairs. Today I want to do a few piercings on you.” 

His face tightened. “Piercings, Mistress?” 

“Yes, slave. To start with.” 

She led him to the bedroom and ordered him to strip. Once he was naked she opened a small case and took out the first sterile needle. She lined it up carefully against his left nipple, pinched the flesh, and pushed the needle straight through. Kevin bit down hard on his tongue, eyes watering, body rigid. Susan watched his face the whole time and let out a quiet laugh when he flinched. 

She left the plastic receiving tube in place and used it to draw the straight bar through the fresh hole. Then she repeated the process on the right nipple, slower this time, clearly enjoying the way he trembled. Both ears followed, then a single ring through his left eyebrow. Each time the needle broke the skin she smiled, and once or twice she laughed softly at the small sounds he could not quite suppress. 

“Hold out your tongue.” 

Kevin obeyed. She clamped the tip with a pair of metal tongs that looked like barbecue tongs, pulled it forward, and drove the needle through the centre. The gold stud followed immediately. He made a choked noise; she only raised an eyebrow and laughed again. 

“There. Top half done. Now the bottom half.” 

“Bottom half?” 

She picked up a thicker needle that looked more like something used for carpet. She pinched the skin of his navel, pushed the needle through in one firm motion, and fitted a ruby-red stud. Kevin’s stomach jumped; she pressed a hand flat against it to keep him still and chuckled at the reaction. 

Next she took hold of his cock. He was most nervous about this one. She held the head steady, marked the spot, and drove the curved needle through the underside of the glans. The initial spike of pain made him gasp, but once the curved stud was seated the sharp edge faded quickly to a deep throb. Susan looked pleased. 

Finally she pierced his scrotum twice, placing a small ring in each side of the sac. She worked without hurry, watching his face, laughing quietly whenever he winced or tried to pull away. When the last ring was closed she stepped back and studied her work, eyes bright with satisfaction. 

“The next thing we’ll do will hurt a lot, but you’ll do anything for me, won’t you, baby?” 

“Yes, Mistress.” 

“Come downstairs then.” She picked up a short metal bar from a bag and a bottle of antiseptic. 

In the kitchen she stood him beside the gas stove, lit the largest burner and held the end of the bar in the blue flame until the metal glowed. Kevin watched the colour change and felt his stomach tighten. 

“Bend over and show me your arse.” 

He hesitated. “Oh God, baby, I don’t know if I can handle that.” 

“Suck it up, bitch.” 

She pressed the glowing end hard against the upper curve of his right buttock. The smell of scorched skin filled the air at once. Kevin’s scream was raw and high; his legs almost gave way. She held the iron in place for a full two seconds before lifting it away. The brand was clear: the letters SC burned deep into the flesh. 

She poured antiseptic over the fresh burn and over every piercing she had made earlier. The liquid bit into open wounds and made him cry out again. Tears ran freely down his face. 

“What will it say?” he managed between breaths. 

“Just SC. I want you tattooed as well, but not today. Today I have other plans.” 

“What?” 

“I want to test your resolve.” 

“How?” 

“I’m glad you asked. Come up to Kathy’s room.” 

He followed her on unsteady legs. Inside the bedroom she opened the bottom drawer and took out several whips and a selection of canes, laying them neatly on the bed. She forced a large ball gag between his teeth and buckled it tight behind his head. Then she raised his arms, clipped his wrists together and suspended him from the heavy hook fixed in the ceiling so that his toes only just touched the floor. 

She picked up the bullwhip and tested the weight of it in her hand. 

“I hope you’re ready, because this is going to hurt so much.” 

The first stroke landed across the middle of his back with a sharp, wet crack. Kevin’s body jerked hard against the restraints; a muffled scream forced its way around the ball gag. Susan did not pause. She settled into a steady rhythm, the long lash rising and falling, each strike cutting a fresh line of fire across skin that had already begun to welt. By the tenth stroke thin trails of blood were running down his spine. By the twentieth the welts had opened. By the thirtieth his back was a lattice of raw, bleeding cuts and he was hanging limply, only the ropes and the hook keeping him upright. 

She dropped the bullwhip and chose a shorter, thicker leather flogger. The blows came faster now, overlapping, the heavy falls driving the air from his lungs in choked grunts. Blood flicked from the tails onto the carpet and the wall. When that implement tired her arm she switched to a thin rattan cane. The cane raised narrow, raised weals that split almost at once. She worked methodically down from his shoulders to the backs of his thighs, counting under her breath, stopping only long enough to wipe the sweat from her forehead with the back of her wrist. 

She tried every whip and cane in the drawer without pause. The signal whip, thin and precise, left razor-fine cuts that welled immediately with bright blood. The heavy rubber flogger followed, its dense falls bruising deep into muscle and splitting the earlier welts open so that wider patches of skin peeled back. When that tired her she took up the braided cat-o’-nine-tails; each stroke tore longer, irregular strips from his back and the upper curves of his arse, the leather tips catching and ripping free with a wet sound. 

Kevin’s screams had long since lost any shape. They broke into wet, animal noises forced around the ball gag, then into hoarse, rhythmic grunts timed to the blows. Eventually even those faded. His head dropped forward, the blonde wig dark and matted with sweat and blood. Fresh blood ran in slow, continuous streams down the backs of his legs, gathered at his ankles, and dripped steadily from his toes onto the growing dark stain on the carpet. His body hung slack from the ceiling hook, turning slightly with each new impact, no longer able to tense or pull away. 

By the time Kathy and Miranda came through the front door, Kevin’s back and arse were a single glistening surface of torn flesh and blood. He had passed out on the hook some minutes earlier. Susan left him hanging exactly as he was. She walked past him without a glance, wiped her hands on a towel, and led the other two women to the bed. 

She stripped Kathy first, peeling the clothes from her daughter’s body with quick, practised movements, then did the same to Miranda. Both women were pushed down onto the mattress. Susan knelt between Kathy’s open thighs and lowered her mouth at once, tongue working in long, firm strokes while her hands held Kathy’s legs wide. Miranda moved behind Susan, parted her and began licking her from cunt to arse in the same steady rhythm. 

They stayed like that for a long time, changing positions without speaking. Susan climbed over Kathy’s face and ground down while Miranda fucked Kathy with two fingers, then three, then the full length of a thick black strap-on. Kathy’s moans rose and fell. Susan came the first time with her mouth still sealed against her daughter’s cunt, thighs shaking, Miranda’s tongue buried in her from behind. They barely paused. Miranda took the strap-on next and drove it into Susan while Kathy sat on Susan’s face, forcing her to keep licking. Susan’s second orgasm hit harder; her whole body locked and a broken cry was muffled against Kathy’s wet flesh. 

Throughout the hour the unconscious man continued to drip steadily onto the carpet a few feet away. Blood had formed a dark, widening pool beneath him. None of the three women glanced in his direction. When they finally stopped, the room fell quiet except for their slowing breath and the faint, regular sound of another drop hitting the floor. Only then did Susan sit up, wipe her mouth with the back of her hand, and look across at the hanging figure. 

* * * * * 

“Is this absolutely necessary?” Kevin asked.

They sat in the plastic chairs of the doctor’s waiting room. Susan and Miranda flanked him, both calm. They had spent weeks persuading him that hormones and, later, breast implants were the next logical step.

“I want this, slave. Please,” Susan said, her voice soft but firm.

He looked at the floor for a long moment. “All right. I’ll do it.”

The doctor started him on a steady course of oestrogen and anti-androgens. Within weeks the changes began: softer skin, a gradual redistribution of fat, a noticeable reduction in the already small genitals. Six weeks after the first appointment he returned for surgery. Silicone implants took him to a full E-cup. The recovery was painful and slow. Over the following months he underwent further procedures, all paid for by Susan: facial feminisation to soften the jaw and brow, vocal-cord surgery that raised and thinned his voice, and liposuction to remove the last of the male fat from his abdomen and flanks. When the bandages finally came off he studied himself in the mirror and saw a face that reminded him uncomfortably of Pete Burns. He hated the resemblance. Susan found it deeply arousing.

Once the last of the swelling had gone down, Kevin sat with Susan and Miranda in the living room.

“So how do you want to do this?” he asked.

Susan nodded. “I’ve thought about it carefully. As part of the divorce I will include a clause that says if either of us ever leaves the other, you receive the entire business and every penny I have. That should show you how serious I am about keeping you.”

“Then why divorce me at all?”

“Because I also love Miranda, and I want this to be your ultimate humiliation. You will no longer be my husband. You will be my full-time slave. If anyone asks, I will be able to say you used to be my husband but I divorced you for Miranda.” She watched the flush rise in his cheeks and leaned close to his ear, smiling. “And I can tell them I did it so I could screw around on you, so I could fuck whoever I like, because your sissy cock isn’t big enough to satisfy a mouse. You know how famous I am. If you give me this divorce, agree to everything, and stay with me, I will humiliate you in front of cameras. I will tell the whole world on live television.”

Kevin came in his knickers without being touched, a sudden, helpless pulse that left a warm wet patch against the satin. He swallowed. “All right. I’ll do whatever you want.”

The following week he signed the divorce papers. In their place he signed a separate, detailed agreement that made him the permanent legal slave of Susan and Miranda Carrigan. The two women were married the day after the divorce became final. Kevin served at the small ceremony in full sissy uniform, eyes lowered, the new rings on Susan’s and Miranda’s fingers catching the light every time they touched.

He loved the honeymoon that followed, but that is another story.

The End


The Business Trip

he plane journey to London from Prague was uneventful. A bit of choppiness over the Channel kept the cabin staff busy for twenty minutes, but otherwise the flight passed without incident. I spent most of it staring at my phone and turning over the idea of stretching the trip into a proper working holiday. By the time we landed I had already drafted the email to my boss asking for the following week off. Two days at the World Travel Market, then twelve consecutive days of leave. He agreed within the hour. 

It would be the last year the show was held at Earl’s Court, which felt like a small loss. I had always liked the place; the slightly faded grandeur of the old halls, the way the light came through the high glass roof, the familiar layout that made it easy to find your bearings. Still, there was work to do. Our little web design agency needed new clients, and the travel trade was as good a hunting ground as any. 

Wednesday went better than expected. I collected a decent stack of business cards, had three proper conversations that might turn into proposals, and left the hall that evening feeling the trip might actually pay for itself. Thursday, though, was when things shifted. 

I was standing near one of the larger American stands, waiting for a gap in the crowd, when a man in a dark jacket turned and glanced at my name badge. 

“Ah, hello,” I said. “I see you operate in the US. Do you have a website at all?” 

“Yes I do.” He kept looking at the badge. “Max? Max Richter? Do you write stories on the Erotica board?” 

I hesitated for half a second. “Erm… yes I do. Have we spoken before?” 

“Yes, by email. My name’s Jason. I also write stories there. I wrote to you once.” He smiled, and the recognition clicked into place. 

“Yeah! Sorry, hi! How are you?” 

“Not so bad. What are you doing here?” 

“Trying to sell websites,” I said. “Don’t want one, do you?” 

“Sorry, we just had ours redesigned. But I’ll keep you in mind. What are you doing after the show?” 

“Nothing I suppose. Back to the hotel, then begin my twelve days of holiday.” 

“Well, you have to come round to my hotel for a drink with me and the wife. We’re also making this a holiday. We leave in two weeks.” 

The invitation was casual, almost off-hand, but there was no mistaking the openness in it. 

“Sure. Well, I’ll meet you after the show and we can share a taxi.” 

“Great. Say… erm… five-thirty?” 

“See you then.” 

We shook hands, exchanged a few more ordinary remarks about the show, and then the crowd moved us apart. I spent the rest of the afternoon half-listening to other conversations, already turning over the unexpected turn the day had taken. 

I felt good to meet someone I knew, or at least half-knew. London was full of strangers and I didn’t know a soul here outside of work contacts. I spent the rest of the afternoon drifting through the remaining stands, half-looking at displays and half-watching the clock. At five-thirty I found Jason waiting near the main exit as agreed. We shared a taxi back to his hotel. The traffic was slow and the driver took the long way round, but it gave us time to talk. Jason said he had already rung Sarah and told her I was coming over for a drink. She was fine with it. 

When we reached the hotel he paid the driver and led the way up. In the lift he said, “Come up to the room with me and let me get changed. Then we can go down to the bar if you like.” 

“Okay.” 

He unlocked the door and called out as we stepped inside. “Sarah. Are you here?” 

“Just a moment, honey. I’m in the bathroom.” 

“Take a seat,” he said, nodding towards the small sofa by the window. I sat down while he disappeared into the wardrobe area and started changing out of his show clothes. 

A couple of minutes later Sarah came out of the bathroom. She was wearing black patent leather trousers and a matching tank-top that fitted closely. She smiled as soon as she saw me. 

“Hi! I’m Sarah. I’ve read your stories. Nice.” 

“Thanks.” 

“Are they true?” 

I laughed. “I wish. No. None of them are. One of them, the one about the flatmate, that almost came true, but none of us had the guts.” 

“So you’ve never been with a guy?” 

“Nope.” 

“That’s a shame. Well anyway, I liked your stories a lot. And so did Jason here.” 

I just smiled, feeling a bit awkward under the attention. She kept looking at me in a friendly, curious way. 

She carried on. “So what’s the plan?” 

Jason shrugged as he came back into the main part of the room, now in jeans and a plain shirt. “Well, we can go down to the bar and have a couple of drinks, or we can sit up here and order drinks. Up to Max here.” 

“Whatever you two want to do, it’s up to you.” 

Jason glanced at Sarah. “Well I’m happy to stay up here if you are.” 

“Yeah, fine by me,” she said. 

So we stayed in the room. Jason rang down for a bottle of wine and some beers. We sat around and talked about the show, about writing, about nothing much in particular. The conversation stayed easy. It was gone ten before I switched to the non-alcoholic stuff. By then the three of us were relaxed and the earlier awkwardness had mostly worn off. 

Sarah leaned forward a little. “So going back to your stories, Max. You wrote those ones about forced feminisation, but have you ever tried on women’s clothes?” 

I blushed and smiled. “Heh. Yeah, once or twice.” 

“Did you like it?” 

“Yeah, it felt nice. More probably because it felt like something kinky.” 

Sarah tilted her head, still watching me. “Do you want to try some of mine?” 

I almost choked on my drink. The question came out so casually that it caught me off guard. “Erm, no, but thanks for the offer.” 

She didn’t press it. Instead she stood up, set her glass down, and walked into the bathroom without another word. Jason and I sat in silence for half a minute. I could hear the quiet sounds of her moving around in there. When she came back out she was wearing a pair of black latex gloves and carrying a short wooden paddle. She held it loosely at her side. 

“Maybe I should force you to do it.” 

I looked across at Jason. He was smiling, calm, clearly not surprised by any of this. That was enough to settle the small spike of nerves that had started in my chest. I relaxed a little, seeing that he was fine with whatever was about to happen. 

“Yes,” I said. “Maybe you should.” 

She pulled me up from the sofa by the arm and told me to take off my trousers and underpants. I did as she said, stepping out of them and leaving them on the floor. She turned me round, bent me slightly forward, and started paddling my arse. The first few strokes were firm and steady. Each one left a sharp sting that built into a spreading heat. She kept going, the sound of the paddle landing again and again filling the quiet room. 

Behind me I heard the soft noise of clothes being removed. Jason was undressing. The realisation settled in my stomach at once. I remembered him mentioning earlier that he was bisexual. I had never been with a man. Part of me wanted to find out what it would be like. At the same time a clear thread of fear ran through me, the simple unknown of it. I stayed where I was, arse smarting, listening to the small sounds of him moving about the room. 

Jason walked over to his wife and kissed her. He was completely naked. He looked like he worked out regularly: solid shoulders, a flat stomach, and the kind of build that came from actual gym time rather than just looking after himself. I found myself thinking he was actually really sexy, for a guy. He put a hand on Sarah’s waist, pulled her a step closer, and whispered something against her ear. She smiled, gave a small nod, and walked off towards the bathroom and the closet area. 

“Come up here onto the bed, Max,” he said, patting the covers beside him. 

I took off the rest of my clothes and sat next to him. He shifted behind me and started to massage my shoulders. His hands were firm and steady. The tension I had been carrying all evening began to ease under the pressure. It felt amazing. 

“I actually discussed this with my wife this afternoon,” he said while he worked. “You said you were staying for another two weeks, right? Well, I’d like you to stay with us. We’re actually going to rent a holiday apartment on Baker Street tomorrow so we’re not disturbed. What do you think?” 

“That’s cool. I’d love to spend my holiday with you guys, but what did you have in mind?” 

His hands moved down from my shoulders and began to play with my nipples, pinching and rolling them between his fingers. He shifted position, sliding in behind me so that I felt the full length of his cock press against my lower back. It was hard and thick. I guessed it was about nine inches. 

“Well, we both know how we are all sexually charged,” he said. “Hell, my wife more than anybody. But she and I are the dominant type. Now, for tonight, I thought we could just have a normal night making love, just fooling around and stuff. Then from tomorrow you can be our slave for the duration. Sex slave of course. What d’you reckon?” 

I thought about it for a few seconds. A sexual holiday with these two. It could be a lot of fun, and they seemed like decent people. The idea of handing over control from tomorrow onwards sat strangely well with me. Why not? 

“Okay. Sure.” 

“Good.” 

That was all he said before he pulled my head back and kissed me. His mouth was firm. I realised my own cock was rock hard when he reached round and took hold of it, starting a slow, steady tug. Our tongues moved against each other for a while before he pulled away. 

“Honey,” he called towards the bathroom, “he’s agreed.” 

“Great!” Sarah answered. She walked out a moment later wearing a red and black lace-up bustier with matching suspenders and nothing underneath. The outfit sat tight against her body. She came straight over to me, leaned in, and kissed me full on the lips. Then she picked up a lipstick from the bedside cabinet, applied a layer to her own mouth, and carefully put some on mine as well. 

“Jason likes the feel of lipstick when our lips are kissing,” she said, “so you can have some as well. Do you like that?” 

I shrugged. “Yeah, sure, it feels good.” 

“Okay. We can put more make-up on you later. Let’s just have fun for now.” 

Sarah pulled me gently away from Jason and dropped to her knees in front of him. She took his cock in her hand, guided it into her mouth, and started to suck him with practised ease. Her head moved in a steady rhythm, lips tight, one hand working the base. Jason let out a low breath and rested a hand on her shoulder. 

After a short while she drew back, still holding him, and turned the hard length towards me. She didn’t say anything. She just offered it. 

I knelt down in front of him. The first time I put a cock in my mouth felt strange and immediate. I took him in carefully at first, then settled into a rhythm, trying to suck him exactly the way I would want it done to myself: slow at the start, more pressure as I went deeper, tongue working along the underside. The taste was clean and faintly salty. I kept going until my jaw began to ache a little, then pulled off and passed him back to Sarah. 

She took over again without missing a beat. 

“God, that’s amazing,” Jason said as I took him back into my mouth. I kept sucking, slow and steady, and looked up into Sarah’s eyes. She was watching me the whole time, her expression calm and focused. 

“You finish him,” she told me. She climbed up onto the bed, swung a leg over Jason’s head, and lowered her pussy onto his face. She stayed upright so she could keep watching me. I could see Jason’s tongue working over her clit in short, deliberate strokes while I carried on sucking his cock. 

His breathing grew sharper. His hips started to move. 

“Ah! I’m coming,” he shouted. He thrust up hard, pushing deep into the back of my throat as he came. I swallowed as best I could, keeping my mouth sealed around him, and used my hand to stroke the base so nothing was wasted. 

Sarah’s eyes stayed locked on mine. A few seconds later her own body tightened. “Oh that’s so beautiful,” she cried out, then louder as the orgasm hit her. She ground down against Jason’s mouth and rode it through until the last of it faded. 

We repositioned ourselves on the bed. Jason said he needed a bit of time to recharge and stretched out on his back, one arm behind his head. Sarah lay down on her side and told me to settle next to her. Once I was close enough she took my hand and placed it firmly on her right breast. I began to rub it through the red satin of the bustier. The material was smooth and slightly cool under my palm. 

“Do you like how it feels?” she asked, smiling. 

“You have wonderful breasts. Nice and big,” I said. 

“Thanks, but I meant my underwear.” 

I felt myself start to blush again. “Oh. Erm, yes, very nice.” 

“Oh come on. I know you have a fetish for lingerie. I bet you wish you had this on right now, don’t you?” 

I dropped my head a little, not quite able to meet her eyes. “Yes,” I answered quietly. 

Jason’s voice came from the other side of the bed, calm and amused. “Don’t worry, man. Later you can try them all on, and we can get you dressed up like a proper little slut, okay?” 

I nodded. Sarah pulled me on top of her and guided me between her legs. I lined myself up and pushed my cock into her pussy, starting to fuck her with slow, steady strokes. Behind me I felt Jason’s fingers brush against my arsehole, circling it lightly. A moment later the cool slickness of lubricant followed. He worked it in carefully, then slid his index finger inside me. The sensation drew a low moan from my throat. 

The finger was withdrawn. Almost at once I felt the blunt head of his cock press against the same spot. He pushed forward slowly. There was a moment of resistance, then the head slipped inside. A sharp bolt of pain shot through me and I cried out. 

“We truly do have a virgin here, sweetheart,” Jason said to his wife. 

“Break him in good, Jase,” Sarah answered. She kept her eyes on me and lifted her hips, encouraging me to keep moving inside her. 

Jason pressed deeper in short, controlled advances. Each inch brought a fresh stretch. The initial pain began to ease, replaced by a heavy, full sensation that left me breathing hard. After a few more seconds I felt the brush of his pubic hair against my buttocks. He was all the way in. 

He started to pull out and then push back in. We found a slow rhythm together: I thrust into Sarah while Jason moved inside me. The two motions lined up after a few strokes and settled into a steady pattern. Gradually the pace increased. What had begun as careful became harder and faster until we were going at it with real force. 

My face was close to Sarah’s. Her breath was warm against my cheek. Jason had both hands braced on the headboard above us, using the leverage to drive deeper. We matched each other stroke for stroke, in and out, the bed shifting under the combined movement. 

I looked back over my shoulder. Jason was on his knees behind me, hips rolling forward and back at a hard, continuous rate. His expression was concentrated, his body working with focused energy as he fucked me. 

“OH GOD!!!!” 

Sarah came hard and pulled herself away from me almost at once. Jason took the chance to push me further forward on the bed so he could get a firmer grip on the headboard. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Sarah pick up a small video camera. She pointed it at us and started recording. 

“This is so sexy!” she said. 

Jason turned me onto my back without pulling out. Once I was facing up he kept thrusting into my arse, still holding the headboard for leverage. The speed of his hips was relentless. I could hardly believe anyone could keep that pace going; he had to be seriously fit. After another stretch of hard fucking he suddenly stopped, leaned down, and pressed his mouth to mine. Our lips, still marked with Sarah’s lipstick, met in a deep kiss. 

“I need a breather for a few seconds,” he said against my mouth. “While I’m fucking you, masturbate, okay?” 

“Sure,” I answered. 

We kissed again, tongues moving slowly against each other. Then he straightened up, took hold of the headboard once more, and looked down at me. 

“Ready?” 

“Yep,” I said. 

He started pumping in and out of me again, this time with fresh energy. The pace was even harder than before. Each thrust drove deep and fast. I stroked my cock with everything I had, matching the rhythm as best I could. The dual sensation of being fucked and touching myself built quickly. I came hard, shooting across his chest and stomach in several thick pulses. 

Jason’s breathing turned ragged. He drove into me faster still, hips slamming forward. I could feel how close he was. 

“Come inside me,” I managed between breaths. “Please. Breed me. Fill me up.” 

He flung his head back, gripped the headboard tighter, and gave one final, severe thrust that pushed deeper than any before it. His cock pulsed hard as the first jet of hot cum flooded into me. More followed in strong spurts, warm and thick, filling me completely. I felt every pulse as he emptied himself. 

He stayed buried for a few seconds, then pulled out carefully and collapsed onto the bed beside me. We turned towards each other and kissed, slow and spent. Sarah set the camera down and climbed onto the mattress with us, joining the tangle of limbs. 

“So what did you think of your first arse-fucking?” Sarah asked. “As good as you wrote?” 

“Fuck. Much better than I ever imagined. That was the best thing to ever happen to me.” 

We all laughed. 

“Well,” Jason said, still lying back against the pillows, “there’ll be more where that came from. From me and from Sarah’s dildo.” 

“First, let’s get you kitted out in some nice underwear,” Sarah announced. 

She dressed me in the same red satin bustier she had been wearing, black lace trim and lace-up front. The material sat tight against my skin. She stood back, studied the result for a moment, then shook her head. 

“Not quite right yet. Take it off and go and have a shower.” 

I spent about ten minutes under the hot water. When I stepped out Sarah was already waiting with two tubes of hair-removal cream. She had me stand on a towel while she worked the cream over my arms, chest, stomach, legs, arse and even my face, carefully avoiding the hair on my head. We waited the full fifteen minutes. Then she used a plastic scraper to remove the cream and the hair with it. Another quick rinse under the shower followed, and finally she smoothed baby oil over every inch of newly bare skin to stop any reaction. When she finished I was completely free of body hair. 

“That’s much better,” she said, running a hand down my side. “Hey, you know what?” 

“What?” 

“You really have a feminine body. Your legs are perfect, long, thin, yet with a bit of curve, just like a model’s. Small bottom, flat tummy.” 

“Well, thanks. At least I’ll look good for you and Jason.” 

“Yeah. You’re going to look sexy in that underwear now. And I have the perfect wig for you to wear.” 

I put the bustier and stockings back on, leaving off the knickers the same way Sarah had earlier. She sat me down and applied foundation and the rest of the make-up with careful strokes, then settled a long, straight dark-brown wig over my head. She adjusted it so a few strands fell forward across the left side of my face, then turned me to face the full-length mirror. 

“Tada,” she said. “What do you think?” 

I stared at the reflection. The transformation was sharper than I had expected. 

“Fuck me, I’m sexy. Wow. Even my eyes look different.” 

She suddenly remembered something. 

“Eyebrows. I forgot to pluck your eyebrows.” 

She sat me back down in front of the mirror and set to work with a pair of tweezers. Each hair came out with a sharp, stinging tug. It was properly painful, and I flinched more than once, but she kept going until the brows were thinner and more arched. When she finished I looked at my reflection again. The change was small but effective. Combined with the make-up, the wig and the bare skin, the overall effect was stronger. If it hadn’t been for the long, thick seven-and-a-half inches still hanging between my legs, it would have been easy to mistake me for a woman. 

“Come on, let’s see what Jason thinks,” she said, and led me back into the bedroom. 

Jason was sitting on the edge of the bed, waiting. The moment he saw me his cock stirred and hardened again almost at once. 

“Wow,” he said, eyes moving over me. “I want a piece of that.” 

“Nope,” Sarah answered. She was already fastening a long, thick black dildo into a harness around her hips. Once it was secure she reached down and pushed something inside her own pussy, adjusting it until it sat the way she wanted. “She’s mine first. But you can suck her cock while I fuck her arse.” 

“Sure,” Jason said, already shifting forward on the bed. 

Sarah positioned me on the bed on all fours, hands gripping the headboard, arse pushed out towards her. She knelt behind me and coated two fingers with lubricant, then worked it carefully around and into my hole. She did the same to the thick black dildo, spreading the slickness along its length until it shone. 

She placed her left hand next to mine on the headboard for balance. With her right hand she lined the head of the dildo up against me and pressed forward. There was a moment of resistance, then the blunt tip slipped inside. The stretch was immediate and familiar after Jason, but still intense. 

Once the head was fully in she moved her right hand up to join the left on the headboard. Using the leverage of both arms she began to push the rest of the dildo deeper, slow and steady, filling me inch by inch. 

At the same time Jason slid underneath me on his back and took my cock into his mouth. He sucked slowly and steadily, tongue working along the underside while I stayed braced against the headboard. 

Sarah’s rhythm was different from Jason’s. She didn’t drive into me with the same speed or force. Instead she fucked me with long, deliberate strokes, slow and controlled. The whole time she leaned forward, mouth against the side of my neck, kissing and sucking at the skin there between thrusts. 

Gradually she began to increase the pace. In the mirror across the room I could see her looking down, watching the black dildo disappear into my arse with every push. Her breathing grew sharper. She flung her head back, gripped the headboard hard with both hands, and started pumping faster and deeper. The harness slapped against my skin as she drove in. 

She came with a loud cry. “This is wonderful!” 

The sound of her and the relentless motion inside me pushed me over the edge as well. My cock pulsed hard in Jason’s mouth and I came in thick spurts. He kept sucking, swallowing what he could, though some of it spilled from the corner of his lips and ran down his cheek. It felt like a lot, more than usual, emptying out of me in long pulses while Sarah was still buried deep inside. 

We all collapsed onto the bed, breathing hard and spent. The sheets were a mess. What a night. After a few minutes I sat up and told Jason and Sarah I should head back to my own hotel to pack. 

“I’m sure the management here wouldn’t like an extra person in the room without paying, anyway.” 

They both smiled. 

“Yeah, true,” Jason said. He leaned over and kissed me on the lips. Sarah did the same. “Keep the underwear on under your normal clothes. Sarah will give you the address of the apartment and we’ll meet you there at ten.” 

“Okay. I’ll go and wash this make-up off.” 

“Sure.” 

I went into the bathroom, ran the hot tap and cleaned my face thoroughly, removing every trace of foundation, lipstick and the rest. The wig came off next and went back into its bag. I dried my face, then put my own clothes back on over the red satin bustier, stockings and the rest. The suit jacket covered most of it, but the fit was tighter than usual. 

Jason and Sarah were waiting by the door when I came out. 

“It was an enjoyable night,” Sarah said. “I’m looking forward to your first day as our sex slave tomorrow.” 

“Me too,” I answered, and meant it. 

They each gave me a long, deep kiss before I stepped out into the corridor. I left their hotel that night officially a bisexual transvestite sex slave, the reality of it still settling in as I walked down to the street. 

It was only once I was on the Underground, heading back to my own hotel, that I properly came to my senses. I was wearing a plain white shirt. The suit jacket hid most of the lingerie, but anyone looking closely enough would have noticed the red and black of the bustier showing through the thin material. I kept my arms folded across my chest for the rest of the journey and hoped no one paid too much attention. 

A young man sat opposite me on the Underground. He kept his eyes on his phone the whole time and never once glanced in my direction. At the next stop he stood up and got off. In his place a young woman stepped into the carriage and took the seat across from me. She was attractive in a quiet way, dark hair tied back, coat open over a simple top. 

She opened a magazine and read for a couple of minutes. Then she suddenly let it fall into her lap and looked straight at my chest. The white shirt was thin enough that the red and black of the bustier showed through clearly under the fluorescent lights. 

Oh fuck, I thought. 

Her eyes lifted to my face. She held the look for a second, then stood, crossed the short gap between us, and sat down in the empty seat beside me. 

“Are you wearing women’s underwear?” she asked in a low whisper. 

I felt a quick jolt of nerves. “Erm… yes,” I said, and swallowed. 

“That makes me so horny. Thank you.” 

“Oh, er, you’re welcome.” 

She stood up again and moved back to the seat opposite, then simply sat and stared at me for the rest of the journey. When my stop came she got off at the same time. She followed me out of the station and all the way back to the hotel without another word. In the lift she finally spoke again. 

“It seems we’re in the same hotel. Were you at the Travel Market?” 

“Yes, I was.” 

“Do you want to come back to my room and fuck?” 

The offer was completely direct. I gave a direct answer. 

“Yes.” 

Her room was only two floors above mine. Once the door was shut she started to undress. I did the same, but when I reached for the bustier she stopped me. 

“Leave the underwear on,” she said. “I want to feel it.” 

She opened a drawer, took out a black lace bustier of her own and fastened it on. Then she pushed me back onto the bed, straddled me and lowered herself onto my cock. She was already wet. She began to rock back and forth, taking me deep, while her hands moved over the red satin covering my chest and stomach. 

“God, I’ve always wanted to fuck a transvestite.” 

I didn’t have the heart to tell her I wasn’t actually a transvestite, not in any lasting sense. The distinction felt unimportant right then. 

“Once I’ve come,” she said, still moving, “I’ll do your arse, okay?” 

“Yeah,” I managed between breaths. “Sure.” 

Her hands worked faster across the satin, pressing and stroking as her hips rose and fell. The rhythm tightened. She came with a long, loud cry, body clenching around me. 

“That was amazing. Quick, let me get my strap-on.” 

She opened a case and took out a large black strap-on. The dildo itself must have been eleven inches long and noticeably thicker than anything that had been inside me so far. She stepped into the harness and tightened the straps until it sat firm against her hips. 

She scooped out a generous amount of Vaseline and worked it over the whole length of the dildo until it was slick and shiny. Then she pushed two fingers into my arse and spread more of the lubricant as deep as she could reach, twisting and stretching me open. 

“On all fours,” she said. 

I got into position on the bed, hands and knees, arse raised. She knelt behind me, lined the thick head up against my hole and pushed forward in one continuous motion. There was no pause, no gradual inching. The stretch was immediate and intense. I felt myself open around the shaft as it forced its way deeper. It felt as though the entire length had gone in, the pressure filling me completely, but she stopped and said, “That’s only about eight inches. Still more to go.” 

She began to rock her hips, short thrusts at first, then longer ones that drove the dildo further in with each stroke. The thickness dragged against every sensitive spot inside me. The sensation was overwhelming in the best way. Heat spread through my lower body. My own cock hung hard and heavy between my legs, untouched. 

I really did feel bisexual now. The feeling of a thick cock stretching my arse, even a fake one, was something I had only written about before. Living it was different. I loved it. Every deep push confirmed it. She kept the steady rhythm going, the harness slapping lightly against my skin, and I pushed back to meet her, wanting more of the thick length inside me. 

I clenched hard around the thick dildo as the orgasm hit me. My cock pulsed and I shot cum across the bedclothes in several long spurts, the sheets catching most of it. The clenching only made the stretch inside me feel more intense while I came. 

She didn’t slow down. She kept thrusting into my arse with the same steady force, chasing her own finish. It went on for a long time. What had felt good earlier began to tip into discomfort. My hole felt sore and over-stretched, and the appetite I had for the penetration faded. I stayed in position anyway, breathing through it, while she continued to drive the dildo in and out. 

Eventually her rhythm broke. She pushed deep one last time, held herself hard against me, and came with a low, drawn-out sound. Only then did she stop and ease the strap-on out of me. 

We didn’t kiss once. I simply gathered my clothes, said a quick goodbye and left. I hurried across the landing to my own room, hoping no one would see me. Dried cum still marked my stomach and the red satin, and the bustier and stockings were clearly visible under the open shirt. I never even learned her name. 

In the morning I showered thoroughly, then put the same underwear back on. Over it I wore a loose-fitting t-shirt and a thick sweater that hid most of the outline. I packed my things and made my way to Baker Street. 

Jason and Sarah were waiting outside the apartment building exactly as arranged. We went inside together. 

“Are you wearing your underwear?” Sarah asked as we stepped into the hallway. 

“Yes, Mistress,” I answered. 

“Very good reply.” She gave a small approving nod. “Well, for your duration with us we can’t keep calling you Max if you’re going to be a transvestite. What name would you prefer?” 

I thought for a moment. “Paula, Madame.” 

“That’s a nice name. So Paula it is then. Come with me and I’ll give you clothes to wear.” 

I followed her into the large bedroom. She stripped me of the previous night’s lingerie and dressed me in a fresh dark-blue bustier, matching dark-blue knickers and dark-blue suspenders. Over the top she made me step into a short blue rubber micro-skirt that barely covered the knickers. 

“We’ll leave it like that,” she said. “Seeing the top of your lingerie makes you look even sexier. Now let’s put some make-up on you and the wig, pierce your ears and maybe even your nose and tongue, and paint your nails.” 

She did all of it. The make-up was heavier than the night before. The long dark-brown wig went on next. Then she pierced both earlobes, my left nostril and my tongue. The needle through the tongue was the sharpest of the lot. She wiped the blood away and fitted small plain studs. 

“It’ll be good for oral,” she explained. “We’ll have your belly button pierced tomorrow.” 

“Okay.” 

When we returned to the living room Jason was nowhere to be seen. Sarah said he had gone out to buy some porn films. 

“Well, you can lick my pussy while he’s away.” 

She sat back on the sofa, pulled the micro-skirt and knickers aside, and guided my head between her legs. I licked her slowly at first, then more firmly, working over her clit and lower until she came against my mouth. The new tongue piercing clicked lightly against her with every movement. 

“Very good, slave,” she said when she had finished. 

I almost cringed when my mobile phone rang. The sound was sharp in the quiet flat. I fished it out of the small bag Sarah had given me and answered. 

“Hello?” 

“Hello, Max? This is Kelly. We, ahem, met yesterday?” 

The voice was familiar at once. 

“Oh, hi. How did you get this number?” 

“One of your business cards fell out of your suit yesterday. I was wondering if we could meet again?” 

“Oh, I’m afraid I can’t anymore. I’m with friends on holiday in London.” 

“Well, maybe we could all meet together? Are they transvestites too?” 

“Er, not exactly. Well, I suppose it’s okay to tell you. I’m going to be sex slave to an American couple here in London for the next couple of weeks.” 

There was a long silence on the other end. 

“Oh my god. Are you serious?” 

“Yes.” 

Sarah looked over at me, one eyebrow raised in quiet curiosity. 

“Can you put one of them on the phone?” Kelly asked. 

I held the phone out to Sarah. She took it. 

“Hello. Sarah speaking.” 

“Hi, I’m Kelly. I met Max last night. We slept together. I’d be interested in being your sex slave too, if that’s okay?” 

Sarah covered the mouthpiece with her hand and looked at me. 

“Is she hot?” she asked quietly. 

“Very,” I whispered back. 

Sarah uncovered the phone. “Yeah, sure. That’d be great. Come on round.” 

She gave the Baker Street address, spoke for another minute or two about timing, then hung up. The moment the call ended she pointed straight at me, stood up and crossed the room to a side table. She picked up a large studded leather paddle and turned back. 

“You. Over my knee. Now.” 

She pulled me across her lap, lifted the short rubber skirt and yanked the dark-blue knickers down around my thighs. The studded leather paddle came down hard across both cheeks at once. The first stroke landed with a sharp crack and a deep sting that made me jolt. She did not pause. The paddle rose and fell again and again, each blow heavier than the last, covering every inch of my bare arse. 

“THAT’S FOR SLEEPING WITH OTHER WOMEN WITHOUT MY PERMISSION! BITCH! YOU WHORE! YOU FUCKING TART!” 

She kept shouting the words between strokes, voice rising with every impact. The studs bit into the skin. Heat built rapidly into a raw, burning throb. Tears filled my eyes and spilled over. The pain and the humiliation tangled together until my cock, trapped against her PVC-covered thigh, suddenly pulsed hard. I came without warning, shooting thick ropes across the shiny black material of her skirt. 

She stopped the paddling at once. 

“Lick that up.” 

“Yes, Mistress.” 

I slid off her lap onto my knees, bent forward and began to lick. The cum was still warm. I cleaned every streak from the PVC, tongue working until the surface was smooth and wet only with saliva. She watched in silence until I had finished. 

As I finished licking the last of the cum from Sarah’s PVC skirt I heard the front door open. Jason walked in, took one look at the scene and grinned. 

“That’s how I like to see my women, arse in the air.” 

He pulled his cock out. It was already hardening. He stroked it a few times while Sarah directed my head between her legs. I started licking her pussy at once. A moment later I felt the blunt head of Jason’s cock press against my hole. He pushed in without hesitation. The familiar stretch returned and I let out a low sound against Sarah’s clit. It felt good to have a real cock inside me again. 

Jason wrapped both arms around my waist and leaned over my back. One hand reached under and took hold of my cock, pumping it in time with his thrusts. He fucked me hard and fast, hips slamming forward like he had been holding back all morning. 

“Oh yes, Master, fuck my little girly arse,” I said between licks. 

The doorbell rang. Sarah eased my head away, stood up and went to answer it. Jason simply shifted me over the arm of the sofa so he could keep driving into me from behind. He never slowed down. 

Sarah returned a minute later with Kelly beside her. 

“Jason, this is slave Kelly.” 

A wide smile spread across Jason’s face, but he still did not stop. He kept thrusting into me at the same relentless pace. Kelly stood frozen for a second, eyes fixed on the sight of me in the wig and lingerie being fucked over the sofa. Her legs suddenly trembled. A clear line of wetness ran down the inside of her thigh as she came just from watching. 

The sight pushed Jason over the edge. He gripped my hips tighter and rammed into me harder than before. A few final deep thrusts and he buried himself fully, cock pulsing as he flooded my arse with hot cum. He stayed there for several seconds, then collapsed forward across my back, breathing heavily. 

This was only the beginning of an amazing adventure. 

Once he had recovered enough to speak, Jason told me to fuck his arse while Sarah took Kelly through to the bedroom to get her ready. I did as ordered. When the two women returned, Kelly wore a studded black collar around her neck. Both nipples had been pierced, along with her tongue and left nostril. She was dressed in a dark bustier and matching lingerie almost identical to mine. She looked at the floor, already settling into the role. 

Sarah sat in the armchair opposite us and opened her legs. Kelly moved in at once and began licking her pussy with steady, obedient strokes. 

“So, Kelly and Paula, our slaves,” Sarah said while she was being licked. “Here are some rules. You will be our slaves for the next two weeks. You won’t be cooking or cleaning or anything like that. Your only job is to service us sexually whenever we want. If either of you wants more sex, you tell us and we’ll decide if we feel like it too. If we don’t, then you may service each other. Whenever we aren’t fucking you, both of you will wear butt-plugs. Kelly, you will wear special panties that fill both your holes. Understood?” 

Kelly nodded without lifting her mouth from Sarah’s clit. 

“Good girl. Paula, you will stay in women’s clothes the entire time, even when we take you out. Clear?” 

“Yes, Mistress,” I answered. 

“I also want you to stay completely free of hair, keep your make-up looking good, and tomorrow I want to buy you some false breasts. You already have a fairly large wardrobe waiting, plenty of sexy clothes and underwear.” 

All the talk of rules and ownership, combined with Jason still tight around my cock, was too much. I came hard inside him, filling him while I stayed buried deep. 

Sarah watched the orgasm with mild interest, then spoke again. 

“Kelly, put your strap-on on. I want to watch you fuck Paula’s arse.” 

Kelly stood, stepped into a harness fitted with a large black dildo, and tightened the straps. She walked over to where I was still bent over Jason. Sarah picked up the video camera, settled beside Jason on the sofa, and started recording. Kelly lined the thick head up against my already open hole and pushed in. She fucked me with steady, deliberate thrusts while the camera captured every movement. 

The next morning I dressed in a fresh satin bustier. Over it I pulled on a tight latex mini-dress. Kelly wore nothing underneath except a pair of red self-hold fishnet stockings. A short red rubber micro-skirt covered her just enough to hide her pussy while still leaving a clear inch of bare skin above the stocking tops. A matching rubber tank top completed the outfit. 

As promised, Sarah took us out. The first stop was a tattoo parlour she had phoned earlier. The female artist was good-looking in a slightly butch way. She looked us over without surprise. 

“These two are here to have their belly buttons pierced,” Sarah said. “Also, Paula needs his nipples done.” 

“Sure. I’ll do this lady first.” 

The artist led Kelly to a padded examining table. She cleaned the skin, marked the spot, and used a curved needle to pierce the belly button in one clean motion. A gold sleeper went straight in. 

“There. All done.” She let her hand drift lower and began rubbing Kelly’s pussy through the thin rubber skirt. “Now, shall I pierce this cute little clitty?” 

Sarah watched the rubbing for a few seconds, then nodded. 

“Yes. Go for it. Pierce her labia too.” 

The artist worked quickly and precisely. One ring went through the hood of Kelly’s clit. Two more rings were placed, one on each outer lip. Kelly stayed still throughout, only a sharp intake of breath marking each puncture. When it was finished three new gold rings glinted between her legs. 

Next I was told to undress completely. I stepped out of the latex mini-dress and the bustier and stood naked in the middle of the parlour. The artist cleaned my navel, marked the centre, and repeated the same piercing she had given Kelly. A matching gold sleeper went in. Then she moved to my chest. Each nipple was clamped, pierced with a straight needle and fitted with a small ring. The sting was sharp and immediate. 

She added four more rings to each ear, then connected a fine chain from one of the new ear piercings to the existing nose ring. Finally she pierced my left eyebrow, which had already been thinned the night before. Nothing was done lower down, which was a small relief. 

I dressed again as carefully as I could. Every new piercing throbbed. The nipple rings rubbed against the satin of the bustier with every movement. 

We left the shop and followed Jason and Sarah a few streets further to a building that looked like a private doctor’s surgery. My stomach tightened as we stepped inside. 

An older nurse met us at the reception desk. 

“Ah, you must be here with Paula?” she asked. 

“Yes,” Sarah said. “Here she is.” She pulled me forward by the arm. 

The nurse looked me over once. “I see. Now, you want him to receive an injection to allow larger objects into his anus, correct?” 

“Yes. As I explained on the phone, this is our sex slave and we want to perform fisting on her, so we thought it best her muscles be relaxed.” 

“Yes, I agree. And would you like the same for the other lady?” 

“Yes, her too. And on Paula I’d like her to have that modern implant technology. Just a bit to give them some shape.” 

“You mean the gel injection? Yes, certainly, but with that we can only go up to a larger B size.” 

Sarah nodded. “That’ll be fine.” 

I turned to her, voice low. “I can’t have implants.” 

“Don’t worry,” she said calmly. “It’s a type of gel that is injected in. It can be removed just as easily when we’re finished.” 

I looked at her for a moment longer, then decided to trust her. Two weeks of temporary breasts was something I could live with if it was what they wanted. 

The nurse directed me to an examination table and told me to lie down. A moment later a side door opened and a young female doctor walked in. She looked no older than twenty-eight, with long black hair and the slim, upright build of a model. 

She stopped at the foot of the table and looked straight at me. 

“Okay, Paula. First thing I want to tell you. This is a private clinic for special cases like this. We serve women who are forcibly feminising a male. You have no rights or respect here. Do you understand?” 

“Yes, Doctor.” 

“Good. I will kindly ask you not to speak about this place to anyone. Anything that happens to you is the business of your Mistress. I only do my job. Okay?” 

I swallowed and nodded. 

The nurse returned with a tray of instruments and several syringes of different sizes. The doctor gestured. 

“Turn over.” 

I rolled onto my front, leaving my arse raised. A sharp prick landed right on the tight ring of muscle. Cool cream was then rubbed thoroughly around and just inside the hole. 

“I’ve given her full control over the muscle so there are no embarrassing accidents,” the doctor said to Sarah. “At the same time you’ll be able to place anything inside up to the size of a male fist. Next I’ll insert this butt-plug. It should stay there for at least thirty minutes. It will push the bones into the correct position, allowing permanent access and improved posture.” 

I twisted my head slightly. “Doctor, when you say permanent…?” 

“I mean forever. If you put anything in there it should go in without too much discomfort to you.” 

I felt the tip of the plug press against me. She pushed steadily. The shaft was enormous. It kept coming, stretching me wider and deeper than anything before. Pain flared hot and immediate. I gripped the edges of the table and breathed through it. When it was finally seated she told us the measurements: thirteen inches long and five inches across at its thickest point. 

“The size is deliberate,” she said. “The discomfort now is the point. Eventually the arse will become used to objects of that size and will begin to act more like a pussy.” 

I stayed face-down on the table, the massive plug filling me completely, while the thirty minutes began to tick past. 

“Turn onto your back.” 

I rolled over carefully, the large plug still seated deep inside me. The doctor cleaned a small area just above my navel and gave a quick injection into the skin around the belly button. 

“That will contract the stomach muscle to give your belly button a more feminine shape.” 

She was right. Within seconds the muscles across my abdomen tightened and flattened. The navel itself pulled into a neat vertical oval, the sort most women had. The gold sleeper sat more neatly in the new shape and looked almost decorative. 

“Okay. And finally the breasts.” 

She worked under each nipple in turn. First a pink fluid went in, then a blue one. A slow pressure built beneath the skin. My nipples began to swell and lift. Over the next few minutes soft, rounded flesh formed under both hands. When she finished I had a pair of B-cup breasts, large enough to fill a hand, but nothing extreme. 

“Come back tomorrow if you want more put in,” she told Sarah. “That is the most I can do in one day.” 

Sarah nodded. 

“Tomorrow we can take them to an E. The day after that, a G if you wish. When you want them removed I can dissolve them with a special agent. Alternatively we have a setting agent that makes the change permanent. As discussed, this is a trial treatment. We will need your slave to sign a consent form for the control group.” 

“We understand,” Jason said. 

I lifted both hands and cupped the new breasts. They felt warm and surprisingly real, soft tissue with a natural weight and give. The doctor watched me for a moment. 

“They are only temporary,” she said. “Maximum six months unless removed earlier. Or we can lock them in place permanently with the setting agent. Either way they are completely safe.” 

I kept my hands on them a little longer, still getting used to the unfamiliar shape on my chest, while Sarah and Jason discussed the next day’s appointment. 

Next it was Kelly’s turn. She lay face-down on the examination table. The doctor repeated the same sequence of injections and cream around her arsehole, then worked the large training plug into her exactly as she had done with me. Kelly gripped the sides of the table and stayed quiet through the stretch. 

Once the plug was seated the doctor turned her onto her back and began the breast injections. Kelly already had a full D-cup. The pink and blue gels went in under each nipple in measured amounts. Over the following minutes the tissue swelled and firmed. By the time the doctor finished, Kelly’s breasts had increased to a solid FF. They sat high and heavy on her chest, noticeably larger and tighter than before. 

“They can still go bigger,” the doctor told her. “Tomorrow I’ll give you a larger dose if your Mistress wants it.” 

Sarah confirmed that she did. 

We left the clinic with both plugs still in place and returned to the Baker Street apartment. The moment the front door closed Sarah pushed Kelly towards the main bedroom. 

“Get undressed. Then on your knees.” 

Jason took hold of my arm and steered me in the same direction. 

“Same for you,” he said. 

We both stripped. Kelly climbed onto the bed and settled on all fours. I did the same beside her. Sarah and Jason stood behind us for a moment, looking down at the two raised arses and the bases of the thick plugs. 

“We want to test your arses,” Sarah said. 

I felt two fingers slide into my arse. A quick glance sideways showed Sarah working both of us at once, left hand on Kelly, right hand on me. Jason moved round to the head of the bed, took hold of my jaw and pushed his cock into my mouth. 

Sarah’s fingers became a tight bunch. The rest of her hand followed in one firm push until the widest part of her knuckles passed the ring of muscle. Once the whole fist was inside she began to thrust it in and out with short, rapid strokes. The stretch was extreme. Every movement dragged against the walls and left me completely full. 

I turned my head just enough to see that Kelly was receiving the same treatment. Her mouth was open and a wide smile stayed on her face even as her body rocked with each thrust. 

“This is so fucking painful, but it’s so erotic! I love it,” she cried out. 

She was right. The fullness was intense and strangely good. I did not want it to stop. My new breasts swayed and bounced with every hard drive of Sarah’s fist. Jason’s cock pulsed between my lips and he came, flooding my mouth. He left it there. I kept licking and cleaning every drop while Sarah continued to fist both of us without slowing down. 

Sarah kept both fists buried for another full hour. By the end Kelly had climaxed at least ten times and finally collapsed into an exhausted sleep. I had come five times myself, roughly matching the number of times Jason had emptied into my mouth. The moment Sarah withdrew her hands, Kelly stirred and opened her eyes. 

Jason and Sarah moved to the centre of the bed and started fucking in full view of us. After a short while Sarah looked over and gave permission for Kelly and me to join in with each other. We did so slowly and more gently than anything that had happened so far. One hand each stayed on the other’s new breasts, stroking and squeezing the soft weight. The free hands worked behind, fingers sliding in and out of the still-open holes. We came together quietly. 

Afterwards Jason and Sarah said they needed a rest and left us alone in the bedroom. 

Kelly turned onto her side and looked at me. 

“So Paula, what are you doing after this?” 

“Well, back to Prague I’m afraid. You?” 

“I have work to go back to but I don’t think I will. I’m going to ask Jason and Sarah if they want a full-time slave.” 

“You’ve only been doing this for a few hours.” 

“Max, I’m a nymphomaniac. I love this. I want to be treated like shit. This is perfect for me. I want to be a sex slave. If I was you I would continue being the TV sex slave. It must be great to have your body played with like that. I’m going to let them do whatever they want to mine. They can pierce me wherever. I love it.” 

“Me too, Kelly, but this is just a holiday, nothing more. I can’t stay like this. I have other commitments. What would I say to my family?” 

“Nothing. If they don’t like it, tough. If they do, ask them to join you.” 

“No, I can’t do that.” 

“Well, never mind, eh? We still have the next two weeks.” 

“Yeah.” 

That evening we spent in front of the television. Porn films played while the four of us paired off: Jason with me, Sarah with Kelly. We kissed and touched at an easier pace than the earlier intensity. 

The following day we returned to the clinic. The doctor examined both anuses and declared them ready for further use. She then expanded my breasts from B to a full E-cup. Kelly’s went from FF to a heavy G, leaving her with huge, almost ridiculous HH-sized tits that dominated her frame. Mine were heading the same way. 

“Are you sure you don’t want the setting agent in them?” the doctor asked Jason and Sarah, a small grin on her face. 

Jason thought for a moment. 

“Put the setting agent in Kelly’s breasts. Not Paula’s yet.” 

Kelly drew in a sharp breath, then grinned like a naughty child. 

“Do it to Paula too!” she laughed. 

“No, please!” I said quickly. 

“Relax,” Jason told me. “No. Not for Paula. Not yet anyway.” 

After the clinic we went straight back to the piercing salon. The same woman was on duty. She looked us both up and down and gave a short nod of approval at the new breasts. 

“Those look good,” she said. 

Sarah told Kelly to show her pussy. Kelly lifted the short rubber skirt without hesitation. The artist cleaned the area and added three more rings to each outer labia, plus one extra close to the existing clit piercing. She then placed two rings in Kelly’s left eyebrow and several more in each ear. 

My turn followed the same pattern for the face: two extra rings in the left eyebrow and further ones in both ears. Then she had me stand with legs slightly apart. Three small rings went through the skin at the base where the shaft met the testicles. The needles were quick but the area stayed tender afterwards. 

We left the salon and spent the next couple of hours shopping for more underwear. In the ordinary high-street shops we drew a few long stares. Kelly leaned in and whispered that it was because we were dressed like tarts, not because anyone could tell I was male. 

“Even I can’t tell you’re a guy,” she said, “so don’t worry. In fact you look like a really fit babe.” 

The best selection turned out to be in a specialist sex shop a few streets further on. We left with bags of new lingerie, harnesses and a couple of heavier toys. 

Back at the apartment Sarah wasted no time. She pushed me hard against the hallway wall, kissed me deeply and squeezed both of my enlarged breasts through the latex. 

“You look like such a little fucking whore,” she said against my mouth. “I’m going to fuck you senseless with this new dildo I bought.” 

She spun me round to face the wall and pushed my legs further apart. The short skirt was lifted and the knickers pulled to one side. From the shopping bag she took a thick black dildo, stepped into the harness and buckled it tight around her hips. The shaft looked about ten inches long and a full five inches across at its widest point. 

She pressed the blunt head straight against my unlubed hole and pushed. The muscle opened more easily than it once would have, but the sheer width still burned. I was sure she would never fit the whole length. She kept steady pressure. Inch after inch slid inside until I felt the front of her thighs press firmly against my buttocks. The entire dildo was buried. 

“How does it feel to have ten inches of cock in you?” 

It felt solid and complete. For a moment I did not want her to move. The sense of being joined and stretched to the limit was oddly satisfying. Then she began to pull back and thrust in again, building a steady rhythm that dragged the thick shaft against every part of me. 

To my left I saw that Jason had fitted himself with a matching dildo. I had never watched a man strap one on before, but he had done it without fuss and was already driving it deep into Kelly’s arse with the same deliberate force Sarah was using on me. 

Kelly did not look as if she was enjoying it. Her hands and forehead were pressed against the wall and tears ran down her face. She noticed me watching and saw the concern in my expression. 

“Please, Master,” she said to Jason. For a second I thought she was about to ask him to stop. Instead she said, “Will you ask Mistress to put the other one in my pussy?” 

Sarah heard her at once. She pulled out of me in one swift movement, walked the short distance to Kelly and turned her round so they were face to face. Jason withdrew until only the head of his dildo remained inside Kelly’s arse. Sarah lined her own thick shaft up against Kelly’s pussy and, together with Jason, they pushed forward at the same time. 

“Oooohhh… GOD!” Kelly’s head dropped onto Sarah’s shoulder. Tears were still falling but her voice had changed. “That’s so nice!” 

Sarah looked worried. “Doesn’t it hurt?” 

“Yes, it’s fucking painful. That’s why I like it. It’s a sexy pain, not severe.” 

They kept thrusting into her together. From where I stood I could see the clear outline of one of the dildos pressing against the skin of her lower belly with every stroke. 

Jason glanced over and signalled me closer. He pulled me in, wrapped an arm around my waist and kissed me while he continued to move inside Kelly. 

The rest of that week was spent almost entirely inside the apartment. We fucked constantly. I was fisted every day, sometimes more than once. Sarah and Jason had filled the wardrobes with women’s clothes for both of us. Most of my original male clothes were simply thrown out. 

By the time the second-to-last day arrived I was starting to feel proper worry. My flight home was less than forty-eight hours away and I still had the large breasts and all the piercings. Nothing had been reversed. 

I was lying in the bath when Mistress Sarah came in. The water came up to my chest and the new breasts floated on the surface, pale and heavy. She stood looking down at them for a moment without speaking. 

“Paula, I want to talk to you about something,” Sarah said. She sat on the edge of the bath. “We would like to offer you the chance to come back to the US with us. Kelly is coming. She has already decided and has even signed a legal contract handing herself over to us as a permanent sex slave. But I still want you there. So does Jason.” 

I let out a long breath and looked down at the water. 

“Sarah, I wish I could, but I can’t. I have a girlfriend back in Prague. I couldn’t leave her.” 

She nodded slowly. 

“Okay. I suppose she wouldn’t understand all this, would she?” 

“No.” 

“That’s a shame. You make such a beautiful girl. I’d like to keep you. Oh well. Listen, later on today we’ll take you to the doctor to have that gel removed, okay?” 

“Thanks.” 

That was the decision. Later the same afternoon we returned to the clinic. The doctor injected the dissolving agent under each breast. Over the next couple of hours the tissue slowly reduced until my chest was flat again. The piercings stayed, but the temporary breasts were gone. 

The following morning we said our goodbyes at the apartment. Jason gave me a firm hug and a final kiss. Sarah did the same, more lingering. Kelly stood by the door looking genuinely disappointed. 

“I can’t believe you aren’t coming with us,” she said. 

“I’m sorry, but I really can’t.” 

“Well, okay. Look after yourself, and keep in touch.” 

“I sure will.” 

We exchanged numbers, then I picked up my case and left. The two weeks were over. 

When I arrived back in Prague I went straight to bed. I was exhausted. I had barely slept in days. The next morning I woke to find Erica already beside me. She must have arrived from her home town during the night and chosen not to wake me. As soon as I stirred she opened her eyes as well. 

“Morning, baby,” she said, reaching for me. “I missed you.” 

“I missed you too, honey,” I answered, and meant it. 

She stopped mid-movement and stared. Her expression shifted from sleepy affection to pure surprise. 

“What happened to all your body hair? And look at your figure. How did you get such a flat tummy? And when did you have your nipples, stomach and testicles pierced? And your tongue, ears and nose?” 

I had completely forgotten to take the jewellery out. There was no hiding any of it now. 

“Er… okay. Maybe I should tell you something. I write on this site called…” 

I told her everything. The stories I had been posting, the chance meeting at the travel fair, the two weeks with Jason and Sarah, the clothes, the piercings, the temporary breasts, the whole arrangement. I left nothing out. 

When I finished she was silent for a few seconds. My stomach tightened. I was certain this was the end of the relationship. 

“My god,” she said at last. Then, to my complete surprise, she smiled. “That is so sexy. So you had breasts? What did you think?” 

“Er… I liked them.” 

“You will get them again, won’t you? To show me?” 

“I don’t think I can. I mean, what about work and my parents?” 

“True. Oh, it’s not fair. Oh well.” She thought for a moment, then nodded. “Keep yourself shaved. Wear the women’s clothes whenever you can. And definitely keep the piercings.” 

She climbed on top of me and hugged me tightly. 

“Now go and put on that sexy underwear and let’s fuck. I can use my dildo on your arse.” 

So we fucked. While I was inside her she reached for the dildo, pushed it into my arse and worked it with her hand in time with our movements. The ease with which it slid in still surprised both of us. 

“God, that was great,” she said afterwards, breathing hard. “That dildo went in so easily. And you will only wear women’s undies from now on. They look so sexy on you.” 

That was how our relationship settled. Erica was not angry in the slightest. From that day on I dressed in women’s clothes at home and at raves. Under my work suit I wore women’s underwear every day. Life felt good. 

I stayed in email contact with Kelly, Sarah and Jason for a while. The messages gradually became less frequent until, after about six months, they stopped altogether. The last I heard was that Kelly was extremely happy and had extended her contract in the United States for at least another ten years. 

One year later 

I was sitting at my desk when the phone rang. The sound made me jump. 

“Hello, Max speaking.” 

“Hi Max! This is Sarah. We’re in Prague!” 

For a second I could not speak. 

“Wha… what? Prague? Why? For how long?” 

“Believe it or not, a month. All three of us. We’re opening a branch of our travel agency here. Listen, I’d like to talk to you, and your girlfriend. Can we meet?” 

“Well, of course. I’ll have to speak to Erica first though.” 

“Sure. We’re staying at the Jalta. Give me a call. Room 302. See ya, Paula!” 

The line went dead. I sat for a moment, then picked up the phone again and called Erica. I told her everything. 

“Yes, of course I want to meet them,” she said at once. “When? Tonight?” 

“I don’t know,” I answered. “Possibly.” 

“Why don’t you call and ask, then let me know. Okay?” 

“Okay.” 

I rang the hotel, spoke to Sarah, and we arranged to meet in their room at seven that evening. 

When we left the flat I was wearing a black puffy blouse and a black satin skirt, both hidden under my ordinary male clothes. Underneath everything sat the sexiest basque and suspenders I owned. Erica had chosen a sparkling pink mini-dress that left almost nothing to the imagination. She wore nothing beneath it, and the hem barely covered her. 

We took a taxi to the Jalta. Sarah opened the door of room 302. She looked better than ever. Her nose and tongue now carried piercings, and her breasts had clearly been enhanced since I last saw her. Behind her stood Jason, still solid and well-groomed. Best of all was Kelly. She wore a tight black rubber bra that covered only her nipples and a matching micro-skirt. A studded dog collar sat around her neck, the leash held loosely in Sarah’s hand. 

We all hugged and kissed like old friends who had simply been apart for a while. 

“Everyone, this is Erica,” I said. “Erica, this is Sarah, Jason, and Kelly.” 

Sarah turned to Erica without any preamble. She walked straight over, slid her hand under the short pink dress and pushed three fingers firmly into Erica’s pussy. Erica gasped but did not pull away. 

“Are you ready to be our slave, Erica?” Sarah asked. 

The question caught me completely off guard. 

“Yes,” Erica answered at once, voice steady. “I’ve been dreaming about it for so long since Max… sorry, Paula… told me. I’ll gladly go with you wherever you want. If Paula doesn’t want to go then fuck him, I’ll still go.” 

“Good,” Sarah said. “Then you will stay with us from now on.” 

“Wait a minute!” I shouted. 

The three women only laughed. Sarah kept her fingers inside Erica while the two of them leaned in and kissed each other deeply, ignoring my protest. 

“I think you know what you should do, Paula,” Erica said. “Take off those horrible male clothes and join us.” 

I looked at the three of them for a moment, then started undressing. There did not seem to be any other real choice. The ordinary shirt, trousers and jacket came off and went into a pile on the floor, leaving me in the black blouse, satin skirt, basque and suspenders. 

Jason stepped forward, pulled me into a firm hug and kissed me. Kelly did the same, pressing close against the basque. 

“Listen,” Jason said once we had separated. “We’ve got an offer for you. We’re opening a branch of a new travel company idea we came up with, thanks to you. It’s been a success in America and we thought you’d like to run this one in Prague.” 

“Wow,” I said. “I don’t know. What sort of travel agency?” 

“It’s an agency for the BDSM, fetish and cross-dressing industries. Specially arranged holidays and that kind of thing. Everything is done by phone and email. You never see the client and they never see you, so you can work in whatever clothes you feel comfortable in. And we’ll pay you well, of course.” 

I glanced at Erica. 

“What do you think?” 

“Take it. Do it. It sounds wonderful.” 

“Okay,” I said to Jason. “For the same pay as I’m earning now.” 

“How much are you earning now?” 

I told them the figure. 

Sarah laughed. “Don’t worry. We’ll double that.” 

“It’s a deal.” 

“Good. Now come and sit down. Over here on the bed, both of you, and sign the contracts.” 

We sat on the edge of the large bed. Sarah handed Erica a folder first. 

“Here, Erica. The first contract is saying you will work for us in the new office.” 

“Oh wow. I didn’t know I had a job too,” Erica said. 

“Of course. You and Max will be partners, getting equal pay. Read it through.” 

We both read the employment contracts carefully. The terms were clear and the salary was exactly as promised. We signed. 

“Great,” Sarah said. “The next contracts are legally binding for ten years. They do have a six-month get-out clause though. They are to make you our sex slaves. Read them through too.” 

Erica did not even glance at the pages. She simply signed her name at the bottom and handed the pen back. Sarah’s face lit up with a clear smile of satisfaction. 

I took my time. I read every paragraph carefully. 

The contract stated that I was legally handing over sexual use of my body to the named parties, Sarah and Jason. That use could include certain body transformations, whether permanent or temporary. 

“Permanent?” I asked. 

“Yes,” Sarah answered. “That’s the same contract Kelly signed. She had a different version in the UK at first, but she agreed to this one later. It basically means we can give you electrolysis or implants if we decide it suits you.” 

I read on. The document made clear that sexual organs would not be removed or rendered non-functional during the first six-month trial period. After that point the named parties would have full control of the subject’s body to do as they saw fit. The subject would legally change his name to Paula if Sarah and Jason required it. The contract could only be cancelled with six months’ notice. The subject was not permitted to use his penis without the explicit permission of his Master or Mistress. Punishment could take any form they chose: spanking by hand or with an implement, whipping, verbal degradation, or physical embarrassment. The subject would wear female clothing at all times. 

I sat for a moment with the pen in my hand. This was the point of no return. I was about to sign away control of my body and my daily life for the next decade, with only a limited exit window. I looked at the three women and at Jason, then signed on the dotted line. 

“Yeah! That’s the spirit!” Jason said, running his hand along my stocking-covered legs. “You know that’s what you want.” 

Sarah looked me over and nodded. 

“I see you kept all your piercings. Good. Now there is one thing left to do. Take off that basque.” 

I unfastened the basque and set it aside. Sarah then told Erica to undress as well. Once Erica was naked, Sarah opened a small medical case and took out several prepared syringes. 

“You first, Erica. You have B-sized breasts, don’t you?” 

“Yes.” 

“Good. When Paula had this done by the doctor you could only increase them a little at a time. This is a newer version. It lets us reach the size we want in one go.” 

Sarah handed one syringe to Kelly and kept the other herself. They worked together. Kelly injected the first solution into Erica’s left breast while Sarah did the same on the right. A second pair of injections followed immediately. The tissue under Erica’s skin began to swell at once. Over the next couple of minutes her breasts expanded rapidly, lifting and filling out until they sat heavy and full on her chest. When the growth stopped they were a solid E or F cup, far larger than before. 

Erica lifted both hands and felt them carefully, turning them slightly as she tested the new weight and shape. 

“Wow, they feel so real!” 

“Yeah, they’re great, aren’t they?” Kelly said, still watching Erica’s hands move over the new breasts. 

“Erica, turn over and lie down,” Sarah instructed. 

Erica rolled onto her stomach. Sarah took another syringe from the case and gave her a quick injection around the anus. Immediately afterwards she pressed the tip of the giant dildo against the hole and forced it in with steady pressure. Erica winced hard, then burst into tears, the words coming out between sobs as she complained about the pain. 

“Live with it,” Sarah told her. 

She turned to me. 

“Now, Paula, turn over and I’ll put this one in you.” 

I lay face-down on the bed. Sarah lined up the second identical dildo and pushed. The stretch burned like hell. It had been a long time since anything that thick had been inside me, yet the muscle still opened more readily than it should have. The relaxant treatment from London was clearly still doing some of its work. 

“Excellent. Now sit up on the dildo.” 

I pushed myself upright until I was sitting fully impaled, the full ten inches of thick rubber buried inside me. Beside me Erica was still crying, begging someone to take it out. Jason moved across the bed, took hold of her head and pushed his cock into her mouth. 

“Suck,” he said. 

Through the hiccups and tears she began to obey, lips sealed around him while the oversized dildo remained locked deep in her arse. 

Kelly and Sarah had already prepared more syringes. They began injecting the solutions directly under my nipples. Within minutes the tissue swelled and my breasts grew larger than they had ever been in London. Even then they did not stop. A third solution went in on both sides. 

“Was that the setting agent?” I asked, the horror clear in my voice. 

Sarah answered calmly. 

“Yes. It is a chemical that forms the new breast tissue and blocks the remover. So now your breasts are permanent.” 

“But I can’t have breasts! What about if my brother or parents see?” 

“Then you’ll have some explaining to do.” She reached into the case and took out a small electrical tool, plugging it into the wall socket. “Jason and Kelly, hold him.” 

They took firm hold of my arms. I did not struggle. I already had a clear idea of what was about to happen next. 

“They are holding you not to stop you running,” Sarah explained, “but because you will jump when I use this.” 

She switched the device on. A low electrical hum filled the room. She ran it slowly over both of my legs, killing the hair at the root. Next she worked across my pubic area, leaving only a narrow vertical line of hair above the base of my cock. The same treatment followed on my arms and chest. The biggest shock came when she turned the device on my face and removed every trace of facial hair. 

“There. That will never grow back now. Time to pluck your eyebrows.” 

She set to work with tweezers. Each hair pulled free with a sharp sting. When she finished she took two more syringes. The first went into my lips, swelling them into a fuller, poutier shape. The second was injected into the cheeks to sharpen the bone structure. After that she applied make-up carefully and styled the long wig until it sat naturally. 

I stood in front of the full-length mirror. The reflection looking back at me was that of a woman. My stomach was still flat. Sarah gave one final injection into each hip to create a slight but noticeable curve. 

“There. The perfect woman. All of this is permanent. In six months’ time we will see how you feel about having your penis removed.” 

“How will I have sex?” I asked. 

“Well, you’ll have a vagina, baby. And if you ever need a penis you can use a strap-on.” 

“What about my voice? It’s not feminine enough.” 

“I know. I want you to keep your voice for now, so people can still see that you are a man.” 

We spent the rest of the night having sex. Erica watched with clear excitement every time Jason took me. 

As the month drew to a close and the three of them prepared to return to the United States, Sarah made a short announcement. 

“Erica, I am promoting you to Paula’s mistress while we are away. We will be back in three months. Keep giving Paula these hormones, and make sure his arse is well fucked.” 

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress,” Erica answered at once. 

One Year Later… 

The new business was doing surprisingly well. Most of the work came from incoming requests rather than people looking to travel out of the country. The specialised fetish and BDSM holiday side had grown faster than any of us expected. Jason and Sarah eventually found a reliable manager to run the American office, which freed them to move permanently to Prague.

We bought a large house on the edge of the city and converted one of the upstairs rooms into a single oversized bed that could sleep all five of us. That became the centre of the household. Most nights we ended up there together.

In the end they decided to let me keep my penis. They even developed an injection that restored full use of it after the long period of restriction. These days I am not only allowed but actively encouraged to have sex with Erica, Kelly and Jason, and sometimes with Sarah as well. The old rules about needing permission have relaxed considerably.

I finally had the vocal-cord procedure done. My voice is now higher and softer. Combined with the permanent breasts, the facial changes, the complete lack of body hair and the way I dress every day, I am completely unrecognisable as a man unless someone sees me naked from the waist down.

The End


The Rave

One

The blast of warm air hit me the second I stepped into the large hangar. It carried the thick mix of sweat, cigarette smoke, cheap perfume and the sharp chemical tang of dry ice. I had expected a decent turnout, but there were thousands packed in under the high corrugated roof. Coloured lasers cut through the haze in long beams, and the bass from the massive speakers thumped hard enough to rattle my chest. Bodies moved everywhere, arms in the air, heads nodding to the beat.

I pushed through the crowd toward the bar where I had agreed to meet Chris and John. Along the way I kept noticing the girls. Czech girls, most of them, tall and lean with that easy, natural look that always caught me off guard. Short skirts, tight tops, bare midriffs, some already shiny with sweat. It was hard not to stare.

I had only moved to the Czech Republic because work had forced the issue. At first I had not been happy about it. The language, the cold winters, the distance from home. Then I stepped off the plane in Prague and something just clicked. The place had a raw energy that London never quite managed, and the people were open in a way that felt refreshing.

“Jules! AWRIGHT GEEZA!!”

I turned and saw Chris and John weaving toward me. Chris still had that same wide grin he always wore when he was already half-cut. John looked more reserved, as usual, but his eyes were scanning the room the same as mine.

“All right mates! How do?” I said.

Chris held up a can of Red Bull and jerked his head toward the dance floor. “Eh, Jules, not bad this, eh? Fuckin’ gorgeous women, man!”

“Aye,” I agreed, already looking past him.

I bought myself a Semtex, the local version of Red Bull. Same kick, half the price. The cold can felt good in my hand after the heat of the crowd.

“Who’s on?” I asked, nodding toward the DJ booth raised up at the far end.

“Some Czech guy,” John said. “He’s quite good. Doesn’t jazz up his mixes very much though. Bolland’s up in a few ticks.”

“Cool.”

We finished our drinks and moved into the middle of the floor just as CJ Bolland’s set started properly. The bass dropped deeper and the whole hangar seemed to lean into it. We danced through the whole mix, losing ourselves in the rhythm, the lights flashing across faces and bare shoulders. By the time Timo Maas took over, the air was thicker still and most people were properly warmed up.

That was when we saw them.

Three girls dancing together near the edge of the main floor. Each of them looked about 175 cm tall. Really thin, long legs, tiny arses, and yet their tits were massive, heavy and full against the tight latex of their bikini tops. The material shone under the lights every time they moved. One in black, one in red, one in blue. Matching hot-pants that sat low on their hips and rode up slightly when they turned or bent. No other clothes. Just the latex and a sheen of sweat on their skin.

They danced close, bodies brushing, hips rolling in time with the beat. The one in black kept glancing our way, not shy about it.

Chris stared openly. “Fuck me. I’m on for some of that. What d’you think lads? Shall we give it a go?”

“Definitely,” John said.

We cut across the floor toward them. The whole time the one in black watched us approach. When we were a few metres away she leaned in and said something into the ears of the other two. All three turned to face us at the same moment. A good sign.

I raised my voice over the music. “Hi! I’m Jules. This is Chris and John.”

“Awright,” the lads said together.

The girl in black smiled. “Ciau. I’m Katka.”

“I’m Sandra,” said the one in red, her voice lower, a little huskier.

“Klara,” the blue one added. She had the biggest smile of the three.

We stayed right there with them, talking between tracks. They were from Prague, all three of them, and they seemed genuinely pleased to have three British lads join them. Katka did most of the talking at first, asking where we were from and how long we had been in the country. Sandra kept looking at me, eyes moving from my face down my chest and back up again. Klara laughed easily and moved closer every time the beat picked up.

We danced with them for the rest of the night. The three of them stayed close, bodies brushing against ours as the music rolled on. Hands found hips, then lower backs. Latex slid under palms. The drinks kept coming, but we spent far less than we would have done in any club back home. The girls never once looked like they wanted us to leave.

***

Chris, John and I shared a large flat just across the river from the National Theatre. The windows looked straight out over the water toward the old building with its green roof and the lights still glowing along the embankment even at that hour. We had got on pretty well with the girls all night. By six in the morning the dancing had slowed right down and the four of us were pressed together in a loose group near the edge of the floor, kissing more than moving. Katka had stayed close to me the whole time. Her mouth was soft and tasted of the sweet drinks she had been sipping. Her hands kept sliding under my shirt and across my chest while the other two traded between Chris and John.

We offered them a lift back to ours. None of them argued. Outside the hangar the air was cool and damp. We piled into Chris’s car, the three girls in the back, still laughing and touching each other as the city streets slipped past. By the time we reached the flat the sky was starting to lighten at the edges.

Inside we barely made it through the door before the kissing started again. Coats hit the floor. Shoes kicked off. We ended up in a tangle on the big sofa in the living room, mouths and hands everywhere. Katka straddled my lap, grinding slowly against the front of my jeans while she kissed me deep. Across from us Sandra was already half on top of John, and Klara had Chris’s face in her hands.

After a while someone suggested we split up into the bedrooms. The girls stopped at once.

Katka sat back on my thighs and looked at the other two. Then she turned to us. “We don’t want to split up. Would you mind if we all stayed in one room?”

We glanced at each other. The meaning was clear enough. The girls were bi. Properly bi.

John spoke first. “Nah, we don’t have a problem with that, do we lads?”

Chris and I both shook our heads.

Sandra smiled, slow and deliberate. “That’s just great. Because we would like to give you a little show.”

They stood up together and started peeling off what little they still wore. The latex tops came first, peeled down over those heavy tits, then the hot-pants slid down long legs. In less than a minute all three were naked. Smooth skin, hard nipples, shaved cunts already looking wet under the soft living-room light.

They kissed each other first. Open mouths, tongues sliding, hands cupping breasts and arses. Then they sank to the rug in the middle of the floor and arranged themselves into a tight triangle. Each girl buried her face between the thighs of the next. Wet sounds filled the quiet room. Tongues worked in steady, hungry strokes. Fingers slipped inside. The girls moaned into one another’s cunts, hips rolling, thighs trembling. We sat on the sofa and watched, trousers already undone, cocks hard and leaking.

They kept at it for a long time. When they came it was almost together. Katka’s legs shook hardest. Sandra let out a low, broken cry. Klara’s arse lifted clear off the floor as she pushed her cunt harder against Sandra’s mouth. They stayed locked together for another minute, licking slower, tasting the mess they had made.

Then they crawled across to us.

Katka took me in her mouth without any teasing. Her tongue pressed flat along the underside of my cock, then rippled in a slow wave that made my hips jerk. She took me deep, nose brushing my stomach, and sucked with a steady pull. Chris and John were getting the same treatment from the other two. The room filled with wet, rhythmic sounds again.

I lasted longer than I expected, but the feeling kept building. When I felt it start to tip I managed to warn her.

“Fuck… I’m going to come.”

She only pushed down further and held me there. I came hard, pulsing straight into her throat. She swallowed around me, taking every spurt, then slowly pulled off with a soft pop.

Sandra and Klara had done the same with the others. Their cheeks were visibly full, lips already shiny and slightly parted as thin trails of cum threatened to spill from the corners of their mouths. All three girls still held heavy mouthfuls when they turned to face one another on the rug.

They kissed without any rush. Katka pressed her open mouth to Sandra’s first. Their tongues met in the middle and pushed the thick, warm loads back and forth between them. Strings of white stretched and broke each time they pulled apart for a second, only to dive in again. Klara joined from the side, her tongue sliding into the mix so that all three of them were trading the combined cum of three men. Soft wet sounds filled the quiet room. Hands cupped tits and stroked along bare hips while they shared every drop, moaning quietly into one another’s mouths as the slippery mess coated their tongues and lips.

When they finally broke apart, Katka’s chin was glistening. She turned straight to me, still on her knees between my legs. She took my face in both hands, thumbs resting just under my jaw, and leaned in. Her mouth opened over mine and she pushed her tongue deep at the same moment she emptied everything she had been holding. A thick, warm flood of cum poured straight onto my tongue. The sudden volume forced me to swallow before I could think. It slid down my throat in one heavy gulp, salty and slightly bitter, coating the back of my mouth. She kept kissing me through it, tongue still moving, making sure I took every last bit.

Across the sofa the same thing was happening. Sandra had Chris’s head tilted back and was feeding him the mixture the same way, slow and deliberate. John was already swallowing hard under Klara’s mouth, his throat working as she pushed the shared load into him. Both of them looked as startled as I felt once the girls finally pulled away, lips still wet, eyes bright. We sat there for a moment tasting what we had just swallowed, the heavy salt of it lingering while the girls simply watched us and smiled.

We looked at each other afterwards, a bit stunned. The girls just smiled and wiped their mouths with the backs of their hands like it was the most natural thing in the world. We told ourselves it was just their thing, some private fetish they liked. We had no idea how wrong we were.


Two

Over the next few weeks we spent a lot of time with the girls. Sometimes all six of us ended up back at the flat, tangled together on the big sofa or spilling into the bedrooms for long, messy nights. More often it was just pairs. Chris and Sandra disappeared for whole weekends. John and Klara were the same. Katka and I took every chance we could get to be alone.

We walked along the river in the evenings. We sat in bars and talked for hours. At night she stayed over more often than not. I learned the way she liked to be touched, the soft sounds she made when I went down on her, the way her body tightened and shook when she came with my cock buried deep inside her. She was just as eager with me. There were mornings when I woke to find her already between my legs, mouth warm and wet, taking her time until I filled her throat again.

Somewhere in the middle of all that I realised I was falling for her. Properly falling. It was not just the sex, though that stayed filthy and frequent. It was the way she looked at me when the others were not around, the way she curled against my side on the sofa, the small things she remembered. One night after we had finished and were still catching our breath I told her.

“I think I’m in love with you.”

She smiled against my chest and kissed the skin there. “Aww, I love you too, baby.”

The words were soft, almost a purr, and she meant them.

Around Christmastime we started talking about what to do with the long break. Chris was the first to suggest taking the girls back to England for a proper holiday. The idea hung in the air for a minute before Katka shook her head.

“I have a better idea,” she said. “I have a lodge up in the Krkonoše mountains. We can do some skiing during the day and have some fun at night.” She leaned closer, voice dropping to a low, sexy whisper that only the six of us could hear. “And we’ll be all alone for the next three weeks. No neighbours. No interruptions.”

The look she gave me left very little doubt about the kind of fun she meant.

It sounded perfect. I said so straight away. Chris and John both nodded without needing to think it over. The girls exchanged a quick, private smile between themselves, the same kind of smile they had worn the first night they shared our cum, and that was that. The lodge it was.

***

The sun was still shining when we reached the lodge. It sat alone among the pines, more a long wooden cabin than any kind of brick house, with a steep roof already carrying a light dusting of snow and a wide porch that looked out over the valley. We carried the bags inside. The air in the main room was cold and still, the sort of deep chill that settles into timber when a place has stood empty for weeks. We got a fire going straight away, stacking the dry logs until the flames took properly and the first real heat began to push the cold back.

By evening the fireplace was roaring. The whole room smelled of woodsmoke and the chicken John had put in the oven. Soft yellow light from the lamps mixed with the orange glow of the fire. Outside the windows the sky had gone dark and the first proper snow of the night was starting to fall.

Katka lay stretched along the sofa with her head on my chest and my arm around her. The others were busy in the kitchen or sorting bedrooms. For a few minutes it was just the two of us and the crackle of the fire.

She spoke quietly. “Jules, I’ve always been honest with you, so I want to be honest now. I sort of have a fetish, you know, in bed.”

I felt a small jolt of interest run through me. “Yeah? Okay, go on.”

She hesitated only a second. “I’d like you to wear my underwear to bed.” She watched my face carefully. “Just once, to try. And if you don’t like it then we won’t do it again, okay?”

I looked her straight in the eyes. The request was unexpected, but the way she asked it, soft and almost shy, made it hard to refuse. “Kati, you know I’d do anything for you. Anything at all. Sure, we can try it. Just don’t tell the others, all right?”

“Sure. Of course not.”

She smiled and settled closer, fingers tracing idle patterns on my stomach. What neither of us knew was that, in the kitchen and in the hallway, Chris and Sandra, John and Klara, were having almost exactly the same conversation. The same request. The same careful agreement. The same promise to keep it private.

Later that night Katka and I went through to the bathroom at the end of the cabin. The tub was big enough for two. Steam rose as she filled it. She stepped in first, then held out a hand for me. Once we were both settled she reached for a tube of cream she had brought with her. She squeezed a thick white line onto her palm and started rubbing it slowly up and down her own legs, working it into the skin with long, careful strokes. When she finished she shifted closer, straddling my thighs in the warm water, and began spreading the same cream across my chest.

“Hey, what are you doing?” I asked.

“Don’t worry. It’s hair remover.”

“What? Why?”

Her hands kept moving, spreading the cool cream over my stomach and down toward my hips. “You said you’d wear the underwear for me. I thought you’d go the whole way.” Her voice had gone small. She looked like she might cry.

I caught her wrists gently. “I’m sorry. You just shocked me, that’s all. It’s only hair. It’ll grow back.”

The upset vanished as quickly as it had come. She grinned. “Course it will.”

She made me stay still while the cream did its work. The minutes stretched. When she finally told me to stand she rinsed me off under the shower with careful hands. I watched the water run down my body and carry away soft clumps of dark hair. Chest, stomach, the tops of my thighs. By the time she finished I was smooth in places I had never been smooth before. The skin felt strangely sensitive under the warm spray and under her fingers. She ran her palms over me again, checking, and the simple touch already felt different.

Back in the bedroom she locked every door, the soft click of each bolt sounding louder than it should have in the quiet cabin. She opened one of her bags and lifted out the things she had chosen for me. A white satin teddy, loose and soft, covered in delicate lace panels that would sit low on the hips and high on the thighs. Long suspender straps dangled from it. With it came a pair of white stockings, sheer, with wide lace tops meant to be clipped in place, and a short matching robe of the same satin and lace.

She laid them out on the bed and looked at me, waiting.

I stepped into the teddy first. The satin felt cool and almost slippery against the newly smooth skin of my chest and stomach. It settled lightly over me, the lace edges brushing places that still tingled from the hair remover. She helped me with the stockings, rolling each one carefully up my legs, smoothing the sheer material until the lace tops sat high on my thighs. Then she clipped the suspender straps into place, tugging them just tight enough so the stockings stayed straight. The short robe went on last. It hung open at the front, the satin whispering against my arms every time I moved.

She stepped back and studied me for a moment. Then she reached into the bag again and brought out a long, straight blonde wig. She settled it on my head, adjusting the fringe and the fall of the hair until it framed my face the way she wanted. After that came the make-up. Foundation first, smoothed carefully over my skin. Soft eyeshadow, mascara that made my lashes look longer, a touch of colour on the cheeks, and finally a pale pink lipstick that she applied slowly, telling me to press my lips together when she finished.

When she was done she turned me toward the mirror on the wardrobe door. The person looking back was not someone I recognised at once. Smooth body under white lace and satin, long blonde hair, made-up face. The stockings and suspenders framed my legs in a way that felt both strange and sharply sexual. Katka stood behind me, hands resting on my hips, and I could feel how hard she was breathing against my back.

“It’s going to be a long night,” she said.

I could not believe how turned on I was getting. The satin and lace against my smooth skin, the way the stockings pulled tight with every small movement, the blonde hair brushing my shoulders, all of it had me harder than I expected. My cock strained against the soft front of the teddy, already leaving a damp patch on the fabric.

She told me to lie back on the bed while she got ready. I did as she asked, the short robe falling open around me. She moved to her open bag and began to change. First she stepped into a black shiny latex basque that laced tightly up the front, pushing her heavy tits up and together until the tops of them spilled over the cups. The material caught the low bedroom light every time she moved. Matching black stockings followed, rolled slowly up her long legs and clipped into place. She looked taller, sharper, completely in control.

Then she took out a pair of leather handcuffs. The metal chain between them clinked softly as she climbed onto the bed. She secured one wrist to the left bed post, then the other to the right, pulling the cuffs snug enough that I could not slip free. The leather was cool at first, then warmed against my skin. I tested them once. They held. The helpless position, arms stretched out, body on display in the white lingerie, pushed me right to the edge. I was almost ready to come just from that.

She went back to the cupboard in the corner and reached inside. When her hand came out I froze.

It was a strap-on. A thick, realistic cock already fixed to a harness of black leather straps.

“Wait, Kati, this no, please,” I pleaded, the words coming out tighter than I meant them to. My heart was hammering. The cuffs suddenly felt a lot more serious.

She climbed onto the bed and sat across my chest, the weight of her pinning me down. The thick black cock of the strap-on hung only millimetres from my mouth. Latex creaked softly as she settled herself.

“Don’t worry, Julie. Everything’s going to be fine from now on, I promise.”

The name stopped me cold. Julie. What was she talking about?

She did not give me time to ask. She pressed the blunt head of the cock against my lips and held it there.

“Take it in your mouth and suck it. And you might want to wet it as much as possible, because it won’t be lubricated by any other method.”

I opened for her. The 8-inch black dildo slid between my lips. It tasted of clean rubber and a faint trace of the leather harness. I worked my tongue along the underside and took it deeper, coating it with as much spit as I could manage while she watched. She let me suck for a full minute, slow and thorough, before she pulled it free with a wet sound.

She reached down and unclipped the base of the teddy, opening it completely between my legs. Then she caught both of my ankles and lifted them, folding me until my legs rested over her shoulders. The position left me completely exposed, the white stockings still clipped to the suspenders, the lace of the teddy pushed aside.

“Please don’t,” I whispered.

She did not answer. She lined the slick head of the cock against my arse and began to push. The stretch burned at first. I clenched hard against the sudden pressure, breath catching in my throat, the cuffs rattling as my arms pulled tight. She kept going, slow and steady, until the thick shaft forced its way inside me inch by inch. The pain was sharp and real, but it did not last. Once she was buried deep the burn faded into something else entirely. Every small movement dragged across my prostate and sent bright, electric jolts straight through my cock.

She started to fuck me properly. Long, controlled strokes that filled me completely on every thrust. The latex of her basque rubbed against the backs of my thighs. Her hands held my hips steady while she worked the strap-on in and out of me. I could not stop the sounds that came out of my mouth. The pleasure built fast and dirty, centred right on that spot she kept hitting. My cock, still trapped under the soft satin of the teddy, twitched and leaked without being touched.

She drove into me harder. The bed creaked. The handcuffs bit into my wrists. I came with a broken groan, pumping thick spurts straight into the white satin, soaking the front of the teddy while she kept fucking me through it.

When she came she stayed buried deep inside me for a long moment, hips pressed tight, breathing hard against my neck. Then she slowly pulled the thick cock free. The sudden emptiness made me flinch.

She reached up and unlocked the first cuff. “I’m going to undo these. I don’t want you to do anything stupid now, okay?”

“Okay,” I said. My voice sounded small. I was properly scared of her in that moment. My arse felt stretched and sore, a deep ache that throbbed with every small shift of my hips, yet underneath the soreness something else lingered. A dirty, secret satisfaction I did not want to admit. She clipped the base of the teddy closed again. The soft satin settled back against my skin and the damp patch where I had come. I hated how good the whole outfit still felt on me. In private it was one thing. I did not want it to leave this room.

She gathered me against her chest the way someone might hold a child, one hand stroking the long blonde hair of the wig, the other resting on my back. The latex of her basque was still warm from her body.

“That was nice, wasn’t it?”

I could only manage a quiet whimper of yes. She kissed the top of my head and kept holding me until my breathing evened out.

After a while she stood and went to the cupboard where I had put my own clothes. She pulled everything out. Jeans, shirts, underwear, socks, the lot. I watched her gather the pile without understanding at first. Before I could move or speak she unlocked the bedroom door, stepped out into the hall, and locked it again from the other side. I heard her footsteps move away toward the back of the cabin. A few minutes later the sharp smell of smoke reached me under the door. When she returned her hands were empty and there was a faint smudge of ash on one wrist.

She had burned every piece of clothing I owned.

She looked at me still lying on the bed in the white teddy, stockings and robe. Her voice was calm and final.

“Come into the living room.”

I felt so weak as I walked out of the bedroom. My legs were unsteady and every step reminded me how sore my arse still was. The white stockings whispered against each other. The satin teddy clung to the sticky patch where I had come earlier. The long blonde wig shifted slightly with the movement. I kept one hand on the wall for balance and tried not to meet anyone’s eyes.

I was not alone.

Chris stood near the fireplace. Only it was not Chris any more. He wore an exact copy of the lingerie I had on, but in deep red. The satin teddy, the lace panels, the suspender straps, the sheer stockings with matching lace tops, the short open robe. A long dark wig framed a face that had been carefully made up with the same soft colours Katka had used on me. He looked shaken, cheeks flushed, and he kept his thighs pressed together as if the outfit itself was too much to bear. Sandra stood close behind him, one hand resting lightly on his hip.

John was by the sofa in black. The same cut of teddy and stockings and robe, only the satin was jet black and the lace stood out sharply against it. A brown wig fell past his shoulders. His make-up was heavier around the eyes. He would not look at either of us. Klara stayed right at his side, fingers hooked casually in the back of his suspender strap.

The three of us faced one another in the middle of the living room, each dressed and named as the girls had decided. Christine. Joanna. And me. The fire still burned steadily. The smell of woodsmoke mixed with the faint chemical trace of the hair remover and the warmer scent of latex from the girls’ own outfits. None of us spoke. The only sound was the soft creak of satin and the occasional shift of stocking-covered feet on the wooden floor.

Katka spoke first, her voice calm and even.

“Now girls, don’t get scared. We all have a big fetish. Forced feminisation. And we want you for it. We want to do this for the next three weeks. After that we’ll return to normal and just be normal boyfriend and girlfriend, okay? Think of it as your Christmas present to us.”

The words settled over the three of us like a weight. Three weeks. Dressed like this the whole time. Yet the way she framed it, temporary, a gift, made it easier to swallow. I had already told her I would do anything for her. Looking at Christine and Joanna I could see the same reluctant acceptance in their faces. None of us wanted to be the one who refused.

“Okay,” we said, almost together. “So long as no one else sees us this way.”

Sandra shook her head at once.

“No. We may go out to a restaurant, skiing, or to a club. In which case you’ll be dressed as women. But don’t worry. First, nobody knows you here. And second, have you seen yourselves in the mirror? Apart from the breasts, or the lack of them, and the bulge from your dicks, you look like women. Take a look.”

She pointed toward the large mirror that hung above the sideboard. We moved closer, still awkward in the stockings and heels of the satin robes. The three reflections that stared back were hard to argue with. Long wigs, carefully applied make-up, smooth skin under lace and satin. The outlines of our bodies had already changed with the missing hair. Only the flat chests and the soft, unavoidable shapes at the fronts of the teddies gave us away. Even those were less obvious than I expected once the robes fell closed.

We looked for a long moment. She was right. The nervousness did not leave, though. It sat low in the stomach, mixed with the lingering ache in my arse and the strange, shameful pulse of arousal that the whole situation still fed. We had agreed. The doors were locked. Our clothes were ash. There was nothing else we could do.


Three

We went back to our rooms. I did not get any sleep.

Katka sat me on the edge of the bed and pierced both of my ears without much warning. The sharp pinch of the needle, the sudden heat, then the cool weight of small gold studs. She wiped away the tiny beads of blood and told me not to touch them. After that she painted my toenails a bright, glossy red, taking her time over each one. False red fingernails came next, carefully glued into place until my hands looked slender and unfamiliar. The whole time she kept glancing at the strap-on still hanging from the chair.

Once the nails were done she pushed me onto my back, clipped the teddy open again, and spent the rest of the night fucking my arse. She took her time. Long, steady strokes that kept finding my prostate until I was leaking steadily into the satin. Whenever I started to get close she slowed down or stopped completely, leaving me aching and empty before she started again. By the time the sky outside began to lighten I was sore, exhausted, and still half-hard.

The next morning the girls served us breakfast in the living room. Katka had laid out a new set for me on the bed: a black lace bra, matching panties, and a suspender belt. I put them on under her watchful eye. The bra cups sat empty against my chest. The panties were tight enough to tuck my cock back and smooth the front. Over them went a short black leather skirt that barely covered the tops of the stockings, and a cropped black leather top that left my entire stomach bare. Katka fixed my make-up again, darkening the eyes and freshening the lipstick. When I looked in the mirror I had to admit I looked sexy. The outfit clung in all the right places and the long blonde hair framed a face that no longer felt entirely mine.

Chrissie stood beside me in the exact same style, only in red leather. Joanna wore blue. Both of them had the same empty bras, the same short skirts, the same bare midriffs. They looked just as transformed, and just as uncertain.

Klara studied the three of us with open approval. “You all have such flat stomachs. I think we should pierce your belly buttons. After breakfast though.”

We ate in silence. The food was good, but it left a faint, chalky aftertaste of paracetamol on the tongue. None of us commented on it.

When the plates were cleared they led us straight into the bedroom Katka and I shared. We stood in a line while Katka wiped something cold across each of our navels. The needle followed a moment later. A bright, white flash of pain, then a deep throb that settled in and refused to fade. Small gold rings were threaded through while our eyes were still watering. The three of us now matched: pierced ears and pierced belly buttons.

It was not the end.

Sandra tilted her head. “Katka, let’s do their noses as well.”

“Yeah, why not?”

Katka worked quickly. Another swab of cold liquid, another sharp push of the needle through the left nostril of each of us. Small gold studs followed. She stepped back, looked at the three of us, and clapped her hands once.

“Beautiful!”

I stared at my reflection. Gold in my ears, gold in my navel, gold in my nose. The black leather and lace. The red nails. I registered every new piece of metal, every change, but I still had not begun to imagine what might come next.

Sandra walked up to Katka and whispered something close to her ear. Katka listened, then gave a short nod.

“Yes, well they don’t need them for that anymore, do they?” she said. “Lie down again, girls.”

We did as we were told, stretching out on the bed side by side. Katka and the others pulled our panties down. All three of us were hard, the newly smooth skin of our cocks standing stiff against our stomachs.

“Well, we have to stop that.” Katka’s voice was almost gentle. “Close your eyes and you’ll get a big surprise.”

I shut my eyes, half-expecting a mouth. Instead I felt a sharp pin-prick right into the shaft of my cock. The effect was instant. The hardness drained away in seconds until I was completely soft. I opened my eyes in time to see Sandra and Klara doing the same to Chrissie and Joanna. Their cocks shrank and fell just as mine had.

“What was that?” I asked, my voice already unsteady.

Sandra smiled, the expression smug. “It was just a little something to help keep him in line for the next couple of weeks.”

Chrissie’s head snapped up. “What? You mean… no sex?”

Sandra stroked her cheek. “We’ll have sex, darling. Just like last night.”

The meaning landed hard. We all understood. There would be no more using our cocks. From now on the only fucking would be the kind we had already been given.

They were not finished. Katka took a small piercing kit from the bedside table. One by one she pierced each of our foreskins, then fastened the piercings in such a way that the soft cock was held back and down. The metal forced everything into a neat, tucked position. Sitting down to piss would now be the only option. The message was clear enough. They pulled our panties back up over the new jewellery. The soft fabric settled smoothly with nothing left to strain against it.

Klara laughed. “Now no one has an excuse for leaving the toilet seat up.”

The three girls stepped into their harnesses again and buckled the thick strap-on cocks into place. They told us to get up on all fours. We obeyed. Our panties were tugged down once more, leaving us open and still completely soft. Katka positioned herself behind me, Sandra behind Chrissie, Klara behind Joanna. They pushed in without much ceremony. The stretch was familiar now, but the lack of any answering hardness in our own cocks made the whole thing feel even more one-sided. They fucked us in steady, deep strokes, hands gripping our hips, latex-covered thighs slapping against us.

After a few minutes Katka spoke again. “Kiss each other.”

We turned our heads and did as we were told. Mouths met while the strap-ons kept moving inside us. The forced intimacy, the steady pressure against my prostate, and the complete inability to get hard all built together. I climaxed with a broken sound, spilling what little I had into the sheets beneath me even though my cock stayed soft and useless the entire time. The others followed soon after, the same helpless, soft orgasms forced out of them while the girls continued to use us.

During the day the girls taught us how to look after our make-up. They sat us in a row in front of the large mirror and went through every step with patience that felt almost maternal. Foundation first, blended until there was no line at the jaw. Then eyeshadow, liner, mascara. Blush. Lipstick. They made us remove it all and start again, over and over, correcting every mistake. By the middle of the afternoon we could manage a passable face on our own. The wigs were brushed and set. The nails were checked. We were beginning to look finished.

Our biggest problem remained the same. The bras sat empty. No matter how well the make-up and the clothes worked, the flat chests still gave us away the moment the cropped tops or the open robes moved. We kept adjusting the straps, trying to create some shape that was not there.

Katka watched us for a while, then disappeared into the bedroom. When she came back she carried a flat box. Inside were three pairs of realistic silicone breast forms, heavy and soft, with adhesive backs.

“This will put it right,” she said.

She had us remove the leather tops and the empty bras. One by one she cleaned the skin of our chests with alcohol wipes, then pressed the forms carefully into place. The adhesive took hold at once. The weight settled onto us immediately, pulling the shoulders forward a little, changing the way we stood. She fitted the black, red and blue bras over them and adjusted the straps until the new breasts sat high and full. The cropped leather tops went back on. Suddenly the outfits made sense. The short tops stretched across real-looking cleavage. The bare midriffs below looked deliberate instead of incomplete.

We turned to the mirror again. The difference was absolute. Long hair, make-up, piercings, smooth bodies, and now proper breasts under the leather. The three reflections no longer looked like men in costume. They looked like women. Katka stood behind me and rested her hands on the new curves, testing the weight, clearly pleased with the result.

***

That night Katka fucked me again, slow and thorough, until I was too exhausted to keep my eyes open. I fell asleep still on my stomach, the new breast forms pressed into the mattress, the ache in my arse a dull background throb.

Some time later I surfaced just enough to feel a sharp sting in my upper arm, the pressure of a syringe, and the cold slide of whatever she was injecting. I tried to speak or pull away, but the drug was already moving through me. My limbs went heavy. The room tilted. I dropped straight back into unconsciousness before I could even turn my head.

When I woke properly it was full morning. Sunlight came through the curtains. I shifted under the covers and felt an unfamiliar weight on my chest, heavier and more solid than the silicone forms had been. I looked down.

I had breasts. Real ones. Soft, rounded, already a full handful, the skin tight and faintly bruised around the edges. The nipples were my own, but they sat higher and more forward than before. The adhesive forms from yesterday were gone. These were under the skin.

Katka was already awake, sitting on the edge of the bed in a short robe. She caught my wrist the moment I reached toward them.

“Don’t touch them. You’ll notice they haven’t healed and won’t do for at least a week.”

My mouth was dry. “But you said that it would be nothing permanent.”

She gave a small, patient smile. “Don’t worry, sweetheart. It isn’t. They are fake breasts. We can take them out in a month or two.” She saw the protest forming on my face and cut it off with a raised finger. “Or whenever.”

The weight of them moved when I sat up. Every small shift sent a tender, swollen ache through the new tissue. I stared at the shape of myself under the thin sheet and understood that the three weeks she had promised were already becoming something longer and far more difficult to reverse.

A week went by. I spent nearly all of it lying in bed. Katka brought meals and checked the dressings, but I never saw Chrissie or Joanna, nor Sandra or Klara. The bedroom door stayed locked from the outside. The only sounds were the occasional creak of the cabin and the wind in the pines.

By the end of the first week the wounds around the new breasts had almost healed. The bruising had faded to a faint yellow. The tenderness was still there if I moved too quickly, but I could sit up without wincing. What bothered me more was the size. They seemed to be getting heavier and fuller by the day, swelling beyond what the original forms had been. At the same time my hips felt different under the sheets, softer, wider. I caught myself staring at the changing outline of my own body and started to wonder properly about the food. That faint chalky taste had never left the meals. Whatever they were putting in it was doing more than just keeping my cock soft.

I had not been touched sexually all week. No strap-on, no hands, nothing. The forced chastity and the isolation left me restless in a way I did not like to admit.

That night was different.

Katka came in after dark carrying a red basque, matching suspenders, and sheer red stockings. She dressed me herself. The basque was tight, designed to push the new breasts up and together until they sat high and obvious. The suspenders clipped to the stockings and framed the soft, tucked shape between my legs. When she finished she stepped back and looked at me with open satisfaction.

She was already in her black SM gear: tight latex that covered her from neck to ankle, polished and severe. Around her hips she wore a harness that held a strap-on far larger than any she had used before. It was thick, dark, at least eleven inches long and a full four inches around. The size of it made my stomach tighten. She saw me staring and gave a small smile, one hand resting casually on the heavy shaft.

“Tonight we make up for lost time,” she said.

“God, I missed you,” she said, and pushed the thick cock deeper into my mouth. She held the back of my head and pumped in steady strokes, forcing me to take more of the length each time. “Suck my dick, bitch. Yeah, that’s it. My little whore. Suck it good.”

Spit ran down my chin. The size of it stretched my jaw until it ached. She kept the rhythm going for several minutes, talking the whole time, before she finally pulled out with a wet sound.

She moved behind me, one hand between my shoulder blades, pressing me down into the mattress. I felt the blunt head of the oversized strap-on line up against my arse. She pushed. The stretch was immediate and brutal. Even after a week of nothing the thickness forced a raw, burning pain through me as she worked the first few inches inside.

“Good girl,” she breathed. “Ooh, good. You’re taking it all. Brilliant.” She kept feeding it into me until her hips met my arse and the full eleven inches were buried. “I’m going to fuck you so hard. Fuck you. Fuck you.”

She started thrusting in earnest, long deep strokes that drove the air out of my lungs. The pain stayed, sharp and constant, but underneath it the pressure against my prostate sent unwanted pulses of pleasure through the soft, useless cock between my legs. She repeated the words over and over, matching them to the rhythm of her hips.

Then, still fucking me hard, she leaned down close to my ear.

“While I’m fucking you, I’m going to let you into a little secret. We are not going to change you back. It was all a trick from the beginning. We are going to train you to be she-male prostitutes and sell you to the Russian Mafia. Would you like that? Ha-ha-ha!”

The words hit harder than the cock inside me. I started to struggle at once, trying to pull forward, to twist away, to get her weight off my back. My arms and legs felt slow and weak. She simply pressed down harder, one hand in my hair, the other locked around my hip, and kept slamming into me.

“Don’t think you can get away from me,” she shouted. “I’ve pumped you full of oestrogen and other hormones so you’ll be weak. There’s no escape now!”

She drove in to the hilt and came, grinding against me, laughing under her breath while I kept trying and failing to pull free. The combination of the brutal stretching, the forced prostate stimulation, and the horror of what she had just told me left me shaking underneath her, unable to do anything except take it.

I realised there was no escape. The hormones, the locked doors, the changes already made to my body, the strength I no longer had. Everything pointed the same way.

Over the next couple of days they decided to take off the penis ring they had connected to keep me soft and tucked. I understood why the moment the metal came away. Sensation returned in a slow, heavy rush. My cock began to fill and harden again without permission. They wanted it working. For now.

Chrissie was brought into my room. He looked upset, eyes red, the red basque and stockings still on him, the new breasts moving under the tight material as he walked. Katka guided him to the centre of the floor and positioned him in front of me.

“Now Chrissie, get in front of Julie. Good. Now Julie, suck Chrissie’s penis. Good girl. See how easy it is?”

I dropped to my knees in front of him. The front of his red panties was already tented, the thin material stretched tight over the growing shape underneath. I hooked my fingers into the waistband and pulled them down slowly, letting his cock spring free. It was warm against my face, clean, the skin smooth from the same hair removal we had both been given. He was only half-hard, but the weight of it rested heavy on my lower lip.

I opened my mouth and took him in. The first taste was clean skin and a faint trace of whatever soap they had used on us. I closed my lips around the head and worked my tongue along the underside in long, slow strokes, feeling him thicken against my tongue. Each time I pulled back I took a little more, sucking steadily, letting saliva coat him. Chrissie made a broken sound above me, half protest, half something else. His hips twitched forward, pushing another inch between my lips.

I kept going, determined, almost desperate. My hands rested on his stockinged thighs for balance while I bobbed my head, taking him deeper with every pass until the head pressed firmly against the back of my throat. I held there for a moment, swallowing around him, then pulled off just enough to breathe before sinking down again. Spit ran from the corners of my mouth and dripped onto the lace of my own bra. The taste of him filled my mouth completely. Within a minute he was rock hard, the shaft thick and rigid between my lips.

I did not slow down. I sucked harder, using my tongue on the sensitive spot just under the head every time I rose, then taking him to the root again. Chrissie’s breathing turned ragged. One of his hands settled in my hair, not forcing, just holding on. His thighs trembled under my palms. When he came it was sudden and heavy. Thick pulses flooded my tongue, one after another, more than I expected. I stayed sealed around him and swallowed every drop, the salty heat sliding down my throat without pause.

The moment the last spurt was gone I found myself wanting more. The need surprised me. I stayed on my knees, lips still parted and wet, looking up at him while his cock softened against my cheek.

Katka’s voice cut in, calm and pleased.

“Good girls. Now Julie, get behind Chrissie and fuck her.”

Chrissie was turned and bent forward over the edge of the bed. His red-stockinged legs were slightly apart, the short skirt pushed up around his waist, the soft new curves of his arse presented to me. I stood behind him, my own cock fully hard, almost painful with how ready it was. The urge to bury myself inside him was stronger than any resistance left in me. I wanted it. I wanted to empty myself.

I stepped closer and positioned the head against his hole. It was still slick from earlier use, the muscle soft and slightly open. I pushed. The tight heat opened around me in a slow, continuous stretch. I kept the pressure steady, watching the way his body accepted the first few inches, then more. Chrissie made a low sound into the sheets, half muffled. I did not stop. I sank in deeper, feeling every inch of the grip along my shaft, until my hips finally met his arse and I was buried to the root.

I stayed still for a moment, just feeling the heat and the pulse of him around me. Then I started to fuck him properly. Short strokes at first, letting him feel the full thickness on every movement, then longer, deeper thrusts that made the bed shift under us. My hands settled on his hips, fingers pressing into the softened flesh, holding him steady while I drove in harder. The sound of skin meeting skin filled the quiet room. Each time I bottomed out the pressure against my own body sent a sharp, clean rush of pleasure up my spine. I kept going, chasing it, the need to come already building fast and undeniable.

Every thrust felt better than the last. I gripped his waist, the soft new curves of his hips under my hands, and drove deeper. The sound of skin on skin filled the room, steady and wet. Chrissie’s moans spilled into the sheets, higher and more broken each time I buried myself to the hilt. I kept going, harder, chasing the pressure that was already building at the base of my spine. There was no thought of stopping. I was going to enjoy every single second of this, and I did.

When I came it was with a long, helpless groan. I slammed in deep and held there, pumping everything I had into him in thick, pulsing waves. My fingers dug into his hips hard enough to leave marks. I stayed locked against him until the last spasm faded, breathing hard, still fully hard inside the tight heat of his arse.

Katka’s voice cut through the quiet.

“Don’t pull out yet. Kiss her.”

I leaned forward over Chrissie’s back. He turned his head toward me, eyes still glassy, lipstick smeared. Our mouths met. The first contact was clumsy, both of us still shaking from what had just happened. Then the kiss deepened. I tasted the faint salt of sweat on his upper lip and the sweet residue of the lipstick the girls had chosen for him. My tongue pushed into his mouth and he opened for me without resistance. We stayed like that, mouths locked, while I remained buried inside him.

Katka made a soft sound of approval.

“Longer. Properly. Make it count.”

I shifted my weight and cupped the side of his face, the long red wig soft under my fingers. The kiss turned slower and filthier. Tongues slid against each other in lazy, deliberate strokes. Spit gathered at the corners of our mouths and threatened to drip. Chrissie’s hand came up and rested on my arm, not pushing me away, just holding on. I could feel the new breasts pressed against my chest through the lace of both our basques, the soft weight of them moving with every small shift of our bodies. The smell of sex and perfume hung between us.

We kept kissing long after the urgency of the orgasm had faded. Minutes passed. My cock softened slowly inside him but I did not pull away. Our lips stayed sealed, tongues still moving, tasting, exploring. Every now and then one of us would make a small, involuntary sound into the other’s mouth. The forced intimacy of it felt almost heavier than the fucking itself. I was still dressed as a woman, still inside another man dressed the same way, and the longer the kiss went on the more the last pieces of resistance seemed to dissolve.

Katka circled us slowly, watching.

“Good girls,” she murmured. “That’s it. Get used to each other’s mouths. You’ll be doing a lot more of this.”

Only when she finally gave the order did I break the kiss and ease out of him. A thin trail of my cum followed. Chrissie stayed bent over the bed for a moment longer, lips swollen and shiny, breathing unevenly. I remained standing behind him, the taste of his mouth still on my tongue, already knowing this was only the beginning of what they planned for us.


Four

Another week passed. All three of us, Chrissie, Joanna and I, were moved into the one bedroom. The other rooms were locked. Cameras had been fixed in every corner, small black lenses that watched without blinking. We were told to fuck non-stop. No schedule, no rest beyond what the body forced on us. Whenever one of us recovered enough to get hard again, the others were expected to be ready.

At first the constant recording made us self-conscious. We realised soon enough what the tapes were for. Porn films. Evidence. Product. But the thought stopped mattering after the first day or two. The sex was simply too good. The hormones, the weeks of training, the permanent ache of needing to be filled, all of it had rewritten the way our bodies answered.

We hated to admit it out loud, but the truth sat between us every time the cameras rolled. We loved the feeling of our new breasts, the soft weight of them moving when we were on our hands and knees or riding one another. We loved anal sex more than anything we had ever known before. The stretch, the deep pressure against the prostate, the way a hard cock inside us could force an orgasm even while our own cocks stayed soft or only half-hard. We wanted more of it. Constantly.

The days blurred into one long chain of bodies. I would wake to the sound of Chrissie already fucking Joanna, the wet slap of skin and the soft moans that no longer carried any real protest. Minutes later I would be the one bent over, taking one of them while the third fed a cock into my mouth. We swapped without being told. Mouths, arses, hands, the new breasts pressed together or squeezed hard enough to leave marks. Cum ended up everywhere: swallowed, leaking down thighs, rubbed into skin. The cameras recorded every angle.

By the end of the week the last scraps of resistance had gone. We talked about it in the short gaps between rounds, voices low and almost embarrassed.

“I keep thinking about later,” Joanna said one evening, still breathing hard, my cum still wet on the inside of her thighs. “When they hand us over.”

Chrissie nodded, eyes half-closed. “If it means this every day… I don’t even care any more.”

I felt the same. The idea of being sold, of becoming whores for whoever paid the most, no longer filled me with the horror it once had. If the price of that future was more of this, more cock, more of the deep, addictive burn of being fucked until we came, then we were already looking forward to it. The cameras kept rolling. We kept going. There was nothing else left we wanted.

The girls never fucked us again. Once the training tapes were finished they stepped back and left us to each other. What they did give us was an open diet of oestrogen. Six times a day, regular as clockwork, small tablets that dissolved on the tongue and left a faint chemical aftertaste. We took them without argument. There was no point refusing.

The changes kept coming. Our hair grew steadily longer, thicker, until it fell past our shoulders in natural waves. One morning Katka simply collected the three wigs and did not replace them. We no longer needed them. The breasts had settled into a permanent, heavy fullness. Hips and thighs had softened further. Our cocks stayed small and rarely hardened without direct encouragement. Voices had risen half an octave without any of us noticing the exact day it happened.

We lived in the single bedroom right up to the end, fucking when the urge took us, sleeping in a tangle of limbs and long hair, barely speaking about what was coming.

On the final day there was a knock on the cabin door just after noon. Katka answered it. Five Russian men walked in. They were large, quiet, dressed in expensive coats that looked out of place among the pine walls. One of them carried a leather case. He opened it on the table and counted out a thick stack of notes while the others looked us over. No one asked our names. No one asked if we agreed. The money changed hands. Katka, Sandra and Klara accepted it without ceremony, already turning away as if the transaction bored them.

The men spoke a few words in Russian among themselves. Then they gestured for us to stand. We did. They checked us briefly, hands on our hips, under our chins, turning our faces to the light, confirming the product matched what they had paid for. Satisfied, they led us out of the cabin and into the cold mountain air. A black van waited on the track. We climbed in without being told. The doors closed. The engine started. Through the tinted window I watched the lodge disappear behind the trees, and with it the last place that had ever belonged to the men we used to be.

On the first night we were with the Russians they wasted no time. We were taken to a bare room above a bar, stripped, and put on our hands and knees. They fucked us in both holes without pause, rotating between the three of us, using our mouths whenever one of them needed a rest. The cocks were thick and relentless. When they finished with our arses they injected our penises again and pinned them back tightly so nothing showed under the short skirts they gave us. By the time they left us alone our holes were raw. At one point I bled. The others did too. We lay together on the dirty mattress, too sore to speak, listening to the men laugh downstairs.

The next day they drove us into a small town in Slovakia and put us straight onto the streets. Short skirts, tight tops, the new breasts on full display, hair long and loose. Customers found us within minutes. We were told the prices and the rules. Anyone who refused a client would be beaten. We worked.

That same afternoon we tried the police station. The officer behind the desk listened for less than a minute, then made a single phone call. Two of the same Russians arrived, paid him in cash in front of us, and walked us back out. The whole town was theirs. Every shop, every bar, every official. There was nowhere to run and no one to tell.

We were trapped in a life of slavery and sex. The sex itself was still good. Our bodies had been trained too thoroughly for it not to be. The need for cock sat constantly under the fear. But the fear never left either. We wanted our freedom more than anything, yet every day made it clearer that freedom was not coming. Instead we simply served customers from early morning until the last bars closed, bending over in alleys, in cheap rooms, in the back of cars. We caught sleep in short, exhausted stretches whenever the street went quiet.

The scariest part came later, once the truth had fully settled. When we finally understood there was no way out, we smiled.

Chrissie said it first, lying on the narrow bed we shared between shifts, still sticky from the last client.

“Look on the bright side. All we do is eat and fuck. And God, I need cock so much now.”

She was right. I loved being a hooker. The constant use, the way strangers filled me, the money that never belonged to us, the complete absence of any other future. I never wanted to go back. The men we had once been were already gone. What remained were three she-male prostitutes who had learned to need exactly what had been forced on them.

We have a tale of our life as prostitutes after that. But that is another story.

The End


The Visitor From Vienna

I didn’t expect such a reaction from my online stories. It was genuinely unbelievable. The messages started trickling in after I posted a few pieces on the Erotica BBS, and most of them were the usual polite compliments or requests for more. Then Paul wrote. He said he had read everything I had put up, liked the way I wrote, and happened to live fairly close by. Just across the Czech–Austrian border, in Vienna. 

He mentioned he had visited Prague a couple of times already for work. A few weeks later another email arrived: he was coming again and asked if I fancied meeting for a beer. I did, but that particular evening I already had plans I could not cancel. 

Months passed before I heard from him again. This time he was arriving on the Friday and staying the full week. We arranged to meet that first evening, and I brought my fiancée Erica along. 

The difficulty was that Erica knew almost nothing about the stories. She was aware I had written one or two private pieces, but she had no idea they were sitting on the Erotica BBS for anyone to read. I had already warned Paul about that. As far as Erica was concerned we were simply mates who had been chatting online for a while. 

Paul turned out to be a really nice bloke. Tall, neat, well-groomed, and right on time at the pub. We had chosen an Australian place in the centre of Prague called the Fat Koala. The three of us got on easily from the start. Conversation flowed without awkward gaps, the beer kept coming, and by the end of the night we were all a bit drunk and laughing at the same stupid jokes. Outside on the pavement we said our goodnights and headed off in different directions, but only after agreeing to meet again the next day for a proper walk around the city. 

When we got home Erica said she was going to check her email and have a quick look online. I went straight to bed. 

It was throwing it down with rain when I woke up. Erica was already up and talking to someone on the phone. She put the receiver down, came over to the bed and sat on the edge. 

“That was Paul,” she said. “Seeing as it’s raining I invited him round to watch a video or something. What do you think?” 

I shrugged. “Yeah, cool. Why not?” 

A couple of hours later the doorbell rang. I went to answer it and found Paul standing there, damp from the rain, with two large shopping bags in his hands. One of them was already half full with a couple of bottles of wine and several packets of crisps. 

He stepped inside, wiped his feet, and followed me through to the living room where Erica was already settling on the sofa. 

“Well, what do you want to watch?” I asked, nodding towards the television. “We’ve got…” 

I started listing the films we had on the shelf, but Paul held up a hand and stopped me. 

“I actually bought a couple of videos that I thought you both might like to watch,” he said. 

He turned, reached into the second bag, and pulled out two plastic cases. He handed them straight to Erica. I leaned over her shoulder and read the titles. Sissy Days and Forcibly Feminised. My stomach dropped. They were pure fetish porn, and not just any fetish. They matched exactly the private interests I had written about in those stories. The ones Erica had never known about. 

I stared at the covers in open horror. 

Erica turned the first case over in her hands, then the second, and said quite calmly, “Forcibly Feminised sounds good.” 

I sat there with my mouth open. My fiancée wanted to watch a forced-feminisation film and had not even blinked at the fact that Paul had brought such things into our flat. 

She finally noticed the look on my face. 

“Don’t be so surprised, dear,” she said. “I read all your stories last night. Very exciting. Well, if that’s what you like, then that’s what you’ll get, my dear.” She glanced at Paul. “Did you bring everything you said you would?” 

Paul gave a small nod and patted the remaining bag. “Yep. Got it all right here.” 

Erica took my hand and pulled me up from the sofa. Still in a sort of daze I let her lead me into the middle of the room. 

“Strip,” she said. 

I did as I was told. Shirt, trousers, pants, everything came off until I was standing there completely naked. Erica went into the bathroom and came back with a razor, shaving foam and a pot of warm wax. She worked methodically. First the foam and the razor over my legs, chest, stomach and underarms, then the wax strips for the finer hair. It stung in places, especially around the base of my cock and the backs of my thighs, but she kept going until every bit of body hair was gone. My skin felt smooth and oddly exposed. 

While I stood there Paul knelt in front of me. He took my penis in his mouth and began to suck it slowly, his tongue working along the underside. At the same time Erica sat me down on a chair and started putting make-up on my face. Foundation, a bit of blush, eyeliner, mascara, then a soft pink lipstick. I could feel Paul’s mouth moving steadily while she worked. It was the first time a man had ever sucked my dick, even though I had written about it often enough in the stories. The sensation was different, warmer and more insistent than I had expected. It did not take long. My hips twitched and I came in his mouth. He swallowed without comment and sat back on his heels. 

Erica reached into one of the shopping bags. Over her shoulder I noticed that one of the films was already playing on the television with the sound turned right down. She came back holding a long, straight red wig. She settled it carefully on my head and adjusted the fringe so it framed my face. 

Paul handed her a pair of silky red panties. Erica made me step into them. They were small and tight, covering most of my behind, with a narrow band of lace across the front. Next came a flat red silk bra with a little lace trim. She fastened it behind me and adjusted the cups so they sat against my chest. A matching suspender belt followed, clipped into place around my waist. She rolled the stockings up my legs one at a time and fixed them to the belt. 

Once the underwear was on she held out a long, thin red satin skirt. It was quite loose and fell to mid-calf when I stepped into it. Finally she pulled a red satin top over my head. It was soft and a little fluffy, cut short enough to leave my belly button showing, with ruffles gathered around the arms, the shoulders and across the chest. 

Paul took a piercing gun from the bag and cleaned my earlobes with a wipe. He positioned the gun carefully on the left ear first and squeezed the trigger. There was a sharp pinch and a small click. He fitted a short dangling jewel with a ruby inset and then repeated the process on the right ear. Both earrings hung just below the lobes and caught the light when I moved my head. 

Next he pinched the side of my left nostril, marked the spot, and used the same gun. Another quick sting and he pushed a small ruby stud into place. The metal felt cold against the skin. 

He passed a different device to Erica. She cleaned my belly button, lined the tool up and pressed. I felt a harder, deeper pinch this time as the large red ruby settled into the fresh piercing. She wiped away a tiny bead of blood and stepped back to look at her work. 

From the bag she brought out several red bangles and slid them onto both of my wrists. An armlet followed, a wide band of red metal that wrapped firmly around the top of my right arm. Last came a matching anklet that she fastened around my left ankle. 

Erica led me over to the full-length mirror in the corner. I stared at the reflection and got the shock of my life. The red wig, the heavy make-up with its thick eyeliner and dark lashes, the jewellery and the feminine clothes all combined so that I looked like a woman. Not a subtle one either. I looked like a tart. 

While I was still staring, Paul took hold of my wrists, pulled them behind my back and locked a pair of handcuffs around them. At the same moment Erica pushed a ball-gag into my mouth and buckled the strap firmly behind my head. 

They took an arm each and gently steered me across the room to the sofa. Once we reached the arm they bent me forward until my chest rested on the cushioned top and my skirt rode up over my hips. Erica placed a hand on the small of my back. 

“Don’t move,” she said. 

Both of them walked into the bathroom and closed the door behind them. I stayed exactly where I was, still handcuffed and gagged, staring at the carpet. From inside I heard soft laughter, then the unmistakable sound of kissing that went on for a short while. 

The door opened again and they stepped out together. 

Erica was wearing a tight black leather basque that pushed her breasts up, black fishnet stockings, a narrow leather choker, and a pair of thigh-high latex boots with a sharp heel. Her hair was pulled back into a high ponytail and her make-up had been redone darker and sharper so that she looked properly dominant. 

Paul was dressed in exactly the same outfit, right down to the matching boots and the choker. Neither of them had put on any knickers. Paul’s penis stood out fully hard in front of him. 

Erica climbed onto the sofa and knelt in front of me. She pressed down on my shoulders until I was bent further over the arm, my cheek against the cushion. Then she reached under me, took hold of the hem of my skirt and dragged it up around my waist. The red panties followed, pushed down to the tops of my thighs. She pinned the gathered skirt against my lower back with her forearms and used both hands to spread my buttocks wide. 

I felt the cool slick of baby oil as Paul rubbed it around my anus. A moment later one of his fingers pushed inside, working the oil deeper. It did not stay there long. He lined himself up and drove his thick cock straight into me in one steady push, not pausing until he was fully seated. The stretch burned at first. He held still for a few seconds, then began to fuck me, slow and deep to start with, then harder and faster until the sofa arm creaked under us. I could do nothing but stay bent and take it. When he finally came he stayed buried for a moment before pulling out. 

Erica let go of my arse, tugged the panties back up and dropped the skirt into place. 

They unfolded the sofa bed and cleared the cushions. While Paul sorted the bedding Erica unlocked my handcuffs, led me to a dining chair and tied my wrists and ankles firmly to it with soft rope so I could not leave. The ball-gag stayed in place. I had no choice but to sit and watch. 

Paul and Erica stretched out on the open bed. They kissed for a long time, hands moving over each other. Then he eased her legs apart and slid his cock into her. They fucked for what felt like ages, slow at first and then long and hard, the bed shifting under them. At one point he turned her onto her front, pulled her hips up and took her up the arse. She moaned and pushed back against him. That was something she had never once allowed me. 

When they finished they untied me from the chair and brought me over to the bed. They laid me down between them still dressed in the red satin. Both of them leaned in, kissing the sides of my neck while their hands roamed over the soft fabric of the top and skirt, stroking my chest, my stomach, my thighs. 

Paul propped himself up on one elbow and looked down at me lying between them. 

“You’re going to be our slave from now on,” he said. “I told Erica about the stories last night. She seemed to like them as much as I did, so now your fantasy has come true.” 

I turned my head towards Erica. The make-up still made her look sharp and dominant, but her voice was calm when she answered. 

“But what about you and me, Erica?” I asked. 

“We’ll still be together. We’ll still get married. But you will serve me, and Paul and I will be lovers. What do you think?” 

I swallowed. “And if I don’t agree?” 

Erica gave a small smile. “Why shouldn’t you agree? It’s what you want, isn’t it?” 

I looked down at the red satin of my top and the soft folds of the skirt still covering my legs. Everything that had just happened was still fresh in my body. The piercings, the clothes, the way Paul had taken me, the way I had been made to watch them together. 

“I’ve never really thought it could come true,” I said quietly. “It was just a fantasy.” 

Paul rested a hand on my chest. “Well, now you’re going to have to live with it.” 

I stayed silent for a few seconds, feeling the weight of both of them beside me. Then I nodded. 

Paul clapped his hands once and swung his legs off the bed. He walked into the bathroom and I heard the tap running as he washed his cock clean. When he came back he stood in front of me, still naked from the waist down, and held himself out towards my face. 

I looked up at him for a second, then reluctantly opened my mouth. He slid the head past my lips and I closed around it. The taste was clean and slightly soapy at first. I began to suck, bobbing my head slowly, taking a little more each time. My tongue worked around the ridge of the head and then down along the underside towards the base. Paul rested a hand on the back of my red wig and guided the pace without forcing it. 

Behind me I heard Erica rummaging through one of the shopping bags. A moment later she was at my side, lifting the satin skirt up around my waist and easing the red panties down over my hips until they sat around my knees. She tapped the back of my thigh and I shifted, ending up on all fours on the mattress with my mouth still full of Paul’s cock. 

I felt her hands on my hips, then the cool touch of something larger and firmer pressing between my cheeks. She had strapped on a thick dildo. She rubbed the tip against my hole for a few seconds, already slick with more oil, and then pushed forward. 

The stretch came hard and sudden. A searing burn ran up through me as the full length of the strap-on sank inside. Erica did not stop until her hips met my arse. She held still for a moment, letting me feel every inch, then started to fuck me with short, steady strokes. 

I kept sucking Paul while she used me from behind. Shame and humiliation sat heavy in my chest, but underneath it was a sharp, undeniable pleasure. I liked it. All of it. Being on my knees in the red clothes, taking one cock in my mouth and another in my arse, knowing my fiancée was the one doing it. 

By the end of the day I had lost count of how many times I had been used. Paul had taken me again after the strap-on session, then Erica had switched the dildo for a larger one and fucked me while I sucked him once more. Later they had me on my back on the sofa bed with my legs held open, both of them taking turns. My arse felt raw and open, my jaw ached, and the red clothes were creased and damp with sweat. 

When it grew late Paul made no move to leave. Erica unfolded a narrow camp bed against the far wall and told me to stand still while she stripped the red outfit off me. In its place she dressed me in a black satin teddy with soft lace trim around the legs and the low neckline. It hung loose on my frame, the cool material sliding against my smooth skin and the fresh piercings. 

They settled together on the main bed. I lay on the camp bed a few feet away, the teddy rucked up around my hips, and listened to them. For most of the night they hugged and kissed, soft talk mixed with the quiet sounds of more sex. Every so often one of them would glance over to make sure I was still there, still watching or at least still awake enough to hear. I drifted in and out of sleep knowing the arrangement was no longer a fantasy. It had already begun. 

The next morning Paul and Erica emptied the remaining shopping bags onto the bed. Clothes spilled out in a soft heap of colour and fabric. Most of the panties were cut like the red pair I had worn the day before, high enough at the back to cover most of my arse. 

Paul held one up and gave a short laugh. “Trust me, you don’t want to wear thongs. They won’t keep your dick in.” He spoke as if he knew from experience. 

There were dozens of them in different colours. Some were silk, some satin, all with at least a little lace. A few came with matching bras and suspender belts, but the majority were paired with corsets or basques. Erica sorted them into neat piles and pushed my ordinary male underwear into a bin bag without asking. 

“You’ll not be wearing any male underwear in my presence,” she said. It was an order, not a suggestion. 

Next came the skirts. Long ones that would fall to the ankle, short minis, and a few so tiny they barely deserved the name. One item caught my eye straight away: a pair of bright red latex hotpants no bigger than a pair of briefs, with a matching lace-up top in the same shiny material. 

The blouses were all very feminine. Most were the soft, crumpled lace style or the puffed-sleeve kind I had worn the previous evening. They looked delicate and nothing like anything I had ever chosen for myself. 

Erica reached deeper into the last bag and pulled out three pairs of baggy trousers. Beige, black and white. The white ones were so thin they were almost see-through. 

“These trousers are what you’ll wear when we go out sometimes, understood?” she asked. 

I stared at them. “I can’t wear those. They’re all really feminine. Where would I wear them?” 

Paul answered for her. “Anywhere. Here, take off your skirt and try them on.” 

I did as he asked and stepped out of the skirt. As I bent to reach for the trousers a hand slid over the curve of my arse, then slipped inside the back of my panties. A single finger pressed straight into my anus. I twisted round, expecting Paul, but it was Erica standing behind me. She held my gaze for a second, worked the finger a little deeper, then drew it out and gave my cheek a light slap so I could carry on. 

I pulled the baggy white trousers up. They were awful. The thin material clung in places and the bright red panties showed through clearly at the front and the back. 

“You’ll have to wear white knickers then,” Paul said. 

I changed into a plain white pair and tried again. It looked no better. The trousers were unmistakably women’s, and so were the knickers underneath. Everything about the shape and the way the fabric hung on me made it obvious. 

Erica had already turned back to Paul. Her hands were roaming over his chest and down towards his cock while she glanced at me. 

“Tough luck,” she said. “You either like it or lump it.” 

The rest of that Sunday was spent in the flat while I tried on every piece of clothing they had bought. Skirts, blouses, the latex hotpants, the corsets, the basques. Each time I changed they made small adjustments, tugged a hem, tightened a strap, or simply stood back and looked. By late afternoon the bed was covered in discarded outfits and I felt thoroughly on display. 

That night they used me one final time. Paul pulled me to the edge of the bed and pushed me face-down. Erica took both my wrists and pinned them firmly above my head while he spread my legs. He pushed into my already tender arse in one long thrust and began to fuck me with deep, steady strokes. I could feel every inch of him. Erica kept her grip tight and watched his cock disappear into me over and over. 

When he finished he pulled out and stepped aside. Erica strapped the dildo on again, thicker than the one she had used earlier. She knelt behind me, lined it up, and drove it home. The stretch was harder this time. She fucked me without pause, hips snapping forward, the base of the harness slapping against my cheeks. My arms stayed locked under her hands. The dual sensation of being held down and filled again pushed me past the point of control. By the time she finally stopped I was shaking, breath coming in short gasps, the pink nightie still lying folded and waiting on the chair. 

Afterwards they cleaned me up, slipped a soft pink satin nightie with lace trim over my head, and steered me towards the camp bed. I lay down in the cool material and listened to them settle together on the main bed, already kissing again as the light went out. 

“I’m going to sleep with Paul at the hotel tonight. See you on Wednesday,” Erica told me. Before I had any chance to complain they were already at the door. The latch clicked shut and the flat fell quiet. 

When I woke the next morning the first thing I noticed was the empty drawers. Every pair of jeans, every shirt, every pair of ordinary male pants had gone. While Paul had been settling me into the pink nightie the night before, Erica must have quietly packed the lot and taken it with her. I stood in the middle of the bedroom in nothing but the nightie and felt a cold jolt of panic. What the hell was I supposed to wear to work? 

I opened the wardrobe that now held only the new clothes. After a long minute I chose the plainest things I could find. Black knickers went on first, then a matching black suspender belt. I clipped sheer black stockings to the straps and smoothed them up my legs. The black baggy trousers followed. They still looked feminine but less glaring than the white ones. Over them I put a black blouse that was cut almost like a man’s shirt, though the fabric was softer and the fit closer. On top of that I pulled one of Erica’s black sweaters. It was a little too shaped at the chest and the sleeves were slightly long, but under a coat it might pass. I finished with a dark overcoat that hid most of the outline. 

At the office I hung the coat on the stand, sat down at my desk and kept my eyes on the screen, hoping Ladka would not look too closely. She greeted me as usual and went back to her own work without a second glance. The trousers and sweater seemed to be doing their job. 

Around eleven the phone on her desk rang. Ladka picked it up and began speaking in her usual calm voice. 

“Oh really? Oh yes I see…” Ladka laughed softly into the phone. “Yes, it is really. Okay yes of course I will. Thanks Erica.” 

She put the receiver down. The name hit me at once. Erica. 

Ladka stood, walked over to the office door and shut it with a firm click. She turned the key in the lock and came back to stand in front of my desk. 

“Erica told me to check if you were wearing a bra,” she said. “If you aren’t, then I’m to spank you.” 

“What???” 

“Take off your sweater now, otherwise I’ll tell the whole company what you are wearing.” 

I stared at her for a second, then pulled the black sweater over my head and dropped it on the chair. The thin silk of the blouse suddenly felt much more obvious. Ladka stepped closer and ran her hand slowly across my chest, pressing the soft material against my skin, feeling for any sign of a bra. 

“Hmmm…” She straightened up. “Bend over and drop your trousers.” 

My face burned but I did as I was told. I undid the trousers, pushed them down to my knees and leaned forward over the desk. The cool air of the office touched the backs of my thighs. 

“Hmmm, nice panties, nice suspenders.” 

The first hard smack landed squarely across both cheeks, the flat of her hand stinging through the thin material of the panties. A second blow followed at once, then a third, each one landing with the same firm force. Ladka kept a steady rhythm, never rushing, never easing off. The sharp crack of skin on skin filled the small office. Heat built quickly across my arse until each new smack made the earlier ones burn hotter. I gripped the edge of the desk hard enough for my knuckles to whiten and forced myself to stay bent and still, taking every stroke without moving or making a sound until she finally stopped. 

“Pull up your trousers.” 

I did, still stinging. Ladka unlocked the door and opened it a fraction before turning back to me. 

“Tomorrow you must wear a bra, otherwise I will tell the whole company you wear women’s clothes. Also, paint your fingernails. They look awful.” 

That night I slept alone in the flat, staring at the ceiling and wondering what I had let myself in for. It was already too late to go back, yet part of me still hoped they would not push it any further. In the end I simply put on a long pink satin nightie, climbed into the camp bed and tried to sleep. 

The next morning I followed the order. Under the black sweater I wore a plain black bra. It was not visible once the sweater was on, but the moment I reached the office Ladka told me to take the sweater off. I did. She glanced at the outline of the bra beneath the blouse, nodded once, and said nothing more until midday. 

At twelve she locked the office door again, walked to her handbag and took out a harness and a thick, heavy dildo. 

“I spent the night with Erica and Paul last night,” she said, buckling the straps around her hips. “It was good fun. They taught me a few things. Drop your pants and knickers and bend over the desk.” 

I did as I was told. The trousers and black knickers came down. I leaned forward over the desk, arse exposed. Ladka stepped behind me, spat twice onto my hole and rubbed the saliva in with two fingers, rough and quick. Then she lined up the big dildo and forced it straight into me in one hard shove. 

The stretch burned. She did not give me time to adjust. She gripped my hips and started fucking me with short, violent thrusts, driving the full length in each time. The desk creaked under the force. Every few strokes she pulled almost all the way out and slammed back in, harder than before. 

“Take it,” she muttered. “You’re nothing but a hole now. Erica said I could use you as much as I want.” 

She spat again, this time onto the shaft, and kept pounding. One hand left my hip and cracked across my arse cheek, then the other side. The smacks landed in time with her thrusts. My fingers dug into the edge of the desk. She leaned over my back, grabbed a fistful of my hair and yanked my head up while she continued to fuck me without any pause or mercy. 

“Feel that? That’s what you get for wearing women’s clothes to the office. Next time I won’t even spit.” 

She changed the angle, pushing deeper, the base of the harness slamming against me with every stroke. The pain mixed with the same shameful heat I had felt with Paul and Erica. Ladka noticed the way my body tensed and only fucked me harder, mean and relentless, using the full weight of her hips until my legs started to shake and the only sound in the locked office was the wet slap of the dildo and her low, satisfied breathing. She kept going long after I was open and aching, refusing to stop until she decided she was finished. 

“Tomorrow, make sure you wear a teddy underneath your clothes,” Ladka said. “And I’ve been told you have some white trousers at home. Wear them. Also, make sure your blouse is a satin one, with lacy lapels. Don’t worry, I’ll let you wear your sweater.” 

That evening I did exactly as ordered. I chose a loose-fitting white satin teddy with soft lacy trim. Thin straps ran down to two small lacy triangles that sat over my chest, covering nothing real but looking deliberately feminine. The white baggy trousers and the satin blouse with its lacy lapels completed the set. The black sweater went on last and hid everything once more. 

The moment I walked into the office the next morning I was hit by a wall of heat. The radiators were turned up high and the air felt thick. Ladka looked up from her desk with a vicious little smile, clearly enjoying the way I started to sweat almost at once. 

By lunchtime the heat had become unbearable. My back and chest were damp under the layers. I could not stand it any longer. I pulled the sweater off and hung it over the chair. The thin satin blouse and the outline of the teddy beneath it were suddenly on full display. 

Ladka gave a low wolf-whistle, stood up and locked the office door. 

“Drop your trousers and open your blouse.” 

I obeyed. The white trousers and knickers came down. I undid the blouse buttons and let it hang open, the loose white teddy fully visible against my smooth skin. 

She stepped close and ran both hands over the satin. “That’s a sexy teddy. It feels so smooth on you. Do you like that sort of skimpy underwear?” 

I nodded. 

Without another word she pushed me forward over the desk. One hand yanked the crotch of the teddy aside. The other guided the thick dildo she had already strapped on. She spat once onto my hole, rubbed it roughly with her thumb, and forced the full length into me in a single hard thrust. Then she started fucking me the same way as before, mean and deep, hips slamming forward while she kept the teddy pulled tight to the side so she could watch every stroke. 

Later that afternoon the phone rang. It was Erica. 

“I’m staying at the hotel until Friday,” she said. Her voice was casual, almost cheerful. The news landed heavily. Five more nights alone, five more days under Ladka’s control. I felt a fresh wave of upset, yet somewhere underneath it a quiet, unwanted flicker of excitement stirred. I hated that it was there. 

“Tomorrow to work,” she continued, “I want you to wear the same white trousers, but this time make sure your blouse is a silk lacy one, okay? And wear a corset this time, a black one, with a little lacy trim going round the knicker area, and wear matching suspenders. You can wear the sweater again.” 

That evening I dressed exactly as ordered. The black corset sat tight around my middle, the lace trim resting just above the line of the knickers. Matching suspenders held sheer stockings in place. Over them went the white trousers and a delicate silk blouse with lace at the collar and cuffs. When I stood in front of the mirror the dark lines of the corset and suspenders showed clearly through the thin white fabric. My face flushed with humiliation, but the same hidden spark of excitement tightened low in my stomach. Part of me was already reacting to how exposed I looked. 

I went to the hall for my ordinary raincoat. It was gone. In its place hung a long coat made of shiny plastic, cut in a soft, feminine shape. It was the only option left. I put it on and told myself it was passable. 

At the office the radiators were blazing again. Within an hour the heat forced the sweater off. The moment the silk blouse and the visible black underwear underneath were on display, Ladka looked up and gave a delighted little giggle. 

She locked the door at lunchtime without a word. I already knew what was coming. The white trousers and knickers came down, the crotch of the corset was pushed aside, and once more she forced the thick dildo into me. She fucked me hard and mean, exactly as before, while that private, shameful excitement I kept buried in my mind refused to die even as the stretch and the humiliation burned through me. 

In the afternoon the office door opened and Martin and Phil walked in. They locked it behind them without a word. Both of them looked straight at me. 

“Ladka told us everything,” Martin said. “Don’t worry, we won’t tell the boss, if you drop your pants and get on your knees.” 

My stomach dropped, yet that same hidden spark of excitement flickered again even as the shame rose. I stood, pushed the white trousers and knickers down, and sank to my knees on the carpet. 

They freed their cocks at once. Phil stepped in front of me and pushed the thick head past my lips without warning. I opened for him and he shoved deeper, filling my mouth until the tip hit the back of my throat. His hand locked onto the back of my head and held me there while I started to suck, tongue working along the underside as best I could. 

Behind me Martin spat twice onto my hole, rubbed the spit in with a rough thumb, and then forced his full eight inches straight into my arse in one brutal thrust. The sudden stretch tore a muffled sound from me around Phil’s cock. Martin did not pause. He pulled back and slammed in again, harder, setting a relentless pace that made my body jerk forward onto Phil’s shaft with every stroke. 

They used me without any gentleness at all. Phil fucked my mouth in short, deep strokes, hips snapping, the wet sound of it loud in the locked office. Martin pounded my arse just as hard, his hands gripping my hips so tightly I knew there would be marks. The two of them found a rough rhythm, one driving in while the other pulled back, keeping me constantly filled at both ends. 

“Look at this fucking sissy,” Martin muttered, never slowing. “Coming to work in women’s clothes and now taking cock like he was born for it. Tight little arse too.” 

Phil gave a short laugh and pushed deeper into my throat until my eyes watered. “He sucks like he wants it. Don’t you? Fucking office slut. Bet you’ve been waiting for this all day in those frilly knickers.” 

I could only gag and take it. Saliva ran down my chin. Martin’s hips kept slamming into me, the thick cock stretching me wide with every hard thrust. He leaned over my back for a moment, reached under and gave my own cock a rough squeeze through the teddy, then went back to fucking me even harder. 

“Listen to him,” Martin said. “Making those noises while he’s got a mouth full of cock. Proper little whore now.” 

Phil held my head with both hands and used my mouth properly, fucking it the same way Martin was fucking my arse. The wet, filthy sounds of both ends filled the room. My knees ached on the carpet. My eyes kept watering but I stayed on all fours and took every inch they gave me, the brutal pace never easing, their comments washing over me while they used my body exactly as they wanted. 

A sudden knock on the door made them pause for only a second. Then they carried on, harder if anything, as if the interruption meant nothing. Ladka rose from her desk, turned the key, and pulled the door open. 

Sarah, my boss, walked straight in and stopped just inside the doorway. She looked me over while I was still on my knees, Phil’s cock buried in my mouth and Martin’s eight inches deep in my arse. 

“So this is what he looks like, huh?” she said. “Well, you fuck him all you like, guys. Looks like we have a fuck toy here from now on. Ladka, you have Max’s job from now on. Thanks for telling me about this. Max, you’re to work in Ladka’s position. It seems secretary is all that’s good enough for you.” 

I could not believe it. The demotion hit harder than the cock stretching me open. Where would I get the money to pay the rent? I could not even open my mouth to complain. Phil kept using my throat while Martin continued to pound into me from behind. I was rocked back and forth between them, the wet sounds of the double fucking filling the room as Sarah stood there watching. 

Martin’s grip on my hips tightened. A few more hard thrusts and he buried himself fully, his cock pulsing as he shot his load deep into my arse. He held still for a moment, then pulled out, leaving me open and leaking. Phil did not last much longer. He pushed to the back of my throat and came, forcing me to swallow every spurt. 

“Take off your blouse and completely remove your trousers, Max,” Sarah ordered. 

I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, still tasting Phil, and did as I was told. The silk blouse came off. The white trousers and knickers followed until I was left in only the black corset, suspenders and stockings, the teddy pushed aside and my used hole on display. 

“Take a look, everyone,” Sarah said. “Isn’t he sexy?” 

“Definitely,” the others agreed. Martin and Phil were still catching their breath. Ladka stood to one side with a satisfied smile. 

“Good,” Sarah continued. “Apparently he has an agreement with Erica which states she has full control of him. She has said that we can use him as we see fit. You are the only ones I know are kinky like us. This does not get out to the others in the office, agreed?” 

Everyone nodded. The arrangement was sealed while I remained on my knees in the middle of the office, half-naked and freshly used, the reality of my new position settling over me with no way back. 

They did not finish with me until ten that night. Martin, Phil, Ladka and Sarah each took their turn more than twice. By the end I was open, sore and leaking, my make-up smeared, the black corset and stockings twisted and damp. I looked a complete mess and felt worse. 

I pulled the white trousers and blouse back on as best I could, covered everything with the plastic coat and left the building on unsteady legs. Phil was waiting by his car at the kerb. 

“I’ll drive you home,” he said. 

“It’s not necessary.” 

He already had the passenger door open. There was no point arguing. I got in and stared out of the window while he drove. 

At the flat he followed me inside without asking. I told him I was going to take a shower and closed the bathroom door. Under the hot water I shaved every bit of stubble that had started to return, working carefully over my legs, chest, underarms and around my cock until the skin was smooth again. When I stepped out I dried off and slipped into a long dark blue satin nightie with soft lace at the hem and the low neckline. 

Phil was already in the bed. The surprise stopped me in the doorway. He was wearing one of my pink baby-doll nighties and a matching pair of panties. The frilly hem sat high on his thighs. He looked completely at ease in them. 

He reached out, pulled me down onto the mattress and kissed me, slow and certain. His hand slid under the blue nightie and rested on my hip. 

“I’m still wearing the buttplug,” he said against my mouth. 

I did not really care. I had been fucked senseless for hours and would have preferred to be left alone, yet the quiet truth settled over me again: I no longer had a choice in the matter. I let him hold me and closed my eyes. 

The next morning the phone rang early. I expected Erica’s voice. Instead it was Sarah. 

“Take your wig and your make-up with you today, Max,” Sarah said. “I also expect to see you in a white satin blouse, and the white trousers. Under that make sure you wear a red basque with red suspenders. Make sure you have red shoes on. And I don’t expect to see you wearing a sweater.” 

“Yes Sarah.” 

“Yes Mistress to you.” 

“Yes Mistress.” 

I dressed exactly as ordered. The red basque sat tight around my middle, the matching suspenders holding sheer stockings. Over them went the white trousers and the white satin blouse. The bright red of the underwear showed clearly through the thin fabric, especially when I moved. The red shoes pinched and looked ridiculous on my feet. I stared at myself in the mirror and felt the usual mix of shame and that quiet, unwanted excitement low in my stomach. 

Phil was already waiting downstairs. He drove me to the office without comment. Once inside I had no choice but to put on the long red wig and the full make-up. Thick eyeliner, mascara, lipstick. The rest of the day passed in steady humiliation. Every time I stood up or walked across the office the red lines of the basque and suspenders were visible beneath the white clothes. Ladka, Martin and Phil all looked. Sarah made a point of calling me over to her desk more than once, just to keep me on display. 

That evening Phil drove me home again but did not come inside. The flat was quiet when I opened the door. Erica was waiting in the living room. Paul, it seemed, had gone back to Vienna. 

She stood in the centre of the room wearing tight black latex trousers, a matching latex corset that pushed her breasts high, and a narrow leather choker. Her long blonde hair was pulled back into a high ponytail. She looked sharp and completely in control. 

There was no hello and no kiss. 

“Get changed,” she said. “Move it.” 

She had everything laid out ready on the bed. A red satin basque with black lace trim and a full lace-up front, matching red panties, and red suspenders. I stepped into the panties and she tightened the basque around my middle until it gripped properly. The suspenders clipped to sheer stockings. Over the top she dropped a short red satin mini-dress. Two small triangles of fabric sat over my chest, leaving my shoulders and the upper part of my chest completely bare. The skirt was cut in a soft A-line that flared out and stopped high enough to leave a clear two inches of the red suspender straps showing. 

Erica fixed a new wig onto my head. It matched my natural hair colour but fell in long, very tight curls that bounced whenever I moved. Then she set to work with the make-up. Foundation, heavy eyeliner, thick mascara, blush and a bright red lipstick. By the time she finished I looked like a tart and nothing else. 

“Good,” she said. “Take a look in the cupboard.” 

I opened the doors. Inside hung two more dresses almost identical to the one I was wearing, one in pink and one in light yellow. Below them were several long satin dresses in different colours. Further along I saw schoolgirl outfits complete with short skirts and ties, a full nurse’s uniform, and a classic French maid’s outfit with apron and frills. Folded on the shelves were piles of new underwear, and hanging at the far end were several dresses made of latex, rubber and shiny PVC. 

Erica reached in and pulled out two small items. A short top that was completely see-through and a micro skirt that would barely cover anything. 

“Do you know what these are?” she asked. 

I shrugged. “Club wear?” 

She gave a short laugh. “Club wear is what you’ve got on now. That’s what you’re wearing to the rave tonight. This is whore wear.” 

The words settled over me. She was going to treat me like a whore. She must have read it on my face because she added, “Don’t worry. All your clothes have an actual purpose.” 

I did not understand, or at least I hoped I did not understand. The familiar mix of dread and that quiet, unwanted excitement moved through me again as I stood there in the tight red dress and the curly wig, waiting for whatever came next. 

Erica fastened a narrow red choker around my neck and tightened the buckle until it sat snug against my skin. A metal ring hung at the front. She clipped a matching red leash to it and gave a short experimental tug that forced me to step closer. 

“You can’t make me do this,” I said. 

“Err… yes I can.” She walked to the desk, opened a drawer and took out a folded sheet of paper. “See this? This is your signature. Last week when we were out drinking we came home and compared signatures. Remember?” 

I remembered only fragments. I had been drunk. Still, the signature on the page was clearly mine. I nodded. 

“Well, here you see Ladka signed it as witness, as did Sarah, your boss, who Paul, Ladka and I fucked last Wednesday night. This is a contract. All parties now have a copy. It says you hand over your body to me as part of a sexual act. We had it looked at by a friendly lawyer friend of Paul’s. He said it is completely possible if you consent, which you do. See?” 

I was screwed. The paper sat between us like a locked door. 

“What happens if I break the contract?” 

“Well, I can sue. Win all your money. You could face a jail sentence.” 

“What? For breach of contract? I don’t think so.” 

Erica’s expression did not change. “No. We already agreed that Ladka would say you raped her. She has a sample of your sperm, so there is the proof. I would back her up, as would most of the company. You really have no choice now, Max.” 

The leash hung from my neck. The contract and the threat sat in the air between us. Whatever small space I still thought I had left had just closed. 

The taxi arrived at half-past nine and waited at the kerb outside the flat. Erica handed me the jacket. It was a short red shiny plastic mini-jacket that stopped well above my navel, leaving the midriff of the red dress completely exposed. Then came the shoes: glossy red with three-inch stiletto heels. I stepped into them and immediately felt the awkward pitch. How I was supposed to dance in these was beyond me. 

The only small consolation was that Erica looked just as extreme. She wore a black latex micro-skirt so short the suspender straps of her outfit showed clearly, a shiny black latex basque, and matching latex boots that attached directly to the basque like long suspenders. 

We walked out to the taxi. The driver stared openly at both of us as we climbed into the back. Erica gave him the address of the rave. 

He glanced at me in the rear-view mirror. “You one of these transvesti-show guys?” 

Erica answered before I could speak. “No, he’s my slave. I turned him into a transvestite, and he’ll suck your cock if you let us have this ride for free.” 

The driver went quiet for a few seconds. Then he turned the car into an empty car park, killed the engine and looked back at us. 

“All right then. But I want to bugger him.” 

“Do what you want with him,” Erica said, already sounding bored. 

The driver, a fat older man, climbed awkwardly into the back seat. He unzipped, pulled out a thick soft cock and gripped the back of my curly wig. 

“Get it nice and hard for me, love.” 

He pushed my head down. I opened my mouth and took the limp length between my lips, the taste of skin and the faint smell of the car filling my nose as I began to suck. 

I kept bobbing my head, taking the taxi driver’s cock deeper as it stiffened and filled my mouth. Behind me Erica’s fingers spread cool KY gel around my hole. She pushed two fingers straight in and worked them open with short, deliberate strokes, stretching me while I continued to suck. 

“Turn round,” she said. “Arse in the air.” 

I pulled off the driver’s cock, shuffled around on the back seat and raised my hips. The short red dress rode up completely, leaving everything exposed. The driver moved in behind me at once. His cock was not especially long but it was very thick, the head wide and blunt. 

He gave me no time to adjust. One hard shove and the fat head forced past the tight ring of muscle, stretching me open in a single continuous push until his hips met my arse. The sudden fullness burned. He gripped both my shoulders for leverage and started ramming in and out at once, short brutal strokes that drove the full width of him deep every time. 

The thick shaft scraped and stretched with every thrust. In the cramped back of the taxi there was nowhere to move. Each forward slam pushed me against the seat in front. The wet sound of him fucking me filled the small space. A moan escaped before I could stop it. My body betrayed me, the unwanted heat building even as the fat cock pounded into me without pause or mercy, opening me wider with every hard stroke. 

“Moan like a girl,” Erica said. “Moan like a whore.” 

I did as I was told, pitching my voice high and soft. “Oh yeah, baby, fuck me.” The words came out sounding genuinely feminine, almost sexy. The driver clearly liked it. His thick cock pulsed and he came hard, jet after jet of warm cum flooding deep into my arse. He kept thrusting through it until he was spent, then pulled out. 

Erica was ready at once. She pressed a thick buttplug against my open hole and pushed it home, seating it firmly so that none of the driver’s load could escape. 

“That’ll keep his cum inside you,” she said. 

The driver climbed back into the front seat and glanced over his shoulder. “Come and sit up here with me.” 

I looked at Erica. She gave the leash a short tug. “Run along.” 

I moved into the front passenger seat, the short red dress riding high on my thighs, the plug shifting inside me with every movement. As he drove, the man’s hand stayed on me. He stroked up and down my stocking-covered legs, then cupped the front of my knickers, rubbing slowly. Every so often his fingers reached further back and twisted the base of the buttplug, sending a fresh jolt through me that forced another soft moan out of my mouth. 

Near the end of the journey he unzipped again, freed his still-slick cock and pushed my head down. “Suck it clean.” 

I took him into my mouth and worked him until he came a second time, filling my mouth with thick cum. I had to hold it there. When the car finally stopped outside the rave he reached across, gripped my chin and pulled my face towards him. 

“Give us a kiss, doll.” 

He pressed his mouth to mine, forcing the kiss while the taste of his cum was still strong on my tongue. 

Outside the entrance Erica stopped me under a street light and quickly straightened my make-up, wiping a smudge of lipstick and adjusting the curly wig. Then she took a firm hold of the leash and led me inside. 

The moment we stepped through the doors every head seemed to turn. People stared openly at the short red dress, the visible suspender straps, the red shoes and the leash clipped to my choker. Erica walked ahead as if the attention meant nothing. 

The first people we bumped into were my best friends, Carol and Philip. Carol’s eyes moved slowly over me from head to toe. 

“So you went through with it?” she said to Erica. “Wow, she looks amazing.” 

“Thank you.” Erica leaned in and the two women shared a long, unhurried kiss right in front of me. 

Even Carol was in on it. The last small hope that someone might still be on my side disappeared. I was seriously screwed. 

Carol looked at me again and smiled. “What a little whore, isn’t she?” 

Erica tugged the leash and led me deeper into the hall, away from the main lights. In a darker corner Carol stopped and nodded at Philip. 

“Suck his dick,” she ordered. 

I dropped to my knees on the sticky floor. Philip already had his cock out. I took it into my mouth and began to suck while the two women stood over me talking. 

“What plans do you have for him?” Carol asked. 

“Well, we have to get him some breasts,” Erica answered. “Double D should be enough. Then he can make some money. Paul already has a few clients waiting to try him out. Plus there’s also the main square. He can get a few customers there.” 

She was planning to hire me out as a prostitute. The words settled over me while I kept working Philip’s cock. A few moments later he twitched hard and came, jet after jet of thick cum hitting the back of my throat. I had no choice but to swallow. 

By the end of the night I had lost count of the cocks. Roughly thirty men had used my mouth. Each one paid Erica a single hundred-crown note, about two English pounds. The ones who wanted my arse paid double. I spent most of the night on my knees or bent over in the darker corners of the hall, the red dress around my waist, the buttplug removed and replaced after every load. My jaw ached, my throat was raw, and my arse felt permanently open. When the music finally stopped Erica collected the last of the money, clipped the leash back on, and led me out to another taxi. I could still taste cum and feel it leaking down my thighs. 

A week later the flat looked different. Erica had packed two large suitcases and left them by the door. She stood in the hallway wearing ordinary clothes for once. 

“Paul’s paid for my flight,” she said. “I’m off to Vienna. I’ll be back in a couple of weeks. I expect you to have made some money for your operation by then. I placed an ad in the prostitutes section of the Annonce. You should start receiving calls from next Monday.” 

She handed me a cheap mobile phone and a short list of rates, then kissed me once on the cheek and left. 

I stood in the quiet flat wearing nothing but a pink satin nightie and looked at the phone in my hand. The contract, the clothes, the office, the rave, the clients already waiting. Everything had been arranged. There was no way back and, for the first time, I no longer wanted one. 

On Monday morning the first appointment arrived at ten o’clock sharp. He was a heavy, older man with a thick stomach and the unmistakable glassy look of someone who had taken Viagra. I opened the door already dressed in the sluttiest outfit Erica had left for me: the see-through micro top, the tiny skirt that covered nothing, red stockings, red heels, full make-up and the curly red wig. The red choker was still around my neck. 

He counted out the notes without speaking. Once the money was in my hand I dropped to my knees on the hallway floor, freed his thick half-hard cock and took it straight into my mouth. I sucked him properly, wet and deep, working the shaft with both hands until he was fully rigid and leaking. 

He did not want to finish in my throat. He pulled me up, shoved me into the living room and pushed me onto the sofa. My legs were forced back until my knees were almost at my shoulders. One fat hand closed around my throat and squeezed. With the other he spat on his cock, lined up, and drove the full thick length into my arse in a single brutal thrust. 

He fucked me without any rhythm or mercy. Every stroke was a hard, deep slam that drove the full thick length of him into me. The heavy weight of his stomach crashed against my arse with each thrust, forcing the air from my lungs. His fat hand stayed locked around my throat, fingers digging in harder the moment I tried to make any sound. The pressure cut my breathing down to short, desperate gasps. 

My eyes rolled back until I could only see the ceiling through a blur. My tongue hung out of my open mouth. Spit ran down my chin. I could do nothing but take it while he used my hole exactly as he wanted. The sofa creaked and shifted under the force of his body. Spit and lube mixed with the earlier loads and ran down over my balls onto the cushions beneath us. 

He never eased off. The hand on my neck stayed tight the entire time, his eyes fixed on my face as he pounded into me harder and deeper. Each thrust stretched me wider. The thick cock scraped and filled me completely. My legs stayed forced back against my chest. I was nothing but an open hole for him to empty himself into. 

He kept the brutal pace going until his breathing turned ragged. Then he slammed in one final time, buried to the root, and came. Long, heavy pulses of cum flooded deep inside me while his hand stayed locked on my throat, holding me in place until every last drop had been pumped in. 

When he pulled out I stayed exactly where he left me, legs still spread, hole open and leaking, throat marked by his fingers. He wiped his cock on my skirt, zipped up and left without another word. 

I lay there for a long time, the taste of him still in my mouth, the ache in my arse deep and satisfying. The phone was already ringing again on the table. 

He was only the first of many. 

It was the beginning of my new life, and I was loving it. 

The End 


Apartment 2b Sissified

One

The duplex apartment needed work. Not a lick of paint here and there, but a proper gutting and rebuild. We had scraped together every last euro to buy the place, so starting from scratch was out of the question. The best we could manage was a cheap renovation done on a shoestring.

Years earlier the whole floor had been a nightclub, the two units knocked through into one long, sticky space with a bar at one end and a dance floor that still smelled faintly of old lager and sweat if you stood in the right corner. When COVID hit, the owner panicked, threw up a few partition walls, and carved the place into separate flats. It had been a rush job, done with the cheapest materials he could find. The result looked less like a home and more like a doss-house that had been given a half-hearted tidy.

Josie saw potential the moment she stepped through the door. I saw damp patches, uneven floors, and a kitchen that looked like it had last been cleaned during the previous decade.

Josie was a tough Black woman from Compton who had landed in Berlin at eighteen with a suitcase and a stubborn streak. She found work, found her footing, and eventually found me, a skinny British bloke who still sometimes wondered what she was doing with him. Whenever I said as much she just smiled and answered, “Potential.”

The estate agent had walked us through the flat on a grey Tuesday afternoon. He pointed out the far room upstairs and suggested it would make the better bedroom. It was smaller, true, but the dividing wall in the larger room was paper-thin. He warned us we would hear everything that went on next door. Josie dismissed the idea at once. The big room was going to be ours. She liked the space and she liked the idea of claiming it.

The first few nights after we moved in were quiet. Our neighbour was away. The moment he returned the thin wall proved the agent right. Television noise drifted through at all hours, and from the dialogue and the steady rhythmic soundtrack it was clear our neighbour had a particular fondness for porn. The constant soundtrack got under my skin. I took to falling asleep with AirPods in, white noise drowning out the moans and the wet slap of bodies. Josie slept through the lot. She once claimed she could sleep through an earthquake and I was inclined to believe her.

For a full month we chased builders. There was a shortage of workers. Many of the tradesmen in Berlin had been Ukrainian and a good number had gone home when the war started. Young Germans, by and large, showed little interest in picking up a hammer. The few companies that answered our calls quoted prices that would have cleaned out what little savings we had left.

“We have no choice,” Josie said one evening, standing in the middle of the half-empty living room with her arms folded. “We do it ourselves.”

I had never renovated anything in my life. The closest I had come to manual labour was assembling flat-pack furniture and even that usually ended with leftover screws and a mild sense of defeat. YouTube became our instructor. We started downstairs in the living room, knowing the upstairs would have to wait for months.

The bedroom, at least, had improved. The walls were still painted a deep, almost black charcoal that swallowed the light, but Josie leaned into it. She dressed the bed in deep red satin sheets that caught what little light there was and framed every photograph in matching red. The effect was deliberate and a little kinky, the sort of room that felt like it had secrets. The floor had been the worst of it when we first arrived: cheap linoleum glued down over filthy tiles. We tore the lino up in strips, the adhesive coming away in sticky black ribbons. Underneath, the tiles were stained and gritty. I scrubbed them with bleach until my eyes watered, and Josie followed behind with a steamer, working every corner and grout line until the surface was clean enough to live with.

The real problem with the bedroom was the back wall. It was so thin I was certain it was nothing more than a single sheet of plasterboard. You could feel the hollowness if you knocked on it. Next to each side of the bed someone had fixed two square boards, each about twenty centimetres across, screwed flush to the wall at roughly crotch height. They looked deliberate. I kept asking myself what they were for.

One evening Josie had a techno gig in Poland. She only DJ’d now and then, never made a fortune from it, but the extra cash was useful and she enjoyed the travel. That left me alone in the flat. Curiosity finally got the better of me. I found a screwdriver in the toolbox downstairs, came back up, and started on the board nearest my side of the bed.

The screws came out easily, as if they had been removed and replaced more than once. When the board came away I was left staring at a neat rectangular hole. The edges had been finished with soft black rubber, the sort that would keep the opening quiet and comfortable. I leaned closer and peered through.

The room beyond was dark, lit only by a low red glow from somewhere out of sight. In the far corner a leather sex swing hung from heavy chains bolted to the ceiling. Shelves along one wall held an assortment of dildos, harnesses and other toys, all arranged with a certain tidy pride. Another corner was taken up by a rack of women’s boots, thigh-high, patent, lace-up, every colour from blood red to shiny black, and beside them a rail of dresses and corsets. The air that drifted through the hole carried a faint mix of leather and something sweeter, like cheap perfume. There was no one in the room.

I stayed there longer than I should have, just looking. Then the thought of being caught snapped me out of it. I fitted the board back into place, tightened the screws, and sat on the edge of the bed wondering why our bedroom wall had ready-made glory holes.

The whole set-up felt wrong. That night I opened the laptop and started digging. It did not take long. Before COVID the entire floor had been a gay cruise club. One large section of what was now our flat had served as a dark room where men could walk in, strip off and fuck whoever was willing. The owner had been an eccentric older man with a taste for the theatrical. At some point he handed the property over to his girlfriend, a transvestite who worked as both a prostitute and a dominatrix. She ordered the conversion into two separate apartments, hoping the second unit would attract other people in the same trade so she could rent it out and keep the scene going. The plan never quite worked. In the end she used an intermediary and sold the place. That was how it had ended up with us.

So my next-door neighbour was a transvestite, not a transsexual, who worked as a prostitute and specialised in dominating men.

It took a little more searching before I found her working name: Mistress Vikki TV. Her website was straightforward and professional. The photos showed a woman who looked about thirty-five, possibly a few years older. Her body was clearly masculine underneath the clothing, broad shoulders, solid muscle in the arms and chest. The jawline was strong and square. Yet she had put real effort into the face, softening the eyes with make-up and choosing wigs that framed her features. The wigs varied, long blonde, short black, auburn waves, but the overall presentation stayed the same: tough, dominant, strict. She stared out of every picture as if she already knew exactly what you were going to do wrong.

The next afternoon Josie came home from Poland looking tired but pleased with the gig. I waited until she had kicked off her boots and poured herself a coffee, then I showed her the site and told her everything I had discovered about the flat and the woman next door. She laughed, proper open laughter, and declared the whole situation “super Berlin”. That was Josie all over. Artist, DJ, completely open and fluid about anyone’s identity or tastes. Living next door to a tranny dominatrix struck her as the height of cool. I was fine with it on a personal level, yet the thought kept circling that this flat was supposed to be the place where we started a family, somewhere safe for children to grow up.

For Josie, almost anywhere outside Compton, or outside the United States entirely, counted as safe. No gunshots at night, no casual racism on the street, just space to live however you wanted. She had arrived in Berlin at eighteen and never looked back.

We had met at a gig. She was behind the decks and I was a few beers past sensible. I went over to tell her the set was excellent. She was high, eyes bright, and instead of answering she simply took hold of my wrist, pulled me backstage and fucked me against a stack of flight cases. She had a firm, generous bottom and large breasts with pierced nipples that pressed against my chest while she took complete control. I assumed it was a one-time thing. Afterwards she picked up my phone, used the facial recognition to unlock it, typed in her name and number and handed it back. “Call me tomorrow when we’re both sober.”

That was all. We met the next day and the hard edges had gone. She turned out to be soft-spoken, almost kittenish. She explained that she had spent the previous six months recovering from a bad relationship and had made herself a private rule: find a man who looked worth the risk, sleep with him once, then see whether anything real was there. I had been that man.

I left her to sleep in after the overnight travel and the after-party. While she rested I decided to buy ingredients for a proper lunch. As I stepped out of our door I walked straight into the neighbour. He was not in drag this time. Short brown hair, leather jacket, a solid, butch look. Still, the jaw and the eyes matched the photographs I had seen.

“Oh, hi,” I said, locking up at the same moment he did.

“Hi!” His voice was cheerful and open. “You must be my new neighbour. I’m Markus.”

“Tim.” I shook his hand. “Pleasure to finally meet you.”

“I hope you’re settling in all right. Sorry the sale had to go through an intermediary. Sometimes it is simply easier that way. I never quite got my head round all the legal side.”

“I understand. The place is going to need a lot of work. We tried to find a firm to handle the renovation but no one available, or the quotes were impossible.”

He frowned in sympathy. “Yes, it is very difficult at the moment.”

“So we are doing it ourselves. Hope the noise will not bother you too much.”

“No, no.” Then he smiled. “I hope the noise from my side is not a problem either. I know how thin those walls are.”

“Josie sleeps through most things. We will have to deal with the wall eventually though. She is a DJ. Once her full kit is set up there will be sound coming from our side as well.”

Markus’s face lit up. “Really? What does she play?”

“Techno, mostly. Second-wave Detroit stuff. Jeff Mills, that minimal approach.”

“Nice. I love techno. Has she played Berghain yet?”

That remained the dream. So far the answer was no. I had never been inside myself. Josie had been many times and always described it as the current Mecca of the scene. I enjoyed the music well enough, but I did not organise my life around it.

We continued talking as we went down the stairs, ordinary neighbour chat about the building and the street. At the bottom, just as we were about to go our separate ways, Markus stopped me.

“By the way, I noticed you took the boards off the old glory holes. There was fresh dust when you screwed them back. If you want to fill them in or change anything on that wall, let me know. I have posters and other things hanging on my side. Or,” he shrugged and gave a small smile, “if you decide you want to open the holes again, I am fine with that too.”

“Erm… thanks.” I was not sure what else to say. We said goodbye and I walked away. It took me a couple of minutes of walking before the meaning of the offer settled in. When it did, I actually shuddered.


Two

Later that day I told Josie I had finally met Markus and repeated the conversation, including the offer about the holes in the wall. She laughed and shook her head.

“I’ll leave that to you, baby.”

For a second I thought she simply meant the practical decision of how we would fill the openings. Then it clicked that she was talking about whether I wanted the glory holes left open at all. Of course I did not. Why would I?

The wall itself turned out to be the larger headache. It was not plasterboard. Markus had fixed large sheets of plywood on his side, joined edge to edge and pinned in place. If I wanted a proper solid wall with any real soundproofing I had several options, all of them expensive and all of them eating into our already limited floor space. I could build a new stud wall in front of the existing one, add insulation, or try to reinforce what was already there. Every route meant losing a strip of the room. Like it or not, privacy required a proper barrier.

Festival season was starting. That meant I would see very little of Josie for the next couple of months. I still went to the odd daytime event, but between my job and the endless work on the flat I had to skip most of the nights. She was fine with it. She said she actually felt more relaxed when I was not there, not because she wanted me gone, but because she felt obliged to stay at my side instead of circulating among other DJs, artists and booking agents. I understood. I was not offended.

One night I was alone in bed with the television on low when voices carried through the thin divider. I muted the set and listened.

“Kneel, bitch. Kiss my boots.”

Mistress Vikki’s voice was clear and commanding. She had a client with her.

“Now the other. Good slave. I see you are wearing the sissy panties like I ordered. Good girl. Did you wear panties every day this week?”

“Erm, no, Mistress.”

“Oh dear. Well, you know what that means.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I found myself wondering exactly what it meant. The curiosity was sharp enough that I sat up a little straighter.

There was a heavy, solid slap of something against skin, followed by a sharp yelp and the thud of knees hitting the floor. The sound suggested she had kicked him hard between the legs. My own balls tightened in instinctive sympathy.

“Stand up. Legs apart. Just nine more.”

The sequence of kicks and open-handed slaps continued, then the sharper crack of a whip. She was not holding back. His screams cut straight through the plywood as if the wall barely existed.

“Mmm. Your pain is making me erect. Look, sissy. Look at my big dick. I bet you wish you had a dick like that. Mmm, that’s it. Suck it, bitch.”

I stayed perfectly still and listened while she made him take her in his mouth. Without any conscious decision my hand drifted down and rested on my cock. I was already hard. I did not want to be in that room, and I did not think of myself as interested in those particular games, yet the sheer volume and lack of inhibition made it feel as if I were only a few feet away from them. The rawness of it got under my skin and my body responded before my mind could argue.

The next day I ran into Vikki for the first time in full drag. Josie was playing a club night in Berlin and I was on my way to meet her when the door next to ours opened and she stepped out.

There was no hint of embarrassment. She simply looked across at me and smiled, as if this were the most ordinary thing in the world. She wore a short black PVC mini-skirt that stopped well above the lace tops of her stockings. Matching thigh-high boots with serious heels completed the lower half. Above that she had laced herself into a tight red latex corset and added a chain harness that sat across a pair of obviously fake G-cup breasts. The blonde wig was long, curly and deliberately over-the-top. Her make-up was thick and dramatic in the classic drag style, eyes and lips emphasised until they dominated the face.

I was in the usual black cargo trousers and black t-shirt. She looked me up and down and gave a low chuckle.

“Let me guess. A techno party?”

“Yeah.” I laughed as well. “It is sort of a uniform. Where are you headed?”

“KitKat for Symbiotikka. Good music, good times. You should come.”

“Not tonight, sorry. Josie is playing at OST.”

“Oh? What time?”

“She is on first, from eleven.”

Vikki stopped walking. “Then I will come with you. I want to be there to support her.”

“What about KitKat?”

She waved a hand. She could do both, she said. Watch Josie’s set and still make it to KitKat afterwards. So we walked together down to the U-Bahn and rode the train out to Ostbahnhof. On the way she asked how I had ended up in Berlin. I told her the short version: after Brexit I decided I did not want to stay in the UK. I already worked for a German company, so when I said I wanted to relocate they helped with the paperwork and made sure everything was legal.

“I saw your website, by the way,” I said once we were on the train.

“I assumed you would at some point.” She chuckled again. “I take it nothing there interests you?”

“Sorry. Straight here. But it is Berlin. Good for you, I say.”

“You know, in Berlin we experiment and we stay open. If you ever decide you want to take a walk on the wild side, I like to think I am a good teacher.” As she spoke she slipped an arm around my shoulders for a moment.

I felt the heat rise in my face and knew she had noticed. I simply told her it was not for me.

“Well, I hope I was not too loud last night. I do not normally take many evening clients, but sometimes it happens.”

“It was fine,” I answered, because I could not think of anything better to say.

We reached OST and I went straight to the door, giving my name. I had texted Josie on the way to say I was bringing our neighbour, and she had already sorted the guest list so Vikki was expected as well.

One thing about Berlin clubs like OST and Tresor was how quickly they filled. Tonight was no different. We arrived a little after eleven and Josie was already on the decks. The dancefloor was not completely packed but it was busy enough, people still streaming in and finding their places. We collected drinks and pushed through to the front so I could catch Josie’s eye and give her a wave. Of course we had to get in behind her, Boiler Room style, close enough to feel the monitors.

Josie leaned over, hugged Vikki and said it was great to meet her before turning straight back to the records.

“She plays vinyl!” Vikki said to me, smiling. “I love that. Old school.”

“Yeah, she is proud of it. Growing up it was cheaper for her to get a pair of record decks than CDJs or a laptop, and she wanted to learn how to scratch properly.”

We stayed on the floor. After a while Vikki asked if I wanted some Molly. I was never much of a drug person beyond the odd bit of grass, but when she offered some to Josie and Josie took it without a second thought I decided I did not want to stand on the sidelines. I did a couple of lines myself.

The drug loosened everything. Before long I was properly dancing next to my tranny neighbour, moving with the heavy kick and the rolling bass, soaking up the heat and the sound. We kept catching each other’s eye and smiling. Every so often I looked across and saw Josie watching us from the decks, clearly pleased that I was having a good time with Vikki.

When Josie’s set finished and the next DJ took over she came out to dance with us for a while, then decided she needed a drink and a break. She led us backstage to a small bar where someone was pouring vodka shots. We knocked them back without hesitation.

“It is so nice of you to come,” Josie told Vikki.

“Oh, it is fine. I was going to hang around at KitKat. I have friends who go there most weeks, but nothing was firmly arranged.”

I turned to her. “I thought you were going to head over after the set?”

“I was,” she smiled. “But I am having too much fun with you two.”

I am not sure if it was the drugs or simply the moment, but I suddenly wanted to hug her. I pulled her in tight, cheek against cheek, and told her she was really nice. When I let go she stroked the side of my face and leaned in to give me a quick peck on the lips. Nothing romantic, just a thank-you kiss.

We stayed until four in the morning and then made our way home. We were ready to collapse into bed but Vikki insisted we come into her flat for a drink and some weed. Neither of us was going to refuse a joint at that point.

“So this whole place used to be a gay club,” Vikki said as we passed the spliff around. “Private. You could come, fuck, drink, get high and leave. The owner was called Chris. Really rich submissive who had a thing for trannies like me. English, lived in the Canary Islands, big property developer. I used to dominate him, made him my bitch, and he flew me out to see him every week. Then COVID hit and the club had to close. He decided not to reopen. He asked if I wanted the space for anything and I said yes. He transferred it over to me. Not long after that he died of COVID. Long and short of it, I got the place for free.”

“I read that you had planned for more people like you to take the apartment next door, but it never worked out,” I said.

“Yeah. Not that many were interested. They prefer the bigger established places. The idea was to run BDSM parties here and keep the glory holes so slaves could kneel and suck cock or whatever. It just never took off.”

I shrugged. “Sorry.”

Vikki grinned and looked straight at Josie. “Girl, you need to get control of your man. Show him what it is like to become a good bitch for strong women.”

“I know,” Josie laughed. “I wanted to, but he turned out so nice I had a hard time being dominant with him. I felt like a bully.”

“Nice men make pretty sissies,” Vikki said.

“That is true!” Josie laughed again.

I sat there wondering what Josie actually knew about sissies. Was she holding something back from me, or was she simply playing along for Vikki’s benefit? Either way, the way the two of them were talking started to get a reaction out of me. I felt myself beginning to get hard.


Three

A few days later the sounds of another session started up next door. This time it was clearly a gay BDSM scene. Josie was lying beside me and she began to giggle as Vikki’s voice cut through the wall, ordering the man about and laying into him with a whip. At one point I heard her tell him to take both of her fists. The idea made me go a bit pale. Josie only smiled wider.

We stayed in bed listening, our hands moving over each other in a slow, distracted way while the noises continued. After a while I decided it was as good a moment as any to ask her about the comment she had made the other night, the one about dominating me.

“Did you think I was a nun?” she said. “I had a couple of submissive boyfriends before, and I have plenty of dominatrix friends. The party I played in Poland was a femdom rave. I even got to whip a guy there.”

“Wow. I had no idea.”

“Does it bother you?” Her face had gone serious, watching me carefully.

“No, of course not. Just surprised.” I gave a small shrug. “Is that what you want from me?”

She smiled and shook her head. “What I want from you is whatever you want for yourself. If you ever decided you wanted to try being a bisexual sissy, I would support you and help you figure it out. I am open and I am definitely up for a good time.” She paused, bit her lip, and then asked the next question more quietly. “How upset would you be if I had sex with another man?”

We had never sat down and talked about the rules of our relationship. We had never agreed to stay exclusive. I had simply assumed we were monogamous. Josie, though, had never been the type to be tied down that way. I had watched her flirt plenty of times, and part of me already suspected she did not treat sex with the same weight I did.

“You know where home is,” I said.

“Exactly. Same for you. If you wanted to fuck another woman, I would not care. Just remember who your wife is and where she is.” She leaned over and gave me a quick kiss.

We carried on touching each other while the sounds of the session next door continued. Neither of us spoke much, keeping our voices low so we would not break the atmosphere coming through the wall. After a while I looked at her properly.

“Have you though?”

She met my eyes. There was a clear nervousness there. Then she nodded.

“Yeah. Nobody regular. At a party I will sometimes get a guy or a girl to fuck me backstage. We never exchange numbers. It is just sex.” She kept watching my face the whole time, checking that I was still all right with what she was saying.

“You know I do not need to fuck another woman,” I told her.

“But you can if you want.” She smiled.

“What if I could not? What if you told me I was not allowed?” The suggestion sat there between us, not exactly hidden.

She smiled again and gave a small nod. “I like the idea of chastity. Would you like to try it?”

“I think I would.”

We kissed and held each other for a while, the sounds from next door still carrying through the wall. Then Vikki’s voice came clearly through the plywood.

“I have plenty if you want one.”

She had heard every word. Josie giggled and a faint blush rose on her cheeks.

“Yes please. A small one!”

My eyes went wide at the dig about my size. That set her off into a full fit of laughter, and a moment later the same laughter answered from the other side of the wall.

We stayed quiet after that and let them finish, trying not to make any noise of our own. I assumed the whole cage idea was either a joke or something we could deal with in the morning. Some time later, though, a sharp knock came from the blocked glory hole on my side of the bed. I was about to suggest she use the proper door when Josie jumped up, called out “Just a minute,” and hurried off to find a screwdriver. She undid the two screws, pulled the board away and bent down to look through the opening.

“Will this do?” Vikki asked, and passed a small black composite nub-cage through the hole.

“Perfect,” Josie said, taking it. “Your playtime gave us a lot of fun on this side.”

“Glad to hear it. Shame Tim does not want to join in.”

“He is shy.” My wife giggled. “I enjoyed it for sure though.”

As Josie worked the cage onto me she kept mouthing something I could not make out. I frowned at her until she pointed toward Vikki’s side of the wall, then took hold of my cock and held her hands a good distance apart to show the size. That was when it clicked. Vikki’s cock was huge.

Instead of putting the board back over the opening, Josie picked up the electric screwdriver, took both the board and the tool through to the storage room and left them there. I watched her do it and felt a strange mix of surprise and unease. My wife had just removed the last barrier between the two flats, leaving a clear hole in the wall and wiping out whatever privacy we had left.

The next day Josie was away at another festival somewhere in Belgium and I was alone in the flat again. I could hear Vikki with a client once more, and this time I knew the hole in the wall gave me a clear view if I wanted it. It was broad daylight, though, and I was certain I would be seen if I looked through. Instead I went out to buy some food and walked around for a while.

When I got back Vikki was just leaving. She was in a tight red latex dress and thigh-high boots. I said hello. She smiled, said she was short on time and had to run, then headed off down the stairs.

The cage was still a new experience. Josie had only taken it off once, for a quick check the following morning to make sure nothing was wrong, and then locked it straight back on. It was so small and tight that it left me looking like I had nothing more than a clit and balls, yet it was surprisingly comfortable to wear. The main effect was immediate and constant: it made me incredibly horny.

The living room was a mess after a full day of renovation work. There was no chance of relaxing in there, so I went upstairs to the bedroom. Only a few minutes later I heard Vikki return with another client. As the sounds of her dominating him began, I found myself sliding down onto the floor until I was eye-level with the open hole. I watched.

She had dressed a fat, hairy man in pink lingerie and bent him over a pommel horse. The red dress was gone; she now wore a red PVC corset with matching stockings and heels. Her large cock hung free as she worked him over with the whip.

She never once glanced toward the glory hole, and I was glad of that. I stayed still and watched her roll on a condom and fuck him while he begged her to stop, insisting he was straight. It was clearly part of the act. After that she used toys on him, then pulled on latex gloves and began working her fingers inside him.

The man left after about an hour. The whole time I stayed on the floor and stared, still trying to take in what I had just watched. Seeing a transvestite dominatrix work a client at that close range had left me stunned. Even after the room went quiet and empty I remained there, fixed in place, wondering whether she would come back with someone else or simply return alone.

Eventually Vikki did come back. She went straight into the bathroom. When she reappeared her cock was clean and she was drying it with a towel. She collected the toys, dropped them into a plastic tub, poured some kind of liquid over them and carried the lot back into the bathroom. I heard the water running as she rinsed everything.

I kept watching while she moved around the room tidying up. Her cock hung free and swung slightly with each step. Now and then she reached down, gave it a brief rub, then carried on with the cleaning. After a while she walked over toward the hole carrying a dress on a hanger. She hung the dress nearby, turned, and pushed her long, semi-flaccid cock through the opening.

I stayed there on the floor, staring at the shaved groin pressed through into our flat. She did not speak and she did not move. As far as I could tell she had no idea I was watching. Or perhaps she was testing me, waiting to see if anyone would respond. The minutes stretched out. She simply held herself there, patient and still.

I do not know what finally made me do it. My hand reached up and closed around her cock. A soft sigh came from the other side of the wall. I stroked it slowly, feeling the warmth and the smooth, soft skin under my fingers. It was already half-hard and growing heavier in my grip.

“Suck it,” she whispered.

My lips were trembling. I leaned forward, put out my tongue and licked across the head. The taste was clean and faintly soapy from the wash she had given it. Then I opened my mouth wider, took the head between my lips and started to suck. I felt it thicken and harden almost at once.

“That’s good. I’m so horny. Keep sucking.”

I bobbed my head, taking a little more each time. The cage around my own cock felt tighter than ever. Every movement of my mouth sent a fresh wave of frustrated arousal through me. I pushed further, trying to get as much of the thick shaft down my throat as I could, until my eyes watered and I had to pull off, panting.

She drew back for a second. A small yellow bottle appeared in the hole, held out toward me. I knew what poppers looked like even though I had never used them. I took the bottle, unscrewed the cap and sniffed. The rush hit almost immediately: a sudden heat behind the eyes, a loosening of every muscle, a sharp spike of need that wiped out the last of my hesitation. The arousal that had been building all day under the cage flared into something almost painful.

I went straight back to her cock, the poppers still burning through me. The rush had stripped away the last of my caution. I sucked harder and deeper, forcing myself further down the thick shaft until my nose pressed against the shaved skin of her groin. Saliva spilled from the corners of my mouth and ran down the length of her. My jaw ached. The cage locked around my own cock felt impossibly tight, every throb of frustrated arousal feeding the need to take more of her.

Her breathing grew heavier and less controlled on the other side of the wall. Then she let out a long, low groan. The cock in my mouth swelled suddenly, becoming even thicker and harder against my tongue. A flicker of panic cut through the haze. I pulled off just as the first pulse hit.

Hot spurts landed across my lips and cheeks, thick and warm. I felt them run down toward my chin. The sharp smell of it mixed with the lingering chemical rush of the poppers. After a second I leaned forward again, took the still-twitching head back into my mouth and cleaned her with slow passes of my tongue until she had finished and begun to soften.

“Hmm…” was all she said. Then she withdrew and I heard her move away from the wall.

I sat back on the floor, face sticky, heart still racing from the poppers and the rest of it. The cage was locked tight and my cock ached inside it.

What the fuck had I just done?
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After an experience like that I could not stay in the flat. I needed a drink, preferably several. I cleaned my face, changed my shirt and headed for the door that evening. As I stepped out I found Vikki standing there in the same red latex dress she had worn earlier. She looked me over and asked if I was off clubbing.

“Just going for a drink,” I told her.

“Want company?”

I could hardly refuse, so I said yes. We walked down to a quiet bar a few streets away and found a table in the corner. She never once mentioned what had happened through the wall. We talked about the building, about the endless shortage of builders, about music, about nothing of any real importance. No sex, no blowjobs, no reference to the hole in the wall. It was as if the afternoon had never taken place. The ordinariness of it relaxed me more than the beer did. I started to think I had been overthinking the whole thing, blowing it up into something larger than it needed to be.

Around eleven we decided to call it a night. We walked back together in easy silence. At our respective doors we said goodnight with nothing more than a polite nod. No lingering looks, no suggestion of anything else. I went inside, locked the door and stood for a moment in the hallway.

Even then a small part of me still wondered whether I was making too much of it.

As I got ready for bed I could hear her moving around on the other side of the wall, doing the same. When I came back into the bedroom the glory hole was no longer empty. Her cock hung there, completely soft, waiting. The alcohol in my system had taken the edge off any remaining hesitation. I picked up the small yellow bottle she had left earlier, took a long sniff of the poppers and dropped to my knees.

The chemical rush hit hard and fast. Heat flooded my face and chest. My locked cock throbbed uselessly inside the tight cage. I leaned in, took the soft length into my mouth and started to suck. She thickened almost at once under my tongue.

This time she lasted much longer. She was also far more vocal. Soft moans turned into clear words of encouragement, then into something rougher and filthier.

“Mmm, that’s it. I knew you’d be my little cocksucker whore. Keep sucking, you dirty cocksucker.”

I should have been offended. I still thought of myself as straight. Instead the words settled over me and, if anything, made the act easier. I accepted them. I kept working my mouth up and down the thickening shaft, taking her deeper each time, saliva running down my chin. The poppers and the cage and the dirty talk combined into a single tight knot of need. Every time she called me a whore or a cocksucker my own cock strained harder against the plastic, aching with nowhere to go.

She kept me there for a long while, guiding me with her voice, telling me how good my mouth felt, how greedy I was for it. When she finally came she gave a low, drawn-out groan. This time I did not pull away. I stayed on her, swallowed every pulse of cum, and kept licking until she had finished and begun to soften.

“Goodnight,” she said quietly through the wall.

“Goodnight,” I answered.

I climbed into bed still tasting her, the cage pressing tight and insistent against me. The pressure was constant. Sleep felt a long way off.

For a long hour or so I lay awake, turning from one side to the other. The cage kept everything tight and restless. Sleep would not come. Then her voice drifted through the open hole, quiet but clear.

“Can’t sleep, huh?”

“No,” I answered.

“Stop worrying about things. It’s all just fun. You’re fine.”

“It’s new…”

“I know it is. But it is fun. Stop worrying and go to sleep, or I’ll come over there and spank you.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, and actually chuckled.

“Good cocksucker.”

The words settled over me in the dark. This time sleep finally took me, and the dreams that followed were full of her. My mind kept replaying the feel of her cock in my mouth, the soft, smooth skin sliding between my lips, the way it thickened and filled me. I should have been disgusted. I still told myself I was straight. Yet the memory of it was warm and vivid, and in the dream I went back to it without hesitation.

When I woke the next morning the first thing I felt was the cage fighting to contain a full morning erection. I cursed under my breath, the plastic pressing hard against me. I looked across at the hole, then got down on the floor and peered through. Her bed was empty. The bathroom door on the far side of the room was closed.

I do not know exactly what pushed me. The cage had been tight all night and the memory of the night before was still sitting heavy in my head. A sudden, sharp need rose up and I stopped arguing with it. I leaned in close to the open hole, opened my mouth wide and simply waited, breathing quietly, already half-desperate for whatever might come through.

The bathroom door on her side clicked open. I heard her step into the room and then a low chuckle when she saw me kneeling there with my mouth ready. A moment later the thick, heavy weight of her morning wood slid straight between my lips.

I closed around it at once and started to suck. Whatever hesitation had still been left in me was gone. My mouth worked her with a kind of hungry urgency, tongue pressing and sliding along the underside while I took her deeper on every pass. Thick saliva spilled from the corners of my lips and ran down the shaft in long strands, coating her and making the whole thing wet and noisy. The wet sounds filled the small space between us each time I bobbed my head.

I moaned around the cock without meaning to. The sound came out low and muffled, but I knew she could hear it. Inside the cage my own cock throbbed hard and uselessly, every pulse answering the movement of my mouth. The plastic pressed tight against me, turning the frustration into something that only made me suck harder.

I stayed on her for several long minutes. My lips felt stretched. Spit covered everything from the head down to the base. I kept pushing myself further, taking as much of the thick length as I could manage, tongue working constantly, lost in the simple, desperate need to keep her in my mouth.

She finally let out a long, deep moan. Her cock swelled and pulsed, and she came heavily across my tongue. I stayed on her and swallowed.

“I’m having a few friends over later for a party. We’ll try to keep the noise down.”

That was all she said. I swallowed what was left in my mouth, got up, showered thoroughly and went downstairs for breakfast. The cage remained locked and the taste of her still sat at the back of my throat.

Around midday my phone rang. It was Josie, checking in, asking how I was and whether my cock was all right inside the cage. I told her everything was fine. For a moment I nearly told her what I had done with Vikki that morning, but her voice was quiet and a little distant, as if she was trying not to be overheard.

“Are you with someone?” I asked.

“Yeah. Met a guy during the festival yesterday.” She gave a soft giggle. “We fucked. Do you mind?”

My locked cock gave a hard, useless throb. “No. I think it’s hot.”

“It is.” She laughed under her breath. “His cock is huge. God, I think I came so much. And we’ve got another night here. I’m going to get properly laid. What about you? What about Vikki? Did you use the glory hole?” She laughed again. She knew exactly why she had left it open.

I paused long enough for the silence to answer for me. “Yes,” I said.

She did not laugh this time. Her voice softened. “Aw, I knew you would. I’m glad, baby. Explore your horizons. It’ll do you good. You’ll see. Cocksucking is the best.”

We talked a little longer about nothing in particular. Then she said her lover had come back into the room and she needed to go. The line went quiet. I sat there with the phone still in my hand, the cage pressing tight, the morning’s events and her easy approval both still working through me.

Thoughts kept circling. I was no longer the traditional husband I had always assumed myself to be. I was a cuckold now, and I was a cocksucker. The labels sat heavily. They frightened me, no question. At the same time a quiet relief came with them, as if a door had opened onto options I had never allowed myself to consider. There was a chance to become someone different.

There had been stretches of my life when I felt trapped inside my own skin, as though I was meant for something more but could never name what it was. The question of whether I was gay drifted through my mind and left again just as quickly. I did not find men attractive. If the choice was simple, it remained women and pussy every time. Yet here I was, willingly on my knees for a cock that belonged to someone who was not a woman in the ordinary sense, and I had enjoyed it. I was losing control of the version of myself I had always protected, and the loss felt strangely freeing.

But I made myself a firm promise. Occasional sessions of sucking Vikki’s cock were as far as it could go. Anything more and I risked sliding into some kind of compulsive mess I would not be able to control. The fear of that was enough to keep the boundary clear in my head, at least for the moment.

I went back to the living room and kept working for the rest of the afternoon. Sanding, filling, clearing debris. Around five o’clock the noise started next door. Laughter, the clink of bottles, a dozen or more male voices talking over one another. Then the sound of feet climbing the stairs toward her bedroom.

Curiosity got the better of me. I wiped my hands, went upstairs as quietly as I could and stayed out of sight near the open hole, listening.

“You have a glory hole through to the next flat?” a camp voice asked.

“Yeah,” Vikki answered. “My neighbour is my cocksucker.”

“Nice!”

I stayed hidden, barely breathing. A moment later a cock pushed through the hole and hung there, waiting.

“There’s no one there,” the man said after a few seconds.

“He’s shy. Confused straight guy. He’s probably downstairs working on the renovations.”

“Shame.” The cock was pulled back and disappeared.

I remained where I was, the cage suddenly feeling tighter than it had all day, the vow I had made earlier already under quiet pressure.

Next door the music started up, low and heavy. Over it came the unmistakable wet sounds of kissing and sucking. The gathering was not a quiet drinks party. It was a full sex orgy.

Someone mentioned syringes. I edged closer to the hole and looked through carefully. In one corner a man injected himself; a moment later his eyes rolled back and he let out a long, satisfied moan. “Oh yeah.”

The room was crowded. Dozens of men and trannies filled the space, almost every one of them either sucking or being sucked. Vikki lay back on the bed while two other trannies took turns working her cock with their mouths. Nearby a skinny man was bent forward, sucking someone else, while another lad had his face buried between the skinny man’s cheeks, eating him out. Bodies moved constantly. The air looked thick with heat and the mixed smells of sweat, poppers and sex. It was complete bedlam, and I could not pull my eyes away.

“Gonna try the hole again,” a voice said nearby. “Maybe he’s there.”

I needed to hide. I needed to get away from the hole and close it somehow. Instead I stayed exactly where I was, frozen, unable to pull back. The need overrode everything else. I grabbed the small yellow bottle, took a deep sniff of the poppers and felt the familiar rush slam through me. Heat, loosened muscles, a sudden sharp spike of hunger.

A cock pushed through the opening. I closed my mouth around it and started to suck at once.

“Oh yeah, he’s there,” the man chuckled.

“He’s a good boy,” Vikki said from somewhere behind him.

That was only the first. Others followed. One after another they took their turn at the hole while I stayed on my knees, mouth working, spit running, the cage locked tight and throbbing with every new length that filled me. Time blurred. By seven the procession had been going for a long while when I heard Vikki’s voice again, clearer this time.

Apparently there was a door on her side that opened into my flat, blocked only by a large closet on my side of the wall.

“If we push hard enough though,” she laughed, “we can go in and extend the party.”

Obviously I still had the chance to say no. I could have pulled away from the hole, stood up and told them to stop. Instead I kept my mouth on the cock in front of me and sucked harder, almost daring them to go through with it.

The scraping sound came first as the heavy old wardrobe was forced aside. Two muscular men stepped through the opening into my bedroom. Before I could react one of them pulled me to my feet and kissed me, tongue pushing straight into my mouth. The second man worked at my clothes, stripping them off piece by piece until I was completely naked except for the locked cage.

A wet tongue pressed against my arsehole and began to lick while the first man kept kissing me. Then hands bent me forward. I was guided backwards, still on my knees, until the thick cock I had been sucking through the glory hole lined up directly against my hole.

“Wait… wait…” I whispered, the words barely audible. Part of me was still unsure, still trying to hold on to the last scrap of control, but the room was already full of other bodies. Vikki was among them.

“Relax,” she said quietly, and kissed my cheek just as another cock was guided into my mouth.

At the same time the thick cock lined up behind me began to push. I hissed around the shaft in my mouth as the head forced its way inside. It burned, a sharp stretching heat that made my eyes water, but the man did not stop. He kept pressing forward until he was buried deep. For a few long seconds I could only stay there, breathing hard through my nose, the cage locked tight and throbbing.

Then he started to move. Short thrusts at first, then longer, steadier strokes that built momentum. The burn faded by degrees and something else took its place, a heavy, unexpected pleasure that rolled through me each time he pushed in. I moaned around the cock in my mouth and stopped trying to resist.

“Wanna feel really good?” Someone asked me.

“Uh-huh.” I said around the cock, and then, the syringe entered my arm, loading me with Tina.

The rush of sexual euphoria wiped out whatever fear had been left. All I wanted now was to be used, to stay open and available for every cock in the room. The one that had been fucking me through the wall finally finished and pulled out. Vikki turned me around without ceremony and lined herself up. She was noticeably thicker and longer than the last man. The extra size only made me want it more.

“Oh yeah, fuck me, Mistress,” I gasped.

She gave a short giggle and pushed in.

The orgy continued without much pause. Bodies shifted constantly around me. Different men took turns kissing me, some soft and lingering, others rough and demanding, tongues pushing deep into my mouth while hands moved over my chest, my hips, the locked cage. More than one cock entered me raw. I felt the bare heat of each one stretching me open, sliding deep, then settling into a steady rhythm that used me without hesitation.

Hands gripped my waist or my shoulders, holding me in place while I was taken from behind or turned onto my back. Someone would finish and pull out only for another to take his place almost immediately. Mouths found my nipples, my neck, the base of the cage. I lost track of how many times I was filled. The room stayed loud with wet sounds, low groans and the occasional laugh.

At some point the intensity rose again and kept me going long after the first wave had begun to fade. By four in the morning the energy in the room had finally drained away. One by one the men and the other trannies gathered their clothes and left until the flat was quiet once more.

Vikki stayed behind after the others had gone. She asked if she could sleep in my bed and I said yes. We lay down together in the dark. For a while we simply kissed, slow and unhurried, her body warm against mine. Eventually the exhaustion of the night caught up with both of us and we fell asleep still wrapped around each other.

The next morning I woke alone. The space beside me was empty and cool. The connecting door behind the cupboard had been closed again. I sat on the edge of the bed and stared at it for a long time, wondering whether I ought to seal it properly. I did not really know Vikki well enough to leave an open route straight into our bedroom.

For now I decided simply to put the heavy wardrobe back where it had been. Moving it took real effort. The thing weighed a tonne and the floorboards complained as I shoved it into place. Once it was flush against the wall I knew the door on her side could not be forced open. The barrier was restored.

Even so, a small sadness settled over me as soon as the job was done. I stood there looking at the wardrobe and asked myself what the hell was wrong with me.
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Of course Josie found the whole situation hilarious when I told her. She laughed for a long time, then finally let me take the cage off so I could masturbate. Sex with her, though, was off the table until I got tested.

From the other side of the wall Vikki called out that everyone at the party had been clean, regularly tested, on PrEP and DoxyPEP. Josie said that was good to hear. Still, she did not change her mind about waiting.

Instead she told me to get down on the floor, start wanking, and suck Vikki through the glory hole while she watched. That was the first time my wife saw me with another cock in my mouth. I knelt there, one hand working myself, the other steadying myself against the wall, and took Vikki between my lips. Josie sat on the edge of the bed and looked on without saying much, just watching the way my mouth moved and the way I responded.

That evening Josie told me about Jan, the DJ she had fucked at the festival. He was booked on the same summer tour as her, so they had already agreed to meet again at the next event. The news made me uneasy. Until now she had always said she never slept with the same person twice. The idea of something continuing sat differently.

Later, in bed, she wrapped her hand around my cock and began to stroke me slowly while she talked.

“You don’t mind, do you, sweetie?” she purred. “I’ll tell you everything when Jan fucks me with his big hard dick again. He’s so much bigger than you, baby. And god, his muscles are so cute. You want me to get good sex from hot men, don’t you?”

The words and the steady motion of her hand pushed me over the edge. “Yes! Yes!” I cried out as I came across her fingers.

She was leaving again on Friday morning for the next festival. This time she would be sharing a room with Jan instead of having one to herself. It was an odd feeling, knowing I was sending my wife off to spend the nights with another man, especially since she had not fucked me at all that week. The cage was already locked back in place.

On Thursday evening she told me to move the heavy wardrobe well clear of the connecting door. Once it was out of the way she called through the open hole.

“Vikki, darling?”

“Yes?”

“I’m leaving you in charge of my husband. If he doesn’t behave, you can punish him. He is your slave for the weekend.”

Footsteps approached on the other side. The door opened and Vikki walked straight in without waiting for an invitation. She was wearing a short pink babydoll nightie. She came over to the bed, pulled the covers back and looked me over slowly.

“Before tomorrow evening I expect this body waxed smooth. Book an appointment at a studio tomorrow.”

Josie looked at me, her voice firm. “What do you say, Tim?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Turn over.”

Vikki rubbed the outline of her cock under the thin pink nightie while she waited. I rolled onto my front. Josie propped herself up on one elbow to watch. Vikki pulled my arse cheeks apart, spat once between them, then surprised both of us by reaching over, grabbing Josie by the back of the head and pulling her face down.

“Suck it,” she said, voice hard.

Josie opened her mouth and took Vikki’s cock, sucking and making wet, messy sounds for half a minute before Vikki pushed her away. Without any further preparation Vikki lined herself up and drove straight into my arse. She did not ease in or wait for me to adjust. The sudden stretch burned and I hissed into the pillow, but she kept pushing until she was buried to the base.

Then she started fucking me properly. Her hands pressed hard into my lower back, pinning me down as she drove in with long, deep strokes that filled me completely each time. The bed shifted and creaked under the force of it. She did not ease off or shorten her thrusts. Every stroke went all the way in, the thick length dragging slowly out before slamming home again.

“Take it,” she muttered, voice low and steady. “That’s it. Open up for me. You feel that? Every inch.”

Josie stayed where she was on the bed, watching the way Vikki’s hips snapped forward and the way my body moved under the weight of each thrust. The first sharp burn had already faded. In its place came a heavy, relentless fullness that built with every long stroke. Vikki kept the same hard rhythm, hands firm on my back, using me without pause while she spoke down at me between breaths.

“The door stays unlocked,” Vikki said to my wife, never slowing the hard rhythm of her thrusts.

“Of course.”

“I can use both of you whenever I like.”

“Both of us?” Josie asked, clearly surprised.

“Yes. Both of you. Whenever I like. Agreed?”

Josie was quiet for a few seconds, thinking it over. Then she answered softly, “Agreed.”

Vikki’s breathing changed. “Oh yeah… gonna cream his ass.” She drove in deep one last time and came, thick pulses of cum filling me while she held herself buried. She gave my arse a sharp spank, pulled out, and turned toward Josie with the still-hard, wet cock.

“Suck it clean,” she ordered, “and then I’ll fuck you.”

For the first time since I had known her, Josie looked properly nervous. Ass-to-mouth was clearly not something she had ever planned on doing. At the same time I could see the calculation in her face: if I was pushing past my own limits, she could do the same.

“Suck it clean, babe,” I told her.

She leaned in slowly and took Vikki’s cock into her mouth. Her throat convulsed a couple of times and she had to pull off for a second, but she went back and kept going until the worst of the taste was gone and she found a rhythm.

Vikki pushed her back onto the bed, lined up with her cunt and drove straight in. Josie let out a sharp mewl as the thick length stretched her. Vikki did not give her time to adjust. She started pounding hard and steady, hips snapping forward, the sound of skin on skin filling the room for several long minutes.

Then she pulled out, flipped Josie onto her front and pushed into her anus instead. Josie screeched at the sudden burn. Vikki held her hips and kept thrusting, working the tight hole with the same relentless pace until Josie’s cries softened into something more mixed.

After a while Vikki pulled free, climbed over me, and pushed back into my arse without warning. She used me for a few heavy minutes, long strokes that made the bed shift, before she withdrew again and returned to Josie’s pussy, sliding in deep and picking up the same hard rhythm.

“Mmm. Both my bitches now,” she laughed.

“Yes, Mistress,” Josie panted. “Oh, fuck me, Mistress.”

After Vikki left that night the flat felt suddenly quiet. Josie and I lay down and held each other under the covers. For a long time neither of us spoke. Her head rested against my chest and my arms stayed around her, as if letting go might make everything that had just happened more real.

“Have I done the right thing?” she asked eventually, her voice barely above a whisper.

“I honestly don’t know,” I answered.

She was silent for another moment. “I’m a little scared.”

“Me too.”

We fell asleep like that, wrapped in each other’s arms, the sheets tangled around our legs and the last of the night’s heat still lingering on our skin.

I was jolted awake by a sharp, triumphant screech at around five in the morning. My eyes snapped open. Vikki was already in our bed, kneeling between Josie’s spread thighs, one hand pressed flat between my wife’s shoulder blades, pinning her face-down into the mattress. The other hand gripped Josie’s hip hard enough to leave white marks. Vikki’s hips snapped forward in a relentless, punishing rhythm, the wet slap of skin on skin loud in the quiet room.

“Take my fucking dick, bitch,” Vikki snarled through gritted teeth, voice low and rough with triumph.

Josie’s face was turned toward me, streaked with tears. The shock of being woken like that, being taken so suddenly and so thoroughly, had pulled a broken sob from her throat. Her fingers clawed at the sheet. And yet, before I could speak, before I could even sit up, Josie reached out blindly and found my hand. She laced her fingers through mine and held on tight. The squeeze was deliberate, steady. A clear message: let it happen. She was enjoying it, the stretch, the force, the way Vikki used her without asking permission in the moment because permission had already been given long ago. We had both consented to this.

Vikki didn’t slow. She fucked Josie harder, angling deeper, grinding in with short, vicious thrusts that made Josie’s breath hitch and her toes curl. Every so often she leaned down and bit the back of Josie’s shoulder, hard enough to leave a mark, and Josie’s free hand flew back to clutch at Vikki’s thigh as if to pull her closer rather than push her away.

When Vikki finally came, she stayed buried deep, hips rolling in slow circles while Josie trembled underneath her. Only then did she pull out, leaving Josie open and glistening, and turn her attention to me.

She used us both one more time before Josie had to leave for work.

Later, standing by the car in the cool morning air, I asked my wife if I should speak to Vikki, tell her it had been too much, that she’d gone too far. Josie simply reached up, stroked my cheek with the back of her fingers, and gave me a small, certain smile.

“Do everything she tells you, Tim. No matter what. She owns us now. Get used to it.”

My appointment at the waxing studio was at twelve. The technician worked with brisk efficiency, stripping away every last trace of hair from my body until the skin felt raw and newly exposed. It hurt like a bastard, sharp and stinging with each pull of the cloth, but at least it was done for a while. I left the studio walking a little carefully, the air cool against the smooth, sensitive skin beneath my clothes.

When I arrived home, Vikki was already in my bed waiting for me. She sat propped against the headboard, completely at ease, watching me as I stepped into the bedroom.

“I want you to understand something,” she said, her voice calm and absolute. “You’re my property now, clear? I don’t want to talk about limits, rules, boundaries. I own you, clear?”

I swallowed. “Yes Mistress.”

“Good. I have removed all your underwear and replaced it with panties, bras and such. You will only wear that because I want a sissy slave. You will be my sissy, understood?”

I gulped, the reality of it settling over me. “Yes Mistress.”

“Get changed now. Put on the dress which is hanging in the bathroom and follow me.”

I went into the bathroom. The dress hung on the back of the door: a typical sissy maid outfit in bright pink satin with lashings of white lace at the neckline, cuffs and hem. The matching lingerie lay folded on the closed toilet lid. I stripped out of my ordinary clothes and put everything on carefully. The soft fabric clung to my newly smooth skin. When I looked in the mirror I looked like a skinny transvestite, all pink satin and delicate lace.

Vikki followed me in a moment later with a long, glossy wig and a small make-up bag. She fitted the wig herself, adjusting it until the hair framed my face just so, then applied foundation, lipstick and a touch of colour to my eyes. Once she was satisfied she led me back into the bedroom and positioned me against the bare wall.

“Stand still,” she ordered, and began taking pictures from several angles. The camera clicked steadily.

“I’m going to advertise your services too,” she said while she worked. “Gay sub whore for use.”

“Wha…” I gulped again, remembering my wife’s words from that morning. “Yes Mistress. What about when Josie is home?”

Vikki lowered the phone and looked at me directly. “Josie will make a fine whore too. I said I wanted that apartment to be for whores. Now it is.”

“Y…Yes Mistress.”

“Go gather all your male clothes and bring them to me. I will store them for you, and when you need them I might let you use them.”

I hesitated. “But my job?”

She gave a small, dismissive shrug. “Your job isn’t important to me. You don’t have a mortgage, and you paid me for the apartment. As far as I am concerned, you can make money whoring yourself for me. Josie too, along with her DJing.”

Vikki fucked me a lot that day. She took me over the edge of the bed first, shoving my chest flat against the mattress so my arse stuck up high. The pink satin dress was rucked around my waist and the lace panties had been yanked to one side. She spat on her cock, lined it up, and drove in hard enough that the air left my lungs in a single sharp gasp. Her hands clamped my hips and she pounded me without mercy, the thick length of her sliding deep on every stroke until her hips slapped against my cheeks. Each thrust forced a wet, filthy sound from my hole and a broken moan from my throat. She kept going until my legs shook and the sheets were damp beneath my face, then she came with a low growl, flooding me so thoroughly that warm cum leaked down the inside of my thighs when she finally pulled out.

Later she bent me across the kitchen counter, the cold worktop pressing into my stomach. She kicked my feet wider, reached under the short skirt of the maid outfit, and tore the panties further open. This time she took me slower at first, grinding deep so I could feel every ridge of her cock stretching me, then she sped up until the counter rattled and my cock, trapped in the soft lace, leaked steadily onto the cupboard door below. She reached round and stroked me through the panties just enough to keep me desperate, never letting me finish, while she used my arse for her own pleasure. When she finished she left me there, dripping and open, ordered to stay bent over until she said otherwise.

In the living room she pushed me down onto the floor on all fours, the wig slipping slightly as my forehead touched the carpet. She mounted me from behind again, one hand fisted in the pink satin at the small of my back, the other reaching under to squeeze my balls through the lingerie. She fucked me in long, punishing strokes that forced my body forward with every thrust, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the quiet flat. I could feel her cock pulsing inside me when she came, and she stayed buried to the hilt for a long moment afterwards, rolling her hips so the cum was worked even deeper.

Between those sessions her customers arrived. I stayed in the room as her slave girl, still dressed in the maid outfit, make-up smudged and the wig slightly askew. I fetched drinks on a little tray, knelt beside the bed with my hands on my thighs, and waited for orders. More than once she told a client to stand in front of me. I opened my mouth without being asked a second time. The first man’s cock was thick and already hard; she watched while I took him to the root, my lipstick leaving a pink ring around the shaft. She ordered me to look up at him while I sucked, to use my tongue properly, to swallow everything he gave me. Another client she took herself, bending him over the same bed she had used me on earlier, and while she fucked him she pulled my head between them so I could lick her balls and the base of her cock each time she drew back. A third man she simply pointed at me and said, “Use the slave’s mouth.” I knelt and let him fuck my throat until tears ran down my cheeks and saliva dripped onto the lace of the dress. She kept me on my knees the whole time, sometimes reaching down to push two fingers into my already-used arse while the stranger came across my tongue.

I did everything she told me to do. By the time the last client left, the taste and weight of those strangers were still on my tongue, their cum mixed with hers inside me, and the pink satin of the maid outfit clung to my skin with sweat.

I had only one hour to myself the whole day, the short stretch when Vikki went out on an errand. The moment the front door closed I grabbed my phone and called Josie, voice shaking as I told her everything that had happened since the morning. I asked her what I should do.

“Honey, I…” She sighed on the other end of the line. “I think you and Vikki are perfect for each other.”

“What do you mean?” I gasped.

“I mean, I talked about this with Jan, and he’s offered me a place to stay whilst I figure things out. I just know. I think you should listen to your new Mistress. I’ll come by on Monday to pick up my things.”

Before I could say anything else the call ended. I stared, horrified, at the blank screen, the silence in the flat pressing in around me. Then I felt a hand settle on my arm.

“It’s for the best,” Vikki said. She had come back earlier than I expected and stood close behind me, calm and certain. “Now, call your boss and quit your job. Do what really makes you happy.”

I turned to look at the transvestite dominatrix. For a long second I simply met her eyes. Then I nodded.

“Yes Mistress,” I said, and dialled my boss.

It took some time for my adverts to go up, but soon enough the messages started arriving and I began welcoming customers into the flat. The half-finished renovations no longer mattered. The dust sheets stayed where they were, the tools sat untouched in the corner, and the smell of paint faded beneath the heavier scents of sweat, sex and cheap air freshener. All that mattered was serving my Mistress and serving whoever she sent through the door.

When Josie came by to collect her things the front door was unlocked. She stepped inside and stopped dead in the living room. I was on the floor on all fours, the pink maid dress pushed up around my waist, the lace panties long since discarded. Three of Vikki’s friends had me between them. One knelt in front of me, thick cock sliding in and out of my throat while I gagged and drooled around him. Another was behind me, hands locked on my hips, pounding my arse with hard, steady strokes that forced me forward onto the first man’s cock with every thrust. The third waited his turn, stroking himself while he watched, already hard and shiny with spit. Vikki stood a few feet away, phone raised, recording everything for OnlyFans. She narrated in a low, calm voice as the men used me, telling her viewers how thoroughly her sissy slave was being ruined.

Vikki lowered the phone when she saw Josie. She walked over, closed her fingers around my wife’s upper arm, and pulled her in. Then she locked her mouth on Josie’s, kissing her deep and possessive while the wet sounds of the three men continuing to fuck me filled the room. When she broke the kiss she kept hold of Josie’s arm and spoke against her lips.

“Don’t go. Stay and be my slave. Last chance. Say you are mine. Say it.”

Josie stared past her. She watched the man in my mouth pull out and paint my tongue and cheeks with thick ropes of cum. She watched the one behind me slam in deep and hold himself there while he emptied himself inside my arse, the overflow already running down the back of my thighs. She watched the third man take his place and push straight into the mess the others had left. For a long moment she said nothing. Then she nodded once, slow and certain, and took out her phone. She dialled Jan.

“I’m sorry, Jan. I’m not leaving after all.” She ended the call before he could answer and slipped the phone back into her bag. Without another word she turned, faced the wall, and raised her skirt. She wore nothing underneath.

Vikki shoved her forward until her cheek and palms pressed against the plaster. She spat once into her hand, rubbed it over the head of her cock, and slammed forward in a single hard thrust. Josie screamed as the full length buried itself in her arse. Vikki did not give her time to adjust. She fucked her against the wall with short, brutal strokes, one hand fisted in Josie’s hair, the other gripping her hip hard enough to bruise. Josie’s cries turned ragged, then wet, then broken. Cum from the three men still leaked from my used hole while I watched my wife take the same treatment, her body jolting with every impact, her voice rising every time Vikki drove particularly deep.

After that, everything changed faster than I expected. Josie’s first customers arrived far sooner than mine. Vikki had given her the smaller room on the far side of the flat and set the price at twenty euros. A beautiful black woman, the advert said, available for whatever the client wanted. The queue formed almost at once. Men and the occasional woman came through her door in steady succession. I heard the bedframe creak, heard Josie’s voice, sometimes soft, sometimes sharp with pain or forced pleasure, and more than once I heard Vikki join them, adding her own instructions or simply taking her turn.

I was cheaper. Ten euros. The advert called me a cheap, ugly tranny, available for mouth or arse or both, no limits. I was fine with that. The words no longer stung. They simply described what I had become. Customers used me on the living-room floor, over the kitchen counter, in the bathroom with the door left open so Vikki could watch. Some were rough. Some were indifferent. A few were almost gentle, but even those still left me open and leaking when they finished. Between them I cleaned myself just enough to be ready for the next, then knelt or bent or opened my mouth again.

At night, when the last client had gone and the door was locked, I was allowed into the big bed. Josie lay on one side, Vikki on the other, both of them warm and sated and still faintly marked by the day. I curled between them, the lace of the maid outfit soft against my skin, my body sore and thoroughly used. I slept pressed against my wife and my Mistress, the two hottest women I had ever known, and the feeling of belonging to them both was the best I had ever known, even though I was completely, irreversibly ruined.

The End


The Lesbian’s Cuckold

Prologue

Her name was Marta. She was a gorgeous woman with Spanish roots, that unmistakable Spanish look: tall, slender, long black hair, strict features and small breasts. I had worked with her for years without ever really knowing her. I was in one department, she in a completely different one. While I worked my arse off trying to climb the ladder, she used every single trick in the book to get promoted faster. In the end multiple factors played into her becoming my boss. I could argue that my results were better, but the difference was negligible, and she had reached comparable figures far sooner than I had.

The big thing about her was that she was a woman, and a lesbian woman at that.

Our company had an image problem. It was a one-hundred-and-fifty-year-old firm, run by men for generations and riddled with scandal after scandal, including sexual harassment. The new board had begun making changes, one of them being the deliberate promotion of women and a sharp focus on diversity.

I was fine with it, or at least I told myself I was. I understood the reasons. Still, I was sad. Obviously. I told my wife, Tara, and she told me not to worry, that she knew I was good at what I did and that one day my time would come. It did not make me feel any better. I knew that in this world I would be paying, at least in part, for the mistakes of men who had come before me.

I was not one of those people who claimed the system was unfair or that the whole thing was wrong. I understood why the system had become what it was, and I knew the problem had started and ended with misogynistic men. That knowledge did not make the situation any easier to swallow.

In the first few weeks after the promotion I barely saw Marta. She was my boss, yes, but she was also the boss of roughly a hundred people, so the distance was hardly surprising. What I heard was that she was speaking to those who needed a little push and counting on those who could manage themselves to continue doing so until she had properly settled in. That arrangement suited me. I was doing well in my sales position.

I had been with the company fifteen years, promoted six times, and had watched my sales target rise from two million euros to thirty-six million. I had knocked the number out of the park every single time.

Marta had also come from a sales department, though a completely different line that never interacted with ours. Even so, she brought with her a wealth of knowledge that would benefit us in the long run.

I spoke to people I knew who knew her, and they all told me the same thing. “She’s tough. She hates men. She will make you rich if you let her.”

I had gone into sales to get rich. In this world you do not get rich working for the man unless you are in sales and you are good at it, which I am. So I reasoned that the sensible course was simply to toe the line, accept things as they were, and take them for what they were.

About me, then. You already know I am in sales, software sales to be precise. I am a married man in my late thirties with two children in their early teens, and beyond that our life was entirely standard. My wife Tara also works for a software company, though she holds a management role in a far larger organisation than mine. At that time everything in our life was good. We were doing well financially, we travelled whenever we could, we had a comfortable house in a quiet suburb, and on the sex front we were still like a pair of teenagers, fucking almost every day. If you asked Tara she would have told you exactly the same thing: she was happy.

So this story is probably about nothing, right? It would be a short and rather boring tale if that were the case. I can assure you my story is not boring. I will also say, right at the outset, that Marta is not the villain of this piece. Not really. In fact I owe her everything, everything good that came afterwards.

The company itself had already gone through a tonne of changes. The board had been reshuffled, the CEO had been replaced, and the new COO was a man almost nobody liked, though I will admit he is actually rather good at the job. His PA is excellent, for what it is worth. But I digress. The firm was transforming, and Marta’s appointment was simply another point of change. It also meant there would be more opportunities further down the line, and eventually an opportunity for me.

The first time I actually met Marta in person was at our annual sales kick-off event. She stood at the centre of a small crowd in the hotel bar, surrounded by colleagues, mostly the brown-nosers who were desperate to get in front of her and make themselves known. I stayed back with my pre-sales technical team, the people who made me successful, and made sure I spent proper time with them instead of jostling for position.

It was around eleven in the evening when a quiet voice spoke beside me.

“I understand I stole this role from you.”

I turned. The pretty woman with the long black hair and the strict, elegant features was smiling at me, glass in hand.

“I wouldn’t say you stole it,” I answered. “From what I understand you did really well in ICS, so it made sense for the role to go to you.”

She tutted softly, nodded, and then said, “You know it was also a diversity thing, right?”

“I know that played a factor. But let’s just say that if you had been rubbish you would never have been considered.”

She let out a low chuckle. “You’re diplomatic. Smart. A friend of mine told me you’ve been asking questions, though, sniffing around. What did you find out?”

It was my turn to laugh. “I found out that you make people rich. I’m in sales to get rich, so yes, I’m counting on you there.”

“I’m counting on you more,” she said. “You’ll have noticed I didn’t bother reaching out to you. If it ain’t broken, don’t fix it. You are my top performer, so in the coming weeks I’m going to reach out to you properly, to learn from you. I want to do a good job, and for that I need you. So I’m letting you know now that I’ve already put in the budget for a deputy role. It’s for you. There will be a level and pay bump. I know it’s not the position you wanted.” She smiled again, a small, knowing curve of the mouth. “Obviously. But I hope I can still count on you.”

I smiled back at her, then held up my beer glass. She clinked her gin and tonic against it with a soft, deliberate tap. Yes, I would take the job. I would work my arse off for her. What she was doing was creating an opportunity for me to grow, to be recognised properly, and I intended to take full advantage of it.

“Now, I’m going to be honest with you about something,” she said, her tone becoming serious. The easy smile faded and her dark eyes fixed on mine. “You’re going to hear some rumours about me, eventually, that I needed to leave my previous company because of a sexual harassment case. It’s not so black and white, but I wanted you to hear it from me first because I want you to be able to trust me.”

“Okay…” I began, leaning forward so she would not need to raise her voice above the background noise of the bar.

“I had an affair with a colleague’s wife. He found out. Because he was my junior, he reported me and claimed sexual harassment. Thankfully the committee didn’t see it that way, but they did agree it was best I leave, so I did. It was shit, because I loved her, and I didn’t want to break up a marriage, but things don’t work out the way you hope, I guess.”

I was a little confused as to why she was telling me this. I honestly believed my life would have continued perfectly well without the information. Still, she had chosen to share it, so I nodded along as if I understood exactly what she had been through, offering the sort of quiet, non-committal sympathy that felt appropriate.

Before we had any chance to take the conversation further, a group from ICS, Marta’s old team, came over in a noisy cluster. They announced they were heading to a club and insisted everyone join them. I tried to beg off, saying I really ought to get some sleep before the next day’s sessions, but Marta almost begged me to come along. Considering everything I had been told about her hating men, she seemed surprisingly warm and insistent towards me.

“Come on. Join us,” she said, already half-turned towards the door. “We won’t be out too long.”

“Fine,” I answered, though inside I only wanted to return to my hotel room and close my eyes.

The club was darker and more intense than I had expected. I had imagined a straightforward bar or a standard disco. Instead we stepped into a low-ceilinged space filled with dark minimal techno, the air thick with the dull pulse of the bass. Everything was bathed in a deep red light that flickered under occasional stroboscopes, while thin trails of smoke drifted across the floor and made the whole place feel even more enclosed. The ICS team immediately threw themselves onto the dancefloor, whooping and moving with the music. I stayed at the bar, nursing a fresh drink and trying to pick out familiar faces among the shifting shadows.

After a while a hand closed around my arm and tugged me firmly towards the floor. I turned and found Marta grinning at me, her long black hair slightly damp at the temples from the heat.

If Marta had been straight, and if I had been single, she would have been exactly my type. She had those smoky dark brown eyes, high cheekbones, full dark lips and a slender, tightly held body that moved with easy confidence. Facially she reminded me strongly of Eiza González, only a touch older and somehow more severe. She was genuinely gorgeous.

I danced for several minutes, following the rhythm as best I could, before I waved her off and retreated again. The music was not my style and I had never really learned how to move to something so relentless and abstract. Marta clearly did not want me sitting alone. She followed me straight back to the bar and ordered another round without asking.

“Not an electronic music fan, huh?” she grinned, resting her elbow on the bar.

“I don’t mind it,” I told her. “But I prefer bands. New Order, Stone Roses, that sort of thing.”

“Madchester,” she replied, surprising me. “I do too, but from that time I was more a fan of the Bristol stuff. Portishead, Massive Attack.”

“I like that as well.” I smiled, quietly pleased that we had found some common ground after all.

“My ex-boyfriend got me into it. He was English, loved all of it.”

Boyfriend? I registered the word with mild surprise. I supposed it had taken her time to come out fully.

“Boyfriend? This back in school?”

The look that crossed her face told me there was more to the story than a simple process of self-discovery. “No, not too long ago. It’s a little complicated. I’m gay, yes, but I tend to join polyamorous couples. The husband then becomes my boyfriend. Not sexually, so to speak, at least not at first. No actual intercourse.”

“You don’t need to tell me any of this if you don’t want to.”

“No, it’s fine,” she said, though the slight slur in her voice suggested otherwise. “Well, I’m what is called a dominant.”

Sensing the conversation was drifting into darker and more private territory, I stopped her again. I told her I appreciated her candour, but that it had been a long night and this was probably not the best topic to explore at that hour. Thankfully she smiled, nodded, and apologised without any sign of offence.

I decided it was time to say good night and leave her to the rest of the group. Back in my hotel room I struggled to fall asleep. Something kept circling in my mind. At the time I put it down to a growing suspicion that Marta might not be the right person for the role after all. Her openness was one thing, but we had only just met. Why did she feel the need to unload so much private information on a near stranger?

It was well past two in the morning when I heard voices in the corridor outside my door. I slipped out of bed and crossed quietly to the peephole. Marta and another woman from the ICS team were approaching the door directly opposite mine. The ICS woman gave a short yelp as Marta pinched her bum. While she fumbled for her key card Marta stepped in close, hands moving openly over her body, mouth pressing against her neck. The two of them were now in completely different departments, so no formal rules were being broken, yet something about the ease of their contact suggested the arrangement had been going on far longer than the recent reorganisation. Given Marta’s previous position in that team, I could only assume that rules had, at some point, been set aside.

I returned to bed, but sleep remained impossible. The image of the two women stayed with me: Marta, the tall, strict brunette, and her attractive blonde colleague. My cock hardened almost at once. I began to stroke myself, replaying the brief scene I had witnessed. Gradually the fantasy shifted. I pictured myself inside that same hotel room. Marta’s dark eyes were fixed on me while the blonde became another brunette entirely, my wife Tara.

“I’m taking your wife now, worm,” Marta said in the fantasy, her voice low and absolute. “And you’re going to serve us.”

The words were new and unexpected, yet they pushed me over the edge. I came hard, cum spilling across my stomach in thick pulses. Afterwards my thoughts were a confused tangle. Watching two women together had always been hot. Allowing Marta to dominate me, however, was something else entirely. That had never been part of my desires. So why had the idea made me so intensely aroused?


One

For the next couple of months I worked closely with Marta and we made genuine, measurable progress. Together we modernised the department, streamlined processes that had been creaking for years, and improved the way the team operated day to day. Things functioned remarkably well, and I had to admit she was easy to work with once you understood her direct style. There were people who struggled to accept her as the boss and complained about her at every opportunity, yet I sat in on many of those conference calls and found most of the arguments the men put forward simply ridiculous.

“She’s overly emotional,” one of them declared.

“You literally screamed at someone last week because you thought they hadn’t sent you an email, which they had,” I replied.

“Yeah but…”

Another claimed, “She’ll only be around until she gets pregnant, then finally they’ll put a man in her place.”

“She doesn’t want children, as far as I know, and even if she did the law requires us to keep the position open for her when she returns after a year.”

The results of our work shut most of them up in the end, yet a few remained determined to rebel and began digging for dirt. Eventually the old sexual-harassment story surfaced. I shut it down quickly with the facts Marta had already given me, but that was not the piece of information that gave me pause.

A woman in the department took me aside and told me what had happened before ICS, before even the previous company, Tradine. According to her, Marta had met a woman named Erica at a company event. Erica was the wife of one of Marta’s colleagues, yet the two of them hit it off immediately. They began as friends. Then Marta seduced Erica and, over time, convinced her to turn the male colleague into their shared slave.

“They literally made him dress as a woman and serve them,” my female colleague said. “Apparently that’s Marta’s kink. She takes guys, feminises them, and makes them her slave.”

Given what Marta herself had told me on the night we first met, I had to assume the story contained a solid core of truth. At the same time, if everything had been consensual it was really none of my business. Still the account stuck with me. It worked its way under my skin and, for reasons I could not fully explain, left me desperate to discover what had ultimately become of that couple.

When I got home that evening I relayed the whole story to Tara. She rolled her eyes and told me to ignore the usual bullshit rumours. People would say anything, she insisted, if it helped them damage a woman’s reputation. I answered that while I dismissed most of the gossip this particular story felt different.

“She essentially told me as much when I first met her,” I explained.

Until that moment I had not shared every detail of the night at the club. I had never considered it relevant. Now I told Tara everything, right up to the point where I had stopped Marta from continuing. Tara listened in silence, then said she considered the whole conversation highly unprofessional. She hoped it had been nothing more than a one-off lapse.

“If she’s new to leadership she needs to learn to control herself better,” Tara said. As someone already established in upper management herself, she had spent countless hours in training on precisely these skills. She knew how a leader was expected to conduct herself and how to behave around colleagues at every level.

It did not change the fact that Marta was delivering results. Whatever people thought of her personally, the numbers were impossible to argue with.

Our first joint business trip came up not long after. We flew together to Athens for three days of meetings with the local office. The sessions themselves were friendly and productive, carefully structured from morning until late afternoon. On the final evening we were left with a proper dinner and a night out in the city, just the two of us. After the tightly organised schedule I was quietly glad of the chance to relax and talk without an agenda.

In the two months we had worked side by side I had come to understand her dark, almost cheeky sense of humour, and she seemed to trust that I would not run to HR over a joke. After a couple of ouzos I decided the moment was right to ask her directly about the situation at her previous company and the story of the man she had allegedly feminised and turned into a slave.

“Yeah, that happened,” Marta said with a small shrug. “Erica was really hot and we got on very well, so I seduced her. I don’t like to break up marriages, though, so I convinced her not to leave her husband. I also don’t find men attractive, and I don’t like men very much, so I told Erica the only way it would work was if we turned Paul into our sissy slave. Which we did.” She shrugged again, as if the whole arrangement had been the most ordinary thing in the world and certainly nothing to be concerned about.

I needed to know more. “What happened to them?”

“Erica and I broke up a couple of years ago. She met another woman.”

“And Paul?”

“Paul is still Paula, the sissy, and still married to Erica, as far as I know.”

“Wow.” I exhaled, genuinely confused, yet unable to leave the subject alone. “Sorry for going on about this, but I really am struggling to understand it.”

Another easy shrug. “That’s okay. Ask away.”

“So Erica was bisexual when you met her?”

“No,” she said, looking up. “Well, I say no, but let’s rather say she didn’t know she was. Most women, if not all, are bisexual to some extent. It just depends how strongly they’ve been socially conditioned against it. When I met Erica she insisted she could never be with a woman. It took me about two weeks to convince her otherwise.”

“Wow,” I said, almost under my breath. “Just… wow. And her husband was already a cross-dresser or something?”

“No.” Marta chuckled. “No. I feminised him. Dominated him and made him into a sissy.”

I shook my head, still trying to process it. “I think I must live in a bubble, because I genuinely don’t understand how a normal man can change like that so completely.”

She laughed softly and explained that there were countless ways to turn a man into a submissive simp, but the easiest and fastest route always centred on sex. Withhold it completely, she said, and at the same time prevent him from masturbating. Before long he will do almost anything and everything that is asked of him.

“There’s also another aspect,” she added, swirling the last of the ouzo in her glass. “When a man tries on a pair of soft, silky panties for the first time, it does something to him. Even a strong, dominant bear of a man. The moment he puts them on, something shifts. It’s bizarre, but it works. I promise you, if you were to put on a pair of panties it would turn you into my little bitch in the blink of an eye.”

That could not possibly be true. I had no intention of challenging her on the point. The last thing I wanted was for her to prove herself right. Unfortunately she was already chuckling, as if she had read the thought the moment it formed.

When I asked what was so amusing she said, quite calmly, that perhaps she should not have mentioned it. Now the idea would sit in my head and I would end up wanting to try them simply to test the theory. I assured her, firmly, that I would do no such thing.

“You will,” she sang, almost playfully. “So you know Jack, our COO, right?”

“Of course.”

“And you know Mary Goodall, his PA?”

“Yes.” Mary was excellent at her job. In many ways I suspected she was the one who actually kept the whole operation running.

“Rumour is that Mary is feminising Jack.”

“Bullshit,” I said, laughing out loud. There was no possible way the Chief Operating Officer of the company was being feminised by his own PA. Not in a million years.

“My PA is friends with Mary. It came up in conversation.”

I still refused to believe it. Jack was professional, approachable, and entirely conventional in every interaction I had ever had with him. A few people disliked him, though they never offered a clear reason. I got on with him perfectly well. As for Mary, she was one of the kindest, most measured people in the building. The idea of her as some tough dominant figure struck me as absurd.

After the trip I told Tara everything. She found the whole account hilarious.

“Erica becoming a lesbian?” she said, shaking her head. “She had to have been in the closet to begin with. And no, not all women are bisexual. We’re generally more emotionally open, which means we can fall in love more easily, but that does not mean every woman wants to eat muff.” She paused, then added, “As for Mary Goodall, I actually know someone who knows her quite well. Tried to poach her away from Jack last year and ended up becoming good friends with her. I’ll ask around and find out what the real story is.”

Over the following days I forced the entire subject out of my head and concentrated on work. Gossip was entertaining enough in small doses, but it did nothing for my productivity. The more I turned the stories over, the clearer it became that while Marta was undeniably effective at her job, the same unprofessional streak she had shown both in the past and in the present would probably be her undoing one day. A quiet calculation began to form. Perhaps it would be sensible to start creating a little distance, not by undermining her openly, but by gently planting the idea among colleagues that I was not her most devoted supporter. That way, when the inevitable collapse came, I would be well positioned to step forward.

I never acted on the thought. I know the corporate world is often dog-eat-dog, yet I had no desire to build my career on quiet betrayal. Loyalty still mattered to me. I would support her, even if that support eventually dragged me down with her.

On Friday evening Tara and I were clearing up after dinner. The children were upstairs on their computers, the usual Friday-night routine.

“Oh, I spoke to Coraline,” Tara said as she stacked plates.

“Remind me who that is again?”

“My friend in HR. She’s also friends with Mary Goodall.” I nodded. “Seems your boss was right. Jack left his wife for Mary, but it’s more complicated than that. Apparently the wife was ill for a long stretch and became quite abusive. Jack and Mary started seeing each other. Jack is into some kind of kink. I don’t have all the details, but the short version is that Mary has him in panties and the rest of it.”

“Holy fuck,” I said, genuinely shocked that the COO of the company was, by all accounts, a knicker-wearing submissive to his own PA.

“Each to their own, I suppose. I can’t see the appeal myself.”

The whole subject was beginning to press on me more than I liked. I could not quite explain why it mattered so much. Perhaps I was looking for some kind of connection with Marta, or perhaps it simply unsettled the very vanilla, straightforward life I had always led. I could not understand how a man could hand himself over so completely, how he could choose to debase himself like that.

“Do you know what else Marta said to me?” I asked, aware the conversation was drifting onto uncertain ground. “She claimed that the moment a man puts on a pair of panties it changes him completely.”

Tara burst out laughing. “It’s just material. Explain to me how wearing a piece of fabric is supposed to transform someone’s personality.”

“I don’t know. It’s simply what she said.”

“I think your boss is completely bonkers, but fine.” She took my hand and led me upstairs to our bedroom. From a drawer she pulled out a pair of ivory satin and lace briefs and tossed them onto the bed in front of me. “Put them on and tell me how dramatically they change you.”

Looking down at the panties in my hands I felt my throat tighten. I had held my wife’s underwear before, countless times, and it had never meant anything. This time the soft ivory satin and delicate lace seemed heavier, almost charged. The simple texture against my fingers felt unexpectedly pleasant, something I had never noticed or considered before. A quiet certainty settled over me that Marta was going to be right, even though I could not explain why.

I set them carefully back on the bed and looked up at Tara.

“I don’t want to,” I said, the words coming out softer than I intended.

Tara tilted her head, studying my face with a quiet, assessing expression. After a moment she nodded once, picked the panties up, and returned them to the drawer without comment. She asked no questions and offered no teasing. We left the bedroom together and went downstairs to the living room. For a long while neither of us spoke. The ordinary sounds of the house (the distant click of the children’s keyboards, the low hum of the refrigerator) filled the silence.

At last Tara said, quietly but firmly, “Don’t let her get inside your head, Terry.”


Two

The first time Marta met my wife was in June, five months after the kick-off event. The company had arranged a summer party for the office and partners had been invited. Marta arrived alone. The moment I walked in she made a direct line towards me, clearly keen to escape the circle of brown-nosers already forming around her. I introduced the two women and almost at once Marta began asking about Tara’s work, her responsibilities, the culture at her firm.

“I heard Meridian is a great place to work,” Marta said. “Very open.”

“I love my job, yes,” Tara answered. “It’s the only place I’ve ever worked, and they’ve always rewarded loyalty.” She had started at Meridian as an office assistant straight after leaving school at eighteen, moved through a series of roles, and eventually reached Executive Vice President of Marketing. The company had paid for her university degree while she continued working, and the overall package she received made my own look modest. On base salary alone Tara earned considerably more than I did; once shares, bonuses and other benefits were added the gap widened further.

I left them talking and went to fetch drinks. While I waited at the bar Derek from ICS wandered over, grinning.

“You left the wife-flipper with your wife?” he said. “Bit risky, that.”

“One, wife-flipper? Two, we’re colleagues,” I replied.

“Yeah, like that’s ever stopped her.” He laughed, slapped me on the back and drifted away again.

When I returned with the drinks the two women were already deep in an animated conversation about a man they had both worked with at different points in their careers. They were laughing easily, finishing each other’s observations, clearly enjoying one another’s company. The sight should have made me uneasy. Instead it produced a different reaction entirely. A low, unexpected throb settled in my groin. The thought surfaced unbidden: could Marta really turn straight women? Surely not. Yet the possibility lingered, sharp and disquieting, while the two of them continued to talk as if they had known each other for years.

In the months that followed the evening I had held those panties, certain images and sensations began to settle deep inside my mind and refuse to leave. The soft weight of the ivory satin against my fingers returned without warning. I found myself wondering, at odd moments during the day, what the fabric would feel like against my skin, how the lace would sit on my hips, what I might look like wearing them. The fantasy grew more elaborate. Sometimes I pictured Tara standing over me, calm and insistent, telling me to put them on. At other times the scene shifted and Marta was there as well, her arm around my wife, both of them looking down at me with quiet amusement while I stood exposed and ridiculous in the delicate underwear.

Sex with Tara began to suffer. I finished too quickly, or worse, I lost my erection halfway through because I was fighting so hard to push the intrusive thoughts away. My body seemed to punish the effort. I told myself, and Tara, that it was simply stress from work. I am not certain she believed me.

Something had shifted between us after that night in the bedroom. I sensed a quiet disappointment in her, perhaps even a thread of jealousy whose exact cause I could not name. She became more reserved, a little cooler in the small daily exchanges that had once been easy and warm. The change was subtle but persistent, and it left me unsettled in a way I could not easily dismiss.

The party was a disaster for me. I had hoped Tara would meet Marta, take an instant dislike to her, and tell me afterwards that I had nothing whatsoever to worry about. Instead she came back from their conversation bright-eyed and smiling, declaring that Marta was a great laugh, a real good time, and that they had already swapped numbers.

When Tara wandered off to speak to someone else she recognised, Marta turned to me with an easy grin.

“Your wife is so nice!”

“Please don’t,” I said quickly, the words out before I could soften them.

She cocked her head, genuine confusion on her face. “Huh?”

“Please don’t fuck my wife.” I sounded every bit as pathetic as I felt, like a man already conceding defeat before the match had even started.

Marta stared at me for a long second, reading my expression, my posture, the slight flush I could feel climbing my neck. Then a slow, knowing smirk spread across her mouth.

“Oh my god. You’ve been fantasising about me seducing your wife, haven’t you?”

My face gave me away completely. The heat in my cheeks answered for me.

“Oh, Terry, come on.” She laughed under her breath, the sound low and amused rather than mocking. “I like my job. And much as I think Tara is fucking hot, there is already more than enough dirt floating around about me to end my career for good if I give people half a reason. I need to behave. Much as it genuinely pains me to do so.”

“Pains you?” I managed.

“Are you kidding?” She giggled, eyes sparkling. “Tara is exactly my type. Long legs, smart mouth, that quiet confidence. You’re a lucky bastard.” She paused, studying me again with fresh interest. “Did you try the panties on yet?”

“No.”

“Scared?” The question was soft, almost gentle, and the smile that accompanied it held understanding rather than superiority.

“Tara challenged me after I told her what you’d said. I held them. I just… couldn’t put them on. I don’t think it would have mattered before, but with everything else circling around in my head…”

“I get it.” She reached out and gave my upper arm a brief, reassuring rub. “Relax.”

And somehow, for the first time in weeks, I did feel a little of the tension ease. Hearing her say she intended to behave felt like a small, solid piece of ground under my feet. Perhaps that reassurance would be enough to quiet the unwanted thoughts. Unfortunately my mouth decided not to cooperate.

“Well, that’s good,” I said, “because Tara told me she would never do anything with a woman anyway. The whole idea grosses her out.”

I watched the change happen in real time. Marta’s playful expression faltered. Her shoulders dropped a fraction.

“Oh, I so wish you hadn’t said that to me,” she sighed.

“Why?”

“Because that just makes me want her more.” She drew in a couple of quick, deliberate breaths, as if steadying herself. “No. No. I’m going to behave. I have to behave.”

My wife returned a few minutes later and the sudden tension between Marta and me eased at once. The two women fell back into easy conversation, this time about cosmetics and the growing fascination with Korean skincare and make-up. I stood slightly apart, half-listening, watching them.

It was always strange to observe two women talking like that. There was none of the careful physical distance men maintained. They touched without hesitation: a light brush of fingers on a forearm, a brief squeeze of the wrist to emphasise a point, a shared lean-in when something made them laugh. That casual contact fed the unwanted fantasies that had been circling in my head for weeks. Before I could stop it the most embarrassing thing possible began to happen. I felt myself harden inside my trousers.

Marta noticed first. Her gaze dropped for a fraction of a second, taking in the clear outline pressing against the fabric. She could not quite hide the small smile that followed, nor the way she briefly caught her lower lip between her teeth. The movement drew Tara’s attention. My wife followed Marta’s line of sight and her eyes widened. Disappointment and sharp embarrassment crossed her face in equal measure.

“Terry!” she hissed under her breath.

“No, it’s my fault,” Marta said smoothly. “I told him you were my type.”

Tara’s expression shifted at once. A pleased, almost flattered smile appeared. “Oh, am I? That’s so nice of you. I’m straight, of course, but it’s still lovely to be noticed.”

I could not help thinking that if a man had said the same thing she would have been irritated, possibly angry. Given the humiliating state of my own body I kept my mouth firmly shut.

“Well,” Marta replied, still smiling, “no woman is entirely straight.”

Tara’s answering smile stayed in place, yet a faint edge of condescension entered it. “Well, I am.”

“Um, okay. If you say so.” Marta’s tone remained light, but something darker had settled behind her eyes, as though a quiet challenge had just been accepted. I had the distinct and uneasy feeling that this particular exchange was not going to end well, at least not for me.

When we arrived home that night Tara barely waited until the front door was closed before she started on Marta.

All the time I had believed the two women were getting on well, it turned out they had been quietly competing. Every remark, every anecdote, every small observation, Tara felt, had somehow circled back to Marta herself, as if the entire evening existed only to revolve around her.

“Then there was that fucking embarrassing incident,” Tara said, turning on me fully now. “What the fuck, Terry? Getting an erection at a company party?”

“I’m sorry. I don’t know what came over me.”

“Fuck. I have never been so embarrassed in my life.”

“I’m really sorry.”

She stared at me, arms folded. “Does the idea of watching your wife get seduced by your boss turn you on that much?”

There was no clean way out of the question. Lying felt pointless. “Look, two women together does it for a lot of men. It does it for me.”

“Jesus, Terry. Fine. But not your own bloody boss.”

We left the subject there, yet the conversation did nothing to quiet the thoughts that kept circling. The weekend ahead was full of ordinary family commitments (the children’s activities, shopping, the usual domestic noise) and I hoped the busyness would push everything else aside. Instead the images returned whenever my mind was idle: Marta slowly, deliberately seducing Tara, and myself reduced to some secondary, obedient role in the middle of it. The more I tried to push the pictures away, the more insistently they settled back into place.

On Monday morning Marta made no effort to ease the situation.

“I still can’t believe you got hard at the party,” she said, already grinning as she dropped into the chair opposite my desk. “You men really are ridiculously easy to manipulate. Anyway, nothing would have happened. I got the distinct feeling your wife didn’t like me much.”

“See, that’s what I don’t understand,” I answered. “I was watching the two of you the whole time. You spent most of the evening together, laughing, joking, finishing each other’s stories. Then you both walk away with completely different impressions. What did I miss?”

She gave a short snort. “You’re a man, so pretty much everything. With women it comes down to body language and tone. Honestly, she was quite belittling in places. I took that as a challenge, so I pushed back a bit. Looking back, I probably came across as bitchy.”

I simply shook my head. I had noticed none of it. Why could women never just be direct? I once had a mate named Craig. When he was being a complete cunt I told him straight out that he was being a complete cunt. His reply was always the same: “Yeah, fair enough.”

Marta sighed and leaned back. “Maybe I should apologise. We swapped numbers, after all. I could text her.”

Something in her tone made me wary. “Not sure that’s necessary,” I muttered.

She looked up from her desk, already reaching for her phone. “Yeah, I’ll text her. Perhaps invite her for a drink, you know, as an apology.”

“Er…”

“Maybe we’ll talk properly, realise we have more in common than we first thought.” Her voice slowed, becoming almost dreamy. “Our hands will brush by accident. Our bare legs will touch under the table. She’ll feel a little spark she wasn’t expecting. And maybe…” Her eyes darkened with quiet amusement. “Just maybe she’ll lean in and kiss me.”

“Fuck,” I whispered, feeling my cock stiffen so sharply it pressed uncomfortably against the underside of the desk.

Marta burst out laughing, the sound bright and unrestrained. “You are so easy to manipulate it’s actually ridiculous.”

Thankfully she let the subject drop after that and we moved on to actual work. Only then did the tension in my body begin to ease.

It was not until the afternoon that we found ourselves sitting in the meeting room, waiting for the Global Account team of one of our major clients to join the call. Marta was smiling at her phone, thumbs moving steadily across the screen. Something about the way she chewed lightly on her lower lip, or absently brushed a strand of hair behind her ear while she typed, unsettled me.

“Something important?” I asked, mainly to check whether she could still focus on the meeting or needed a moment outside.

“I’m writing with your wife,” she replied, glancing up just long enough to catch my expression.

“No. Seriously?” The words came out sharper than I intended.

“Yeah. I apologised this morning and since then we’ve been swapping jokes. She’s funny.”

“You both have the same sense of humour,” I said. It was true. Tara’s humour was dark and often unsuitable for work. We regularly sent each other memes and sharp one-liners we found online, but she rarely had anyone else who matched that particular wavelength. Marta, it seemed, had filled the gap without effort.

That evening I raised the subject with Tara. She admitted, almost sheepishly, that she may have been too quick to judge Marta and that she herself had probably come across as a bit bitchy at the party. What surprised me more was the discovery that the messages continued after working hours. Marta was still texting her well into the evening.

I watched Tara as the conversation on her phone unfolded. Although she continued to insist she was completely straight, small changes began to appear. Her cheeks took on a faint flush. She chewed her lip while she smiled at the screen, a private, almost distracted expression I had rarely seen directed at anyone else. It was not something she normally did, and the longer I watched the more difficult it became to dismiss.

I was never the sort of person who snooped through another person’s phone, yet when a message notification lit up the screen and Tara was still in the bathroom I found myself glancing at it. The last line she had sent was clear enough: “Don’t knock it till you try it.”

I stared at the words for a second, wondering what exactly she was referring to. Lesbian sex? Almost certainly not something I would ever try myself. The phrase stayed with me anyway: Don’t knock it till you try it.

When Tara came back into the bedroom and climbed under the covers she read the new message, then turned to me with a thoughtful expression.

“Have you ever heard of a head spa?”

“Nope.”

“Apparently it’s a place where they massage your scalp and hair and do all sorts of treatments. I’m not sure I’d actually like it, but Marta swears by them. She says she wants to take me.”

I gave a small shrug, trying to keep my voice even. “Then go, I suppose.”

“You’re not going to be weird about it, are you?” She gave me one of those looks that said she already knew exactly what was circling in my head.

“No,” I scoffed, a little too quickly. Inside, my stomach had begun to churn. The question I could not quite silence was simple and persistent: would my boss really try to seduce my wife?

The next day Marta behaved as if nothing unusual were happening. She mentioned the head spa casually, confirming she would be taking Tara there that evening, and left the subject alone after that. Only when it was time to leave the office did she turn to me with a small, knowing smile.

“Whilst Tara and I are out tonight, I want you to remember something,” she said. “She told you she was straight. I guarantee that by the time she comes home her tune will have changed.” She grinned, then gave my shoulder a light slap that felt almost sympathetic, as if she already knew how the evening would end for me.

It was nearly eleven when Tara finally walked through the door. She was a little tipsy, cheerful and slightly flushed. She had left her car at the office and taken an Uber home. The head spa itself had been enjoyable, she told me, but afterwards they had gone for something to eat and then for a couple of drinks.

“She took me to a lesbian bar,” Tara said, giggling as she kicked off her shoes. “Honestly, it was the safest I have ever felt in a bar. Anywhere else I would be worrying about some man slipping something in my drink. Not there.”

“That’s good, honey,” I answered, keeping my voice steady.

I watched her at the dressing table as she smoothed cream into her skin. A private smile kept touching her mouth, as though she were replaying some particular moment. Then she turned to me suddenly.

“Oh, and honestly, I kind of get the whole lesbian thing now. Not that I would ever be a lesbian, but I understand it better. Men can be fairly useless when you look at it closely, and there is research that says a woman without a man will live longer while a man without a woman tends to die sooner. What I really mean is that when you watch two women together, and you see how easily we fall in love, being with another woman does not feel completely outside the realm of possibility. In that sense I suppose you could say most women are a little bisexual.”

Staring at my wife as she spoke, a cold clarity settled over me. This was no longer idle flirtation or workplace banter. Marta had made a decision. She was already, deliberately, seducing my wife.

The next morning I waited until the office was quiet enough, then asked Marta to step aside for a moment. Once we were out of easy earshot of the others I put the question to her directly.

“Are you seducing my wife?”

She looked at me with an expression of mild surprise, almost innocence, and shook her head.

“Don’t be silly,” she replied. “She’s seducing me.”


Three

Over the next month Tara and Marta became, to all appearances, the best of friends. They met for drinks after work, started going to the gym together several times a week, shared weekend brunches, and eventually Marta began appearing at our house as a regular visitor. I challenged her again on the claim that Tara was the one doing the seducing. Her answer was calm and, to me, more unsettling than any outright denial.

“Obviously Tara isn’t a lesbian,” she said. “But I get the strong impression she likes being wanted. She wants me to want her. It makes her feel good.” She paused, watching my face. “The problem for you is that her wanting to be wanted makes me want her more. And eventually that will turn into her genuinely wanting me.”

“But you told me you don’t break up marriages.”

“True.” Marta grinned. “I don’t. I also don’t want men hanging around inside those relationships. But that’s all right.”

“Why?”

“Because sissifying you will be easy.”

The confidence in her voice grated. At the same time it sent a sharp, unwilling heat through me that I could not ignore.

Throughout that month Marta kept me updated, almost casually, on the progress she believed she was making. From the way she described it I began to feel as though my marriage was already finished, merely waiting for the formal moment of collapse. At the gym Tara had moved from showering at home to using the facilities there. The showers grew longer. She took more care rinsing herself. According to Marta she had started glancing, then looking more openly. Marta gave it another week at most before the first kiss, and possibly more than a kiss.

When I tried to raise any of this with Tara her responses shifted over the weeks. At first she laughed and called me ridiculous. Later she became sharp and dismissive. More recently her tone had softened into something closer to curiosity.

“Would it really be so bad to try it once?” she asked me one evening. “You men are always fantasising about two women together. Shouldn’t I be allowed to see what the fuss is about? Especially if you were there to watch. Like a threesome?”

“Not with my boss!” I said, the words coming out closer to a whine than I liked.

“Of course not with your boss.” Tara laughed and rolled her eyes, as if the very idea were absurd.

“Then, sure, why not?”

A few days later the ground shifted again. Tara began suggesting that perhaps someone experienced, someone like Marta, would actually be the safer choice.

“After all,” she said, “she knows how to keep personal life separate from work, right?”

Did she? I was no longer certain.

I remained opposed. At least my head did. My body had other ideas, but I forced myself to listen to the part of me that could still see the long list of ways this could go wrong. I held the line and said no. At first she seemed to accept it.

The following night she sat down opposite me with a different expression.

“Honey, I want to try it, and I’ll only feel comfortable with Marta. Seeing as you’re uncomfortable with her being your boss, we decided it would be better if I did it alone first.”

The wording was careful and final. My permission no longer appeared to be required. She had already made the decision.

Something in me cracked. I started crying, the tears sudden and uncontrolled, and I begged her not to go through with it. She was gentle about it. She knelt in front of me, took both my hands, and asked why it frightened me so much. I tried to explain that Marta specialised in turning straight wives, that once she had her she would take her away from me completely. Tara only laughed, soft and dismissive, and told me she loved me, that this was simply about trying something once.

“But you said you would never do it,” I said, the anger rising now. “Then it became maybe. Then you said you would only do it with someone else and promised it wouldn’t be Marta. Now you’re desperate to do it with her. What’s really going on here?”

Her eyes widened. She looked anywhere but at me. She swallowed once, hard.

“I’m… sorry. I…”

“You have feelings for Marta,” I said.

There was a short, heavy silence. Then she nodded.

“I don’t know why. It just happened.”

“If you sleep with her those feelings will only get stronger,” I told her. “There won’t be any room left for me.”

“I promise…”

“Don’t.” The word came out sharp. “Don’t lie to me. You already promised this wouldn’t happen, and here we are. Your promises don’t mean anything to me any more.”

“I’m sorry,” she whispered. “I’ll stop seeing her. I’ll… I’m sorry.”

“Good.”

The next day Marta actually smiled at me when I walked in, as if nothing of consequence had happened the night before.

“You’re stronger than I gave you credit for,” she said. The compliment felt deliberate, almost testing.

I sat at my desk and watched her work for a while. The more I looked at her the clearer it became that I could not continue like this. The constant proximity, the slow erosion of everything familiar, had become too much.

“I’m going to quit,” I said.

Marta rolled her eyes without even looking up from her screen.

“No, I’m serious. You’re good at the job and I respect that, but this is too much for me. I want you to leave me and my wife alone.”

She still said nothing. Instead she stood, walked across the office, and turned the lock on the door with a soft, final click. Then she came towards me. I stayed in my chair, watching, as she reached under her skirt, hooked her thumbs into the waistband of a pair of red silk panties, and drew them down her legs. She stepped out of them, lifted the warm fabric, and pulled it over my head so that the damp gusset settled firmly across my nose and mouth. The scent was immediate and intimate. For reasons I could not explain I did not try to remove them.

“You’re not quitting, Terry,” she said, her voice low and even. “Because you are mine now. Tara is mine too. You’re sitting there with my lacy panties on your face, breathing in the smell of my cunt, feeling how wet I already am for this, and you know that even if you walked out of this building today you would never stop thinking about me and what might have happened. Here’s the truth. I had you from the moment you first learned about my particular habits. You haven’t been able to stop thinking about me since, even though you know I’m a lesbian. But you’re also a little stupid. I told you I am sexually a lesbian, yes. That doesn’t mean I don’t like married couples. I don’t break them up. I would love to find a couple willing to take me as their third. Yes, I prefer my men to be sissies, but that doesn’t mean I discard them once their wives become lesbians. And I do mean lesbians, not bisexual.”

Her hand pressed the wet gusset more firmly against my face, rubbing it slowly back and forth. Then she used two fingers to push a portion of the silk between my lips, in and out, in and out, until the taste of her was sharp on my tongue.

“Now,” she said, “get undressed. Put your underpants in the bin and put these panties on like a good sissy.”

I gulped and did exactly as she ordered. While I stripped and stepped into the red silk panties she picked up her phone and called Tara, putting the conversation on speaker. Tears ran freely down my face as I listened to Marta calmly explain what she had just done and why.

“Terry?” my wife’s voice came through the speaker, quieter than usual. “Are you okay?”

“Y-yes. I’m… scared.”

“Me too, honey. But let’s see where this takes us.”

I stood there dazed, the soft material already settling around my arse and cupping my cock and balls. The sensation was immediate and disorienting. Marta had been right about everything. The fabric felt extraordinary against newly sensitive skin, and with it came a strange lightness, as if some heavy responsibility had been lifted and replaced by the simpler fact of being controlled.

That evening Marta came home with me. She sat at the table with my family exactly as she had on previous visits and ate dinner without any outward sign that anything had changed. When the children finally went upstairs to bed I watched her lean in and kiss Tara. The kiss was slow and unhurried. Their hands moved over each other, exploring, confirming. After a minute Tara took Marta’s hand and began leading her towards the stairs. She glanced back at me.

“Follow us.”

In the bedroom she turned to me again while Marta began undressing in the corner.

“Go and shower. Shave your body. I’ll leave things out for you to wear.”

“Yes, Tara.”

I stood under the hot water shivering despite the heat, nerves running through every muscle. Everything was happening too quickly, yet I already knew there was no reversing it. The decision had been taken out of my hands, and some part of me, the part that had been circling these thoughts for months, no longer wanted it reversed.

When I walked into the bedroom the clothes were already waiting for me on the sideboard: white stockings, white panties, a white suspender belt and a short pink nightie. On the bed Tara was already lost in Marta. My wife’s mouth was locked on one of Marta’s smaller breasts, sucking steadily at the nipple while her fingers worked between Marta’s thighs, stroking and circling with growing confidence. Tara had thrown herself into this without hesitation, as if some long-buried instinct had simply taken over. There was no awkwardness, no tentative exploration. She was all in.

It took me longer than I expected to get dressed. The stockings were more difficult to attach to the suspender clips than I had imagined, my fingers clumsy with nerves. Once everything was finally in place I stood there in the soft pink nightie, the white lace and satin framing my shaved body. Marta looked across at me and smiled, slow and approving.

“Come here,” she said.

I had assumed she only wanted me to watch. Instead she beckoned me closer and, as a quiet reward for having obeyed without complaint, guided my head down to her other breast. While Tara continued to lick and suck at her pussy, I took the remaining nipple into my mouth. Marta’s hand rested lightly on the back of my head, not forcing, simply holding me there as the two of us attended to her at the same time.

“I want him in panties in the office from now on,” Marta told my wife.

“Yes, Marta,” Tara answered at once, the obedience in her voice quiet and complete.

As the evening continued any remaining hesitation my wife might have felt about being with another woman simply vanished. The need for Marta’s touch, for the press of her lips, for the taste of her skin, grew more obvious with every passing minute. When the two of them looked at each other I could see it clearly: Marta had already won. Somehow, long before the first kiss, she had made Tara fall in love with her. I still did not understand how it had happened so thoroughly, yet the truth of it was unmistakable. In that moment Tara needed Marta, and she would do almost anything she asked.

Even so, Marta never allowed me to feel entirely excluded.

“Put some make-up on and you can kiss me,” she said.

I did not hesitate. I had no real idea what I was doing, but I went to the dressing table and did my best with the limited products Tara kept there. When I returned I must have looked ridiculous, the colour uneven and too bright, yet Marta accepted me without comment. She pulled me in and I felt her tongue slide into my mouth, slow and deliberate, moving against my own. The kiss was deep and unhurried. When I finally glanced across at Tara, half-expecting jealousy, I found only a soft smile and a look of quiet gratitude in her eyes.

“Tara, do you have a dildo?” Marta asked.

“Yes.” My wife almost ran to the underwear drawer and pulled out the flesh-coloured toy, noticeably thicker and longer than I was. I had assumed Marta intended to use it on Tara. Instead she brought it straight to my mouth.

“Come on, baby, suck it,” she whispered, voice low and filthy. “It’s just us here. No judgement. Suck the cock.”

I opened for her. She smiled with open pride as she fed more of the thick shaft between my lips, pushing steadily until it pressed against the back of my throat. I gagged once, eyes watering, yet I kept taking it. Across the bed Tara watched, lips parted, a soft gasp escaping her as she saw how much of the dildo disappeared into my mouth.

“You like it, don’t you, baby?” Marta murmured. “It’s all right. We’re all friends here. You’ll do anything for me, won’t you? Such a good girl. I’m so proud of you.”

Every soft, approving word sank straight into me. My skin prickled. I wanted to please her more.

“Honey?” Marta glanced at Tara. “Lube?”

“Sure.” Tara giggled, already reaching for the bottle.

“Your wife is going to fuck you now,” Marta told me, still holding the saliva-slick dildo near my lips. “And while she does, I want you to eat my pussy. I want you to taste your boss. Your Mistress. Is that okay, sweetie?”

“Yes… y-yes, Mistress,” I answered, nodding.

“Good. Get on all fours for me, baby.”

I moved into position at once, the white panties stretched tight across my arse, the pink nightie hanging forward.

“Oh, you are such a good little girl, aren’t you, sissy?” Marta purred, stroking the back of my head. “I’m so very proud of you. You make me proud every day, but never as proud as this.”

Her voice was hypnotic. Each praise left me weaker, more eager, as if the words themselves were undoing me.

“Now, Tara honey, be very gentle with our precious girl, all right?” Marta said, eyes locked on mine.

“Of course, Marta.”

“Mistress, please, Tara. I own you both now. Do not forget your place or I will need to punish you. Is that clear, honey?”

“I’m so sorry, Mistress,” my wife answered quickly. “Of course.”

“That’s all right for now. You’re new to this.” Marta leaned over and stroked Tara’s cheek with surprising tenderness. “Once you have enough lubricant on it, enter her slowly and carefully.”

Marta took both of my hands in hers and held them firmly, her eyes locked on mine as I felt the thick head of the dildo press against me. The pressure was intense. For a long moment it seemed impossible that it would go in. Then, suddenly, the resistance gave way and the shaft slid forward. A sharp, stinging burn radiated through me.

“Ah! Ow!” I hissed through my teeth.

“It’s all right, baby. It’s only the first time,” Marta said, voice soft and steady. “Big-girl breaths now. Pant for me. That’s it. Be a strong girl for Mummy. You can do it.”

I kept my eyes on hers while the cock continued to push deeper. She never stopped talking, telling me what a good girl I was, how lucky I was to take such a thick cock on my very first try, how proud she already felt.

“This is your cock now,” she said. “Whenever your Mummies play, you will watch and you will fuck yourself with this. That is how you get your cummies, like a proper good girl. I’m so proud of you, baby. Aren’t you proud, Tara? Aren’t you proud of our precious girl?”

“I’m so proud of you, Terry-bear,” my wife answered, already beginning to work the dildo in and out of me with careful strokes. “You’re such a wonderful girl.”

“You can lick me a little,” Marta said.

I dropped my mouth to her at once, tongue sliding through the wet heat of her cunt. She tasted sharp and rich and addictive, but she only allowed me a short time there before she spoke again.

“Now, baby, what I need you to do is go over to that bamboo chair. Take your dildo with you. Then sit and watch while Mummy takes care of Tara. Do not stop fucking yourself. All right? Are you a good little girl?”

“Yes, Mistress!” The words came out eager and breathless.

“Yes, you are. Go on now. Hop. Take the dildo out, walk over, and put it back in once you’re sitting properly.”

I obeyed. I eased the thick shaft out of myself, walked the short distance on slightly unsteady legs, and settled into the chair with my legs raised so I could push the cock back inside. From there I watched the two women. They kissed deeply, hands roaming, then shifted into a sixty-nine. Tara’s mouth worked between Marta’s thighs while Marta returned the favour with equal hunger. Their bodies moved together, wet sounds filling the room, until both of them were moaning and then crying out as one orgasm after another rolled through them. All the while I kept the dildo moving in and out of my own arse exactly as I had been told.

Sometimes I found my hand drifting towards my cock without thinking. Marta stopped it every time with a quiet word or a firm look. After a while even Tara began correcting me, telling me calmly that I was no longer allowed to touch my clitty.

By three in the morning the three of us were asleep in a tangled heap of limbs. No one suggested Marta should leave. No one questioned the arrangement. We simply slept together, and when the usual alarm went off in the morning we woke still pressed close.

Without any discussion Marta and Tara went into the bathroom and showered together. I dressed carefully, the white stockings and panties hidden beneath my ordinary trousers, and drove Marta back to her flat so she could change for work.

“Come in,” she said when we arrived. “You can watch me get changed. If you’re a good girl I’ll let you lick my pussy.” She smiled, already unbuttoning her blouse. Who was I to refuse?

“Did you enjoy it?” she asked once we were inside, meaning the night before.

“Of course I did. I never thought I wouldn’t enjoy it. I’m just scared.”

“What are you scared of?”

“Losing my wife. Losing my kids.”

“I promise that won’t happen.”

“Losing my job,” I added.

She tilted her head, considering. “That might happen, if you end up becoming our full-time sissy slave. But I won’t make you do anything you don’t want to do. Now take your clothes off so I can see the stockings and panties on you, and then lick me.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good girl,” she said, the grin returning.

It felt bizarre to be on my knees in lingerie, tongue working between my boss’s thighs, yet somehow it did not feel wrong. What still puzzled me was the contradiction. She had always described herself as a lesbian, yet she showed no hesitation in letting me lick her. I kept the question to myself and continued, tasting her, breathing her in.

After a while she decided I had earned a treat. She eased my head away, walked to a drawer, and took out a large black dildo already fitted to a harness. One end of the toy slid into her own body; the straps tightened around her hips until the thick shaft jutted firmly in front of her.

“Hands and knees, sweetie,” she purred, picking up a jar of lubricant and coming towards me.

I moved into position at once. This time I knew what the stretch would feel like, and the knowledge only made me want it more. The fact that the cock was connected to her, that it was her hips that would drive it, made the whole thing feel more intimate, more claimed.

She coated the shaft, lined it up, and pushed forward in one long, unbroken stroke. The dildo filled me slowly but without pause until it was buried deep. A long, helpless moan left my throat as the pressure and the fullness returned. Pleasure rolled through me almost immediately.

I began begging her to fuck me, the words tumbling out without thought.

“Such a good girl,” she sang, already setting a steady rhythm, “begging me without even being told. We’re going to have so much fun together.”

She fucked me harder, hips snapping forward, the harness creaking softly with every thrust.

“Yes, Mistress! Yes!” I cried, pushing back to meet her, never wanting the feeling to stop.

We talked in the office. I had a million questions and Marta answered every one of them with calm, almost casual honesty.

My biggest worry was the future of my relationship with Tara. Marta was clear. She had no interest in watching me fuck my wife, and she admitted she was quite possessive. Preferable, she said, would be that when she was not present I was not intimate with Tara at all.

“Ideally, don’t even sleep together,” she suggested.

She also pointed out that it had only been one night, far too soon to lock anything in place. Still, her longer vision was already formed. Over time Tara would become her girlfriend and, eventually, her wife.

“What about me?” I asked.

“You will be our sissy slave.” She gave a small shrug, as if the answer were obvious. “I don’t break up marriages, not in the way most people mean. Legally, yes, I would want her to be my wife. But not if that meant she simply dumped you.”

“But why keep me around at all?”

“I like toys.” She smiled, the expression both warm and faintly predatory. “Just think what I could do with you. My own private doll to dress, to use, to play with whenever I feel like it.”

Suddenly the shape of everything became clear. I was not going to be discarded. I was going to be kept. A toy. A pet. Something owned.

If I had imagined the working day would somehow return to normal and that Marta would behave professionally, I had clearly learned nothing. Throughout the hours that followed she treated the office as an extension of the previous night.

She called me over repeatedly to look at her phone. One moment it was online shops specialising in sissy dresses; she scrolled through frilly pink and white outfits, asking which style would suit me best and whether I preferred short skirts or longer ones that would brush my thighs. Next came lingerie sets: soft satin panties, matching bras, suspender belts, stockings in every shade of white, ivory and pale pink. She made me choose favourites and added them to her basket while I stood there in ordinary trousers, the hidden panties already damp against my skin.

At one point she opened a video of two men and turned the screen towards me.

“How do you feel about becoming gay?” she asked, watching my face carefully while the footage played. “Not that you need to. I just like knowing where your head is.”

I had no coherent answer. The images unsettled me and aroused me at the same time.

She pinched my backside whenever she passed my desk, quick, sharp little nips that made me jump and left a lingering sting. In the afternoon, after I made a single typo in a report, she called me into her office, locked the door, and bent me over her knee. She spanked me firmly, the sound of her hand on the seat of my trousers loud in the quiet room, while she told me in a soft, almost affectionate voice that good girls paid attention to detail.

Every action was a red flag. Every touch, every order, every casual display of ownership should have made me walk out. Instead my extreme horniness simply absorbed it all. I stayed, face flushed, cock straining inside the panties, and let her continue.

Things did not improve at home. I walked through the door hoping for a proper conversation, a chance to talk about how we both felt and where any of this was heading. Tara had other plans. She took my hand the moment I arrived and led me straight upstairs.

“I bought something today,” she said. In the bedroom she opened a bag and lifted out a thick, realistic strap-on already fitted to a black harness. “Get on the bed. On your hands and knees.”

I obeyed. She locked the door, stripped the trousers and panties off me, and buckled the harness around her hips with practised ease. The cock jutted out, heavy and insistent. She coated it with lube, positioned herself behind me, and pushed in without much warning. The stretch was immediate and deep. I gasped as the full length forced its way inside.

“No more fucking me, sissy,” she snarled, one hand fisting in my hair and yanking my head back so I had to look at the headboard. “Marta is my Mistress now. But that was what you really wanted this whole time, wasn’t it?”

“Yes, Mistress!” I cried out as she began to fuck me in earnest.

She pulled harder on my hair with every thrust, forcing my back to arch. The strap-on slammed into me again and again, the wet slap of her hips against my arse filling the room. She sneered down at me, face flushed with both effort and something colder.

“I’m a lesbian now,” she said between thrusts, voice sharp and almost triumphant. “Do you understand that? Marta flipped me. Completely. I don’t want your cock. I don’t want any man’s cock. I only want her. And you… you’re just the sissy who gets used while she takes what’s hers.”

She drove into me harder, the thick shaft punching deep on every stroke. My arms trembled. Tears of strain and reluctant pleasure gathered in my eyes. She kept the grip on my hair tight, using it like a rein, and never once softened her expression.

“This is what you are now,” she panted. “Our toy. Our little pantied bitch. And you’re going to take every inch of this cock whenever I decide you need it.”

I could only moan and push back, the words “Yes, Mistress” spilling from me over and over while she continued to bang me six ways from Sunday.

Marta moved in with us two months later. I was relocated to the spare room. The children were told, in carefully chosen language, that Mummy was a lesbian now and that I would be staying on to help around the house. They accepted the explanation with the easy indifference of teenagers and asked almost no follow-up questions. By that point I had already come out to them as a transvestite and no longer wore male clothes at home. The transition had been gradual but thorough: skirts, blouses, make-up, the full daily presentation of a sissy under Marta and Tara’s shared authority.

Eventually I was told I needed to come out as transgender at work as well. Marta no longer wished to see me in anything masculine. I had once said I was thankful to her for progressing my career, and that remained true.

The newly appointed Chief Compliance Officer was none other than Mary Goodall, formerly Jack’s PA. She was looking for a Director of Compliance and needed someone who understood the business but could also help demonstrate a genuine commitment to diversity. The moment she learned of my feminisation she offered me the role. It was a significant step up in both responsibility and salary.

There was, of course, more to the decision. Mary was keen to avoid any future legal exposure arising from Marta’s behaviour. Because the three of us were now effectively an item, I could no longer report to Marta. Mary and HR called Marta in for a thorough dressing-down. Both Tara and I spoke on her behalf. Marta stated clearly that she was in love with Tara and finished with casual conquests. In the end the company settled for a formal written warning and allowed her to remain.

So I reported for duty on my first day as Director wearing a sleek pink dress that ended above the knee, a blonde wig, black high heels and black stockings. Mary walked into my new office, looked me up and down, and smiled.

“I hope you are a good sissy and know how to behave,” she said softly.

“Yes, Mistress Mary,” I answered, unable to keep the small grin from my face.

“Good girl.” She winked once and left.

Yes. I was going to enjoy being a sissy.

The End


The Middle Seat

One

When my husband booked the flight with the flag carrier, he insisted we didn’t need to pay for seats. This wasn’t some cheap low-cost airline, he said. They would put us together.

Sure enough, we ended up on the same row of three. I took the window. Martin took the aisle. He sat in the middle for a moment, ready to offer it to whoever arrived, certain no one would refuse an aisle seat for a middle one.

Wrong.

“Hey man, you’re in my seat,” said the big Black man when he arrived.

“Oh, yes, sorry. This is my wife. Would you mind swapping with me? You can have the aisle,” Martin offered.

The tall man eyed me, smirking. His gaze travelled over my long, exposed white legs under the pale yellow summer dress, lingered on the swell of my C-cup breasts beneath the ruched top, and took in my long blonde hair. I recognised a pervert when I saw one. I had to admit those huge muscles stretching the black T-shirt made me look twice as well.

“Sorry man, I kinda want that seat,” the deep voice replied.

“Seriously? It’s my wife, man…”

“Yeah, still. It’s my seat. Thanks.”

Martin did what he always did. I loved him, but after five years I knew him well. He was no fighter. A skinny, geeky man who couldn’t even push for a promotion at work. This time was no different. We were facing a six-hour flight home and I would have a huge hunk beside me. Still, I needed to be the good wife.

“It’s a bit weird though,” I said as the man sat down. “You could just take the aisle.”

“I paid for this seat,” he answered. “You two could’ve paid to sit together.”

“True,” I mumbled.

He was too big for the middle seat. He had to manspread; there was no other way. His knee pressed against mine.

As the flight took off, Martin fell asleep while I tried to watch a film. Once the aircraft reached cruising altitude I felt fingers gently trace my leg. Two fingertips brushed my smooth thigh.

I shifted away, hoping the message was clear, but I said nothing. The fingers returned. Then his hand closed over my thigh and gripped it.

“Stop it! That’s grossly inappropriate!” I hissed, keeping my voice low.

He didn’t stop.

His hand slid higher under the hem of my dress, the rough pad of his thumb brushing the sensitive skin of my inner thigh. Then those thick fingers found the front of my knickers and began to rub, slow and deliberate, right over my clit. The thin cotton was already damp. I clenched my thighs shut on instinct, but all it did was trap his hand there, pressing him more firmly against me.

A moment later the fingers slipped beneath the gusset. Two of them pushed straight into my pussy, thick and insistent, stretching me as they curled.

“Oh…” The sound escaped before I could stop it. “Oh… stop, please.”

“No.” The word was a low rumble against my ear. His other hand came up, large and heavy, and closed over my breast through the thin fabric of the dress, squeezing hard enough that I felt the ache bloom under his palm.

“Excuse me… would you please get off my wife?” Martin’s voice was barely above a whisper, the same careful, don’t-make-a-scene tone he used when the neighbours played their music too loud.

“Shut up, Martin.” I hissed the words without looking at him. Pleasure was coiling tight and filthy in my belly, overriding everything else. “Just shut up and let him.”

“Wh… what?”

I didn’t answer. The stranger’s mouth found mine, hot and claiming, and any last scrap of resistance left me. My arms went around his broad shoulders of their own accord, pulling him closer even as his fingers worked deeper inside me, the heel of his hand grinding against my clit with every stroke. We were in the middle of a packed aircraft cabin. Anyone who glanced over might see. The thought only made the heat spike harder.

I was being molested by a complete stranger and I was letting it happen, fucking welcoming it. The climax hit without warning. I buried my face against the side of his thick neck to muffle the broken sound that tore out of me, body locking tight around his fingers as the waves rolled through.

When the last tremor faded he withdrew his hand, glistening, and pressed those same fingers to my lips. I stared into his dark eyes and opened my mouth, sucking them clean without being told. The taste of myself was sharp on my tongue.

Only then did he release me. I sank back into the seat with a shaky, contented sigh, legs still trembling, not daring to look across at my husband. I could feel the weight of his horror without needing to see his face.

Meal service arrived, but my husband said he wasn’t hungry. He ordered a single shot of whisky instead and sat nursing it in silence, staring at the seatback in front of him. I, on the other hand, was ravenous. My body felt light and warm, still humming from the orgasm the stranger had wrung out of me. Every bite of the plastic tray meal tasted better than it had any right to. I was hungry, happy, and indecently content.

The man beside me said nothing. He didn’t need to. Now and then his heavy hand settled on my thigh, squeezing, or his thick fingers brushed the bare skin just above my knee as if reminding me he could do whatever he liked. Each casual touch sent a fresh pulse of heat between my legs.

Once the trolley had gone and the cabin lights dimmed for the night flight, he leaned across and spoke quietly to Martin.

“Let me out.”

Martin stood without a word, his face pale. The big man stepped into the aisle, then looked down at me.

“Follow me.”

I rose at once. There was no hesitation left in me. My knickers were still soaked, my pussy still twitching with the memory of his fingers, and the only thing I wanted was more of him.

“Where are you going?” Martin hissed, catching at my wrist.

I pulled free and ignored him, trailing the broad back of the man who had already made me come once with nothing but his hand.

He waited until the galley was clear, then opened the lavatory door, pushed me inside and locked it behind us. The space was tiny, the air already warm. His mouth crashed onto mine at once, tongue pushing deep, and I fumbled desperately at his belt and the button of his trousers. I had to see him. I needed to know how big the cock was that had just claimed the middle seat and my body with equal entitlement.

When I got the zip down and freed him, the sight punched the air from my lungs. He was massive: thick as a beer can, long and heavy, the dark head already glistening. Easily more than twice the size of Martin. A low, hungry sound escaped me. I dropped onto the closed toilet lid, took him in both hands and sucked him into my mouth as if I were starving. I gagged almost at once, but I forced myself lower, eyes watering, desperate to take as much of that thick shaft as I could. The salty taste of him, the stretch of my lips, the sheer impossibility of fitting it all only made me wetter.

He let me struggle for a minute, then hauled me up, spun me to face the small mirror and yanked my dress up over my hips. My pink knickers were peeled down my thighs, the gusset dark and shiny with my own arousal. He kicked my feet apart, lined himself up and pushed that enormous cock straight into me in one long, relentless thrust.

I was soaked enough that my body opened for him, but the stretch still burned beautifully. He filled every inch, the blunt head kissing my cervix as his hips met my arse. Then he started to fuck me properly, hard and deep, the wet slap of skin loud in the confined space. One huge hand clamped over my mouth to muffle the broken cries I couldn’t stop. The other braced against the wall beside my head. Each brutal stroke dragged over the place inside me that made my knees threaten to buckle.

I came hard the first time within a minute, body clamping around that thick intrusion, a muffled scream vibrating against his palm. He didn’t slow. He kept pounding me through it, using my orgasm to force himself even deeper, and the second climax tore through me almost at once, longer and sharper, leaving me shaking and dripping around him.

Only then did his rhythm break. He drove in to the hilt and held there, cock pulsing as thick, hot ropes of cum flooded me. I felt every spurt, the heat spreading deep. Martin and I had been trying for a baby for months; I wasn’t on any birth control. The thought should have terrified me. Instead a breathless little giggle slipped out against his hand.

He eased his palm away and looked at me in the mirror, still buried inside me, still twitching.

“What’s funny?”

“I’m not on the pill,” I whispered, voice hoarse. “We were trying.”

His low laugh rumbled through both of us. He gave one last lazy thrust, pushing his cum deeper, and the filthy thrill of it made me clench around him all over again.

“What’s your name?” I asked him, still catching my breath, the sticky heat of his cum already beginning to leak down the inside of my thigh.

“Dom.”

“Appropriate.” I smiled, tasting the irony. “Do you often go around molesting women on flights?”

“Nope. Just you.”

The simple answer sent another low throb through me. “Why me?”

“Because you looked like you needed it.” His dark eyes moved over my flushed face, my still-rucked dress, the faint marks his fingers had left on my thigh. “And you’re my type. Pretty little married thing with a husband who won’t fight for her.”

“I’m married,” I said, though the words sounded weaker than I intended.

“For now.” He smirked, the expression slow and certain, as if the future had already been decided.

We left the lavatory one after the other. The cabin was quiet, most passengers already dozing under their thin blankets. Martin stood the moment he saw us, face tight with a mixture of anger and fear. He reached for my arm the second I stepped into the row, fingers digging in as he tried to pull me close and demand answers.

Dom simply pushed his hand away, the movement casual and absolute. One hard look was all it took. Martin’s shoulders dropped and he stepped back into the aisle seat without another word.

Dom settled into the middle once more, then held something out to my husband: my discarded pink satin knickers, still damp and crumpled.

“Go put these on,” Dom ordered, voice low but carrying. “Throw your own undies away.”

Martin stared at the soft scrap of fabric as if it might burn him. “Why would I…”

“Just do it, Martin.” The snap in my own voice surprised me. Heat flooded my cheeks, but the order felt right, necessary. I wanted him to obey. I wanted him diminished.

My husband made a small, shocked sound in his throat. Then, face burning, he took the knickers from Dom’s hand and walked stiffly towards the lavatory at the front of the cabin, leaving Dom and me alone in the row once more.

I could feel his cum slowly drizzling out of my pussy, warm and thick, soaking into the fabric of my dress where I sat. The sticky wetness spread between my thighs with every small shift, a constant filthy reminder of what he had done to me in the lavatory. Dom simply wrapped one heavy arm around my shoulders and drew me against his chest as if we had every right to be that close.

We spent most of the remaining flight like that, mouths locked in long, lazy kisses that grew more urgent whenever the cabin crew passed. His tongue claimed mine without hurry. His free hand slipped beneath the blanket he had pulled over us and found its way between my legs again. Thick fingers stroked through the mess he had left inside me, then settled on my swollen clit and worked it in slow, deliberate circles until I came with a muffled whimper against his mouth, body trembling, more of his seed pushed out onto the seat.

Martin sat rigid in the aisle seat, eyes fixed forward, whisky long finished. He didn’t speak. He didn’t look at us. The horror on his face was plain even in the half-light.

When the cabin lights were finally dimmed for the night and the soft chorus of snoring began, Dom’s hand left my thigh and settled on the back of my neck instead. The pressure was gentle but unmistakable. I understood. Without a word I slipped the blanket lower, bent across his lap and freed that massive cock from his open trousers. It was already half-hard again, heavy and still faintly glistening. I took him into my mouth at once, lips stretching around the thick head, and began to suck him with slow, wet strokes.

I could feel Martin’s stare burning into the side of my face. The knowledge that my husband was watching every bob of my head, every quiet wet sound, only made me wetter. I hollowed my cheeks and took him deeper, gagging softly when the blunt tip nudged the back of my throat, then pulling back to lick and suck the underside as if I were starving for it. Dom’s fingers tightened in my hair, guiding me, and a low sound of approval rumbled in his chest.

Something had broken inside me on that flight. Until today I had never cheated on Martin. I had never even imagined it. I loved him. That much was still true. But Dom had reached into the quiet, obedient part of me and torn something open. Suddenly the life I had been content with felt small and grey. I wanted more. I wanted the size of him, the weight of his hands, the way he took without asking and left me shaking and full. I wanted the dark thrill of my husband’s horror while I sucked another man’s cock right beside him.

And I kept sucking, slow and deep, until Dom’s hips flexed and he filled my mouth with a second thick load of cum that I swallowed without hesitation, all while Martin sat frozen in the aisle seat and pretended the world had not just ended.

“Give me your address and phone number.”

Dom’s voice was quiet but absolute. I didn’t hesitate. My fingers moved across his phone screen, typing both without a second thought, as if the decision had already been made hours earlier when his cock first stretched me open.

After we landed and collected our bags from the carousel, the three of us stood for a moment in the noisy arrivals hall. Dom pulled me against him and kissed me properly, deep and claiming, one large hand cradling the back of my head while the other rested low on my hip. I melted into it, tasting him, already aching for more. When he finally drew back he looked only at me.

“I need to take care of some things,” he said. “Then I’ll come over tomorrow. Be ready for me.”

He turned to Martin. The change in his expression was immediate and cold.

“You better be shaved from top to bottom by the time I arrive. And you’d better behave. If I find out you’ve been complaining, or crying, or trying to talk her out of anything, I am going to beat your arse black and blue. You got that?”

Martin’s throat worked. He nodded quickly, eyes wide.

“I think you wanted to say, Yes Sir, right?”

“Er… y-yes, s-sir.” The words came out thin and shaky.

Dom gave a short, satisfied nod and started to turn away. Something sharp and needy twisted inside me. I couldn’t let him leave like that. I caught his wrist, pulled the big Black man back to me and wrapped both arms around his neck, rising onto my toes.

“I’ll miss you,” I said, loud enough for Martin to hear every syllable.

Dom’s hands settled on my waist. He leaned in close, lips brushing my ear so that only I could catch the lower words at first, then raising his voice just enough.

“Take charge, Sarah. Make sure he’s in panties and a bra at the very least when I get there. Make sure he behaves. Don’t be afraid to hit him if he needs it.”

I smiled up at him, slow and seductive, the last traces of the old obedient wife already gone.

“I will,” I promised. “I promise.”

As Dom walked away through the crowded arrivals hall, I watched the broad line of his back until he disappeared into the press of people. Only then did I turn to my husband.

Martin stood beside the luggage trolley looking smaller than I had ever seen him, eyes red-rimmed and uncertain. I felt no pity. The wet ache between my legs and the slow trickle of Dom’s cum still sliding down my thigh had burned something clean out of me.

“Pick up the bags and carry them to the car,” I said, voice level and cold. “I don’t want to hear a peep from you. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Sarah.”

The familiar, soft way he said my name made something flare hot and sharp behind my ribs.

“Excuse me?” I snapped.

For a second he only stared, confusion plain on his face. Then the realisation landed. Colour drained from his cheeks. His throat bobbed as he swallowed.

“Yes, Mistress.”


Two

The drive home was silent and thick with tension. Martin sat rigid in the passenger seat, hands clenched on his thighs, staring straight ahead. I could almost hear the frantic argument spinning inside his head, the desperate search for the right words that might somehow undo the last six hours. Every so often his mouth would open as if he were about to speak, then close again without a sound.

I knew what I had done was wrong. I knew it was completely insane to hand myself over to a man who had brazenly molested me on a plane and then fucked me senseless in a tiny lavatory. Yet none of that knowledge could touch the fierce, electric aliveness racing through my veins. It felt as though I had swallowed some powerful drug that had dragged me out of a long grey nightmare and dropped me into a vivid, dangerous dreamworld where every nerve ending was awake and hungry.

When we finally pulled into the driveway I killed the engine and turned to him.

“Unpack the bags, then strip and go wait in the bathroom.”

“Sarah, please.” His voice cracked. “Just please. Can we talk?”

I folded my arms across my chest and leaned back against the driver’s door. “Fine. Talk.”

He swallowed hard. “Why are you doing this? Why did you let him do that to you?”

“Because you’re a wimp.” The words came out flat and certain. “You let him do it when you could have stopped him.”

“He’s huge!”

“He was molesting me on a fucking plane, Martin. You could have gone to the cabin crew. You could have raised your voice. You did nothing. You didn’t even try. As far as I’m concerned I’m done with you as an equal.” I held his gaze without blinking. “You are still my husband. I accepted you for better or for worse, and frankly I think divorcing you would be a huge mistake because I do love you. But you know as well as I do that if we carry on the way we were, we’re heading straight into a dead-end marriage. I don’t fully understand what I’m doing here. I only know that flight was the most alive I have ever felt… and you were right there beside me while it happened.”

Martin stared at me, mouth hanging open, the colour draining from his face. For a long moment he simply sat there, breathing shallowly. I watched the last scraps of resistance flicker and die behind his eyes. He wanted to shout no. He wanted to tell me to fuck off. He wanted to demand a divorce and walk out of the car.

He did none of those things.

His shoulders slumped. When he finally spoke, the word was quiet and defeated.

“Yes, Mistress.”

The sadness in his tone was unmistakable, yet he still climbed out of the car, collected the bags, and carried them inside. A few minutes later I heard the bathroom door close. He was waiting, naked, exactly as ordered.

I shaved his whole body for him in the bathroom, the razor gliding over pale skin that had never held much hair to begin with. Chest, stomach, arse, legs, even the sparse growth around his cock and balls. I worked methodically, rinsing the blade under the tap between strokes, until he was smooth as a boy. I knew exactly what Dom was aiming for. I had heard of sissification before, the idea of turning a man into a soft, feminised plaything, and until today it had never held any real interest for me. Now the thought alone sent a deep, steady throb through my cunt. Panties and a bra would not be enough. I wanted Martin in stockings, a nightgown, proper make-up. I wanted him looking like the weak, pretty little thing he had already proved himself to be.

Of course Martin understood none of it. Tears kept sliding down his cheeks while I tried to paint his eyes, smudging the liner and forcing me to wipe it off and start again. The constant soft sobbing only fed the anger coiling in my chest. Rather than pity, I felt a sharp, rising irritation that finally snapped.

I drove my knee up hard between his legs. The impact was solid and satisfying. He folded with a choked cry, clutching himself, and before he could recover I punched him squarely in the same place, knuckles striking soft flesh.

“Grow the fuck up, Martin!” I snapped, standing over him while he gasped and whimpered on the tiled floor. “Either you want to be with me or you don’t. You had your chance on that plane and you blew it. Now you’ll be my sissy. Don’t like it? Leave.”

“But I don’t want us to break up,” he sobbed, voice high and broken.

“Then finally man up about this and accept who you are. You are a submissive wimp and this is your role now. Dom will fuck me. Maybe someone else will too, because he lives a hundred kilometres away and I already know I won’t be able to wait. One way or another you are just a sissy slave. A sub-hub. Got that?”

“Why don’t you just divorce me then?” The words came out sharp with desperation. “You clearly hate me!”

“I don’t hate you.” I crouched so he had to look at me. “I just have to accept who you are. Yes, I still love you, but I need to give you this. You are not fit to be a man, or a woman. You are a sissy. Accept it or leave.”

He stayed where he was, trembling, eyes red and wet. He didn’t stand up. He didn’t walk out.

“See?” I said, almost gently.

I finished dressing him myself: soft pink panties that barely contained his soft cock, a matching bra stuffed with socks so the cups looked fuller, sheer black stockings clipped to a little suspender belt, and a pale satin nightgown that hung off his thin shoulders. Then the make-up again, slower this time. Foundation to cover the blotches from crying, mascara, a soft pink on his lips. When I stepped back he looked fragile and ridiculous and perfect.

I had expected to see at least some reaction from his cock. Nothing. It stayed completely flaccid the entire time, nestled uselessly in the panties. Maybe this wasn’t his thing. Maybe inside his head he still thought of himself as a straight man. He hadn’t behaved like one, though, so as far as I was concerned he would be a sissy whether he liked it or not.

The knowledge that I was forcing him into it, that every brushstroke and every order was against his will, only made the heat between my legs burn hotter. I wanted this. I wanted him soft and painted and obedient. I wanted him to be my bitch.

That evening Dom called. The moment I answered, his deep voice filled the quiet bedroom and I put the phone on speaker without being asked. Martin sat on the edge of the bed in the pink nightie I had forced him into earlier, watching with wide, red-rimmed eyes while Dom told me exactly what I was going to become.

He spoke in slow, filthy detail about how I would be his slut. How I would drop to my knees whenever he or his friends wanted my mouth. How I would suck cock after cock, swallowing every load, then thank them for the privilege. I had never behaved like a slut in my life. The idea should have disgusted me. Instead it sent a thick pulse of heat straight to my cunt. My free hand slipped between my legs of its own accord, fingers circling my already swollen clit while Martin stared.

“When I get there,” Dom continued, “I wanna go through your clothes. I don’t wanna see anything dull. All that boring shit goes in the trash. Then I’ll take you shopping for something better. Short skirts that barely cover your arse, crop tops that show your tits, stockings, heels. You’re gonna dress like a whore, Sarah. My whore.”

My skin buzzed with pure excitement. The prudish, careful upbringing that had kept me quiet and obedient for years had somehow led me here, to the edge of becoming a complete whore for a stranger I had met only hours earlier. Why? Because I had been so bored. Everything up to this point had been grey and safe and stifling. Even the holiday we had just returned from had been boring. Dom had cracked that life open and let something wild and hungry climb out.

Before bed I went to the wardrobe and found an old pink chiffon babydoll nightie, soft and almost transparent. I held it out to Martin.

“Put this on.”

He took it with trembling fingers. “Why are you doing this to me?”

“I already told you, Martin. If you don’t want this, then leave. If you love me and actually want me to be happy, then stay and shut up.”

He said nothing more. The nightie slipped over his shaved body and he climbed into bed beside me, looking small and lost and ridiculous in the frilly fabric. I studied him for a long moment. The sadness and confusion on his made-up face were plain. Part of me knew it was evil to push him like this. Another, stronger part knew that in the long run it would be better for both of us. I needed this freedom. I needed to feel alive again.

“If you want,” I said quietly, “you can lick my pussy.”

He didn’t hesitate. He slid down the bed at once and buried his face between my thighs, tongue working over my folds with desperate eagerness. I settled back against the pillows and let myself enjoy it, the soft wet heat of his mouth, the way he tried so hard to please me. All the while I pictured something filthier.

“Can you imagine it, sweetie?” I murmured, fingers sliding into his hair. “Can you imagine how you’re going to be licking me clean after Dom cums inside me? How you’ll taste him on my cunt and still keep going because that’s what a good sissy does?”

The image hit me like a wave. All of it (the forced sissification, the public cheating, the promise of more men, the complete destruction of the quiet life we had shared) crashed through me at once. I came hard, thighs clamping around Martin’s head, a broken cry tearing from my throat while he kept licking through every pulse. The thought of how sick and disgusting and utterly depraved it all was only made the orgasm stronger.

The next day Dom arrived mid-morning, a large black holdall slung over one shoulder. I had prepared carefully. Martin was already kneeling on the living-room carpet in the same sheer pink nightie from the night before, hands resting on his thighs, head bowed. The soft chiffon barely covered the chastity cage that would soon lock him away.

Dom stepped inside without waiting to be invited, set the bag down, and looked the scene over with open satisfaction. The first gift he produced was not for me. He crouched in front of Martin and held up a small, heavy steel chastity cage, polished and clearly expensive.

“This is yours,” he said simply.

Martin’s eyes flickered with panic, but he stayed silent. I had made certain he understood that any complaint would be met with immediate, painful consequences. Dom worked quickly, locking the cage around my husband’s soft cock and balls with a quiet, final click. The key disappeared into Dom’s pocket.

The second gift was for me. Dom unzipped the holdall and laid out an assortment of punishment tools across the coffee table: a thick leather flogger, a thin riding crop, several pairs of nipple clamps, a heavy paddle, wrist cuffs, and more. Everything I would need to keep Martin in line.

“BDSM is all about consent,” Dom said, standing again. His voice was calm, almost instructional. He looked down at the kneeling figure in the nightie. “If you consent to your wife being your abuser for the rest of your life, hitting you, beating you, humiliating you in public, locking your cock away, then don’t move. If not, leave now.”

Martin didn’t move. Not a muscle.

I felt a slow, wicked grin spread across my face. Dom’s large hand settled on my bare arse and squeezed hard enough to make me rise onto my toes. His fingers slid lower, finding my already slick pussy, and began to play with me exactly the way he had on the plane: slow, proprietary strokes that made my breath hitch.

“Look, Martin,” I said, voice thick with pleasure. “Look at this man playing with your wife’s cunt. What are you going to do about it? Nothing. You’re a fucking pussy.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he mumbled, eyes fixed on the floor.

Dom’s fingers pushed deeper, curling inside me while his thumb circled my clit. I rocked against his hand without shame, letting my husband hear every wet sound, every soft moan I made. The knowledge that Martin was kneeling there locked and painted and helpless only made the heat between my legs burn hotter.

I slapped him hard across the face, the sharp crack of skin on skin loud in the quiet room. Martin’s head snapped sideways and he crumpled onto the carpet with a broken sob, one hand flying up to his stinging cheek.

The sight of him there, made-up, locked in chastity, wearing the frilly nightie, crying like a child, sent a thick, filthy rush of heat straight to my cunt. I felt myself drip, the wetness sliding down the inside of my thigh. Hurting him felt better than I had ever imagined. The power of it, the absolute control, the way his body jerked and folded under a single blow, made my pussy clench with pure, vicious pleasure.

“Keep looking,” I snarled, stepping closer so he had no choice but to see Dom’s thick fingers still buried inside me.

Yes, I felt utter contempt for this man. A complete stranger had molested me on a plane, fingers under my knickers, cock down my throat, cum pumped deep into my unprotected cunt, and Martin had done nothing. He hadn’t raised his voice. He hadn’t called for help. He had sat there nursing a whisky and looking away because he didn’t want to cause a scene. What the fuck kind of husband did that?

Every time my palm connected with his face, every fresh sob that tore out of him, only fed the hunger between my legs. I wanted to hurt him more. I wanted to watch him break. The knowledge that I could do it, that he would stay on the floor and take it because he was too weak to leave, made me wetter than Dom’s fingers alone ever could.

Over the next two weeks Dom barely left our house. He slept in our bed every night, fucking me whenever he wanted, often with Martin kneeling at the foot of the mattress in full sissy uniform, forced to watch and sometimes to clean up afterwards. Day by day he took charge of Martin’s training with a calm, relentless patience that left no room for argument.

Any hesitation earned immediate punishment. A forgotten “Sir” or “Mistress” meant the crop across the backs of his thighs until he was sobbing and striped. Looking Dom in the eye without permission brought the paddle. Speaking out of turn earned the flogger. Dom showed me how to use each tool properly, guiding my hand until I could raise welts myself without flinching. Every time Martin cried out or begged, the wet heat between my legs grew sharper. Hurting him had become one of the purest pleasures I knew.

Dom dressed him every morning: soft frilly panties, padded bras, stockings, little pleated skirts, blouses with bows at the collar. He taught him how to walk in heels, how to sit with his knees together, how to speak in a higher, softer voice. Make-up became mandatory from the moment he woke. By the end of the first week Martin no longer owned a single item of male clothing; Dom had bagged it all and thrown it in the bin.

The public outings began on the eighth day. Dom decided Martin needed to learn that the sissy role did not stop at the front door. We took him shopping in a pale lavender dress with a full skirt and white ankle socks, lipstick and mascara carefully applied. He walked between us with his eyes fixed on the pavement, face burning, while Dom kept a firm hand on the back of his neck. In the lingerie section Dom made him hold up pairs of knickers and ask the sales assistant, in that soft voice, which ones would suit “a good girl”. People stared. Some smirked. Martin’s mortification was so complete he could barely speak, and every flinch of humiliation only made my cunt throb harder.

By the end of the two weeks the change was absolute. Martin no longer owned trousers or shirts. He dressed only as a sissy from the moment he rose until he was locked in his cage for the night. He went out in public in prissy little dresses without being ordered, because the alternative (Dom’s belt or my crop) was worse. He answered to “princess” or “slut” without protest. He had learned, thoroughly and painfully, that he was not a man.

And I had learned that watching him break, day after day, was the hottest thing I had ever known.

Sex with Dom was beyond fantastic. His huge cock seemed to know exactly where to strike inside me, that thick head dragging over the sensitive spot on every deep thrust until my vision blurred and my legs shook. I came faster than I had ever believed possible, sometimes twice or three times before he finally emptied himself into me with a low grunt and a flood of hot cum. The sheer size of him, the way he stretched and claimed me, left me aching and satisfied in a way Martin never had.

Yet the one lesson Dom taught me, again and again, was how essential Martin remained to my newfound happiness. The sex alone would have been extraordinary. What turned it into something addictive was the power I felt when my husband was forced to watch. Seeing him on his knees in a frilly nightie, chastity cage locked, mascara running down his cheeks while Dom pounded me open on our marital bed, sent a vicious thrill through me that pure physical pleasure could never match.

Afterwards, when Dom pulled out and left me dripping, the order was always the same. Martin had to crawl forward and clean me with his tongue. The first time he hesitated; Dom simply pressed a boot to the back of his neck until he began to lick. After that he never needed telling twice. The soft, desperate strokes of his tongue over my well-fucked, cum-smeared cunt, the way he swallowed everything without complaint, became one of the sweetest parts of every session.

I realised, lying there with Dom’s seed still leaking onto Martin’s tongue, that without my husband the whole arrangement would have been nothing more than excellent sex. The humiliation, the control, the sight of him broken and obedient, the knowledge that he stayed because he was too weak to leave: those were the things that made me feel truly alive. Dom gave me the cock and the dominance. Martin gave me the power. I needed both.

By the end of those two weeks Martin had fallen completely into his role. Every trace of complaint had vanished. He moved through the house like a perfect little maid: quiet, soft-spoken, eyes lowered, grateful for the smallest scrap of attention either of us chose to give him. He cooked, cleaned, laid out my clothes, and presented himself for inspection each morning without being told. The chastity cage stayed locked. The make-up stayed perfect. He no longer needed the crop to remind him who he was.

“It’s time for the final piece,” Dom said one evening, voice low and certain.

I didn’t understand what he meant until later that night. I was already in bed, stretched out in the new red lingerie he had bought me: a sheer babydoll that barely covered my breasts, matching crotchless knickers, and stockings. Martin knelt at the foot of the bed in a baby-blue satin sissy dress, complete with white ankle socks and a little bow at the collar, waiting as always.

Dom lay down beside me, completely naked, that massive cock resting heavy and soft against his thigh. He clicked his fingers once, the sound sharp in the quiet room, then pointed at his dick.

“Get me ready for her,” he ordered. “Sissy husbands get their bulls ready for their wives.”

It began to dawn on me exactly what Dom wanted, and my eyes widened. This had to be the line Martin would refuse to cross. Surely he was still straight enough, somewhere deep down, not to put another man’s cock in his mouth. I waited for the protest, the sudden scramble backwards, the first real fight in days.

It never came.

Martin simply shuffled forward on his knees, the baby-blue satin dress whispering against the sheets, and bowed his head without a word of resistance. His soft pink lips parted and closed around the thick head of Dom’s cock. He began to suck at once, tentative at first, then with clear effort, cheeks hollowing as he tried to take more of that massive length. It was obvious he did not enjoy it. There was no hunger in the way he moved, only a quiet, exhausted acceptance. He had stopped fighting. This was simply what was required of him now.

Watching my husband service the man who had claimed me did not make me think less of him. The opposite happened. A strange, unexpected respect rose in my chest, mixed with genuine gratitude. He was doing this for me. He was making himself smaller so that I could have everything I wanted. In that moment I felt closer to him than I had in years.

“Good sissy,” I said softly, reaching out to stroke his hair. “You’ve made me so proud.”

Martin’s eyes lifted to mine. For the first time in two weeks something bright sparked in them. Joy. Real, desperate joy. It was the first truly positive thing he had heard from me since the flight, and he needed it the way a drowning man needs air. The change was immediate. He began to suck with renewed energy, taking Dom deeper, even letting out soft, muffled moans around the thick shaft as if the praise itself had become a reward.

I rubbed his back through the satin, feeling the padded bra beneath the dress, the delicate straps, the complete transformation we had forced on him.

“Such a good sissy,” I murmured. “I don’t think I could be prouder of you.”

Dom’s cock was fully hard now, glistening from Martin’s efforts. I eased my husband aside with a gentle push and swung one leg over Dom’s hips. Slowly I lowered myself onto that huge dick, feeling every inch stretch me open again. The familiar burn and fullness made me gasp with pleasure. I began to ride him, steady and deep, while Martin stayed on his knees beside the bed, lips still shiny, eyes fixed on the place where his bull disappeared inside his wife.

One more time I lost myself in the filthy, perfect adventure of it all, knowing that my sissy husband had prepared the way.


Three

Dom’s departure the following day came as a complete surprise to both of us. I had expected him to stay, or at least to return after a few days at home. Instead he packed his bag that morning and told us he was finished. The training was over. From now on it was up to Martin and me to find our own path.

The words landed like a slap. I felt a sharp, childish hurt bloom in my chest, followed almost at once by a sense of rejection that made my throat tighten. After everything, the flight, the two weeks of intense fucking and careful breaking of my husband, he was simply walking away.

Dom only smiled, first at me, then down at the sissy kneeling quietly beside my chair in his soft blue dress.

“You are married to a wonderful man,” he said.

Martin’s head lifted, painted eyes wide with confusion.

“He’s different from me,” Dom continued, “and now he understands his role in life. But he is still your husband. He is your sissy. He is your slave. Go out and meet men. I’ll be letting my friends know you’re available, and I expect you to take care of them the same way you took care of me. Embrace your role as a hotwife. Martin will embrace his as a sissy and cuckold. If you both accept those roles properly, you will stay married forever.”

I swallowed hard, the anger and the hurt slowly rearranging themselves into something clearer. He was right. I had been angry for years because I was bored, yet at the end of the day I had accepted that boredom. I had never asked for more. Martin was not to blame for the grey life we had shared; I had simply never told him what I truly wanted. Now he knew. He knew exactly what he was meant to be.

I looked down at my husband, still kneeling, still waiting for instruction, and felt the last of the resistance leave me. Dom was leaving, but he was leaving us with a map. All we had to do was follow it.

For the first time since the holiday, Martin and I sat down as equals at the kitchen table. No nightie, no cage on display, just the two of us with mugs of tea and the quiet morning light coming through the window. The air between us felt different: fragile, honest, and strangely hopeful.

“I don’t want to go back to how we were,” I told him.

To my surprise, he nodded at once.

“Me neither,” he sighed. The soft, higher voice he had been trained to use still sat on him, but the words themselves were clear and steady. “But I want the opportunity to be human sometimes. I’ll stay as a sissy forever if that’s what you want.”

“It is.”

“But sometimes,” he continued, eyes meeting mine, “I want to be your… well… girlfriend. Not just the slave or the maid. Someone you can talk to properly, go out with, hold hands with. A girlfriend.”

I smiled. The idea landed softly and felt right. A husband, a slave, and a girlfriend all in one body. “I’d like that too.”

He let out a long breath, as if a weight had shifted. “I’ve hated and I’ve loved these last two weeks. Some nights I wanted to run. Some nights I never wanted it to stop. But I understand you better now, and I understand us better. I think I even understand life a bit better. One day we’ll have children. Maybe they won’t be biologically mine. Things will change again when that happens. For now, though, let’s just be us and see where it goes. I’m a sissy. I accept that. I suck cock to get it ready for you. I clean you afterwards. I’m good at it. And it makes you happy.”

“You do,” I said, and had to blink hard against the sudden heat in my eyes.

“So,” he asked carefully, “are you okay being a slut? Going out to bars to meet men? Having gangbangs? All of it?”

“Whoring myself out?” I finished for him, and felt a slow, wicked smile tug at my mouth. “Sure. Actually, I’ve been thinking. What if we make some money from this?”

He stared at me for a second, then burst out laughing, the first real, unforced laugh I had heard from him in weeks. “I didn’t think you literally meant whoring yourself out!”

“No, silly. I meant we start an OnlyFans. Let people follow the journey. The training, the outfits, the nights with other men, all of it.”

His laughter softened into something warmer. “That’s actually a great idea. Honestly, it might be needed. I’m not sure my company will keep me on if I turn up looking like this every day.”

I licked my lips. The image of him walking into an office in a dress and full make-up sent a fresh pulse of heat through me. I hadn’t even considered that he might stay in sissy clothes for work, but the thought was fiercely arousing. If I could burn every last item of his old male wardrobe, I would do it tomorrow.

“You really will be my sissy full time?” I asked. “No more male clothes at all?”

“Yes please, Mistress.” He beamed, the smile bright and genuine. “I don’t want to go back to the old me. Not ever.”

That gave me a new thought. Until now everything had stayed private, hidden carefully from family and friends. If we were going to live this properly, the secrecy had to end.

“Then it’s time we came out,” I said. “If we’re doing this for real, you need to tell everyone you’re a sissy.”

Martin’s cheeks coloured under the light make-up he still wore, but he didn’t look away. “Will you start it off, please?”

“Sure,” I answered. “How do you want me to do it?”

F For the next half hour we took photographs. Martin posed obediently in every outfit I chose: delicate lingerie sets, short sissy dresses with bows and lace, and finally on his back with a thick pink dildo buried inside him while he looked at the camera with wet, mascara-streaked eyes. The more explicit images would never leave our phones. The ones I actually sent were milder, though still unmistakable: Martin in a soft floral dress, full make-up, hands folded neatly in his lap.

The message that accompanied them was simple and final.

My husband is not the man I thought he was. From now on he is going to live as a sissy. He is submissive, and this is the way he wishes to live his life.

Most of the replies were immediate and ugly. Friends called it sick. Colleagues suggested therapy. His own family disowned him in a flurry of short, furious texts and then silence. I had expected that.

What I had not expected was the call from my mother.

“Honestly, darling,” she said, voice warm and almost amused, “I always liked him, but he was far too much of a wimp for you, and you were far too much of a prude for your own good. I’m glad you finally met my friend Dominic.”

I froze. “Mum? You set this up?”

“Actually it was your sister’s idea first,” she admitted. “But yes. Dom has been my lover ever since your stepdad passed away. He agreed to help.”

“Oh my God.” The words came out as a shocked laugh. I should have felt angry, manipulated, used. Instead a deep, unexpected gratitude flooded through me. “Thank you, Mum.”

“My pleasure, sweetheart. And I hope Martin is happy too. He’ll make a wonderful sissy slave.”

When the call ended I sat for a long moment in the quiet kitchen, letting the last pieces settle into place. Martin as a man was gone. What remained was simply my sissy.

I looked at him, still in the floral dress from the photographs, and felt the familiar heat stir low in my belly.

“Honey,” I said, “I think I’ll go out tonight. Go and prepare the pink latex mini-skirt and the white wench crop-top. I want everyone to see my pierced nipples.”

“Yes, Mistress.” He smiled, bright and genuine, already rising to do as he was told.

Yes, Mistress indeed.

I was going to enjoy this life; a life full of cock, full of power, and full of the soft, obedient husband who now existed only to serve it.

The End


Unwitting Exhibitionist Turns Slut

One

There are times when women will go to extraordinary lengths to secure the right fit of clothing, the perfect drape of fabric against the skin, the precise feel of a skirt as it moves with every step, or the way a top settles across the shoulders and chest. The sizing of a bra, in particular, is a matter of profound importance for most women, yet it is something the majority get spectacularly wrong. My wife had always assumed she possessed a modest C-cup bust. That assumption held firm until the day she visited a professional fitter. The woman measured her carefully, then instructed her to drop a band size and step up to a DD cup. Katre was genuinely shocked. She had spent years believing her breasts were entirely average, unremarkable even. I had known better. I had always known they were fuller, heavier, more generous than she would ever admit to herself.

Comfort in tops, therefore, becomes entangled with something deeper: the psychological comfort of a properly supporting bra. My wife selects most of her upper garments according to one simple rule. If the bra straps or the cups themselves will show, or if the design of the top makes a bra impossible to wear without spoiling the line, she will put it back on the rack without a second thought. There are rare exceptions. Every so often a dress appears that is simply too irresistible to refuse. That was precisely what happened when she first saw the shiny cream summer dress hanging from its rail. I was not with her that afternoon. She was alone in the shop, drawn to the soft gleam of the fabric under the store lights. In the dim changing room she slipped it on, and the moment the material settled against her body she was lost. The halter-neck design left her back bare and offered no practical way to conceal a bra, yet she could not bring herself to leave it behind.

I did not see the dress until the evening of our date. Katre stepped into the bedroom doorway and my heart lurched hard against my ribs. The cream fabric clung tightly around her waist, gathered by a single slender strand of the same material that cinched the dress at her perfect size-two waist. From that narrow point the dress flared loosely both upwards and downwards, the hem finishing a bare ten centimetres below the soft mound of her pussy and leaving the full length of her long, sleek white legs exposed. Those legs seemed to stretch forever, pale and smooth under the bedroom light.

Her long blonde hair had been gathered into a neatly pleated ponytail, a few deliberate strands allowed to fall free and frame the sides of her face. A faint blush coloured her cheeks. Her pale porcelain skin, so easily marked by strong sunlight, had been made up with soft pink hues that emphasised the almost girlish quality still present in my thirty-one-year-old wife.

I stood opposite her in a plain white shirt and black trousers. My frame has always been skinny, almost boyish, and formal clothes of that sort often left me feeling faintly ridiculous, as though I had borrowed a child’s outfit for the night. Yet somehow I had won the heart of a woman who turned heads wherever she went. We had known each other since childhood, fallen in love as children, and when she later began modelling I remained constantly at her side. It was never only for her sake. Part of her quiet fear was that one day her looks would fade and she would be left with nothing of value. I stayed close because I could not imagine being anywhere else.

With her Estonian heritage, Katre had grown up entirely in the United Kingdom, yet she retained those distinctive Baltic features that made strangers look twice. I loved the moments when people saw us together. I loved the brief, questioning glances men directed at me, the unspoken calculation of how someone like me had ended up with someone like her. It felt like a quiet victory every time. Everyone wanted her, or so it seemed, and yet I was the one who got to take her home.

Tonight those looks would come thicker and faster than usual. By the time we were seated in the restaurant I finally understood why.

Sitting down at our table, the restaurant revealed itself properly for the first time. The lighting was deliberately low, almost intimate, broken only by a scattering of focused spotlights set into the ceiling. Those pools of brightness fell at irregular angles across the room, catching tables and diners in selective, theatrical pools of light. The moment we settled into our seats, the reason for every lingering glance became impossible to ignore. The shiny cream fabric of Katre’s dress, so modest and opaque in the softer light of our bedroom, turned almost completely transparent under the restaurant’s carefully placed beams. Every curve, every soft shadow of her body, was on open display. Her breasts, full and unsupported beneath the thin material, were clearly visible: the dark pink of her nipples, the gentle sway as she shifted in her chair, the way the fabric clung and then released with each breath.

When the young waiter approached to take our order, he could barely form a coherent sentence. His eyes remained locked on the transparent front of the dress, fixed on the heavy sway of my wife’s tits. He stammered through the specials, voice cracking once or twice, before I managed to place the order for both of us. I said nothing about his staring. The moment I drew attention to it, I knew Katre would spiral into panic, and I was not yet ready to watch that happen.

The boy eventually dragged himself away, tray clutched too tightly in his hands. By then Katre had begun to notice the pattern of attention. Conversations at nearby tables had quietened. Several pairs of eyes kept returning to her, some discreet, others less so.

“Why is everyone staring?” she asked, her voice low and careful.

I swallowed, bracing myself. There was no kind way to deliver the truth. “Erm, babe, I love that dress, but in this light it’s transparent.”

She frowned, confused, and looked down at herself. For the first time she saw what everyone else had already seen: the clear outline of her bare breasts, the dark circles of her nipples pressing against the thin cream fabric. “Oh my god. Alan, why didn’t you say something?” she hissed.

“I didn’t know,” I answered. “I only just noticed myself.”

Colour flooded her cheeks in a deep, burning red. “Fuck. We need to go home. Right now.”

Just as the words left her mouth, the same young waiter returned, carrying a bottle of wine and two glasses. He set them down with careful ceremony. “And here you go, madam. The manager says this is on the house.”

Katre’s eyes snapped up to the boy, then across the room to the solidly built Italian man standing near the bar. He was watching her openly. When their gazes met he smirked and gave her a slow, deliberate wink. Fresh colour rose in her face, but this time something else accompanied the embarrassment. I saw the corner of her mouth twitch, a small, almost unwilling smile fighting to form. The sheer exposure of being essentially nude in a public dining room was being overtaken, just for a second, by the unmistakable knowledge that she was desired.

“Er… th… thanks,” she murmured to the waiter. Once he had retreated she lifted her glass, took a careful sip of the wine, and spoke without looking at me. “Well… I guess we can stay. Everyone’s seen them already. What’s the point of leaving now?”

My cock stirred hard against the fabric of my trousers at the quiet brazenness of the decision. She was choosing to remain seated, breasts on full display, for the price of a complimentary bottle. The thought of what else she might be willing to endure, or even enjoy, sent a fresh pulse of heat through me.

“I think you look hot,” I told her, keeping my voice steady.

She turned to me then, the sweet smile returning. “Really? You like it? You like people looking?”

“Yeah.” I hesitated, then pushed on. “I mean, I never imagined someone like you would be my wife. I know I married up.”

“Oh Alan, don’t say that. I love you as you are.”

“I know you do. But let’s be honest. Men look at us and wonder how I managed to get a girl like you. It makes me proud, in a way. I suppose half of them assume I’m rich, or that I’m packing something impressive.”

I chuckled, trying to keep the tone light.

“When you’re neither,” she giggled, then froze. Her eyes widened in sudden horror. “Shit. Shit. Sorry. I didn’t mean that. I only meant you’re not rich yet.”

“And I don’t have a big cock yet either? Ouch.”

I said it lightly, but the words landed with an unexpected weight. The mild humiliation should have stung. Instead it sent another sharp throb of pleasure through me. This particular flavour of discomfort was new, and somehow it felt good.

The regret on her face spoke volumes. I could see the conflict playing out behind her eyes: the urge to say something kind that would soothe the sting, balanced against an unwillingness to offer a comforting lie. I understood it well enough. I did not have a big dick. That much was settled fact. Still, I tried hard, and I said as much.

“I know you try hard, honey,” she replied, her voice softer now. “And I love you for that. But let’s be honest. We’ve watched enough porn together to know there are bigger ones out there. You know as well as I do, though, that my g-spot isn’t especially deep. I don’t need a big dick. No woman really does. It’s a myth.”

The science was plain enough, yet somewhere in the male mind there remained a stubborn need for a certain kind of validation, and for most of us that validation still arrived measured in inches. “I know,” I said, and left it there.

The conversation had the unexpected benefit of pulling her attention away from the transparent dress and the constant low-level scrutiny of the room. We finished the meal in better spirits than I had expected. The food was good, the wine continued to arrive, and for a while the exposure of her body became background rather than crisis. We talked about ordinary things, laughed a little, and by the time the bill arrived the earlier tension had loosened its grip.

It was only after we had paid and begun to rise from the table that two separate things happened in quick succession.

First, the owner himself approached. The solid Italian man who had sent the complimentary bottle now came across the floor, shook my hand with firm, almost paternal approval, then took Katre’s hand and kissed it with old-world formality. He pressed a business card into her palm and told her, in a low, accented voice, that she was welcome in his restaurant any time she chose. The implication was clear enough. He wanted her back, transparent dress or not.

Second, a woman returning from the toilets stopped dead in the aisle beside our table. She was middle-aged, tightly dressed, and wore an expression of pure moral offence. She looked Katre up and down, taking in the fully visible breasts beneath the cream fabric, and announced in a carrying voice that my wife should be ashamed of herself.

Alcohol had loosened Katre’s usual restraint. What she did next filled me with a sudden, fierce pride. She turned fully towards the woman, met her stare without flinching, and said, clear and cold, “Fuck off, you frigid old shrew.”

The woman recoiled as if struck. A few nearby diners pretended not to have heard. We left before anything further could develop.

Out on the pavement the confrontation had clearly flooded Katre with adrenaline. The night air was cool against the thin dress, and under the streetlights the fabric once again revealed almost everything. I expected her to ask for a taxi home at once. Instead she turned to me with bright, restless eyes and said she wanted to go to a pub.

Common sense told me to refuse. We had already drawn more attention than was wise, and another crowded public space would only multiply the problem. Yet my cock, still half-hard from the entire evening’s slow accumulation of exposure and mild humiliation, overruled every practical objection. I heard myself agree.

As we walked the short distance towards the pub, every streetlight we passed lit the cream dress from above and turned the fabric almost invisible for a heartbeat. The thin material vanished under the sodium glare, leaving only the soft outline of her body and, more distinctly, the plain cotton briefs she wore beneath. They were not the sort of underwear chosen for an evening of deliberate exposure. I told her she really should have worn a thong. She gave no reply, simply kept walking with a steady, purposeful stride.

Near the entrance of the busy pub she stopped without warning, took my wrist, and drew me a few steps into a narrow, unlit passageway between two buildings. In the relative darkness she gathered the hem of the dress in both hands, lifted it high, and pushed the cotton briefs into my palm.

“Put those in your pocket, please,” she said.

I closed my fingers around the still-warm fabric. “Katre, are you sure about this?” I asked. Without the briefs she would be completely bare beneath the dress. Anyone who looked carefully enough would see everything.

“Is it not turning you on a bit to show me off like this?” she asked, her voice quiet but steady.

“It’s turning me on a lot,” I admitted. “But I don’t want you to regret anything afterwards.”

“Do I know these people? No. Honestly, I never had great confidence in myself. That moment in the restaurant made me feel alive for the first time in ages. So I’m going to test things a little further. If you think I shouldn’t, then we’ll just call an Uber and go home right now.”

I considered it. She had been drinking, yet she was nowhere near drunk. The decision was clear-headed enough. If she wanted this, then so did I.

“Let’s do it,” I said, and slipped the briefs into my trouser pocket.

The pub itself proved a disappointment. It was one of those traditional places with low ceilings, dark wood, and lighting that seemed designed to keep everything comfortably dim. The room was busy enough, full of the usual Friday-night crowd, yet none of the lamps or wall lights possessed the hard, directional quality that had rendered the dress transparent in the restaurant. As we stood at the bar and later found a corner table, I watched her carefully. She scanned the room with quiet intensity, clearly hoping for the same open-mouthed attention she had received earlier. Being one of the most striking women present earned her plenty of glances, and a few longer looks, but because she was with me and because the dress no longer vanished under the light, the men did not gawp. The raw, almost stunned staring of the restaurant was missing.

After a single drink she turned to me, disappointment plain in her voice.

“Shall we just go home?”

“Sure, honey,” I answered.


Two

Things changed for Katre after that night. Something fundamental had shifted. On the following Sunday she spent several quiet hours going through every drawer and wardrobe rail, sorting clothes and underwear with methodical care. Older, safer, more conservative pieces went into black plastic bags. When the bags were full she carried them down the road to the charity bins and pushed them through the slots without ceremony. I left her to it. Only later, when I finally went upstairs, did I discover that she had also retrieved a number of items from her younger years and returned them to the shelves: shorter hems, thinner fabrics, pieces she had long since set aside.

“I want to dress more risqué,” she said when she saw me looking. “The other night got me so horny. I never thought of myself as an exhibitionist, but it was the most exhilarating feeling of my life. I think you liked it too, right?”

“I did,” I admitted. I liked very much where this seemed to be heading.

“I’ve found a few things I can wear without a bra, but I don’t have much. So I was thinking maybe you and I could go to the shopping centre and see what else we can find.”

I smiled. She wanted more revealing clothes. She wanted to show herself off again. That was fine by me, but I intended to have my own share of the fun. I walked across to the shelf where her skirts hung and took down a black, shiny PVC skater skirt. I had bought it months earlier for bedroom role-play; the hem was extremely short. With it I selected a black lace bralette, the kind of delicate, open-weave piece through which anyone looking would clearly see her nipples.

“Wear this then,” I said, laying both items on the bed.

She stared at them for a long moment and swallowed. I fully expected her to refuse, to say the combination was too much, too public. Instead she simply began to undress. She kept the little black thong she was already wearing, stepped into the PVC skirt, and fastened the lace bralette. The skirt rode high on her thighs; the bralette left almost nothing to the imagination.

“I’m not wearing this skirt without panties,” she said firmly.

“Deal.”

Walking through the shopping centre beside her was a surreal experience. Heads turned constantly. Men and women alike tracked her progress with open stares. The short, glossy PVC skirt flashed with every step; the lace bralette made the dark circles of her nipples plainly visible under the bright indoor lighting. When we entered a store that specialised in clubwear and young-adult fashion, the intensity of the attention only increased. I could feel eyes fixed on us from every direction, a mixture of open desire and, from some of the women, unmistakable jealousy.

Katre leaned close as we browsed a rail of tops. “Fuck, my panties are soaked,” she hissed. “It’s so hot.”

“Yeah,” I answered, keeping my voice low. “I’m glad I wore tight boxers. I’m sporting a semi here.”

For the next few minutes we moved through the rails, selecting anything that looked promising: sheer fabrics, short skirts, open lace, cropped tops that would leave little to the imagination. Once we had an armful I followed her into the changing-room area. A long upholstered sofa ran along one wall for waiting partners. I sat down at one end. A young man already occupied the other end, eyes fixed on his phone, scrolling with the dull patience of someone who had been there too long and expected nothing interesting to happen.

When Katre stepped out of her cubicle wearing a chain-link dress, two things became immediately clear. The man beside me forgot his phone entirely. And my wife had removed her panties.

The metallic links draped over her body like a second, far more revealing skin, catching the overhead lights and leaving almost nothing concealed. “What do you think?” she asked.

“Yeah. Fuck. Love it,” I managed.

She walked across to me, slipped the little black thong into my hand, and whispered, “Best keep those.” Then she turned and disappeared back into the cubicle to try the next pieces.

A moment later the other man’s partner emerged to show him a pair of jeans. She was small and rather plump. He gave a short, weary sigh that carried the weight of long-standing frustration and quiet envy. She returned to her booth without much comment.

Katre appeared again almost at once. This time she wore a tight white mini-skirt paired with a sheer wench-style crop-top. The top was so fine that her nipples stood out in clear, dark detail against the pale fabric. “I like this top,” she said. “Not sure about the skirt.”

“Both look great. What’s wrong with the skirt?”

“Not short enough.”

“Hmm. True.”

She vanished once more. From the corner of my eye I was almost certain I heard the young man beside me breathe a drawn-out “Fuuuuuck” under his breath.

The pattern continued through several more outfits. Each time she stepped out the exposure increased a fraction, and each time the man on the sofa paid closer attention. Eventually, while she was back inside changing, he leaned towards me.

“Mate,” he said quietly, “you’re a fucking lucky man.” He held out a fist. I bumped it.

“Thanks,” I answered, and smiled.

After that encounter we made our way to a shoe shop. The comically short PVC skater skirt was back in place, but this time I knew she wore nothing underneath it. She had decided, she told me on the walk between stores, that she needed to push herself further. If she could manage this level of exposure in public, she reasoned, then she could manage anything.

Unfortunately for her plans, every member of staff on the floor was female. Katre assumed at once that the afternoon’s particular brand of fun was over. It was a warm Sunday and the shop was almost empty, which at least allowed us to move freely between the displays without constant interruption. From the far end of the shop two young assistants watched us. They leaned close to one another, whispered, and then dissolved into quiet giggles. The reaction told me they had already registered exactly how little the PVC skirt left to the imagination.

One of them walked over. She had short brown hair and wore a pair of large round glasses that gave her a studious, almost geeky appearance. The rest of her outfit contradicted that impression completely: a tight red crop-top, a pierced navel, and a short skirt of her own.

“Can I help you find anything?” she asked politely, smiling.

“Yes,” Katre answered. “I’m looking for some sandals, but with a very tall spike heel. Also maybe some boots. Thigh-highs, ideally.”

“Also with a spike,” the girl nodded.

“Yes.”

The assistant tilted her head slightly. “Do you know your size, or would you prefer I measure you?”

“I’m usually a five, five and a half,” my wife said. The girl only smiled.

“I think it’s better if I measure you. When the heel is that high the sizes can shift.” She held up a small electronic device that looked like a refined clamp with a digital display. “This is far more accurate than the old wooden boards. If you just sit right here I can take the reading.”

I swallowed. The girl was about to get a clear, close-up view of smooth, waxed pussy.

Katre was enjoying the situation, yet the practical risk of public indecency still gave her pause. She leaned forward and spoke quietly. “I don’t think that’ll be necessary.”

“It’s really not a problem, miss,” the assistant replied, still smiling.

“Erm… you see… the skirt is short…”

“And you don’t have any knickers on,” the girl whispered. “I’d already assumed that was the case. That’s why I offered to measure you myself.”

Katre’s eyes widened. “You don’t mind?”

The assistant bit her lower lip, glanced quickly around to confirm no one else was within earshot, and then murmured, “If you want to show it off, I don’t mind looking.”

With a wry smile Katre sat on the soft black bench and leaned back, lifting one foot and resting it carefully across the salesgirl’s lap. The assistant prepared the electronic measuring device, yet her eyes kept drifting and then locking firmly on the smooth, bare pussy now only inches from her hands.

“Play with it,” the girl whispered.

“Excuse me?” Katre whispered back.

“No one can see,” the salesgirl said. “Play with it.”

I could scarcely believe the words had been spoken so openly, as if I were not even present. What surprised me more was my wife’s response. Her hand slipped between her thighs. With deliberate care she parted the neat slit, exposing the glistening, soaked hole, and began to rub slowly at her clit. The girl licked her lips and stared, the measuring device almost forgotten in her grip.

“F-five, yeah,” she managed at last. “Best measure the other one, just in case there’s a difference.”

The feet were exchanged. By now Katre was smiling, a quiet, knowing smirk that showed she understood the power she held. She could ask for almost anything and the girl would almost certainly comply. Yet after the second measurement the assistant rose abruptly, collected herself, and said she would return shortly with some options.

“Holy shit,” I breathed once we were alone.

“Right?” Katre giggled. “I’m going to let her touch me if she wants to.”

“Seriously?”

“Yeah. Poor thing is so fucking horny right now. I can’t believe I’m doing this, but I just want to know. I want to feel it. A woman’s touch there.”

“Wow. I mean… your body. If you want to do it, I’m not going to stop you.”

My wife looked up at me with that same wry grin. “My body, huh? Not going to stop me, huh? I bet you would if it was a guy.”

“I wouldn’t. I’m not your master, forcing you to do things.”

She scoffed and glanced away. “Yeah, right. You’d go mental with jealousy.”

“No, I wouldn’t. I know you love me and I know you’re just playing. I would never discriminate.”

She gave me a long, questioning smile, then shrugged. “Huh. Well, good to know.”

The salesgirl returned carrying several boxes. She began to describe the various styles and heel heights, but the words blurred into background noise for me. I watched instead as Katre remained seated, leaning back against the bench, and simply smiled at the girl. She made no move to stand or take the shoes herself.

“Will you put them on me, please?” she asked.

The assistant swallowed, nodded, and smiled. “Of course.”

As she carefully buckled the left shoe onto my wife’s foot, the salesgirl rested one delicate hand against Katre’s calf, holding it steady before allowing her fingers to drift in a slow, almost unconscious stroke up and down the smooth skin. She glanced up. Katre was already grinning down at her. The girl swallowed hard, then shifted her attention to the other foot. This time she was less cautious. She rubbed and squeezed the calf with open appreciation before finally releasing it so that Katre could stand and take a few experimental steps.

“Yes, they’re good,” Katre said. “What about the thigh-high boots?”

“We have these.” The assistant drew out a pair of black patent-leather lace-up boots that, thankfully, featured a long zip running the full length of the inner side.

“Excellent,” my wife replied. “Will you help me get them on?”

“Of course.” The girl’s voice had turned low and slightly rough.

She guided the first boot onto Katre’s foot while my wife leaned back against the bench once more. This time Katre needed no prompting. Her fingers slipped between her thighs and began to circle her clit in plain view as the salesgirl worked the second boot into place.

“Zip them up for me,” Katre whispered.

The girl’s hands travelled upward along the zip. When the fastener reached the top of the boot, mid-thigh, her fingers did not stop. They continued a fraction higher. Katre moved her own hand aside and opened her legs a little wider. The invitation was unmistakable. The salesgirl’s fingertip found the exposed, slick pussy, slipped inside briefly, then withdrew to rub the swollen clit with her thumb.

She repeated the process with the second boot. Only then did she look up at me for the first time.

“Keep watch,” she said.

I gave no verbal reply. I simply stared, wide-eyed, as the girl leaned forward, pressed Katre’s thighs farther apart, and sealed her mouth over my wife’s pussy. Katre let out a soft, sharp hiss of pleasure and threaded her fingers into the girl’s short brown hair, holding her in place. I could scarcely process what I was seeing: a complete stranger in a shoe shop, on her knees in a quiet corner of the sales floor, giving my wife head in full view of anyone who might walk past. My cock strained painfully against the tight fabric of my boxers, harder than it had been all day.

My wife did not need long. When the orgasm took her she bit down hard on her lower lip, her face flushing a deep red as she fought to keep any sound from escaping. She remained seated afterwards, chest rising and falling in quick, shallow breaths, while the salesgirl sat back on her heels and wiped her mouth with the back of one hand.

“Will you be able to return the favour?” the girl asked.

I was certain Katre would refuse. Oral sex with another woman was one boundary she had never crossed, and receiving it was a very different proposition from giving it. Yet she simply nodded.

“Sure,” she said, and they exchanged places. As she sank to her knees she looked up at me with sudden seriousness. “Seriously, Alan, keep watch.”

I swallowed and nodded. Katre pushed the girl’s short skirt up around her hips, hooked her fingers into a pair of shiny, lacy pink knickers, and drew them down. She passed the warm scrap of fabric into my hand without comment and immediately buried her face between the girl’s thighs.

“You can sniff them if you like,” the salesgirl said, grinning at me over my wife’s head. “Go on. Sniff them.”

I glanced quickly around the empty shop floor. Satisfied we were still unobserved, I lifted the soft panties to my face and drew in a breath. The scent was sharp and intimate.

“Good boy,” the girl chuckled. She glanced down at Katre. “You have him trained well.”

Trained? The word sat strangely in my mind, but there was no time to examine it.

“You can put them on if you like,” she added.

“I’m fine,” I muttered.

“Don’t be silly. Go on. Nobody’s watching. Put them on. Quickly now.”

I looked down, half hoping Katre would lift her head and put a stop to the sudden shift in the game. She did not. She only continued, working with focused hunger. Something in me simply gave way. I nodded, unfastened my trousers, and pushed both them and my boxers down in one hurried motion. My cock sprang free at once, hard and obvious. The girl gave a soft giggle, reached out, and took it between two fingers. She stroked it lightly a few times, then leaned forward and drew the head into her mouth for a brief, wet moment before releasing it.

“You’re very small,” she remarked. The observation carried no cruelty, only a kind of amused interest. “It’s cute. Put the knickers on.”

I moved quickly, tugging the pink knickers into place and then stepping into my trousers while Rachel continued to massage my cock and balls through the thin satin. My heart hammered. At any second someone could walk in and the entire scene would collapse. No one did. The shop remained quiet.

She leaned in again, took me into her mouth once more, and worked my balls gently through the soft fabric with her free hand.

“Tell me if you’re going to cum,” she murmured around me.

Katre chose that moment to lift her head. She took in the sight of me standing there in the stolen pink panties, receiving a hurried blowjob, and a slow grin spread across her face before she simply lowered her head again and resumed what she had been doing.

I lasted almost no time at all.

“Now,” I hissed.

Rachel pulled off at once, stretched the waistband of the knickers upward, and let the first thick spurts of cum catch against the satin. She held the fabric in place until I had finished, then released it.

“Pull your trousers up,” she said. “Good sissy.”

Sissy. The word landed oddly. I had no clear idea what she meant by it, only that it carried a deliberate edge. Was she simply mocking me?

A minute later Rachel herself reached climax. A short, high squeal escaped her before she could stop it. On the far side of the shop the second assistant glanced across. Our eyes met. She gave me a small, knowing smile and then returned to whatever task she had been pretending to do, as if nothing unusual had occurred.

We bought more pairs of shoes than either of us needed. It felt necessary to reward her. Her name, we learned while paying, was Rachel. She and Katre exchanged numbers and spoke quietly about meeting again. As we turned to leave, Rachel leaned across the counter, caught my wife by the waist, and drew her into a long, deliberate kiss that was both passionate and unexpectedly tender. When they parted she turned to me with a smirk.

“You can keep my knickers, sissy,” she said. “Enjoy them.”


Three

“Why did she call you a sissy?” Katre asked as we drove home. She clearly did not understand the term. While I concentrated on the road she pulled out her phone and began searching. On the walk back to the car we had already talked through the entire encounter. Katre had called it the best moment of her life; risky, dangerous, and yet the thing that made her feel more alive than she had in years. I could not deny that it had been extraordinary for me as well. Still, I remained quietly baffled by the fact that I had ended the afternoon wearing a pair of pink satin knickers that belonged to a nineteen-year-old salesgirl.

Katre read in silence. She tapped through links, absorbed the information, and offered no commentary. Only when we reached the house did the quiet break. I told her I needed to get out of the soiled underwear and take a shower. To my surprise, when I stepped back into the bedroom she was already naked, stretched out on the bed.

“Fuck me,” she purred.

“Hell yes.”

We fucked. I lasted only seconds, much to my own irritation, but Katre showed no disappointment. As I started to pull away she caught my wrist.

“I want you to do something for me,” she said. “Something I read about in the car.”

“What’s that?”

“I want you to eat my pussy with your cum still in it.”

I hesitated. The request struck me as distinctly unpleasant. Yet after everything that had already happened that day, refusing felt almost impossible. I nodded, lowered myself between her thighs, and did as she asked. She sighed and moaned softly above me.

“Oh yes, babe. I want you to do this every time we fuck from now on.”

I had expected to find the act repulsive. Instead it left me feeling strangely submissive and sharply aroused. Something about the position, the taste, the quiet command in her voice, settled over me with unexpected force. In that moment I sensed I would have done almost anything she asked.

She came again, then rested for a short while. Eventually she rose, crossed to her underwear drawer, and selected a pair of pink and black lace Victoria’s Secret cheeky panties. She tossed them onto the bed in front of me.

“Wear those,” she said. The tone left no room for discussion.

“Is this something to do with the sissy thing?” I asked.

“Yes. I read about it, and I like it. A good sissy will do anything for his slutty wife. And after what you said today, I think I’m going to be a slutty wife.”

I drew the panties up my legs. They were soft and surprisingly comfortable. Still, questions crowded in. What did any of this mean for the shape of our marriage? I had no clear answer. Yet even as the uncertainty settled, I found myself already curious about whatever she might invent next.

Monday arrived and Katre needed to prepare for work. Her modelling days were long behind her; she now worked as a secretary at a local car dealership. On ordinary mornings she chose practical trousers and neat blouses. That morning she chose neither. Instead she stepped out of the bedroom in a new metallic red mini-skirt that ended high on her thighs and a black lace crop-corset that lifted and compressed her breasts until they looked ready to spill over the top. The effect was deliberate and unapologetic. My heart kicked hard against my ribs and my cock stirred at once. She was no longer merely testing boundaries. She was walking straight through them.

I heard nothing from her all day. When I finally returned home the house was filled with loud music. Katre moved through the kitchen completely naked, bare feet padding across the tiles as she prepared a simple salad. She looked up when I appeared, offered a distinctly naughty grin, and held out her phone. The screen was crowded with new contacts and messages. She had been propositioned so many times that the device was overflowing.

“Then Mark called me into his office,” she said, still smiling. “He asked if I was planning to dress like that every day. I thought I’d gone too far, but he told me sales had already gone up just because of the way I looked. He said if it continued he’d make sure I got a proper bonus.” She giggled. I knew Mark Price. I had met him a handful of times. He was a slimy, classic car-salesman type, all practised charm and wandering eyes. I had little doubt he wanted more than the privilege of staring at her legs.

“He’s going to want more than that,” I said.

“Oh, I know.” She giggled again. “He was practically salivating.”

The next morning she dressed in a pair of cheeky pink short-shorts that barely covered the curve of her arse and a white lace-up crop-top that left most of her midriff and the upper swell of her breasts exposed. Once again I was struck by how swiftly and completely my wife had abandoned her former caution. The change had happened in a matter of days. Part of me still reeled at the speed of it. Another, quieter part had no desire for the experiment to end.

At the same time I was now living in panties. On the way home the previous evening Katre had stopped and bought several more pairs, then methodically removed every item of my ordinary male underwear from the drawer and replaced it with lace and satin. When I questioned the decision she answered without hesitation. She wanted to embrace the full lifestyle of a dominant slut, and sissification, she said, was part of that package.

“Stop worrying,” she told me. “They’re just knickers.”

That evening she returned in high spirits, giggling as she kicked off her shoes. Customers, she reported, had been so openly distracted by her appearance that the salesmen kept calling her over on the thinnest pretexts: to take notes during a conversation, to fetch drinks, to stand nearby while a deal was discussed. Sales figures had risen again.

Then, almost as an afterthought, she added, “Mark spanked me today.”

I snorted beer through my nose.

“What?”

“Playfully,” she laughed. “Like, ‘well done you,’ and then a slap. He did it a few times. Probably because I kept sticking my arse out.”

A low sound of protest escaped me, yet my cock stirred hard inside the soft fabric of the panties.

We fucked that night, but the dynamic had shifted. She insisted I keep the panties on throughout. While I moved inside her she spoke in a calm, speculative voice about the possibility of letting Mark fuck her. A promotion and a meaningful raise might follow, she suggested. I asked if she was serious. She looked straight at me and said she was. Deadly serious.

Something in me finally snapped.

“I’m not happy about that,” I told her.

“Okay,” she said, her voice perfectly calm. “Let’s talk about it. What are you scared of?”

I opened my mouth and then closed it again. The fear was real enough, yet when I tried to name it the words refused to arrange themselves.

“That… well…”

“I’m not going to leave you for Mark,” she scoffed. “And honestly, being slutty like this is only fun because I’m married. Being single and acting the same way wouldn’t be the same thing at all.”

I made a small sound of reluctant agreement. She had a point.

“So if I fuck around,” she continued, “it’s for you as well, not just for me. It’s so you know you’ve got a dirty slut wife waiting at home.”

“And the sissy stuff?” I asked.

Her grin widened. “That’s so I know I’ve got a dirty, submissive, slut husband.”

I could only manage a string of uncertain noises. “Hmm… Right… Well… errr…”

She shifted closer and began to stroke my chest with slow, deliberate fingers. “So I can fuck him?” she asked, still smiling.

“Errrr… well… erm… Okay.”

“Thanks, honey.” Her hand continued its lazy path across my skin. “And I can fuck who I like, right?”

The question hung in the air. I searched for a firmer answer and found none.

“Errr…”

In the end I simply shrugged.

“Okay.”

The next morning she chose a white mini-dress so short that the hem barely cleared the tops of her thighs. The bodice consisted of two tiny cups that strained to contain her large breasts, leaving the soft upper curves and the deep valley between them almost entirely exposed. Beneath the dress she wore nothing at all. The absence of panties was obvious every time she moved. She was no longer testing limits. She was erasing them.

I heard nothing from her during the day. When I returned home she was already inside, barefoot and giggling, the same bright, restless energy she had carried home the previous evenings. This time the confession arrived almost at once, delivered in the bright, conspiratorial tone of a schoolgirl sharing a secret with her closest friend.

She had sucked Mark off in his office. Afterwards she had done the same for a customer who had been particularly persistent. She recounted both acts with open delight, eyes shining, voice quick and excited. There was no shame in the telling, only a wild, almost giddy pride.

I stood there trying to absorb the words. Part of me could not quite believe how far and how fast she had travelled. Another, stronger part of me was already hard and aching. I needed to fuck her. Immediately.

Of course I lasted only two seconds. The moment I finished I did what she had already taught me to do: I lowered my head and licked her clean, tasting myself mixed with her. The act should have left me spent. Instead I was hard again almost at once, already aching for more. Never in my life had arousal returned so quickly or so completely.

We fucked a second time. Then a third. By the end of that third round I was past any remaining hesitation. Between thrusts I began to beg her, voice rough and urgent, to promise me she would fuck Mark. That she would fuck other men as well. I needed to hear the words.

She looked up at me with open glee and gave the promise without a second’s pause.

The next morning my wife dressed in the little black PVC skater skirt that barely covered her backside and the same lacy bralette she had worn on the shopping trip. The combination left almost nothing to the imagination. I knew it would take Mark Price no more than ten minutes to have her bent over his desk with his cock buried inside her. In the event they barely managed two sentences before she was on her knees.

She told me everything when she came home, laying out each detail with the same bright, almost clinical precision she had used for the earlier confessions.

“Bored of hubby?” he had asked once the office door was locked.

“Nope. Just horny all the time,” she had answered with a shrug. “And Alan’s okay with me getting railed.”

“Nice,” he had smiled.

She had laughed then. “You can come over and fuck me in front of him if you like. He’ll just sit there in his knickers and wank off.”

“Oh, a sissy boy, huh? Does he suck cock?”

“He will if I tell him to,” she had replied with a small sneer.

I stared at her after she finished the story, momentarily blank. Some part of me still wondered why she would volunteer that particular detail. The rest of me recognised that, given everything that had already taken place, I should have expected nothing less.

“Sure,” I said at last, and shrugged. “Why not?”

Why not indeed.

On Thursday evening Katre came home carrying my first cream pie. She grinned with open mischief, straddled my face, and settled into a low squat above me. “That’s it, baby,” she purred as she lowered herself. “Eat that yummy cummy.” A bright giggle followed. “Oh my god, this is so much fun!”

We fucked like rabbits afterwards, urgent and repeated, the earlier act only sharpening the hunger between us.

Later, as we lay catching our breath, she turned to me with a more practical tone. “I need you to do something tomorrow. There’s a store in Watford I want you to stop at on the way home. Inside, choose a nice sissy dress, some proper sissy lingerie, and a wig. We’re having a guest over in the evening and I want you properly prepared.”

I swallowed. The idea of another person seeing me dressed that way settled heavily in my chest. Was I ready for it?

The shop in Watford specialised in latex and PVC. As I moved between the rails I found myself picturing Katre in those same materials: black latex, buckles, a tightly laced corset, standing over me with a riding crop and a cold, dismissive expression that told me exactly how little I was worth. The image carried a clean, electric charge of power and desire at once.

In that moment the larger truth became clear. I needed my wife to step fully out of the careful shell that had constrained her for so long. I needed her to become the slutty, commanding vixen she had been reaching towards, and I needed the long-suppressed authority in her to rise and take its proper place. I was ready to be her sissy because I was ready, finally, to hand myself over to her without reservation.

“Can I help you?”

The voice belonged to a heavily tattooed young woman who had approached while I stood daydreaming. I turned and smiled.

“Yes,” I said. “Yes, definitely. I’m a sissy to my wife and I need appropriate clothing for an event tonight with my wife and her lover.”

She showed no surprise. A warm, knowing smile appeared instead. “Follow me.”

She understood the roles at once. I was the customer, and within that role I was the submissive one.

“We have several options depending on what you’re going for,” she explained as she led me deeper into the shop. “If you’re serving this evening, a classic maid’s uniform is always reliable. If you want something that can shift between looks, pink tones tend to work best. Then there are the more girlish cottage-core styles that lean into age regression and a kind of soft dehumanisation rather than the maid theme. Finally we have the very flamboyant pieces designed to present you as a toy: extremely short hems, open-backed panties, ready for penetration if that is part of the evening.”

I hesitated only briefly. This was not going to be a single night. “I think I’m going to need a few of each,” I said, “and matching lingerie.”

She nodded, selected a range of garments, and guided me towards the changing area. “Let’s get these tried on.”

Stripping in front of a stranger should have felt exposing. My hands shook as I removed my ordinary clothes. The moment the first dress settled over me, however, and she stepped in to zip it closed, the fear simply fell away. I stood in front of the mirror looking at the short combination of pink satin, white lace and soft tulle, and felt an unexpected sense of relief, almost of freedom.

“I’m a sissy,” I said quietly to my own reflection.

The salesgirl smiled. “Your first time?”

“Yes.”

“When a submissive sees themselves in a dress like this for the first time,” she said, “the stress and pressure they carry in their everyday clothes often turns out to be tangled up with their male identity. As a sissy that pressure can drop away. You’re handing yourself over to your Mistress, not transferring the stress onto her, but letting her decide how it will be managed. She has a solution for her own pressures: you. You have a solution for yours: order and clear control. BDSM is about connection and love, but ordinary life rarely offers that kind of structure. With this, you get it.”

I stared at her, surprised that a simple garment could carry so much meaning. It was not simple at all. It was a statement.

“Your wife taking a lover scares you, doesn’t it?” she asked.

“Yes,” I admitted.

“And yet you want it. She doesn’t hide it from you or use it as a threat. You still love each other.”

“Yes. Very much.”

“Then you’re lucky. This will bring you closer.”

I spent a considerable amount of money in the shop. Every item felt necessary. On the drive home I made one further stop, returning to the shoe store where Rachel worked. She smiled the moment she saw me, came out from behind the counter, and kissed both my cheeks as though we had known each other for years. She asked after Katre at once, hope clear in her voice. I told her everything that had happened since we last spoke, including the dresses I had just bought and the guest expected that evening.

“Can I see them?” Rachel asked.

“They’re in the car.”

To my surprise she simply told her colleagues she was taking a break and followed me out to the car park. I opened the boot and lifted the carrier bags so she could examine each dress in turn. She held them up one after another, gushing over the fabrics and cuts while ordinary shoppers walked past, casting glances that ranged from mild confusion to open amusement.

“So you need shoes to match?” she asked once she had finished.

“Yes. Heels, I suppose.”

“You don’t need heels,” she said firmly. “You’re tall enough already, and ordinary heels won’t help. Your Mistress can order ballet heels online later if she wants them for punishment. What you actually need are pretty flats, ideally Mary-Jane styles. Luckily we can sort that here. What size are you?”

“Men’s nine.”

“Okay. Trickier, but not impossible. You’re borderline for women’s sizes, so that helps.” She paused and looked at me more carefully. “But before we go any further, you need to do something for me.”

“Erm… okay. What?”

“Lick my pussy.” She walked straight to the passenger side of the car, opened the door, and slid into the seat.

I stood frozen for a moment, watching her push the seat back. A small voice insisted this was cheating, that I ought to check with Katre first. A larger, quieter voice reminded me that everything I was doing was already in service of my wife. This was simply another extension of that service. I climbed in, closed the door, and found that Rachel had already removed her knickers.

“Kiss me first,” she said.

We kissed. Her hands moved down, unfastened my trousers, and pushed them low enough to free the soft pink panties underneath. She rubbed me through the thin fabric while our mouths stayed locked. Then I shifted, knelt between her parted thighs, and began to lick. She came twice in quick succession, each climax sharp and unrestrained.

Afterwards she pulled me up for another kiss. During it I felt her reach between us, draw my cock free of the panties, and guide the head against her entrance. I hesitated.

“Just fuck me,” she murmured. “She’ll be okay with it.”

“I shouldn’t,” I mumbled.

She answered by gripping my hips and pulling me forward. My knee slipped, and I sank into her in one smooth motion. We stayed locked in the kiss while we fucked. To my own surprise I lasted far longer than I usually managed. When I finally came inside her I did not pull away. Instead I slid down at once and licked her clean, tasting both of us together.

Rachel giggled, breathless. “You really are kinky. I won’t mention this to Katre if you’re worried. But I think she’ll be fine with it.”

Of course, the moment I walked through the door I showed Katre the dresses and the neat pair of Mary-Jane flats Rachel had chosen for me. Then I told her everything that had happened in the car park. I apologised more than once, the words tumbling out in a nervous rush. Katre only laughed, the sound light and entirely free of anger, and told me to stop worrying.

“Babe, I’m fucking my boss,” she said, “and I’ve already fucked Rachel myself. I think it’s safe to say this is no longer a monogamous relationship.” She leaned in and kissed me softly on the mouth. “Was she good?”

“Yes. Kinky too.”

“Great.”

Something else from the fetish shop surfaced in my memory. “The woman there asked if we needed a chastity cage.”

“No,” Katre answered at once. “No. I want to keep fucking you. That way you’ll never forget how small your dick is and how little you can satisfy me or any other woman. Actually, having you fuck other women might be useful. You’ll get to hear first-hand just how inadequate you are.” She finished with a wide, wicked grin.

I smiled back. She was going to make one hell of a Mistress.


Four

I had assumed Mark would feel at least a flicker of nerves about fucking my wife in front of me. I had pictured him arriving cautious, perhaps even awkward. Instead he walked into our home with the same easy authority he wore at the dealership, as though the house and everyone in it already belonged to him.

Some distant part of me insisted I ought to be furious, that I should put my foot down and reclaim some scrap of dignity. I did neither. I simply moved through the rooms in the pretty pink satin dress, the short skirt constantly nudged upward by the stubborn erection it could not hide.

Every cutting remark, every casual shove or dismissive laugh only made me harder. Mark noticed. He watched the obvious tenting of the soft fabric and grinned.

“What a fucking disgrace of a man,” he laughed, and pushed me over while I was still on my knees.

They kissed on the sofa while I could do nothing but watch. Katre’s hand worked steadily along the thick length of Mark’s cock, his trousers already around his ankles. Between kisses she ordered me to undress him the rest of the way. I moved forward on my knees and began to obey.

As my head came level with his crotch he suddenly gripped my hair, hard, and forced my mouth down onto him. There was no spoken command, no pause for permission. The two of them simply continued kissing above me while I was made to take him fully. The sudden stretch of my lips around the thick head, the heavy, salty taste flooding my tongue, and the firm, unyielding press of his hand on the back of my head sent a sharp, unwanted pulse of excitement racing through me even as I struggled to adjust to the size and the rhythm he set. My eyes watered. My throat tightened. Yet the harder he pushed, the more insistently that treacherous throb answered between my own legs, trapped and obvious beneath the soft pink satin of the dress.

“Oh yeah, fucking slut,” he snarled, voice low and pleased, using my mouth and throat without hesitation while my wife’s soft moans mixed with the wet sounds of the kiss they shared above me.

As he mounted my wife he reached back, seized a handful of the pink satin, and dragged me forward until my face was pressed against him. I knew exactly what he wanted. A clear voice in my head insisted I should refuse, that this particular act crossed a line I had never intended to approach. Instead I simply accepted the role that had been carved out for me and pressed my tongue to his hole.

He let out a low, rough moan that turned into a growl, the sound vibrating through him as he drove into Katre. Between thrusts he told her exactly what a filthy slut she had for a husband.

“I know!” she laughed, breathless and delighted. “I fucking love it!”

“Me too,” Mark gasped, the words breaking into something closer to a mewl the moment I pushed my tongue inside him.

He fucked my wife through three clear, shuddering orgasms and still showed no sign of finishing. Instead he pulled out of her with a wet sound, stood to his full height, and shoved me face-first down onto her body. Katre’s hands were on me the instant I landed. One tangled in my hair and dragged my mouth to hers in a deep, hungry kiss that tasted of her earlier moans. Her other hand slipped between us, found the strained front of the soft pink panties, freed my cock, and guided the leaking head straight into her slick heat. I sank into her with a broken sound that she immediately swallowed.

I moaned against her lips. Behind me something larger and far more deliberate was taking shape. I felt the blunt, heavy pressure of Mark’s cock pressing directly against my anus. A flash of panic cut through the haze. I tried to turn my head, to form even a single word of protest, but Katre only kissed me harder, sealing my mouth with hers, and locked one strong arm around my shoulders so I could not pull away or rise.

“Argh!”

The cry was trapped and muffled inside the kiss as the thick head forced its way past the tight ring of muscle. He did not pause. He did not ease in. He simply drove forward in one continuous, relentless push until he was buried to the hilt and my body was pinned between them.

“Take it, baby,” my wife murmured against my mouth, her voice low and almost tender. “Just take his cock. Be the gay slut you were always destined to be. I want to make you gay. Make you our gay sissy toy.”

The words slid over me like warm oil, smooth and darkly seductive. They should have stung. Instead they pulled a fresh, helpless moan from deep in my chest.

The first fifteen seconds were pure shock and impossible stretch, every nerve ending flaring in protest. Then, with startling speed, the sensation began to change. The overwhelming fullness, the steady pressure, the slow, powerful rhythm of his hips settled into something that felt almost like relief, almost like pleasure. Before I could stop myself I was pushing back to meet each thrust, the broken words slipping out between the kisses Katre still refused to break.

“More… please… more…”

Katre’s eyes sparkled with open, almost cruel delight as she watched her boss claim me completely.

“Does it feel good, honey?” she asked, voice low and amused. “Huh?”

“Yeah,” I gasped. “Amazing.”

She giggled, the sound bright and triumphant. “I thought you’d like it. There’s going to be plenty more where that came from.”

Mark railed me for a full ten minutes, and he did not stay in one position for long.

He began with me still pinned between them, my cock buried inside Katre while he drove into me from behind. Every hard thrust shoved me deeper into her. She clung to my shoulders, laughing breathlessly between moans, and kept up a steady stream of filthy encouragement.

“That’s it, Mark. Ruin him. Ruin that tight little hole. Make him gay for real. I want him broken for women. I want him only able to think about cock after this.”

She clapped once, sharp and delighted, when I whimpered.

He pulled out of me without warning, flipped me onto my back on the sofa, and hooked my knees over his elbows so I was folded open. The pink satin dress was shoved up around my waist. He pushed back inside in one smooth, merciless stroke and began to fuck me properly, long and deep. Katre straddled my face at once, lowering her still-dripping pussy onto my mouth.

“Lick me clean while he ruins you,” she ordered, grinding down. “Good sissy. Take every inch.”

I came in less than a minute, untouched, spilling across my own stomach in helpless spurts. The orgasm only seemed to amuse them both. Mark laughed and kept pounding into me without slowing. Katre rode my tongue through two more sharp climaxes of her own, clapping and cheering each time I moaned into her.

“Listen to him beg with his mouth full,” she crowed. “He’s already addicted. Keep going, Mark. Stretch him open. Make sure no woman will ever feel tight again after what you’re doing to him.”

He changed position once more, hauling me up onto all fours on the floor. Katre lay on her back in front of me so I could keep licking her while Mark mounted me from behind like an animal. The new angle let him go even deeper. Every thrust punched the air from my lungs. I pushed back onto him without being told, chasing the fullness, the burn that had long since turned into something darkly addictive.

Katre reached up and stroked my hair almost tenderly while she spoke the cruellest words yet.

“That’s our gay sissy toy. Look at him take it. He’s never going to want pussy the same way again. You’re doing such a good job of ruining my husband, Mark. Don’t stop until you’ve pumped him full.”

Mark’s rhythm finally grew erratic. He slammed in hard, held himself buried to the root, and emptied into me with a long, guttural groan. The heat of his cum flooding my insides pulled another weak shudder out of me.

We collapsed together in a tangled heap. For several minutes the three of us simply kissed: Katre’s mouth on mine, then Mark’s, then theirs meeting above me while I lay between them, still stretched and leaking. Eventually Mark pulled out. The sudden emptiness made me gasp. He delivered one hard, open-handed spank to my bare arse and gave a rough, satisfied chuckle.

“Amazing lay,” he said. “Fucking amazing.”

If I thought the night was finished once we collapsed in that tangled heap, I was badly mistaken.

Mark announced he needed a drink and a short recovery. He poured himself a generous measure of whisky from the sideboard, sat back on the sofa still naked, and watched the two of us with open, predatory interest while he sipped. The rest lasted less than twenty minutes.

Then he was hard again.

He took Katre first, bending her over the arm of the sofa and driving into her with the same relentless energy as before. I was ordered to kneel beside them and keep his balls in my mouth the entire time. When he finished inside her he simply pulled out, wiped the head of his cock across my lips, and told me to clean him. I did.

An hour later he had me on my back on the living-room floor, knees pressed to my chest, and fucked my already tender arse while Katre sat on my face and made me eat her through another orgasm. He came deep inside me for the second time that night.

There were more rounds after that. Sometimes he used only her. Sometimes only me. Sometimes both of us at once, switching between holes with casual ownership. The pink satin dress ended up in a crumpled heap in the corner. My body became a collection of aches and slick, open places that he returned to whenever the mood took him.

By the time the first grey light of morning filtered through the curtains I felt exactly the way I did after a particularly aggressive vindaloo: a constant, low-level burning in my anus that made every shift of position a reminder of what it had endured. I was sore, stretched, and leaking. Preparation H would have been a mercy.

None of that stopped Mark. He woke hard, saw an available hole, and took it without ceremony, sliding back into me while I was still half-asleep and burying another load before the day had properly begun.

Mark left at ten on Saturday morning. The front door closed behind him with a soft finality, and the house fell quiet except for the distant sound of traffic. Katre and I remained where we were, tangled together on the living-room floor, bodies still aching and marked from the long night. We lay on our sides facing one another, too exhausted to move, simply staring into each other’s eyes and trying to understand what the last twelve hours had turned us into.

“I want this every day,” she said at last, her voice quiet but certain. “I want to watch Mark and other men fuck you. Then I want them to fuck me. And I want us still to fuck each other in between. We’re young. We don’t have children. I want a sissy husband. I want everyone to know that you are a sissy and that I am a whore. I want this whole thing to dominate our lives. I want to start an OnlyFans and make proper money from it. Most of all, I want every one of your social media accounts to show the world exactly what a sissy you are.”

“Why?” I asked, even though the answer already sat heavy and undeniable in my gut. I wanted it too.

“Because it’s the happiest I’ve ever been,” she said simply. “And I think we need to own that.”

The idea of becoming a full-time sissy frightened me. My job was miserable. I hated the work, the people, the endless grey routine. The wage was modest at best. Yet it was still a wage, and walking away from it would leave us with nothing. At the same time I knew I could never live as a complete, open sissy while keeping a conventional job like that. The two lives could not exist side by side.

Thankfully, Mark came to the rescue.

Mark returned on Sunday and spent the entire day with us. He fucked us both, sometimes separately, sometimes together, with the same easy ownership he had shown on Friday night. Between rounds, while the three of us lay tangled and catching our breath, we told him what we wanted: a life built entirely around this new dynamic. We also told him about the practical problem. Living that way openly would make keeping ordinary jobs almost impossible, and money would quickly become an issue.

Mark listened without interruption. When we finished he simply said, “Why don’t you move in with me?”

He explained the offer with the same straightforward confidence he brought to everything else. He owned a large house with more space than he ever used. There would be no pressure to share his bedroom; we would have our own self-contained part of the property. Katre would continue working for him exactly as she did now. I would take on the role of live-in maid: cleaning, laundry, general upkeep of the house. If I could cook as well, so much the better. The arrangement would save us a considerable amount of money and finally give him the domestic help he had never managed to organise for himself.

We could not say yes on the spot, and Mark made it clear he did not expect an immediate answer. After he left that evening Katre and I talked for hours. The practical advantages were obvious. The lifestyle we both now craved would be far easier under one roof with him. The only real question was boundaries. When we raised the subject with Mark the following day he was equally clear. He did not want a wife. He wanted reliable, enthusiastic fuck buddies. His true marriage was to the dealership and the long hours it demanded.

“We’ll do it,” Katre told me once we were alone again. “But you need to allow me to expose you.”

I gave the condition serious thought. The fear was still there, but it no longer outweighed the pull of the life she was offering. In the end I agreed. From that moment there would be no more male clothes, no more pretence of ordinary masculinity. Lingerie, sissy dresses, long blonde hair, full make-up: that would be my daily uniform. Katre, for her part, would dress only as the open slut she had become.

When she began posting photographs and short clips that left no doubt about what I was, the reaction was swift. Most of the people who had known the old version of me quietly disappeared from our lives. My parents disowned me without discussion. My sister, however, remained supportive, as did the majority of my female friends and the gay friends who had always sensed something of this nature in me.

And so our new lives began: one of us the permanent sissy, the other the unapologetic slut. We had never been happier.

The End


Impotent by Choice

One

My husband and I used to have a great sex life. When we met as late teenagers and right through our twenties, we went at it constantly, the way young couples do when desire still feels endless. He was a little odd in those early days. I discovered he sometimes wore panties under his clothes. I put a stop to that straight away. The last thing I wanted was a husband with a secret like that, so I made the choice clear: it was the panties or me. To my knowledge he never touched them again after that conversation.

Everything shifted when he approached thirty and got the promotion. The new role meant more travel, longer stretches away from home, and a level of pressure I could see settling into his shoulders and the lines around his eyes. The more he was on the road, the less often we made love. Then another change crept in. On the weekends when we did manage it, he took longer and longer to get hard, or he would lose his erection halfway through. I told him it did not matter, that I loved him exactly the same, because I did. Still, I felt a sharp pity for him. Work was grinding him down, and his body was paying the price.

It continued that way until the day he could not get hard at all. There were moments when I even thought his cock looked smaller, softer, somehow diminished, though I told myself it was only the stress. I sent him to the doctor. The physical came back clear. He was healthy. The doctor put the erectile problems down to pressure and fatigue. We tried Viagra. At first it helped a little. Then, gradually, even the tablets stopped working.

By the time he turned thirty I had more or less given up on any real sex life. I told myself there was no chance of recovering what we had lost. That was the point when Eric offered to go down on me. He had never done it before. Suddenly we were intimate every day, sometimes more than once. The biggest difference was simple and startling: I climaxed every single time.

Then Eric came up with a new idea. He found a strap-on that let his soft little cock sit inside the hollow base, so he could still be close while the toy did the work. It was not the same as a real erection. It never could be. But it worked. It got me there. Intimacy returned to our lives. Eric was not climaxing himself, yet he did everything he could to make me feel wanted and special. I could not fault him for that.

When I told my best friend Tracy, she laughed. “You’re basically in a lesbian relationship with a man,” she said.

“You have no idea,” I answered. “One, a lesbian relationship can only be with a woman, you dope. Two, at least he’s trying.”

She shrugged. “If you put him in panties and a bra, put make-up on him, stick a nightie on that skinny little body of his, what do you end up with? He hasn’t got a cock any more.”

“Stop it,” I said, but I was laughing too. She was not far wrong. Dressing Eric up, especially with how thin he had become, would probably turn him into a rather pretty girl. That was when the old memory surfaced.

“You know,” I told her, “when I first met Eric, he had a panty fetish.”

Tracy rolled her eyes. “Renny, all men have a panty fetish.”

“No, dopey. I mean he used to wear them.”

“Oh!” Tracy said, then broke into a giggle. “Kinky. I like it.”

“Urgh. Back then I was a bit of a bitch. I didn’t understand it, so I just put a stop to it.”

Tracy stared at me with genuine horror. “Renny, you utter bitch! How could you do something so horrible? Poor guy!”

“I was a kid,” I protested. “I was scared people would find out and make fun of me.”

“Well, now you know better. Get some knickers on that sissy!”

It was strange how life experience changed a person. At the time I caught him in panties I had only one thought: what if someone finds out? Now, with years behind me and a more jaded view of the world, I simply thought: who gives a shit? Other people’s approval used to matter so much. These days I only wanted a happy life.

When I finally had the chance to be alone with my husband, I sat down beside him and chose my words carefully.

“Remember when you used to wear panties?” I asked.

His face drained of colour. His whole body gave a small, visible shake. “I… but I stopped. I did what you asked.”

“I know, I know.” I rested a hand on his wrist, feeling the tension ease under my fingers. “I just wanted to say that I’m sorry for being a bitch about it. I was young and stupid. If wearing panties makes you happy, then you should.”

“Really?” The hope in his eyes was almost painful to see.

“Sure. I shouldn’t care what anyone else thinks.” I smiled. “So how about tonight, in bed, you wear some of my knickers?”

His mouth curved into a shy smile. “Can I… can I wear one of your bras too?”

I tilted my head, a little surprised, but the smile stayed. “Of course. Would you like a little nightie as well?”

“Yes please!” He blushed so hard the colour reached the tips of his ears.

And just like that, I had a cute little sissy at home. Maybe this extra kink could turn out to be fun after all.

When I dressed Eric in the pink satin briefs, the matching pink lace pull-over satin bralette, and a soft pink nightie, the most remarkable thing happened. Suddenly he was hard. Properly, fully erect, for the first time in nearly a year. It felt like a miracle. I wasted no time at all. I pushed him back, climbed on top, and rode him hard. It lasted maybe thirty seconds before he came inside me. I did not care about the speed. What mattered was the feel of him again, solid and real, filling me after so long. It was the best thing I had experienced in months.

Then, much to my surprise, he slid down the bed and put his mouth between my legs. I was messy, slick with his cum, yet I said nothing. I simply watched as my husband licked and lapped, cleaning every trace of himself from me. The sight and the sensation drove me wild. I loved every second of it.

This, I realised, was going to be our new life. If dressing him like this was what it took to bring our sex life back, then I would do it without hesitation.


Two

Our sex life carried on in much the same way, and because I was growing more and more into it myself, I started ordering Eric his own panties, bras and nighties. One day I realised he no longer even owned any male underwear. Everything in his drawer was soft, frilly and feminine. Yet, as with all good things, the longer we settled into the same routine without any change, the softer his erections became again. I began to wonder what else he might need to keep the spark alive.

This time I did not need Tracy to push me. The evening I handed Eric his first suspender belt and stockings was the evening his erections returned in force, stronger than before. My suspicion had been right. Routine had dulled things for him. He needed more, and if I was honest with myself, so did I.

The word Tracy had used was sissy. I never imagined I would look up something like that, but one quiet afternoon I did exactly that on our shared iPad. That was when the whole truth spilled out in front of me.

Typing the word brought up a long history of previous searches, nearly all of them centred on sissy hypnosis. I found files about becoming a sissy cuckold, a sissy cumdump, a whore for men, a slut, even a bedwetter. The one that had been played far more than any other was about becoming an impotent sissy. The description claimed that the longer a man used the hypnosis, the more he would need the sissy identity. First heels, dresses, wigs and make-up. Then the craving for men, for cocks, for cum. Eventually the cock itself would stop working altogether, leaving him wanting only to be an anal whore, working the streets and the truck stops for his next fix.

I sat there staring at the screen, unable to believe it. My husband had been deliberately destroying not only himself but our marriage as well. Rage flooded through me. Yet the more I read, the hotter I became. Soon I was still snarling with anger, but at the same time I was rubbing myself hard, picturing my darling Eric turned into some cheap street whore, taking men for a few notes while I stayed home with a lover of my own.

Reason told me I ought to confront him the moment he walked through the door, demand that he stop the hypnosis files and put an end to the whole thing. The longer I sat with the thought, however, the heavier the guilt became. Perhaps if I had not forced him to stop wearing panties all those years ago, he would never have gone to such extremes. Maybe every bit of this was my fault. Or maybe I simply needed to help him see how ridiculous it all was, to shock him out of it before it went any further.

By the time Eric arrived home that evening I had already ordered two ridiculously short, adult-baby-style sissy dresses online. If I was going to humiliate him properly I would need help, and the dresses would take a few days to arrive. That gave me time to get Tracy on board.

Tracy, of course, was more than game. She still issued a warning. “The whole thing could go sideways,” she said.

“How?” I laughed, unable to imagine anything serious going wrong.

“You might find he just likes it more. Or you like it more. In which case, yes, it will definitely go wrong.”

By the time the dresses finally turned up the plan was set. He would try the first one on. I would put make-up and a wig on him. Then I would text Tracy to come over. The moment a third party saw him dressed like that would be the moment he broke. I was certain of it.

“Oh my god, these are amazing!” Eric gushed, holding up the prissy pink satin and heavily laced dresses. “I have to try one on.”

Once he had the first dress on, the pretty pink satin briefs showed clearly because the hem ended only an inch or so above the waistband of the panties. I handed him a blonde curly wig, sat him down, and carefully did his make-up. When I finished I looked him over and felt a sharp rush of satisfaction.

“Now go clean the kitchen,” I snapped, convinced everything was going perfectly.

That was until he answered.

My husband dropped into a neat little curtsey and said, in a soft, eager voice, “Yes Mistress. Anything for you, Mistress.”

He left the room. I stared at the empty doorway and felt a sudden flood of wetness between my legs. Power and control washed through me in equal measure. My husband, the sissy, would do anything I asked. I could take a lover and he would simply accept it. Why was I still stressing about getting his cock hard when I could have a real man service me instead?

I sent the text to Tracy, yet even as I did so I realised I no longer needed her. What I needed was for Eric to become Erica, permanently. There was only one problem. My wages covered the mortgage and the month-to-month bills, but if we wanted any of the luxuries we had grown used to, I still needed Eric’s wage. Turning him fully into a sissy would put that income at risk.

The doorbell dragged me out of my thoughts. Shit. It was Tracy. She was going to ruin everything.

When I reached the ground floor, though, I stopped short. My sissy husband was already on his knees in the hallway, pressing soft kisses to Tracy’s shoes. My best friend looked across at me with a small smile and a shrug.

“Get up, slave,” Tracy said. “You look very pretty, sissy.”

The sissy rose and beamed with pure delight, swaying his hips the way little girls sometimes do. “Thank you, Mistwess Twacy!” he said, then skipped away down the corridor.

“Jesus fuck!” Tracy gasped once he was out of earshot.

“Right?” I laughed.

“You’ve got to keep him like that. You know that, don’t you?”

“I know. I’ve decided. I’m going to get a lover and keep him.”

She gave me a long, knowing look. “I told you so.”

“Yes, you did. And I’m glad I didn’t listen. I fucking love this.”

“Me too, to be honest. I wonder if I can do this to Craig.” She mused aloud. Craig was Tracy’s husband, similar in build to Eric but louder and far more extroverted. I doubted he would ever go for it.

We walked through to the kitchen and sat down to watch my sissy work. He hummed quietly to himself as he wiped the counters, completely happy and relaxed. I realised it was the happiest I had ever seen him. It was as if some internal dam had finally broken.

“Erica,” I said. “I’ve decided to get a lover. What do you think?”

The sissy smiled. “I think it will be wonderful to have a daddy in the house.”

“And would you like to snuggle with him too? Maybe suck his big dick?”

“Oh yes, Mommy! Yes pwease!” he sang happily.

I turned to Tracy and smiled.

“I think you’ve broken him,” Tracy muttered.

“I think he broke himself.” This was clearly some kind of conditioning, something that had switched on inside his brain the moment he put on the dress. The question was whether it could be switched off again. And more importantly, whether I even wanted it switched off.

“Honey?” I called.

“Yes, Mistwess.”

“How often do you watch the sissy hypno?” I asked, curious whether he would be surprised that I knew.

“Oh, I don’t know.” He looked up at the ceiling, hips still swinging gently. “Watch, maybe five times a day. But I have it playing on my AirPods all the time.”

“For how long?”

“Years!”

He was fucked. He had literally brainwashed himself. I did not believe hypnosis worked in the classic sense, but I did believe it was possible to damage your own brain and psyche through constant repetition. Clearly that was exactly what had happened here.

I had one more question to ask.

“Honey, if I was to say that you were done with this job, and now I wanted you to go to a truck stop and suck cock all night, what would you say?”

“Um, which twuck stop, Mistwess?”

“How about we drive you to one?” I asked. Tracy’s mouth fell open.

“Yay!” Erica squealed.

“You’ll remember to ask for money, won’t you?”

“Of course, Mistwess!”

We drove him to a dark, busy truck stop on the edge of the motorway and sat in the car to watch. It took no more than ten seconds for the first fat truckers to notice him in that stupid little dress. Soon a small group had gathered, hands already squeezing his bottom through the thin satin. One of them handed over a note. Without hesitation Eric dropped to his knees right there on the tarmac and started sucking.

Tracy stared in open amazement. After a long moment she sighed and said she needed to speak to Craig.

I turned to her, smiled, and answered, “Let’s go see Craig together.”

“You think we can convince him?” Tracy asked, her voice low as we sat in the darkened car.

I leaned across and kissed her hard on the mouth, tasting the faint sweetness of the wine she had drunk earlier. When I finally broke away her chest was rising and falling quickly under the tight black top, her full breasts pressing against the fabric. Her eyes stayed locked on mine and her lips remained parted, already hungry for more. Craig would be soft putty in our hands. I was certain of it.

“You get my plan?” I asked.

“Fuck yeah,” she panted, then seized the front of my blouse and pulled me back in. We kissed again, deeper this time, tongues sliding together while outside the windscreen a thick, veined cock was being forced steadily into my husband’s arse. He was on all fours on the dirty tarmac, knees spread wide on the oil-stained ground. The short pink dress had been shoved up around his waist, the thin satin clinging to the small of his back. His pretty pink briefs had been dragged to one side, the elastic digging into the soft flesh of one cheek and leaving the other fully exposed. The trucker’s thick fingers dug into his hips hard enough to leave pale marks, holding him steady while he drove in with short, heavy thrusts. Each powerful push made Erica’s whole body jolt forward, the little blonde curls of the wig bouncing with every impact. Soft, broken little moans spilled from his painted lips and drifted in through the open car window, high and needy, rising and falling with the rhythm of the fucking. The wet, slick sound of skin slapping against skin mixed with the distant low rumble of idling engines and the occasional hiss of air brakes somewhere further down the rank.


Three

Craig’s first step into sissification proved surprisingly easy. We simply told him that if he wanted to join us in bed it was women’s day, and he would have to dress the part. He swallowed the idea whole. He shaved carefully, pulled on the lingerie Tracy laid out for him, settled the wig she already had at home over his short hair, and sat still while we applied make-up. I let him fuck me afterwards. His cock was small, yet it still worked, and that reward was exactly what he needed to make certain he would dress again.

“Wear panties for me every day,” Tracy purred against his ear, “and we can play like this more often.”

“Hell yeah!” Craig shouted, already eager.

It took Tracy and me a full week to ease him into actual sissy dresses. Unlike Eric, Craig complained that he felt stupid in them. We answered by letting him fuck us both in the arse while he still wore the dress. The reward was enough. He took it.

During those same days Eric was out on the street almost every night, earning. In a single week he brought home the same amount he normally made in a month at his old job. I pointed out how much more he could take if he simply quit work and lived as a sissy full-time. There was no argument. His mind had turned to soft mush. He would do anything that pushed him further into the role.

After two weeks we decided it was time to bring Eric into the games we were playing with Craig. When Craig first saw Eric fully dressed and made-up he only shrugged, treating it as part of the same light-hearted game. Then Eric spoke, and the truth began to settle over him.

“I wove being a sissy princess!” Eric sang, hips swaying in that soft, girlish rhythm.

“Wha… what is this?” Craig asked, voice suddenly uncertain. “Honey?”

“Erica,” Tracy said with a calm smile, “I want you to suck Carrie’s cock.”

Craig’s mouth fell open. Before he could form another word Eric was already on his knees and taking him in. From the way Craig’s head tipped back and the deep, unbroken moans that spilled out of him, it was clear Eric was very good at it. Louder, in fact, than Tracy had ever heard her husband moan before.

“Okay, now switch,” I said.

“Wait!” Craig gasped.

“Now!” Tracy snapped, rising to her feet and reaching for the crop I had left conveniently nearby. “Or I will not only beat you, I will send photos of you as a sissy to every friend and family member you have.”

Sniffing hard and clearly holding back tears, Craig dropped to his knees and freed Eric’s little erection from the pink satin. He took it into his mouth with a grimace, face scrunched as though the taste and the act itself disgusted him. After only a moment or two the tension in his features began to ease. His jaw relaxed. Soon he was sucking with wet, eager sounds, tongue working along the shaft, lips sliding up and down while spit gathered at the corners of his mouth.

“Oh, Carrie!” Eric moaned, one hand resting lightly on the top of Craig’s head, fingers stroking the wig. “Oh baby, I’m gonna cum.”

“He can never last!” I laughed from the side of the bed.

Eric’s hips gave a small, warning twitch, as if offering Craig one last chance to pull away. Craig did not take it. He kept his mouth sealed around the cock, sucking harder, until Eric’s back arched and a long, broken moan tore out of him. He came in thick pulses straight into Craig’s mouth. Craig swallowed every drop without pulling off. That was the moment I knew we had him completely.

We made the two of them kiss and cuddle afterwards, soft and slow, until both were hard again. This time we told Eric to fuck Craig. Tracy’s husband gave us one final look, the kind that said he wanted to argue yet already understood there was no point. Then he climbed onto all fours on the mattress and waited.

Eric’s little cock was small enough that it caused no real pain, yet thick enough to give real sensation. He pushed in slowly at first, then began to thrust with short, steady strokes. Craig’s protests turned into low groans. Within a minute he was pushing back to meet every thrust, voice rising.

“I can’t believe it feels this great!” he gasped, fingers gripping the sheets.

Tracy leaned close to my ear, her breath warm against my skin.

“We have him,” she whispered.

“We do,” I answered.

Getting Craig onto the streets would never be as simple as it had been with Eric. We both knew that. So we turned our attention elsewhere. We convinced him that the four of us should move in together, and that Tracy and I ought to find a lover with a proper big cock who could fuck all of us. I had expected more resistance from Craig. Instead he simply nodded. I think the feeling of being taken by Eric had been so unexpectedly good that he no longer had the will to argue.

I assumed finding such a man would take time. Tracy, as usual, had a surprise ready. It turned out she had already been having an affair with a black man named Devon for some months. He wanted no commitment, yet he was more than interested in fucking two attractive women. The only question left was whether he would be flexible enough to fuck two sissies as well.

Tracy and I met him in the bar he owned. It was a low, dumpy place where people came for cheap beer and a game of pool. We were the only white faces in the room. Tracy showed no hesitation when she put the request to the tall, young, heavily muscled man. His bald head and sharp features reminded me strongly of Denzel Washington, and I was more than ready to say yes.

Devon looked uncertain. I could see the heat in his eyes. The idea clearly aroused him, yet he could not quite get past the thought of fucking men. His business partner and friend, Chris, only chuckled and told him to go for it.

“Aye man, know how many white sissies I fucked?” Chris said. “These fuckers have this fetish about us, and I know some say that ain’t right, yeah? But I say, if it gets us some delicious pussy, and a tight hole every so often, then more power to us.”

Devon laughed, the last of his hesitation falling away.

“Fuck it. Yeah, I’m in.”

Of course I needed to try Devon right there and then. Tracy and Chris came with us into the cramped back room of the bar. Devon bent me over a dusty table and pushed inside in one long, relentless stroke. It felt like having a tree trunk forced up my pussy. I had managed perfectly well with smaller cocks for years, but the sheer size of him changed everything. Pure, overwhelming pleasure rolled through me again and again as he drove deep, stretching me open with every thrust.

To my left Tracy was taking the same treatment from Chris. I turned my head, found her face, and kissed her hard. We had already moved far past simple friendship. She was my lover now, and I was glad of it. Watching her heavy tits bounce and sway with every powerful slam of Chris’s hips made my mouth water. I wanted to lean across and suck one of those thick nipples between my lips.

Yes. This was definitely who I was now.

Chris came with Devon the first time the two men visited our new shared house. That meant our husbands could watch from the side of the bed while two real men took us. It also meant Devon was not alone when he finally turned his attention to Craig. I watched Chris push Eric’s pink dress up and bury himself in the smaller sissy’s arse while Devon did the same to Craig.

Tracy walked slowly over to where Craig was being fucked. His body jolted forward and back with every deep thrust of Devon’s thick cock. She looked down at his made-up face, the blonde curls of the wig, the ridiculous little pink sissy dress.

“Has Eric told you about his work?” she asked softly.

Craig lifted his eyes. Tears were already gathering. He nodded.

“Yes,” he whispered, voice small and lost.

“You realise that’s your job too now, don’t you? From tonight?” She kept her tone calm and commanding, yet there was an almost sugary sweetness underneath it.

Craig dropped his gaze again. A tear fell to the floorboards, then another.

“Yes,” he said.

Tracy’s eyes found mine across the room and she smirked, slow and satisfied. We had won. We had taken our husbands and turned them into sissy whores, soft and obedient and ready to be used. Yet I knew Craig’s heart would never settle fully into the role unless he reached the same broken, eager state that Eric already lived in. So I suggested that both of them keep listening to the sissy hypnosis whenever they could, day and night if possible.

Tracy loved the idea at once. She fetched a pair of headphones, settled them over Craig’s ears while he was still on all fours, and queued up the longest, most relentless file she could find. The soft, insistent voice began to pour straight into his head. It would take time, of course. Weeks, maybe months. But eventually Craig would come to love being a streetwalker every bit as much as my husband already did. They would both learn to crave cock more than anything else in life, more than pride, more than money, more than the men they used to be.

I barely saw my husband after that. He came home from the streets only long enough to hand over the night’s earnings, then slipped quietly to bed. When he cleaned the house I made it clear I expected him to stay invisible, especially if I was with my lover. He agreed without a word of protest.

Later, Tracy and I lay tangled together in the wide bed, thick streaks of cum still leaking from both our pussies as Chris and Devon’s footsteps faded down the stairs. I pulled her closer and kissed her slowly, tasting the salt of sweat and sex on her lips.

“We need more sissies,” I murmured against her mouth. “Decent-looking ones. Attractive enough that it’s a pleasure to watch them lick us clean afterwards.”

Tracy giggled, the sound low and wicked. “Yeah, but I had more fun turning Craig. Eric was too easy. I like it when they say they don’t want it and try to fight me. I like twisting them until I see that look in their eyes, the exact second they realise they’ve been completely ruined.”

“Mmm.” I kissed her again, deeper this time. “You took the words right out of my mouth. Bar tonight?”

“Absolutely,” she breathed, already smiling.

The End


The Drink

One

The sticky heat of late summer clung to the pavements outside. It was my first ever beer. My adoptive step-parents had never been strict, not really, but they were quiet people, shy and easily flustered, and so they had simply kept alcohol out of the house and out of reach. Turning eighteen felt like the proper moment to correct that. I chose the one drink I had always claimed, as a child, that I would never fancy. Lager. Something ordinary and unromantic. Weirdly, once the first bitter swallow was down, I found I rather liked it.

The bar itself was nothing special. People at college had warned me off it. Rough district, they said. Best avoided after dark. It was a little on the dirty side, true enough: the floor tacky underfoot, the mirrors clouded, the air thick with old smoke and cheaper perfume. Yet it felt fine. More importantly, it felt anonymous. I wanted somewhere I would not run into anyone from lectures or the halls, somewhere free of the usual cheerful hassle.

I was halfway through the second pint when a voice slid in beside me.

“Buy you another, honey?”

I turned. A transvestite in full drag stood there, probably in her forties, heavy foundation cracking at the jawline, wig slightly askew. Not remotely passable. Broad shoulders strained the seams of a sequinned top that left little to the imagination.

“Erm, thanks,” I said, polite by reflex. “I’m good.”

She chuckled, a low, gravelly sound. “What’s the matter? Not into chicks with dicks?”

“Well, I haven’t been with a woman either,” I answered, trying for lightness, “but I think I’m straight, thanks.”

“Mmmm. I don’t think you are, honey.” The purr carried an edge. A hand settled on my thigh, fingers pressing just a fraction too firmly. “Where do you live, babygirl?”

Babygirl.

That single word made the lager sit heavier in my stomach. I was already regretting the choice of bar. Time to leave.

“Oh, I live with my parents,” I said. Step-parents, strictly speaking, but she did not need the detail.

“Where’s that, honey?” Another voice, deeper, almost the same register. I turned and found a second figure at my other shoulder. Two more were drifting closer from the gloom near the toilets. None of them passable. All of them broad, muscular beneath the cheap satin and fishnet, the outfits deliberately slutty, lipstick smeared, eyes bright with something that was not quite amusement.

“I… I should go.” I stood.

Hands pushed me back down into the chair. The first one leaned in so close I could smell the chemical sweetness of her perfume over the beer.

“And we think you should stay.”

I did not think. I simply moved. Twisting under their grip, I slipped free and ran, hard, for the door. Laughter followed me out into the street, coarse and delighted. They were not chasing. Just playing, I told myself. Just winding up the nervous kid who had wandered into the wrong place. Still, the skin on the back of my neck prickled and would not settle.

The first bus that came was half empty. I climbed on, reaching automatically for my wallet and the student pass inside it. My hand closed on nothing. Pocket empty. The driver watched me fumble, then gave a tired shrug and waved me on. Not a nice neighbourhood, after all. Mercy was cheaper than an argument.

The journey home took the better part of half an hour. Streetlights smeared past the windows. I sat rigid, turning over what had been in that wallet. Cash, mostly. I preferred it that way; cards lived in my phone. The bus pass carried my name, nothing more. No address, no photographs, nothing that mattered. I told myself it was nothing to worry about. The words sounded thin even inside my own head.

The house was dark when I let myself in. My adoptive parents were already in bed. I cleaned my teeth in the quiet bathroom, avoided my own reflection, and went straight to my room. The sheets still held the faint warmth of the day. Sleep took me almost at once, heavy and absolute.

Sometime later a voice spoke in the darkness, close enough that I felt the breath of it against my ear.

“Happy birthday, honey.”

Suddenly, my hair was grabbed and I felt something huge and fleshy being pushed into my mouth.  My eyes bolted open to see the tranny from the bar stood next to me, her cock sliding in and out of my throat.  I tried to fight her off, push her away, but she was too strong.

In another room, I could hear muffled screams, the sound of skin slapping skin.  The tranny pulled me by the hair, leading me out of the room. “What are you doing?” I screamed, “Why are you doing this?”

“Shut the fuck up!” She warned me, pulling me into the master bedroom, where I found my stepmother duct-taped to a chair, eyes watering, duct-tape over her mouth, and a tranny holding a knife to her neck.  Two of the other trannies had my stepdad on all fours in the middle of the room, his pale arse raised high and his face flushed deep red. One knelt behind him, thick cock already slick and sliding deep into his hole with long, steady thrusts that made his whole body rock forward. The other stood in front, fists knotted in his hair, forcing his mouth open so she could fuck his throat at the same pace. Wet, choking sounds spilled from him every time the second cock bottomed out, spit running down his chin and dripping onto the carpet. His own prick hung heavy and ignored between his legs, bouncing with every double thrust, the tip leaking steadily onto the floor. Neither of them spoke much, just the occasional low grunt or the sharp slap of hips against his arse as they used him from both ends without pause, keeping him pinned and he stared with fear at my stepmother.  Clearly, they had threated to hurt her if he did anything to them.

I slid under my stepdad as the tranny ordered, the rough carpet scraping my back. She brushed the blonde wig from her eye again and shifted me until his thick cock hung heavy and flushed right above my face, the tip already wet. My stepmum’s muffled screams grew louder through the gag, desperate and high as she watched. The tranny grabbed my ankles and shoved my legs up and back until my knees nearly touched my shoulders, leaving me fully open. Her cock pressed hard against my anus, fat and long and rigid as iron, the broad head stretching the tight ring without mercy.

“Suck!” she barked.

I opened my mouth and took my stepdad’s dick between my lips just as she pushed forward. The massive length forced its way inside me in one slow, relentless thrust, filling me completely while I struggled to swallow around the cock in my throat. My stepmum’s gagged cries continued, useless and frantic, as the tranny began to fuck me properly, each deep stroke driving me further onto my stepdad’s prick.

Stepdad was fully erect above me, his thick cock hard and heavy, almost certainly nothing more than a natural reaction to the constant stimulus of my mouth and the sight of what was happening. What I could not understand was why my own prick was just as hard, standing stiff against my stomach and leaking steadily despite everything.

I kept sucking him as the pain of penetration crashed through me. Tears ran freely down my face while the tranny’s massive cock speared me open, thrusting all the way inside until her hips met my arse and then dragging back out again, the thick shaft scraping every sensitive inch. She started slow, each stroke deliberate and deep, giving me no chance to adjust. Then the rhythm built, harder and faster, until she was fucking me with complete abandon, her weight driving the full length into me over and over.

I wanted to hate it. I wanted the whole thing to stop and simply vanish. Instead I heard myself moaning around my stepdad’s cock, the sounds wet and helpless. I told myself it was only a natural reaction. After all, I knew that was exactly where my G-spot sat, and every brutal thrust was hitting it dead on. Still, I was genuinely glad to have his prick filling my mouth. Without it I was certain I would have started begging out loud to be fucked even harder.

My stepdad did not last long. His cock pulsed hard against my tongue and I felt the first thick spurt of his cum flood the back of my throat. I swallowed as best I could while more of it kept coming, warm and salty, trickling down in slow streams until he finally stopped twitching and pulled free with a wet sound.

What followed lasted three full hours. The trannies took turns on both of us without any real pause. One would hold my legs open while another drove into my arse, the thick length stretching me wide and slamming deep enough to make my vision blur. When she finished she would roll me over or flip me onto my side so the next one could take her place, sometimes two of them working me at once, one cock in my mouth while the other fucked me from behind. My stepmum was treated the same way a few feet away, her gagged cries rising and falling as they used her in every position they wanted.

They made my stepdad join in as well. After he had recovered enough they forced him between my spread thighs and pushed his still-sensitive cock into my arse. He was not as thick as the others but he was still hard, and they made him fuck me properly, hands on his hips guiding every thrust until he was buried to the hilt and moving on his own. I could feel every inch of him sliding in and out while one of the trannies knelt over my face and made me suck her clean. They kept switching, making him take turns with them, so that for long stretches I had my stepdad’s cock working inside me while another thick length filled my mouth or pressed against my G-spot from a different angle. The room smelled of sweat and sex. My arse stayed stretched and slick the entire time, and every time one of them pulled out another was ready to push back in. By the end of the three hours they had used us both until none of them had anything left to give.

Eventually, they finally left the house, and my stepdad immediately jumped up to help my stepmum.

“Call the police.” Stepdad told me immediately. 

The police were over in minutes, took our statements, then took us to the hospital where we were swapped and then given prophylactic antivirals which we had to take for a month.  It turned out that the DNA from the rapists was already on file and they’d done it before, but they didn’t have identities yet. 

“Any idea how they came by your address?” the police officer asked. “Usually this isn’t random.”

I gulped. “I, erm, lost my wallet,” I admitted.

“Where?”

I looked around the room, then said, “School.”

At the time I was not sure why I lied. I simply could not bring myself to say where they might really be found. It was ridiculous, I knew that, yet I lied and the police seemed to accept it without further pressure.

Eventually we were given the all-clear to go home. The next day my stepdad changed every lock in the house, fitted a new security door, and even hired a company to monitor the property around the clock. My stepmum was visibly shaken by the whole experience, jumping at small noises and checking the windows repeatedly. My stepdad withdrew completely. He refused to talk about what had happened or acknowledge any of it. He could not look me in the eyes and spent most of his time working alone in the garage, the door shut and the radio turned up.

On the other hand, the moment I was alone in my room I closed my eyes and tried to reason out why I had not told the truth. Nothing made any sense. I was not gay. I did not fancy them. I was angry for what they had done. And yet I did not want them to get arrested. Why?

Over the coming days the more I thought back to that evening the more the sharper edges of reality began to soften. I found myself dreaming about it and waking up with painful erections that would not go down. I would put lesbian porn on and try to masturbate to it, only to find that it did nothing for me at all. Instead I closed my eyes and remembered exactly what had happened, the weight of the bodies, the stretch, the forced rhythm, massaging my cock until I climaxed, which was usually quick and intense.

A month after the event I still could not stop thinking about it. The obsession had reached a point where my entire porn history had become linked to that night. I searched only for dominant trannies. Not shemales. Shemales were too pretty, too smooth, too feminine in the wrong way. What I needed were proper crossdressers, masculine men in dresses or lingerie, rough voices and hard cocks under the fabric. From there it shifted further. I started watching those same trannies turning boys into sissies, forcing them into panties and makeup, making them take cock while dressed.

I began wondering what it actually felt like to wear knickers. One afternoon when I was home alone I went looking through my stepmum’s underwear drawer. Everything in there was plain and boring, white cotton and flesh-coloured bras that did nothing for me. But in an old cupboard at the back of the wardrobe I found a black bin-bag stuffed with older lingerie. The pieces were far too small for her now and I reasoned they must have been from her younger days. A thick layer of dust covered the top of the bag. She had clearly not touched it in years.

I pulled out a pair of red silk knickers first. They were full-cut and trimmed with lots of delicate lace. The material felt soft and inviting against my fingers. I set them aside and dug deeper, finding an ivory suspender belt, a pair of white stockings, an ivory satin and lace thong, and a matching bra. Those went on the pile as well. Deeper still I found a short pink satin babydoll nightie, the kind that would barely cover anything.

Then I heard the key in the front door downstairs. Shit. I grabbed the entire pile, shoved the bin-bag back into the cupboard, and ran for my room, stuffing everything under the covers just as the door opened properly.

“We’re home!” my stepmum called out. My stepdad, as usual, said nothing.

That night, after they had both gone to bed and the house was quiet, I locked my door and tried everything on. I began with the red panties. The moment the soft silk touched my legs, shivers raced across my whole body. The fabric settled against my cock and balls, cool and smooth and far too intimate. “Oh,” I moaned under my breath, already knowing this was going to change me forever.

Reluctantly I pulled the red panties off and reached for the ivory lingerie instead. The bra came first. Even without breasts there was something unexpectedly comforting about the tight band around my chest and the way the lace cups sat against my skin. I fastened the clasp behind my back and felt the pressure settle. Next came the suspender belt, the straps hanging against my thighs, followed by the white stockings carefully rolled up each leg and clipped into place. The matching ivory thong went on last, the thin strip of satin disappearing between my arse cheeks and the front pouch barely containing my already hard cock.

I moaned and writhed on the bed, one hand cupping my cock and balls through the soft material while the other traced the lace edges of the bra. It was all too much. The sensations piled on top of one another until I could not think straight. I grabbed the red panties again and pulled them over my face and head so the silk and lace covered my eyes and mouth. Then I dragged the short pink satin babydoll nightie down over my body. The cool fabric whispered against the stockings and the bra as I settled back against the pillows.

I masturbated furiously, fist working hard and fast over the thin thong, imagining the trannies coming back and finding me exactly like this. Dressed in my stepmum’s old lingerie, cock leaking, completely exposed and ready for them. In my head they laughed, forced me onto all fours, and used me all over again while I stayed locked in the soft clothes.

And then I came. Thick ropes of cum pumped out across the babydoll and the thong, soaking the satin while my body jerked and the red panties muffled every sound I made.

The second it finished the shame hit like a slap. Fuck. I could not get the clothes off fast enough. What the fuck was wrong with me? I stripped everything away in a panic, balling the stained lingerie up and stuffing it under the bed. No, they would go back tomorrow the moment I was alone. No fucking way was I keeping any of it.

I needed to pull myself together. I was not being normal.


Two

Of course by morning my libido was back to normal, or so I told myself, and suddenly I was downstairs eating breakfast with the red knickers already on under my jeans. The silk sat soft and tight against my cock and balls, a constant secret reminder with every shift of my hips. I wished I could wear the rest of the set as well, the bra and stockings and babydoll, but I knew it would be noticed the moment anyone looked closely, so I stuck to the knickers alone. Even so I kept fidgeting, tugging at the waistband of my jeans, making sure no lace peeked out above the belt line.

The weird thing was that the longer the day went on the more I found myself doing things that almost invited being caught. I would stand up too quickly or stretch in a way that risked the fabric riding higher. I do not know why, but every time I thought someone might notice or say something it sent a sharp jolt of excitement straight through me.

The next day I was home alone again, so I went straight back to my stepmum’s old lingerie bag. The more I rummaged the more treasures I found. Pink French knickers with wide lace panels, a red and black corset that looked almost too elaborate, several teddies in different colours, and a handful of pieces that were pure eighties, all shoulder pads and shiny satin. That only made them better. There was something desperately sexy about the outdated styles, the way they promised a different kind of femininity.

I knew I needed to be careful. I had already taken so much that it was bound to get noticed if the bag looked emptier. The best course of action, I decided, was to fill the bottom of the bag with my own old male underwear, the plain cotton briefs and boxers I never wore anymore. Of course I left a few of her original pieces near the top so that if she ever glanced inside it would still look roughly the same.

For the next several days I began wearing knickers almost daily. Soon it was stockings and suspender belts as well, and on certain days when I could get away with a thick sweater I added bras and the matching sets underneath. The need to be noticed kept growing until I did something I knew could turn into a huge mistake.

I dressed carefully in a full red and black satin lingerie set, the waspie corset pulled tight around my waist, the thong and stockings in place, everything smooth and secret beneath ordinary clothes. Over the top I put a plain t-shirt, a jacket and jeans, then left the house and headed straight back to the bar where everything had started. I was not sure what I thought might happen, but I was beyond any real control by then. My whole body was shivering with excitement as I walked.

I sat down on a bar stool and ordered a beer. The barman, a gruff biker-type with heavy arms and a permanent scowl, gave me a slow smirk.

“They ain’t here,” he said.

“Who?” I asked.

“Whatever.” He mumbled the word and turned away to pour the pint.

While he was busy I slipped my shoes off under the counter and peeled away my socks, leaving only the thin red nylon of the stockings visible if anyone looked down. Then I shifted on the stool, letting my jeans ride lower at the back until a flash of red satin and black lace showed, the little black bow on the thong sitting right above the waistband.

I drank three beers over the next hour and a half. In all that time nobody spoke to me or even glanced twice. The disappointment sat heavy in my chest. With a frown I finally stood up from the stool.

“I said they weren’t here,” the barman mumbled without looking at me.

“Who are they?” I asked him directly.

“Nobody a kid like you should be getting involved with. Go home.”

For the next several days I found myself getting more and more turned on by the lingerie and it became harder and harder to resist putting it on. On a day when I was alone in the house again I knew I needed to see if I could take more from the bag. I headed back to my step-parents’ room, opened the cupboard, and stopped short. There was no longer one bag. There were three.

I blinked. What was this now?

I opened the first bag and found it exactly as I had left it. My old underpants were still hidden at the bottom beneath the remaining pieces. So I opened the second bag. Inside were blouses and tops. Some I recognised as my stepmum’s old satin ones in grey, pink, red and burgundy. Others I had never seen before. They were lacy and short, some looking almost like little cami-nighties yet clearly meant as tops. There were bras in there too, but different from the ones I had already taken. These were longer, lacier and softer. They did not fasten at the back. They were simply pulled on over the head.

I checked the third bag next and pulled out short skirts, mostly satin again, along with a couple of leather ones and even a bright pink pleated PVC skirt. It felt so odd finding all of this, yet I told myself these must have been things my stepmum once owned and no longer wore. Maybe they had been bedroom-wear. My theory seemed proven correct when I reached deeper and drew out a full black and white satin French maid’s outfit, complete with apron and frills.

Instantly I grabbed everything I could carry and took it all to my room, hiding the pieces inside my gaming cupboard, a place I knew my stepmum would never look. Of course I tried it all on that same afternoon. Every single item fitted perfectly. From that night onward I would lie on my bed fully dressed in the crop-tops, the camis, the nighties and the skirts, the soft fabrics sliding against my skin. God, I felt wonderful.

Weirdly, another change was happening to me. No longer did I feel odd or guilty after climaxing. I simply felt good, settled, as if something inside me had finally lined up the right way.

For the next ten days I wore female lingerie every single day. I hand-washed every piece myself in the bathroom sink late at night and hid the damp items carefully so my parents would never see. Then one afternoon I came home from school, opened my gaming cupboard, and found it completely empty. Everything was gone. I gulped. My body started to shake. My stepdad was out somewhere. My stepmum was downstairs.

Tentatively I walked over to my clothes cupboard and pulled the doors open. There, hanging neatly from the hangers, was the French maid’s dress along with the other dresses I had taken. I opened my underwear drawer next. Every pair of boxers had disappeared. In their place were the knickers, folded and arranged. The sock drawer held only stockings.

I walked downstairs carefully, each step slower than the last.

“Did you think I wouldn’t notice that I hadn’t washed your underwear for weeks?” my stepmum asked as soon as I appeared in the doorway.

“Does dad know?” I asked her.

“He does.”

“Are you angry?”

“If I was angry I wouldn’t have put everything away for you. I’ve known for weeks. I bought you some new items and kept putting them in the bags so you would find them. I’m fine with it. Your stepdad, well, he’s going to need time to come around, but he will.” She stepped forward and pulled me into a firm hug. “Look, you went through a traumatic experience. Maybe this is enabling something bad, but I don’t think it is. If it makes you feel better then who am I to disagree? Your stepdad is having his own set of problems, trust me on that. He is, well, let’s just say it changed him.”

“What about you, mum?” I asked her.

She gave me a quick smile. “It changed me too. Of course it did.” She pulled away and went back to work in the kitchen, wiping down the counter as if the conversation were completely ordinary. “If you want to dress up at home, you can. If you want to keep it only for your bedroom, that’s okay too.”

“What about dad?” I asked.

She shrugged. “He’s not going to say anything.”

For a long moment I stood there in the doorway, wondering what to do next. Then I turned and ran upstairs. I changed into a pink satin mini-skirt and a matching wench-style crop-top that left my midriff bare. Just as I was about to head back down I noticed something I had missed before. There on my computer desk sat a full set of nail varnishes and makeup, neatly arranged as if they had always belonged there. For the next hour I followed instructions on YouTube, carefully putting on foundation, eyeliner and lipstick, then painting my nails a bright hot-pink. The transformation felt strangely complete.

When I finally went downstairs I found my stepdad was already home. My stepmum smiled warmly at me. My stepdad looked up and a pained expression crossed his face. I wondered what the problem was, but my stepmum simply shook her head at me in quiet warning. I watched him stand and walk away quickly. Just as he left the room I saw clearly what was causing him pain. He had a huge erection pressing hard against the front of his trousers.

Finally I understood my stepdad’s problem and why he had been so distant. This must have been pure torture for him.

“What should I do?” I whispered to her.

“Nothing. He’ll get over it.”

“Are you angry?”

My stepmum smiled and shook her head. “I feel sorry for him. It was a traumatic experience, but highly sexual. It awoke things in your father that he’s scared of. I told him he should talk to you, that maybe the two of you could talk things out and fix what happened, but he doesn’t want to.”

I went to bed that night still confused by my own feelings toward my stepfather’s obvious struggle. Yet even with that confusion I found myself reaching down, stroking my cock while I remembered that night in detail, the way he had been forced to fuck me and the exact moment he had cum inside me.

Over the next days I found myself dressing up more and more frequently. In fact I noticed my stepmum was quietly buying me new clothes and shoes. The shoes grew increasingly sexual, proper high-heeled styles and then thigh-high boots that zipped all the way up. That was not all. More garments began to appear in my cupboard, latex pieces, PVC skirts and tops, openly sexual items. Another maid’s dress arrived, this one made of soft pink satin and white lace. At the same time certain milder pieces started disappearing. Longer skirts and ordinary blouses were removed and replaced by shorter, racier versions that left far less to the imagination.

Every time I dressed up in front of my stepdad he looked pained, the same tight expression on his face, yet instead of easing off and putting him out of his misery I found myself choosing the racier outfits on purpose, the ones that clung tighter or showed more skin, just to watch that reaction.

It finally reached the point where I came home from my last day of school and discovered every last item of male clothing had been taken away. All that remained in my drawers and cupboard were female clothes. Being someone who had never really made friends at school, I found that first night of freedom fairly lonely. The quiet house and empty evening were not altogether a bad thing. I could dress exactly as I wanted without any need to hide.

“What are your plans for tonight?” my stepmum asked me as I stood in the doorway of the living room.

“Might just go to the pub,” I said.

“Which one?” She looked me up and down slowly, taking in the tight red latex micro-skirt, the lacy pop-socks, and the latex corseted crop-top that pushed my chest forward and left a strip of bare skin above the waistband.

“The Zoo,” I admitted.

My stepdad looked up at me for the first time in weeks, a questioning frown on his face. “When have you ever been to The Zoo?” When I did not answer he finally nodded and let out a long sigh. Then he turned to my stepmum. She met his eyes, gave a small nod of her own, and turned back to me.

“Enjoy yourself, sweetie,” she told me, leaning in to kiss my cheek carefully so she would not smudge the thick makeup.


Three

Once again, as I stepped into that bar it felt dull and empty. The same barman as before was behind the counter and he gave me a knowing smirk the moment he saw the red latex and the makeup. I sat down on the same barstool. He nodded without a word, poured a pint of beer, set it in front of me and took the money. “They’ll be here,” he told me.

For the next half-hour I sat nursing the drink and wondered what the hell I was doing, and why that single night had had such a profound effect on my entire family. My step-parents knew exactly where I was and what I was likely up to, and rather than discouraging me they were actively encouraging it.

A cool breeze signalled that the door had opened. Suddenly I felt a group of bodies close in around me. I looked to the right and recognised one of my original attackers. She stared at me for a second, then recognition lit her face.

“Well, look at you!” she said. She leaned in and pressed her lips to my mouth. I opened for her at once and accepted her tongue without question while the hands of the others began feeling me up, sliding over the tight latex and under the micro-skirt. “What are you doing here, honey?”

“I can’t stop thinking about that night,” I admitted.

“Only good thoughts, I hope?”

“The best,” I breathed, unable to take my eyes away from her.

“Come with us,” she said, already pulling on my hand. The girls led me straight into the dirty bathroom at the back of the bar. Some others from the room followed behind them, rough-looking dirty men who watched with open interest.

The moment I was inside the bathroom I was thrown hard to the filthy floor. The impact knocked the breath out of me. The trannies wasted no time. They pulled their cocks free and began pissing on me in thick, hot streams. The sharp smell filled the small space at once. They laughed themselves silly while they aimed, soaking my hair, my face, the latex crop-top and the micro-skirt until everything clung wet and reeking. The rough-looking men who had followed us in soon joined them, stepping forward one after another to add their own piss until I was lying in a spreading pool of it.

When the first round finished I tried to push myself up. The leader of the group put her foot firmly on the back of my head and pressed me back down into the wet tiles.

“No, no. Stay there,” she said. “We’ll let you know when we’re done with you. Until then you’re our little piss-pot.”

I lay there soaked, the warm liquid cooling against my skin and soaking into every piece of clothing. Every few minutes a different man came into the bathroom, stood over me and pissed without a word, then walked out again. Some aimed for my face, others for my arse or the small of my back. This continued for almost three hours. The floor stayed wet. The smell grew heavier and more stale. My body stayed pressed to the tiles the entire time.

At last the leader returned. She looked down at me for a long moment, then dropped to her knees behind me. Her hands shoved the tight, piss-soaked latex micro-skirt up over my hips, exposing my arse completely. Without any warning she lined up her thick, hard cock and pushed straight into me. The broad head forced my ring open in one steady shove, stretching me wide as the full length sank deeper. I felt every ridge and vein sliding inside, the heat of her filling me completely until her hips met my skin.

She began to fuck me in short, hard thrusts. Each stroke drove her cock deep and pulled almost all the way out before slamming back in again. The wet latex of my skirt squeaked and clung against her thighs with every movement. The stretch burned and throbbed at the same time, my arse gripping her tightly while she used me without care. Low, rough moans spilled from her mouth, growing louder and more broken the harder she thrust. She grunted with each deep push, the sound thick with pleasure, and occasionally a longer, throaty moan escaped when she buried herself to the hilt and ground against me.

The pace stayed relentless. Her hands gripped my hips hard enough to bruise as she fucked me open, the wet sounds of her cock working in and out mixing with the squeak of latex and her rising moans. I could feel her getting closer, the thrusts turning sharper and more urgent. Finally she buried herself as deep as she could go, her cock pulsing hard inside me, and came with a long, low grunt that turned into a shaky moan as she emptied herself. Thick, hot cum flooded my arse while she held still, breathing heavily above me, still buried to the root.

“Stay there,” she said as she pulled out. “Lick the floor.”

I gagged and wretched as I pushed my tongue out and began licking up the stale piss that covered the tiles around my face. She stood over me and laughed the whole time, watching every reluctant stroke of my tongue.

“Be back tomorrow for more.” She told me, kicking me hard in the gut. 

I struggled to my feet, knowing I stunk.  I grabbed my handbag from the bar and checked the wallet, finding they’d taken all my cash but left my new bus pass this time.  However, as I tried to get on the bus, the driver told me to get off, that I stunk.

In the end, I had to walk home, glad that I smelled way too bad for any potential rapist to do worse to me. 

When I arrived home, I found my parents were still awake.  They looked at me, but didn’t say a thing.  Instead, they both stood and walked me to the bathroom, where they both helped me undress before getting into the bath. My stepmum held the shower-head as my stepdad cleaned me, running the soap and his hands over my body, carefully massaging my cock and balls as he cleaned them. 

“You’re going to get your clothes wet.” Stepmum told stepdad softly.

“I… I can’t.” He whispered.  I turned to look at him, his crotch, saw it straining as he cleaned me, but I said nothing.  Instead, my stepmum took a razor and made sure to shave me all over, before handing it to stepdad so he could do my crotch region and anus.

After that, my stepdad watched as stepmum chose a silky, satin nightie for me, slipping it over my head, then each kissed my forehead before leaving.

I waited until they had both left the bathroom and closed the door behind them. Alone at last I wrapped my hand around my freshly cleaned cock and began to wank, the soap-smooth skin sliding easily under my fist. Every detail of the evening flooded back at once: the cold tiles under my cheek, the repeated streams of piss soaking me for hours, the thick cock forcing its way into my arse, the leader’s low moans as she came inside me, and the taste of the stale floor when she made me lick it clean. The memories hit hard and fast. My grip tightened and my hips jerked. I climaxed quickly, thick ropes of cum pumping across my stomach while a broken moan escaped my throat.

Afterwards I lay there breathing hard, the last shivers still running through me. As I finally drifted toward sleep I realised something quiet but important. For the first time in a long while my stepdad had not enabled the house alarm.

The next evening I told my stepmum and dad that I was going back to The Zoo. This time my stepmum came upstairs with me and took charge of choosing what I would wear. She opened the cupboard and pulled out a pair of large satin and lace-trim pink panties. I slipped them on and immediately felt the difference: the backside was completely open, leaving my arse fully accessible. Next she handed me white lace-top self-holding stockings. I rolled them carefully up each leg until the lace bands gripped my thighs. Then came a pink satin and lace wench top that tied under the bust and left my midriff bare, followed by a matching satin and lace mini-skirt so short it barely covered the open panties. Finally she passed me a pair of pink Mary-Jane shoes with a low heel.

As she fastened the last strap she leaned in close, her lips almost touching my ear, and whispered, “You’re going to look so pretty for them tonight. They’re going to make you their little slut again, and you’re going to be such a good little girl for them, aren’t you?”

Her soft voice sent a shiver straight through me. She stepped back, looked me over one last time, and gave a small satisfied nod.

“Have fun, honey,” she told me.

When I arrived at the bar that evening the girls were nowhere in sight. The same barman looked up, saw the pink satin and lace outfit, and simply pointed toward the bathroom at the back. I walked through the quiet room and pushed the door open, fully expecting to find the trannies waiting for me inside. That was not what the barman had been telling me.

The bathroom was empty. The tiles were still stained from the night before. I understood at once. I had orders. Without being told twice I lowered myself onto the filthy floor again, settling onto my back in the same spot as last time, the open-backed panties and short skirt leaving me completely exposed and ready.

By the time the girls finally showed up I had already been lying on the filthy bathroom floor for well over an hour. Several men had come in one after another and used me without a word. Some simply stood over my face or my open arse and pissed in long, heavy streams, the hot liquid running into my eyes, my mouth, my hair and down between my cheeks. Others dropped to their knees, shoved the short satin skirt higher and pushed their cocks straight into my arse, fucking me in rough, hurried strokes until they came deep inside me and pulled out, leaving more cum to join what was already there.

By the time the door opened again and the familiar group of trannies stepped in, thick ropes of cum were still dribbling steadily from my stretched anus, trailing down over my balls and onto the wet tiles. My eyes burned fiercely where one of the men had deliberately aimed a stream of piss across them and held it there, the sharp stinging making them water constantly. The whole bathroom reeked of urine and sex. I remained exactly where I had been ordered to stay, legs open, body soaked and used, waiting for whatever they decided to do next.

“Good girl,” the leader said when she saw me still lying on the floor exactly as ordered. “How’s your stepdad, by the way?”

“He’s fine,” I told her.

“Does he miss me?”

I was silent for a moment, then answered honestly. “I don’t know. I think maybe he does.”

“That’s interesting. But he installed a new security system. We can’t get in.”

“He doesn’t turn it on.”

The girls shared a quick, knowing look among themselves. Without another word they pulled their cocks free and began pissing all over me again, hot streams soaking my face, my open panties and the already filthy floor. When they finished they simply turned and left the bathroom.

The rest of the night continued exactly like the one before. Men came in at intervals, some only to piss on me, others to drop down and fuck my arse or shove their cocks into my mouth until they came. I stayed on the tiles the entire time, body growing more used and more soaked with every visit.

Toward the end of the night the original group returned together. This time they did not just piss. They took turns fucking both of my holes without any pause or mercy. One thick cock was forced straight into my mouth while another stretched my arse wide, then they switched positions roughly, then another took a turn, keeping me completely stuffed and open for what felt like forever. Thick cum was shoved deeper with every fresh thrust, mixing with what was already leaking out of me.

Hands twisted hard into my hair and yanked my head back until my neck strained. Another fist grabbed a tighter handful and used it to slam my face onto the cock in my throat, choking me until my eyes watered and I nearly vomited around the shaft. They held me there, nose crushed against rough skin, cutting off my air until black spots danced in my vision before finally letting me gasp for a second and then forcing me down again. The cock in my arse pounded harder in time with the throat-fucking, each brutal stroke making me jerk forward onto the one filling my mouth. Someone else spat on my face and slapped me while they used me, calling me their filthy little hole. Whenever I gagged too loudly they pulled my hair harder and shoved deeper, making sure I took every inch until I was shaking and drooling, the taste of cum and piss thick on my tongue, my arse burning from the relentless stretching. They kept rotating without rest, always one in my throat and one buried in my arse, treating me like nothing more than a set of holes to be ruined.

“Such a good little girl,” they told me over and over as they used me. “Good little fuck-slut.”

After they were done, I was helped to my feet and walked out the door.  “Go home,” the leader said.  “Come back tomorrow, and tell me if they put the alarm on this time.”

When I arrived home this time my step-parents were waiting for me again in the hallway. Without a single word they both led me straight into the bathroom. This time my stepdad began undressing himself while my stepmum carefully peeled the stained pink satin and lace from my body. Once I was naked she guided me into the warm bath. My stepdad climbed in behind me and settled so that I sat between his spread legs. His hard cock pressed firmly against the small of my back from the very first moment.

He started soaping me up with trembling hands, clearly nervous about what he was doing yet unable to stop himself. The warm water and slick soap slid across my shoulders first, then down over my chest, the foam catching on my skin before his palms smoothed it away. His fingers moved lower across my stomach, lingering longer with each pass as if he were fighting himself and losing. When he finally reached my cock and balls his touch slowed and grew far more deliberate. The trembling did not stop, but the strokes became careful and focused, soap-slick fingers cupping and lifting me before sliding along the shaft.

I leaned back fully against his solid body, feeling the hard heat of his erection trapped firmly between us, pressing into the small of my back with every small shift. His hand closed gently around my shaft and began stroking up and down in long, careful pulls, the soap making every movement smooth and wet. I panted openly as the pleasure built, my hips twitching forward into his fist without conscious thought. His lips found my forehead first, pressing a soft, almost hesitant kiss there. Then he moved to my cheek, the warmth of his mouth lingering. Finally he reached the side of my neck, kissing slowly along the sensitive skin while his hand never stopped its steady rhythm on my cock.

“That’s it, honey,” my stepmum whispered from beside the bath. “Just go with it.”

At first I thought she was speaking to me. Then I realised her eyes were fixed on her husband, encouraging him as much as me.

“Oh god, I’m gonna…” I managed to say, the words breaking as his fist worked steadily over my cock.

“Yes, honey, yes,” my stepmum encouraged, her voice low and steady.

I spurted hard across my stepdad’s hand, thick ropes of cum flooding out of me and coating his fingers and the soapy water. Behind me I felt him tense and then sudden movement as his own orgasm hit. Hot cum splashed across my lower back in several strong pulses. He immediately reached to wash it off but I stopped him with a quiet sound. I reached behind myself, gathered the warm mess onto my fingers, then turned so I was looking straight into his eyes. Without breaking that gaze I brought my fingers to my mouth, pushed them inside and sucked slowly, moaning around them as I cleaned every drop.

Once again they dried me and dressed me in a soft satin nightie before kissing me goodnight. Just before they could leave the room I rubbed my cock openly through the thin satin, letting them see it harden again under the fabric. They both turned to watch.

“Did you turn the alarm on?” I asked.

“No,” my stepdad replied. His voice was low. “Should we?”

“No,” I told him.

He nodded once. Then he stepped forward and sat on the edge of the bed while I continued to stroke myself through the nightie. He was still completely naked and his cock was already hard again, standing thick against his stomach.

“I’ll leave you two alone,” my stepmum whispered, giving me a small wink before she slipped out and shut the door quietly behind her.

Stepdad gulped hard as I stared straight at him, still rubbing my cock slowly through the thin satin of the nightie. The fabric was already damp where the head pressed against it, a dark spot spreading with every lazy stroke of my palm. I leaned forward and began crawling across the bed toward him on my hands and knees. The soft mattress dipped under my weight. The nightie rode higher with every movement, the lacy hem sliding up the backs of my thighs until cool air touched my bare arse.

When I reached him I shuffled up onto my knees between his spread thighs, the satin pooling around my hips. I lifted the lacy hem all the way to my waist, exposing myself completely to his eyes. He shifted slightly on the mattress, legs opening wider as I climbed over them, my knees settling on either side of his hips. I pushed him back gently until he was half-reclined against the pillows, his chest rising and falling faster. One of my hands reached down between us, fingers wrapping around his thick, rock-hard cock. It felt hot and heavy in my grip, the skin stretched tight, a bead of moisture already at the tip. I guided that slick head carefully to my hole, rubbing it once, twice against the entrance before pressing down.

I pulled his mouth to mine at the exact moment I began to sink onto him. The broad tip stretched me open, the sudden fullness burning and perfect as I took the first thick inches inside, my body trembling around the slow, deliberate intrusion.

“We shouldn’t,” he whispered against my lips while we kissed.

“I know,” I answered, lowering myself further, feeling every ridge of him slide deeper until I was fully seated. “But I want to.”

“I want to, too.”

“They’re going to come back.”

“When?”

“I don’t know, but they will, and I think this time it’ll be worse for us,” I explained, already panting as I began to bounce on his cock. The thick shaft dragged in and out of me with every rise and fall, stretching me wide and hitting deep each time I dropped my weight. The satin nightie whispered against both our bodies.

“Or even better,” he admitted, his hands settling on my hips to help the rhythm.

“Or even better,” I agreed.

Our mouths stayed locked the entire time, lips and tongues mashing together messily, wet and open, while we moaned straight into each other with every rise and fall of my hips. The wet, filthy sound of my arse taking his thick cock filled the quiet bedroom, a steady slap and slick drag that grew louder the harder I rode him. I bounced with more force, dropping my full weight each time so that he sank as deep as possible, then grinding down in tight circles whenever I bottomed out, rolling my hips so the head of his cock rubbed firmly against that sensitive spot inside me. I could feel him throbbing and swelling even larger, the veins along his shaft pulsing against my walls.

His breathing turned ragged against my mouth. Finally his whole body tensed beneath me, thighs locking, hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise. His cock pulsed once, twice, then released in strong, heavy spurts, spraying thick, hot cum deep into my bowel. I felt every jet of it flooding me, the sudden heat and wetness spreading further inside with each pulse. That feeling alone pushed me over the edge. My own cock jerked between us, untouched, and I came hard, moaning brokenly into his mouth as my arse clenched and milked him through the last of his orgasm.

“So good,” I breathed against his mouth, still rocking slowly to work every drop out of him.

“So good,” he agreed, voice rough and broken.

After kissing some more, I stood and he followed.  Taking my hand, he led me through to the master bedroom.  “You should sleep with us now.” He told me.

That night my stepmum stayed in the room and watched the entire time as my stepdad and I made love. She sat close beside the bed, smiling the whole while, one hand gently stroking my face and hair. Soft words spilled from her in a steady stream: how beautiful I looked with him inside me, how we made such a sexy couple, how right it seemed to see us together like this. There was something deeply good about the simple feeling of a thick cock filling me, stretching me open and moving in slow, deliberate strokes. Knowing it belonged to my adoptive father made every push and pull feel that much more special, heavier with meaning.

We kissed almost constantly while he made love to me, mouths soft and open, breathing into each other. His hands held my hips with careful strength as he moved inside me. When he finally came again, flooding me with another heavy load of hot cum, I felt every pulse of it. Afterwards we simply stayed joined for a while, then he slipped free and we fell asleep tangled in each other’s arms, my head on his chest, his arm heavy around my waist.

When I awoke the next morning I found myself alone in the bed with my stepdad. He was already awake, propped on one elbow, stroking my face with the backs of his fingers and placing small, quiet kisses on my forehead, my cheeks, the corner of my mouth. I asked him where stepmum was. He told me she had gone to sleep in my bed for the rest of the night so we could have the room to ourselves.

“Why?” I asked him, still lying close in the warm bed, our legs tangled together.

“Because she and I don’t have sex anymore.” He sighed, the sound heavy and resigned. “Ever since that night I’m just not attracted to her anymore. To any woman.”

I smiled softly and reached up to touch his cheek. “But you are to me.”

“Yes.” His voice was quiet but certain. His hand found mine and held it.

“I don’t mind. I’m glad. But isn’t stepmum angry?”

“No, she accepted it. She saw it that night, saw how much I enjoyed fucking you. She knew there was no changing that anymore. I thought I could fight it for weeks, tried to stay distant, tried to pretend nothing had shifted, but when I realised you wanted it too I finally gave in.”

He shifted closer on the bed until our faces were only inches apart. His breathing had grown heavier. One of his hands came up and settled on my bare hip, fingers flexing against my skin as if he could not stop himself from touching. I felt the slight tremor in his palm, the way his thumb stroked back and forth almost nervously yet with clear hunger.

“I love you, more than just a father,” he said, voice low and rough. His other hand slid up my side, slow and deliberate, mapping the line of my waist under the nightie. Every small contact seemed to excite him further. I could see the flush rising in his cheeks, the way his eyes darkened, the unmistakable hardness of his cock pressing against my thigh. “I want to be with you every night. I want to touch you in ways a father shouldn’t.” His fingers tightened, pulling me a fraction closer, and a soft, almost helpless sound escaped him at the simple feel of my body under his hands. “I want you.”

I knew we were not really related by blood, yet we both played the roles anyway. The knowledge of that only turned us on more.

“Yes, daddy,” I whispered, leaning in to brush my lips against his. “You can have me forever.”


Four

My stepdad and I fucked pretty much the whole day, moving from the bed to the shower and back again without any real break. My stepmum watched most of the time from a chair she had pulled close to the bed. For the first time in my life I saw her masturbate openly, her hand working steadily between her legs while her eyes stayed fixed on us, soft sighs escaping whenever my stepdad buried himself particularly deep.

I was seriously considering skipping the bar that night, wanting only to stay in the warm tangle of sheets with him. Both of them told me I should still go.

“There’s something so erotic about seeing you coming home like that,” my stepmum said, her voice low and certain. “Used and marked. It does something to both of us.”

When I arrived at the bar that night the girls were already there, clustered near the back. I knew better than to wait. I went directly to the bathroom. The leader followed me in and locked the door behind her.

“Blow me,” she ordered.

I dropped to my knees on the familiar filthy tiles and took her cock into my mouth. She let me suck for a while, one hand resting in my hair, before she spoke again.

“You looked so beautiful last night, sleeping in daddy’s arms.”

My eyes widened around her shaft as I realised what that meant. She had been inside my house.

“Don’t worry. Your stepmum took good care of us,” she chuckled, hips rocking gently so that she slid deeper into my throat. “Anyway, we have something to do tonight. So your job is to stay here on the floor until we come back for you. Is that understood?”

I nodded as best I could with her cock still filling my mouth.

“Good slut.”

With that she pulled free, tucked herself away, and left me alone on the bathroom floor exactly as ordered.

It would be three full hours later before she returned. When she did she simply looked down at me on the floor and told me to go home. I felt a little pissed off that she had not fucked me herself, but plenty of the other men had used both my mouth and my arse while I waited, so I supposed I could not really complain.

When I got home the front door stood wide open. The house was quiet. My step-parents were nowhere downstairs. I walked up to the bedroom and pushed the door open. Both of them were passed out on the bed, dressed in the same kind of sexy lingerie they had been putting me in, their bodies and the sheets covered in drying piss. On the floor beside the bed lay a small clear bag of brown powder, a blackened spoon and a used syringe. I knew instantly what it was.

I did not bother washing. I simply climbed straight into the piss-soaked bed and curled up next to my stepdad, the sharp smell of urine and sex thick around us, and fell asleep.

Some time during the night I was woken by the unmistakable feeling of a thick cock sliding steadily in and out of my arse. I opened my eyes and looked up. The leader of the trannies was above me, fucking me with a slow, deliberate rhythm and a sinister grin on her face. To my right my stepmum sat on the edge of the bed, carefully preparing a syringe, drawing the liquid up from the spoon. My stepdad was already tying a length of elastic tightly around my upper arm, the veins rising under the pressure.

“It’s what they want,” my stepdad told me quietly, his voice flat. “We’re to be their whores now.”

“I told you it might get worse,” I answered, the words coming out shaky as the cock continued to move inside me.

“Or better,” he told me, his voice low and almost eager. “So much better.”

“You’ll love it,” my stepmum said, still holding the syringe. “I promise. You’ll love this new life.”

“They’re going to move in. They have videos of us fucking. They’ll go to the police if we refuse,” my stepdad explained, the words coming out in a rush. “But we will fuck all the time now. No more hiding.”

“Yes, daddy, yes!” I moaned as the needle slid into the vein and my stepmum pressed the plunger. The drug hit almost at once, a heavy, warm wave rolling through my body, loosening every muscle and turning the edges of the room soft and distant. She watched my face with open delight, grinning as she saw the change take me.

“You’re going to love it,” she told me again, her voice floating somewhere above me.

My stepdad shifted closer on the stained mattress and presented his thick, already hard cock to my mouth. I opened for him automatically, the head sliding over my tongue as I took him in. At the same time one of the other trannies grabbed him by the hips, bent him sharply forward over me, and slammed her own thick cock straight into his arse in one brutal thrust. She fucked him in hard, deep strokes, each impact driving him further into my throat so that he gagged and moaned around my tongue.

Above me the tranny who was still buried deep in my own arse reached across and began slapping my stepdad’s face, open-handed and sharp, over and over. The cracks of her palm against his cheek mixed with the wet sound of her cock pounding into him and the rough slap of her hips against mine. His face turned red under the blows, spit and tears gathering at the corners of his mouth while he kept feeding me his cock, body jolting forward with every vicious thrust he received.

“Filthy cunt slave,” she snarled between blows.

“Yes, mommy,” he answered, voice shaky yet obedient as his cock slid in and out of my mouth.

“Disgusting shit-eating bastard.”

“Yes, mommy.”

Then the tranny punched him hard in the face. The impact snapped his head sideways. I pulled off his cock at once and tried to say something, the words coming out slurred and broken from the drugs already in my system, but my stepdad stopped me with a shake of his head.

“No, it’s what I deserve. I want this.”

“He’s a pain slut, didn’t you know?” the tranny laughed, already lining up another blow.

“Don’t worry,” my stepdad said to me, blood at the corner of his mouth. “You’ll enjoy it too.”

“Daddy’s gonna beat you,” the tranny crowed. “He’s looking forward to it as well. To hurting you.”

“I am, son. I am so much. I wanna hurt you!”

Out of nowhere his open hand smashed down across my bare backside with stinging force. I saw his eyes light up at the sound and the way my body jerked. To my right another tranny was still fucking my stepmum’s limp, unconscious body, the empty syringe hanging from the crook of her arm as he used her.

The cock buried in my arse came hard, flooding me, but the moment it pulled out another thick length invaded me without pause. This continued all night long. Every few hours fresh drugs were pushed into my veins, the warm heavy rush rolling through me again and again, binding me tighter to the need.

By morning I was on my back with my stepdad between my legs, fucking me in long, deep strokes. His eyes stayed locked on mine as one of his hands closed around my throat and began to squeeze. The pressure increased steadily, cutting off more and more of my air. To his right the tranny leaned in close and whispered continuous encouragement.

“Do it. Do it. Squeeze harder. Do it, go on. It’ll be the ultimate orgasm, knowing you took his life.”

My eyes found my stepmum. She was awake now, sitting nearby and rubbing herself with furious abandon, nodding and grinning every time the tranny urged my stepdad to squeeze tighter.

My stepdad put his second hand over the first, both of them locked around my throat, and squeezed even tighter. His cock kept thrusting in and out of me in deep, steady strokes, the rhythm unbroken by the pressure of his grip. He was high, that much was obvious from the glassy look in his eyes, yet he was also so far beyond turned on that every muscle in his body seemed focused on the twin acts of fucking me and choking me. I was just as far gone. The lack of air, the heavy drugs still swimming through my veins, and the thick cock stretching me open all combined into one overwhelming rush. I hoped he would do it. I wanted him to do it.

I came hard, my body convulsing under him just as my eyes fluttered closed. Even as I slipped under I could still feel his hands tightening further, and in that final fading moment I was certain it was over. The last sensation that reached me was the sudden heat of his cum flooding deep inside me.

He checked me afterwards, fingers at my neck, and felt that I was still alive. Then he stumbled to his feet and walked over to the tranny leader, who was watching with a wide grin. The two of them kissed deeply. My stepdad turned, lowered himself, and sank down onto the leader’s thick cock with a broken moan. My stepmum strolled over in a slow, seductive walk, still rubbing herself openly, and kissed him while he rode.

“That was so hot,” she hissed against his mouth.

My eyes bolted open. I sat upright with a sharp, desperate breath. I was lying in my own bed, dressed in ordinary pyjamas, the sheets clean and dry. Morning light came through the curtains. I walked downstairs on unsteady legs and found my step-parents sitting at the kitchen table, both dressed in normal clothes, eating breakfast as if nothing in the world were wrong.

“You wouldn’t believe the dream I had,” I told them. I hesitated, wondering how much I should say, but the words kept coming. As I described the night, the drugs, the violence, the choking, I watched them both begin to smile. My stepdad stood, came around the table, and took me into his arms, holding me tightly against his chest.

“If that’s what you want, we don’t need to go to some dirty pub and risk our lives. How about we play here? Altogether?” he asked, his voice low and steady. One of his hands reached down and gave my bum a firm, deliberate squeeze through the pyjama bottoms, holding the pressure for a moment longer than necessary.

“Seriously?” I asked, a slow grin already forming on my mouth as the meaning of his words sank in.

Then I felt his lips on mine, soft at first, then deeper, the kind of kiss that left no room for doubt. My stepmum watched from the table with the same knowing smile she had worn while I told them the dream. In that moment I realised there was clearly far more to my adoptive parents than I had ever understood… and that they were both more than willing to explore it with me.

The End


The Insta-Trap

Prologue

Tara

Tara sat on the sofa in her small apartment, her phone open in front of her, whilst her live-in slave/flatmate painted her nails.  Darren was actually an old school friend who always had a massive crush on her, even following her to the same college like a lost puppy.  Of course, Tara didn’t feel anything for him other than friendship, but when he offered to do anything for her, she asked him what he had in mind.  That was how Tara discovered BDSM.  Seven years later and Darren had become less of a friend and more of a permanent slave.  He rarely had permission to speak, and knew full well that there was no way he would be anything more than a slave to the beautiful tall sexy brunette, but that was fine by him.

On the other hand though, Tara had paid for college and much more by working as a professional dominatrix.  Unfortunately though, to do it permanently meant that it cost a fortune in toys, latex clothes and much more.  In order to try to counter that, Tara tried to do some fetish modelling, which was fine, except that meant travel expenses to shows and such.  Overall, the BDSM lifestyle was not cheap at all. 

The thing which Tara tried next was Onlyfans, and given that she had been on there for only about four months, she had not made a huge amount of money.  In the end, she rationalized that she would need to actually need to find a real job, and that was what she did.  Having trained in computer science, she ended up working for a major corporation in London as a software developer, confining her BDSM lifestyle to evenings and weekends. 

Darren was, of course, disappointed that he could not have done more for his Mistress, but he wasn’t stupid; he knew what was what.  He too had found a job, and his nine to five was spent as a graphic designer for a web design agency.  It was decent money which meant both of them could play.

For Tara though, the work was dull.  It was stuff she could be doing from home; she didn’t understand the need to be in a physical office, but that was the company requirement.  She had dressed in less sexy clothes, only to be told by HR that she needed to tone it down, which she didn’t get.  “You can’t have spaghetti straps, it’s distracting.” The American HR lady moaned.

“Distracting for whom?” Tara asked softly.

The next one was, “Can you tone down the make-up please?  This is a place of work, not a nightclub.”  Tara had always been a goth type, dark hair, smoky eyes, strong cheekbones, corsets, lace.  She put her foot down on this one.

“Are you suggesting I am not allowed to represent my culture?” She asked the HR lady.

“Oh, good-gosh no.” The fat little lady squirmed.  “I didn’t realise you were part of a culture.”

“I am.  The goth culture.”

“Right…”

And so that night, Tara decided she needed to put more emphasis on her Onlyfans account.  As such, she opened up an Instagram account, and began uploading photos and learning how to place tags.  Within a few days, a man from the US wrote. “Hello Goddess Tara.  Do you do remote play?  Findom?”

This was a new one for Tara.  For a moment, she assumed he meant Femdom, but Darren quickly corrected her.  “Findom is financial domination, Mistress.  Essentially, he pays you a tribute every week and in return, you give him tasks.”

“And if he stops paying or doesn’t do the tasks?  How do I punish him?” Tara asked.

“Usually, these slaves send pictures, humiliating stuff.  You then threaten them with exposure if they don’t do what they are told.”

Whilst Tara liked the sound of that, she was not stupid.  She knew that there were laws against blackmail and in some countries, it could be a serious crime.  “I’m not going to jail for someone’s fetish.”

“You don’t genuinely blackmail them.  You just threaten it as part of the game.”

“But still…”

Tara decided to give it some thought, and after sleeping on it, decided to write back to the American that she wanted twenty dollars as a tribute to her Paypal account, and then the same every week, as well as signing up to her Onlyfans account.  “I will set you tasks there.”

The man signed up that afternoon, sending her pictures of himself holding up his ID, whilst wearing panties.  She began setting simple tasks to begin with, such as him wearing his wife’s panties, to putting on make-up and going outside, right up to going to a gay club and sucking cock.  Over time, the man made a Twitter account where he put blurred images of himself doing bizarre tasks, all as her slave.  Tara had never felt such power, and she was getting paid for it.

This actually became a great advertisement for her and more slaves signed up.  Yes, there were plenty of timewasters, but for every ten timewasters, she did get one good one willing to pay.  Within months she had ten slaves on the hook, all paying her bills.  She went shopping.  Someone paid.  She needed to pay a parking ticket.  Someone reimbursed her.  It felt good, albeit there was no-one she really felt a connection to.  Even Darren was becoming increasingly distant, until he finally admitted to having a girlfriend.

“She knows about you.” He explained. “She’s been very tolerant, but now wants it to end.  I’ll be moving out at the end of the month.”

Nodding, Tara sighed.  “Had to happen, but I’m glad you found someone.  Is she dominant too?”

“Actually, not really, no, but she’s open to finding a dominant lover who might dominate both of us.”

“Sounds kinky.”

As promised, Darren moved out at the end of the month and whilst they promised to keep in touch, it did not really happen.  Tara had never really made friends well in London, except for a few ladies from the fetish community, so she actually felt pretty lonely.  She loved the BDSM world, she loved the outfits, she loved the adventure, but she hated the loneliness of it. She was still an outcast, wherever she went.  Women saw her as a threat, a whore, with that luscious flowing brown/black hair, and the long thin legs, the tiny thin body and huge breasts, and men saw her as unobtainable and dangerous. 

That night, after speaking to her slaves and followers on Onlyfans, she logged onto Instagram and checked her photos and likes.  The little red heart lit up with a lot of likes.  She sighed; am I becoming one of those obsessed Instagram influencers? She asked herself.  With only a few thousand followers, she was hardly an influencer, but the hits were growing, and at the end of the day, if she could do what she enjoyed and get paid for it, then more power to her.



Ian

Ian loved Instagram.  He hardly posted anything there except some items around his business trips, holidays with the family and such, but that wasn’t the reason he liked Instagram.  He liked it because it was really easy to follow sexy women who enjoyed posing in next to nothing.  No, Ian wasn’t a letch, but he was a bored husband who lived with a wife who made his life a misery.  She had even threatened to ruin him if he even considered divorce, and given that he had a couple of kids already, he really didn’t want to lose them.  So instead, he spent his time looking at Instagram and dreaming of what could have been.

In his late thirties, Ian still looked good.  Thin, not very muscular but firm, he looked much younger than he was.  His sex life was dismal, obviously, and he spent most of his time working, working as an executive for a large IT company in the US, even though he was based just outside London. 

Ian came across Tara’s photos completely by chance, having seen a story by another girl asking her fans to follow GoddessTaraUK98xxx.  The moment he saw her, he was infatuated by her, the amazing body, the dark sinister eyes, the fact that she had this girl next door look whilst at the same time letting everyone know she was dangerous.  Of course, he followed her.

Over the weeks and months, he saw her post more and more about findom and her Onlyfans.  As someone who felt Onlyfans was a step too far, he did not follow her there, and whilst the idea of being controlled and dominated by a sexy woman was exciting, he did not get the point of findom.  After all, why would he send his hard-earned cash to someone he didn’t know, and get nothing in return.

Of course, when he was out with friends, he showed her pictures to others who thought she was hot, but definitely a complete bitch.  And as they rightly pointed out, he already had one of those at home. 

Ian had tried with his wife Fiona, he really had.  He bought her expensive things, took her to the top holiday destinations, and was attentive at home. It was never good enough.  Friends explained that he had spoiled her, and that she didn’t understand how it was in the real world.  Ian wouldn’t have minded her being bitchy, so long as she made an effort to love him back, but all he got was grief and misery from her.  She moaned about everything, went to bed early, never dressed up.  Whenever he suggested doing something nice, going somewhere, she was never in the mood.  Something was constantly wrong, and he never knew what.

He had contemplated divorce, even with the threats, but it never came to be, and more recently, Ian was of the opinion that things would never change for him.  What was he going to do?  Where would he go?  The courts would ruin him anyway, so why bother?

The job earned a lot, so he was settled when it came to money.  He had also inherited a fair amount after the death of an aunt, so had no debts, and really could buy what he wanted, when he wanted.  He had wanted to buy a Lamborghini, but when he even suggested it, Fiona screamed about wasting money on a death trap.

Over time, his sex life consisted of reading porn on the net, which was mainly femdom, BDSM porn.  The fact was, the more he got into the idea of femdom, the more he realized he was open to pretty much anything, but the most important thing for him about domination was the connection.  Without a connection to someone, he felt there was little point in doing it.

He did try a dominatrix when he was up in Scotland on a business trip, and whilst it was fun, it was nothing special.  He didn’t know the dominatrix, and she didn’t know him.  He didn’t feel anything for her, so for him, she was just some woman who fancied whipping him.  It was boring.

The next thing he decided he wanted to try was crossdressing, or namely, sissification.  He ordered some items from Birchplace and Wish, mainly panties, bras, stockings, and suspender belts, and when he tried the silky satin materials, he realised he enjoyed it, so bought more items, including sissy dresses, wigs, fake boobs, shoes, and such, and hid it all in the attic of their house. 

Finally, he realised he enjoyed the idea of chastity.  It was a way to deal with the fact that Fiona never wanted to fuck, so he locked himself up and pretended it was what his Mistress wanted.  In a way, it was sad, but that was the only way Ian could find a way to feel happy.  He needed that lack of freedom, to feel free.

Then one day, as he was going through Instagram late at night, he saw a post by Tara which surprised him.  He was not sure what led to such a post, but he clicked like on the image.  Immediately, he realised that this gorgeous woman with supermodel beauty, was indeed human like the rest of us.



Tara

The image and text was up for fifteen minutes before she realised how stupid she was being.  She was feeling sorry for herself and wanted all her friends to know; until she realised that these people were not her friends.  Luckily, only a couple of people noticed before she deleted it, so it was fine.

The photo was of the two empty bottles of red wine which she had downed, with the text, “No flatmate, no live-in slave, no friends, no lover…the dominatrix life is lonely, and sad. Don’t we all deserve to be loved?”

Two likes.  That’s all she had for the photo when she removed it, kicking herself for being such an idiot.  Two likes; probably because the others who had seen this thought that she was some sort of wimp, not a dominatrix, and removed her.

The next morning, Tara awoke with a splitting headache but she remembered exactly what she did and decided that it would be best if she found a therapist.  She crawled out of bed and walked to the kitchen in her long t-shirt, thinking that she would never have worn something so plain when Darren lived there. 

“Fuck.  Did I love Darren?” She asked herself out loud. 

As she ate her cornflakes and drank her coffee, she pulled out the mobile phone and opened Instagram to see if anyone else noticed the photo before she removed it.  What she found though, was a guy called Ian Donnelly had gone through all her photos and liked them.  All of them.  She then remembered that Ian Donnelly had liked her photo before she had deleted it.  Clicking on his profile, she found it locked as private.  For some reason, she wanted to know more about this Ian Donnelly, so she clicked request follow.



Ian

With shaking hands, Ian stared at the request which had arrived from Tara.  He wondered what it meant.  Would it mean she would blackmail him?  There was something exciting about being trapped into a femdom relationship, but at the same time, in this he was quite the wimp, after all, he had a lot to lose.

He didn’t accept the request, not immediately.  Instead, he went about his day, going to the office, doing everything he normally did.  Then whenever he had a moment, he checked the request was still there, which it was, then looked at her photos.  Finally though, after getting some courage together, he pressed accept.

For nearly ten minutes, nothing happened.  He wasn’t exactly sure what he expected to happen, but he expected something.  And then there popped the first like.  A picture of a trip to Korea with his family.  She had liked a picture of himself with his son and daughter.  That was it.  Nothing more, just the one picture.

What did it mean??



Tara

“Ah, what a cute picture!” She gushed to herself.  She loved a lot of the photos, but this one with his kids was lovely, really sweet.  She only had a moment so that was the only photo she liked before getting back to a client who was over in her dungeon.  It was a fifty-year-old fat civil servant of some sort, who liked to be diapered and spanked.  Not really her thing but it earned her a nice bit of money. 

That evening, she went through Ian’s pictures properly and liked each of them.  He was a good-looking guy, she surmised, older than her but that didn’t matter.  He was married though, so that was a problem, albeit there was something about his eyes in the photos, a certain sadness.  In fact, the photos with his wife, who was also not bad looking, if only a little frumpy, seemed staged, fake, like she was desperate to impress what a wonderful happy life she had, but it seemed fake.

At the end of the day though, she was a little unclear why he had liked her photos.  Maybe he just fancied her; nothing wrong with that. 

She decided that there was nothing more to it, just a guy looking at photos, and she should ignore it.  Instead, she posted a picture of herself from the dungeon that day, with a slave kissing her arse.  She posted it as a story, adding a note, “Just remember, it is your dream to kiss this ass.  You should be so lucky.”

Minutes later she received a message notification. Ian Donnelly had put a hot symbol on her story.  She double-tapped it, sending him a like heart back. 



Ian

There was something really exciting about seeing the message notification from Tara in his Instagram inbox, even if it was just to say she liked his like.  Such a silly little thing, but it felt like one step closer to actually talking to her.  Of course, he could have written to her anytime he liked, but he was too scared to do that.

He really wasn’t exactly sure what he would even say if she wrote.  He was a married man, albeit unhappily married, and was dreaming about being with a sexy dominatrix.  What would he do for her?  What could he do for her?  If he was with her, and only her, then he would do anything for her, but not as a married man.

Reasoning that he was daydreaming about nothing, he sighed and opened up his laptop to work.  As he usually did, he headed to LinkedIn to see if there was anything interesting to read, when he saw that his profile had been checked.  Clicking on the link, he found the name; Tara Gallagher – Software Developer.  Opening it up, he realised that Tara Gallagher was Goddess Tara – Dominatrix.  She had been checking him out.



Tara

Well, he must have a lot of money being an executive in such a big company, she reasoned.  And the fact that he sold a start-up.  She then scoured the internet, looking for anything she could about him, and discovered a ton of information about his family, the rich aunt who had died leaving everything to him.  She reasoned he was very, very well-off, and he was checking her out and not writing.  She wanted to know more.  She needed to understand what his interest in her was.  There was no logic to her thinking, but she was lonely, bored and this really rich guy was interested in her, and he was clearly unhappy with his wife.

Of course, there was no way of really knowing if Ian was truly unhappy, but she had a hunch, and she believed she was right.  Opening up Instagram messenger, she wrote, “You’ve checked me out.  Now what is it you actually want?”


One

Ian

His hands shook as he read and re-read the message.  He felt his cock harden as this amazing, gorgeous and potentially attainable creature wrote to him.  The question was, what did he want?  He wanted her.  He wanted to be the one kissing her arse.  He wanted to shower her in gifts, and he wanted her to love him and torture him at the same time.  There was so much that he wanted, but when it boiled down to it, he just wanted to talk.

He wrote. “Honestly?  I don’t know.  At first, I followed you because you were beautiful and well, new.  The whole BDSM thing, I love it, but I’m new to the idea of it.  I’ve read a lot over the time and it interests me, but it’s a much deeper thing than just some online kink.  I think I need to feel a connection, an emotion.  Does that make sense?  Anyway, I then saw what you wrote, about feeling lonely, and well, I suppose I wanted to say that even with a family, life can feel lonely.  I realised you were human too and needed love just like I do, so I liked your pictures, kind of hoping you’d notice me.”

He looked at his message and then deemed it to be open to interpretation and not something that could trap him, so pressed send.  He wasn’t sure why but he had a feeling that he would end up doing something, or writing something which would allow her to write, “and now I’ve got you; you’re my slave, send me a million pounds,” or such like.  He knew in his heart that was bullshit; why would anyone do that?  But still, he thought about that, and when he did, his cock became erect. 

Three dots appeared on the screen and they sat there for what felt like forever.  To his right sat his wife, fiddling on her own mobile phone, so he had to be careful she didn’t see what he was writing, or with whom.  Finally though, an answer arrived on screen.

“Wow, that’s quite the response. I was lonely that day, and I was self-pitying but then I realised that I needed to buck up and be tougher.  You’re a married man, with kids, so why do you care about someone like me?  Or are you just another man looking to use his wife to fulfil some dark blackmail fantasy?”

His eyes went wide at that.  “No no.  Whilst the idea of a blackmail fantasy is interesting, I don’t believe in starting something with someone I don’t know. As I wrote, without a connection to a person, what’s the actual point?  I am married.  I have been married for fifteen years, and I also have two wonderful kids, but I am by no means happy.  My wife has long since abandoned any idea of fun, and our life has become stagnant and stale.  She is scared I’ll leave her, so instead of trying to work with me to fix the marriage, she has resorted to threatening me with ruin.  I feel………lost.”



Tara

“Fuck.” Tara sighed.  She felt sorry for the guy mainly because she could see it in the photos.  He was telling the truth, she knew that.  No man’s eyes have such sadness in them without good reason.  It was abuse really, he was in an abusive relationship, or at the very least, toxic.  There was also something about how he was writing; the long paragraphs of information, clearly a sign of desperation that he needed someone to talk to.  Tara remembered a book she had once read by a Dominatrix in the US, who said that basically ninety-nine percent of her work was therapy of some sort.

“I had a slave.” She began writing back. “He loved me ever since school, but I didn’t love him back, not like that.  He was a lapdog, but I respected him.  I respected his wants and needs, and it was thanks to him that I got into this lifestyle, but I never really realised I had a connection to him until he was gone.  Now I’ve got nobody.  I have slaves around the world paying me money, but, well, you’re right, if one goes, who cares?  I don’t know these people.”

“You don’t know me.” He wrote back, and she closed her eyes. Oh, but I think I do. She thought. 

“But I think I would like to.  You don’t live far, do you Ian?”

“Where do you live?”

“Bayswater.”

“I’m in Hertford.”

“I know. ☺”

There was a pause and for a moment she worried that she had scared him off, that she had been stalking him and would turn up at his doorstep like some deranged psychopath.  But then he wrote, “What is it you expect from me?”

“Nothing.” She wrote back.  At this time, she didn’t expect anything from him.  She didn’t actually know him.  “I just want to know who you are.” Then she had an idea.  “Can you go somewhere where the wife and kids won’t see?”

“Yes, I can.  Why?”

“I want to talk to you over FaceTime or similar.”

Again, there was a pause and then, “Ten minutes?” He wrote, and then he sent the phone number.  She chuckled as she read it and shook her head.  This was insane.



Ian

Ten minutes was important, because he had an excuse to leave the house and go walk his dog.  Ian hadn’t been this excited for years, but for the life of him he couldn’t understand why he was.  Ten minutes came and went and he was beginning to think she had changed her mind, when the phone rang.  She was FaceTiming.

“Hello, erm…” He struggled for words.

“Tara is fine for now.” She smiled.  “Hello Ian.  You’re outside then?”

“Yes, I’m walking the dog.  A bit of fresh air.”

“So what is it you actually do?”

“I’m now COO and President of Torrack-Merrick.  Essentially, I run all operations, so all the EVPs of Sales, Services and Manufacturing report into me.”

“They’re pretty huge.  So you make good money?” She grinned.

He returned the grin.  “I do alright.”

“You’re unhappy with your wife.  What is it she does?”

“She’s a council worker.”

“So doesn’t earn much.  Bet she reaps the benefits of your money though, huh?  How often do you fuck?”

Ian sighed.  “Last time?  Two months ago, at a push.”

“Have you heard of a chastity cage?”

“I own one.” Ian told her, smiling with pride.

“Do you now?” She asked with a look of surprise.  “Okay, I think I need to slow down and ask you your experience of BDSM.”

“I started reading about it last year, and well, got into the whole sissification side of things.  I bought a lot of stuff for crossdressing but don’t get much chance to wear it.”

“Really?  Do you have pictures?”

“Dressed?  Yes, some.”

“Send them to me.”

He snorted a little.  “Why, so you can blackmail me?”

“Yes.” She said seriously.  “I want to control you, eventually, but not right now. First, we’re going to get to know each other.  How often do you get to London?”

“Not that often.  I try to avoid it, but I can try to get down to the office there.”

“I take it you travel quite a bit?”

“I do, all over the world.”

“Do you take the family?”

“Not anymore no.”

“Good.” She smiled.  “When is your next trip?”

“The United States; New York in two weeks.”

She nodded and made a note somewhere.  Then she tilted the camera to show the shiny red latex dress she was wearing.  “Here’s the plan, Ian.  You’re going to come visit me in London.  You’re going to take me out for dinner, and night out, and then we’re going to try to get some time in the dungeon.  If after week one we hit it off, you’re going to buy me tickets to join you in New York.  How does that sound?”

For a moment, he considered asking if she would give him time to think about it, but then he asked himself, why should I? “That sounds perfect Tara.”

“This is going to be interesting.” Tara grinned.  “Do you miss it?”

“What?”

“Sex.”

“Of course.”

“Ian, if you’re a very good boy, I promise you that we’ll have a lot of sex.” She grinned seductively.

He chuckled. “I thought slaves don’t fuck their Mistresses.”

“I have a feeling you won’t be a normal slave.  And I think you feel the same way, don’t you?”

“I don’t understand it though.  I mean, the moment I saw you…”

“I know.  I felt it too, but I don’t know why.  You’re a good-looking man Ian, and I’m sure you’re going to make a wonderful sissy slut too.  I’m going to ruin your marriage Ian.  I’m going to wreck your home, and there’s very little you’ll be able to do about it.  And if I like you, then I’ll keep you.”

“I’m scared.” He told her, whilst struggling to keep his erect cock concealed, not that anyone would see him in that forest. 

“But you’re excited aren’t you?” Her voice was smooth as silk, confident, sexy.

“Very.”

“Will you be caught if you masturbate?”

“I don’t think so.”

“Then do it now.  Make sure to show me.”

Ian turned the camera to the rear one and then pulled his cock out and began masturbating.  As he did so Tara pulled her pierced breasts out and showed them to him on the camera.  They were stunning, round, firm. 

“You’ve got a decent size cock.  I could do things on that.” She told him.  “I’m going to milk you like a cow, then I’m gonna force-feed your cum back to you. Mmm, maybe I’ll force-feed other men’s cum to you too.  Would you like that, you little sissy slut?”

“Yes Tara.”

“You realise I’m taking pictures of you wanking?”

“I can’t hold back Tara.  I need to cum.”

“Well, that was fast.  Bit pathetic, but I guess you can be forgiven, given how useless your wife is to you.  Cum then baby, cum for your Goddess.”

“Oh god.” With that Ian came hard on the ground, with his dog looking on, confused.

“That was good.” She laughed.  “I suppose you should be getting back.”

“Yes, I should.”

“Then walk and talk.  Do you smoke?”

“No, I don’t.  Do you?”

“Yes I do.  I want you to, too.”

“Why?”

“Because I can.  Buy a pack tomorrow and start.”

“Okay.” He shrugged, not that he wanted to really, but the idea of smoking for this sexy woman was a serious turn-on.

“Tell me about your life then.  You have beautiful kids.”

“Thanks.  They grow so fast, and they’re clever kids.”

“Will they understand when you need to leave your wife?”

“No kid will ever understand that.  Divorce is always hard, but it doesn’t mean I deserve to be unhappy.”

“Absolutely, very true.  You deserve to be happy, just like anyone else.  I get the feeling you would be happy as my devoted slave.”

“I think I would be.  I’ve always poured myself into my work, and yes, it made me successful, but I never stopped to think about the little things for me.  How I can actually find happiness.  When I met Fiona, things were great.  She wasn’t always like this.  She changed very suddenly, and well, I suggested therapy, I suggested talking, but only got a snappy, I’m fine.”

Tara frowned on the screen.  “Something must have caused it.  When did it happen?”

“About four years ago.”

“Do you think she had an affair?  Sometimes this sort of behaviour in women can be caused by guilt.”

It was something Ian had thought of in the past, but he didn’t bother to dig deeper.  He put it down to the fact that she had been having an affair and it probably ended badly, hence her bitterness.  After all, if she was being properly fucked, then she would be happy.

He remembered the change to the day.  He had come back from a US trip to find her moping around.  She essentially fobbed the kids off on him with a “Here!” and left to go stay at her mom’s for the weekend.  From that day, everything about their marriage seemed a chore.  For six months she was in depression, then that became some form of resentment, then indifference.  He wasn’t sure which was worse.  Of course, he tried to fix things, invested time and money into her, but got nothing back.  Sex was planned like a meeting, but the spontaneity was lost.  Nothing he did worked, and he was fed up.

“It’s hard to say.” He replied.  “It’s hard to understand anything she does.”

“When can you come see me in London?”

“Maybe tomorrow even.”

“Good.  I’ll text you my address.  Make sure you are in panties; I’ll make it worth your while.” She smiled seductively.

“Thank you.  I’d best go, I’m almost home.”

“Good luck.  And thanks.” She told him.

“Why?”

“For restoring my faith in my instincts.”

With that, she ended the call and Ian felt amazing, like he was floating on air.  For the first time in as many years, Ian actually felt happy, even though he knew how dangerous and expensive this relationship could be, especially with someone he didn’t even know.



Tara

The moment the called ended, Tara actually screamed and danced with glee.  She felt like a schoolgirl again, even though she knew that it was completely insane that she could be so happy about something so ridiculous.  This was a married man with kids, there was zero guarantee it would come to anything other than a fling, but for some reason she was infatuated by this guy.  

Immediately, she texted him her address, and then ran to her bedroom where she began picking out what she might wear for him when he arrived.  She decided to not go for latex, but rather something a little classier, a short black lace dress, tight on the skin. 

Her phone pinged.  “Is it weird that I feel so stupidly excited by this?” Ian wrote.

“I’m a tough dominatrix…I’m as giddy as a child.” She wrote back.  “Why?”

“I don’t know.  There’s just something about you.”

“You too.”

That night, as she smoked a cigarette and watched a TV show, she wondered what her life would be like as a married woman with a slave husband.  Someone who accepted and took everything, from being cuckolded, to being whipped and beaten, and the more she thought about it, the more she realised that was what she wanted.  She wanted a husband, but a husband who was a submissive version of her, and she couldn’t help but feel like Ian was that man.

The next morning, she put on her best black lingerie, seamed stockings, silk and lacy tanga panties, a matching suspender belt, and a matching bra.  Over that she slipped the lace halter neck mini-dress and then began work on her make-up, adding a tinge of red to the black smoke around her eyes, and using a dark blood red lipstick paint, whilst making her alabaster face already whiter still in that gothic way. 

She emailed the office to let them know she was working from home, and then awaited the arrival of Ian later that day.  At around eleven, she received a text from him to say that he had made it to London and would be around at around five.  He also sent a picture of himself smoking a cigarette to prove that he had followed her orders.  Immediately, her heart lit up as she realised that he was following her orders to the letter. 

One of Tara’s hobbies in the meantime was designing dresses, or specifically, latex dresses.  She knew that there were literally hundreds of latex dress makers out there, but she always felt there was something missing to the style they had; a certain something that she could improve on.  Of course, she didn’t have the foggiest clue how to make the dresses, just that she loved drawing and designing them, and she actually did have a talent for that.  She hoped that one day she would find a way to actually make the dresses, as she now had hundreds of designs.

As 5pm drew near, Tara felt her stomach rumble with nerves and her hands physically shook.  “This is insane.  He could be anyone.” She told herself, but in her heart, she knew he was not just anyone.  Still, she could not shake the realistic part of her which said that he was a married family man, and she was about to break that unity apart for her own selfish gains.  But then again, was she being selfish?  After all, he was unhappy in his marriage, or so he said, didn’t he have a right to be with some who would really care for him and his needs?  At the same time, her brain was saying, “Yeah, keep telling yourself that, sweetheart.”

Finally, at one minute to five, her buzzer sounded.  This was it.  This was the beginning of her new relationship.


Two

Ian

“What are you doing?  What are you doing?” He asked himself.  He was stood outside that brick three-story Victorian building for about ten minutes, pacing.  Having arrived early, he felt that it would be rude to ring so waited.  All that served to do was to make him question his judgement.  He’d never, ever, been unfaithful before, not that he hadn’t had the chance.  Of course, he was a successful businessman, who travelled the world, he had been given plenty of opportunities, and with some genuinely beautiful women, and some men too, but he had turned them all down.  He was a married man, happy or not, why would he disrespect his wife in such a way?  But this was different, wasn’t it?  This was more than just looks, this was some sort of cosmic connection which was demanding his infidelity. 

His Rolex said it was one minute to, and he realised that if he waited a second longer, he would chicken out and bail, so with shaking fingers, he pressed the button marked Gallagher and waited.  The wait seemed like forever, until finally he heard a soft voice ask, “Ian?”

“Erm, ye-yes it is.”

“Second floor.” The door buzzed and he pushed it open, heading into the ornate passageway and up the staircase.  Reaching the second floor, he found an open door in there stood a tall woman, with long smooth white legs with feet inside shiny black high-heeled shoes, and dressed in a sexy lace dress which barely revealed the hint of lingerie underneath.  Tara looked nervous, a black polished thumbnail in her smiling mouth; her very thick, long wavy hair pulled to one side and hanging down her right shoulder.  He couldn’t believe this woman was a dominatrix, she looked far too fragile, and yet her brown eyes carried just a hint of mischief in them.

“Hello.” She said softly.  He still hadn’t stepped inside.  He just stood there on the landing staring at her.

“I can’t believe I’m here.”

“I know.  Come in, please.”

He stepped inside and she stepped around him, closing the door.  They just stared at each other for what seemed like forever, until he did the first thing which came naturally to him.  He dropped to his knees and kissed her feet.  He wasn’t exactly sure why he did that, but it was just something which needed to happen.

If anything, this simple act of submission seemed to break the tension and finally she relaxed a little.  Maybe it was the worry that he might not show, maybe it was the expectation which she had built inside herself, or maybe it was the fear he was some sort of lunatic, but at the end of the day, seeing him on his knees in what was clearly an expensive suit, meant that he was indeed submissive and could be controlled and managed.

“Stand.” She barely whispered.  Ian did as he was told and felt his heart race.  This woman was the sexiest woman he had seen in his life.  Her hair was so thick, but so perfect for her face and body.  He wanted to wrap his arms around her and never let her go.  “Follow.”

He followed her down the short hall, expecting to be taken into a dungeon room, but was instead surprised to find a very bright feminine bedroom.  She pounced on him, pressing her lips against his as her tongue entered his mouth. 

“Oh.” She moaned, not able to contain the excitement growing in her loins.  She had never wanted to fuck a man so much in her life.  From his side, Ian couldn’t understand his own feelings.  A sense that nothing in the world mattered at that very moment, just so long as he could hold her.  They collapsed on the bed, lost in the heat of passion.  He felt for her zip, pulling it down, as she fumbled with his belt and fly.  Moments later, her hand was on his sex, feeling a rod of steel, his own excitement sending the blood rushing to his penis in overdrive. Never had he felt so hard as he did right then.  “You’re so big.” She gasped into his mouth.  “Put it in me.  Please.”

“Shouldn’t I wear a condom?” He asked, the voice of reason screaming out that he didn’t really know this girl. 

“No time.  Put it in me.” She pleaded. 

He slid her knickers down feeling the sodden dampness of her pussy, ready to be taken.  There was no resistance to his dick, as it pushed inside the soft moist warmth of her cunt, swallowing him in one go as the two continued to kiss.  She squeaked in desire, and he felt her shudder beneath him.  “Oh.” She said again as he pulled back a little, and just as suddenly she let out another, albeit much longer and then deeper.  Her eyes fluttered as he realised that she had just climaxed.  He’d never experienced anything like it in his life.  Never had he seen a woman climax so quickly.



Tara

Holy fuck! Tara thought, as a second climax hit in quick succession.  What the fuck is going on??  He moved in and out just a few times and again, a third hit.  This was a completely new experience for her, and she knew darn well that it was mostly psychological, but boy was this amazing.  He was hitting exactly the right spot at exactly the right time.  Every single touch, every single movement, the gentle touch of his hands on her breasts, the feeling of his lips on her neck, all of it was electric.  She didn’t want it to end, and she wouldn’t let it.  She wouldn’t let this man escape her.

A momentary break from the orgasms allowed her to open her eyes and look at him, his concentration.  She smiled as she noticed how hard he was working to try to keep going, knowing full well he would climax if he could, but that wasn’t going to happen.  There was too much fun to be had by continuing. 

She allowed herself a moment to take in his looks, his smooth-shaven face, which for his age should have been thick with stubble, but he looked so young.  Individually, he could be masculine, his jawline, his chin, his eyes, but together, he could easily pass as a sexy female model.  He certainly had the cheekbones.  With make-up, he could be anyone he wanted to be, and she loved it.  She loved the idea that she could have a man next to her, or a sissy, or a girlfriend. 

Something came over her, something naughty, as she stared into his light blue eyes.  She slid her hand down his long firm back and over the tiny bottom, then found his anus with her right index finger.  She didn’t press in, not at first, she just allowed it to sit there and rub a little as he moved in and out of her.

“Should I put it in you?” She asked him.

“Yes.  Yes please.”

She grinned, feeling the finger slip inside and hearing his own moan.  She was careful with her nail so as to not hurt him, but once she was in, she moved in and out with each movement he made.  A second finger joined the first shortly after.

“Oh my god.” He moaned, and she swore he became even bigger inside her.

“Just imagine how things would be if you were with me forever.”

“I know, I know.  God, I didn’t sleep last night because I couldn’t stop thinking about you.”

“I own you now, you realise that?”

“Yes Goddess.  But I want you to own me.  I want to be yours.”

“I want you to fall in love with me.” She told him.

“I think I might already have.” He semi-laughed.  “How can I not love you?”

She stared into his eyes as she fingered his arse.  “What is this?” She whispered.  “What is this that has happened?  How did I know you were the one?”

“I don’t know, but I feel it too.  I don’t get it, but the connection is there.  It just happened.”

“Kiss me.”

He placed his lips on her and increased the pace as he fucked her.  She buzzed again, her body literally buzzing as her climax approached again.  Just as it hit, she shoved her fingers deep inside him, causing him to moan in desire.  She felt his cock twitch, begging to climax, but somehow, he staved it off. 

They fucked for an hour, an actual hour, before he came inside her.  She had never, ever experienced sex like it.  She had twelve orgasms in total, which she did not even think was possible.  She knew that the mind was responsible for so much, but she never expected that.  He held her after he came, both held each other, tight, and then he did something unexpected.  He slid down her body and dived between her legs, sucking and licking the cum out of her used pussy.  “Oh my god!” She screamed, and for good measure, climaxed again. “What have you done to me?” She laughed.  But he didn’t stop there.  He raised her legs, exposing the star of her anus and pushed his tongue in.  She wanted to laugh for a moment but was then overtaken by a shock of pleasure coursing through her body.  This was not a joke; this was not a laughing time.  This was a man who desperately wanted her to feel every sense of pleasure that could possibly exist, and they had not even begun any BDSM.

“Are you hard?” She asked him.

“I never went soft.”

“Put it in me.  In my arse.”

“Really?” She nodded quickly, biting on her lower lip.

He slid up and placed her legs on his shoulders, lining up with her anus carefully.  He was still slick from her pussy, which meant his slid into her easily.  She inhaled quickly and he held.  Then as she breathed out, he inched forward until he was all the way in. 

“Ummm, this is nice.” She murmured.  “Take me.  Make me yours.”

This time she knew he wouldn’t last long, so she clenched down on him.  She wanted to feel his cum shoot inside her.  She wanted to know it had been in two of her holes, and before he left, she would make sure she swallowed it too.  Only then could she feel sure in her mind that he would be back. 

After making love, they chatted about his marriage, and he went into more detail about how everything went wrong.  It was clear he still loved his wife but was resolute in the fact that she did not want to fix it; and his wife seemed lost in her own arrogance to accept the fact that he might leave if she didn’t pull herself together. 

Ian then asked more about why and how she got into BDSM and she explained about Darren and how he so desperately wanted her, but she didn’t feel the same way.  “I loved everything we did, I just didn’t love him, not in the way he loved me anyway.” She explained.  “Over time, he realised he was in a loser’s game and gave up.  He found someone else, and as far as I know, he’s happy.  It’s all for the best.  Look, at the end of the day, you need to be eighty percent happy.  The twenty percent is flexible, it changes and adapts over time, but that eighty percent is critical.”

“I think I had more than eighty percent at the beginning of my relationship with Fiona, and now I barely have twenty.  It sucks but it is what it is.”

She lit a cigarette and handed it to him and then lit one for herself.  She could see that he struggled with it, and even didn’t really know how to smoke it.  “You need to inhale into your lungs.” She laughed. 

“Yeah, makes my head spin.”

“You’ll get used to it.”

“That’s what worries me!” He laughed. “What do you have planned for me?  I mean, from a Mistress/slave perspective.”

“I plan to torture you, entrap you, ensnare you,” She said, leaning over to him sinisterly, before planting a kiss on his nose.  “You’ll want me so much that you’ll do anything for me.  Then you’ll be stuck with me.  You’ll take me everywhere with you, and you’ll introduce me as your girlfriend.  I’m not going to lie, I want you to shower me in gifts, and I want you to spend a lot of money on me.”

Ian laughed. “Money really isn’t an issue, but I need to be careful…”

“You realise that Fiona is going to find out eventually.  I mean, either she’ll find out or I’ll tell her.  I’m not going to be the other woman.”

“I understand.” And then he turned to her.  “Can I take you for dinner?”

“You can, but not right now. I have other plans for you.”

“What?”

“Come on.” She said, curling her finger in the follow me fashion and then climbing out of the bed.  He followed her through to another room in the apartment.  It was the dungeon, with walls painted red, and black furniture.  The walls were lined with boots, latex clothes, dildos, whips and butt-plugs.  “Don’t worry, I’m not going to whip you, today.  You were far too good to deserve that.  But I do want to give you a treat.”

“Treat?” He grinned, as she strolled over to the large strap-on dildos.  She selected a thick black one and stepped into it, buckling it up. 

“Treat.” She told him.  “I love fucking men in the arse, and I want to share that with you.”

“I’ve never done it, but I’ve always wanted to try it.”

“Well now you get your chance.  Come here.”

Ian stepped towards her and she flicked her fingers, pointing at the ground in front of her.  He dropped to the ground and took the rubber cock into his mouth, sucking it as if it was real.  She couldn’t believe that this man was so open and daring, but here he was, willing sucking cock, albeit fake cock.  She pulled it out of him and told him to lean over a bench.  Then taking a squirt of lube, she massaged it onto the latex and then into his anus. 

“Ready slut?” She asked.

“Yeah Mistress.”

“Mmmm, good little sissy.” She purred, then pushed into him slowly. 


Ian

Fuck it hurts! He thought.  He hadn’t expected it to hurt so much, but boy, that first time it goes in.  However, she held tight and gave him time to adjust, and soon the pain turned into a dull throb.  Then she pushed into him, slowly, millimetre by millimetre.  The pain came back but disappeared just as fast and then it turned into something different; a tickle of pleasure crept up, and once it was all the way in, it began to feel like an avalanche of pleasure. 

“Oh my god.” He gasped.

“Yeah!  You like that huh?” She laughed.

“Fuck yeah.  Fucking hell, this feels good.” As she increased the intensity, wave after wave of blissful pleasure washed over him.

“Will you do anything for me?” She purred softly.

“Yes Mistress!  Yes, of course!  Of course, Tara.”

“Will you take me shopping tomorrow?” She asked, leaning over and kissing his ear.

“I’ll do anything for you.”

“Good.  Meet me in central London tomorrow and we’ll go shopping.”

By the time he came, he was begging her for more, harder and deeper.  He’d never felt such pleasure as he did at that moment.  She could do anything to him and he would take and love it, and it was at that moment that he realised that he’d finally found the connection he so richly desired.

Upon leaving her apartment, with the promise to see her again the following day, Ian felt elation along with a sadness that he was going home.  Of course, he loved his family, but Fiona couldn’t give him what he wanted or needed.  In fact, when he arrived home, he found his kids in bed already and his wife in the bath.  Helping himself to a drink of whiskey, he sat down and watched television, not really paying attention, and rather thinking about Tara.  In the distance, he heard the bath drain and then the bedroom door shut.  She didn’t even bother to come down to say good night. 

Ian made a decision.  It was time to make her aware that he was fed up and done.  They lived in a huge house with lots of bedrooms.  He decided he would pick one and move into it.  That’s it.  The first stage of separation. 



Tara

Tara had spent the last hour chatting to another dominatrix from Rotherham with whom she had become friends at a fetish shoot.  Basically, she had wanted to gush about Ian and decided Rhiannon would be the best person to chat about it.  If she had expected encouragement and happiness from her friend, then instead she was going to get a heavy dose of reality.

“So he’s married, with kids, rich, an executive, probably surrounded by very expensive lawyers and tough people, and you think you’ll just take him and live happily ever after?” Rhiannon asked.

“Erm…”

“You’re insane babe.  Let me tell you what is going to happen with the wife.  Either she will find you and kill you, or she will try to destroy him in court.  Or, she’ll go one better and up the game and try to win him back.”

“She won’t do that.  She’s given up on her marriage.”

“Babe, no woman who remains married to her husband has ever given up on her marriage.  She will hunt you down, and she will make your life a misery.  That’s why I don’t get involved with married men unless it’s for fantasy only.” She then continued.  “The next problem you’ll face is that the company will probably want to save face.  They won’t fire him, I assume he has an airtight contract, but they will want to make you disappear.”

Tara inhaled suddenly.  “Like kill me?”

“No honey.  More like pay you off and send you on your way.”

Sighing, Tara shook her head.  He was worth the risk.  “So, you think I should give up?”

Rhiannon paused for a moment, seeming to look away in thought.  “No, if you love him then fight for him.  Just be prepared for the worst and hope for the best.”

“Right.”

“Let me know if you need help with the training.” The Rotherham domme laughed.

“That could be fun.”

After ending the call, Tara felt a little deflated, brought back down to Earth.  Yes, she would fight for him, but she needed to really prepare for the worst, and she needed to make sure that when the wife did find out, then it would be a complete surprise.  If not, then she knew that like all women, Fiona would become a calculating bitch, and that meant the worst.

Regardless though, Tara could not shake the feeling that she was making the best decision of her life, and that in the end everything would be fine.  She was going to fall in love, and she was going to get a slave.  It was all she could ever ask for.


Three

Fiona

When Eric Tate broke off the affair with her, Fiona was livid.  She had poured her heart and soul into that relationship, even promising Eric that she would leave her husband, and in return, he dumped her and found someone else.  She had been married to Ian for nine years and fucking Eric for longer.  In fact, she had fucked Eric on her wedding night, and the fact of it was, she knew that her kids were Eric’s kids.  They looked just like him, and nothing like Ian.  At the beginning, Eric loved the fact that she was cuckolding her boyfriend, and later her husband, and much as she hated to admit it, she got a thrill from doing it, but later as Eric became increasingly distracted by other women, she felt she needed to do something.  That was when she said she would leave Ian.  It had been a mistake.

It was only after Eric was gone that she realised that Eric didn’t want a relationship.  He wanted to fuck around on his best friend, Ian.  He got off on it, and all because in school, the two had hated each other.  They only became friends in university, but in secondary school, Ian was a bully, who used to pick on smaller Eric all the time.  Now, Ian freely admitted he was a dick in school.  He knew it, and he worked hard on apologising to people he had hurt. However, Eric didn’t see it that way.  The way Eric saw it was that he wanted to punish Ian for the rest of his life.

So, how did Fiona deal with the breakup?  She became bitter towards Ian.  She blamed him for all the problems with Eric, and decided that had he been a good person in the first place, then she could’ve had her cake and eaten it too.  At no time did she consider that she was being a bitch for fucking Ian’s friend for so long, nor that she had had someone else’s kids, nor that it was essentially her fault that they had broken up.  She had considered leaving Ian anyway, but decided that was letting him off too easily.  She wanted him to suffer.

That was until something truly unexpected and bizarre happened.  For ages, Ian had put up with her depression and foul moods, without a word.  He was nice as pie to her, treating her like a queen, and didn’t really question her treatment of him.  She had driven herself into a false sense of security in believing that all was okay.  Then one day, she arrived home to find he had moved all his clothes into a spare room, and from that point on, that was where he slept. 

All of a sudden, something dawned on her.  “If he ends up leaving me, then I might end up with nothing at all.  I might lose everything.” She told herself.

The day that Ian flew off to New York, Fiona decided that it would be a good idea to go into his room and check what was going on.  Upon first inspection, everything looked normal.  His top drawer was filled with underpants, second drawer socks, third drawer sports clothes.  Then she opened his fourth drawer and received a shock, finding lots of knickers, bras, stockings and suspender-belts.  Her first reaction was that they must’ve belonged to his lover, but then she reasoned that was ridiculous, given that was impossible.  For a moment, she considered if her husband was gay.  She checked the cupboards and there she found his sissy dresses, hung for anyone to see.  There was something ridiculously extravagant about them, and again, she reasoned he had to be gay.  Finally, she checked the dresser and found all his make-up, and under that, dildos, and a metal chastity cage.

She left the room and opened her laptop to search what it meant.  She spent an hour searching about crossdressers, only to find out that most were not gay, which was a relief.  Eventually, something popped up about certain submissive crossdressers.  She discovered something called sissies, where she found that these men enjoyed being dominated and humiliated by their partners, and many enjoyed the cuckolding fetish, whereby their wives fucked other men.  This piqued her interest.  Could Ian be a cuckold sissy?

For the next several hours, she read about cuckolding and sissification.  She found that the idea of fucking a man on the wedding night is a huge fetish, as was fucking a best friend.  This was amazing.  For the first time in a while, Fiona began to feel excited about the future.  If Ian wanted to be a cuckold sissy, then she would be all too glad to make his fantasies come true.  In fact, right at that moment, Fiona couldn’t have loved her husband more; for she had realised what she was.  She was a dominant hot wife.



Tara

Aviation laws did not permit the joining of the mile-high club under any circumstances; but that did not mean that it did not happen.  In fact, it had just happened, and Tara could feel the remnants of Ian’s cum still leaking out of her, even after cleaning herself up.  Of course, this particular aviation law depended heavily on who decided to report them, and in this case, given they were in business class, the young stewardess was only too happy to turn a blind eye to the fornication which had just taken place metres away from her.

“Do you need another drink after that?” The stewardess smiled at the sexy woman.

“I think I do.”

“Champagne?”

“Perfect.”

The lady brought the drinks to both.  “Piece of advice.  Next time use the front right one.  There’s a lot more room.”

With rosy, red cheeks of a blush, Tara thanked the stewardess for the advice and then sipped from the flute.  Tara knew she was only accompanying her new boyfriend/slave on a business trip, but for some reason it felt like a honeymoon.  She looked down at her new Dior handbag, and thought about all the expensive clothes she had with her, and sighed in contentment.  Even with Ian next to her hammering away on his laptop again, she could not have been happier.  He had taken her shopping, at her command, but under the expectation that it would be standard clothes shops, but when he picked her up and drove her to all the luxury brand stores, her heart stopped. “It’s too much. You don’t need to spend this much on me.” She begged.

He had actually laughed when she said that.  “For a dangerous findom with a ruin fetish, you’re very frugal.”

“Are you sure though?  I mean, if you want, but I don’t want you to get into trouble.”

“Relax.  I have plenty of money, and well, you’re a goddess; you should dress as such.”

He spent over ten thousand pounds on her that day. She had never spent so much money in her life.  Even her car was cheaper than that!  The money didn’t matter so much to her, she wanted him, but she was not going to deny that it was a bonus.

The New York trip was just for five days, but she was excited over the possibilities.  She had let fetish friends over there know that she was coming over with her new slave, and they were more than excited to see them both, saying that they needed to do a play session. Truthfully, Tara was already planning her future with Ian, which logically, she knew was premature, but the heart wants what the heart wants.  She imagined all the things that she would do to him in NYC and her pussy moistened.  Then she remembered the past two weeks with him, how she had humiliated him in Agent Provocateur by calling him sissy in front of the shop assistants, or how she held up panties to his crotch and said how pretty they would look on him.  He had loved every single moment of it.  He even loved the Saturday night where he watched her fuck a random friend who she occasionally fucked.  There, Ian knelt in his pink sissy dress, wig and make-up, watching with interest as another man made love to his dominant lover.  Then as the friend came, Ian cleaned up her pussy without question, as if it was second nature to lick a cum-filled cunt.  There was not a single thing wrong with him.  Hell, even the sex was unbelievable.  She had thought the first night of intense sex which led to orgasm after orgasm was just because of the newness of it all, but no, it was the same every single time they had sex.  His cock entered her, she came; his cock moved, she came.

As she sat there on the plane thinking about it, she found herself becoming horny again.  She nudged his arm and tilted her eyes towards the toilets.

“Again?” He laughed.

“Sure.”

“Honey, I’d love to, but I really need to finish this before we land.  Don’t forget I go straight into a meeting.”

“But I’m horny.” She whined, just as her friendly stewardess walked past, giving her a warm smile.

“I think Kerry over there will be glad to help.” Ian chuckled.

“Some slave you are.” Tara sulked.  “I should take you over my knee and spank you right here and now.”

“Mmm.  Yes, I’m horny too, but I told you, I have to work too.”

Tara sat quietly, pressing the touch screen in front of her, but not settling on a movie to watch.  Instead, she walked over to the kitchen area where the stewardess Kerry was stood preparing a drink.  The two looked at each other with a brief smile but neither said a word.  Kerry picked up the gin and tonic, handing it to Tara, who downed it quickly.  With a quick inhale and release, Kerry walked out of the kitchen towards the larger toilet, where she held open the door.  Tara jumped inside.

Moments later, the two women were mashing their lips together in passion, their tongues seemingly fighting for a victory which would never come.  Kerry pulled her skirt up to reveal beige self-holding stockings and a little black thong panty. Tara slid her fingers inside Kerry’s knickers and threaded two fingers into her shaven pussy.

“Oh, I don’t normally do this.” Kerry whispered.

“I’ve never done this.” Tara said.  She had never been with a woman, but this was beyond interesting.  “Fuck, I need to taste you.” Tara dropped to her knees and pulled the panties down and latching her mouth onto the sexy wet pussy.  She licked around her labia before pressing the tip of her tongue onto Kerry’s clit.  She flicked it a few times, before stretching open the labia and pressing her tongue in. 

“Oh my god.” The redhead Kerry gushed.  “Mnnnng.  I’m gonna cum.”

Tara moaned as she licked faster and harder, and then she felt the girl grab her head and pulled it hard as the stewardess climaxed quietly.

“Your turn.” Kerry told her, jumping down and turning them around.  Tara was wearing a short dress, so it didn’t take much to gain access to her cunt, which still had a little cum coming out of it, not that it put Kerry off.  She dived in with gusto, licking like crazy.  “Um, you’re tasty.” She grinned, using a finger to show some of Ian’s cum which was now stuck to her lips. 

“Can get you more of that, but usually he licks it up himself.” Tara giggled.

“Really?”

“Yes, he’s my slave.”

Kerry’s eyes lit up in delight, diving back in and licking hard.  Tara gasped out a moan, causing Kerry to quickly shush her.  Thankfully, Tara was far too horny to last long and she let out a moan of climax.  Tara quickly jumped down and pulled the girl in for a long passionate kiss.  She was still holding Kerry’s panties as she did so. 

“I guess you want these back?” Tara laughed.

“No, you keep them.” Kerry replied with a cheeky grin.  “Maybe get your slave to wear them.”

“He’s already wearing a pink pair.”

Kerry licked her lips, seeming to think about something, and then she kissed the dominatrix again.  “Go get him for me please.  I want to see them.”

Nodding with a naughty grin, Tara left the toilet and into the dark mostly empty cabin of the business class section.  She found her lover and whispered for him to go to the toilet to meet Kerry.  “She wants to see your panties.” She told him.

His eyes went wide, but he would never dare argue with her.  “Yes Mistress.” He replied, knowing when he was talking to his Mistress and not his girlfriend.

“Ian?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Fuck her for me.  Give her an orgasm, and fill her with cum.”

“If that’s what she wants, I will Mistress, for you.”

“Do it for me.”



Ian

I’m being asked to fuck a hot redhead, by my ultra-hot dominatrix girlfriend; yeah, I’m in heaven.  Kerry had her breasts out when Ian arrived.  He shut the door and stared at her pierced bright pink nipples, highlighted against porcelain skin. 

“Mistress asked me to come see you.” Ian told her, assuming she knew everything already.

“Good slave.” She purred.  “Show me your pink knickers then.”

He dropped his trousers and revealed the lacy pink thong, his hardening cock covered by stretchy satin.  She reached down and grabbed his cock and balls, and squeezed them tight, her teeth clenched. 

“Sexy little sissy, aren’t you?” She snarled.

“Yes Mistress.” Then an afterthought.  “You know about this stuff?”

“You’d be surprised how many of us air hostesses do online domination.  Are you gonna fuck me?”

“My goddess told me I should.”

Laughing, Kerry pulled his now erect six incher out.  “Then I guess you should then.”

Not believing his luck, Ian entered her tight young cunt and fucked her hard and fast, her left leg curled around his backside, pulling him in harder with each thrust.

“Nnnng, nnng, nng.” She snarled through her teeth until finally, “Oh my fucking god!” She cried out, climaxing on him. “Fuck, sorry, shit.  Too loud.” She giggled.

“Do you want me to cum in you?”

“Will you eat it out of me after?”

“Of course!”

“Then yes.”

He fucked her hard, feeling his climax rising through him like a charge of electricity travelling up his shaking legs and into his groin.  Just as he was about to let loose inside her, she bit into his shoulder and cried out again, a second orgasm wracking her body.  It was unbelievable to him that he could satisfy women in such a manner, given his own wife had never climaxed once with him, but there he was, providing multiple orgasms to two women in two weeks.  There’d not be third though, as he felt his cum shoot deep inside her.

“Lick me, lick me.” She panted.

He dropped to his knees and sucked on her sodden pussy, taking as much of his cum out of her as possible.  She moaned, complimenting him on being such a good little cumdump.  That’s where the third orgasm came from, as she shuddered to a mini-climax.

“Stop, stop.” She gasped.  “I can’t anymore.”  He stood to dress, and she pulled him in for a deep kiss.  “Tell your Mistress that I think I love her.” She laughed.

“Tell her yourself.”

“Would you mind?  I mean, I won’t be in New York for long, but I guess you guys will go back to the UK eventually?”

“Sure.  Give her your phone number. She’ll be glad.”

“Thank you!”

Ian stepped out of the toilet and left Kerry to clean up.  She came out a moment later and walked to the kitchen, before returning to Tara and handing her a phone number.  “Let’s meet when you’re back.”

“Love to.” Tara replied, allowing her right hand to drift to Kerry’s leg.  “Did he do a good job?”

Kerry’s eyes looked up at Ian and she grinned.  “I can’t believe I’m saying this, given it was in an aeroplane toilet, but it was the best I’ve ever had.”

The look Tara gave Ian filled his heart with joy.  Never had his wife said anything nice about him, and certainly she never looked at him with such love.  Sure, his relationship with Tara was mainly sexual for now, the moments they did have to talk, he found that he could easily get into a conversation with her about any topic. She was extremely intelligent, even though she was much younger than him. On top of that, her confidence was awe inspiring.  However he looked at her, she was perfect in every single way. 

The plane eventually landed in New York JFK, and with a warm smile, Kerry said goodbye and thank you to the couple. “Best flight ever.” Tara told her.

They drove directly to the Hilton downtown, where they were shown to their suite.  The agreement was that Ian would spend an hour serving his Mistress before he needed to shoot off to the office.  Serving her meant kissing her body all over, before licking her to an orgasm, then drinking her piss, being whipped, and then fucking her to three orgasms, something he had no problem doing with Tara.  Finally, she handed him a sexy pair of black panties.

“Wear these for me.” She said.

“They’re not mine.” He said, looking at the clearly worn panties.  “Wait, are these Kerry’s?” Ian laughed, slipping them on.

“Yeah, she asked me to make you wear them.”

“Oh my god, you are so kinky. I love you.” He laughed. It was the first time he had told her that he loved her, and the fact that he had made her eyes water in happiness.

“You love me!” She gushed.

“Well…” He blushed and then shrugged.  “Yeah, of course I do.  You’re perfect.” Of course, he loved her.  He missed her when he was away from her, and loved every second with her.  He dreamed of her whenever he slept and at the same time, he wanted to sing to the world that he was in love with a sexy, beautiful, intelligent dominatrix.  He would do anything for her, anything at all. They kissed passionately.  “I love you.” He told her again, staring into her eyes.

“I love you too.” She smiled sweetly.

They stared into each other’s eyes for a few long moments, until they were brought back down to Earth by a ping of the mobile phone.  “Mine.” Ian said, reaching for the phone to his side and still holding on to his girlfriend.  He stared at the phone and his heart sank.  He couldn’t believe what he was reading, so he held it up for Tara.

Fiona: Found your sissy clothes and did some research. Who knew you were so kinky?  OMG! Yes! Yes, you can be my cuckold sissy bitch, and I’ll be your mistress. I can’t wait for you to come back, so we can begin this new phase of our marriage.  You’re going to suffer! ;)

“Oh fuck.” Tara sighed.


Four

Tara

Suddenly, she had returned to reality with a thud.  An instant, heavy dose of reality which she didn’t ask for.  No, it was not okay, she deserved that first break with her boyfriend to be calm and fun, and not weighed down by fear and guilt because of his crazy wife.  Of course, she knew full well that she was being illogical and that she was, after all, the mistress in more ways than one.

“Don’t reply.” She told him.  “Or do, I don’t know.”

“I will reply.  I’ll let her know that she’s got the wrong end of the stick and that she should stay out of my room.”

He immediately started writing the text, but she placed a hand on his wrist.  “Don’t be aggressive.  It will just make the whole thing more difficult.  Write back that that the only change in your marriage that you asked for was to be respected, and that you didn’t get that.”

The look Ian gave her melted her heart.  Writing something like that could open up a whole can of worms, and not positive worms for her, especially if she were to write back that she was sorry.  It could lead to him saying that he needed to work on his marriage for the sake of the kids, and she would need to respect that.  However, it was better that this came out now, rather than later.

He wrote the message and pressed send.  It was marked as delivered but not read.  It was evening back home, so Fiona was probably preparing dinner for the kids, and Ian had to get going to the office.

“Do me a favour.” Ian began.  “Try not to think about this, and certainly don’t worry about it.  My mind is made up.  Anyway, I got you something.” He said, walking over to his briefcase and pulling out a thick letter, handing it to her.  He watched as Tara ripped it open. 

Inside was a black card envelope, which she opened to reveal a jet black Mastercard Platinum credit card.  On it, she saw her name.  “I don’t understand.” She gasped, understanding fully but not wanting to believe it.

“It’s a no limit credit card, tied to my account.  Spend as much as you like, go wild.” He told her.

“I…” She began shaking her head.  It was too much!  How could he simply give her a credit card?

“Mistress.” He told her.  “You are my goddess.  My money is yours.  Spend it.”

She watched him dress and then watched as he knelt down in his expensive Brioni suit and kissed her feet.  Tara held herself high and proud, raising a foot and placing it on his head, pressing him down.  “Maybe I should just make you stay.” She purred sinisterly.  “Suck on my toe.” She ordered, placing her big toe at his mouth.  He sucked on it without complaint, before she sighed and pulled it out.  Then she squatted over his mouth and said, “A taste for you to think about.  Better not spill it or your suit will stink.” She laughed, urinating carefully into his open mouth.

“Thank you, Mistress.” He told her gratefully.

“Anytime slave.”

With that, he picked himself up and was gone.

Tara flopped down onto the bed backwards and sighed.  On the one hand she was so happy to be there with him, but at the same time, the text message from his wife had disturbed her tranquillity.  Still, she was in Manhattan with a platinum, limitless credit card.  She could get up to a lot of mischief; however, this would be her first time shopping in Manhattan.  On previous occasions, she had visited purely for events, and didn’t really have money to shop.  In fact, she didn’t even know how to begin.  So instead, she pulled out her phone and dialled a dominatrix friend.

“Eeeeee!” She heard down the phone the moment the girl picked up.  “Tell me you’re here.”

“I’m here.” Tara laughed.

“Girl, tell me where and I’ll come get you.” The friend was called Naomi Scott, otherwise known as Mistress Terrorizer.  She was a tall, sexy black girl, in her early thirties, with very long jet-black hair and a tiny tight sexy arse which was never not in latex.

“The Hilton near Times Square?  Listen Naomi, my slave gave me a brand new platinum credit card to play with. No limit.”

“You’re shittin’ me?  This the one you’re in love with?” She giggled.

“That’s him.  He told me he loved me today.”

“Awwww, that’s so cute.  So essentially you want to go shopping and you want a wing girl?”

“Something like that.  I’ll buy you something cute too.”

“Babe, you know I’m cute enough that I don’t need to wear cute clothes!  But yeah sista, I’m down with that.  I’ll be there in twenty.  Meet you in the lobby?”

“Sure.  See you then.”

Twenty minutes later, Tara was stood in the lobby of the hotel, wearing a short black PVC skater skirt, and a cream-coloured crop-top which finished just above her pierced belly.  Given her height and the fact that she looked like a supermodel, she drew a lot of attention.  When Naomi arrived, she was in a red latex mini-dress, and clearly no underwear.

“I see you’re not planning on trying on clothes?” Tara laughed, making light of the fact that it was next to impossible to get in and out of latex.

“Ain’t nothing on 5th Avenue I want anyhow.  Well, maybe some make-up from Sephora.”

As they walked down 5th Avenue, Tara relayed the information about Fiona, notably the text which had arrived.  Naomi’s take was slightly different to Rhiannon’s and that was fuck the wife.  She basically said that all was fair in love and war, and that if the two were truly in love, then she had just as much right to be part of his life as his wife. 

“I mean, the institute of fucking marriage is ridiculous.” Naomi told her friend.  “Polyamory is the way to go.”

“Urgh, I mean, from the pictures Fiona is hot, but she sounds like a loon.”

“I’m not suggesting her but in general.  Monogamy is bullshit made up by the Roman Catholic church.  Polyamory is the way to go, and every queen should have many loyal subjects.”

Tara got that, but she really wasn’t concerned about the polygamy vs monogamy debate; she cared more about finding out how to deal with Fiona, and much as she loved Naomi’s passion, it was not at all helpful to her situation.



Fiona

The housewife didn’t even blink when she received the message back.  As far as she was concerned, he was simply embarrassed about the find.  She was so impressed and happy about this discovery that nothing could shake her; to the point that she actually considered calling Eric and telling him. 

“It’s okay, don’t be embarrassed.  I love it!  As to respect, I respect this completely.  I respect the fact that you need to be taken in a firm hand, and I respect you for wanting to be my slave.” She texted back.

It was too exciting to simply hide.  She had to tell someone, but it couldn’t be Eric, he was dating someone else now.  For a moment she considered who best to fuck.  It needed to be someone who had an impact on Ian’s life, so he knew his place in the world.  “Gavin Dashwood.” She mumbled, remembering the older man from the investment firm who part owned Ian’s company.  She had met him at a company event some three years ago, a posh British man with carefully groomed silver hair, a chiselled chin, and a strong muscular chest.  He had flirted with her like crazy and even went so far as to invite her to visit him one day when Ian was out of town.  The only reason she turned him down back then was because of Eric, but Eric was out of the picture now.

“I hope I still have his number.” She mumbled, scrolling through her phone and landing on his name.  “Got it.” She said, and pressed dial.

“Why Fiona Donnelly, as I live and breathe.” The smooth voice answered.  “To what do I owe the pleasure young lady?”

“Well, I was considering your previous offer, and I was wondering if it was still open?  I know it’s been a while, but…”

“Of course, it’s still open, if we are talking about the same thing?”

“I think we are, Gavin.  I’m thinking about how you make me your little bitch, and I make my husband a bitch.”

The man actually chuckled.  “That seems very interesting indeed.  When would you like to begin this little tryst?”

“No time like the present.” She said, expectantly.

“No can do I’m afraid.  I’m over in New York for the partner conference.  In fact, your husband is due here any minute.  I suppose I shouldn’t mention anything to him?”

Fiona deflated as she heard that she would need to wait a little longer to be with her soon to be lover.  “No, not right now.  But I found out he likes the idea of being the cuckold.  In fact, it maybe a little more than that.” She giggled.

“Really?” He asked, sounding genuinely intrigued.  “I once had a dalliance with a married lady who made her husband dress-up in little girl’s dresses.  Did it to humiliate him.  I wonder if we are on the same wavelength here?”

“I believe so, yes.”

“Oh that’s wonderful news.  Bravo!  I missed those days; it would be good to have a little sissy to clean my cock after it’s been inside a beautiful woman like yourself.  Thank you for letting me know.”

“My pleasure.  Enjoy New York.”

“Thank you my dear.  It’s a shame your little sissy didn’t take you with him.  In fact, I thought he did, as he has a plus one for tomorrow’s party, but that must be a customer again.”

“Yes, it will be.  Goodbye Gavin.”

“Erm, before you go, if you are committed to this, then be a good girl and send me some pictures of yourself, to see what I’m working with.”

She blushed as she realised she would send a lot more than just a few naked pictures.  “Of course, Gavin.  With pleasure.”

“Wonderful.”

Fiona dressed in her prettiest lingerie and then began taking pictures and videos of herself, right down to videos of herself playing with dildos and masturbating.  The excitement of something so naughty gave her goosebumps.  For the first time in a while, she actually felt genuine love and contentment for her husband.  This is why I married him, she told herself, this is why we fell in love.  In her heart, she knew she was dominant, and she knew he was submissive, she just didn’t understand what it meant.  Right at that moment, Ian was the most awesome man in the world.

“I love you so much honey.  I’m sorry I’ve been so down, but you’ve really made me the happiest woman in the world right now.  I always knew I was meant to be a dominant cuckoldress to you, but I never understood. I guess something was always missing in our marriage, but now you’ve found it, god, I don’t think I could love you more than this.  You’re amazing.  Thank you!  Thank you, thank you, thank you!  I love YOU!!!” She texted.



Ian

Ian stared at the text and felt so confused.  Was this all his fault?  Should he have better communicated his feelings too?  If she was out of her funk, did that mean he was on course for a happy marriage?  And could she give him everything Tara could?  He shook his head.  No, she most definitely could not, and one text wasn’t going to change that.  He was Tara’s slave and that was it, final.  When he returned, he would tell Fiona that it was over between them.

Gavin Dashwood was behaving awfully weird that afternoon, constantly asking about Fiona, and how she was, what she was up to these days.  Asking one or two questions was fine, but constantly bringing her up was down-right odd.  In fact, wherever Ian went, Gavin seemed to go to, and he made a point of sitting next to him at the executive table, rather than the investor’s side.  Of course, Ian knew better than to upset a board member so played along to Dashwood’s bizarre behaviour.

Then something even worse happened.  Ian dropped his pen on the floor and as he did so, he bent over to pick it up.  As he did, his shirt pulled out revealing Kerry’s little black lace thong.  Suddenly, he felt a finger slid underneath it and give it a little pull.

“Very nice.” Gavin purred quietly.

Ian bolted upright with wide scared eyes.  “Erm, it was a bet…”

“No it wasn’t, sissy.” Gavin chuckled. 

Before Ian could answer back, the topic at the table changed and he had to focus, or at least try to.  The truth was he was completely humiliated by the fact that this man had seen his panties, but at the same time his cock was rock hard under the table and all that was going through his mind was that he secretly wanted Gavin to notice that too. 

It was a bizarre moment which he told Tara about when he arrived back at the hotel, leading to some hysterical laughter.  Tara thought it was truly hilarious.

“Tomorrow you’ll wear some pink ones and make sure he sees them.” She ordered.

“Yes Mistress, of course.” He replied, then coughed.  “If I may though Mistress?”

“No, you may not.” Tara snapped sternly.  “He was clearly okay with you being a sissy and I order you to embrace it.”

“Yes Mistress.” He sulked.

“Can we do a quiet dinner and early bed?” Tara asked.  “I’m actually quite tired.”

“We can, but we shouldn’t go to sleep too early, or the jetlag will just get worse.  Trust me on that.”

“Okay.”

In the end, after dinner, Tara admitted she did feel more awake than she had planned to, so they headed back to the hotel where they sat in the hotel bar having a drink.  It was there that they saw Gavin who was drinking with some other colleagues. They were stood in a small group, laughing about something.

“Shit.” Ian said, that’s Gavin, Neil and Derek from work.

“Which one is Gavin?  The hot one?” She asked.

“Erm, the one with silvery hair.”

“Yeah,” She gushed, “The hot one.”

“Well, it’s a matter of taste.”

“Yeah, and he’s tasty.”

“We should go.”

“Why?”

“Because these people know I’m married.”

“They’ll see me at the party tomorrow anyway, won’t they?” Tara told him. “Stop whining and introduce me.”

With a gulp, Ian nodded. They walked over to the group and waited for a moment to interrupt. “Neil, Derek,” He looked at Gavin and nodded.  “Gavin.”

Gavin turned and looked at Ian, and a smile spread across his face.  “Ian!  Wonderful, glad you could join us.” Then Gavin spotted Tara stood there in her black PVC mini-skirt and black top.  “And who is this lovely lady?”

“This is my, erm, girlfriend, Tara.” Ian admitted, earning a look of surprise from Tara, who was clearly expecting him to just say friend.

“Girlfriend?  Tut-tut, you naughty boy Ian,” Gavin laughed, taking Tara’s right hand and lowering himself to kiss the back of it.  “I suppose you know Ian here is a married man, young lady?”

She smiled at him with confidence. “Indeed, I do.”

“I say, don’t I know you from somewhere?  Did you do some modelling?”

“I did, well, do, sometimes.”

“Interesting.” He turned to the others, “Neil, Derek, I’ll catch-up with you a little later.” Then back to Ian and Tara, “Come, let me buy you both a drink.” He led them over to the bar, then pointed at Tara, “What will you have?”

“Just a gin and tonic, please.”

Pointing at Ian. “Talisker, no water, no ice.”

“Good man.” He placed the order and then collecting the drinks, they walked over to a booth.  “I assume Fiona doesn’t know about this little tryst?”

“No,” Tara answered for Ian.  “Not yet.  We’re still getting to know each other.”

“So I assume it was you, my dear, who put him in knickers? After all, you model latex, so I assume you are also a dominatrix?”

Ian looked at the older man with surprise and fear.  How on Earth did he know that?  Ian realised he really knew very little about this rich investor, other than the fact that he was a smarmy bastard who letched at women in the same way they did with him.  Tara was obviously smitten by this man, and that both hurt and excited Ian.

“I knew the moment I saw you.  You modelled for a few of my favourite brands, and I do believe I saw you model at the Prague Fetish Weekend last year?” Gavin noted.

“You were there?” She asked him.

“Oh yes, with a slave of my own.  Very good fun.  You still didn’t answer my question though, did you dear?”

Once more, she smiled at him and nodded. “Yes, I’m keeping him in lingerie, and sissifying him slowly.”

He pulled out his phone and turned to look at Ian.  “This is a turn-up for the books, because I had the most wonderful phone-call today.  Your wife called me, telling me that she wanted to cuckold you, with me.  Of course, I said yes, and as confirmation she was serious, she sent me these pictures.” Gavin handed the phone over to Ian who scrolled through the pictures and videos of his wife in various poses.  Tara watched over his shoulder.

“She looks good.” Tara admitted.

“She does.  I do like a redhead.” Gavin admitted, taking the phone back from the speechless Ian and putting it in his pocket.  “Now, it seems though, that Fiona has the wrong end of the stick and believes you are doing all this for her, when you’re really doing it for the lovely Tara, here.”

There was no denying it, Gavin was a hundred percent correct, whilst at the same time, Ian knew there was more coming.  Gavin had a reputation of being a ladies’ man, and he also had no hesitation in screwing his best friend’s wife if he needed to. Ian was not even a friend, so there was that, but he knew it was not Fiona he needed to worry about. 

“And she really is lovely.” Gavin noted, placing his hand on Tara’s leg and gently stroking it.  Tara watched his hand travel up her legs with an amused look, and then she parted them.  Gavin took the opportunity to travel up further and then slid a finger under the gusset of her little black thong, and into her pussy.  She gasped as the fat finger worked its way in.  “I think it would be best if we continue this conversation in your suite, wouldn’t it?”

Before Ian could answer, Tara answered for him.  “I definitely think it would.”



Tara

Tara knew what she was doing was evil.  She had fucked a man in front of Ian already before, but that was different.  Ian knew it was just play, but this was something far more serious, which made it all the more special.  Tara knew it was evil, but as she stood in that room, getting her now naked breasts felt by those strong hands, she also knew how hot it would be for all three of them.  This was the part of BDSM she loved, and it was a true test of Ian’s ability to cope with the humiliation and the fear.

“Sissy,” She whispered, feeling Gavin’s lips on her neck.  “Pink and black chiffon babydoll, make-up, blonde wig, pink heels.  Clear?”

“Yes Mistress.” Ian replied.  She knew his stomach would be in knots as he changed into his sissy outfit in front of what was effectively his boss, but if he did this, then it would just double-down on his already exemplary behaviour as a submissive.  She knew it would be hard, but she trusted that he could do it.

“You have him well trained.” Gavin chuckled between kisses.

“He’s the perfect sissy slave, and I love him.”

“That’s good.  But you’ll have no hesitation in making love to me?”

“Oh most definitely not.” She laughed, before dropping to her knees and taking his huge heavy cock into her mouth.  The wet guttural sounds of a deep blowjob filled the room.  Tara loved the feeling of a huge cock choking her, and this was definitely a huge cock, bigger than Ian’s.  She knew the sex with Ian was the best she ever had, and she knew this would not be better, but it satisfied a different urge; the urge to humiliate and dominate, whilst being taken by a strong man.

Moments later, Tara heard the clicking sound of her boyfriend arriving in heels, and Gavin let out a little murmur of appreciation.  “Very sexy, very sexy indeed.” He told Ian.  “Come, let me feel you.”

Tara looked up with the cock in her mouth and saw Gavin pull Ian’s tight tiny smooth arse closer, grasping it with a full palm. There was something truly exhilarating about seeing a heterosexual man being forced into the joys of homosexual sex.

“Get down on your knees and help your girlfriend, there’s a good sissy.” He told Ian.

Ian was shaking with nerves and excitement as he dropped down next to Tara.  She pulled the cock out and stared at Ian’s mouth as she held it up from him.  “Don’t be scared.” She said sweetly.  “Take it all in your mouth and swallow it down into your throat.  Remember to breathe through your nose.” Then she watched as he did just that. 

“Wonderful.  Wonderful.  He’s going to make a wonderful cuckold sissy slave for me.” Gavin nodded.  “As will you darling,” he said, stroking Tara’s face.  Tara simply smiled in appreciation.  She was a dominant girl, and if any other man suggested her slavery to him, she would break their fingers, but this was more than just slavery to him; this was the ultimate humiliation of Ian. You can never tame me, but this man can, and that makes it even worse for you, doesn’t it Ian?

The cock was removed from Ian’s mouth and Tara was led over to the bed, where she lay with her legs spread, her clean-shaven pussy exposed.  “Put my cock inside her cunt, sissy, there’s a good girl.” Gavin grinned, holding himself over the stunning brunette.

“Yes Master.” Ian responded subserviently and making Tara’s heart flutter once more.  But not as much as it would flutter, as she felt the huge thick cock pry her pussy apart and press inside her.

“Oh,” she gasped, feeling her eyes close.  As he moved further inside her, she began to regret thinking someone couldn’t be better than Ian, as her first orgasm hit.  This would be a long night and she knew it would be endless pleasure.  “Fuck, you’re good.”

“I know.” He replied, arrogantly. 

“Ian, I’m s-ohmygod!  Sorrrrry! But he’s got such a better cock than you.” She gasped, feeling another orgasm hit.  “Fuck!  How are you doing this to me?”



Ian

If Ian ever believed you were too old to have long, hard sex, then Gavin settled that for him right away.  Gavin could jackhammer her pussy non-stop, without break, over and over, and not once did he see a bead of sweat appear.  The guy was an animal.  Tara thrashed around on the bed, back arched, screaming expletives in every direction, and all she wanted was more, more, more!  “Don’t stop Gavin, don’t ever stop!”

For the first time since being with Tara, Ian felt jealous.  It was a horrible bitter pain in his gut, where he felt completely inadequate and flaccid, except his cock was anything but flaccid.  The jealousy was something unbelievable, like a heavy dose of humiliation which only served to excite him further.  Am I deranged? He asked himself, questioning how someone could be so turned on by such torment. 

The first session of the two together lasted a little over a half-hour until Gavin came inside her.  Upon pulling out, Tara ordered Ian to lick her clean.  “Suck it!  Suck all that juice cum from me.  Drink it all down.” Then once she was satisfied he had done a good job, she pulled on his head and moved it to Gavin’s cock, and forced him to clean that too and then bring it back to life. 

Ian was made to clean up five more times that night, and once proved to both that he could suck a cock to climax.

“Do you want to fuck his arse?” Tara asked Gavin.  “You can if you want.” She said, not once asking Ian if he was okay with that, and why would she, he mused, he was just a slave after all.

“Not tonight.” Gavin told her.  “Come, you can sleep with me tonight in my suite.  Throw on something sexy and see-through and come with me.  Sissy, you will stay here and don’t masturbate.”

“Yes Master.”

“Good girl.” Gavin said, rubbing the sissy’s nightie covered chest, and then leaning down and kissing the sissy, sliding his tongue in.

Ian watched Tara put on a black satin mini-nightie, her pierced breasts clearly visible through the see-through cups.  She kissed Ian good night with a naughty smile on her face, and then took Gavin’s hand and walked with him out of the room.  There was something deeply exciting about watching the woman he loved leaving him to sleep with another man, and once again, Ian began to question his own sanity, as he couldn’t understand why he was excited by such a thing.

In the meantime though, Ian desperately wanted to cum, and yet he was so submissive towards his girlfriend, he didn’t dare do it; so instead, he lay in bed struggling to fall asleep, heart racing.  It would be a long night.


Five

Gavin

The day had been too long. Gavin had been eagerly awaiting the party in the evening, a party for three hundred employees, customers, partners, and friends.  But it wasn’t partying he had in mind, but rather seeing his new lover arrive with her sissy, knowing the sissy was wearing sexy pink lingerie, stockings, panties, and such under his clothes, but also knowing that she would be wearing a sexy, elegant black latex dress. 

That morning, Gavin had set the rules for the two, explaining where they stood.  He had made it clear that he expected obedience, especially given that he could make things very difficult for them both, not just with Fiona, but also at the office.  “Of course, don’t take this as blackmail, but rather of me protecting my interests.” Gavin explained.

Of course, as Gavin explained all this, Tara was gently massaging Ian’s cock, which meant that Ian was completely horny as Gavin said all this, which meant him accepted everything without question.  It was an arrangement which Gavin had agreed with Tara during the night.

The day had been long, but thankfully Ian was on-hand whenever needed, to come into Gavin’s office and drop to his knees and take the cock in his mouth, and he did so without question or any sign of disapproval.  He really was a dutiful and willing slave, the likes of which Gavin had not seen for years.  In fact, Gavin felt sure he could bend Ian over the desk and fuck his arse, and he would have taken it with a smile.  However, he knew there would be a time and a place when he took Ian’s arse, and it was not then.

Finally, the party began, and the couple arrived.  All eyes were on Tara, in that shiny black mini-dress, open down to her pierced bellybutton, revealing the inner-sides of her glorious orbs.  Gavin stepped forward and kissed her deeply, taking her hand in his.  “Hello darling.” Tara told the older man.

“I missed you today.” He told her. 

Gavin knew that any hope Ian had of showing off his new girlfriend had been dashed, as Gavin walked around, introducing Tara as his girlfriend.

Of course, Gavin was quick to come up with a plan.  Tara would become his, just as Fiona would, and Ian would be left purely as a sissy slave, and nothing more.  Yes, he knew Tara had fallen in love with her slave, but she was young and naïve, and he knew that he could change her mind, make her realise that she would be happier simply torturing the young man.  He also loved the fact that Tara was a sex worker, well, a pro-domme, which meant that she might be open to more high-class work for a friend of his.  In fact, he could see Ian being quite useful as a sissy too, after all, he was very pretty in the wig.

“Tell me Gavin.” Donovan Hardy asked, “How on Earth did you get such a wonderful creature as Tara by your side?” The venture capitalist asked.  Donovan was another rich investor, slightly younger than Gavin, with dark black slick hair and strong muscles stretching his shirt.  He was from Canada, but flew between London and New York frequently, and he knew about Gavin’s proclivities, in fact, he was just as much a sexual deviant as his esteemed colleague.  Of course, he had this conversation with Gavin outside of earshot of Tara and Ian.

“Actually, she’s Ian’s little thing.  She’s a professional dominatrix by trade, but she’s been dating Ian.”

“Isn’t Ian married to that hot little redhead?”

“Yes, he is, and that hot little redhead is mine too, or will be once I get back.  You see, Ian’s a sissy.”

The penny dropped immediately for Don. “Oh, how wonderful?  I do love sissies.  Lots of fun with the ones who behave.”

Agreeing, Gavin said, “And sometimes the ones who don’t.”

“Hmm.”

“So far he’s behaving himself perfectly, but I suspect that will change when he realises what he’s got to lose.  He’s still in the honeymoon period with her, but eventually, he’s going to realise that he’s a puppet, and now I hold the strings.”

“And your plans?”

“Maybe put them both to work in Tyson’s place.”

“Oh you’re cruel.” Donovan laughed.  “But I love it.”

“Maybe I can get the redhead there too, make some good money out of them.”

“And the sissy?  Have you fucked it yet?”

“No, not yet.  He’s blown me a few times today, not no anal yet.  I’ve been saving myself for the right time, but if you are looking for a quick place to empty a load, be my guest.”

“You wouldn’t mind?”

Gavin let out a laugh.  “Please, when have I ever minded?  Let me go get him.”

“Wonderful.”



Ian

Ian was stood next to Tara, talking to a group of customers when he felt Gavin tap his shoulder. Gavin excused Ian and led him away out of earshot of anyone else.  He knew that something was up and as they walked, Ian spotted Donovan Hardy and knew the game was up.  Hardy had a reputation, having been sued for sexual harassment by women and men alike over the years, all successfully settled and silenced.

“You’ll go with Donovan to a private room we have reserved, and show him a good time, is that understood?” Gavin explained.

“But sir…” Ian began, complaining for the first time.

“Let me remind you that it would be terrible if this room were to find out what you are wearing under that suit, and even worse if I was to share some of the depraved things you do.  I doubt you’d find work in this industry ever again.”

Nodding, Ian sighed, resigned to his fate.  He wondered what on Earth he’d gotten himself into, kicking himself for being so stupid to shit where he eats.  Donovan simply smiled at him without a word and the two walked on, being led to a door protected behind a rope by two heavyset bouncers, one of whom detached and held the rope, the other opened the door.  Ian walked up some carpeted stairs, to a large room where he saw executives and investors he recognised, snorting cocaine, or making out with secretaries, other people’s partners, or hookers.  Ian had been an executive for many years and had attended plenty of these high-level corporate parties, not once had he been invited to this sort of secret area.

“Come on.” Donovan said, taking Ian’s hand in his and leading him to the back of the room and into a small bedroom, locking the door behind him.  “Strip.” Donovan ordered, walking over to a black glass desk and pulling out a small baggie of cocaine and chopping out four thick lines.  As he did that, Ian stripped down to the pink lingerie, revealing the soft bralette, the suspender-belt and fishnet stockings, as well as the panties.  Rolling up a bill, Don sniffed down two of the lines and handed the rolled cash to Ian.  Ian had never taken hard drugs before, but something prevented him from saying no.  He carefully knelt down and then snorted both lines.

“Dance for me.” Donovan ordered.  “Slow, sexily.”

There was some pop music playing in the background, so Ian swayed and danced in time with it, enjoying the strange come-up from the drugs, lowering his inhibitions, whilst making his throat go numb. 

“Very sexy.  Mmm, very, very, sexy.” Donovan smiled, stripping off his clothes and then stepping over to dance with Ian.  Ian felt Donovan’s hard cock slip between his arse-cheeks every so often and instead of feeling disgusted with himself, he just felt himself wanting the cock inside him. 

He wasn’t sure why, but for the first time in his life, Ian actually felt like his should smoke a cigarette.  As per his Mistress’ request, he had been smoking daily; not many, but he had, only when she told him to.  Now though, he wanted one and he didn’t have any.

“I wish I had a cigarette.” He told Donovan.

“Easily arranged.” Donovan laughed, reaching into his suit jacket and pulling out the pack of Marlboro Gold and handing one to the sissy, then lighting it.  He watched as Ian took drags and danced with the cigarette.  “Wow, you really are a little whore aren’t you?”

Ian wasn’t sure what came over him but he looked over his shoulder at the sexy naked man and giggled, taking another drag of the cigarette.  He finished it in record time, and helped himself to another.  As he smoked and danced, Don walked over and dropped to his knees, pulling Ian’s bottom apart and slipping a finger under the thong, pulling it aside to reveal the star of his anus.  He then pushed his tongue out and began licking, forcing a moan of enjoyment from the sissy.  Donovan rimmed him for several minutes, before turning his attention to Ian’s rock-hard cock, sucking on that for several minutes more.

Donovan then stood and walked back to the bed and chopped up four more lines of coke.  He let Ian go first, and this time, Ian didn’t hesitate.  He simply minced over, fourth cigarette of the night in hand, and leaned down and snorted with a giggle.  Then as Donovan snorted his, Ian got down on his knees and began sucking the man’s cock. 

“Mmm, you really are a good sissy, but I’m not here for a blowie, I can get those anywhere.  Up onto the bed, get on your knees.”

“Yes sir.” Ian replied with a naughty grin; all inhibitions were now lost.  He was going to be turned out, and he was looking forward to it.  Within seconds of getting into position, he felt the cold gel of lubricant touching his anus, and then fingers stretching him.  Then behind him, the weight on the bed shifted as Donovan lined up.

“I’m going to enjoy this.  I had a lovely little rent boy last night, filled his arse right up with delicious cum, but I still think you’re going to be a better fuck.”

“Fill me with your cum too!” Ian gasped, his heart racing and his cock throbbing.  He sighed in delight as the warm cock filled him.  He’d been fucked by Tara’s dildo many times, so he was ready for the feeling, and he knew it would be good.  “Fuck yeah!”

“You like that you little sissy faggot?”

“Yes sir!  I love it.  Love it!”

“Yes you do faggot.  Because faggots like you need cock, don’t they?”

“Mmmhmm.”

Ian had to admit that the feeling of a real cock inside him was infinitely better than any dildo. He wasn’t sure if it was the drugs or the fact that this insanely bizarre situation was taking place, but he honestly felt like his would cum at any second from the fucking, and that was without touching his cock.  Then sure enough, he let out a long deep moan and sprayed his seed all over the vinyl bedding.  In doing so, Ian clenched down with his arse, trying hard to feel the cock inside him, and that led to the billionaire investor hitting climax too.

“Oh you fucking little slut!” Donovan cried out, grabbing hard on Ian’s arse-cheeks and spraying his bowels with hot sticky cum, before collapsing on top of the sissy. 

Ian felt Donovan’s tongue lick his neck and ear for a bit, before he backed away.  “Come on, get dressed.”

Moments later, they were leaving the room and returning to the bizarre VIP section.  There they found Gavin in a corner, together with Tara, who was riding his crotch.  If others noticed, then they didn’t seem to care, as there was plenty of sex going on now.  In fact, Ian saw Pamela Scarvo, plump office assistant from the New York office, getting double-teamed by two executives from a large US retailer. 

Ian and Donovan sat down next to Gavin and Tara, and Ian watched in surprise as Donovan leaned down and gave Gavin a long passionate kiss, before turning to Tara and taking a pierced nipple in his mouth.  Ian looked up at Tara, who smiled and nodded towards Gavin.  Taking the hint, Ian leaned down and kissed the man too.  In that room right at that moment, colleagues of his were finding out that he was bisexual, but then Tara did something unexpected.

“Shirt off.” She ordered.

With a gulp, Ian looked around and then nodded, removing the shirt and revealing the pink bra.  Seconds later, Donovan was pulling down Ian’s pants and revealing the stockings, before pushing his cock into Ian’s arse again.  In front of him, Gavin climaxed and Tara immediately lifted off to position herself for Ian to lick her clean.  Ian then cleaned Gavin’s cock.  Moments later, Donovan once again filled Ian’s arse.

“I can’t believe we did that in front of people.” Ian admitted later.

“Everyone in here knows the rules, and trust me, there’ll be nobody talking about it.” Donovan told him. 

Still, Ian was not so reassured but he admitted that there was enough debauchery going on that he supposed nobody would want the truth to come out.



Ian

It was the best night of his life.  He’d done things he had never done before, and he’d loved every single moment of it, and it didn’t stop there.  Donovan agreed to join them back to the hotel, where the four of them had the chance to get into a cocaine fuelled orgy.  The moment they were in the room, Gavin offered Donovan the chance to fuck Tara, which he pounced on. 

As Donovan was slamming his seven-inch cock in and out of her soaking wet pussy, she watched as her amazing boyfriend transformed himself into a sissy engulfed in pink satin and lace, as well as a pink wig.  With his make-up done up quickly, he looked like a true sissy whore. 

“Take some pictures of him.” Tara called out to Gavin, who did so more than willingly.  “We can use it to control him later.”

“Suck on my cock, slut.” Gavin told the sissy, and as Ian dropped to his knees, he stared up at his new master as he took pictures, knowing that his fate was completely sealed.  Rather than wallow in the fact that he was truly about to become a bisexual sissy slave, he embraced it instead, enjoying that warm hard shaft in his mouth and trying to weed out some taste of precum.  He simply told himself he was a cocksucker and to enjoy it, and that’s what he did.  And then after a few moments, he took the cock out of his mouth and held it as he looked up at his master and said, “Please fuck me sir.”

Gavin grinned and held up the phone again.  “Say that again sweetie.”

Looking like a true pornstar, Ian said, “Please master, please fuck me!  I need your cock in my tight arse. Fill me with your cum.”

“Oh yes I will sissy, yes I will.” Gavin spun the sissy around so that he was facing Tara who was getting absolutely pounded by Donovan, jackhammering in and out of her at her speed and not allowing her a breath.  However, if Ian thought he’d get it any easier from Gavin, he was mistaken.  The long, thick cock slid inside Ian’s now well-used arse and then just went to town on him.  Gavin was on a mission and that mission was to pound Ian into oblivion, not that Ian minded.

“Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me.” He gasped in a high-pitched voice.  That feeling of a cock rubbing his prostate at high speed was like nothing he had ever felt.  It was like an electric tingle which then reverberated along every nerve-cell in his body.  He didn’t want it to end. 

Gavin began filming again.  “You fucking little faggot whore, aren’t you?” He asked.

“Yes!  Yes I am!  I love cock, give it to me!  Give it to me!  Fill me!  I love it, I love it so much!” Ian gasped.

“If you never had pussy again, and only cock, would you mind?”

“No!  Give me as much cock as possible.  Make me gay!  Make me gay!” Ian moaned, climaxing all over the bedding.



Gavin

Gavin couldn’t believe how easy all this was.  He was on the way back to his room with Tara in his hand, her suitcase behind her.  What was the plan?  Simple.  For the rest of the trip, she would be staying with Gavin, and Ian would be staying with Donovan and getting his arse fucked all night.

For the rest of the week, Gavin spent as much time as possible with Tara, taking her out shopping, wining, dining and taking in shows.  He made sure that the only time she saw Ian, it was to give him a whipping in his room, before leaving him again.  Gavin had a plan.  He wanted Tara to fully embrace him as her future lover, and then he would convince Fiona of the same.  If both women accepted the polyamorous lifestyle, then he would have both girls for whatever purpose he desired, and a sissy as his slut.

It was on the second to last night that Gavin made a phone call on Facetime.  He had Tara next to him hidden but he had told her to be quiet until needed.  Moments later, Fiona appeared on screen.  Tara’s eyes went wide.

“Hello my little slut.  I’ll be home soon, are you looking forward to me?” He asked her.

“Oh yes sir.  I’m so looking forward to your cock.”

“But I’m not your first am I?” He asked her.  “Tell me, have you ever been unfaithful to Ian before?”

The redhead actually laughed.  “Yes!  I was sleeping with his best friend Eric since before we were married.  Hell, even his kids are not his, they’re Eric’s.”

“Does Eric know this?”

“Yes, and he thinks it’s hilarious that Ian takes care of his kids.”

“Wow.  But you love Ian, right?”

“Yes.  More than ever now I know what he’s like.  I wish I’d known sooner.”

“So would you be extremely unhappy if Ian left you for another woman?”

Fiona looked confused but nodded slowly.  “Yes, of course.  Look, I’m not a great wife, I know that, but I love him.  He’s my husband, and well, I am who I am, and I would feel horrible if I lost him.”

Gavin smiled.  “Good.  Now tell me, would you be awfully upset if I had another woman?”

Once more, Fiona grinned. “Of course not sir.  You can do whatever you like.”

“Good.  Allow me to introduce Tara.” And he turned to camera to face a rather confused and nervous Tara.  “Tara is a friend, but she’s also a professional dominatrix.  We’re thinking that maybe she can come over and help with Ian’s training, and at the same time, I’d love to see you both together.”

If Fiona was put out by such news, she didn’t show it.  In fact, she simply nodded with a sexy smile and said, “That sounds like a wonderful plan master.” Then addressing Tara she said, “May I address you as Mistress?”

A little surprise, Tara replied, “Indeed. Are you willing to be my submissive slut too?”

“Yes Mistress, of course.”

Tara bit her bottom lip.  “I’ve met your husband already.  He’ll make quite the bitch, won’t he?”

“Definitely he will.”

“And should I begin already?”

“If you so wish Mistress.” Fiona replied, but her eyes sparkled with desire.

“And what if I already have made him my bitch?  What if right now he was taking cock like a gay sissy whore?”

Fiona licked her lips and nodded. “Please don’t tease me Mistress.”

“But he is.  He is taking cock right now from a man named Donovan.  Gavin even has video.”

The picture seemed to freeze, but it was really Fiona trying to work out if she was hearing the truth or not.  “Wait, really?” She eventually asked.

“Yes.  Do you mind?”

“Are you kidding?  Of course not!”

“I turned him into a sissy.  I made him buy all those clothes you see at home, and I made him bring me here to New York.  I’m his dominatrix.”

Once again, the picture froze, and for the first time, Gavin and Tara thought they had gone too far, but then Fiona said, “Then I owe you everything.  You’ve turned my life around.”

Of course, Tara didn’t tell her that she was madly in love with Ian, nor that Ian was in love with her.  What they did do however was fuck on camera for Fiona to see, whilst Fiona masturbated for them.  Then they sent her videos of her husband dressed as a sissy being fucked by a cock. 

After they ended the call, Gavin turned to Tara and said, “And if you really love him, then you know what you need to do, don’t you?”

With a naughty grin and an eye-roll, Tara nodded, and pulled him in for a deep, passionate kiss, and another love-making session.


Six

Ian

They weren’t so lucky to have Kerry on their flight on the way back, and they did not really want to risk rejoining the mile-high club as it was a smaller plane and the stewardess was in her sixties and rather grumpy.  However, Gavin and Tara had given strict orders on how Ian should dress for the flight home, which included a very lacy, thick jet-black lingerie set under a white women’s blouse and thin yellow women’s pants.  Tara did his make-up, putting it on thick and bright, however, he didn’t specifically look female or male.  “Gender neutral.” She pointed out.

Ian was a bag of nerves, but he didn’t once complain.  He had orders and that was it.  He had hoped to hitch a ride back on the private jet with Gavin, but Gavin wouldn’t hear of it.  Gavin had offered Tara a ride on it, which Ian thought she would take, but she insisted on travelling with Ian.  At the end of the day, she loved him, and that was what mattered.

The plan revealed to Ian was that they would go home to her place, rest before he headed home to Fiona.  Of course, Ian wasn’t aware of the conversations between Tara and Fiona, which had continued the following day.

Eventually, they landed in Heathrow and headed through immigration and into baggage claim.  He held Tara tight and told her he loved her and gave her a kiss.  Their bags arrived and they slowly walked out past the last chance duty free, into the arrivals area, where Fiona was stood waiting.  Ian froze.  He was holding his dominatrix girlfriend’s hand and there was his wife, waiting for him.  She didn’t look angry or surprised.  What she did look, was hot, wearing a tiny tight red dress showing off her lovely body, and accentuating that thick long red hair.  Fiona strolled over and kissed her husband on the cheek and gave him a big hug.

“Welcome home honey.  You look wonderful by the way.” She told him, admiring the outfit he had on.  Then she turned to Tara and pulled her in tight for a hug and a long passionate kiss.  “Welcome home Mistress.  I hope you had a pleasant flight.”

“I did indeed slut.” Tara grinned.  “I am very glad to see you follow orders.” Then turning to Ian.  “I bet you are surprised to see Fiona here?”

“Just a bit.” Ian replied sarcastically.

“Well there is a reason, and we will explain that reason at home.  First, we’ll stop off at my place for a change of clothes, and then back to yours.”

“But…”

“No sissy, not here.”

Fiona took Ian’s other hand.  “It’s okay, I’m really not angry.  Everything has turned out for the best.”



Fiona

The moment she saw Ian stood there in the female clothes, her pussy became soaked.  It was a dream come true and she knew she had Tara to thank.  Fiona was not stupid though.  The look on both Ian and Tara’s face said it all; they were in love, but for some reason, Fiona couldn’t actually feel angry about it, if anything, she felt a certain sense of pride.  If anything, it gave her some closure for the guilt she had felt about cheating with Eric, even though she told herself she wasn’t guilty. 

On the drive home, Ian couldn’t hold back and began to demand answers, and whilst Tara tried to explain about what Gavin had done and asked for, Fiona felt it was better to tell the truth.

“You may hate me for what I am about to tell you, Ian, but please try to look at it from another point of view.  Please try to see it as fate bringing us together and both of us being absolutely useless communicators.” Fiona said.

“Okay.  Makes sense.” Ian replied, shrugging. 

“So, remember when we met, you were out with Eric at the time?”

“Yes.”

“I spent most of the night flirting with both of you.”

“I remember.”

“Then Eric left and I hung out with you.”

“We kissed.”

“Yes, we kissed good night, and then I called Eric who had given me his number whilst you were in the toilet, and I went to his place where we fucked all night.  In fact, we fucked ever since then, and then I became pregnant.  The kids aren’t yours Ian, they’re Eric’s.”

She looked in the rear-view mirror and tried to see what was going on.  Tara was sat next to him and whilst Fiona was telling this story, Tara was rubbing his erect cock, trying to keep him on the edge.  However, Ian’s face was rigid, not showing any emotion. Finally, he spoke, “Eric broke up with you huh?  About a year and a half ago?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Because I was confused about what I wanted, or rather, what he wanted, and I offered to leave you.”

“I assume he didn’t like that.  Eric is not the settle down type of guy.  He never was.”

“I know that now, and I didn’t want to leave you, but he was seeing other people and had less and less time for me.  I thought it was what he wanted.”

“Why didn’t you just tell me?”

“Why didn’t you tell me you had fallen in love with Tara?”

“I was going to.”

“When?  When you walked out on me?” Fiona asked.  “I don’t want this marriage to end, and I know you two are in love, I can see it.” She said, looking in the rear-view mirror again and catching Tara’s concerned eyes.  “And I don’t mind.  I know it is possible to love more than one person; I’ve done it myself.  Look, I fucked up big time, but I don’t regret what I did, only that I didn’t communicate it with you, but please understand that I didn’t know about the cuckold lifestyle back then, I didn’t know it was possible to have this fetish, and I certainly wish I did.”

She waited for Ian to respond, but he was silent.  He didn’t say a word.  Tara was holding his cock but not rubbing it, though the good news was it was still erect.

“Please say something.” Fiona begged, now getting nervous that everything was fucked.

“I will always love the kids as if they were my own, and I don’t want them to know I am not their father.” He told her.

“Of course.”

Then he sighed.  “I get what you did and why, and I get that you didn’t know any better.  I’m just disappointed that you let our marriage get to the state where I felt like you just didn’t care for me, and that is the worst.  We had a lovely time as husband and wife whilst you were with Eric, and then you did nothing to fix the problem when you weren’t.”

“I know.  I’m sorry, really I am.  I just didn’t understand any of it.”

“I get that.” Again, he sighed and looked at Tara.  “I love Tara.  There is something about her that wakes up all of these feelings inside me, that makes me want to do things I’ve never done before.  And I guess Eric did the same for you Fiona.  It would be hypocritical of me to be angry for what you did, for the feelings you had, when I myself would probably encourage you to do the same right now.  I love you too Fiona, but for the last year or so, I resigned myself to the fact that you were one foot out the door, and I cleared a large space in my heart for new love, and that’s Tara.

“You’re right though, that it is possible to love two people, so what I’m going to do is this.  I’m going to say that right now my I want to see how things go with Tara, and build my relationship with her.” Ian said, and Fiona inhaled suddenly, sensing the marriage was over.  “And if that relationship with her, includes you too, then I’ll be very happy with that.  I am happy to spend the rest of my life with both of you, if that is what Tara wants.”

Tara spoke up.  “It is, for now.  I can see something like this working, and I am open to a poly relationship, but let’s not set anything in stone until we get to know each other better.  Fiona, you may hate me by the end of the week, or you may find that even as a slave, you’ll hate Ian.  One way or another though, I want to try to make this work.”

Fiona sniffed away tears; tears which had begun in fear of her marriage ending, into happiness of acceptance.  “Thank you.  Thank you both of you.”

“I have a question.” Ian began.  “Did you fuck Eric on our wedding night?”

“Yes I did.” She replied, nervously.

Ian was quiet for a long moment, before admitting, “Hot.” Tara began rubbing him again.

Feeling emboldened by Ian’s reaction to her honesty, Fiona continued, “And remember the time I went away with Trish on holiday?”

“Yes.”

“I went with Eric.  In fact, nearly every time he came over to watch football, and sent you out for more beers, it was so we could have a quickie in the bedroom.”

“Fuck, that’s hot.  When you used to go out Friday nights with the girls?”

“I used to be fucking Eric.”

“You used to ask me to lick you out.  You were always really wet.”

“Because I had Eric’s cum in me.”

“Ah fuck, I’m gonna cum.” Ian moaned, so Tara squeezed the tip of his cock painfully, killing the orgasm.  “Thanks.” Then Ian said something which surprised everyone.  “How about I invite Eric around tonight and let him see me as a sissy?  Would he be willing to speak to you?”

Fiona shrugged.  “He hasn’t spoken to me since we broke up.  I heard he has another woman.”

“He always has other women, he’s Eric.” Ian laughed.

“We can try, if you like?”

They were almost home and Ian stared out the window for a moment, seemingly lost in his thoughts. “It so unbelievably hot that you had Eric’s kids and made me raise them as my own.  I love them to bits, and I always will, but it is the most brutal humiliation.” He laughed.

“And want to know the funny thing?” Tara asked.

“What?” He replied.

“It’s going to get so much worse for you.” Fiona said for Tara. 

“Yep, much worse.” Tara agreed.



Ian

The kids weren’t home when they walked in, not that Ian minded.  He missed the kids, but right at that moment, he didn’t need them to see his clothes without context first.  They had been brought up liberal and open-minded, so he didn’t fear the worst.  The news that they weren’t his kids should have shaken him more than it did, but the simple fact was that it only served to drag him deeper into submission, and that was important, as that was where he so desperately wanted to go.

The moment he entered the house, the domination began.  Fiona told him to run up to his new sissy room and get changed into a pink satin party dress and wig, and wait there.  As he entered his room, he realised that she had been busy.  No longer was it a plain room; now it was the essence of everything girlie, with pink walls, pink furniture, a make-up table, girlie lace bedding, teddies, and pictures of hot men.  He loved it to bits and could’ve hugged his wife.  She had rearranged his clothes, such that his sissy clothes were most visible, leaving only a very slimmed down offering of male clothes, and certainly no male underwear.

Awaiting the arrival of Tara and Fiona, Ian knelt with his head down.  He waited a long forty minutes and was beginning to question what was going on, when he clearly heard the sound of Tara climaxing.  Fiona was taking care of her new Mistress.

Finally, the door opened and a rather flushed Tara entered, with a naked Fiona, collared and on a leash, walked in behind her.  Tara was changed and in a black PVC mini-dress and carrying a crop.

“Right, we’ve agreed that for being unfaithful to your wife,” Tara began, “you need to be punished.”

Ian felt a little confused.  “But I was unfaithful with you Mistress.”

“Talking back, that’s a punishable offence too.” Tara mused.

“And well, Fiona was unfaithful before me.” Ian pointed out, knowing full well this wasn’t helping him.

“Mistress Fiona to you, was not unfaithful.  She was fulfilling her duties as a hot wife and a woman, who deserves more than you.” Tara highlighted.  “If she wanted to be the town whore, then she could, and there’s not a damn thing you can do about it, is there?”

“No Mistress.”

“Good.  Now you get it.  You are the lowest of the low!” And with that she laid into Ian with ten strong hits in quick succession, making his arse glow deep red.  “Your turn.” She said, handing the whip to Fiona, who grinned in delight.

“Hmm…cheating little bitch!” Fiona hissed, right in Ian’s face.  “I fucking loved cheating on you.  I laughed at how useless you were compared to Eric.  I fucking loved his cock.” And with that she hit Ian with the whip, but held back for fear of actually hurting him.

“For fuck’s sake, don’t tickle the bitch!” Tara laughed.  “Hit him hard!  Use everything you have and don’t hold back!”

Fiona pulled her arm back and slammed the crop down hard, earning a yell of pain from her husband.  “Well, this is interesting.” Fiona told her new Mistress.

“Right?” Tara agreed.  “Very interesting.  Hit him again.”

They ended up taking turns beating him for nearly an hour, before they each tried out a strap-on dildo on his arsehole.  At first Fiona was concerned that the pleasure would be all one-sided as the dildo did nothing for her, but Tara explained that the sense of rule and power over a man by taking his anus was really exhilarating.  Once Fiona had tried it, she was hooked, slamming in and out of him, hurling insults and humiliating comments, until he came all over the new bedspread.  She was so angry with him, she actually rubbed his face in the cum.

“Call Eric.” Fiona ordered.  “Get him to come over to fuck me and Tara.”

“Oh yes, do that.” Tara giggled.

Nodding, Ian picked up his mobile phone and called his friend.  The two hadn’t spoken properly for a while for reasons unknown until recently, so he was a little afraid that Eric might come up with an excuse not to visit.  However, that turned out not to be the case.

“Ah man, I haven’t seen you in ages.” Eric gushed.  “Why don’t we meet down the boozer though?”

“Mate, I just got back from the US, tonnes to tell you. I’ve got beer here and I’ve got the latest FIFA on the Xbox.”

“Yeah, yeah, alright then.” Then he paused. “Erm, is Fiona gonna be there?”

“I think she’s going out mate, but not sure.  Why?”

“No reason.  Never mind.  Sure, I’ll be over in a bit.”

“Cool.” Ian ended the call and turned to the others.  “He’ll be over in a bit.”

Fiona grinned.  “Best get our make-up done.” Then pointing at Ian.  “You too sissy.”



Fiona

Fiona actually had butterflies in her stomach as she prepared herself.  She had slipped on a red lacy bralette, matching suspender-belt, lace-top stockings, and a matching satin and lace thong.  Over that, she wore a long satin and lace robe.  Tara, on the other hand, wore black.  Black silk corset, black silk panties, and black stockings.  She looked the figure of dominance.

As both girls waited downstairs, Ian walked down in his pink sissy dress, wearing a blonde wig and thick make-up.  He actually looked extremely feminine, something Fiona had not been expecting. 

Finally, the doorbell rang and Ian was sent to open it.  Upon doing so, he found Eric, the tough skin headed muscular friend who Ian had once bullied at school, surprisingly, stood there in his bomber jacket looking very confused.  Then a smile appeared on his face.

“She told you?” He asked.

“Sort of.” Ian replied. 

“And you’re okay with it?”

“More than…”

“Excellent.” Eric grinned, pushing himself inside, and then upon seeing both girls together, he immediately began undressing.  “I take it you ladies are waiting for me?”

“We are.” Fiona smiled, rubbing Tara’s leg.

“And you both made Ian a sissy?”

“Yep.  Bet you’re glad you came back, huh?”

Eric was naked in seconds and pounced on the girls, kissing them both.  No introductions to Tara were needed at that moment, as Eric’s role was clear to him.  After kissing both, he pushed them both to the floor and let them share a moment sucking his cock.  Then, looking over at Ian, he said, “I see three mouths here, but one isn’t pulling their weight.  Get a move on sissy.”

Nodding, Ian dropped to his knees with the girls and extended his tongue to the tip of the long fat cock.  Fiona’s eyes caught her husband’s, giving him the best smile she could with lips on the side of a cock.  She was extremely proud of him, in fact, she only felt regret that she had not known sooner.

Eric pulled Fiona up to him and had her get onto the sofa on all fours.  Then, lining up his cock with her pussy, he began fucking her hard.  In front of her, Tara got into position to allow Fiona to go down on her, whilst Ian licked at Eric’s anus.  Fiona hadn’t ever been with a woman before Tara but again, she wondered why she had put it off for so long.  She found women attractive, and didn’t have a problem licking a pussy, so essentially she was a bisexual, and it wasn’t as if she was scared to try it, she just never really considered doing it.

The cock which was going at an increased pace now was bringing Fiona closer to climax.  She couldn’t believe that her husband had brought Eric back into her life.  Couple that with the fact that Gavin would be coming around that weekend, she knew that her sex life was on the mend and then some.

Fiona let out a long deep moan and then felt Eric cum inside her.  It was something he did once he felt a woman climax, Fiona knew that, and it was fine by her.

The moment Eric pulled out, Ian was in front of her, lips latched on to her wet cunt and lapping at that warm thick cum, pouring out of her in copious amounts.  Although she knew that Ian had licked out Eric’s cum before, the fact that he was now doing it willingly and with gusto made her so excited that she let out another little orgasm. 

“Clean your Master’s cock, honey.” Fiona said softly, sitting up and grabbing Ian’s face and directing it onto Eric’s dick.  Ian had no issue sucking cock, it had become second nature to him.  The fact that it was his best friend’s dick didn’t seem to matter either. 

Finally, they settled down to catch their breath as Fiona explained the situation to Eric.  For Eric, it was all only good news.  “So this little bitch knows the kids aren’t his?” Eric laughed. “You fucking wimp little poofter.  I fucking knew you were a wimp.  I loved the fact I was doing your wife.  Consider it payback for all the times you were shit to me in school.” Eric said, pushing Ian on the shoulder.  “Do you know at one point I was fucking your wife nightly?”

“I didn’t know Master.” Ian said submissively.

“Say thank you to your Master, there’s a good sissy.” Tara ordered Ian.

“Sorry Mistress.  Thank you Master for taking care of my wife.”

“I think we’re going to need to keep you in chastity.” Eric laughed.  “I don’t want that pathetic excuse of a cock going anywhere near any of my women now.”

Ian looked towards Tara, who simply nodded. “It’s for the best honey.  If Eric and Gavin are going to be fucking me now, then I don’t see a reason we should fuck.” Tara explained.

“But the sex between us is so good.” Ian moaned.

“I know.  But it is much more fun to know you are denied.” Tara laughed.  Then Tara whispered something in Fiona’s ear and both girls giggled, before Fiona darted out of the room.  “Sissy, keep sucking on your Master’s cock, get it nice and hard for me.”

“Yes Mistress.” Ian replied, taking the cock in his mouth.

Fiona ran upstairs to the sissy room where she remembered she had seen the chastity cage.  She then took the metal device downstairs and held it up.  “Come on sissy, lock-up time.”

Unfortunately, Ian’s cock was hard, which meant it wasn’t going anywhere.  Thankfully, Tara came up with a plan.  “If we kick it hard enough, it’ll go down.  Lie on your back.” She ordered.  “Hands under your legs, and spread them.” Ian did as he was told, and then Tara signalled for the others to hold his legs and arms.  “We’ll take turns.” She said, and then slammed the roof of her foot firmly into his balls.  Ian let out an almighty high-pitched scream, and tried to pull his hands out, but the others held firm.  Tara lined up again and again, with a loud smack, hit his cock and balls.  “Next.” She said, and Fiona stood.

Fiona gave three fast hard smacks, laughing the whole time.  “But it hurts my feet too so I’m going to put boots on.”

“Good idea.” Tara told her.

Moments later, Fiona was back in some sort of army boots.  She then kicked so hard that not only did Ian’s cock go down, but he was worried he’d never get hard ever again.  After he had stopped crying, he even told Fiona exactly that.

“Well Fiona,” Tara began, “Better do it a few more times to make absolutely sure he won’t get hard again.  Then we won’t need the cage.”

“Good idea!” Fiona laughed, and slammed the hard boot into his crotch at full strength.  Ian felt a popping sensation in his balls but before he could complain, she hit him again, and again, until finally Ian’s cock let out a stream of cum from his flaccid cock.

“See!  He loved it!” Tara reassured her new friend.

“I didn’t get my turn.” Eric complained.

“Well go on then.” Fiona laughed.

“I’ve got another idea.” He said, stepping onto Ian’s crotch and balancing his heel on it.  Ian screamed in horror at the extreme pain of his friend crushing his cock and balls.

“Okay, that’s enough.” Tara said, taking the cage and quickly locking up the cock.  She then handed both keys to Eric.  “Here, do what you want with them.”

Once again, Fiona laughed, but Eric seemed much more sinister in his view.  On the other hand, Tara didn’t seem too concerned about the fact that she had changed her mind on the subject of sex, especially considering just a few days earlier she was saying how she would not give up sex with Ian.


Seven

Tara

It had been a month since their return from the US and Tara was feeling guilty.  She was feeling guilty because the more she accepted Ian as her sissy slave, and the more she interacted with Fiona, Eric and Gavin, the more she lost respect for Ian as a man.  The love she had once felt for him had dissipated into this longing to torture him.

The month had been a crazy rollercoaster of sex and debauchery which saw Ian get his nipples, ears and tongue pierced.  He had been turned into a true cock sucking slut, and once a week or so, Gavin loaned him out to Donovan.  Tara was, of course, very happy about it, but the human in her believed she should eventually tell Ian the truth about the fact her feelings of affection had led elsewhere.

There was another aspect to all this.  Tara had also been seeing Kerry from the plane a few times whenever she was available, and had begun to fall in love with her.  When she was not with her, she found herself missing Kerry, and the only person who satiated her was Fiona, of all people.  Am I a lesbian? Tara asked herself.  No, that wasn’t possible because she adored sex with Gavin and Eric. 

Then one day, Tara introduced Fiona to Kerry on a girl’s night, when Fiona’s kids were away, Gavin was on a business trip and Ian was with Donovan.  Eric had his own boy’s night, so it was literally just the girls together.  It was a fun night out drinking in London and then all three girls headed back to Fiona’s house, where Tara practically lived these days.

“So this is the sissy’s room is it?” Kerry asked, looking at the girlie room.  They had been gradually removing male clothes from the room and replacing it with female clothing.  All of Ian’s shirts had been replaced by blouses, and most formal pants were now female.  He had one suit left as a just-in-case, but that was scheduled to go too. 

“It is.” Fiona admitted.  “Best thing we ever did to him.”

“It’s so hot.” Kerry giggled.

Tara rubbed Kerry’s sexy little arse through the tiny tight spandex mini-skirt.  “You’re hot.”

Not wanting to feel left out as the two girls began to make out in that doorway, Fiona stepped forward and sandwiched Kerry against Tara, kissing her neck.  “Very sexy.” Fiona agreed.

The girls fumbled their way to the master bedroom where they stripped down quickly and jumped into bed, kissing and feeling each other.  What started out as a night of drinks turned into a lesbian orgy.  By morning, none had slept, but they didn’t mind.  They were insanely happy as a threesome. 

What it all meant, was that Tara had to come clean.  “I think I was wrong about Ian.  I don’t think I love him, not romantically.  In fact, I don’t really find myself attracted to any of the men.”

“Right???” Gushed Fiona.  “I’ve been feeling the same ever since I was first with you.  Like the sex with the guys is great, but fuck, I wouldn’t want to be in a relationship with them.  As to Ian, I am just happy to keep him as my slave.  I’m having fun sissifying him, but that’s it really.”

“Are we horrible?” Tara asked.

“I don’t know. Kerry, what do you think?”

Kerry looked at both of them and then laughed.  “Really?  You want to know my opinion?  My opinion is that you two should both be my girlfriends those men should just be our bitches whenever we might fancy a cock.”

Tara looked at Fiona, and Fiona looked at Tara.  “I like Kerry’s plan.” Tara said.

“I agree.” Said Fiona.  “But I don’t think that’s Gavin’s plan for us.”

“Oh, how come?”

“He mentioned a club he owns with a friend down in London, something about us doing some work there.”

“You mean a brothel?” Kerry asked.

“I think so.” Fiona replied.

“And you’d be up for that?”

“It’s an exclusive place, very posh and upmarket and very high paying.” Fiona explained.  “I’d be up for it once in a while.  Not every day.”

Tara shrugged.  “Why not if the money’s good?”

Musing this, Kerry nodded.  “I suppose, but I don’t want to be anyone’s bitch; well, except yours Goddess Tara.” She grinned, kissing Tara.

“Of course!”



Ian

It was all falling apart.  He could feel it, he could feel himself drifting away from Tara and he knew the attraction to each other at the beginning had been worn off by the new lifestyle.  Right at that moment, he felt he had a closer relationship to Donovan than to Tara, and that was a man who had arranged for six gay friends to come over and use Ian. 

The first time he had been to visit Donovan in London, he was dressed up in his pink sissy maid’s dress and paraded around London.  Literally.  It was the gay pride event and Ian was on a leash with Donovan.  He was then taken to a party where there about three hundred or so gay men, and he was passed around like a piece of meat.  Luckily, everyone kept it safe, but that wasn’t a luxury Ian had on his second outing with Donovan, where he was taken to an event in Amsterdam, given a colour-coded collar which essentially made him a cumdump, and left to take cock after cock, load after load.  It was dangerous and stupid, but all Ian ever said to Donovan was, “Thank you Master for taking me to Amsterdam.”

The visits with Donovan ended up becoming weekly events whereby Ian was regularly fucked by large groups of men, bareback.  He was not always in drag, as some of the events prohibited it.  Instead, he was told to wear the plainest red satin panties, and then leather chaps, and taken to leather events, where he was again, fucked over and over, bareback.  Of course, the cage never came off.  In fact, according to Eric, the keys were gone forever; and Ian was sure he was serious about it.  To make triple sure Ian understood just how serious he was, Eric used metal bonding glue on the padlock and on the joins of the cage.  Tara had found it hilarious.  “I never want that cage coming off.” She had said, much to Ian’s surprise and disappointment.

That night, Donovan’s friends were all sadists who had come over to beat Ian.  They had spent most of the night whipping, spanking, piercing and then fisting him.  Taking a male fist was not something which had been easy at first, but a couple of weeks of trying had meant that Ian was now used to the pain and feeling of a fist entering his rectum. 

Knowing he was losing Tara hurt more than the pain of a fist entering him, but he was still enjoying the submission he was in.  He was enjoying sleeping with men, the sex, even the degradation, but he had a horrible feeling it would all end badly for everyone.

“Push the cum out.” Someone told him.  He had the cum of six men inside him, and now they wanted him to push it out.  He was sure it was being recorded and would end up on Pornhub, but he did as he was told and pushed it out.

Once that was done, another cock was inside him and he was groaning in fullness and excitement again.  “Fuck me.  Oh fuck me.” He was moaning, as the slap, slap, slap of skin hitting skin rang out in the room.

He wasn’t particularly missing sex with women, getting fucked up the arse was much more intense and pleasurable, but he was missing personal intimacy with Tara.  And things were about to get worse.

“I’ve been talking with Gavin,” Donovan began after the others had left, “and he is of the opinion that you need to spend more time with me.  We’re thinking three or four nights per week.  What do you think?”

“Whatever you wish Master.” Ian replied, not daring to ever question a superior.

“That’s very good.” Donovan replied, stroking Ian’s face, and then leaning in for a kiss. “I’ve grown quite fond of you, you know?”

“Really?”

“Yes.  I think you are stunning as a woman and as a sissy and whilst I’ve always been bi, I don’t think I’ve ever been so smitten by someone as I have by you.  So to have you here more often would be lovely, and I promise that it won’t always be orgies and gangbangs. Most of the time it’ll be a quiet night just the two of us.”

For a moment, Ian’s heart actually raced a little bit, feeling excitement at being admired by this sexy man.  Ian pulled Donovan to him and gently kissed his lips.  “I want you right now.” He whispered, and Donovan was only happy to oblige.

As Donovan made love to Ian slowly and passionately that night, Ian realised that so long as he was submissive and loved, he really didn’t care who it was.  He’d be happy with a man or a woman.

The End


My Karen Mistress

One

I hadn’t expected my neighbour to be watching, but I really should have.

You see, although I was a married man with two kids, I had only recently discovered sissification novels. Until then I had never once imagined myself as submissive or interested in anything unusual. I simply fell into it feet first and never quite managed to climb back out.

At thirty-five you would think a man would already know his own tastes, yet I had always been plain and rather boring. I had never bothered to examine what I actually liked in bed. Sex with my wife, Kaitlin, was pleasant enough but nothing spectacular, and she never complained. It was simply calm, predictable, ordinary.

Then this year someone gifted me a Kindle loaded with a full twelve-month Kindle Unlimited subscription. Free books, I thought. Perfect.

Kindle Unlimited holds an enormous catalogue, but you still have to dig to find the titles that truly catch you. It was pure chance that I first opened a female-domination cuckold romance. The story gripped me harder than anything I had read in years. Soon I was hunting down every femdom and cuckold novel I could find. That search led me, almost inevitably, to sissification.

The moment I read about ordinary men being slowly turned into sissies, something inside me clicked. The idea spoke to me in a way nothing else ever had. My reading list ballooned. I began finishing three or four books a week, often late at night after Kaitlin had gone to sleep.

Whenever we had sex my mind started to wander. I imagined her telling me she was already cheating, forcing a bra onto me while she rode me, announcing that she had burned every pair of my male underwear so that only panties remained, and finally declaring that she was leaving me for a real man and would tell the entire street I was a sissy.

After months of reading I moved on to actual sissy pornography. From there it was a short step to hypnosis videos. One evening, while she was out, I tried on the sexiest pair of knickers she owned, a delicate red lace pair that barely contained me. The soft scrape of the lace against my skin made my heart race. A week later I stopped at an adult shop on the way home from work and bought a small bottle of poppers, telling myself it was only curiosity.

I was spiralling. The addiction grew stronger every day, yet I could not bring myself to stop. The first time I sniffed the poppers while watching a dark sissy-hypnosis video that ordered me to seek gay sex, I came harder than I ever had in my life. Afterwards panic hit me like a wave. I wrapped the bottle in tissue, stuffed it deep into the kitchen bin, and swore I was finished with the whole bizarre loop. I would be normal again.

An hour later the urge returned. I dug the bottle back out of the rubbish, rinsed it, and hid it inside a locked drawer in my study.

That same cycle of fierce arousal followed by sharp confusion repeated itself for several weeks, each time growing more intense. Eventually I began searching for real sissies on social media. I created a private Instagram account and followed dozens of them, scrolling late into the night, wondering whether Kaitlin would ever notice. She rarely used Instagram, so the risk felt small. Still, the secrecy only fed the hunger.

Of course, algorithms being what they are, social media quickly began feeding me more and more content connected to transgender people and sissies. One ordinary afternoon an advert popped up for FairyFlirt Pink Layered Ruffle Cake Hem Pleated Lace Satin Ruched Kawaii Panties. The moment I saw them I knew they were perfect. Soft ruffles, delicate lace, that unmistakable sissy silhouette. A sharp, almost painful sadness settled in my chest at the simple fact that I did not own them.

For weeks afterwards I kept opening the Shein app, scrolling through endless pages of similar panties, adding pair after pair to the basket, then closing the app without checking out. The courage never quite arrived. Until the day I learned Kaitlin would be away on a two-week business trip. The timing was ideal. On top of that I had a large discount voucher that brought the total down by nearly seventy percent and unlocked free delivery. It felt like a sign. I ordered ten pairs in one go: ruffled satin, French knickers, bloomers, every shade of pink I could find, all lace-trimmed and ridiculously feminine.

The afternoon the parcel arrived I locked the bedroom door, tore the packaging open, and tried them on one after another. The soft satin settled against my skin like it belonged there. I lay on the bed in the prettiest pair, sniffed the poppers, and put on a long sissy-hypnosis video. Within minutes I was stroking myself slowly, completely lost. When I finally came I knew there was no going back. The panties were perfect, comfortable, and so pretty it almost hurt.

The problem was that the fantasy had taken over completely. Whenever Kaitlin and I had sex I could no longer picture anything else. In my head I was always dressed in the satin and lace while she was being fucked by other men. The images were so vivid that I started finishing far too quickly, sometimes after only two or three strokes.

“Someone’s horny,” she would joke afterwards, smiling as she cleaned up.

“I guess I’m getting old,” I would answer, hoping the excuse was enough.

“Exercise helps,” she replied once, and that was the end of the conversation.

Even the panties eventually stopped being enough. I began ordering matching bras and bralettes, then short nighties, stockings, suspender belts, and finally, late one night, a proper sissy maid dress from eBay. Each new package only deepened the need.

Now our house was fairly large and I had a small room of my own that I called the mancave. Inside it stood an old-school arcade machine with a coin locker at the bottom. That narrow metal compartment became the perfect hiding place for every piece of sissy clothing I owned. Nobody ever opened it, so the satin, the lace and the maid dress stayed safely out of sight.

For the time being I only ever dressed when the house was empty, and even then only for a few hurried minutes while I wanked. Afterwards everything went straight back into the locker. But my wife had another business trip coming up and the children were due to stay at their grandmother’s. That left me with three clear days entirely to myself.

This time I went further. I ordered a cheap makeup kit, a long blonde costume wig, and a pair of pink high-heeled shoes from Shein that actually fitted my feet.

The moment the front door closed behind the last of them I locked it, drew the curtains and began. I put on the ruffled panties and matching bra, rolled the stockings up my legs, clipped them to the suspender belt, then stepped into the soft maid dress. The wig settled over my own hair and the makeup took longer than I expected, but eventually the face looking back from the mirror was no longer quite my own. Learning to walk in the heels was awkward at first. I wobbled, clutched at furniture, practised up and down the hallway until the steps became smoother.

Soon I was prancing freely through the quiet rooms in full sissy maid uniform, the skirt swaying, the heels clicking on the wooden floors, not a care in the world.

And that was the exact moment my neighbour looked out of her window. She saw a blonde woman moving about inside my house and wondered who it could be. My wife was a brunette, after all. Then the figure turned, and she recognised my face. Everything became clear.


Two

At this point in any normal sissy story you would expect the neighbour to come knocking with a knowing smirk and something along the lines of, “I know your secret, and now you’ll have to serve me.” Chance would be a fine thing.

My neighbour was nothing of the sort. She was an out-and-out Karen: short blonde bob, pear-shaped figure, loudly right-wing, aggressively Christian, and, from everything I had seen, more than a little racist. I already knew she was both homophobic and transphobic. When she caught sight of me prancing around the house in full sissy clothing she was not intrigued or amused. She was offended and openly disgusted.

Funnily enough, her name really was Karen. Karen Middling, or as I soon came to think of her, Karen Meddling. When we first moved in we had tried to be friendly. She invited us round for dinner and seemed pleasant enough, but it did not take long to realise she only wanted information. After that the complaints began. The grass was never the correct height. The hot tub we installed offended her. We did not attend church. Our tree dropped apples onto her lawn and the apples themselves were the wrong variety. Our children made too much noise. The list never ended. I hated her, and I knew Kaitlin hated her just as much.

I did not learn that Karen had seen me from Karen herself. I learned it when my phone lit up with a picture message from my wife.

“Is that really you??? What the fuck, Ollie?”

Karen had texted Kaitlin directly and outed me, calling me a pervert who needed God in his life. Kaitlin would have rung the moment she received it, but she was trapped in a meeting and could only message.

“Fuck! Babe, I’m sorry. I was reading sissification porn and I wanted to see what the fuss was about,” I typed back, fingers shaking.

“So you went all out and bought the whole damned outfit? And then pranced around for Karen to see! Fuck! I’m so embarrassed!”

I stood in the hallway trembling. Fear sat heavy in my stomach, yet at the same time I was painfully hard. The mixture of terror and arousal left me almost dizzy. Still, I knew I had to deal with Karen before she did something worse, such as posting the photos on Facebook or sending them to my workplace. I scrambled out of the maid dress, scrubbed the makeup off my face, dragged on ordinary male clothes and stomped across the front lawn to her door. I banged hard enough to rattle the glass.

“What?” she sneered when she finally opened it.

“I’m calling the police,” I told her.

“What for?”

“Invasion of privacy. Being a peeping Tom. Blackmail.”

“I’m not blackmailing you!” she squeaked, face flushing.

“Not right now you aren’t, but you have the pictures and you could easily text my boss or put them on Facebook. That is leverage, and I will not stand for it.”

She stared at me, furious. After a long moment she muttered, “Fine. You don’t call the police and I’ll delete the photos.”

“Fine,” I agreed.

I stood on the doorstep and watched her delete the images from her phone. What never occurred to me at the time was that the same pictures still existed in her outgoing message thread to Kaitlin.

“Why do you dress like that? It’s disgusting! You’re a man, act like it, not like a woman!” she snapped, still blocking the doorway.

“One, even if I was trans that would be none of your business, but for your information I was dressed as a sissy.”

Karen snorted and scoffed. “You certainly are a sissy.” She spat the word like the worst insult she could invent.

“No. Not a sissy like an insult. A sissy as a submissive male who is subservient to women and dresses up in hyper-feminine clothing and maid’s uniforms to serve dominant and controlling women, actually!” I snapped back, louder than I intended.

For the first time I saw her flinch. The anger on her face flickered and something else, curiosity maybe, took its place. Instead of shouting she asked, almost carefully, “Wait, so why dress up for that?”

“Because it is humiliating for a man to be turned into a sissy. It forces submissive males to dispose of their masculinity, to make them weak and subservient.”

“Huh.” She mused on the words for a moment, eyes narrowing. “That’s…” Her voice drifted off. Then she seemed to catch herself. “It sounds perverse. You sound like a pervert! Leave me alone!” She moved to shut the door hard.

“Then you leave me alone!”

“Close your damned blinds then!”

The door slammed. I stood on the path fuming, fists clenched. Taking her advice, I stormed back inside and yanked every blind shut. I wanted nothing more than to strip out of the male clothes, put the maid dress back on and enjoy what was left of my private days, yet the fear of Kaitlin Facetiming without warning kept me in ordinary trousers and shirt. I waited until evening, when I knew she would call from her hotel room.

Her face appeared on the screen, already frowning.

“I had expected to see you in your women’s clothes,” she said. “I mean really, Ollie, how could you? Are you a transvestite?”

“No. That damned Kindle got me reading stuff and I discovered female domination, you know, BDSM things. I began reading about cuckolding, stories about wives cheating on submissive husbands and forcing them to watch or listen, and that led to sissy stories where wives turn their husbands into maids.”

She sighed, rubbing her temple. “Is that what you want? Because I don’t think I’m the woman to give it to you.”

“No!” I answered quickly, even though the lie sat like a stone in my gut. “I just wanted to see what it felt like to dress like one.”

“And?”

How could I tell her that I had loved every second of it? How could I admit I wanted to live as a sissy forever?

“It wasn’t bad,” I said at last. “I like the material and I like the way I feel in it. But it’s just messing around. Spank-bank material.”

She gave me a long look, the kind that challenged me to admit the whole truth, but then she glanced away.

“Make sure nobody else sees again, and I don’t want to see it either. And I certainly don’t want the kids finding out. If you want to wear it in private, that’s your business, but I don’t want to know about it.”

“Fine,” I said. The word came out sharper than I intended. There was a touch of venom in it. Her response felt far too dismissive, too complete a lack of interest. She could at least have asked a few questions, or even looked up what sissification actually meant, before shutting the entire subject down so completely.

The rest of the call drifted into safer topics: her work meetings, the news, how the children were getting on at her mother’s house. I answered automatically, already counting the minutes until I could end it. The moment the screen went dark I stripped out of the ordinary clothes and pulled on a set of the softest sissy lingerie I owned. Over it I slipped a pink babydoll with a white-lace overlay, the layered skirt floating around my thighs. I left the wig and makeup in their drawers. Tonight I only wanted the feel of the fabric against my skin.

I made a simple dinner and ate it on the sofa while a film played on the television, the satin cool and light with every movement. Around ten I decided to take the rest of the movie upstairs to bed. Yet even as I climbed the stairs a strange unease stayed with me, the persistent feeling that someone was still watching, even though every blind in the house was tightly shut.

Taking a careful peek from the side of the blinds, I could just about make out a dark figure standing at the bedroom window of Karen’s house. Given that she was a divorced woman living alone, it could only be her. What made me curious was the deliberate way she kept looking across. Something about her posture no longer felt like the usual search for something to complain about. It felt closer to plain curiosity.

I told myself to ignore her and focus on the film, yet after only a few moments I was drawn back to the window. Using my little finger I eased the blinds open a fraction wider. This time she had pulled her net curtains completely aside. The television glowed behind her, throwing soft light across the room. Every so often her face appeared at the edge of the glass, checking whether I was still there.

I should point out that at five years older than me Karen was anything but attractive in my eyes. A persistent scowl seemed permanently etched into her features. Her eyebrows had been over-plucked years ago and then tattooed back on in a harsh, unnatural line. Her figure was dumpy, heavy around the middle. Although her breasts were noticeably large she never wore anything that showed them; every blouse was high-collared and buttoned to the neck. What bothered me most, though, was her preachy attitude, the absolute certainty that everyone else should be sensitive to her feelings while she owed no sensitivity in return.

That said, I kind of wanted her to see me in the nightie. I wanted her to see me dressed up, and I was not entirely sure why the urge felt so strong.

Working up the courage, I stood, pulled the blinds all the way up, and began walking slowly back and forth in front of the window. The light from the television was enough to show my outline and the soft pink fabric clearly, though probably not bright enough for a sharp photograph. Sure enough she peeked across again. This time her gaze stayed fixed on my body, watching every step.

The silent observation continued for about five minutes. Then something shifted. She turned on her bedside lamp and rose from the bed. She was wearing a long white cotton nightie. As she moved closer to the window she looked nervous, almost as if she felt foolish for what she was about to do. For some reason I switched on my own bedside lamp as well. When the extra light fell across me she made a sharp intake of breath. After a moment her hands dropped away from her chest.

We simply stood there staring at each other. Slowly I lifted the hem of the babydoll and revealed the large ruffled bloomers underneath, turning slightly so she could see the full back view. In answer her hand rose to the strap of her nightie. With clear trepidation she pushed it down over one shoulder, then the other, and drew the fabric lower until her large breasts were bare.

Karen was flirting. She might have been anti-trans, homophobic and everything in between, yet something in the earlier conversation about sissies and female domination had clearly affected her. It made a certain sense. This was a woman who wanted control over everything and everyone around her. That need to dominate was probably part of the reason her husband had left. The idea of a man she could literally own was something different, something that clearly excited her.

I should have put a stop to it at once. I should have told her no, reminded her that I was a married man. Instead, right at that moment, I wanted this horrible woman to own me. I wanted her to make me her bitch.

She pinched her nipples slowly, then slid one hand down between her legs and made a clear wanking motion with her finger. She wanted me to masturbate for her.

My eyes flicked quickly around the edges of her window, searching for any sign of a hidden camera. Seeing nothing obvious, I pushed the front of the bloomers down just far enough to free my cock. Her mouth opened in a soft gasp, then closed again as her tongue slipped out to wet her lips.

Her hand moved lower, bunching the nightie up around her waist and exposing her pussy. A neatly trimmed landing strip of blonde hair sat above it, which surprised me. I watched her fingers circle her clit and then push inside herself while I stroked my erection in full view of her.

And then, suddenly, she stopped. Her fingers stilled. A slow smile spread across her face, the kind that suggested she had just realised something important. Without another glance at me she pulled the white nightie back up over her breasts and turned away from the window. A moment later lights began switching on downstairs in her house, one after another, marking her path through the rooms.

That was when the truth hit me. Karen was not simply going to bed. She was on her way over.


Three

I needed to shoo this woman away, to get rid of her at once. I certainly did not want an affair with her. And yet my whole body trembled as I watched her cross the dark lawn, a thick jacket thrown over her nightgown. I ran downstairs without turning on any lights, heart hammering, and reached the front door just as she arrived and rang the bell. It took every scrap of courage I possessed to open it.

I meant to tell her to go away, to say anything that would send her home. Instead I simply stepped back, let her inside, and shut the door behind her. We stood in the dark hallway staring at each other. Her chest rose and fell with obvious excitement mixed with nerves. Then, without a word, she dropped the jacket and pulled the white nightie down and off, revealing her body. It was still pear-shaped, yet far less pudgy than I had always assumed from the baggy clothes she usually wore.

“Are you ready to be my bitch?” she asked with a small, triumphant smirk.

I almost told her to fuck off. The words sat ready on my tongue. Instead I remained frozen, unable to speak.

“I still have the photos. They are in my sent messages. Now the question is, do you want me to send them to your boss? To post them on Facebook? Or are you ready to submit to me?”

My cock swelled so hard it almost hurt. At last I managed to find my voice. “How do you know about this stuff?”

“You think I didn’t read about it after you left?” She laughed, low and pleased. “I’m going to be honest, this turns me on more than I expected. Now, are you going to submit, or should I expose you to everyone?”

The idea of being blackmailed and controlled by this woman should have disgusted me. Instead it only made me harder. My brain raced at a million miles an hour. How could I possibly cheat on my wife? Yet even as the thought formed, my knees gave way and I dropped to the floor in front of her. Control had already left me.

“Good sissy,” she purred. She pushed one chubby bare foot forward. I leaned in and kissed it at once. She lifted the foot higher and began pressing her toes between my lips, then further, until she was slowly mouth-fucking me with it. “Upstairs. Let’s go.”

She grabbed my hand firmly, hauled me up from the floor and led me without pause toward the stairs. Her grip was strong, almost impatient, as she pulled me upward step after step. Once we reached the bedroom she gave me a hard shove that sent me tumbling backward onto the mattress. Before I could even catch my breath she climbed over me, knees planted on either side of my head, and lowered her pussy straight onto my mouth.

I did not hesitate for a second. I pushed my tongue out and began licking at once, dragging it through the soaked folds. God, she was the wettest woman I had ever tasted. Thick, slick arousal coated my lips and chin immediately, dripping down onto my neck as she settled her full weight onto my face.

“I’m going to make you my sissy,” she purred, rocking gently against my face. “You’re going to be my sex slave, my servant, and you’ll do everything I tell you to do. But you want that, don’t you, bitch?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I moaned into her cunt.

“Of course you do, you disgusting little pervert.” Her hands found my cock and balls, stroking them lightly at first. Then she grabbed my balls, gathered them tightly and twisted. Sharp pain shot through me, yet the pleasure that followed was so intense I never wanted it to stop. She bunched them further and began slapping them with the flat of her hand, each smack sending fresh waves of hurt and need through my body. “Why does hurting you feel so good?” she asked, almost to herself, still striking my balls. “Where has this been all my life?”

Then, out of nowhere, her thighs clamped tightly around my head, powerful and unyielding, as her first orgasm crashed through her. She cried out loudly, hips jerking in short, uncontrolled spasms that smeared her soaked pussy harder against my mouth and nose. Fresh wetness flooded my tongue in thick pulses, running down my chin and over my cheeks until my face was completely slick.

The moment the strongest waves began to fade she scrambled off me with surprising speed, turned around on the mattress, and lowered herself straight onto my cock in one smooth, deliberate motion. The tight, dripping heat of her cunt engulfed me from tip to base in a single descent. I had never cheated on my wife before, yet I could not say no to this woman. In that instant I knew I had already accepted her as my Mistress.

“Oh, yes Mistress!” I cried out as she began to ride me, her tight, soaked cunt sliding up and down my shaft. Her fingers found my nipples and twisted them hard, sending sharp sparks of pain and pleasure straight to my cock.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she laughed, voice breathy, still bouncing.

“Me neither.”

“This is so hot. You in your little sissy outfit, it turns me on so much. I want to own you, to make you my bitch forever.”

“Oh, yes Mistress! Yes!” I screamed, completely lost in the wet heat gripping me.

She grabbed my wrists and dragged my hands up to her huge G-cup breasts. They were heavy and full, the soft weight filling my palms, nipples already stiff under my fingers. I wanted nothing more than to bury my face between them, yet she had other ideas. She leaned down, took my face in both hands and kissed me deeply, pushing her tongue into my mouth. We moaned into each other as she kept riding, the wet sounds of her cunt and the soft slap of her thighs against me filling the room.

For once there was no quick finish. It felt as though my body itself refused to let the moment end, determined to stretch every second of the best sexual experience I had ever known. Her cunt stayed tight and dripping around me, rising and falling in a steady, deliberate rhythm that kept me balanced right on the edge without tipping over.

Once again she let out a sharp cry and arched her back hard, spine curving, breasts thrusting forward. Her cunt clenched around my cock in strong, rhythmic pulses that milked me in waves.

“Oh my god, I’ve never cum this much!”

She kept riding me straight through the orgasm, hips rolling in tight circles, fingers still pinching and twisting my nipples while her eyes stayed locked on mine. The mixture of pain and wet heat made my cock throb inside her. Then, without any warning, she slapped me hard across the face. The sting was sharp and sudden, heat blooming across my cheek.

“Wanna drink my piss later?” she asked, voice low and testing, still grinding down on me.

“Yes, Mistress!” I gasped. The eager, unbroken answer made her smile with pure confidence.

“I’m going to enjoy all this. I’m going to own you, to destroy you, but you want that, don’t you? You want me to ruin your perfect little life and force you to be my servant bitch, don’t you?”

My cock answered for me, swelling even harder inside her dripping cunt. “Yes! Yes, Mistress! I need it!” The words tumbled out of me without filter. Everything had become too much at once: the scalding wet heat of her, the sharp pain still sparking from my nipples, the hot sting of the slap lingering on my cheek, and the filthy promises she kept pouring into my ears. “I’m gonna cum!”

“Cum, baby, fill me with your cum!”

The moment the first thick spurt left me she clamped down hard around my cock and came with me, a third powerful orgasm shaking through her entire body as my seed flooded her in heavy pulses. Her cunt milked every drop, squeezing and releasing in time with her broken cries. She collapsed forward onto my chest, both of us panting hard, skin slick with sweat. I wrapped my arms around her soft back and placed light, open-mouthed kisses along her shoulder and the side of her face. After a moment her lips found mine and we stayed like that, kissing slowly and deeply for several long minutes while our breathing gradually steadied and the last tremors faded.

“Can I spend the night?” she asked against my mouth, voice quieter now.

“Sure,” I said. I was too far gone to refuse her anything.

“I want you to lick my pussy. I read cuckold sissies do that, to clean their Mistresses.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I slid down her body at once, settling between her open thighs, and began licking her used, dripping cunt. The mixed taste of my own cum and her heavy arousal coated my tongue. It felt so wrong and yet so completely right that I moaned into her as I cleaned every trace.

Eventually I climbed back up the bed and we began kissing again, slower this time, lingering. After a while she broke the kiss and lay back against the pillows, a satisfied smile spreading across her face.

“God, I haven’t felt so alive in so long!” She gave a soft giggle. “I won’t tell anyone, obviously. The idea of blackmailing you turned me on.”

“Me too,” I admitted, still tasting her on my lips. “I wish we could make it come true.”

“Do you mean that?” she asked, turning her head to look at me properly. There was clear hope in her eyes.

“I mean, obviously we can’t.”

“Oh.” The single word came out on a quiet sigh, the hope dimming a little.

“But… well, we can roleplay.”

“So we can do this again?” The smile returned, brighter than before.

“Yes, Mistress.” I smiled back at her, the title already feeling natural on my tongue.

“Good. Well, sissy, go get me a glass of water. I’m parched.”

“Of course, Mistress.” I slid out of bed at once, the satin of the babydoll brushing my thighs as I moved to obey.

I ran downstairs still wearing the pink babydoll and ruffled lingerie, the soft fabric whispering against my skin with every step. I filled two glasses of water and carried them back up to the bedroom. We sat on the bed facing each other and drank in silence for a moment, eyes locked. When she set her glass down she spoke again, voice quieter but more intense.

“I really wish I could blackmail you for real. I wish I could ruin you, force you to really be my slut, my slave.”

“I wish you could too,” I answered. “Today Kaitlin said she doesn’t want to see me like this.”

She nodded slowly. “I wouldn’t have either, at first. But the more I read about it after you left, the more I understood. You’re not trans. You’re just a toy for my amusement. If I wanted to, I could make a man fuck you and there would be nothing you could do about it.”

“I thought you hated gays,” I scoffed, though the words lacked any real strength.

“You’re not a man though. You’re just nothing. A dirty slave. Maybe it would be fun to watch a big strong man use you.”

Part of me wanted to laugh at the sheer hypocrisy of the statement. The other part felt so deeply submissive and low in her presence that the idea only made me want to tell her to stop talking and simply get on with it: to ruin me properly, to expose me as a sissy and take complete ownership of me.

Before I could let my dick take over though, she leaned across and kissed me again, and before I knew it, we were fucking once more. In fact, we fucked so often that night, that the room stunk of sweat, semen and sex. In the breaks, she asked me to tell her about the books I read, then looked at the sissy hypnosis I watched, encouraging me to keep watching it. Heck, she even tried poppers with me. It was all so bizarre, but I got the feeling that this woman was who she was, but she was made worse by the stick up her arse; a stick which was definitely removed now. Before I could let my cock take complete control of the conversation she leaned across and kissed me again, deep and hungry. Within moments we were fucking once more, her heavy body moving over mine, the babydoll pushed up around my waist. In fact we fucked so many times that night that the bedroom grew thick with the heavy smell of sweat, semen and sex. The sheets ended up tangled and damp; the air itself felt used.

In the short breaks between rounds she asked me to tell her about the books I had been reading. She listened closely while I described the femdom and sissification stories, then made me show her the hypnosis videos on my phone. She watched several of them with me, her hand idly stroking my thigh, and openly encouraged me to keep going deeper into them. At one point she even tried the poppers, taking a careful sniff from the bottle before passing it back, laughing at the sudden rush that hit her.

It was all so bizarre. I had the strong feeling that this was who Karen had always been underneath, only made sharper and more bitter by the rigid stick up her arse. That stick, it was very clear, had now been thoroughly removed.

The following day I was alone in the house once again. Karen had work to do and I was supposed to be working from home, yet the urge to dress up returned stronger than ever. Just like the day before I put on the full sissy maid dress, the blonde wig and careful makeup. I had barely finished when my phone buzzed. A half-hour later the messages arrived: clear photographs of me moving past the windows, already in uniform.

“Very nice, sissy. Come over and clean my house. Now!” she wrote.

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied at once.

I crossed the lawn in the heels and presented myself at her door. She let me in with a satisfied smile and set me to work. I vacuumed her living room and hallway in the maid dress and unstable heels while she followed me with her phone raised, recording every awkward step. When I asked why she was filming she answered, “Blackmail leverage,” but the wink that accompanied the words suggested it was still only roleplay.

Eventually she sat down on the sofa, opened her legs, pulled her skirt up and told me to get licking. I dropped to my knees between her thighs without hesitation and buried my face in her already wet pussy. She kept the phone trained on me the entire time, capturing every stroke of my tongue. More leverage, she murmured.

When she decided she wanted more she ordered me to fuck her. I stood, pushed the skirt of the maid dress aside and slid my cock into her. She filmed that as well, making sure the camera panned up from the point of penetration all the way to my made-up face.

“You like fucking your Mistress, don’t you?” she purred, still holding the phone steady.

“Yes, Mistress!” I answered, thrusting deeper while the red recording light stayed on.

Of course, when we finally took time to talk properly she made it clear that everything was only roleplay. The idea of blackmailing me, of threatening exposure and eventual ruin, was what really got her off. I had to admit the same fantasy got me off just as hard, yet I was quietly relieved that we were both aligned: it remained fantasy, not reality. The photos and videos were part of the game, nothing more.

In the evening my wife called at the usual time. I made sure I was back in ordinary male clothes, face scrubbed clean of every trace of makeup. The conversation stayed safely ordinary: work, the children, what she had eaten for dinner. The subject of my dressing-up never surfaced. It was simply a normal, rather boring call about nothing in particular.

The moment the screen went dark I stripped again. Within minutes I was back in the soft sissy lingerie, the maid dress, full makeup and the blonde wig. Almost as if she had been waiting for the signal, Karen appeared at my door. It seemed the two of us simply could not get enough of each other.


Four

My trysts with Karen continued in complete secrecy for some time after that. I gradually moved most of my sissy clothing over to her house so that nothing incriminating remained at home. She, in turn, began investing in items of her own: a sturdy leather crop, tight leatherette trousers, a shiny latex dress, a set of nipple clamps, and finally a thick strap-on dildo that she used to peg me with growing confidence. She took to the dominatrix role as naturally as a duck to water. Before long she was sending me tasks throughout the ordinary working day, little orders that kept me permanently on edge.

Our favourite game remained blackmail. She would message me a task and add that if I failed she would expose both my dressing and the fact that I was cheating. At the beginning the demands were relatively mild: change into lingerie in front of the window so she could watch, or drink my own piss while she listened on the phone. Then she required me to wear panties under my jeans even when Kaitlin was in the house. That was still manageable. Masturbating in front of the open window while my family moved around downstairs raised the stakes; I had to listen constantly for footsteps on the stairs.

The challenges grew harder. She began ordering me to slip over to her house to lick her or fuck her while my family were still at home. Each time I had to invent a plausible errand and pray no one decided to come with me or check where I had gone. Later she insisted I make the same short journey already dressed in full lingerie: bra, stockings, suspenders, the lot, hidden only by a long coat.

And then came the order I had never expected, especially not from her.

“Go down to the sex shop with the gay darkrooms and suck a cock. Get evidence.”

Okay, that was a massive step up, and one I was not at all sure I could take. My thumbs hovered over the phone.

“I think that may be a little far,” I wrote back, heart already racing, secretly hoping she would push harder.

“Do it, or else, sissy,” came the immediate reply.

I still needed to test the boundary. “Are you serious now? Like, is this still blackmail play or not?”

I watched the three dots appear, disappear, then appear again. My pulse hammered in my ears.

“Do you want me to be serious? I want to be… I don’t want this to be play anymore,” she finally answered.

The problem was that she had left me a clear way out. My cock was rock hard and I was aching with need. I started stroking myself while I stared at the screen, and as the pleasure built I typed a new message:

“I want you to do it all. I want you to dominate me, blackmail me, and then ruin me!”

I tried to press send. My thumb refused. The second I came, spilling over my fist, the courage vanished. I deleted the entire text and wrote something safer instead.

“I’m sorry, I can’t do it.”

“Okay…” was all she sent back. Nothing more.

The trouble was that Karen was far from stupid. She had been reading and studying everything she could find about sissies and submissive men. She understood the way a man’s resolve collapsed the moment he orgasmed. So she decided to take the next step herself.

A few days later I was at her house again, buried inside her. After I finished and had licked her clean as usual, she did something I never saw coming. She reached into the drawer, produced a solid chastity cage, and locked it around my soft cock with a decisive click.

“Karen!” I cried out the moment the lock clicked shut. “I can’t wear that! What if Kaitlin sees? What if she wants to have sex?”

“Does she initiate sex?” she asked calmly, already pocketing the key.

I paused. She had a point. Kaitlin never initiated. In fact we could go weeks without anything and she never once complained or reached for me. As long as I was careful, as long as she never saw me naked, the cage could stay hidden.

After that the texts from Karen changed. She began sending photographs of herself in the new corsets she had bought, then in stockings and suspenders, each image more deliberate than the last. Finally she sent something that stopped me cold: a short video of her making out heavily with a fat brunette woman, tongues visible, hands groping. For someone who had always been so loudly homophobic, her tastes had swung in a dramatic new direction.

All of it hit my locked cock like fuel on a fire. Denied any real release, I walked around dizzy with constant, low-level arousal.

Then one afternoon when we had the house to ourselves she dressed me in the full sissy maid outfit and put on a tight red satin and black lace corset of her own. She bent me over the bed and pegged me with long, steady strokes of the strap-on. While she fucked me she leaned down and spoke against my ear.

“Are you sure you don’t want to make this real? Come on, baby, be my little blackmail whore. Tell me you want to make it real.”

I was too far gone, too desperate and horny to refuse. “Yes, Mistress! I want it! I want it all! I want you to destroy me, to ruin me, force me to live this life forever!”

“You’ve got it. All you need to do is write that to me.” She reached over, took my phone from the nightstand and held it out. “Better yet, record yourself saying it. Say that you aren’t playing, that you want it all.”

I took the phone with shaking hands and did everything she asked. I looked straight into the camera and repeated the words without a single hesitation. In that moment I knew I had signed my own death warrant.

For the next week everything seemed to continue as normal. Then one afternoon she unlocked the chastity cage, set it aside on her bedside cabinet and told me she simply wanted to fuck. We did. I came hard inside her. For once she did not make me clean her afterwards. She only kissed me, soft and almost affectionate, and sent me home. The cage stayed behind on her cabinet.

Of course, without the metal restraint I slipped straight back into private wanking. My libido shifted again the moment I was allowed to finish freely; the desperate edge that the cage had kept razor-sharp began to blunt.

Then the message arrived. The task was simple and brutal: go to the gay cinema, suck a cock, and send proof. I pushed back at once, trying to reclaim the old roleplay boundary. This time she shut that door completely. She texted me the video I had recorded for her, the one in which I looked into the camera and said I wanted the blackmail to be real.

“Do it, or I ruin your marriage,” she wrote.

My whole body started to shake. She was serious. If I tried to come clean to Kaitlin the marriage would be over and I would lose everything. There was no real choice left. I drove into town with my hands tight on the wheel, found the sex shop, paid the admission fee for the cabin area and stepped inside.

The place stank of poppers, sweat and old sex. Dim red lights lined a narrow corridor of booths. Two men were already there, both looking rather bored as they drifted from door to door. I chose an empty booth, closed the door and sat on the plastic seat. A small screen played hardcore porn on a loop. The air was thick and stale.

Beside me I heard the next booth open and close. Through the glory hole I saw movement, then a finger pushed through the opening and curled in clear invitation. He wanted my cock. I wanted his. The mismatch was obvious. After a few moments of silence he understood, withdrew the finger and left. I stayed where I was, heart hammering, waiting for the next opportunity.

In the end I had to wait nearly a full hour before new men arrived. When they finally did, I got my first cock. The moment the thick length pushed through the glory hole I readied my phone, dropped to my knees on the sticky floor and started recording. I filmed myself leaning forward and taking it into my mouth, giving several slow, deliberate sucks before pulling off and hitting send to Karen with the single word “Done.”

Her reply came almost at once. “Don’t see cum on your tongue or face…”

I bent forward again, took the cock back into my mouth and this time kept going properly. The shaft was heavier than I expected, warm and slightly musky against my tongue. I closed my lips around it and began to suck in steady strokes, feeling the head push toward the back of my throat with every forward movement.

It was not as bad as I had imagined. The thick weight stretching my lips, the stale smell of poppers and sex that filled the narrow booth, the sticky floor under my knees, and above all the cold knowledge that I was doing this because Karen held real power over me, all of it combined into something unexpectedly hot. The helplessness itself became the main source of arousal. My locked-away cock twitched uselessly inside my jeans as I worked. I found myself wishing I had brought the little bottle of poppers with me, wanting that extra dizzy rush to push the submission even deeper.

I stayed on my knees until the man groaned, thrust forward and came across my tongue and lips. He zipped up and left without a word. I stayed where I was, photographed my cum-streaked face and sent the picture straight to Karen.

“Disgusting gay sissy!” she wrote back at once. “Suck five more.”

Being honest with myself, I was glad she had written that extra order. It gave me permission to go further. I walked back out into the main shop, bought a fresh bottle of poppers without meeting the cashier’s eyes, and returned to the now busier corridor of booths.

Instead of choosing another private cabin I pushed through the far door into the main cinema area. A handful of red leatherette sofas faced a large screen that played nonstop hardcore gay porn. The air was thicker here, heavier with the same mix of poppers, sweat and sex. I took a seat on one of the sofas and waited.

As more men drifted in, a man roughly twenty years older than me lowered himself onto the cushion beside me. After a short silence he unzipped, pulled out his cock and began stroking it slowly, glancing sideways at me every few seconds. When I still did not move he gave the shaft a deliberate little jiggle in my direction, an unmistakable invitation.

I cracked the new bottle of poppers, brought it to my nose and took a deep, burning sniff. The rush hit almost at once, warm and dizzying, softening every remaining edge of resistance. The moment the high rolled through me I leaned over, opened my mouth and took him in, moaning quietly around the smallish cock as I sucked and slathered it with my tongue.

One thing happens the moment you start making public sexual displays: it attracts attention. That was exactly what occurred here. Within minutes men began to gather around the sofa, standing over us, cocks in hand, watching and stroking. As I moaned around the shaft in my mouth I felt unfamiliar hands begin to touch me, rubbing across my back and sides. One set of fingers found my belt and worked it open. A bottle of poppers was pushed under my nose again; I sniffed deeply and the fresh rush swept the last of my resistance away.

I no longer cared that my trousers were being pulled down. The soft ruffled panties underneath came into view and a low murmur of excitement ran through the watching men. I barely registered the moment the panties themselves were dragged lower, nor the thick finger that pushed into my exposed hole and began to work me open.

The cock in my mouth pulsed and spilled across my tongue. The man stood and stepped aside. I remained on my hands and knees, panting, spit and cum dripping from my chin, while someone else sat down in front of me and presented a fresh cock. I took it into my mouth at once, without the slightest hesitation.

More poppers were held under my nose. The finger that had been stretching my arse disappeared. I kept sniffing, the bottle staying in place far longer than I would normally allow, left to right, right to left, deep burning lungfuls until I was lost inside the strongest haze I had ever known. My heartbeat thundered in my ears, my face burned, and my whole body went soft and limp. All I could do was moan and keep sucking.

Movement behind me, though in the heavy poppers haze I barely registered it at first. Then came firm pressure against my anus. Another finger? No. Something thicker, broader, hotter. More poppers were shoved under my nose; the rush rolled over me again, stronger than before, and in the middle of that fresh high whatever was pressing against me simply pushed in. The sudden stretch burned, a sharp sting that made my eyes water, yet I did not care. I only moaned around the cock already filling my mouth as the bareback shaft drove deeper without pause until it was buried to the hilt.

Soon I was panting through my nose, body rocking between the two men, actively pushing back for more as the stranger’s bare cock used my arse in long, steady strokes. The man in my mouth finished quickly, flooding my tongue. The next one did not bother sitting; he simply stood in front of me, took my head in both hands and began fucking my throat properly, using me as a hole.

My first real gay experience and I was already being spit-roasted, used at both ends by strangers. The poppers high began to fade, yet I was so lost in the feeling of being taken that consequences never once entered my mind. The only clear thought I had was that Karen would want proof. I groped for the phone that had fallen near my knees, switched on the camera and held it up to the man using my mouth. He understood at once and took it, angling the lens down so that both my stuffed face and the cock slamming into my arse were visible.

To my left someone pressed the open bottle of poppers under my nose again just as the man buried in my arse groaned and came, flooding me with hot cum. He pulled out at once. Another man took his place immediately, using the fresh load as slick, and pushed straight back into my open, dripping hole.

I spent two more hours inside that place, passed from man to man, used at both ends until my jaw ached and my arse felt loose and raw. When I finally stumbled out into the cold night air the poppers haze drained away and the full weight of what I had done settled over me. Instead of remaining horny I felt only guilt and a deep, sick stupidity. Fear followed close behind: bareback strangers, hours of it, no protection of any kind. The possibility that I had picked up something serious sat heavy in my stomach all the way home.

Later that same night, alone in the bathroom and suddenly hard again, the shame loosened just enough for the old need to return. I watched the video I had recorded, stroked myself, and when I came I sent the whole clip straight to Karen. She found the entire episode hilarious, laughing at how completely I had given myself over. At the same time she was practical. She made it clear she would not fuck me again until I had been properly tested and could show her clean results.


Five

The clinic used a newer type of test and I came back clean for every STD they checked. The relief was so strong it left me light-headed. They warned me I would still need regular follow-up tests, then started me on a daily drug called PrEP. Once I read about how effective it was when taken properly, the residual fear that had been sitting in my gut finally loosened. The more relaxed I became about what I had already done, the more I found myself wanting to go back. In fact I began to fantasise about returning fully dressed as a sissy, makeup, wig and all. Karen, it turned out, felt exactly the same way.

Three weeks after that first visit she handed me a new mission. I was to return to the gay cinema, this time in complete sissy outfit, makeup and blonde wig, and get properly fucked on camera. The practical problem was immediate: it was a Saturday, my family were all at home, and every piece of lingerie and the maid dress were still at Karen’s house. Changing there and then driving across town in full kit would be risky. As had become usual, however, I no longer had any real choice.

I told Kaitlin I was going out for a few hours with my friend Mark. She accepted the excuse without a single question. I left the house, drove only a short distance and parked three doors down from Karen’s place, the best compromise I could manage. Then I walked the remaining distance on foot.

Karen was already waiting. She helped me out of my ordinary clothes and into the full sissy uniform, talking the entire time in that low, pleased voice she used when I was obedient. She told me what a good, well-behaved sissy I was and how much she was looking forward to watching me take cock after cock.

“Wait, are you coming with me?” I asked as she smoothed the wig into place.

“Yep. I want to watch.”

“I thought you were homophobic?”

Her smile faded and a quieter, almost regretful expression took its place. “I have been a bit stupid. You’ve opened my eyes to a lot of fun that can be had if you are willing to let go of certain things. This is the happiest I’ve ever been in my life, and it made me realise everyone deserves to feel this happy. It’s none of anyone’s business what we do, and it’s none of my business what they do.”

I smiled and then kissed her. For the first time I realised I was actually falling in love with the woman who had once been my arch-enemy.

“I wish everyone could experience such a revelation,” I told her.

“Me too. I guess they need to find the love I’ve found.” She smiled sweetly, almost shyly.

“You love me?” I asked, my lips curling in genuine surprise.

“I do.” She laughed, soft and a little embarrassed. “I love you so much it hurts to see you go.”

“I love you too, Karen. I’m honestly, genuinely surprised, but I really have fallen for you in a big way.”

We kissed again, longer this time. When we finally broke apart she looked at me with sad eyes.

“Will we ever be together?”

It was a question I had turned over in my mind many times in recent weeks. On one side stood my quiet, rather grey life with Kaitlin. On the other stood the constant excitement, the surrender, the total service I experienced with Karen. Part of me suspected that making the arrangement permanent might actually reduce the thrill, that the secrecy itself was half the pleasure. The larger part of me, however, kept imagining a future of complete and permanent servitude to her. I decided it was time to place the choice in her hands.

“That’s really up to you, Mistress,” I said. The meaning was clear. If she truly wanted me she already possessed every tool required to make it happen.

She smiled but said nothing more. The sparkle in her eyes told me she understood exactly what I had offered.

We left her house under cover of darkness and walked the short distance along our quiet street. No curtains twitched; as far as I could tell we had not been seen. Still I kept my head down, the blonde wig and full makeup feeling dangerously visible. We could have taken her car, but that would have removed the risk she wanted me to feel. We reached my own car without incident and drove into the city.

Inside the cinema it took almost no time at all for men to notice me, especially dressed as I was in the complete sissy outfit. What surprised me more was how many of them turned out to be bisexual. While Karen sat and watched me being used from both ends, hands began to wander over her as well. She resisted only briefly before giving in to the same heat that had taken me. Soon she was taking cock after cock beside me, laughing and giggling, sniffing poppers whenever the bottle was offered. She had travelled a very long way from the woman I used to hate.

Over the following weeks our joint visits to the cinema became more frequent. Like me she started on PrEP, and the protection freed what remained of her inhibitions. Conversation turned quickly to swingers clubs, private sex parties, full orgies. She wanted to try everything.

Of course Kaitlin began to notice things. First she remarked that I was going out far more often than before. She did not seem to mind; if anything she was pleased I appeared to have friends again. Then she noticed that she was no longer washing any of my underwear. The reason was simple: I now washed every pair of panties myself so she would never handle them. That small change led her to open my underwear drawer one afternoon. Inside she found only soft, feminine panties. She had never forbidden me from wearing them in private, she had only said she did not want to see me in them, yet she was clearly surprised to discover that every piece of ordinary male underwear had vanished. She was even more surprised when she opened the next drawer and found stockings and bras neatly folded there.

The final detail that made her start questioning everything was the sudden friendliness between Karen and me. In the garden we would call out casual hellos, smile, even linger for a short conversation. Kaitlin had known for years how much we both disliked the woman next door. The change did not go unnoticed.

At the same time the tasks Karen set for me grew steadily tougher. She ordered me to take every one of my ordinary shirts to a charity shop and began replacing them with soft, feminine blouses. Next the trousers had to go; in their place arrived pairs that zipped at the side or the back. Even my jeans were swapped for women’s jeans that looked almost identical until you noticed the zip sat on the opposite side.

Things finally reached a head when she sent a new order: I was to paint my nails, wear eyeliner every day from then on, and find a way to tell Kaitlin about it. For the first time since the blackmail had become real I told her I could not do it.

There were two important facts I still did not know at that moment, both of which I would discover very soon.

The first was that Kaitlin had already confronted Karen. She had gone next door, told her in no uncertain terms to leave me alone, and made it clear she knew something was going on even if she did not yet understand the full details.

The second was that Karen had started throwing up every morning. Simple arithmetic showed the cause: she had never been on birth control, and the child she was carrying was mine.

We had agreed at the beginning that there would be no safe words, no stop words, and no last-minute begging. If I ever refused an order, that would be the end of the game and the start of real ruin. My thinking by this point was so clouded that I still believed I had a little room to negotiate.

After I told Karen I could not paint my nails or wear permanent eyeliner, and after I begged her to understand, she simply did not reply. Ten long minutes of silence followed. Then the noises began downstairs: one notification after another, a rapid series of dings from Kaitlin’s phone, followed by her voice rising into a full scream.

“What the actual fuck??? Ollie you fucking motherfucker! You’re dead!”

I moved into Karen’s house less than an hour later. The moment the door closed behind me I dropped to my knees in the hallway and looked up at her smiling face.

“Are you ready to spend the rest of your life in servitude?” she asked.

“Yes, Mistress,” I answered. A strange, unexpected smile spread across my own face. She had really done it. She had outed me not only to Kaitlin but to my parents, my workplace, every friend I still had, and the entire neighbourhood. In a single afternoon I had lost everything I used to call my life, and in the same stroke I had gained everything I now wanted.

Karen earned more than enough as a real-estate agent to keep me as her full-time slave. With my programming skills I was still able to take occasional remote contracts for extra money, but the greater part of my days would soon be spent as live-in nanny to the child she was carrying. She made it clear from the start that the little girl would never be told I was her father. To her I would simply be the nanny, nothing more.

The longer we lived together the more completely Karen settled into her dominatrix role, and the more open she became with the rest of the world. She even decided we should walk together in the local Pride parade. When election time came she voted for the party that promised the greatest personal freedom. She had become a genuinely changed woman. If there was any single thing that made the entire upheaval worthwhile, it was the sight of her smiling every day. When she smiled she was, to me, the most beautiful woman in the world.

As part of the divorce settlement it was agreed that Kaitlin and I would sell the house. She had no wish to live next door to us in any case. It was a quiet, lasting shame that I would no longer see the children, yet I understood why the decision had been made and I did not argue.

Shortly after the divorce was finalised Karen and I married in a small registry office. Both of us wore wedding dresses. As part of the ceremony she insisted I change my first name from Ollie to Allie. I agreed without hesitation. From that day forward I was sissy Allie.

The neighbourhood quickly learned the new name and, over time, everyone began greeting me as such. The reason they accepted the arrangement so readily was simple once you understood what Karen had previously been like. For years she had been the perpetual nuisance of the council, the estate and the local Facebook group. She complained about everything, blocked planning applications on principle, and made herself thoroughly disliked. Almost overnight that woman disappeared. She apologised to the people she had wronged and helped put a number of old disputes right. If the price of the change was this unusual BDSM relationship, the neighbours decided they could live with it.

That was why, when they saw Karen walking me along the pavement in fetish ballet heels, my hands locked inside enclosed satin sissy mittens, a frilly bonnet on my head and a tiny dress that failed to cover either my belly or my rump, they simply smiled and often stopped to chat. The leash she held never seemed to trouble them.

So how is my life now as a ruined, fully exposed sissy slut? It is a dream. It is the best possible life with the best possible woman. She may once have been a classic Karen, but now she is my Karen… my Mistress Karen.

The End


Ruined in Twenty-Four Hours

One

I was at work when the package arrived. Sandra, my girlfriend, hadn’t mentioned a thing about it. When I got home that evening I found the table covered in the contents, packs and packs of pink satin, white lace and black lace laid out in a messy pile. Dresses, frilly knickers, even a bonnet for Christ’s sake. Everything hyper-feminine, the sort of clothes that looked like they belonged in a cartoon. Sandra sat opposite, eyes red and puffy from crying, the packaging list from some Chinese website still clutched in her hand.

The list was clear enough. Gay sissy kawaii. Girlie panties with open crotch and open anus for easy access. Gay sissy pink maid dress with tulle petticoat, short. The word “gay” printed across almost every line made it obvious none of it was meant for her.

There was one really big problem. The package was not mine. I had never ordered any of this. I hadn’t even known stuff this over-the-top existed. Before either of us could say a proper word I glanced at the top of the list and saw the delivery address: Candy Petersen, 221 Bennett Road. We lived at 221 Bennett Lane. My surname just happened to be Petersen.

“This isn’t mine,” I said.

“Uh-huh?” She scoffed. “Candy? Is that your tranny name? Am I just your beard?”

I actually laughed. The whole thing was ridiculous. “I promise you, this isn’t mine. Look at the address.”

“It says Petersen.”

“It’s a coincidence. This says Bennett Road. We live on Bennett Lane. I promise, this isn’t mine.” I found the mix-up almost funny. The driver had cocked up, nothing more.

My reaction gave her pause. She knew I was a rubbish liar and that I wasn’t faking this. She leaned forward, grabbed the ripped grey packaging the stuff had come in, and checked the label again. Sure enough, Bennett Road. Then she pulled out her phone, searched the address, and found a Craig Petersen living there.

“Oh my god, babe, I’m so sorry,” she gasped. “Fuck, I opened someone else’s package. I feel so stupid.”

“It wasn’t your fault,” I said, still smiling. “But I guess we need to wrap this lot back up.”

“Bennett Lane isn’t far. We can drop it off. At least we can apologise.”

“He might be embarrassed,” I warned her. I picked up a silky pair of pink panties, covered in white lace and little pink bows. They looked pretty enough on a girl, but I couldn’t imagine wearing them myself. “This doesn’t look like the stuff a transvestite would wear,” I said.

Now calmer, Sandra giggled. “It’s for a sissy, not a transvestite. I read about it while you were at work. Usually a man who’s subservient to a man or a woman, who wears this hyper-feminine stuff so he can be humiliated. It’s kinky, right?”

“I suppose,” I shrugged, not really getting it. “If you think it’s kinky, why were you so upset?”

“Because all of it says gay. I thought that was your way of coming out to me.”

I burst out laughing again. “We fucked five times last night. Our sex life is bonkers. Do you think that’s a sure-fire sign that I’m gay?”

She giggled, shrugged in that coy way of hers, and looked away. Her big green eyes caught the kitchen light and sparkled. “I guess not. Sorry.”

“It’s fine. This is actually really funny.” I was still holding the pink panties. After a moment I put them down on the table a bit too quickly, like they might contaminate me. Sandra watched me do it, giggled once more, then let out one of those long sighs people make when they realise they’ve been silly.

“Wanna try one on?” she asked.

My answer should have been an automatic no. Why would I want to do that? But for some reason what came out was, “No, they aren’t mine.”

“He won’t know!” she sang, already sounding brighter.

“They’re someone else’s knickers, and I’m sure he doesn’t want me putting them on.”

She rolled her eyes. “He’ll wash them anyway. I’m not saying you wear them all day. Just try them on, see what the fuss is about.”

At this point I should have just said no and been done with it. Sandra and I were young, both in our late twenties, together for a couple of years and properly settled into the relationship. We still had a very active sex life and were completely open about our fantasies. Generally she liked me dominant and controlling. She enjoyed being spanked, cuffed, the occasional play-rape scene. She had never shown an ounce of dominance towards me, and that had always been fine. Still, I would have appreciated a bit of leather, latex and a leash now and then.

I sighed, kicked off my jeans and boxer shorts, grabbed the pink sissy briefs and pulled them on quickly before I could change my mind. Two things happened at once and both were annoying. First, the fabric felt fucking amazing. Soft, smooth, and the moment it settled against my skin I really did not want to take it off. Second, my cock went rock hard so fast that the head shoved straight up and out of the top of the waistband, the thin material unable to contain it.

Sandra’s eyes widened. Then she started giggling.

“They actually look mega-cute on you! Oh my god! So pretty!”

Before I could stop her she grabbed her phone and snapped a picture.

“Stop!” I shouted, shoving the knickers down to the floor. “Why did you take a picture? Delete that!”

She laughed and pulled the phone back as I lunged towards her.

“What? I just wanted something for the spank-bank.”

“You’re really gonna strum to me in knickers?” I scoffed.

“Urgh!” she said, rolling her eyes. “Fuck, don’t say strum, that’s disgusting. And yeah, I might rub one out to it. I think it’s sexy.”

That gave me pause. The satin had felt fucking good against my skin, smooth and tight in a way that was hard to ignore. If she found it sexy, maybe we could order a pair of our own, just to mess about with. “Well, if you like it, maybe we can get a pair. Just one though.”

She saw straight through me. She stood up, smiled, and kissed the tip of my nose. “Sure, sissy. We’ll get you a pair,” she said, pure sarcasm.

“Hey, stop that,” I warned.

“Or what? Is the little sissy going to spank his pretty Mistress?” She scoffed, then laughed, gave my shoulder a shove and kissed me properly. “I love you, silly. Come on, let’s get this packed and delivered.”

In the rush I completely forgot about the pair I had already worn. They were still lying on the floor under a chair in a crumpled mess. We scooped everything else off the table into a black plastic bag, sellotaped it shut, and walked the six hundred metres round to Bennett Lane. When we got there we rang the doorbell.

The door was opened by a tall blonde man, slim but clearly muscular under the tight black workout vest. His short hair was neatly combed and he wore ripped jean-shorts that showed off long, toned legs.

“Hello, can I help you?” he asked, polite enough.

“Erm, are you Craig Petersen?” I asked.

“Oh no, that’s my boyfriend. He isn’t home right now.” The voice was soft and distinctly camp, the hand gestures matching. I couldn’t tell if it was just the way he was or if he was putting on a bit of a show. “Is something the matter?”

Sandra stepped in. “I’m afraid there was a mix-up with the post and I, erm, opened one of his packages.”

The man’s eyes flicked to the black bag in my hand. He clearly knew exactly what sort of packages arrived at this address. A little giggle escaped before he hid it behind his hand. “Oh my!”

“Yeah,” Sandra carried on, glancing at me. “You see, my boyfriend here is Chris Petersen. And we live at 221 Bennett Road.”

None of it was lost on him. He got the coincidence immediately and burst out laughing. “Oh honey, this story calls for a drink. Come in, both of you, come out of the cold.”

He stepped aside and let us into the terraced house. Inside it was immaculately clean and minimalist, all pale walls and sharp lines. We sat on a deep red velvet sofa while he offered cocktails. He knew what he was doing.

His name was Grant and he worked as a professional barman at one of the better gay bars in the city. While he mixed me an Old-Fashioned and a Mai-Tai for Sandra he listened to the whole story: how she had opened the package, seen the list, and assumed it was my way of coming out.

“I assume you aren’t gay?” he said to me, almost as a formality.

“Sorry, no,” I answered, though I wasn’t sure why the apology slipped out.

Grant looked me up and down, then gave a long, theatrical sigh of pure disappointment. “Now that’s the real crime here.” He cocked his head. “Not even a little bit? Never wanted to try?”

“I don’t think so,” I said, feeling heat rise in my face. I glanced over at Sandra, who was trying and failing to hide a laugh behind her glass.

“Shame!” Grant declared.

We went through the rest of the story, carefully leaving out the part where I had actually tried the knickers on. We had only just finished when we heard the front door open and in walked Craig… or should I say, Candy?


Two

I say Candy because Craig was dressed in a full sissy outfit. Purple latex with black lace trim and a black petticoat that stuck out under the short skirt. He looked pretty in a way, the make-up carefully done, but still clearly masculine underneath it. He was older than the rest of us, maybe early forties, while Grant looked mid-twenties. Even though the dress was garish and over-the-top there was a certain elegance about him. The closest comparison I could make (and I still thought of him as he because that was how he referred to himself) was Hyacinth Bucket from that old British sitcom.

We handed over the black bag while Grant filled him in on the mix-up. Candy didn’t seem embarrassed at all. He laughed along with the story, the latex creaking a little as he moved.

“Aren’t you forgetting something?” Grant asked.

“Oh, sorry Master.” Craig dropped straight to his knees and pressed a kiss to each of Grant’s feet.

Sandra and I both stared. Grant noticed and gave a casual shrug.

“He’s in training. Only a month into his submission, so he still forgets the rules. Whenever he sees me he has to kiss my feet as a greeting.”

“I see,” Sandra said. There was a wistful note in her voice. “How did you two meet?”

“Craig was married to a woman,” Grant explained. “He got her into the usual femdom marriage set-up.”

I didn’t know the term. “Femdom?”

Sandra answered before Grant could. “Female domination. When the wife is the dominant one and the husband submits.”

“Oh.” I was a little surprised she knew that so readily.

Grant smiled at her, the sort of look that suggested they were already on the same page about something, then carried on. “So the usual things happened. Cuckolding,” he paused and glanced at me, “where the wife fucks other men in front of the husband, keeps lovers, that sort of thing.”

I nodded and smiled as if it were the most ordinary information in the world. “Thanks.”

“Then they start to experiment with sissification. Anyway, his wife ends up having a crisis of conscience. What if the family find out? What if her friends find out? She calls time on their play. But Craig here wanted to continue. He had the hunger for it now, only he couldn’t cheat with another woman. So while he was away on a business trip he downloads Grindr. He wasn’t into men, not really, but he figured it didn’t matter so long as he could submit. And submit he does. At first it’s just the odd blowjob, nothing too heavy. Then Grindr stops being enough, so he starts going to the gay darkrooms, blowing strangers there. That is where he discovers poppers.”

I had to stop him. I had no idea what poppers were. Once again my girlfriend not only knew the word but could describe exactly how they made you feel. It turned out she used to take them at raves when she was younger. Another thing I had never known about her.

Grant carried on without missing a beat. “So he starts watching sissy hypnosis videos, sniffing poppers to get really deep into it.”

“That can’t work!” I almost shouted. “You can’t use hypnosis to make someone be something they don’t want to be.”

Grant smiled. “Ah, but deep down he wanted to be a sissy, and not only that, he wanted to be a slave to men. You’re right, though. Hypnosis doesn’t really work that way, especially not this sort of stuff. Brainwashing is closer to it. And with the poppers Craig was really going at it, rinsing his mind over and over until one day he invited a dominant man up to his hotel room and got fucked for the first time. That was when he discovered the most pleasurable experience of his life.”

I kept my thoughts to myself rather than interrupt. I still couldn’t understand how gay sex could feel good. I had once had a tear down there after a bad stomach flu and it had hurt like hell. How that could ever be fun was beyond me. Still, I wasn’t about to insult their sex life, so I just smiled, nodded, and let him carry on.

“He got deeper and deeper into it. One day he couldn’t even get it up for his wife any more. Sex with men stopped being something he only wanted on business trips. He wanted it all the time. Suddenly he was turning up at the gay bars in town, mine included. At first he arrived as a man. Then he found out we had lockers and changing rooms, and after that he started dressing up. Pretty soon I came to know sissy Candy. We became friends, then lovers, and eventually he left his wife for me.”

For a moment the four of us sat in silence, mouths open at the sheer strangeness of the story. I started to speak.

“That’s…”

“So hot!” Sandra gasped.

My eyes shot to hers. I had been about to say insane, or ridiculous, or something equally unimpressed. At least that was what I thought I was going to say. Instead I turned back to Grant and nodded.

“Really hot,” I said.

Grant offered us another cocktail. Before I could refuse, Sandra accepted with clear delight. While he mixed the drinks Craig opened the black bag and began pulling out each item, checking it against the order list. He showed no hesitation at all, laying the pink satin, the lace, the short dresses and the bonnet out across the coffee table in front of us. We had already seen the lot, yet I still expected some attempt at discretion. There was none. He handled every piece as if we were not even in the room.

He frowned, looked from the order to the packing list and back again. “Hmm. Looks like they left off an item.”

“Really? What?” Grant asked from the kitchen.

“Nothing important. Just a cheap pair of sissy briefs.” Craig glanced up and for the first time a flicker of embarrassment crossed his face. “I know, I know. I shouldn’t be buying from China, but it’s the only place you can get proper sissy stuff without being charged a fortune.”

I smiled. “It’s fine,” I said, though I had no idea why I was reassuring him. Then the meaning of his words caught up with me. “Oh…”

I looked at Sandra. She stared back, confused for a second, until the same realisation hit her.

“Oh, they didn’t forget those,” she said. “We just forgot to pack them. We’ll pay you back. How much were they?”

Craig looked surprised. “Don’t be silly. Why would you pay for them? Just drop them off next time you’re round.”

I thought that would be the end of it. Instead Sandra carried on, and not in the direction I wanted.

“No, you see, Chris tried them on. So it’s probably best we keep them.”

My mouth fell open. I stared at her. The playful smirk on her face told me everything. She had done this on purpose. The whole thing was turning her on.

Craig giggled. “Oh well. Keep them. Consider them a gift from me.” Then, to make it worse, he looked straight at me. “If you ever need anything else, I’m happy to share… everything.”

From that point on things got weird. When Grant suggested ordering some food instead of us leaving, Sandra said yes straight away. I tried to point out that it was a Friday night and he must have work, but he shook his head.

“I’m not on until midnight. I work midnight till six on Fridays and Saturdays.”

Grant gave Craig permission to join us for a drink. He himself was staying sober and said he didn’t want us drinking alone. While we waited the half-hour for the food we talked about ordinary things: our jobs, the day-to-day. Sandra told them she was a dentist. I said I worked as a data scientist. Grant turned out to be more than just a barman. He was part-owner of the place, though he kept well away from the paperwork because numbers had never been his strong point.

Craig was not a full-time sissy maid, much as he would have liked to be. He worked in sales at a car dealership in town and offered, only half-joking, to sort us a discount if we ever wanted a new car.

Then the conversation slid back to sex. Sandra asked about the cuckolding. Craig explained that it had actually been a lot of fun and that his wife had loved it. They had a regular lover, a black guy with a huge cock, and she had been completely into it.

“It made her feel powerful,” he said. “Like she could do anything. That was when my submission really locked in, because she enjoyed it so much.”

“So what made her change her mind?” Sandra asked.

“Marvin, the lover. He fell for some other girl and ended things. She was heartbroken, and I was only just starting the sissification side of things. She had a crisis of conscience. Started questioning everything she was doing. Instead of just enjoying it she went into a full meltdown and was never the same afterwards.”

The look on Craig’s face said he still missed her, even if he had accepted the life he had now.

As the alcohol kept coming Sandra grew louder and more reckless. I have to admit I relaxed a fair bit as well. Grant and Craig were genuinely good company, even if Grant never quite stopped the flirting. He kept returning to the same points: that anal sex felt better for men, more intense, and that sucking cock was no different from licking a lollipop. Earlier in the evening Sandra had only smiled at the comments. After a few more drinks she whooped and laughed and asked me straight out whether I fancied a meat lollipop of my own.

Somehow the idea of carrying the night on at Grant’s club came up. I was already a little drunk and did not want to be the one who killed the mood, so I agreed. Sandra, of course, could not leave it there.

Craig went upstairs to change from the maid outfit into something more suitable for a night out. I was about to learn the difference. He came back down in a tiny pink satin and tulle dress with a stiff ballet-style petticoat that held the skirt almost horizontal. The whole thing left his pink satin and lace panties completely on show. The back of the knickers was cut away in a heart shape, open and ready. At the front there was a smooth, rounded bulge that looked nothing like a cock.

Sandra, naturally, asked.

Grant stepped in front of him, hooked his fingers in the waistband and tugged the knickers down. Underneath was a waxed crotch and a small, flat metal chastity cage. Two balls hung below it.

“It’s a chastity cage,” Grant said. “I don’t need his cock, so I keep it locked up. He’s a bottom bitch.”

“Oh! Kinky!” Sandra laughed, then turned that cheeky smirk on me. “Maybe I should lock you up. Make you a bottom bitch.”

“I have a spare cage if you want,” Grant offered. “It’s plastic, well, resin, but it works fine.”

Sandra started clapping like a child who had just been promised sweets. “Yes, yes!”

My mouth stayed shut. I knew I ought to put a stop to the whole thing, yet my cock was already throbbing hard at the thought of my girlfriend locking me in chastity. Craig hurried upstairs to fetch the device. While he was gone Sandra told me to take my jeans and boxers off. I tried to talk her out of it, but she waved every objection away and told me to stop being a sourpuss. In the end I gave in just as Craig came back down holding a tiny black cage.

My clothes hit the floor and my erection stood out plain for everyone to see. All three of them smirked.

“Well, someone seems to like it,” Craig said.

He looked at Sandra. “He’s not very big, dear.”

The comment made me blush, but my cock still jerked with excitement. Sandra noticed.

“Yes, he’s rather pathetic,” she sighed, putting on a show of disappointment. “Maybe I should find a real man to look after me.”

My cock jerked again, harder this time.

Grant smiled. “I can introduce you to a lovely bisexual man tonight. He’s a good sort, and he loves cuckolds.”

“Wonderful!” Sandra sang. For a second I could not tell whether she was still playing or whether she meant every word. She pointed at my erection. “In the meantime, what are we going to do about that?”

“Oh, don’t worry,” Grant said. He clicked his fingers.

Before I registered what was happening Craig was already on his knees and taking me into his mouth. The shock lasted only a moment. After that I had to admit it: fuck, he was good.

“Wow,” Sandra breathed. She rubbed herself through her clothes in the way that meant she was already close. “That’s so fuckin’ hot!”

The sissy’s mouth was too fucking good. I stood there with my trousers and boxers round my ankles and thought my knees might actually give way. It was that intense. My hand found his head and slid into the long hair. Earlier I had assumed it was a wig, but he had grown it out himself and bleached it platinum blonde. That detail alone felt hotter than it had any right to.

Holy shit, I thought. I already had a pair of sissy panties waiting at home. My sissy panties. I was going to be a sissy for Sandra. And if she got fucked by another man tonight that would make me a proper sissy cuckold. Fuck, the idea hit hard. I wanted it. I wanted it so much it almost hurt.

The thoughts piled on top of each other, faster and faster, until I could not hold back any longer. A long, shaky gasp left me and I came straight into Craig’s mouth.

I flopped down onto the sofa as Craig swallowed. For a few seconds I just sat there, still riding the afterglow. Before I could gather any proper thoughts I felt hands on my cock and balls. I opened my eyes. Grant was already kneeling in front of me, carefully working my balls through a plastic ring and then sliding a tiny cage over my soft, shrivelled cock. There was a quiet click as the lock went in. He removed the key and held it out to Sandra.

“There you go,” he said. “I’ve got the other one for safe-keeping.”

“Perfect.” Sandra grinned and gave me a proper naughty side-eye.

I will admit I felt a bit flat and against the whole idea right after coming. It did not last long. Within a couple of minutes I was hard again inside the cage, desperate for more. Something about the way Sandra had switched into this bashful, playful, almost innocent version of dominance was doing it for me. She still looked like my soft, girly girlfriend, only now there was a clear streak of control underneath that I had never seen before. She was enjoying every second of the role.

“Honey,” she said sweetly, “now you’re wearing the cage I think it’s only right that you dress up nice and pretty for tonight too.”

I still had enough sense left to refuse. “I’m not wearing a dress!” I snapped.

“Fine. But you can wear pretty panties and a bra.” Her tone sharpened. “Be a good little sissy and go with Candy to put them on.”

I wanted to argue. Instead my cock twitched uselessly inside the cage and the words came out before I could stop them.

“Okay,” I mumbled.

“Excuse me?” Sandra said, planting both hands on her hips in a proper angry pose.

It was obvious what she wanted to hear. I just was not sure I could say it, not with Grant and Craig standing there watching. The alcohol and the useless throbbing inside the cage made the decision for me.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good sissy!” She grinned.


Three

The club was not huge, but it was loud and packed wall to wall. I was surprised to see a fair number of women mixed in with the crowd. Still, here I was inside a gay club, dressed in an ordinary t-shirt and jeans that completely hid the lacy pink satin lingerie underneath: a soft bralette, ruffled French knickers, a matching high-waisted suspender belt and stockings. I wanted to claim I hated every bit of it. The truth was it felt spectacular.

What made it feel even better was something Candy had insisted on earlier, once he had me naked.

“You need to shave,” he had said.

“I shaved this morning,” I complained.

“No, silly.” His voice went high and camp. “Your body. You need to shave your body. Come on, into the bathtub. I’ll do it for you.”

It was not ordinary shaving. He used some kind of gel that killed most of the hair so he could scrape it away cleanly. The hair on my balls went the same way. I told myself I did not care; hair grows back. But the moment I stepped into the lingerie and felt the smooth satin against newly bare skin I knew it had me. There was no going back from that feeling. It was a defining moment, helped along by the alcohol no doubt, but real all the same. I stood there in front of Candy, shivered and let out a quiet moan. He just smiled, the sort of knowing smile that said he remembered exactly how his own first time had felt.

Then the most bizarre thing happened. I was standing there in nothing but the pretty lingerie, just the two of us alone in the bathroom, when Candy stepped forward and pressed his lips to mine. It was the lightest touch at first. Instinct made me pull back, but he caught my wrist and held me steady.

“Hey, hey, relax,” he whispered. “It’s just us. Nobody here to judge. Just relax. Nobody will know.”

The words settled something in me. When his lips met mine again I met them properly, pushing closer. He opened his mouth and slid his tongue forward. I met it without thinking. His hands started to move, tracing the satin and lace, fingertips soft along the edges of the bralette and down over the ruffles. I turned my head a little and melted into him, letting out quiet, high sounds that surprised even me. Soft, almost effeminate. Something inside was shifting.

His hand closed over the satin and lace covering my backside, giving a gentle squeeze. Then he eased back and smiled at me.

“Now you know,” he said softly.

“Yes…” I whispered, swallowing hard.

“You want more, don’t you?”

I could only nod.

“It’s electric. It captures you the moment you realise what you really are. You know now, don’t you?”

“I do.”

That same smile stayed on his face as his hand slipped under the waistband of the knickers. One finger trailed slowly down the crack of my arse.

“What are you?”

“A sissy,” I breathed.

The finger moved lower, stopping just short of my hole.

“What are you?”

“A sissy.”

His finger rubbed against my hole, just threatening to push in. “What are you?”

“A sissy.”

It slid inside me. I rested my head on his shoulder as it moved slowly in and out. God, it felt good. I had been completely wrong about this. “A sissy,” I said again without being asked. “A sissy. I’m a sissy. I’m a sissy.”

“Yes, baby, yes,” he breathed, and then we were kissing once more.

When we finally came back downstairs the others did not ask what had taken so long. I felt I should offer some excuse, so I muttered that Candy had been helping me shave. Sandra only shrugged.

Inside the club Grant mixed another round of drinks. When we tried to pay he waved the money away, saying something about meeting the most wonderful people in a proper meet-cute. I liked that. The whole night was taking me places I had never expected, yet I was starting to enjoy it. It was new and strange, but it felt good, and that was what mattered.

We danced to music that was honestly pretty terrible, yet it was still fun. Candy seemed to know half the room, so within minutes everyone knew us too. A few men made approaches, but Candy made it clear I was with Sandra, without ever saying I was straight.

Later Grant came over with a tall black man in tow. He was broad, with thick muscular arms and a kind smile.

“Sandra, Chris, this is Drake. He’s the guy I was telling you about.”

“Nice to meet you both,” Drake said. His voice was deep and calm. “I understand you’re thinking about getting into the cuckolding scene?”

I opened my mouth to say we were only talking, but Sandra got there first. She was clearly drunk and already smitten.

“Definitely! We’d like to start as soon as possible.” She purred and laid a hand on his chest.

Drake chuckled and gently took her hand away. “Tell you what, sweet thing. Why don’t you discuss it with your boyfriend tomorrow when you’re both clear-headed. If you’re still interested, give me a call. I’m recently single and looking to get back into a long-term cuckold arrangement. And you two are both very beautiful.” As he finished he reached up and ran the back of one finger lightly down my cheek.

“And you don’t want to play tonight?” Sandra asked, pouting a little.

“Honey, I’d love to. But I want this to be special. Let’s spend the rest of the night getting to know each other. If you still want to play after that, we can set a proper date.”

The man was smooth. He could see Sandra was drunk and he was not about to push anything that might feel forced or leave someone regretting it in the morning. I asked him to excuse us for a moment, then took Sandra a few steps aside.

“Honey,” I said, “do you understand what he’s saying?”

“Yeah…” she sighed. “I’m drunk, aren’t I?”

“A little bit.”

“Shit.”

“Yeah. How about I take you home?”

“Don’t wanna,” she whined.

Drake stepped forward. “Tell you what. Leave her with me for now. I’ll get her some water and we’ll find a quiet corner to talk. I promise I’m not even going to kiss her until I know she’s properly okay with it.”

I laughed. “I think we’re both okay with kissing.”

A wide smile spread across Drake’s face. “Are we now?”

Sandra whooped as he leaned in and pressed his mouth to mine. The kiss was long and thorough. When he finally pulled back I was left standing there, breathing hard.

“You’re right,” he said. “You are clearly okay with kissing.”

He guided Sandra away. The last thing I heard was her voice drifting back.

“So hot!”

A hand closed around mine. I looked up and found Candy smiling at me, already tugging me towards a side doorway. Over at the bar Grant was watching us with a clear smirk. I had no idea what was about to happen as Candy pulled me through the door and down a set of metal stairs.

The thumping music faded behind us. In its place came a different soundtrack: low moans and the wet sound of skin against skin. A short red-lit corridor lined with men kissing and groping each other gave way to deeper darkness. Before I could take it all in I was pushed against a wall and a pair of lips covered mine. I knew exactly who it was. We had already kissed once tonight, so I did not fight it. The contact lasted only a few seconds. Then Candy broke away and pulled me further into the dark.

Eventually we came to a stop. It was still dark, but I could make out shapes now. Candy’s hands went straight to my belt, then the button and the fly. He tugged my t-shirt up and off. I should have been worried about where the clothes would end up, yet he simply pulled me towards a curtain. Behind it a low red light showed a row of lockers. He opened one, shoved everything inside, and turned his back to me, lifting his long hair so I could reach the zip of his dress. I ran my fingers down and opened it. A moment later we were both standing there in nothing but the sissy lingerie while he locked the locker and typed in a code I did not catch.

I thought we would head back out. Instead he turned me around, nudged me forward a step, and reached down to the knickers. There was a tiny hidden zip along the crack that I had not even noticed. He drew it open. I opened my mouth to say I did not need it, that I was not going to do anything, but he only smiled and shushed me before kissing me again.

In his other hand he still held one small item from his bag: a little brown bottle of poppers. He took my hand and led me back out into the dark, into a space already full of people kissing and fucking. The red light was thicker here, a hazy glow that let me see more of the bodies around us.

A hand shot out and grabbed Candy. Someone he clearly knew pulled him into a hard kiss. This was a place for gay men to have sex, a place I did not belong. Before I could even think of leaving, other hands closed on me, pushed down on my shoulders, and a cock was guided straight into my mouth.

The poppers were held under my nose.

“Sniff,” Candy said softly.

The rush hit hard. A moan escaped me and I started slobbering over the cock already in my mouth. In the space of a few hours I had gone from coming home to a table covered in someone else’s panties and a crying girlfriend who thought I was secretly gay, to actually doing this. Becoming this. And yet, as more cocks pressed closer, I found myself reaching for them, lining them up, moving from one to the next without needing to be told. I sucked one, then another, then another. It was so much fun, so completely right, that I could not understand why it felt this good. I did not find these men attractive in the usual way. That was not what this was about. I felt submissive. I felt that nothing else mattered because, in the end, I was only one thing: a sissy. Standing there in the sexy sissy lingerie, sucking cock after cock, I knew I was exactly where I belonged.

A fat, lubricated finger pushed into me. It hooked and pulled, lifting my hips a little. I moaned around the cock in my mouth, still slobbering, as more poppers were held under my nose and the quick high flooded back. The finger slid out. The open zipper of the knickers was stretched wider.

Instead of telling anyone to stop, I grabbed the wrist of the man I was sucking and forced his hand onto the back of my head, making him hold me in place so I could not speak or pull away. He understood at once and locked his grip, keeping me exactly where I was.

“Just take it,” the man behind me growled.

His friend pressed the thick head of his cock against my hole and began to push. I hissed at the sharp stretch, certain it would not fit, yet he kept going, slow and steady, forcing my body to make room. Inch by inch he worked himself deeper until at last I felt him fully seated, pressed hard against me.

He stayed still for a moment, just holding me there. More poppers were put under my nose. The rush hit and then he started to move. Every stroke lit up something deep inside me. It was the most intense, complete pleasure I had ever felt, better than any sex I had known with a woman. I could not understand why. We were given a cock for procreation, a cock that gave pleasure from one small area, and yet the only way to feel it through the whole body seemed to be letting a man fuck us.

He settled into a steady rhythm, pulling almost all the way out before driving back in. Each thrust forced a wet sound from my mouth around the cock I was still sucking. The man holding my head kept me firmly in place, using my throat while his friend used my arse. The two sensations mixed until I could not tell where one ended and the other began. Another hit of poppers made everything sharper. My hole clenched around the thick shaft as it pumped in and out, the stretch no longer painful but purely good. I pushed back to meet the next stroke, wanting it deeper. The man behind me grunted and gave me exactly that, harder and faster, until the only thing left in my head was the need to stay open and take it.

To my left Candy was getting the same treatment, ploughed hard and deep. With no cock in his mouth he was free to moan, eyes closed, bouncing back to meet every thrust. I realised I was doing exactly the same thing, rocking my hips to take more of the cock inside me. Fuck. I was completely taken, mind and body.

The cock in my mouth jerked and flooded my tongue with a mostly tasteless fluid. It was not the taste that got me. It was the simple fact that I was a cocksucker, a cum-drinker, and I was doing it willingly.

One night was all it had taken. There was no going back from this. No giving it up. One night.


Four

I woke with my girlfriend sprawled on top of me, spreadeagle the way she always ended up after a rough night. She smelled of stale alcohol and sweat. So did I. The whole evening was a blur. I could not even remember getting home. Then I looked down at myself and saw the pink satin lingerie still covering my smooth body. Bits of the night started to come back. My cock tried to harden and failed.

“Oh yeah,” I muttered, reaching down to pull the knickers aside and check the cage.

I bit my lip, remembering the two hours spent in the dark rooms, getting fucked again and again. A grin spread across my face. It had been the wildest night of my life, the craziest, and I already knew I did not want it to be the last.

I eased out from under Sandra and made my way to the bathroom. Reluctantly I peeled the lingerie off and stepped into the shower. The hot water helped with the hangover but did almost nothing to wash away the hunger left over from the night before.

As I dried off I stared at the crumpled lingerie lying in the wash basket and sighed. I could not wear it today, not while it was dirty. For a second I thought about borrowing something of Sandra’s, then I remembered the new pair still lying on the kitchen floor. I ran downstairs, snatched them up and pulled them on. The soft satin against my smooth skin made me shudder with the pure relief of an addict finding the next fix.

I was still missing the rest of the set, but that would have to wait until everything was clean.

After I dressed I went back to the kitchen and cooked a proper fried breakfast for both of us. I had already finished eating when Sandra appeared, looking rough. She groaned, downed two full glasses of water one after the other, then sat and stared at the plate as if the food itself might attack her.

“What a fucking night,” she groaned. “I lost count of how many cocktails I had.”

“Do you remember it?” I asked, giving her a sympathetic smile.

“Yeah. I don’t forget, even when I’m drunk.” She looked at me. “You disappeared for a while. Where did you go?”

I hesitated, weighing whether to tell her the whole truth. In the end I decided honesty was better and hoped she would take it well.

“Craig took me downstairs to the dark rooms. I… sucked cock and got fucked.”

She did not look surprised. Her mouth curved into a tired, pained little smile.

“Did you enjoy it?”

“Yeah,” I admitted, and left it at that.

“That’s good.” She nodded. “Drake was nice. I want to fuck him.”

“You should,” I said, and meant it. I was already changed. There was no point pretending otherwise.

“Are we crazy?” she asked suddenly.

“Do you think we’re crazy?” I replied.

She thought for a moment, then shook her head.

“I feel like I’ve been woken up to a world I never knew existed. It’s the most alive I’ve ever felt.”

“Same.”

“I love the fact you got fucked,” she said. “I love that we made new friends. I loved you in the lingerie.”

“I loved the lingerie,” I admitted.

Her eyes lit up. “Really?” she squeaked. “Can we order more? Can we order you dresses like Candy has?”

“Yes. Please.” I laughed. “I was wondering how to tell you. Babe, I’m a sissy. I fucking love it. I love kissing Candy, I love sucking cock, and I want to serve you.”

Sandra kept eating for a few moments, chewing slowly. Then she nodded, swallowed, and nodded again.

“There’ll be changes then. One, we’re getting married.”

“Deal,” I smiled.

“I want that piece of paper to say you are mine. I really don’t care if we never fuck again. I’ll find men to fuck me.”

“Also good,” I nodded.

“But you will always be my husband. When we go on holiday it’s husband and wife, not Mistress and slave.”

“Deal.”

“But at home it is Mistress and slave. We do this right or not at all. No backsies.”

“Fully agreed.”

She paused and then nodded once more. “This is making me super horny. Drake wants to fuck me, he wants to fuck you. I want that too.” A new thought crossed her face. “There is one risk, of course. Friends and family finding out. You know that will be a nightmare.”

The mere mention of family and friends made my stomach twist into tight knots. I knew the moment my parents found out they would disown me. I would almost certainly lose most of my friends as well. Every instinct told me to keep the whole thing secret. Sandra, however, was already thinking in the opposite direction.

“I think the best thing we can do is rip the band-aid off,” she said. “Get it out there. Come out on social media that we are in a BDSM relationship and that you are coming out as transgender. That way we can get you out in public in the sissy dresses.”

“I don’t think that’s a good idea,” I told her. “I think our private life should stay private.”

“No. No doing this by halves. We won’t do it tomorrow. I’ll give you time to get things in order and have whatever private conversations you need. But once we have the dresses and the rest of it, I want it public. I don’t want us ending up like Craig and his wife. Let’s jump in headfirst.”

“I really don’t think…”

She reached across the table and slapped me hard across the face.

“I don’t remember asking, sissy! Now, do you accept me as your queen, your goddess, your Mistress, or not?”

“I… I do, Mistress,” I gasped, one hand pressed to my burning cheek.

“No going back. No safe words. No messing around. Deal?”

“Deal, Mistress.” I nodded. Inside the cage my cock strained uselessly, trying and failing to get hard.

Everything was moving at breakneck speed, especially when I thought back to only a few hours earlier when I had come home to find her crying over a package that was never meant for me. She seemed to read the thought on my face.

“Look,” she said, “we always had a good relationship, but our sex life was all over the place. We fucked a lot, yet we never really found the thing that made us click. For the first time we are both on the same page, and it makes my heart race more than anything else ever has.”

She leaned forward a little.

“All last night I kept picturing the things we could do together. Growing old with you in sissy dresses. Ways we could quit our jobs, make money on OnlyFans, and just enjoy our lives. I don’t need kids. There are enough people in the world already…”

I finished the thought for her.

“And with the world the way it is, we could all be dead tomorrow.”

“Exactly.” She took my hand and held it. “It only feels crazy because it isn’t the norm. But if you look at it from how we actually feel, from how much closer it will make us, is it really crazy?”

“No,” I smiled.

She smiled back. “I’ll give you a week. One week to get your affairs in order. After that we go public.”

“What if I lose my job?” I asked.

“You’re a data scientist in a world where AI is already king. I’m not worried, and you shouldn’t be either.” She laughed.

“True.”

Her smile turned into a dark, cheeky smirk. “Besides. It gets me hot thinking I might ruin you, your masculinity, turn you into a little gay sissy whore.”

“Fuck,” I gasped. “That gets me off too.”

“See.”

After breakfast we opened the laptop and went straight to the Shein website. We filled the basket with plenty of sissy lingerie for me and a few puffy pink dresses that could double as proper sissy outfits. The real dedicated sissy dresses, though, were scattered across Amazon, AliExpress and eBay. We could have ordered from Birchplace, but the prices were ridiculous for the same quality, so we stuck to the cheaper sites.

The dresses would take time to arrive. Shein would be quicker. In the meantime we decided to head out and see what the local lingerie shops had in stock.

Sandra had no hesitation about telling the staff the items were for me. In fact she openly admitted she was sissifying me and that we needed pieces that were as overtly feminine as possible. For the next half-hour an older saleswoman brought over a steady stream of pink, peach and purple garments: satin sets, see-through chiffon, everything trimmed with lace. She clearly understood the brief and made no attempt at false privacy. She simply held each piece up against me and waited for Sandra’s approval.

After leaving the lingerie store with three large bags full of nighties, panties, bras, suspender belts, waspies, corsets and stockings, we moved on to another shop. I was already wearing a pink bralette, stockings and suspenders under my ordinary clothes, just as Sandra had ordered. That made the next task easier: finding skirts, blouses, tops and dresses that could pass as sissy clothing.

The best places turned out to be the stores aimed at young adults. Surprisingly, the staff there seemed to know exactly what a sissy was and how the lifestyle worked.

The young women serving us were rude and bossy, exactly the way I imagined dominant women would be. They giggled now and then, yet still handed me skirts, crop tops and camisoles with sharp little commands.

“Here, put this on. And be quick about it, sissy.”

“Yes… of course,” I mumbled.

“Speak up, sissy!” the other one snapped. “Yes what?”

“Yes, Madam.”

“Yes, Mistress!” She was not my Mistress, but Sandra found the whole exchange so funny that she told me to address them that way from then on.

It was a Saturday so the store was busy. Most of the customers were students and young adults, and nearly all of them found it hilarious to watch the sales staff bossing me around and making me parade up and down in the shiny pink outfits.

We settled on several pieces that worked as proper sissywear. As I moved to change out of a hot-pink and black-lace satin cami crop-top and matching mini-skirt, a sales assistant called Judy looked at Sandra.

“You’re going to make him wear it out, aren’t you?”

Sandra had not planned on that, but she was not about to look weak in front of the girl. She nodded.

“Of course.”

I leaned in close and whispered, “But Mistress, the skirt doesn’t even cover my stocking tops. I look like a whore.”

“But you are a whore!” she announced loudly enough for everyone nearby to hear. The other girls burst into giggles. “Otherwise you wouldn’t have let all those men rail you last night in the gay club!”

The giggles turned into excited gasps as more women drifted closer to listen. Sandra smiled at them.

“Don’t worry, girls. My new lover, Drake, is coming over tonight to give me a proper seeing-to, because this one’s little pee-pee is all locked up.”

Laughter erupted across the store. Faces turned, people stopped mid-browse, some covering their mouths, others openly staring. The embarrassment hit me like a wave, sharp and total, yet underneath it I was more turned on than I had ever been in my life. My cock strained uselessly inside the cage and then I felt a small warm trickle. It was not cum. I had peed myself a little from the sheer intensity of it. Thankfully it soaked straight into the gusset of the knickers and no one noticed.


Five

Watching Drake with Sandra woke more in me than I had expected. Looking back, that was probably a little naïve given how thoroughly everything else had already changed me. From the moment she made me dress her in the sexy black lingerie, to the moment I opened the door for him while wearing my own slutty pink outfit, the new blonde wig and the heavy make-up, right through to the moment I watched the two of them embrace, I knew the shift in my life was complete.

At first I simply served them drinks and then knelt on the floor in front of the sofa while the three of us talked. Drake laid out the dynamics of a proper cuckold relationship, listened carefully to how we saw our new lifestyle, and then explained what he wanted from it.

“Short-term I want a regular lay. I want to know I can visit, or you can visit me, and we can get each other off. Long-term I would like a woman I can call my own, and a sissy I can call my servant and my lover. Eventually I would expect you to be my partner.” He looked at Sandra. “You mentioned you aren’t married yet. Do you plan to be?”

Sandra shrugged. “This morning I sort of said we would. Why?”

“Well, don’t. My preference would be for you to marry me eventually, if this works out, and for Chris to become our permanent sissy slave.”

“Oh!” Sandra gasped. Then that familiar sinister little smirk I had come to love over the past twenty-four hours curled across her lips.

“Either that,” Drake continued, “or we eventually break him completely and turn him into a gay sissy whore. I know Grant is looking for a third for their household.”

This time Sandra’s expression changed. There was a spark in her eyes, the same look she got when an idea suddenly took hold. She did not answer him. She gave neither a yes nor a no, leaving me wondering exactly what she was thinking. Still, I told myself there was no way she would ever let me go. She loved me too much.

Instead of talking any further she pulled the big black man’s face to hers and the two of them began kissing hard. Drake pointed at me and then at the front of his black trousers. I sprang forward at once. The moment he was naked he waved that thick black cock in front of my face and I lowered my mouth onto it without needing to be told.

“That’s it, baby. Suck cock like you’re meant to,” Sandra purred.

I closed my eyes and focused, moaning around the shaft, already enjoying the familiar weight and heat of it. Then I heard the soft clicks of a phone camera. I opened my eyes and saw Sandra grinning as she filmed me. She started speaking straight into the lens.

“Hey everyone, just wanted to celebrate the good news. Chris has come out as transgender, a sissy, and as gay. We’re breaking up because he only wants to be with men now, but I couldn’t be happier for him. He’s going by Chastity now, well, considering what’s locked up in that cage!” She giggled. “Anyway, sorry to break this to everyone over livestream, but I thought I’d share it right away.”

My heart was hammering, yet instead of pulling off and screaming at her I simply moaned louder and took him deeper. The embarrassment drained away and something closer to relief settled in its place. While I kept sucking I heard her make a phone call. She was speaking to Grant, asking if he was still looking for another sissy.

“You are? Wonderful. Chris and I are breaking up, so you can come and collect him whenever you like if you want him. You do? Excellent.”

Again my cock jumped uselessly inside the cage. Drake laughed and asked why everything was moving so fast. Sandra simply answered that there was no time like the present, and that if she ever wanted to play with me again she already knew Grant would allow it. In other words, she could keep the best of both worlds.

On the coffee table my phone began to vibrate. Dad’s name lit up the screen. Sandra told me to leave it and focus on my job. I went straight back to sucking Drake. When she decided he was ready she shoved me away hard.

“Now fucking watch a real man fuck what you’ll never have again.”

The phone kept ringing. Sandra ordered me to answer it. I put it to my ear just as my parents started shouting. At the same moment Sandra began moaning and yelping at full volume, screaming how good it felt to have a real man’s cock inside her, then deliberately adding, “You know, Chris! Like all those men’s cocks you had up your arse last night!”

Dad ended the call without another word. He was finished with me. When I looked at the phone the messages were already flooding in from friends, family and colleagues, all asking what the fuck I thought I was doing and telling me never to contact them again. She had exposed me, ruined me, finished the sissification in public, and instead of panic I felt light and free.

The doorbell rang. I knew exactly who it would be. I ran to open it and threw myself into Grant’s arms, kissing him deeply. Once they were inside Grant stood and watched Drake continue fucking my now ex-girlfriend. Then he pointed to the floor.

“On your knees.”

I dropped at once and took his thick cock into my mouth, sucking hard, already knowing this was going to be daily from now on. I was no longer anything else. I was a gay sissy whore, and that was all I was going to be.

Grant and I left the house carrying bags filled only with my new sissy clothing. Every piece of male clothing stayed behind. Sandra stood wrapped in Drake’s thick arms and made it clear we were finished.

“I’m going to give it a proper go with Drake. If that doesn’t work out there are plenty of real men who will want this. I’d say don’t ever come back, but I know you’ll be coming back regularly to clean my house and service Drake. So all I’ll say is enjoy your new life, sissy. You’ll never be rid of me, and I still have every one of your contacts to play with.”

Drake laughed. “You should fuck his friends too. That would be funny.”

“Oh yes. Mmm, I think I’ll start with Mark. Your brother. Maybe I’ll fuck your dad as well. Oh my god, I never knew I was such a slut, but I love it.”

I loved it too. Deep down I still believed I would end up back with her, that this time with Grant was only temporary, that the whole thing was a game we were both playing. Even so, I loved every part of it. If that meant being gay for a while, I was fine with that as well.

As we reached the door she suddenly jumped up, ran over and kissed my cheek.

“I love you,” she whispered. “And thank you for this.”

“I love you too. No thanks needed. I fucking love it.”

“Me too. Enjoy getting cock.”

“I will. You too.”

Once the door shut behind us Grant reached into one of the bags, pulled out a collar and leash, and clipped the collar firmly around my neck.

“You’re mine now,” he said. “And I promise you, within a week you won’t ever want to go back. I know, because Craig didn’t. When his wife came begging, saying she had changed her mind, he didn’t even hesitate. And neither will you.”

He gave the leash a short tug so I had to look at him.

“You think we didn’t know you lived at 221 Bennett Road? We saw you weeks ago and loved how pretty you were. We loved the coincidence of the names too. We realised you just needed a little spark, so we sent the lingerie to your house on purpose. Not only were we right about you, we were right about her as well. After a few nights with Drake she will never want you back. So accept it. This little game is no longer a game. You’re mine, now and forever.”

My smile disappeared. He was completely serious. And it was already too late. Everything had gone too far to reverse.

The End


The Lesbian’s Sissy

One

I’ll be the first to admit I have a bit of a complex about my girlfriend leaving me and going back to men. It started after my five-year relationship with June ended. She decided she wanted to be with a man. As a lesbian all my life, that hurt more than if she had left me for another woman. I felt like I had somehow failed my own cause.

After a year with Michaela, things looked solid. She loved me and we were buying a place together, yet a small voice in my head kept insisting it was only a matter of time before she went back to men. Like June, Michaela had been heterosexual when I first met her. I have always had a thing for turning straight girls. I suppose that is exactly why I am so afraid they will change their minds.

Nothing Michaela said or did gave me any real reason to think she was about to leave. Still the voice kept whispering that she would. Buying the house was my way of showing commitment, or at least that was what I told her. In truth it was my way of trying to lock the commitment in. Even that was not enough to quiet the thoughts.

The house had been built in the early 1900s and last renovated in the late eighties. It needed another full renovation, so I set about the work while Michaela went to her job. I did not need to work. My OnlyFans, where I mostly just masturbated and occasionally posted videos of the two of us kissing, paid very well. Men were predictable. They loved lesbians and could not stop fantasising about them.

The place was two storeys with a large garden in the suburbs of our small city. What had sold us on it was the small cellar underneath, perfect for storage. I found it a little frustrating that the cellar was not bigger, but we had bought the house cheaply at auction so I could not complain.

My first job was clearing the mess out of that cellar. While I worked I tried to think about anything other than the idea that my PA girlfriend might be sleeping with her boss or some colleague and was about to leave me. Nothing helped. I knew the sensible answer was to see a psychologist, yet I was still glad these scenarios stayed inside my head and never reached Michaela.

The first odd thing appeared behind an old set of shelves. I pulled the tall unit away and found a red-brick wall. It was clearly a bricked-up doorway; the rest of the basement was grey stone. I knocked on it to test the thickness and heard only a thin, hollow thud. The brickwork was not solid.

At the moment the basement was just a long corridor about two metres wide. The house itself measured nine by nine metres, so I had always assumed the cellar should have been the same size. A doorway leading to another section would prove that theory right, yet it also made me wonder what might be waiting on the other side.

The house had changed hands several times since the eighties. The last owner had been a single man who ran a chain of restaurants. During Covid the business collapsed, he struggled to find work, and eventually he could not keep up with the mortgage. That did not mean he had not been some sort of mass-murderer. The same could be said of any of the previous owners.

I finished clearing the visible space and waited for Michaela to get home so we could discuss it. The moment she saw the bricked-up section she became excited and told me to fetch the sledgehammer.

I should point out that while we were both lesbians, neither of us was butch. I am a tall goth brunette with implanted breasts, a narrow waist, and I keep myself looking deliberately feminine. Michaela has long curly red hair, Russian roots, high cheekbones, a slim build that is almost too slim, and long legs that seem to go on forever. Still, we both climb and do pole dancing, so we are stronger than we look.

As soon as the first brick came loose I tried to peer through the gap, but there was only darkness.

“What are you doing? Just break it down!” Michaela laughed.

“I’m trying to see if there are any skeletons,” I said, though the air did not smell of anything rotten.

I kept hammering until the whole wall came down and I could see a red-tiled floor beyond. I reached in, found a switch and flicked it. There was a long buzz, then a row of old yellow fluorescent tubes flickered weakly into life. We stood there staring at what was clearly an old BDSM dungeon.

“Holy shit!” Michaela gasped, a smile spreading across her face. “Look at all this!”

“I know! Fuck!” I laughed. This was not cheap kit. Every piece of furniture looked handmade. There were racks of latex and leather, rows of whips, chains and hooks, crocodile clips wired to a box the size of a car battery, cages, and then shelves and drawers filled with satin and lace underwear in that classic eighties style. On another shelf sat a collection of massive party dresses, the kind of shiny little-girl satin dresses that looked completely out of place.

“They’re sissy dresses,” Michaela said. “Submissive men wear them. It’s called forced feminisation.”

A strange little buzz ran down my spine, as if some piece of information that would matter later had just been handed to me. At the time I did not understand why. I simply stood and stared at everything.

“Please tell me we’re keeping it,” Michaela said, already holding a huge strap-on.

“Oh hell yeah. Can you imagine the viewership if we actually used this stuff?” I laughed.

She paused, then a slow grin spread across her face. “You know, we could both make a lot of money here.”

“Oh yeah?” I stepped closer. “Want to become a professional dominatrix?”

“Well, sort of.”

“Go on.”

“What if I quit my job, open my own OnlyFans, and we become the lesbian girlfriends who dominate men?”

I felt the familiar flash of panic. Here it was. She wanted men back in her life. I had known it would happen eventually. Before I could speak she carried on.

“I could be really evil. Make them our footstools, our toys, really make proper money from them.”

I stopped. The idea was not what I had first thought. “You’d be home with me, running the dungeon?” I asked.

A darkness settled over Michaela’s face, a side of her I had never seen before. She smirked in a way that was pure sadism.

“Yes. I’d reopen this place and make the men our little playthings. Make them realise the future belongs to women, and make the men suffer for it.”

I stared at her. Had I completely misunderstood who she was all this time? Clearly something had always been there and I had simply never noticed. Every scrap of worry and insecurity left me in an instant. What remained was pure excitement at the idea of building something unique together.

Before we could do anything with the dungeon we still had to renovate the rest of the house, and that would take time. Now, though, I had real motivation to get it finished quickly.

We started by boxing up everything in the dungeon that could be moved and carrying the boxes upstairs. Michaela said she would wash and disinfect every item, throwing away anything that looked beyond saving. I was uneasy about the older dildos, but we noticed plenty that were still sealed in their original packaging, so we agreed to bin most of the used ones. The eighties had not been a kind decade for disease, and neither of us wanted to risk bringing anything residual into our lives.

Next we chipped away the remaining broken brickwork, levelled the stone, and fitted a proper door frame and door. With the door shut Michaela cleaned the entire dungeon from top to bottom and gave the walls a fresh coat of black and red paint while I sorted out the smaller front section of the basement. It took a full week to get the cellar finished properly. My earlier plans for simple storage were gone. That no longer mattered; we had an attic that only needed floorboards.

Over the following months we worked room by room through the house, beginning with the kitchen. At the same time an external firm handled the roof and the outer walls.

Six months later the house was finished and the dungeon looked sharp. I stood in the middle of it and felt a sudden flutter of nerves.

“You think we should just find someone, or should we use it ourselves first?” I asked. The truth was I still had no real idea what I was doing. It turned out Michaela was in the same boat.

“Maybe we should look up some BDSM porn first,” she suggested.

That plan lasted about three minutes. We put on a bit of kinky German material, became ridiculously horny, and ended up fucking instead of learning anything. It happened twice more before Michaela came up with a better idea.

“If we’re going to learn properly, we should hire a dominatrix to come over and teach us.”

The woman who accepted was billed as Mistress Xenia, though her real name was Linda. She had been in the scene for roughly twenty years. She was retired from professional work now, but she still went to parties and munches and occasionally counselled people who wanted to bring BDSM into their lives.

When she walked into the dungeon and saw the old equipment she burst out laughing. We asked what was so funny and she told us the history.

“This was one of the first proper BDSM studios of its time,” she said. “It became famous because politicians and film stars used to visit. The original owner, Jenny Whiplash, wanted a bit of money before she retired, so at the end of the eighties she sold her story to the tabloids.” I made a mental note to look that up later.

For the next couple of hours Linda showed us how to handle a crop and a cat-o’-nine-tails, where it was safe to strike, and what to watch for with the other implements. She told us to leave the old electrosex machine alone; it was too outdated to be safe.

Both of us took turns under her hands. Neither of us was a natural masochist, yet the whole session left us extremely turned on. Once Linda had gone, promising to come back, we went straight upstairs and spent the rest of the day in bed.


Two

The addition of BDSM and fetish content to my OnlyFans sent the tips and subscriber numbers climbing fast. Michaela’s account, though, was the real surprise. She was brand new to the platform, so I had expected a slow start. Instead the combination of my promotion, the very graphic material she posted, and the fact that anyone willing to travel could book a real session with her pushed her numbers up almost overnight.

She quit her ordinary job after only a month of working as a dominatrix. I had never seen her happier. Her whole manner shifted; she became more self-assured, more powerful, and even more fun in bed. Her wardrobe changed with it. Latex and leather replaced the everyday clothes, darker colours, lace, harnesses, the full kink look.

The change was enormous, yet it still failed to quiet the voice in my head that insisted she would eventually leave me. I knew the sensible thing was to talk to her about it, but I was too insecure to bring it up.

Then one day a fetish clothing company in Canada contacted her about modelling for them. They offered an all-expenses-paid three-week trip that included several photo shoots and attendance at Montreal Fetish Week. Michaela begged me to come with her. The problem was that the roofing company was finally scheduled for exactly those dates. Finding a reliable firm had been difficult enough; I did not want to push the work back, so I stayed behind.

Three weeks without her was going to be hard. My mind kept spinning through every possible scenario, but I tried to stay focused on my own content and on the house.

It was Sunday, the day after Michaela had flown out, when the doorbell rang. Outside stood a skinny, nervous-looking man shifting from foot to foot and glancing up and down the street as if he hoped no one would notice him.

“Yes?” I asked when I opened the door.

“Oh, um, I’m here for my appointment with Goddess Trixie,” he mumbled, face already red with embarrassment.

“Goddess Trixie cancelled all her appointments,” I told him firmly. “You should have received an email.”

“Oh.” He pulled out his phone, checked his inbox, then found the message in spam. “Oh. Shit. Sorry.”

He turned to leave. An idea arrived fully formed in my head. What if I gave Michaela a man, one we could both control and own?

“Stop. Come back.”

He spun round, eyes wide. “Y-yes?”

“What’s your name?”

“Thomas… Tom, ma’am.” His gaze flicked left and right.

“Come inside, Tom.” I stepped aside, let him in, and closed the door. “Tell me, Tom, what do you usually get up to with Trixie?”

“Um, usually ballbusting, whipping, and then she fucks me with a strap-on,” he said.

“Is that what you like the most? Pain?”

He blushed and looked away. “Not really, ma’am. But she seems to like it.”

I frowned. One of the first things Linda had taught us was to learn a client’s real kinks. If Michaela was only doing the things that pleased her, she would eventually lose people. “What do you actually like?”

“Humiliation, mainly.”

“Psychological domination.” I noted it and he nodded. “Have you ever worn women’s clothing, Tom?”

“No, ma’am.”

“Would you like to?”

“N… no, ma’am.” The words came out, yet he pressed his legs together tightly. The idea clearly excited him whether he wanted to admit it or not.

I smiled. This was interesting. “Come with me. Down to the dungeon.”

He followed without argument. He had not expected me to take over the session, but he was not about to walk away from the chance of getting what he needed either.

Once we were downstairs I walked slowly around him, then gave a short nod and a smirk.

“Get naked.”

He stripped with trembling hands. When he was bare I asked, “Do you know who I am?”

“Yes, Mistress. You’re Theresa, Trixie’s girlfriend.”

“You know I’m a lesbian, right?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

His body was completely smooth. That was Michaela’s rule; she never tolerated body hair. What surprised me was that she had never tried to feminise him. I walked over to the racks of satin lingerie, selected a pink satin and lace teddy, and brought it back to him.

“Put that on.”

He swallowed, looked at the garment, then nodded.

“Yes, Mistress.”

The moment he pulled the teddy up his body I knew I had him. His small cock sprang to attention, tenting the soft satin. He was clearly enjoying the feel of the old-fashioned lingerie. Looking at him properly I saw real potential. He was slim, with soft features that would suit feminisation. A natural sissy if ever there was one. Then I noticed something else: the faint indentation on the ring finger of his left hand. He was married.

Logically that should have been the point where I sent him packing. Instead it made me think. The marriage could be useful. It gave me a way to keep him under control, a way to make him ours.

I picked up a pair of pink hold-up stockings and told him to sit. Slowly I rolled each one up his legs, smoothing the sheer material with my hands.

“Does that feel good?” I asked, keeping my voice soft.

“Y-yes, Mistress.”

“Do you like being Mistress’s sexy little sissy?”

“Yes. Y-yes, Mistress. A lot.”

“I thought you would. Come on, sweetie. Let’s put some make-up on you.”

“Okay.”

Once his face was done I settled a long blonde wig on his head and stepped back.

“So pretty.” I was not lying. Made up and dressed, he looked like a genuinely attractive woman. “Tell me, sweetie, what would your wife think if she saw you like this?”

His cock jerked hard. “What? My… my wife?” Fear flashed across his eyes.

“Yes. Your wife. You’re married, aren’t you?”

He swallowed, then gave a quick nod. “Yes.”

“So?”

“She’d be angry. She’s…” He sighed and looked away, disappointment and sadness mixing on his face. “She’s recently found God.” One of those. “She wouldn’t approve.”

“Well, you’re going to be a good girl for Mistress, aren’t you? That way nobody has to find out.”

“Of course, Mistress!”

“You like it, don’t you? When I threaten to out you. Should I take pictures of you? Would you like that?”

His chest was rising and falling fast. The fear itself was what drove him, the threat of public humiliation. “Yes, Mistress.”

I took out my phone and started photographing him, telling him how to pose and smile. He obeyed, slipping deeper into the role of the obedient sissy.

“How much time do you have?”

“I only paid for the hour. I can’t really afford more.”

“Today’s session is free, darling. So how much time do you actually have?”

The offer of a free session changed everything for him. He licked his lips and nodded. “As long as you need, Mistress.”

“Good. I want you to clean the house from top to bottom. I’ll be watching you. If you’re a good girl, you’ll get a little reward.”

For the next two hours I watched him move around the house in the lingerie, vacuuming, dusting and scrubbing. He washed every floor and every toilet by hand and never once complained. His cock stayed hard the entire time. I made sure to keep him on edge: a sharp spank when he missed a spot, a casual kick, a bit of spit now and then. When he was on his knees in the bathroom I pissed on his face and ordered him to lick it up. He loved every second of it.

“What do you do for work, sissy?” I asked while he rinsed the tiles.

“I’m between jobs right now,” he said. “Looking for something.”

“What did you do before?”

He shrugged. “IT support technician. Nothing special.”

“Networking, that sort of thing?”

“Yeah.”

That was the opening I needed. A way to keep him close, reshape him, and eventually turn him into the permanent little bitch I could present to Michaela when she came home. By the time she returned I intended to have Tom fully transformed into Tammy, the dirty little sissy slut who would do anything for her mistresses. Michaela wanted a man? Fine. Here was one we could both own and play with.

“Tammy,” I said, trying the new name on him. “How would you like a job?”

His eyes widened. “Doing what?”

“Helping me with the networking side of things, running the cameras for my OnlyFans, looking after the accounts, and starring as my sissy plaything.” I grinned at the last part, then softened it. “In a mask, of course.”

The mention of a mask sealed it.

“That sounds like a dream come true!” he gasped. “But what would I tell my wife?”

“Nothing. Just a normal corporate job. You’ll be hired by my company, TM Entertainment Management. If she ever looks it up it appears completely legitimate. My guess is she cares more that you have work than exactly what the work is.”

“You’re right, Mistress.”

I smiled. “One more thing. When you’re here you are Tammy, not Tommy. You’re a sissy from now on. I’ll provide the uniforms and I own you. Is that understood?”

This time he grinned properly. For him it really was a dream come true.

“Yes, Mistress.”


Three

Tammy’s first full day as my employee started at nine in the morning. He changed into a tiny pink sissy dress and attempted the make-up. I made him wipe it off and start again. It took him most of the morning to get it acceptable, which earned him punishment for wasting valuable work time.

Once he was wearing a leather gimp mask so no one could recognise him, I filmed a full session: a proper beating followed by a hard strap-on fucking, finishing with a large butt-plug locked inside him. The rest of his day was spent editing that footage and pushing it out across social media.

Day two went better. The make-up was right first time. He spent the morning recabling the house so the network reached every room. We still found time to film, though this session was milder: more focused on femdom humiliation than pure pain.

“You like being Mistress’s little toy sissy? You like being a sissy?” I asked on camera.

“Yes, Mistress!” he answered each time.

By day three he had started to relax a little in my company. That meant I could begin proper conversations. He told me he and his wife had been trying for children without success, mainly because he struggled to keep an erection. She never commented on it, but he was sure she was frustrated.

“Maybe you’re gay,” I suggested.

“No!” he said quickly. “I just wish she was dominant.”

I looked at him properly. He was slim and already had the right sort of features for a sissy, yet with his height he would look even better as a fully slutty girl. The only real problem was his stomach. He was lean overall, but the belly needed firming. His navel was still rounded; I wanted it straight and vertical. That would take exercise.

“I’m going to start training you,” I told him. “I want a tight, skinny little waist. That means exercise every day and corsets.”

“Yes, Mistress!” he said, clearly excited.

The difficulty was what happened after he left. At home he would be eating whatever rubbish he liked. It was time to take full control of that as well.

“You will not eat carbs. At home it’s vegetables and protein only. No rice, no potatoes, and certainly no bread. Is that understood?”

He swallowed, then nodded. “I can tell her I had a physical and need to cut out sugars.”

“Good.”

We trained every day that week. The corset did double duty: it shaped him and let me track progress. With each day he grew more open to new instructions, and by the end of the week his role in the videos had become much more central.

The weekend would be a problem. For the first one I decided not to push; scaring him off now would waste everything I had started.

On Monday he was back and I already had the next step planned.

“I have a friend coming over for a video,” I told him. “I need you to take good care of her. You’ll be joining us.”

I did not mention that the friend was Lola, a drag queen who performed regularly at the gay club I used to visit. Lola was game for almost anything. When I explained I had a submissive married sissy who needed help along his feminisation path, she was more than happy to assist.

“You’ve seen who follows me,” I said to Tammy. “And you’ve seen that my face sits behind a paywall.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“So I’d like us to try without the mask.” He started to panic. I held up both hands. “You’ll be in thick make-up and a full wig. You’ll be unrecognisable.”

His chest rose and fell fast with fear, yet there was no mistaking the way it excited him.

“Okay, Mistress. I trust you.”

The first practical step was locking that small cock of his into a cage. I wondered whether there was a way to keep it on permanently, but they were still trying for a child, so that would be complicated for now. Even so, seeing him locked away did something unexpected to me. I was a lesbian, yet the skinny little thing was starting to grow on me. He was taking the diet and the exercise seriously; the change in his belly was already visible.

“How did you convince your wife that shaving your body hair was your idea?” I asked while adjusting the cage.

“I took up swimming,” he said, blushing.

“Clever.”

When Lola walked in, Tammy froze for a second. It did not take him long to work out what was happening. Instead of bolting he simply accepted it, nodded, and asked once more whether anyone he knew would see the video. I told him they would not. I left out the words “not yet.”

I knew full anal would be too much too soon, but getting him to suck Lola’s thick cock proved surprisingly easy. So easy, in fact, that I began to wonder whether my earlier joke about him being secretly gay might have been closer to the truth. I hoped I was wrong. If he really was a closet homosexual, the larger plan could backfire.

Still, I now had clear footage of my new sissy sucking cock, and that footage was proper leverage.

“I’m going to need you to start finding a way to come in on the weekends,” I said afterwards.

His face fell. “But… my wife…”

“Think of an excuse.”

“Mistress, I can’t…”

I leaned in close and smirked. “Do you like me, Tammy?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“Do you like the control I have over you?”

He paused, turning the words over, then let out a small sigh.

“Oh yes, Mistress.”

“Do you want me to have full control over you?”

“I wish… I wish that was possible,” he whispered.

“It is. Tell me, do you want it?”

“Yes,” he answered, barely audible.

“Good. I have video of you sucking cock. I own you. Do you understand that?”

He started to shiver, fear and arousal mixed across his face. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Find a way to be here at the weekends, or I’ll destroy your marriage.”

That was only Monday and I already had him. Now I needed to plan the rest of his downfall and prepare him for it.

Each day Lola returned and he performed like a natural. He sucked cock without hesitation and, before long, took it the same way, begging for more and deeper. Lola took his virginity on camera. I zoomed in close to catch the moment she finished inside him, then ordered him to push the cum out so the viewers could see exactly what a little slut he was.

He managed to convince his wife he needed to work the Saturday. I made sure Lola brought plenty of boys from the club. The resulting video ran three hours: continuous gay action, men using the sissy, showing him his place. Instead of the nervous beginner he had been a week earlier he played the role perfectly, dressed in a tiny Hooters outfit with a full bimbo look and that newly flat, slender belly. He gasped and cooed for every cock that took him and never once complained.

That afternoon he even giggled while helping me edit the footage.

“Mistress?” he began. “Goddess Trixie gets back in a week.”

“Yes, she does.”

“What’s the plan?”

“For?”

“Us?”

I was not sure what he meant at first. “What do you mean?”

“You and me. I want to keep serving you. I think you understand me better than she does.”

I smiled, finally understanding. Yes, I knew exactly what he needed. It did not matter that I was a lesbian; I recognised a proper slut when I saw one. I was not just turning him into a sissy. I was turning him into a prissy little bimbo, a giggly airhead, and he was loving every second of it.

“The plan is this,” I said. “You come to work on Monday and we continue the transformation. When Trixie gets home this weekend I’ll unveil you as our new sissy bimbo slave. My expectation is that you will live here with us as our permanent servant.”

He licked his lips. “I should tell my wife. Break it to her gently.”

“No,” I said at once, then grinned. “Where’s the fun in that?”

It would have been far too boring simply to let him break up with her. I wanted that prim, proper, conservative woman to watch the complete downfall of her husband. I wanted her to see the pink and the lace and understand that I owned him now.

He left that night locked in chastity and wearing a pair of pink French knickers. His instructions were clear: burn every piece of male underwear he owned, and make sure his wife saw him do it, without ever explaining why.

On Monday he arrived in a pair of lacy satin bloomers I had sent home with him. I asked whether his wife had noticed them. He promised she had not. She had watched him dispose of the old underwear but said almost nothing about it, probably assuming he had simply bought new pairs.

“You’ll start wearing bras from today,” I told him. “Don’t let your wife see them.”

The videos that day involved no other men. Instead I made him lick my pussy after I had pissed on his face.

I knew Michaela never watched my OnlyFans content; she had never once asked about Tammy. That suited me perfectly. The surprise waiting for her when she returned would be all the better. That return date was getting close. It was time to push things forward and prepare Tammy to become a full-time sissy.


Four

It seemed Tammy struggled with this task far more than he had with being taken by men. He was not even in full sissy mode. He wore a metallic pink mini-dress, black fishnet stockings and black high-heeled shoes. His nails matched the dress and the make-up was flawless. With the blonde wig in place, no one would have guessed he was anything other than an attractive woman. Yet he stood frozen, unable to walk out of the house with me.

If I wanted her to become our permanent sissy, she needed to be ready to go out in public. There was another reason for the trip as well. I had found out where his wife worked, and although he did not know it, that was exactly where we were heading.

After a quick cigarette he finally calmed enough to leave. He had never been a smoker, but Michaela and I both were, so he would be too.

We started at a lingerie shop and chose several sexy pieces. The staff spoke to him as if he were a woman, which helped settle his nerves. Only after we had paid did I lean towards the sales assistant and say, “Did you know this was a transvestite?”

Tammy’s face flushed deep red. The girl only smiled.

“Really? No. I was actually mega jealous that someone could look that hot. Fuck, now I’m even more jealous. So not fair.”

The genuine compliment relaxed him. By the time we left he even had a small spring in his step. The same pattern repeated in every shop. I outed him each time and received the same surprised, flattering reactions. With every store he began to look forward to hearing what they would say.

Then we reached a shoe shop he recognised at once. At the back, serving another customer, stood his wife.

“I can’t,” he hissed.

“You will,” I snapped, “or I will out you right here and it will not be pretty.”

We walked in and began looking at boots. A soft female voice asked if she could help us. We turned to find a short, plump woman with black hair. It was not Nela.

For the next fifteen minutes we tried on various pairs while Nela moved around the shop serving other customers, paying us no attention at all. Once we had chosen everything we moved to the till. The woman who had helped us began ringing up the items.

“Christine, these are all mixed up in the inventory,” Nela said. “It shows we have size five in stock but I can’t find them anywhere.”

“Oh, I know where they are. Can you cash these ladies up and I’ll sort it?” Christine replied.

Tammy tensed beside me. “Relax,” I hissed under my breath.

Nela looked up at us with a polite smile and started scanning. Halfway through she glanced up again and stared straight at Tammy. The smile did not fade. If anything it grew warmer. She finished the transaction, handed over the bags and told us to have a lovely day.

I felt Tammy’s whole body sag with relief the moment we stepped outside the store. That lasted only until Nela’s voice called after us.

“Ladies, just a moment please!”

We turned. She was walking towards us holding a receipt, the same polite customer-service smile fixed on her face.

“You forgot your receipt,” she said. Then her hand closed around my wrist. The smile stayed, but her voice dropped. “I don’t know what this is, or why my husband is dressed like this, but I think we need to talk.”

My stomach dropped. There was no clean way out of this. The careful plan I had built was about to collapse in the most public and bitter way possible.

“I suppose you’d better come over to my place then,” I said, and gave her the address.

“Fine. I’ll see you both after my shift ends at four.” The pleasant smile never slipped. She looked at her husband and added, almost lightly, “Though I must admit, I’m impressed.”

With that she turned and walked back inside. For a woman who had supposedly found God she looked remarkably soft: curly blonde hair, a bouncy A-line skirt, a compact, attractive figure. I felt my pussy grow wet at the thought of her in bed. Unlikely, of course, but the image stayed.

Tammy, predictably, fell apart the moment we were alone.

“Get it together, Tom,” I said, deliberately using the old name so he would understand how serious I was. “One way or another you are our bitch now, not hers. Your marriage is finished anyway.”

“But she’ll tell everyone! My parents!” he cried.

I laughed. “You think I wouldn’t? Your male life is over. You’re a submissive sissy bimbo and that is all you are from now on.”

When we got home I put him straight in front of the camera. I made him try on every outfit while I told my followers that his wife had caught him and was coming over. They loved the drama.

At half past four the doorbell rang. Nela stood there with the same sweet smile still in place. I led her into the living room and called for Tammy. When he appeared in the full pink sissy maid outfit Nela’s sharp intake of breath was impossible to miss. Something in that sound told me there was more to her than the conservative surface suggested.

“Tea?” I asked.

“Yes please.”

“Sissy! Two teas, and hurry up!” I snapped.

Tammy stared at me in pure horror, knowing exactly what I expected. He could not stop the words.

“Yes, M-mistress.”

Once he left the room I turned back to Nela. Our eyes met.

“I assumed he was seeing a professional dominatrix,” she said. “He thinks I don’t know about his fetish, but I do.”

“So why don’t you indulge it?”

She gave a small shrug. “I did. I still do, really. I’m strict with him at home, but it’s never enough, and frankly I can’t be bothered most of the time. I just wanted a child, but he can’t even manage that. I’m not sure I want one any more either.”

“What do you want?”

She looked away for a moment, almost wistful. “I’m not sure. Nothing really makes me happy. Even the religion bores me these days.”

I recognised the feeling. For a long time, while I was still sorting out my own sexuality, everything had felt flat. Men irritated me, straight women got on my nerves, and most of the lesbian girls my age seemed pathetic. I needed someone who actually heard me and no one did. In the end I got on better with straight women than with gay ones, and oddly enough it was the straight ones who fell for me.

“Are you gay?” I asked her.

“I don’t know. Maybe.” She shrugged again. “I do know I like my husband better like this.” A brief smile appeared, then faded. “How much is he paying you, though?”

“Nothing. I’m not a professional dominatrix. My girlfriend is, but she’s away in Canada at the moment. Tammy works for me.”

She looked surprised. “Properly earning?”

“The job is real,” I said. “He handles the network, the IT, the cameras. He’s also my cam-slut.”

The smile returned. “OnlyFans?”

“Yes. I’m a lesbian, so I dominate him on camera and have him serve men.”

“He’s slept with men?” She actually giggled.

“I wouldn’t say slept…”

The door opened and Tammy came in with the tray. He set it down, poured the tea, then stood waiting. I dismissed him. Once the door was shut again Nela asked to see some of the videos. I opened my account on the phone and showed her the footage of Tammy being gangbanged. She made no effort to hide how aroused the images made her.

When the clip finished she looked at me. “What do you get out of this?”

I decided honesty was the only option left. “I planned to out him, ruin him, and force him to become our live-in slave. He was meant to be a present for my girlfriend.”

“Why?”

I took a breath. I had never admitted this to anyone. “I’m scared my girlfriend is going to go back to men, the same way my last one did. So I decided to give her a sissy one she could play with instead.”

Nela giggled softly as she blew on her tea. “Has she ever given you any reason to think she’s going to leave you?”

“No,” I admitted.

“So you’re insane.” She laughed.

“A little, yes.”

“Good.” She took another sip of tea, then set the cup down. “That makes this easier.”

“What?” I asked, half expecting her to produce a weapon or start shouting.

“I want to lick your pussy.”

My mouth fell open. She continued as if she had simply asked for the sugar.

“I’ve never been with a woman before, so I want to try you. If I like it, then I’ll let you have my husband. In fact I’ll help you ruin him. On one condition.”

This was the last thing I had expected, yet she had my full attention.

“Go on.”

“If I like it, then I want to join you here, with your girlfriend. You help me work out who I am, what I like, what I don’t. It’s a package deal. Tom and I as your bitches to play with and to teach.”

“To own?” I asked, unable to stop the smirk.

“Perhaps…” She purred the word, stood up and placed her cup and saucer carefully on the table. I rose as well. “Maybe… let’s…” She stepped closer and let her fingers trail lightly down my side. “Start with a kiss?”

“Sounds like a plan,” I murmured.


Five

Michaela had expected me to be waiting at the airport. Instead she found a tall, sexy sissy in a metallic purple micro-dress that left his panties and stockings fully on show, ridiculous high-heeled ballet fetish shoes, an enormous matching bow on his head, and a padlocked dildo gag locked firmly in his mouth. He held a handwritten sign that read “Mistress Trixie”.

She stared at him for several long seconds, trying to work out what she was looking at, until the realisation hit.

“Tom?” she gasped.

He nodded, tucked the sign under one arm and took her suitcases, leading her out of the building while strangers watched in open shock.

“What the hell is this?” she asked. He could only shrug and point to the gag. “Did Teri put you up to this?” Another nod.

The confusion on her face slowly gave way to understanding. By the time he was loading the cases into the car she was already giggling. The drive home took two hours. She tried calling me several times; I ignored every one. I needed the house ready.

Getting Nela into the latex bodysuit had not been simple, especially with the new piercings she had collected over the last few days. Those days had been intense. One thing was already clear: Nela was anything but boring in bed. Once she got going she was loud, aggressive and extremely wet. Tammy had watched a completely different woman from the one he had been married to. When the three of us finally sat down and talked properly, each conversation helped both of them learn a little more about themselves.

Nela turned out to be a switch. With me she enjoyed being submissive, though she was a deliberate brat, pushing back just enough to draw out my aggression. With Tammy she became a pure sadist who loved making him cry.

We had not yet outed him to his friends and family. I had wanted to, but Nela insisted we wait for Michaela so all three of us could enjoy it together.

When Michaela finally walked through the door she found me standing in a black latex mini-dress with Nela kneeling at my feet, collared and leashed. Michaela took in the whole scene, looked back at the sissy who had driven her home, then asked quietly,

“His wife?”

“Yes.”

“Our plaything?”

“Both of them.”

A slow grin spread across her face. “You really know how to make a girl wet.” She walked straight over, kissed me hard, then turned to Nela, tipped her face up with one finger and kissed her as well.

“Know how to lick pussy?”

“Yes, Goddess,” Nela answered with a cheeky little purr.

“Good. Your husband already got me very turned on.”

Tammy was not allowed to watch while the three of us spent most of the morning in bed. He kept himself busy preparing lunch and cleaning, fully aware that the life he had known was finished. It was only while he stood at the counter that the full weight of Michaela’s return settled on him. Exposure was coming and there was nothing he could say or do to stop it. No safe word. No way out. His fate was already sealed.

For the first time in over two weeks the shaking returned. Tears followed. He caught his own reflection in the oven door.

What the fuck am I doing? I’m about to ruin my life.

When we came downstairs for lunch he collapsed onto his knees and broke down completely. He begged us not to expose him, insisted he was not even sure he wanted to be a sissy any more.

“Please, just let me go.”

We looked at one another. Nela was the first to laugh, a loud, unrestrained sound that filled the kitchen. She picked up her phone and pressed send on a set of emails and messages already prepared for every person they knew: both sets of parents, every friend, every colleague.

“There’s no going back, Tammy,” she said, still laughing. Then she produced several old packets of birth-control pills, the ones she had stopped taking when they first tried for a child. “Michaela, would you like to do the honours?”

“With pleasure.” Michaela pushed two pills from the blister pack and walked over to the kneeling sissy. “Two to start you off. To start your transition. Open.”

Even through the sobs he opened his mouth and swallowed.

“How does it feel, sissy?” I asked quietly. “Knowing your wife is a lesbian now and you are just a feminised bimbo who sucks cock.”

He cried harder. I bent down and unlocked the cage. His cock sprang up at once. I told him to stroke it. The sight was surreal: tears streaming down his face while he wanked like a desperate pervert in front of the three of us.

As he reached the edge he cried out, “Thank you, Mistresses! Thank you! Thank you!” At the same moment his phone began to buzz with the first replies. There was no going back and he knew it. His life as a man was finished. Something inside him clicked. The tears stopped. In their place appeared the bright, empty bimbo smile I had spent weeks training into him.

“Thank you, Mistress,” he said in a high, girlish voice, and gave a neat little curtsey.

“No problem. How about we ask the boys over to rape you?” I asked lightly.

“Oh yes pwease, Mistwess!” he gushed.

“Then go and get ready. I’ll call them.”

The sissy skipped out of the room. The three of us burst out laughing.

“You’ve officially broken him,” Nela said.

“Good,” Michaela replied. “I saw so many sissies in Canada. I did wonder what it would be like to own one.”

The thought stayed with me.

“What if we could get more?” I said. “But instead of only going after the sissy husbands, we go after their wives. What if we found bicurious wives and converted them?”

Michaela and Nela looked at each other, then both grinned. Their hands met across the table.

“We’re game,” they said at the same time.

I laid my hand over theirs.

“Excellent.” The smile that spread across my face was pure calculation.

The End


The Sissy Victim

One

I was walking home from work when they grabbed me. Three of them, fast and strong, hauled me off the pavement and into the back of a van before I could even shout. I tried to fight but it was useless. I am a skinny bloke with no real muscle; just an ordinary guy. That was the part that made no sense. What would three men want with someone like me?

The van moved off. While it drove they cut my clothes away in strips, bagged the pieces, and forced a thick gag into my mouth. Then they started dressing me. Pink satin and white lace lingerie first. One of them frowned.

“I thought he was meant to be shaved.”

“Must have been a mix-up,” another answered.

I tried to protest again but the gag turned every word into useless noise. They carried on: sheer stockings rolled up my legs, then a short, puffy pink mini-dress covered in white lace. A blonde wig followed, heavy make-up, and finally a pair of pink high-heeled Mary-Janes.

The van stopped outside a warehouse. They dragged me inside and shoved me down onto a dirty mattress. The three men stripped, already hard, and moved in. I knew what was coming. The first cock pushed into my mouth and the second man lined up behind me. I felt sick and completely lost.

Then a door opened and the sharp click of heels crossed the concrete floor.

“Well, husband dearest, I’ve got you now. You’re going to be my little gay sissy bitch, and—”

The woman’s voice cut off dead. I looked up and met a pair of striking green eyes. Smoky make-up, long black hair, a tiny waist and large breasts. The dominant expression on her face collapsed into pure shock.

“Who the hell is this?” she screamed.

The cock left my mouth at once. The man who had been pressing against me stepped back just as quickly.

“Er… what?” one of them said.

“This isn’t my husband!” She dropped to her knees and started untying me with shaking hands. “I’m so sorry. I’m sorry. Please don’t go to the police.”

I rubbed my wrists and stood. The flared skirt swished around my thighs.

“What the hell?” I managed.

“It was meant to be a sex game,” she said, still sounding panicked. “My husband is submissive. I was going to sissify him. This is a complete mistake. None of us want to go to jail. I’ll pay you. I have money.”

She looked genuinely terrified. I let out a long breath and shook my head.

“Just pay for the clothes you ruined.”

“Of course. Can we take you somewhere?” she asked.

Being honest, I did not want them to know where I lived. Instead I rang my wife and asked her to come and collect me. While we waited, the woman (her name was Kylie) explained that she was a high-powered lawyer who rarely found time for the kinkier side of her marriage. When she and her husband did play, they tended to go all out. She talked me through the sissy mindset and the exact game they had planned. It felt strange sitting there in the full pink outfit opposite this beautiful woman, yet the clothes themselves were surprisingly comfortable. The soft lingerie felt better against my skin than I wanted to admit.

“How do I get all this back to you?” I asked.

“Keep it or bin it,” she said with an apologetic smile. “It’s fine.”

Marie arrived a short while later. The moment she saw me she burst out laughing. That stopped the second I told her what had actually happened. Her face went red with anger and she started shouting at Kylie, calling her a disgrace. I stepped in and calmed her down.

“It’s all right, Marie. I forgave her. It was a genuine mistake.”

Before we left, Kylie pressed her phone number into my hand and told me to call if I ever needed anything, legal or otherwise.

On the drive home Marie fired questions at me non-stop. I went through the whole story again, adding the explanations Kylie had given me about her husband and what a sissy actually was. Marie was furious that the men had forced themselves on me. I told her that nothing had gone further than my mouth, which was mostly true, though not entirely.

When we pulled into the drive I barely thought about the neighbours. We simply got out, waved to the couple next door, and walked inside still dressed as I was.

“Take that lot off and I’ll bin it,” Marie said.

I started stripping down to the lingerie and felt a small pang of guilt at the idea of throwing it away. The outfit had felt good. For the first time I wondered whether there might be a sissy streak in me after all. I had never once considered wearing women’s clothes, yet this set sat against my skin in a way that was hard to ignore.

Once I was down to the lingerie Marie sighed.

“I don’t like wasting things though,” she said. “Take the rest off. I’ll wash it and bag it up. Maybe we can sell it or give it away or something.”

I finished undressing in the bedroom for one reason only. The huge satin panties with their ruffled lace edges sat so comfortably around my waist and thighs that I could not bring myself to throw them away. In the end I stuffed them into the back of my underwear drawer and told myself I would deal with them later.

During the week that followed the whole incident kept replaying in my head. Any anger towards Kylie or the three men faded. In its place came a quiet, unexpected excitement. The memory of the cock slowly pressing into my arse sent a low buzz through my belly. Even stranger, I found myself wanking to the recollection of the one that had been forced down my throat. It had not tasted unpleasant; the man had been clean, recently washed. I supposed that made sense if they were professional performers of some kind.

I also spent time looking up Kylie Mathis. She really was a founding partner at Mathis, Pedersen and Coyle, one of the biggest law firms in the city. The woman had serious money, yet she kept her private life carefully hidden. No wonder she had looked so frightened about grabbing the wrong man for her game.

Around the same time an email arrived from her personal address. It was odd that she already knew my private email, but I assumed someone in her position could find almost anything.

“Just wanted to check you were okay and didn’t need anything,” she wrote. She was clearly still worried about possible fallout. I was not that sort of person. It had been a sex game that went wrong, nothing more.

I replied: “Please don’t worry about it. Mistakes happen and I’m fine. I actually look back at it and laugh. Your secret is safe with us, and thank you for your concern.”

“Glad to hear it hasn’t left any lasting effects! But still, if you ever need anything, you have a friend in me.”

I almost smiled at the Toy Story line.

“I won’t say it hasn’t left any lasting effects,” I wrote back, “but let’s just say no negative lasting effects.”

“Well… that’s interesting.” A second message followed almost immediately. “Did you keep the dress and underwear?”

I licked my lips. Something about the question suggested she was not asking because she wanted the clothes returned.

“Marie collected them,” I answered. “She was going to bin them, then decided to give them away instead. Not sure what happened after that. Maybe she forgot and they’re still here somewhere.”

I nearly added that I had kept the panties, but I could not quite type the words.

She did not write back, but her messages made me remember the panties still hidden in the drawer. I was home alone that afternoon, so I decided to put them on.

I went into the bedroom and opened the underwear drawer. Marie had done the laundry recently; the boxer shorts were neatly stacked. Underneath them, instead of the crumpled ball I had left, the pink satin panties lay freshly washed and carefully folded. Marie had cleaned them and put them back.

I stood there for a moment, then opened the sock drawer and pushed my ordinary socks aside. At the back, bundled together, were the pink stockings, the lacy tops clearly visible. Beside them sat the matching satin and lace suspender belt.

My heart started to race. Why had she put them there? Had she found the panties and simply assumed I wanted to keep them, or did she actually want me to wear them? The confusion sat heavy in my chest, yet it also turned me on more than I expected.

But that was not everything. The drawer under my socks held the usual sports gear. The one beneath that had always been empty. I pulled it open and found the soft pink satin bralette with its thick white lace, lying alone in the middle of the drawer. She had given me a bra drawer.

Almost in a daze I walked over to the wardrobe, pushed my suits aside, and found the sissy dress hanging there, freshly laundered, ironed and ready.

Instead of putting the panties on straight away I went back downstairs to the laptop and messaged my wife.

“Saw you put the sissy stuff back. Why?”

Ten long minutes passed before the reply arrived.

“You kept the panties. Why?”

I decided to tell the truth.

“They felt good.”

“You looked good,” she wrote. There it was. “After I calmed down I kept thinking about how you looked in it, about the game Kylie was playing. Once I knew you were okay, it kind of turned me on. Do you mind?”

“No,” I answered. “It turns me on too.”

“Good. Wear the underwear and let me know if you still feel good in it. If you do, we can maybe get you some more.”

“Okay.” I typed the word without hesitation. I wanted this as well.

By the time Marie came home I had spent the entire day in the full set. I had already told her, so when she walked through the door she simply grinned and said, “Show me.”

I stripped down to the pink satin and white lace. Her breathing changed at once. The moment I stood there fully dressed she was on me, mouth hard against mine. I moaned as her hand rubbed my cock through the soft material, the sensation sending a clear buzz through my whole body. I could not understand why it felt so good, or why it felt so right.

We fell back onto the sofa. She freed my cock, tugged her skirt up and pulled her little white thong to one side. Then she sank her smooth, shaved pussy straight onto my four-inch erection. With a sharp arch of her back she began to ride me, rolling her hips in steady, pulsing strokes that soon had her coming hard. Every so often her hands found the satin of the bralette, pinching my nipples or stroking across my chest.

Once she had finished she grinned and turned her full attention to me. For the first time she became properly vocal.

“So you like being my little sissy? Found your sexual identity, have you? Want to be my little submissive sissy bitch? Tell me.”

“Yes. Yes, I love it!”

“We’ll buy you more underwear. More knickers. Sexy little things to remind you I’m the one in charge here.”

“Yes, Mistress! Yes!”

“Mmm. Mistress. I like that.”

I could not hold back any longer. I came deep inside her. She collapsed onto my chest, hands resting on my shoulders.

“That was so hot,” she gasped.

“Yeah. I loved it.”

We kissed for a while before she rolled off, grabbed a tissue and pressed it between her legs.

“Wow,” she said again.

“Did you mean it? About getting more lingerie?”

She smiled, then gave a small shrug. “I can’t see any reason not to. It’s fun and you look cute in it. But you need to shave that body. It doesn’t work with the lingerie.”

“True.”

We ran a bath together. Once we were in the water she carefully shaved me from the neck down. Afterwards I put the panties back on and she handed me an old pink satin nightie of hers. It was plain, but it was a start. Then we went downstairs to cook dinner.

“What about the dress?” I asked while she chopped an onion.

“What about it?”

“Do you want me to wear it?”

She looked up with a smirk. “On the weekends, for a bit of kinky play? Why not. Do you not want to?”

“I kind of do,” I admitted, feeling my face heat. “But what about the wig?”

“I kept that too. Don’t worry.” She set the knife down. “Honey, I’ve been reading about sissies and female domination. I have to admit it’s a proper turn-on. If you’re okay with it, I’d like to try it for real. I think Kylie and I might be more alike than I first realised.”

Until that moment I had never really looked at my wife as anything other than my wife. Marie was a very attractive woman, yet she rarely dressed to show it, usually choosing frumpy clothes or work suits. Underneath, though, she had a smooth, tight body, full breasts and a firm, curved backside. Her brown hair was kept to a neat shoulder length for work, but I still remembered the years when it had been long and playful.

Over the years Marie had poured herself into her career. As a young woman who had climbed into upper management she was rightly proud of how far she had come, and I was proud of her too. Career had never mattered much to me. The less I chased promotion, the more it seemed to arrive on its own. I worked mostly from home, leading a global development team, yet I had never set out to reach that level. I simply wanted to make things.

The difficulty was that the higher Marie rose, the more she shaped herself into the image she believed the role demanded. I had told her more than once to dress for herself rather than for the part, but she never really listened. In a male-dominated world she was convinced that success required visible class and restraint. I thought the opposite was true these days. Plenty of women who dressed exactly as they pleased were seen as sharp and in command.

It felt like the right moment to raise the point again.

“Honey, if you and Kylie want to be more alike, you should probably look her up properly. She’s a really big name in the legal profession.”

“Hmm…” Marie answered, thoughtful. “Good idea.”

I hoped that would be enough. Every public photo of Kylie showed her in sexy, stylish clothes; many of them involved leather or latex. If Marie spent even a short time looking, she would see it for herself.


Two

Funnily enough it turned out that Kylie’s firm represented the same corporation Marie worked for. Marie never actually contacted her; it was simply an interesting coincidence. Over the next week she spent time looking into Kylie’s public image and agreed that her own wardrobe could use an update.

Mine received an update as well, though we decided not to empty the bank account on expensive kink wear. Shein proved ideal for cheap sissy panties and underwear. Within days my drawers were full of full-cut briefs, shorts and bloomers in every shade of pink and white.

At the weekend I put on the original sissy dress and spent the day cleaning the house and trying to serve my wife properly. Marie still found it difficult to stay in full bitch mode for long, and I sometimes struggled to act the complete servant. None of that stopped the whole arrangement from making us both extremely horny, which usually ended with us fucking. That, in the end, was the real point.

Once the dress went into the wash I was left with only the lingerie. I found myself wanting to wear a proper dress during the day when I was alone in the house. Searching for sissy dresses online quickly pulled me into a long rabbit hole that all seemed to lead back to Chinese manufacturers. The trouble was sizing. The dress Kylie had given me fitted perfectly, which only made the problem more confusing.

I decided the cleanest way forward was to contact Kylie, even though that meant admitting out loud that I was a sissy. There was something oddly exhilarating about saying it, first to myself and then to her. I sent a short email explaining that I wanted to buy more dresses but had no idea where to start or how to choose sizes.

“Wonderful!” she replied almost at once. “I’m so glad our little encounter opened some new doors. As for the dresses, I have a woman who makes them for me. They’re a bit more expensive, of course, but the quality is excellent, as you’ve already seen. The ones online look pretty in photos, yet they often turn out thin and poorly made. If you like, I can arrange for you to meet her at my place.”

The invitation made me pause. Why her house? Why not the dressmaker’s workshop or even ours? It felt as though Kylie was finding another way to pull me deeper into her world. The first time had already changed everything, so the idea was both tempting and slightly worrying.

I knew better than to keep any of this from Marie. I messaged her the full conversation and waited.

“I think it would be good to get you a few more dresses,” she wrote back, “but we still have a mortgage and bills. I’m not sure we should be throwing money at kink clothes that only get used every other weekend.”

All fair points. The trouble was, I no longer wanted this to stay an every-other-weekend activity. Before I could type a reply another message arrived.

“That is, unless you want to be my sissy slave more often?” A simple smiley face followed the question.

“I do,” was all I sent.

“Well… that changes a few things,” Marie wrote. “If we’re going to invest in this properly, we do it properly, not the half-hearted way we tried at the weekend. I suggest one week on, one week off to start with. During the week on you submit completely. No arguments, no questions. I commit to the role as your mistress. Agreed?”

I swallowed hard as I read the message. My cock was already thickening. I had been reading about sissies as well, and about something else.

“I agree,” I typed, “but then no sex that week and no masturbation. Chastity for me.”

“That can be arranged…”

“And I want you to find a lover,” I added quickly, hitting send before I could change my mind.

The reply took longer this time.

“Trev, that’s risky…”

“Everything is risky…”

“You would really want that?”

“Yes.”

“Then I’ll think about it. I can’t promise yes, but I won’t pretend it doesn’t turn me on. Tell Kylie you’ll meet her.”

I sent the acceptance. Kylie’s answer arrived within minutes.

“Eight PM, my place, and bring your lovely wife. Do not be late. Mistress Kylie.”

That evening I stood in the bedroom unsure what to wear. Marie made the decision for me. If we were going to Kylie’s house I would wear the full dress, the wig and the make-up. Once again I walked out to the car in a sissy outfit, only this time I was sharply aware of every detail and of the neighbours who might be watching.

“All dressed up again, I see,” Mr Henderson called from his front garden, chuckling.

“Er, yeah. Costume party,” I managed.

“Oh yes?” He grinned. “Where’s Marie’s costume then?”

“No costume party, Mr Henderson,” Marie said calmly. “I’m making Trev into my slave.”

“Good for you, honey,” he laughed.

We drove through the town centre, drawing stares at every set of traffic lights. I was certain people had looked the same way the first time Marie brought me home, but back then my mind had been somewhere else. Now the public exposure itself was turning me on, and Marie knew it. Every so often she reached down, felt how hard I was, and gave a quiet little chuckle.

“We need to get you that cage,” she said.

Eventually we turned onto what everyone called billionaire’s row: enormous houses hidden behind high walls, manned gates and long private drives. Our Honda Civic felt completely out of place. As we approached Kylie’s address the tall wrought-iron gates swung open and a guard nodded us through.

The house itself was a vast brown-brick building, far too large for one family. We parked behind a bright yellow Lamborghini and shared a quick look. Both of us were wondering whether this whole evening might be a serious mistake.

The front doors opened and two women in long black satin maid uniforms stepped out. They did not look like sissies, so we assumed they were ordinary staff. I wondered how much they were paid to keep quiet about their employer’s private life.

“Marie! Trevor!” Kylie called, her stilettos clicking across the marble foyer. “Trevor, you look even better than I remembered.” She kissed Marie on both cheeks, then looked me up and down. “The body hair is gone, I see. Excellent. Now, I know you’re new to this, so let me explain the rule. Whenever you greet a Mistress you drop to your knees, lean forward and kiss each foot gently. Is that clear?”

I glanced at Marie. She was already smirking, waiting to see what I would do. Instinct took over. I sank to my knees and pressed my lips to each of Kylie’s shoes in turn. Marie’s smirk softened into a knowing smile.

“Very good,” Kylie said. “A natural, I’d say. You may stand. Follow me.”

As we walked further into the house we came face to face with four sissies standing in a neat line. Each held a tray with a different bottle and an empty glass. They wore latex gimp masks under their wigs and stood perfectly still. Marie made a small sound that was not surprise; it was arousal.

“Marie, please help yourself to whatever you’d like,” Kylie said. At that moment another sissy appeared, this one without a mask. I knew at once it was her husband. The resemblance to me was unsettling. He carried a single champagne flute filled with a pale yellow liquid.

“Sissy, my husband is holding a special drink for you. You are under no obligation to take it, of course, but it would please me greatly if you did.”

“Is that what I think it is?” Marie asked, staring at the glass.

“Yes. My piss,” Kylie answered with a calm smile. “If you feel it’s too far, I’ll have him take it away.”

Marie’s eyes flicked to mine, then she said, “I’ll leave that decision to Trevor.”

I swallowed. Part of me wanted to drink it simply to prove my obedience. Another part worried Marie would think less of me. In the end the submissive urge won. I stepped forward, took the glass, and lifted it.

Kylie’s smirk mirrored the one on my wife’s face. Marie clearly wanted me to do it.

“To new and unexpected friends,” Kylie said, raising her own glass after Marie had chosen a red wine.

While the others drank, Marie watched me put the glass to my lips and tip the urine back. It was lighter than I expected, not especially bitter, with a faint trace of the wine she must have drunk earlier. I finished it in a few swallows. Kylie told me she could provide a fresh glass later if I wished.

“Yvonne, my dressmaker, will be here shortly. She’s running a little late. Have you eaten?”

“Yes, thank you,” Marie replied.

“Then let’s sit. Tell me, I hope you’ve forgiven me for the mix-up with your husband?”

Marie smiled. “I suppose I should actually be thanking you. It really opened our eyes. In fact Trevor suggested I find a lover. Not something I would have considered before, to be honest.”

Kylie rested a light hand on Marie’s knee and gave a delighted little gasp. “Oh, you must. Cuckolding is some of the best fun you can have in a sexual relationship. Ordinary cheating is dull. Watching the look in your husband’s eyes while a strong bull takes you is something else entirely.”

“Well, I’ll certainly think about it.” Marie grinned and shot me a quick sideways glance.

“You work at Delta9 Software, correct?” Kylie asked.

Marie looked briefly startled, then realised Kylie was not the sort of woman who left details unchecked. A background search was almost certain.

“That’s right. I’m Director of Process.”

“Two steps below the CFO. Not bad for… thirty?”

“That’s right.” Marie answered with quiet pride.

“You know Ken Doughtey is retiring soon.”

Marie was well aware. Her boss’s boss would be gone within months, yet her own name was nowhere near the shortlist. She was considered too young, and the post would almost certainly go to someone who already played golf with the board.

“Yes, I’d heard.”

“I play golf with Jim Simmons from the board,” Kylie said. “If you like, I can put in a good word. My understanding is that he’s under real pressure to diversify the leadership. A young, capable woman like you could make a strong impression.”

“Wow. I mean, yes. Please.”

“Of course…” Kylie’s hand returned to Marie’s leg, then slid slowly higher, settling on the inner thigh. “There are other ways we women can help each other. I’d like to think we can be open. Share ideas…”

It was obvious what Kylie wanted, and Marie seemed more than willing. Her nervous smile shifted into a clear smirk of understanding as she let her knees fall apart. Without waiting for further instruction she reached down, pushed her skirt all the way up and slid her little black panties down her thighs.

“Good girl,” Kylie murmured. She leaned in and kissed Marie while her fingers slipped straight into her cunt.

The two of them stayed locked together for several minutes. The rest of us sissies simply stood and watched. Kylie’s fingers worked steadily, then faster, until Marie’s breath broke into sharp cries. She came hard, almost sobbing with the force of it.

“Good girl… very good girl,” Kylie purred against her mouth. “You like mommy’s fingers inside you?”

“Yes… mommy.”

“Mmm.” They kissed again. “Hear that, sissy? Looks like Marie knows which side her bread is buttered. Do you?” Kylie clicked her fingers. A tall, heavily built black man in a Venetian mask stepped into the room. His thick cock hung soft and heavy between his legs, swinging as he walked.

“Why don’t you show us whether you’re happy to carry on from where you left off the other week, or whether you’re too scared to accept what you are?”

My eyes shot to Marie in panic. Kylie still had two fingers buried inside her and was squeezing one of her exposed breasts with her free hand. Marie’s gaze locked on mine, teeth gritted as another wave of pleasure rolled through her. The look she gave me was clear; if I can let a woman do this to me, you can take a man.

I stepped forward. The man closed the remaining distance. I drew a long breath, trying to steady the hammering in my chest, then dropped to my knees. I took the soft cock into my mouth and began to suck, working it steadily until it thickened and hardened against my tongue.

“Oh yes,” Marie gasped behind me. “Suck it. Suck that cock.” Her voice was thick with arousal. She was enjoying every second. Something in her had woken up and she wanted this from me.

The encouragement from my wife was all the permission I needed. I stopped thinking about anything else and concentrated on the thick cock filling my mouth. It swelled steadily against my tongue until it was completely hard. A small moan escaped me, almost like pride at the result. His large hand settled on the back of my head and his hips began to move, using my throat for his own pleasure.

Just as quickly as he had started he pulled out. He walked straight over to Marie. She was already slumped forward, knees bent and legs open, eyes half-pleading. Kylie kept pinching and rolling her nipples while the man positioned himself and pushed into my wife in one smooth thrust. In that moment I became a cuckold.

Kylie reached out and took my hand, drawing me closer.

“Come and watch,” she whispered. “Isn’t it beautiful?”

“Yes,” I managed.

Devon drove into Marie with steady, powerful strokes. She screamed and cried out in pure abandon. I had never seen her like this: completely used, completely uncontrolled, and somehow perfect in it. Every thrust seemed to push her higher.

“Fuck! Fuck!” she shouted as another orgasm tore through her. “He’s so good! So good!”

Kylie smiled, still holding my hand, and spoke over Marie’s panting.

“He’s yours to play with whenever you like. My gift to you.”

“Really?” Marie gasped, still shuddering.

“Yes. He works for me. A lawyer. Submissive to women, dominant with men. A true sex slave and a true bull. Aren’t you, Devon?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he answered with a grin, never slowing his rhythm.

“You call him and he will come. He’s your lover now.”

I knelt there watching my wife being fucked by a man Kylie had simply handed over, understanding exactly how carefully this evening had been arranged. Kylie was not improvising. She was collecting us.

“Oh, this is the best present in the world,” Marie gasped, already tightening around Devon as another orgasm built.

To my right I noticed Kylie’s husband give a small, discreet nod. Kylie saw it at once. She rose, took my hand and drew me to my feet.

“Yvonne is here,” she said quietly. “Come. Let’s give your wife some privacy.”


Three

When Yvonne arrived at the house with ten different dresses she insisted I try every single one so she could check the fit. The chubby blonde woman fussed over each silky little outfit, adjusting the puffed shoulders, settling the flared skirts and making sure every petticoat sat exactly right. When I finally asked for the bill she told me Mistress Kylie had already settled it. I should not have been surprised.

More than three weeks had passed since that first evening, and everything had changed. The idea of one week on and one week off had simply disappeared. Marie settled firmly into the role of Mistress and stayed there. Kylie became a regular presence, either at our house or ours at hers, for intensive training of both of us: me as a sissy and Marie as a proper dominant.

Devon had become a regular visitor as well. When he was first presented as Marie’s lover I assumed that meant the odd evening of sex. I had not expected dinner dates, theatre trips and constant flirty messages. He was no longer just a bull. He was functioning as a boyfriend, and that fact left me deeply uneasy.

I raised the concern with Kylie. She told me not to worry.

“You are a caged sissy now,” she said. “You no longer have sex with Marie. Your job is to make sure she is properly looked after. Part of that is serving her as her maid and her servant. The other part is ensuring she has a partner who can give her the things you no longer can: equal conversation, companionship, the ordinary happiness of being with a man. You know in your heart that you are no longer that man. Correct?”

I looked away. A sharp mix of hurt and arousal settled deep in my chest. She was right. I no longer wanted to see myself as an equal. I was a sissy.

“You’re right,” I said.

She smiled. “See? You are not a man. You are a sissy. You have no right to a wife. You only have the right to serve. My husband and I will divorce eventually and he will be handed over to Mark, my lover. My sissy has not slept in the same bed as me for nearly a year. That is simply how it is, and he is content with it.”

“But what does he get out of it?”

The same knowing grin appeared. “Trust me, he has far more sex now than he ever did with me. And you will too.”

The memory of how we first met rose unbidden. More sex… but not with women.

“You made him gay?” I asked.

She gave a small shrug. “Perhaps. I don’t think it helps to give it a name. He is no longer human. He is simply a thing, the same as you. Your rights and opinions do not matter to anyone. But that is what you want, isn’t it? You do not want me to care about you, just as you no longer want Marie to care about you. You only want to serve. Don’t you?”

I let out a long breath. My stomach churned with a strange excitement while my body shivered with equal parts fear and lust. The more I thought of myself as nothing, as a tool, as a servant, the freer I felt.

“Yes.”

She gripped the back of my hair and pulled it sharply backwards.

“See? Just give in to your desires and you will never have to worry about your own happiness again.”

Then she leaned over and let a slow string of drool fall from her mouth into mine.

And so I now owned a full set of dresses. Yvonne was not finished, though. She produced several large plastic bags and began gathering every piece of male clothing I still possessed. I knew better than to argue. I knew this was simply what I deserved.

After she left I sat alone in the middle of the room, the stiff, ruffled fabric of the puffy dress crackling around me with every small movement. I asked myself whether this was truly what I wanted, whether this was where I belonged. The change had not been gradual. It had been a sudden, complete loss of control. Everything I had read about Kylie said she was one of the most successful lawyers in the city precisely because she could manipulate almost anyone. She got away with things other people could not. Men and women alike became putty in her hands, and Marie was clearly no exception.

Whenever we were alone Marie spoke about Kylie with open admiration, calling her perfect. I was no longer so sure. I kept returning to the day I had been dragged off the street. I still believed the original mix-up had been genuine, yet I could not shake the feeling that Kylie had taken that mistake and shaped it into something far more useful. When life gives you lemons, make lemonade. Was I the lemonade?

That evening Marie came home full of excitement and asked me to model the new dresses. Instead I sat her down and told her we needed to talk.

“I’m scared,” I said.

She took both my hands and smiled gently. “All right. What’s scaring you?”

“I’m scared we’re being manipulated by Kylie. I’m scared I’m turning into something I never actually wanted to be. She took every piece of male clothing I owned. I can only be a sissy now. What if the whole thing was planned the moment she realised the first man was the wrong one?”

Marie nodded and kept her voice calm. “Let’s slow down. First of all, it was my idea for Yvonne to take the male clothes. I want you as a full-time sissy. That said, nothing has been thrown away. Everything is in storage. If this stops being what you want, we can bring it all back.

“Now take Kylie out of the picture. Take everyone else out of the picture. Just you and me. Are you having fun?”

I thought about it honestly. There was no point denying the truth.

“Yes,” I admitted.

“Okay. Look, I know it’s a lot at once. If you really are struggling that much we can hit pause whenever you need to. But first let me tell you how I see it.

“I think Kylie felt genuine guilt about what happened that day. At the same time I think she recognised something in you that was very close to her own husband. What you don’t know is that it was her husband who first brought her into this lifestyle. Before they started he suffered badly with depression and almost no self-worth.

“She told me that when she first met you, you didn’t look as disgusted as someone in that situation should have. When the man put his cock in your mouth you closed your eyes and actually sucked. You seemed comfortable in the clothes. She only realised all of that afterwards, which is why she emailed you to check you were all right. Part of that was also to see how you would respond, whether the experience was still sitting with you. Clearly it was. You can agree with that, can’t you?”

I let out a long breath. “Yes.”

“I like the life we used to have. If we need to go back to it, I really don’t mind. But I love this. I love the game. I love that I get to play it with my husband beside me. I love dominating you and watching the look on your face when I humiliate you. You don’t see it, but I do. I say or do something cruel and you look… blissful.

“What you’re feeling right now is shame. Take the shame out of the picture and remember that your wife, the person who loves you most, loves you even more for what you’ve become. So tell me. What do you actually feel?”

I smiled. She was right. If I shut everyone else out and only looked at how Marie herself had responded to each new step, the shame faded and something closer to pride remained. Then the darker thoughts returned: Kylie’s talk of making me gay, of losing my wife, of eventual divorce.

Marie chuckled softly when she saw the worry on my face.

“All of that can still be talked about. I love you for who you are, not for your cock. If we never unlocked it again I would be fine with that. At the same time I don’t want you left without any sex at all. That would be unfair. Your cock is locked and you are not allowed another woman, so men fucking you becomes the practical solution. Try not to label it gay or bi or straight. Think of yourself as a sex toy. That is why Kylie is already talking about divorce. In her world she cannot be seen as a single woman, and she certainly cannot risk anyone discovering she has a sissy husband. Staying married keeps the questions coming. The cleanest route is to divorce him and marry her lover instead.”

The logic was cold but clear. I pointed out that Marie herself was not a high-profile public figure in the same way.

She tilted her head in a way that told me I should not be so certain.

“Kylie has been quietly pushing the idea of me as the next CFO with members of the board. If that gathers any real traction they will run a full background check. The company is large enough that they cannot afford a compromising situation. In other words, I cannot be open to blackmail.”

“Oh,” I said, the pieces starting to slot together.

“They will begin the formal selection process in the next few weeks. My name is likely to be put forward.”

“Oh…” I muttered, finally understanding. Anything that could be used against her would need to be cleaned up before that process began.

“But… I’m already a sissy,” I said quietly.

She smiled, the expression both soft and apologetic.

“Yes. And I want you to know that no matter what we decide, it changes nothing about how I feel about you. But we do have a decision to make.”

“Couldn’t we just put the sissy side on hold until after the selection process finishes?”

“No, honey. Either we stop completely, or…”

“Or we divorce and I continue as your servant.”

“Correct.” She squeezed my hand. “If we wait until afterwards I end up in the same position Kylie is in now, only later it would look more suspicious. Better to deal with it cleanly now.”

“It’s just so fast…”

“You don’t have to decide this second.” She leaned in and kissed me.

We spent a relatively ordinary evening together, even though I still cooked dinner and moved around the house in the sissy dress. The tension sat underneath everything. Later that night she unlocked the cage, pushed the layers of petticoat aside and climbed onto my cock.

“Why don’t we make a game of it?” she asked. “If you cum quickly, we divorce and you become a full-time sissy. If you last longer than thirty seconds, we go back to normal.”

I have no idea why I agreed. My mind was already split: one part urging me to finish as fast as possible, the other trying desperately to hold back. In the end neither side mattered.

Marie rode me with a steady rhythm, looking straight into my eyes and smiling.

“Do it, baby. Cum for me. Let me ruin you. Make you my sissy bitch. Divorce me and never touch a woman again. I know you want it. You know I want it.”

“You want it?” I asked.

She laughed. “More than anything.”

I came almost at once. I did not even last ten seconds. She climbed off me, turned around and settled her used pussy over my mouth.

“I knew it,” she said, still chuckling.

After I cleaned myself I returned to the bed and lifted the skirts so she could replace the cage. Instead of the familiar black plastic device a different one was waiting: small, flat, metal, fitted with a tube. She worked the ring into place, then seated the metal locking piece. There was no ordinary brass padlock. In its place sat a solid metal insert with a small plastic tab attached.

She pushed the insert fully home and twisted the plastic tab until it snapped off with a sharp click.

“That’s a permalock,” she explained. “It cannot be removed or picked with this cage.” She pressed additional metal clips into every gap for extra security, then carefully inserted the thin tube into my urethra. “The tube lets you urinate and can be taken out for cleaning.”

“And the cage itself?” I asked.

“Can never come off.” She smiled. “This is what you want, Trev. Stop pretending otherwise. Tomorrow I’ll speak to Kylie and we can start the divorce papers. But I need you to hear this.” She took both my hands. “I will always love you. I will never leave you. We simply cannot stay married.”

“Okay,” I said quietly. The sadness was real, yet I understood. I only needed time to accept it.


Four

It felt strange being a bridesmaid at my ex-wife’s wedding. Stranger still was kneeling with my head bowed at the foot of the bed in the honeymoon suite while Devon took her again and again. Yet the expected sadness never arrived. I did not feel I had lost her. The relationship had simply changed shape.

In the weeks after that decisive night we held one more completely honest conversation about what she required from a sissy slave. We agreed there would be no further kissing and no further intimacy from her towards me. The old life had to be cleanly separated from the new role. That meant accepting myself fully as a slave. It also meant she would treat me as one. Politeness and everyday kindness between us would stop. I would have to accept that. I did. Finally, punishments would no longer be limited to serious failures. Any time she felt I fell short of her standards she could choose whatever penalty she wished, physical or public.

“That could mean a beating,” she said, “or something that humiliates you in front of other people.”

The day her promotion to CFO became official was the day I formally left my own job. My income was no longer considered necessary. My time was better spent serving. So that was what I did.

Over the following weeks Devon became a permanent fixture in the house. One of the first new rules introduced was oral service. Marie was clear that she was not a rapist; full sex with a man would not be forced until I said I was ready. At the same time the only television I was permitted to watch was gay pornography. The message was obvious. She was patiently steering me toward the next step.

On the weekends we spent most of our time at Kylie’s with her other slaves. She had divorced her husband as well. While Marie and Kylie entertained themselves with Devon and Kylie’s lover Mark, I joined the rest of the servants cleaning the house and waiting on them.

The two women who had first greeted us at the door turned out to be voluntary submissives. They received a proper living wage, lived in the house, and were regularly taken down to a well-equipped dungeon for beatings. Most of them stayed only a few months. Eventually they met a master or mistress at one of the parties and left, usually with a cash payout and a strict NDA.

Evenings at the mansion were harder. Sissy Alex, Kylie’s former husband, was openly gay and often shared a bed with the male servants. Because we all slept in one large room I spent hours listening to them fuck and watching them try to persuade me to join in. So far I had managed to keep my distance. I still believed that the moment I crossed that line there would be no way back.

Alex’s situation felt strange. He was a full-time maid, went out shopping in full sissy clothing, yet somehow had more freedom than I did. He could simply tell Kylie he had plans for Friday night and she accepted it. If I tried the same thing Marie would ask what those plans were, and I never had an answer. I had stopped speaking to friends and family. There seemed little point. I was a sissy now.

That isolation was a subject that returned again and again. Marie refused to force the issue until she decided I was ready. The only time she made me speak to my family was during the divorce. The news shocked everyone, of course, but I managed to frame it as an amicable split in which we remained friends.

The deeper I sank into submission, the higher her expectations became. At first I was not required to shop. Later she decided I should, so I drove to the furthest supermarket where no one knew me. Eventually she ordered me to surrender my driving licence. Sissies did not drive. That meant walking to the shops, which in turn meant the neighbours began stopping me to ask questions. In the end I came out to them as transgender.

One neighbour, however, was delighted. Mr Henderson, the elderly widower next door, never left me alone. He was a neat old man with thick grey stubble and silver hair who spent most of his time in the garden, and he made no secret of his interest in crossdressers and ladyboys.

“Ah, the time I spent in Bangkok,” he would say, smiling at the memory.

He loved telling his stories, and Marie was surprisingly tolerant of the time I spent with him. She had always been soft-hearted toward the elderly, so it did not surprise me that she encouraged the conversations. If talking to Mr Henderson meant I could avoid scrubbing toilets or crawling around on the floor with a brush, I was happy to linger by the fence.

Gradually, though, the friendly chats changed. Mr Henderson became the dirty old man next door. Walking past the fence I would feel his fingers pinch my arse, then a sharp little spank. He started asking when I was going to give him a kiss. One afternoon he simply pulled out a long, thick cock and asked if I wanted to suck it. Marie found the whole thing hilarious and never ordered me to respond.

Then a weekend arrived when Marie was away with Devon, Kylie and Mark. To make certain I stayed in line she gave Mr Henderson a key and told him to look in on me. I knew about the arrangement and told her I did not feel safe.

“No longer my problem,” she laughed, and spat in my face. Spitting had become one of her favourite habits, along with making me drink her piss. Marie was growing steadily more sadistic, and I could not really blame her. I had once told her I liked it when she was truly mean.

I never heard the front door open that Saturday, but I felt the sudden cold weight of his hands on my backside.

“Cold out,” Henderson murmured, mouth close to my ear. His tongue licked the side of my neck. “Come on, honey. On your knees and give it a suck.”

I turned. His cock was already out, trousers round his ankles.

“Mr Henderson, Marie said I don’t have to do anything I don’t want to do.”

“I know.” He nodded. “Nobody else is here, though. Nothing to be afraid of. Just try it. You’ll like it.”

The sensible answer would have been to tell him to get out. I could not form the words. This man was in the house because my Mistress had given him the key. She gave the orders. She had not yet told me to have sex with a man, but I knew that if she ever did I would obey. Somehow the old man read the hesitation on my face.

“Ah. You need to be ordered. You need it forced.”

I stared at the hardening cock and nodded once, quickly, before courage could fail. He grabbed me and shoved me to the floor exactly the way those first men had done months earlier. The moment he locked his hands in my hair and forced himself into my throat I moaned. The sensation was instantly familiar and welcome. Everything that had followed since that first night in the warehouse had begun because I had enjoyed being taken.

For the next ten minutes he used my mouth without restraint, driving into my throat and treating me as nothing more than a cocksucking hole. I moaned around him the entire time, the sound half protest and half pure need. When he finally pulled free he shoved me onto my back, then grabbed both ankles and rolled me over onto my front. The skirt was shoved up, the panties yanked down, leaving me completely exposed. I felt the warm dribble of spit land on my hole, followed by the rough press of his thumb working it in.

“No going back now,” he growled.

He lined himself up and pushed forward.

That first pressure of the head forcing my hole open returned exactly as I remembered it from the warehouse. The stretch was sharp and unmistakable, a sensation that had stayed lodged in my mind ever since. For weeks it had been the missing piece, the quiet reason I kept wondering whether I was making a mistake. Now it was back. With every extra inch he pushed inside, something inside me simply settled. The doubt fell away. He was right. There was no going back.

Anal sex hurts at the beginning, but the sting never lasts long enough to matter. Within moments it is replaced by a deep, spreading bliss that lights up every nerve in the body. The stretch, the friction, the constant pressure against the prostate all combine until the brain simply registers total pleasure.

I lay face-down on the carpet while the old man fucked me harder and faster than anyone his age should have been able to manage. Each thrust drove deep, the thick shaft stretching me wide and dragging against every sensitive spot inside. My cheek scraped back and forth across the rough fibres with the force of it. I could not stop grinning. The steady, relentless pounding left no room for thought beyond the simple fact of being used. For the first time since the warehouse I felt completely certain I was exactly where I belonged.

Mr Henderson lasted a long time. When he finally came he did it with force, flooding my rectum in thick pulses. I cried out, swearing, telling him how perfect it felt. He only chuckled.

“I thought you’d love it.”

“Does that mean we can do it again?” I asked as he turned me over and gave me a wet, stubbly kiss.

“I was going to ask the same thing.”

Henderson stayed the entire weekend. He needed an hour before he could manage another round, so we sat together drinking beer while I kissed and nursed his cock back to hardness. I served him the same way I served Marie, only now the service included the sexual element that no longer existed with her.

There was no longer any point pretending I was someone else. As a sissy I had to accept that I was neither male nor female in the ordinary sense. I simply was.

The first person I telephoned to say I had been with a man was Alex. He giggled and cooed with pure delight, immediately listing all the things we could do together. We talked for more than an hour about our experiences. That was when I learned how he managed to go out so freely: he simply went to gay cruise clubs whenever he wanted sex.

When Marie returned on Sunday I told her everything. I said I was ready, that I had had gay sex and was prepared to admit I was gay. She was genuinely happy for me. In celebration she had Devon fuck me in front of her.

Devon had long since described himself as bisexual, so having both of us was simply an extra benefit. Marie watched closely as his thick cock stretched me open and gasped when I started begging for more, harder.

“You are a fucking gay slut,” she laughed. “I love it.”

“I love it too, Mistress,” I answered.

“You know, before we got married I sometimes wondered if you were a closet homosexual,” she said. “I guess I was right. I’m glad I was.”

The next day she made me telephone my family and friends and come out as a gay transvestite. A few friends asked whether I planned to transition properly. I told them no; I wanted to keep a male body while dressing as a woman. My parents were disappointed but said little else. Most of my friends claimed they supported me, though I knew I would not hear from them again. One or two of the women simply understood. One of them asked,

“She made you a sissy, huh?”

“Yeah. I’m a sissy.”

“Good.”

It was good. I was glad.


Five

Male clothes felt wrong the moment I put them on. The boxer shorts were rough and uncomfortable against skin that had grown used to satin. I could not understand how I had ever worn them without noticing. It was all part of the performance, though. Alex looked just as uneasy in his suit. Seeing him dressed that way seemed almost unnatural, but it was what the organisers had demanded for the camera.

I recognised the van the second it pulled up. We both put on a show of struggling as the men dragged us inside, though I had to fight not to laugh. We knew the whole thing was being filmed.

The suits were cut away in pieces. The hated boxers were ripped off and discarded. Then soft panties and stockings were drawn up my legs. I let out a quiet sigh at the familiar slide of the smooth fabric. It felt like coming home.

By the time the van reached the old warehouse we were fully dressed and made-up, our bleached blonde hair released and falling to our shoulders. Two mattresses waited on the concrete floor. Around them stood a crowd of masked men, far more than Kylie had mentioned. Alex’s expression showed the same flicker of concern I felt. This was going to be a long night.

I was shoved hard onto my knees. One thick cock forced its way straight into my throat while another pushed deep into my arse at the same time. The stretch in both ends was sudden and complete. I had no say left. I was only a sissy. Rights no longer applied. I could not claim rape; that line had been crossed the day Henderson first took me. I had already told Marie the truth: I was no longer human. I was a thing, a sex toy. She could use me however she liked and discard me when she was finished.

The man in my mouth drove forward until my nose was pressed against his stomach. The one behind me slammed in to the hilt and stayed there for a second, grinding. Wet, heavy sounds filled the space around us: the wet slap of skin, the choked gurgle from my throat, the low grunts of the men. I moaned around the cock filling my mouth, the sound coming out broken and needy.

“So good… so good…” I managed between thrusts, the words half-swallowed. “Oh my god… so good…”

Each time the cock in my arse bottomed out a fresh wave of pressure hit my prostate. My eyes watered. Spit ran down my chin. The man fucking my throat held my head still and used me in short, brutal strokes while the one behind set a harder, deeper rhythm. The dual sensation left no room for thought beyond the simple, overwhelming fact of being filled and used. I kept moaning the same words over and over, muffled and desperate.

“So good… so good… oh my god… so good…”

After the tenth man some of them began pulling off their masks. Sweat-soaked hair showed how hot the old warehouse had become. One face was familiar; a former school bully. When our eyes met he smirked. He knew exactly who I was.

I was on PrEP and a full course of prophylactic antibiotics, so the men could use us without any medical restriction. That had been explained clearly before the evening began. They were permitted to piss on us, beat us, hang us from the ceiling and fist us, provided there was no blood and nothing that crossed into actual crime. They took those boundaries seriously and still went as far as the rules allowed.

Alex and I were hauled from one filthy mattress to the next. When one group finished with us another took over without pause. At one point both of us were suspended by the wrists from a steel beam, toes barely touching the concrete. Men took turns whipping our backs and arses with belts and short floggers until the skin burned and glowed. Others stepped in to slap our faces, our chests, the insides of our thighs. The blows were hard enough to leave marks that would last days, but never hard enough to break skin.

When the suspension ropes were released we dropped straight back onto the mattresses. Immediately a thickly greased fist was worked into me, slow and relentless, until the hand and most of the forearm were inside. The same was done to Alex a few metres away. We could hear each other’s broken moans and the wet sounds of the fisting. Men stood over us and pissed freely across our faces, chests and open holes, then pushed back in while we were still dripping.

None of the treatment was new to either of us. Every act had been introduced gradually over the previous year. What had once been shocking was now something I actively craved. The pain, the humiliation, the complete loss of control: all of it fed the same deep need that had started the night Henderson first forced himself on me. I no longer distinguished between pleasure and degradation. Both simply confirmed what I had become.

A full year had passed since the afternoon the van first grabbed me. Everything had changed. Somewhere inside the warehouse, watching from a safe distance, my ex-wife sat with her new husband and with Kylie. Both women rested their hands on visibly pregnant bellies while they talked about the future.

It had been Marie who first said she did not want her child growing up around a sissy. Kylie agreed at once. Kylie acted first, putting her house on the market and preparing to move to the country. She told Alex he would be rented out to a gay friend of hers. In the end that same friend took me as well. Tonight’s event had been arranged as our final send-off, a last chance to say goodbye to the women who had owned us.

Marie collected me the next day. My arse was raw, I stank of sweat and other men’s fluids, and bruises covered most of my body.

“How are you feeling?” she asked once we were on the road.

“Everything hurts,” I answered, and actually laughed.

“But you had fun?”

“Yes.”

“Good.” She was quiet for a stretch of road, then spoke again. “I think we should end the game here. I think it’s time to go back to normal.”

“You’re pregnant with Devon’s baby,” I said.

“I know. I didn’t plan it. But I also know I don’t want to lose you. I always said I was doing this for us. Without you it doesn’t make sense.”

“What about Devon?”

“We’ll divorce.” She shrugged as if the decision were already made. “He’ll find someone else. He can stay in his daughter’s life, but I don’t love him the way I love you. So I’m giving you a way out. We can stop everything right now.”

I sat with the offer for a long moment. I still loved her. I did not want to be handed over to some stranger simply because I was a sissy. At the same time the memory of those boxer shorts from the day before was still fresh. They had felt completely wrong.

“I don’t want to wear boxer shorts,” I told her.

To my surprise she smiled.

“What if you didn’t need to?”

“I’m listening.”

She did not answer on the drive. We pulled up at the house and I realised we were alone. Devon had been sent away so the conversation could happen without interruption. Two plain boxes sat on the kitchen table.

“These are the hormones you would need to begin transition,” she said. She paused, then grinned and took my hand. “What if you became my wife?”

I bit my lower lip while the implications settled. I had never wanted to be a woman. I had never wanted breasts. At the same time I no longer wanted to live as a man in any ordinary sense. If this was the price of staying with her, then it was a price I was prepared to consider.

“Will you still be my Mistress?” I asked.

“Of course. You’ll still be a submissive little bitch. The difference is you’ll be a real one. Hormones first, then full sexual reassignment surgery. You will not keep your cock.”

That was the line that changed everything. The cage already made the organ useless, but permanent removal was a different order of surrender. She was offering total transformation.

And yet, as she laid the future out in calm, practical sentences, I felt a clear spark of excitement.

“Let me put it simply,” she continued. “You either do this, or you forget about being rented to some friendly gay man. There is a group in Russia that will take you instead.”

I laughed, assuming it was a dark joke. Her expression did not change.

“Wait… are you serious?”

“Completely. You take the hormones and become my wife, or you spend the rest of your life as a gay whore. Those are the only two options.”

“You’re evil,” I said.

She gave me the same sadistic grin I had come to know so well.

“And you love it.”

I sat back, mouth open. This was the same woman I had fallen in love with years ago, and now she was calmly offering me two futures: full medical transition into her wife, or permanent disposal as a cheap gay whore for the Russian mafia. I shook my head, trying to clear it, but the second option kept forming in my mind. I saw myself drugged, beaten, locked in some filthy room and used without pause. Men taking turns, one after another, no names, no mercy, just constant fucking for whoever paid the lowest price. The images should have disgusted me. Instead they settled low in my belly and refused to leave. Fuck. Now I no longer knew which outcome I actually wanted.

Her chest was rising and falling hard. I could see the idea exciting her as much as it unsettled me. She was already working herself up.

“Why don’t we settle it with a competition?” she said. “If I can make you come while you’re still locked in that cage, you leave with the Russians tonight. If I can’t, you stay and become my woman.”

“Deal,” I answered at once.

She grinned, took my hand and led me upstairs to the bedroom. I watched her buckle on the strap-on, then pick up a small vibrator as well.

She pushed into me hard and set a fast, relentless pace. At the same time she pressed the buzzing vibrator firmly against the head of my cock through the metal cage. Every thrust drove the stimulation deeper.

“Cum, baby,” she ordered, voice rough. “I changed my mind. I want you to Cum. Please. Cum for me. I want it so badly. I could touch myself for hours just knowing you’re a junked-up whore somewhere, being used and abused over and over again.”

“Fuck, Mistress… make me cum,” I begged, already losing control.

“Yes, baby, yes!” she cried, slamming into me harder. “Just come! Please! I need it! Please!”

The vibrator stayed locked against the cage while the strap-on pounded without mercy. Pressure built fast and unstoppable.

“I think I’m gonna… I think…”

The End


The Man in the Forest

One

I had just come back from my evening run when my wife grabbed me and told me to watch the television. The local news was on warning that a rapist was on the lose nearby and to be vigilant. Whilst terrible news, I wondered what that had to do with me, until I saw the details. It turned out that the rapist was targeting men out on their own, a certain type of man, slim, defenceless, like me.

“That’s terrible, but it’s on the news now.” I said. “If he’s got any commonsense, he’ll move on.”

“Yeah, but be careful, please!” My wife stated.

The next day, I went on my usual run, but when I saw the sign for Elton Forest, I decided avoid it, going the back route. And yet, as I ran, I wondered if the guy would be stupid enough to hang around. And even if, I doubted he’d be in Elton Forest, after all, we had dozens of forests around us.

When I arrived home, Debbie seemed visibly more relaxed. On the news that day there was nothing further about the man, and it was the same the next few nights. It seemed that he had likely moved on or stopped.

And so, I returned to my usual running route, running through Elton Forest and not encountering a soul. I was right, perfectly safe. When I returned home, I let my wife know that I went through the forest and it was fine, but she was still concerned. “Just because he wasn’t there today, doesn’t mean he won’t be there tomorrow.”

The following evenings my runs became my standard route and as usual, nothing happened. In fact, it all felt a little anti-climactic, I’m not sure why. Part of me probably thought I could catch the guy, perform a citizen’s arrest, but another part of me wondered what if I couldn’t fight him off, what if he forced me into gay sex? I never had a gay thought in my life, and yet, I felt a little tingle at the idea of having no control over the situation. Either way, it was a dangerous game, and a stupid one at that.

It was a Friday whilst Debbie was at work, that I decided to change my running routine and go for a quick run during the day. I knew Elton Forest would be a little busier as it was on the outskirts of a Trust area, so definitely safer, and yet, when I came up to a fork which gave me the option of Danver Forest, a dark and denser forest less frequented, and known to have dogging sites, I made a left towards there instead.

The dark paths took me deeper into the forest, each crunch of a branch or leaves under-foot a constant reminder of where I was, the warm air cooled by the dense woods. In the distance, I heard the sound of panting, another runner perhaps, but I pushed on and softened my feet as the panting and moaning increased. Not a runner, but sex.

Slowing, I tracked off the path, venturing deeper into the forest, head bowed to shadow myself, hide my presence. And there, in a smooth break in the forest, a man bent over, holding the ground, black jeans on the ground around his ankles, black t-shirt rolled up over the curve of his spine, as another man, tall, muscular but slim, wearing a balaclava, rams a thick, long cock in and out of the other man.

This can’t be the rapist, the other man is begging for it, crying out for more. He’s no victim, he’s there voluntarily.

The forest is known as a dogging location, a place to go to get sex, usually at night though. This is clearly what that is, I reason, but the presence of the balaclava made me wonder, perhaps this was his way of getting his fill whilst pausing the illegal activity.

I moved my foot carefully to get a better view through the leaves and stepped on a small twig. It hardly made a sound. The man on his knees didn’t react at all. The man fucking him did. He slowed a little, hips still moving, and looked straight in my direction.

I stayed still, not sure if he could actually see me through the cover. Then I saw the faintest smirk pull at the corner of his mouth under the balaclava. His eyes locked on mine and stayed there.

He started fucking the man harder. Harder than before. He slammed in and out with short, powerful thrusts that made the man on his knees cry out. The sound was raw and loud in the quiet of the trees. He grabbed onto the man’s shoulders, fingers digging in, and kept pummelling hard and fast. The wet slap of skin got sharper. The man on his knees rocked forward with every thrust, gasping and moaning without restraint.

I couldn’t look away. My pulse was up, my shorts tighter than before. The tingle from earlier sat heavier now, low and insistent. I told myself I should step back, leave, but my feet stayed planted.

The balaclava-covered man never took his eyes off me. He drove in deep a few more times, then his rhythm broke. A deep groan came from behind the mask. His eyes closed as he finished, body tensing, holding the other man still while he came.

I backed away slowly, moving back to my run, my heart racing, and my cock engorged. I’d just witnessed gay sex and it had turned me on, why?

That evening, Debbie and I fucked like wild animals. She never asked what had gotten into me, other than saying that since I’d begun exercising, our sex life had improved. That was true, my running had certainly made me ready to go in that respect, but that night was different, even for me.

On Saturday and Sunday, I ran in the morning, taking my usual route, as I needed to do things with Debbie on each day, however, on Monday, I decided to take a daytime run again, and once more, instead of going via Elton Forest, I turned left into Danver Forest. This time, there were no sounds of moaning, nothing like that.

When I reached the clearing where the sex was happening last time, I slowed to look, but there didn’t appear to be anyone there. However, as I backed away, I came face to face with the man in the balaclava.

“You here to play?” He asked.

“Er…no, sorry, I’m not that way…” I mumbled.

He began to smirk, knowing that I was the one staring on Friday. “Out for a run?”

“Er, yeah.”

“Nice day for it, but it’s more peaceful at night.” He smiled.

“I…I usually run Elton Forest in the evening.”

“Oh really?” He smirked. “Well, might see you there then, one day. Have a nice run.”

“Th…thanks.”

As I began to run off, my heart racing, I looked back and caught him staring at me. I was in a tracksuit, but still his eyes were glued to my rump.

When I finally arrived home I didn’t even make it upstairs. I shut the front door, dropped my keys on the side, and went straight into the living room. My running shorts were still damp with sweat. I shoved them down along with my underwear, kicked them aside, and pulled my cock out. It was already hard, thick and leaking.

I wrapped my hand around it and started stroking hard and fast. No slow build. I shut my eyes and pictured the man in the balaclava. The way he had looked straight at me through the leaves. The smirk. The way he had fucked that other bloke while watching me the whole time.

In my head he left the other man and came for me instead. He grabbed me by the arm, shoved me down onto the forest floor, and pinned me there. I imagined the weight of him, the rough hands yanking my shorts down, the blunt pressure as he forced himself inside. No talking. Just him taking me, thrusting hard, over and over, while I couldn’t do anything about it. The same deep rhythm I had watched him use on the other man.

My hand worked faster. My hips jerked. I came within seconds, thick spurts hitting my stomach and the edge of the sofa. The pleasure was sharp and short.

The second it finished the feeling flipped. Guilt hit hard. I sat there with my cock still in my hand, sticky and softening, and felt sick with myself. Stupid. Pathetic. I wasn’t gay. That wasn’t me. I had a wife. I had never looked at another man that way in my life. So why the hell was I sitting here wanking myself raw over the idea of some stranger forcing me in the woods?

I cleaned up quickly, pulled my shorts back on, and tried to push the whole thing out of my head. It didn’t work.

That evening, Debbie asked me if I’d had my run that day or if I was going that evening. “Why?” I asked.

“If you go for a run, I might take a soak in the bath, watch some trash TV.” She giggled.

Obviously, the best thing I could do was to tell the truth, say I’d been for my run, but for some bizarre reason, I said, “No, not been today. I’ll head out in a bit.”

When I went to change into my running things, I stared at the tracksuit and then looked at my open sports drawer. Lying there was a pair of old football shorts. I bought them as part of a costume for a party, going as an eighties football player. They were shiny light green, and way too short, not really what I should’ve been wearing, but I slipped them on without Debbie seeing and headed out, shouting goodbye.

It was later than I usually ran, already getting dark, but I followed my usual route, running out of the sleepy town and then into the now dark forest, lit only by slivers of the dying day. As I ventured deeper into the forest, I heard the sound of someone running behind me, nearby. I didn’t dare turn, in my heart, I knew who it was, knew what was coming.

The feeling of a knife blade gently pressing against my side was unexpected, raising my blood pressure and adrenaline. “Go left here, don’t make a sound.” Said the now familiar voice. I followed his instructions. “Nice shorts, would be better in pink.” He chuckled.

We arrived in a secluded area, soft leaves mixed with moss, and he told me to get on my knees. The man stood in front of me, black cargo pants, black t-shirt, black balaclava. In his right hand was a hunting knife. I knelt there, panting, my heart buzzing at a million miles per hour, my cock throbbing and threatening to come out of my shorts.

Suddenly, the man’s pants were down and his huge cock was in front of me; he was already hard as a rock, clearly turned on by the hunt, by placing the knife to me and forcing me. “Open. If you bite it, I cut you, understand?” He hissed.

“Yes Sir.” I said, making him smirk at my little comment. He liked it; I liked it.

I opened my mouth and instinctively moved forward, but that wasn’t what he wanted. He wanted to force me. He wanted full control.

He grabbed a fistful of my hair, yanked my head back, then slammed his cock straight into my mouth. No warning. No slow push. Just the thick head forcing past my lips and driving deep in one hard thrust. It hit the back of my throat and kept going. I gagged hard, eyes watering instantly. My throat clenched around him as I tried not to throw up. Saliva flooded my mouth and spilled down my chin.

He didn’t ease off. He pulled back a short way, then shoved in again, deeper this time, using my throat like it was nothing more than a tight hole. His hips moved in short, rough strokes, in and out, each thrust making me choke and cough around him. I couldn’t breathe properly. My hands came up on pure reflex, not to push him away, but to steady myself.

Before I fully registered what I was doing, my palms were pressed against his hairy thighs. I rubbed them without thinking, feeling the solid muscle under the coarse hair as he kept fucking my mouth. My eyes streamed. My jaw ached. I still didn’t know what the hell I was supposed to do, but my hands stayed there, gripping and stroking his thighs while he used my throat exactly how he wanted.

He didn’t use my mouth for long, clearly he was unsure if I was going to change my mind, attack, turn on him, so he pulled out and told me to turn around and get on all fours. I knew what was coming, wondered how much it would hurt.

His spit dripped onto my hole, warm and wet. Then came the pressure. The blunt head of his cock pressed against me, huge, far thicker than anything I’d ever taken. It dwarfed my own. He pushed harder. The ring of muscle fought him for a second, then gave way as he forced the tip inside.

I cried out at the sharp pain. Instantly the cold edge of the knife pressed harder against my neck.

“Shut the fuck up,” he growled, voice low and close to my ear.

I bit down on the sound and went still. He kept pushing. Inch by inch he worked himself deeper, stretching me open whether I was ready or not. The burn was intense. My hands clenched into fists against the ground. Tears pricked my eyes again.

He didn’t rush once the head was fully in. He eased forward a little more, then a little more, letting my body adjust under the steady pressure of the blade at my throat. The worst of the pain started to change. It softened into a heavy fullness, a constant stretch that filled me completely. Every small movement he made sent a deep ache through me, but underneath it something else began to build.

He settled in to the root and held there for a moment. The fullness was overwhelming. Then he drew back slowly and pushed in again. The friction dragged against places I didn’t know could feel anything. The ache mixed with a spreading heat. Another thrust, longer this time, and the heat sharpened into a thick, unfamiliar pleasure that rolled up my spine.

I hated how good it started to feel. I hated that my cock, still hard and untouched against the ground, twitched with every deep stroke. He kept the knife steady at my neck and fucked me with short, controlled thrusts, each one driving that new sensation deeper until the pain was almost gone and only the fullness and the pleasure remained.

As he relaxed, he began to move the knife away, so I reached up and grabbed his wrist. Initially, he thought I was about to fight him, until he realised what I really wanted and he grunted, an appreciative chuckle. The knife returned. “You do what I say or you’re a dead man, got it?” He snarled.

“Yes Sir.”

“You’re my bitch now, aren’t you?” He said, his cock getting harder inside me.

“Yes! Yes Sir.”

“Say it!”

“I’m your bitch, Sir!”

The knife wasn’t all that sharp. In fact I was beginning to wonder if it was one of those cheap ones you find in gift shops. The edge felt fairly dull against my skin. Even when he pressed it harder into my neck it didn’t seem to be breaking the surface or leaving a proper mark. Still, it did its job. It kept me still. It reminded me he was in charge. And as much as I hated to admit it, that was the part that turned me on most. Losing control. Handing everything over to this man and having no say in what happened next.

Each deep thrust inside me dragged another moan out of my throat. I started begging, the words spilling out without thought.

“Please don’t. Please stop.”

I knew I didn’t mean a single word of it. My body was already pushing back to meet him, taking him deeper.

“Never,” he said, voice rough. “I can do what I want to you. You’re my gay pussy now.”

The words hit harder than the knife. They made my cock throb. Made me need it more. I never touched myself. I didn’t need to. The pressure and the stretch and the steady pounding were enough. I felt the first pulse of my own climax start without warning. Cum drizzled out of me in thick, steady pulses, soaking into my briefs while he kept fucking me through it. My arse clenched around him with every spurt and still I wanted more.

He didn’t slow down. He fucked me through the aftershocks, the knife still resting against my neck, until his own rhythm finally broke. With a sharp gasp he pulled the blade a fraction tighter, forcing my head up a little, and buried himself to the hilt. His cock pulsed hard inside me. Warm splatters of his seed flooded deep, filling me in long, heavy spurts while he held me there and finished.

“Don’t tell a soul, and make sure you’re back here again tomorrow, same time, or I’ll find you in your home.” And with that, I heard him pull up his trousers and run off.

I remained there, panting, still horny even though I’d cum already. Then, with a groan, I stood, looking at the filth and muck on my hands and knees.

I didn’t bother running, I couldn’t. If I ran, the man’s cum would drain out of me, stain my shorts. I needed to walk, clench, force my hole closed.

The moment I arrived home, I darted into the downstairs toilet and pushed out all the cum. There seemed to be a torrent of it. Once my shorts and underpants were in the wash, I jumped into the shower and washed off, annoyed to find small scratches on my knees. Of course, when I arrived in the bedroom, Debbie saw my knees and asked what happened.

“Oh, just tripped over a branch.” I said. “Fell in some leaves.”

She rolled her eyes. “Be more careful.”

“I will.”

Once in bed, Debbie was clearly horny, moving closer, rubbing me, giving me all the signals. I decided that I too was horny, though for a different reason, so I moved closer, then climbed on and fucked her.

Instantly, my mind drifted back to what happened in the forest, the feeling of a cock in my arse, and I wondered if I could really return there again, really become a gay cock sleave for some guy? Was that really me? Was that what I wanted to become? In the moment of sexual bliss, that was what I wanted, it dominated my thoughts, and then I came inside my wife and everything changed.

Suddenly, as my wife drifted off to sleep, I began to wonder if I was completely sane. I had deliberate sought out and attracted a criminal, a dangerous one at that, and I’d allowed him to do things to me that I never dreamt of before. Heck, what if he was carrying some sort of disease?

Debbie slept soundly, but I lay there in a panic, unable to close my eyes. I began to spiral, to wonder if I shouldn’t go to the doctor, until eventually, the memories of the evening came back and suddenly, I was erect once again.


Two

Debbie had a work thing the following night, so I knew she wouldn’t be home until late. Throughout the day I told myself I wouldn’t go. There was no way this bloke knew where I lived. I repeated it every time the thought crept in. By mid-afternoon the excuses started to sound weaker. By early evening I was already upstairs, going through Debbie’s drawers.

I found the little metallic pink shorts near the back. The ones she sometimes wore around the house. They were short, tight, and shiny. I held them for a moment, heart already picking up, then set them on the bed. I knew I would need to stick to the back paths if I went to the forest. That way it was highly unlikely anyone would see me.

When I finally headed out in a plain white t-shirt and those pink shorts, my heart was racing for more than one reason. The thought of getting raped again was part of it. The rest was the simple fact that I was walking out of the house in women’s hot-pants, the thin material riding high on my thighs and clinging to everything.

The man was exactly where he had said he would be. The knife was in his hand again, of course. It was a necessary prop in the façade we both seemed to understand: me begging him to stop, him taking me anyway.

He chuckled when he saw the shorts. Instead of yanking them down or shoving me to my knees straight away, he took his time. He circled me slowly, the knife loose at his side. His free hand brushed over the shiny fabric, then cupped my buttocks, squeezing once. He moved round to the front and pressed his palm against my crotch, feeling how hard I already was.

“Very sexy,” he said. “Almost a shame to pull them down.”

He did it anyway, slowly, peeling the shorts down my legs until they pooled at my ankles. When he saw the plain briefs underneath he gave a small sigh.

“Panties next time. Something silky. Lacy. Pink.”

I didn’t answer. Next time? The word sat in my head and refused to leave. Surely there wouldn’t be a next time.

“Knees,” he said. “Suck.”

I dropped down onto the dirt path. The knife rested lightly against the side of my neck as I reached for him, took him in my mouth, and started sucking gently.

The knife waved loosely beside my face while he fiddled with a small bottle. Before I could properly register what he was doing he brought it under my nose.

“Sniff,” he said.

I did. Three sharp pulls. The chemical smell hit the back of my throat. He took the bottle away, sniffed it himself, then set it aside.

Within seconds my face began to feel warm. My ears filled with the heavy swish of my own heartbeat. When I breathed out the warmth flooded lower, turning into a sudden, overwhelming wave of pure erotic need. It was immediate and total. All I wanted was to suck him deeper and get fucked as hard as possible.

I moaned around his cock and started working him with a hunger I didn’t know I had. Spit ran down my chin. I took him as far as I could, choking myself on every downward push, sucking hard on the way back up. My hands gripped his thighs and pulled him closer. The need was so strong it felt like it had wiped out every other thought.

The intensity burned bright and then started to fade almost as quickly as it had arrived. The warmth in my face cooled. The rush in my ears quietened. The desperate need softened back into ordinary arousal, leaving me panting around him and wondering what the hell that wonderful, short-lived feeling had been.

As he pushed me away from his cock and turned me round onto my hands and knees, he handed me the bottle again.

“Sniff more. Keep sniffing.”

I twisted off the childproof cap, brought the bottle to my nose and took several long pulls. The chemical burn hit straight away. The warmth flooded back into my face and ears, stronger this time, and the same urgent, bottomless need rolled through me.

He lined himself up and pushed in hard. The stretch and the burn from before returned at once, sharp and deep, but under the poppers it barely mattered. The pain sat somewhere in the background while the rest of me locked onto the thick, sliding fullness and the pure sexual heat of being taken while high.

He didn’t ease in or play around. He was too far gone for that, and so was I. He gripped my hips and started fucking me hard and fast, short powerful strokes that drove him in to the root every time. The slap of skin on skin was loud. Each thrust knocked the air out of me and forced another moan out of my throat.

I couldn’t stop the words.

“More. Please, more. I love your cock. Make me your gay slut. Please.”

He kept slamming into me and answered between breaths.

“You already are. I’ll make you worse. You’ll take it whenever I want.”

The bottle was still in my hand. I sniffed again whenever the rush started to fade, chasing the heat and the need so the fucking stayed overwhelming. My cock hung hard and untouched between my legs, dripping onto the ground. Every deep thrust sent another pulse of pleasure through me that had nothing to do with being touched.

I didn’t recognise myself. The man on his knees in pink shorts, arse full, begging for more, sniffing poppers so he could take it harder. What the hell had I become?

Once again I felt my dick drizzle without being touched, thick pulses soaking the front of my briefs while he kept thrusting. A few seconds later he buried himself deep and came hard, flooding me with another load of warm cum.

He didn’t pull out and leave. Instead he hauled me up by the arm until I was standing, pressed the knife lightly against my side, and said, “Now kiss me.”

Kissing a man felt completely different from kissing a woman. The bristles of his stubble scraped against my chin and upper lip. His mouth was firmer, more demanding. His tongue pushed straight in, taking control, showing me exactly who was in charge. One hand stayed on the knife; the other cupped my bare backside and squeezed. The whole thing felt right in a way that startled me. It felt good.

I didn’t want it to stop, so it didn’t. I moaned into his mouth as the kiss went on, long and deep. Against my stomach I felt his cock, still slick with cum, starting to harden again.

When he finally broke the kiss he pulled me towards the nearest tree.

“Hold on to it.”

I gripped the rough bark with both hands and arched my back, pushing my arse out towards him. He didn’t need more lube. He simply gathered some of the cum that was already leaking out of me, smeared it over the head of his cock, and pushed back inside in one steady thrust.

Having already come once, he was in no rush. He fucked me with longer, deeper strokes this time, taking full advantage of how open and wet I already was. The knife rested against my side the whole while, a quiet reminder, while he used me at his own pace.

“You’re going to be here every night, and you’re going to be my bottom bitch,” he said. “And as my bottom bitch, you’re gonna need to dress the part. Panties, bra, these little hotpants, stockings.”

“I can’t. I’m married,” I said.

He chuckled. “You’ll find a way.”

I felt him shift behind me while he kept fucking, one hand still steady on my hip, the other reaching for something.

“Look back at me and tell me you love my cock.”

I turned my head. The words came out before I could stop them.

“I love your cock.”

Only then did I see the mobile phone in his free hand, the camera pointed straight at my face. He was recording me. The realisation hit, but the thick stretch of him inside me and the steady rhythm made it hard to care. Instead of complaining I kept talking.

“Yes. Yes, Master. Make me your gay bitch.”

He drove in hard a few more times and came again, flooding me with another load. He pulled out, turned me round by the shoulders, and kissed me deep and rough, tongue pushing in the same dominating way as before. Then he broke the kiss and pushed me down onto my knees.

“Suck.”

I wasn’t keen on the idea. His cock had just been buried in my arse. The thought made my stomach turn. Still, saying no felt impossible. I leaned forward, took him into my mouth, and started sucking. The taste was strong and messy. I kept my eyes up, looking straight into the phone camera while I bobbed my head, working him back to full hardness.

Once he was solid again he stepped back, sat down on a fallen tree trunk, and gestured with the phone.

“Climb on. Ride me like a slut.”

I straddled him, reached back, and guided him inside. Then I started moving, rising and dropping onto his cock while he held the phone steady and filmed every second of it.

When I returned home, I was glad to find the house still empty. That allowed me to strip off the shorts, launder them, and return them without being noticed.

It was only as I was changing that I looked out of the window to the street below. Standing there in the shadows, barely lit by the orange streetlamps, was a figure. He was looking straight up at me. I knew exactly who it was. He had followed me home. He now knew where I lived.

The fear that hit me then was different from anything I had felt in the forest. This was genuine. I had put my wife and my home at risk to a dangerous criminal. The games in the woods were one thing. This was something else entirely.

The following day I decided to skip my run. It was a rare moment of actual strength. I forced myself to stop. Part of me kept listening for a knock at the door, half expecting him to show up, but nothing happened. The day passed quietly.

By the day after that I felt better about myself. I had been strong and come out of it intact. The bloke probably didn’t want me going to the police. If I could manage one day of staying away, I could manage the next. At the same time I couldn’t just stop running. I needed the exercise. So I decided I would go out during the day instead, when the paths were busier and safer.

I went upstairs to my sports drawer to get my jogging bottoms. When I opened it I stopped. The metallic pink shorts were lying there on top of my clothes. I was certain I had put them back in Debbie’s drawer the night before. There was no reason for them to be in mine.

The only logical explanation was that Debbie had found them and put them there herself. Something in my gut told me that wasn’t it. The shorts hadn’t moved on their own, and Debbie had no reason to shift them into my drawer.

The idea of going for a run no longer felt safe. Leaving the house at all suddenly felt like a bad idea. I picked the shorts up, carried them back to Debbie’s drawer, pushed them to the bottom under her other clothes, and shut it firmly. Then I went downstairs and stayed inside for the rest of the day.

The day after that I felt sick for two clear reasons. First, something in the house no longer felt right. The air itself seemed off, as if the place had been disturbed even though nothing obvious was out of place. Second, my body was so used to regular exercise that skipping the runs was starting to make me restless and on edge. My legs felt twitchy. I couldn’t sit still for long.

I decided to force myself out for a run anyway. I went upstairs, opened the sports drawer, and stopped cold. The pink shorts were back again. This time they weren’t alone. Lying next to them was a pink runner’s bra, the kind with a scalloped trim around the cups.

I stared at it for a few seconds, then gulped and shut the drawer hard. My mind started racing. There was no way Debbie had put those things there. She wouldn’t. She had no reason to.

In the end the conclusion was simple and unavoidable. The man had broken into the house. He was the one planting the clothes. If he could get inside while we were asleep, he could do a lot worse than leave a pair of shorts and a bra. Hiding indoors wasn’t going to protect anyone. I needed to face him.

Going out of the house already dressed in the pink shorts and bra was going to be too risky. Debbie could come home early, or a neighbour might see me. Instead I put on my normal running shorts and a plain t-shirt, then packed the pink clothes into a small backpack.

I left the house the usual way and stuck to the back routes. The moment I was well out of sight of any windows I stopped behind an old stone wall, stripped off my normal kit, and pulled on the metallic pink shorts and the scalloped runner’s bra. The bra felt tight and strange across my chest. I stuffed my own clothes into the backpack and hid it in the long grass behind the wall.

I was still adjusting the waistband of the shorts when a hand clamped onto my shoulder from behind and spun me round.

“Where have you been?” the man asked.

“I think you know,” I spat.

He chuckled. “Been having second thoughts, huh? But you’re back, and looking very pretty in that bra.”

His fingers hooked into the waistband of the pink shorts and yanked them down to my thighs. He looked at the plain briefs underneath and gave a short sigh.

“But no panties again.”

The next thing I felt was the hard slap of his open hand across my bare arse. The sting was sharp.

“Naughty bitch.”

“You didn’t leave me any,” I snapped back.

He paused. “Huh? What are you on about?”

The question sounded genuine. He looked honestly confused. That single reaction made everything shift. What if I had been wrong? What if he wasn’t the one leaving the clothes in my drawer? What if it was Debbie? Did she know somehow? The possibility sat in my stomach like a stone while he still held me there with my shorts round my thighs.

I didn’t have time to answer. One moment I was standing there with the doubt still turning in my head, the next I was on my knees with his cock in my mouth.

There was no knife this time. Just the phone, held steady in his hand, recording everything. He passed me the bottle of poppers and I sniffed hard without being told. The rush hit fast. My face flushed, my heartbeat filled my ears, and the need took over.

I moaned around him, spit running down my chin as I licked and sucked with real hunger, trying to get every bit of taste I could. The camera was pointed straight at my face. I didn’t care. I kept working him, taking him deep, choking myself on purpose because the high made it feel necessary.

When he pulled me off I turned round on my own, leaned my hands against the nearest tree, and arched my back hard. The pink shorts were still round my thighs. I pushed my arse out and begged.

“Please. Stuff my hole. Fuck me. I need it.”

He gave me exactly that. The first time was fast and rough, the way he liked it when the poppers were still strong in both of us. He came deep inside me while the phone kept recording. I barely had time to catch my breath before he made me sniff again, got hard a second time, and fucked me slower but just as deep, using the mess from the first load as lube.

By the time he finished the second time and stepped back, my legs were shaking. Strangely, it still wasn’t enough. The high was fading and my arse felt used and open, yet part of me already wanted him to start again.

Still, when I got home I found myself turning the same questions over again and again. Who had put the pink clothes in my drawer? If it was him, how had he got inside the house? There had been no sign of forced entry, no broken lock or open window. And the look on his face when I mentioned the panties had been genuine surprise. That part didn’t fit.

If it was Debbie, the questions were worse. How had she found out? How much did she know? Had she seen me leave the house in the shorts, or had she simply discovered them and drawn her own conclusions? The idea that my wife might be quietly leaving women’s clothes for me to find made my stomach turn in a different way.

Over the next few days the questions stayed in the background while the meetings became routine. Every evening I changed on the back path, hid the backpack, and went to him. He fucked me, recorded me, made me talk to the camera, and sent me home with another load inside me. It settled into a pattern so quickly that it started to feel normal.

I was addicted to the feeling of his cock stretching me open and to the way he took control without asking. One evening, still catching my breath against the tree, I told him I was thinking about going back to noon runs as well. It was my way of saying I wanted him more often. He just nodded, as if he had expected it.

It was during one of those daytime meetings that he handed me a small paper bag.

“Present,” he said.

Inside was a pair of pink satin tap panties with white lace trim along the edges. They were soft and clearly new.

“I got tired of waiting for you to get some of your own,” he told me.

Again, the fact that he had bought me panties made me think about two things. First, was this masked man becoming something like a boyfriend? The word felt ridiculous, but the pattern was hard to ignore. Second, if he was willing to go out, buy a pair of pink satin panties and hand them to me in the woods, it made it even less likely that he had broken into my house to leave the bra.

Then came another confusing point. It was Saturday and Debbie had a Pilates class. I heard her opening and closing drawers upstairs, the sound sharper than usual, so I went to see what the problem was.

She was standing in front of her open drawer, frowning.

“Oh, I can’t find my pink shorts,” she sighed. “They must have fallen down the back or something. I’ll wear the black ones and find them later.”

Shit. That settled it. She wasn’t the one who had given them to me. Someone else had been inside the house. I was sure of it now. But how? There had still been no sign of forced entry.

That evening, while the man had me bent over the usual log and was fucking me in steady, deep strokes, I decided to ask him straight.

“Have you been inside my house?”

He didn’t stop moving.

“What? No. Why? Is that what you want? You want me to break in and rape you in your sleep?” The last part came out in a low, almost playful purr.

“No,” I said quickly. I let the subject drop for a while and just took the fucking. When he finished and pulled me round for the usual rough kiss, I told him the truth. I explained about the pink shorts appearing in my drawer, then the bra, and how Debbie had just confirmed she hadn’t put them there.

He looked as confused as anyone could behind a balaclava.

“I genuinely haven’t been in your house,” he said. “But you know there’s someone else in these forests, right? The guy who was on the news.”

My eyes widened.

“Wait. That wasn’t you?”

“No, man. I’m just a dogger who thought you were into the game.”

It was at that moment that I realised something. Someone else had been watching us the whole time. Not just once or twice, but every meeting. Getting off on the play, staying hidden, waiting for his own moment. The clothes in my drawer, the way the figure had stood under the streetlamp looking up at my window, all of it fitted.

I saw the same realisation reach the man in the balaclava. For a second his eyes widened behind the mask. Then the shock faded and a slow grin spread across what I could see of his face. He wasn’t frightened. He looked like a man who had just understood that the game had only just started, and that it was about to get a lot more interesting.


Three

My sexual adventures with the masked man continued over the next two weeks. During that time newer, stranger things began to happen at home. Panties started appearing in my underwear drawer. Not the ordinary ones Debbie wore, but large, boxer-short sized pairs in shiny pink satin, heavy with lace. Some were long bloomers that reached down to the knees. Others were high-cut French styles. All of them were clearly bought for a man with a bigger frame than Debbie’s.

Whoever was breaking into the house was buying these things specifically for me. The question that kept turning over in my head was why.

I decided I needed to find out what was going on. So far the person hadn’t done anything openly dangerous, but I had no idea how they might react if confronted, and I didn’t want Debbie caught in the middle of it. I checked every possible way into the house.

The front door was a solid security door with double locks. That route was almost impossible without making a noise or leaving damage. Most of the windows were modern double-glazed units with proper latches. Short of smashing the glass, they were secure. The back door was the weak point. It was an older door with an old-fashioned single lock. Anyone who knew how to pick a lock could open it. What surprised me was that the door was always locked again afterwards. That suggested the person either relocked it carefully each time or already had a key.

There were three keys to that back door. I kept one on my keyring. Debbie had the second. The third was kept in a kitchen drawer for times when we needed to leave a spare with someone. I checked the drawer. The spare key was gone.

The intruder had a key to the back door.

Even after I knew that, I didn’t change the lock. I didn’t add a bolt or a chain. It was a risk and I knew it. Something in my gut told me this person didn’t want to hurt me. It felt like some kind of bizarre sexual fetish, and the uncomfortable truth was that part of me was already going along with it.

The collection in my drawer kept growing. More bras, soft nighties, pairs of stockings. Whoever this was had to be spending a fair amount of money. And so far the only person actually benefiting from any of it was the man in the balaclava, who got to fuck me in the woods while I wore the things that kept appearing.

Then came a break, a real chance to move things along. Debbie was going up north for two nights and would be leaving me alone in the house. That evening I took my time getting ready. I put on the new lingerie that had been left for me: an open-back pair of lacy satin jockstrap-style panties, the rear completely exposed, and over them a short babydoll nightie in the same soft pink satin. The nightie barely reached the top of my thighs. I left the rest of the clothes in the drawer, switched off the light, and got into bed.

I lay on my side facing the window, deliberately leaving my back exposed. Sleep didn’t come easily. I stayed half-awake, listening to every small sound in the house.

At some point in the night I felt a hand settle on me. The room was lit only by moonlight. I was still facing the window. The intruder was behind me on the bed.

I didn’t dare move. I kept my breathing steady and let him explore. His hand moved slowly over the satin nightie, then lower, stroking the bare cheeks left open by the jockstrap. The touch was firm, deliberate, taking its time.

Suddenly the hand left my backside, came up, and clamped hard over my mouth. The bed creaked as his weight shifted closer. Heavy breathing sounded right beside my ear. A moment later I felt the thick, blunt head of a large cock press against my dry hole through the open rear of the panties.

There was no spit, no lube. He wanted it dry. He wanted it to hurt. I tried to speak, to tell him I had lubricant in the drawer, but the hand over my mouth turned every word into a muffled noise.

He pushed. The pain was immediate and sharp. My body tried to resist but he was too big, too heavy, too strong. I felt like I was being split open. He kept forcing himself deeper in short, relentless pushes, the dry friction burning with every inch. My eyes watered. My hands gripped the sheet. Still he pushed on until, with a low “ah” of satisfaction, he was fully buried inside me to the root.

Suddenly I was flat on my face, shoved down into the mattress. His hand stayed clamped over my mouth while he shifted his weight fully on top of me and started riding my arse harder than I ever had in the woods. It was pure brute force. Every thrust was deep and punishing, the dry friction still burning even after he had been inside for a while. The pain was constant, yet underneath it the whole thing felt desperately sexy, better than any sex I had ever had. Maybe it was the complete loss of control, or the fact that this was happening in my own bed. Whatever the reason, I started moaning into his hand, the sounds muffled but constant, as the brutal fucking of my hole went on and on.

He had real stamina. Nearly half an hour passed before his rhythm finally broke. He drove in hard one last time, held himself deep, and came with a low grunt, flooding me again.

When he pulled out I said nothing. I just lay there face down, arse exposed, feeling thoroughly used in a way that still left me hard against the sheets. His big hands took hold of my buttocks and prised them wide apart. He held them open with one hand. I heard the soft click and saw the brief white flash of a phone camera taking pictures of the cum that was already starting to leak out of me. A final hard spank landed across both cheeks, sharp enough to make me jolt, and then his weight left the bed.

I stayed still for a few more seconds, listening. The house was quiet. When I finally turned over the room was empty. The bedroom door was ajar. My underwear drawers were standing open.

I got up, legs unsteady, and checked the landing and the stairs. He was gone. I went back to the drawers and looked inside. All the new panties and lingerie were still there, joined by a few more items I hadn’t seen before. What was missing was every single pair of my ordinary male underwear. Boxers, briefs, everything. They had all been taken.

The following afternoon, during my run, I met the usual masked man in the woods. After last night I knew for certain it wasn’t him. While we kissed I kept one hand low, slipped a folded note into the pocket of his jeans, and hoped whoever might be watching wouldn’t notice.

I left the forest as normal. About half an hour later my phone rang.

“Hey. Got your note,” he said.

“Yeah. Thanks. Sorry, but I need to speak to you properly. The other guy visited me last night. He’s been breaking into the house and leaving me panties and lingerie for weeks. Last night was the first time he actually fucked me.”

There was a short silence on the line.

“Mate, that’s hot, but you really should go to the police.”

“I know. But I don’t know if I want to.”

He paused again, then let out a slow breath.

“Is your wife home tonight?”

“No.”

“Then I’ll come over if you like. Maybe if there’s two of us we can confront him. Find out what he’s really after.”

“Yeah,” I said. “That sounds like a good idea.”

That evening the masked man followed me home from the woods the same way he always did. When we reached the quieter edge of the path, just before the houses started, he stopped and pulled the balaclava off.

He looked ordinary. Late thirties, short brown hair, glasses, the sort of face you wouldn’t look at twice in a supermarket. A bit geeky, if anything.

“Nige,” he said, holding out a hand as if we were meeting for the first time.

I shook it. Part of me felt guilty for ending the anonymous game so abruptly, but it had to finish sometime. We needed to deal with the other man, and that meant no more masks between us.

Of course, having the house to ourselves meant we spent almost the entire evening on the bed. We kissed, sucked each other, and fucked in every position we could manage until we finally fell asleep around one in the morning. By then I was fairly certain the other man had seen Nige come home with me and would stay away.

I was wrong.

I woke to the sudden thick pressure of a huge cock forcing its way into my arse. For a second I thought it was Nige, hard again and starting another round. Then I opened my eyes.

Nige was on the far side of the bed, wrists bound behind his back with what looked like one of my ties, a pair of my own used briefs stuffed in his mouth and held in place with another strip of cloth. His eyes were wide and fixed on me. He looked properly scared, unsure what to do, just staring in pure horror.

The man behind me didn’t give either of us time to react. He gripped my hips and started pounding me hard and fast, slamming in and out with more force than any previous time. Every thrust was deep and deliberate. He was making a point. He could do whatever he wanted, in my own bed, with someone else right there watching, and nothing was going to stop him.

After several minutes of that brutal pace he shifted his weight, hauled me up and forward, and shoved me face-first toward Nige’s cock. His hand pressed down on the back of my head until my mouth was forced over Nige. I had no choice but to take him in while the huge man kept fucking my arse without slowing down.

I sucked Nige as best I could under the constant pounding. His cock hardened quickly in my mouth despite the fear in his eyes. I kept working him, saliva running down his shaft, until he finally tensed and came hard, flooding my mouth with thick spurts. I swallowed most of it because the hand on my head gave me no room to pull away.

Only after that did the man behind me drive in to the hilt and finish, pumping another heavy load deep inside me. I expected him to pull out and leave the way he had before. Instead he stayed buried in me, breathing hard. By then Nige, still bound and gagged, was already starting to harden again.

Huge hands gripped my waist and lifted me up as if I weighed nothing. He moved me forward and forced me down onto Nige’s cock. I was already open and wet from the previous fucking, so I sank onto him in one continuous slide until I was fully seated. Nige’s eyes were still wide above the gag, but his cock was rock hard inside me.

For the first time I got a proper look at the man who had been breaking into my house. He was heavily overweight, almost gross with it, a big soft belly and thick arms that somehow moved with surprising quiet. His cock was out of proportion with the rest of him, thick and long, the kind of size that still looked impossible even after it had already been inside me twice. Over his head he wore a full leather gimp mask, black, with zips across the eyes and mouth. The whole sight was frightening, yet when he pointed down at his own cock I leaned over without being told and took him into my mouth.

He let me suck him for a while, heavy and already half-hard again, while I stayed seated on Nige and rocked slowly. Then he pulled out of my mouth, moved behind me, and pushed back into my arse alongside Nige. The stretch was brutal. Two cocks at once, one already filling me, the second forcing its way in until both were buried deep. I cried out against the sudden fullness. He didn’t give me time to adjust. He started thrusting, short and powerful, while Nige stayed still underneath me, bound and unable to do anything but take it.

They used me like that for a long stretch, the big man setting the pace, my body trapped between them. When he finally pulled out he made me climb off Nige, turn round, and sit back down facing the other way so I could suck Nige clean while the bigger man fucked me from behind again. The positions kept changing. He put me on my back and folded my legs up so both of them could take turns driving into me. He made me kneel over Nige’s face while he fucked my throat. He had me on all fours between Nige’s legs so I could keep sucking him while the thick cock pounded my arse without pause.

Every time one of them came he simply waited, stayed hard or got hard again, and carried on. I lost count of how many times I was filled. My own cock leaked constantly onto the sheets without ever being touched. The room smelled of sweat and cum. My hole stayed open and used, taking whatever was pushed into it.

By the time the first grey light of dawn started showing through the curtains I was exhausted, voice rough, body aching. The big man gave a final deep series of thrusts and emptied himself inside me once more. He pulled out slowly, watched the cum leak from me onto Nige, then leaned down and kissed me.

The kiss was long and heavy. His tongue was thick and wet, pushing into my mouth and taking control the same way his cock had. I could taste both of them on it. He kept the kiss going until I was moaning into it, then broke away.

He dressed without hurry, pulling on dark clothes that somehow made his size less obvious. Before he left he turned to Nige, who was still bound on the bed, and carefully peeled the tape from his mouth.

“Train him,” he said, voice low and flat behind the mask. “Make him our sissy whore.”

Nige swallowed, throat working.

“I… I will.”

The big man nodded once, then left the room. A few moments later I heard the back door open and close quietly downstairs.

After the man left I sat up and started undoing the rest of the bindings. The tie around Nige’s wrists came free first. I pulled the gag out of his mouth and helped him sit up. He rubbed his wrists for a few seconds, then gulped and gave a short nod.

“I think you need to think this through,” he said.

“Why?”

“I think he’s turning you into a sissy slave.”

“What is that?” I asked. I had never heard the term before.

“Look it up,” Nige said. He was already reaching for his clothes. “I should go home.”

“What did he mean by train him?”

Nige paused with his shirt half on.

“It’s a BDSM thing. It means to train you to be a slave. I’ll do it, if that’s what you want. If you want to submit, then I’ll do it.”

“Should I be scared?”

He looked away toward the window, clearly turning the question over.

“I don’t think he wants to hurt anyone. Not physically, anyway.”

“Thanks.”

We kissed once, slower than usual, then he finished dressing and left. I heard the front door close downstairs. I stayed on the bed, still naked, still sticky, wondering what the fuck was actually going on.

The house felt too quiet. All the sex from the night had left me half-hard again almost without noticing. I wrapped my hand around my cock and started stroking. It didn’t take long. I came hard across my stomach, eyes shut, still thinking about the weight of the bigger man and the way both of them had used me.

The second the orgasm finished the panic arrived, exactly the same as every previous time. My heart raced for the wrong reasons. I sat there staring at the mess on my skin and felt stupid, guilty, and completely out of my depth. I still didn’t know what I was becoming, only that I kept going back for more.

When Debbie came home later that day I decided to tell her the truth. Part of it was practical. The amount of lingerie in the house was growing fast and it would be almost impossible to keep hiding it. The other part was the two new items I had found that morning hanging in the closet: a pair of large pink satin French maid’s dresses, complete with white aprons and frilly details.

I sat her down in the living room and started from the beginning. The forest, the masked man, the break-ins, the clothes appearing in my drawers, the night the bigger man had come into the bedroom while Nige was there. I left nothing out.

Debbie was furious. Not only had I cheated, I had put both of our lives at risk by letting a stranger keep a key to the house and by refusing to report any of it. She told me several times to call the police right then. I kept saying no. Eventually she stopped and stared at me.

“Why won’t you call them?”

I broke down. The words came out in a rush while my eyes filled.

“Because I’m enjoying it.”

Debbie stared at me, clearly confused. After a few seconds the anger eased a little and she frowned.

“Do you want us to break up?”

“No,” I said quickly. “I don’t understand any of it. I just know I can’t stop. I’m horny all the time. I want to fuck you all the time.”

She tilted her head.

“Wait, what?”

“Yeah. This whole thing just makes me want sex constantly. I don’t fuck them. They fuck me. They penetrate me.”

Something shifted in her expression. Without another word she reached for my belt, undid it, and shoved my jeans down. Underneath I was still wearing the pink satin and white lace suspender belt, white lace-trimmed stockings, and a pair of the huge satin bloomers that had been left for me. She stifled a short laugh, pushed the bloomers down just far enough to free my hard cock, then lifted her own skirt, pulled her knickers to one side, and sat straight down onto me.

We fucked several times that day. Each round left me more worked up than the last. By late afternoon I told Debbie I was going for my usual run. Instead of arguing she followed me upstairs and helped me get ready.

She chose one of her own pink tennis skirts, short and pleated, and made me put it on over a pair of the satin panties. Then she sat me on the edge of the bed and carefully applied a thin line of her black eyeliner to each eye. When she finished she stood back and looked at me.

“I want to watch,” she said.

We walked to the woods together. I felt every breeze against the bare backs of my thighs. When we reached the usual clearing Nige was already there, balaclava on. The moment he saw Debbie beside me he froze. Even behind the mask I could tell he was nervous.

“She’s here to watch,” I said. “She knows everything.”

The tension left his shoulders almost at once. He straightened up. Whatever doubt he had felt disappeared. Nige clearly liked an audience.

Debbie sat on a low tree trunk a few metres away, skirt pulled up, and started touching herself while she watched. Nige had me on all fours and was fucking me hard and steady, the same deep rhythm he always used. She didn’t look away. She saw every shift in my face, every time I pushed back for more, every moan I couldn’t hold in. After a while she gave a small nod, as if she had confirmed something to herself. There was no stopping this and she knew it.

When Nige finally came and pulled out, I stayed on my hands and knees for a moment, catching my breath. Debbie stood up, straightened her skirt, and walked over.

“You can use him and train him, as requested,” she said, looking straight at Nige. “But remember that I’m his wife.”

Nige shrugged, still breathing heavily.

“Fine by me.”

“What about the other guy?” he asked.

Debbie gave a short laugh.

“That’s you guys’ problem, not mine.”

Nige and I glanced at each other. Neither of us had an answer for that.


Four

The spare room was smaller than the main bedroom, but Debbie had moved every piece of the sissy clothing into it. On the outside of the door she had taped a large handwritten sign that read “He’s in the spare room” with a thick arrow pointing toward the bed. There was no mistaking the message.

That night I left the door unlocked and got into the narrow bed wearing only a pair of the open-back satin panties. I didn’t have to wait long. The mattress creaked under sudden weight and a moment later the familiar thick cock pushed straight into me. No warning, no spit, just the same dry, forceful entry as before. The intruder had found me without any trouble.

He fucked me hard and steady, one heavy hand pressed between my shoulder blades to keep me face-down. The bed frame knocked lightly against the wall with every thrust. I lost track of time. It must have been well over an hour of constant deep pounding before I managed to turn my head toward the doorway.

Debbie stood there in her nightgown, one hand moving slowly underneath the fabric. She watched without speaking. The look on her face was calm, almost curious. She didn’t look frightened. Something in her eyes said she already knew the man wasn’t going to touch her.

He kept going until he finally drove in deep, held still, and came with a low grunt. Only then did he pull out. He stood, still breathing heavily, and walked over to Debbie. From somewhere inside his jacket he produced a small bundle of folded satin dresses, all in different shades of pink and black, and held them out to her.

“He needs to start wearing these,” he said, voice flat behind the leather mask. “He’s a sissy bitch. He should dress like one.”

Debbie took the dresses without a word. The man left the same way he always did, quiet and quick. A minute later I heard the back door close downstairs.

The next day Debbie sat me down at the kitchen table and took my hand. She looked tired.

“Obviously this is a lot of fun,” she said, “but it’s also very risky. He’s clearly trying to assert ownership of you. You’re still my husband. The lingerie is one thing, but the dresses are a bit much. So I want you to say no to him tonight.”

“What if he doesn’t come back?” I asked, even though I already knew it was a stupid question.

“He will,” she said. “He’ll keep coming back.”

That day Debbie didn’t come with me on the run, but she still insisted I wear the pink tennis skirt and the matching bra. It felt inconsistent. She had drawn a clear line at the full dresses, yet she was happy to send me out looking like this. I didn’t argue. I changed in the spare room, pulled the skirt on over the satin panties, adjusted the bra, and left the house.

Nige was waiting in the usual clearing, balaclava already on. He used me the way he always did at first: bent me over, pushed inside, and fucked me hard until he was close. Then he pulled out and did something new.

“I received a message from an unknown number,” he said. “Said I needed to do this. Open your mouth.”

He stood in front of me, still hard, and pointed his cock at my face. Before I could properly process the words a hot stream of piss hit my lips and chin. The shock made me clamp my mouth shut on instinct. The stream kept coming. It ran down my neck, soaked the front of the bra, and plastered the tennis skirt to my thighs. I was covered.

After a couple of seconds I forced my mouth open again and let the rest of it in, swallowing what I could. The taste was sharp and warm, not as bad as I expected, just completely unexpected. Nige kept going until he finished, then looked down at me, waiting to see what I would do next.

When Debbie saw me walk through the door, still damp and reeking of piss, she simply rolled her eyes and walked straight past me into the kitchen. She didn’t ask what had happened. There was something flat and distant in her expression, as if she had already decided it was easier to stop caring.

That night I was back in the spare room. I had barely settled on the bed when the door opened earlier than usual. The big man stepped in while I was still fully awake. He didn’t speak. He just clicked his fingers once.

I dropped to my knees on the carpet and opened my mouth. I already knew what he wanted. This was part of the training. He stepped forward, took out his cock, and released a long stream of piss straight into my mouth. I drank it down without hesitation, swallowing steadily until he finished. Then I leaned in, took him between my lips, and sucked him to full hardness.

When he was ready I turned round, pulled the open-back panties to the side, and presented myself on all fours on the bed. He mounted me in one heavy thrust and started fucking me with the same relentless pace as before.

“I own you, you realise that?” he said.

“Yes, Sir.”

He kept thrusting while he spoke, voice low and even behind the leather mask.

“I have all the pictures from your friend’s phone. I have all your friends’ contacts, your family’s, your wife’s work numbers, everything. I own both of you. I also know things you don’t know.”

I turned my head to look at him over my shoulder.

“About your wife.”

“What?”

“She’s cheating on you with her boss. They’ve been at it for a while. He’s a married man, rich, got a lot to lose. So does she.” He gave a short chuckle that never reached his eyes. “You need to explain to her that she has to cooperate, or she’ll lose everything. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Sir,” I said. My stomach was already turning.

“Start wearing the dresses,” he added, driving in especially deep. “Or else.”

He fucked me for hours without any real break in the rhythm. The mattress kept shifting under the weight of him. Every time he got close he would pull out suddenly, grab a fistful of my hair, and force my head back. Sometimes the hot stream of piss went straight into my open mouth and I had to swallow as fast as I could. Other times he aimed across my face and chest so it ran down my neck and soaked the front of the nightie. Once he finished pissing he pushed straight back into my arse and carried on thrusting until he came hard and deep.

After the first two loads he changed the pattern. He would drive in as far as he could, hold still, and release a long stream of urine inside me. Then he would start fucking again while it was still warm, pushing the mix of piss and cum back and forth until it leaked out around his cock and ran down the insides of my thighs onto the sheets. The bed grew wetter with every round. The smell filled the small room.

If I tried to shift position or if a moan came out too loud, his open hand cracked down across both cheeks. The spanks were heavy and deliberate. He timed them with his thrusts so each blow shoved me further onto him. My arse burned after the first few. By the twentieth or thirtieth the skin felt raw and hot. He didn’t stop. He just kept the same steady combination of deep fucking, internal pissing, and sharp spanks until I stopped trying to move at all.

I lost count of the times he filled me. My hole stayed stretched and messy, constantly leaking. The sheets under my knees and stomach were soaked through. My own cock stayed hard against the wet fabric the entire time but he never touched it.

When the sky outside the window finally started to turn grey he gave a last series of hard thrusts, buried himself to the root, and came once more. He stayed inside for a few seconds, then pulled out slowly. A thick mixture of cum and urine followed and dripped onto the already ruined bed. He wiped his cock roughly on the corner of the duvet, stood up, and left the spare room without speaking.

I heard the master bedroom door open and the soft creak of the bed as he woke Debbie. Her voice came out sleepy and startled. There was a short silence while he must have held the phone in front of her face. Then his heavy footsteps passed my door again and went downstairs. The back door opened and closed quietly. He was gone.

“What the fuck was that?” Debbie asked the moment I walked into the master bedroom. Her voice was high and panicked. She was sitting up in bed, the duvet pulled tight around her.

“He has pictures of you with Eric.”

Her eyes went wide. The colour drained from her face.

“Fuck. Fuck. I’m sorry. I…”

“Babe, it’s fine,” I said. I sat on the edge of the bed. “I cheated. You cheated. So what? That’s not the problem right now. The problem is he’s threatening to out me and ruin you if you don’t cooperate. He wants me wearing the sissy dresses. Properly. Every day.”

I waited for the argument. I expected her to push back, to insist we call the police, to say we could still fix this somehow. Instead she just let out a long breath and nodded once.

“You’re right. You need to start wearing them.” She looked at me for a moment, then away toward the window. “I need to get used to the fact that I won’t have the man I married anymore.”

That day was the first time I spent the whole day in a proper sissy dress. Debbie had left for work early. I was home alone, trying to get through a project on my laptop. The dress was bright pink, satin, with a full puffy skirt that kept catching on the chair every time I shifted. The bodice was tight across my chest and the short sleeves left my arms bare. I felt ridiculous sitting there in it, but I stayed dressed the way I had been told.

Late morning I heard the back door unlock. I stood up, smoothed the skirt down, and walked into the kitchen just as the man stepped inside. He was already wearing the leather gimp mask. In one hand he carried a large suitcase.

“Some more dresses and things for you,” he said. “Greet me.”

I dropped straight to my knees on the kitchen tiles, leaned forward, and kissed the tops of both his shoes. Then I reached up, opened his trousers, pulled his cock out, and took it into my mouth. I sucked him steadily until he was fully hard. When he tapped the side of my head I turned round, still on my knees, lifted the puffy skirt, and pulled the open-back panties aside so he could push straight into me.

He fucked me there on the kitchen floor first, then moved me into the living room, then eventually upstairs to the spare room. Every time I tried to get back to the laptop he pulled me away again. The suitcase stayed by the back door, unopened. He used me in the dress the entire time, sometimes making me keep the skirt up around my waist, sometimes leaving it down so the satin bunched between us.

He didn’t leave until only a few minutes before Debbie was due home. By then I had missed three separate conference calls. My phone had buzzed and gone unanswered on the side table while he kept me bent over or on my back. When the door finally closed behind him I sat on the edge of the bed in the crumpled dress and stared at the screen full of missed notifications.

We needed my job. Without the salary we would not be able to keep up the mortgage. That simple fact sat in my chest like a weight. Like it or not, this was already becoming a real problem.

That evening I went out for my usual run and found both of them already waiting in the clearing. The big man in the gimp mask and Nige stood close together, talking quietly. When they saw me they both laughed, the sound easy and familiar, as if they had been catching up for a while.

They didn’t waste time. Nige held my arms while the bigger man pissed over my face and the front of the tennis skirt. Then they switched. Warm streams hit my chest, my thighs, the satin panties underneath. When they finished they bent me over a log. Open hands cracked down on my arse in turn, hard enough to leave the skin stinging and hot. One of them reached between my legs, took hold of my balls, and squeezed until I gasped. They kept the pressure on while the other one slapped the insides of my thighs. The pain was sharp and deliberate. Only when I was shaking did they stop and start fucking me.

They took turns, then used me together, one in my mouth and one in my arse, swapping whenever they felt like it. I lost track of how long it lasted. By the time they finished and left me on the ground my skirt was soaked, my hole ached, and my balls still throbbed.

Walking home I felt the truth settle in properly. I was getting lost in this. If I didn’t find a way to deal with it I was going to lose the job, the house, and destroy whatever was left of Debbie’s life as well.

The visits stopped being occasional after that. The big man started turning up every day. Sometimes he was already inside when Debbie’s key turned in the front door. She would walk into the kitchen or the living room and find him still there, mask on, suitcase open, me on my knees or bent over the arm of the sofa. She stopped reacting. She just put the kettle on or went upstairs and closed the bedroom door.

At work the emails began. First a polite note about missed calls. Then a formal warning about unexplained absences. My manager wanted a meeting. I kept putting it off, knowing I had no real explanation I could give.

Eventually I began to see less and less of Debbie. With the man in the house almost every day she started staying overnight in the city more often. One of the corporate apartments her company kept for clients and late meetings became her regular base. I had no doubt her boss had arranged it so the two of them could carry on without interruption. I didn’t challenge it. Given everything that had already happened between us, it felt almost reasonable.

Her absences stretched from one night to two, then to most of the working week. When she did come home it was usually late, a quick change of clothes, a few quiet words, and she was gone again the next morning. The house felt emptier without her, but it didn’t stay empty for long.

The man simply stopped leaving. There was no big announcement. One evening he was still there when I went to bed. The next morning he was already in the kitchen. After that he never really went away. He slept in the master bedroom. He used the shower. He ate what was in the fridge.

Bit by bit his things began to fill the space that had been Debbie’s. A spare leather mask appeared on the top shelf of the wardrobe. Heavy black clothes took over the hangers where her work dresses used to be. His toiletries lined the bathroom shelf. Drawers that had held her underwear and night things were emptied and refilled with his larger items and more of the sissy clothing he kept bringing for me. Each time Debbie came home she removed another small batch of her own belongings and took them to the city flat. She never commented on the change. She just packed quietly and left again.

Within a few weeks the master bedroom no longer looked like it belonged to a married couple. It looked like his room, with a space cleared for me when he wanted me there.

I lost my job the following week. The email was short and formal. I wasn’t surprised. I hadn’t properly worked for some time. Missed meetings, unanswered calls, and long stretches where I simply wasn’t at the laptop had finally caught up with me. When I told the man he barely reacted. He said he already had a plan that would sort out the money side of things. He didn’t explain what it was and I didn’t push.

For the time being he was only interested in using me. Everything sexual or even half-sexual became my job. He fucked me when he felt like it, pissed on me or in me whenever it suited him, and made me stay in the dresses from the moment I woke up until I was allowed to sleep. One evening he decided I was to be his footstool for an entire film. I got down on all fours in front of the sofa, the puffy skirt flipped up over my back, and he rested both bare feet on me for the full two hours. If I shifted he tapped the side of my head with his heel until I went still again.

He had moved in completely by then. The house was his. My role was simple: sissy slave. I cooked when told, cleaned when told, and presented myself whenever he clicked his fingers or pointed at the floor.

It had been more than a month since I last saw Debbie. She hadn’t texted, hadn’t called, hadn’t even left a note. I barely had the space to think about it. Nige was round most days. The two of them used me together the way they always had, sometimes for hours. Then other men started appearing. First one or two, then more. They arrived in the evenings, took their turns, and left. That was when I began to notice details that didn’t quite fit.

It was after three other men had finished with me that I noticed the exchange. They had taken turns for well over an hour. One after another they fucked me hard on the living-room floor, then held me down while the next one took his place. When I struggled or made too much noise they slapped my face, my arse, the backs of my thighs. One of them used his belt a few times across my already sore cheeks. By the time the last of them came and stepped back I was shaking, the pink dress torn at the shoulder, my hole leaking and swollen.

Nige was near the front door, putting his jacket on. The big man stood beside him, wallet open. He counted out a short stack of notes and handed them over. Nige took the money without comment, slipped it into his pocket, and left. The other three men were already pulling their trousers up and heading for the door as well. None of them looked at me. The big man closed the door behind them, locked it, and turned back toward the sofa as if nothing unusual had happened.

I confronted him the next morning while he sat at the kitchen table drinking coffee. I stood in the pink dress, still sore from the night before, and asked him straight about the money I had seen changing hands.

He didn’t look up from his mug.

“You’re making more than enough to cover the mortgage,” he said. “And I cover the food and the utilities.” He gave a small shrug. “Don’t worry about the rest. I already sold my apartment and paid off Debbie’s half of the house. She transferred her share to me.”

I stared at him.

“Wait. Debbie sold you her half?” The words came out in a rush. “You live here permanently?”

“Yes.” He chuckled once, low and short.

“But I don’t even know your name. I’ve never seen your face.”

He finally turned his head toward me. The leather mask was still on.

“You know I’m called either Sir or Master. You’re not allowed to see my face. As for who I am, I’m your boyfriend and owner. You’re my gay sissy whore.”

I stood there with my mouth open for a few seconds. Then I closed it, swallowed, and nodded. My cock was already starting to harden under the dress. He noticed. He reached down, cupped it through the satin, and rubbed slowly.

“I will never cage you,” he said. “You can masturbate as much as you like. But you are mine. I will protect you and care for you. Debbie will send the divorce papers soon. Just know this; if you put a foot wrong I can and will let everyone know exactly what you are.”

The words should have frightened me. They should have made my stomach drop. Instead they only pushed the excitement higher. The sex had always been intense, and I had come to love being used like a slut, but what I loved most was the way this big man held me. His arms were heavy and solid. When he wrapped them around me I felt small and completely owned, a useless little sissy who no longer had to decide anything for himself. I leaned into the touch and stayed there while he kept rubbing me through the dress.

That night he took me upstairs to the master bedroom and told me to get on the bed. The dress came off. He left me in the stockings and the open-back panties. For once there was no rush and no audience. He lay down beside me, pulled me close, and started kissing me the way he sometimes did after a long session, slow and heavy, tongue taking over my mouth while one big hand stroked down my back.

When he finally pushed inside me it was different from the usual hard use. He went deep and stayed there, rolling his hips in long, steady strokes that let me feel every inch of that thick cock. He kept me on my side, one of my legs hooked over his arm, so he could reach round and play with my cock at the same time. Every time I got close he slowed down or stopped completely, making me wait until he was ready to let me finish.

Later he decided it was time for more training. He worked two thick fingers into me first, then three, then four, stretching me open while I breathed through it. When his hand finally slid in past the knuckles the fullness was almost too much. He held it there, rotating slowly, reminding me that my arse belonged to him and that it would take whatever he decided to put inside it. I stayed still and took it, eyes watering, cock leaking onto the sheet.

After he pulled his hand free he made me kneel on the floor beside the bed and open my mouth. Instead of walking to the bathroom he simply pissed into my mouth in a long, steady stream. I drank it the way I had been trained to, swallowing until he finished, then licking him clean. It had become ordinary. I no longer thought twice about it.

When he finally pulled me back onto the bed and fucked me to another orgasm I lay there afterwards with his heavy arm across my chest and knew there was nowhere else I wanted to be. The size of him, the way he could open me up and use me for hours, the complete control he had over every part of my body, all of it had stripped away whatever I used to be. I was a disgusting sissy slut, and for the first time the knowledge felt like relief rather than shame.

For the next few months I serviced men every single day for my master. The arrangement was simple. He decided who came to the house and when. Most of them arrived in the afternoon or early evening. Some stayed only long enough to fuck me and leave. Others stayed for hours and took multiple turns. I barely left the master bedroom. The bed, the floor, the chair by the window: those were the places I spent most of my time. Between clients I was allowed to clean myself up, reapply make-up, and wait for the next one.

My appearance changed to match the role. Master had my hair bleached and kept it long and styled in a high blonde bimbo look. The make-up became heavier: thick foundation, bright pink lipstick, heavy mascara and eyeliner that I was expected to keep perfect. The wardrobe was only dresses now, all of them short, shiny, and deliberately ridiculous. I wore the matching high heels even inside the house. Walking anywhere meant the click of those heels and the swish of a satin skirt.

Bit by bit the neighbours worked out what was happening. At first it was just the frequent male visitors and the fact that I never seemed to leave the house in ordinary clothes. Then someone must have seen me at an upstairs window in full dress and make-up. After that the whispers started. When I did step outside to put the bins out or collect a parcel, people across the street would stop talking and stare. I heard the phrases more than once through open windows or over garden fences: the gay prostitute next door, the sissy who lives at number fourteen, the one in the pink dresses. No one said it to my face. They didn’t need to. The gossip did the job on its own.

I no longer went out running. There was no need. The amount of sex I was having every day kept my weight steady without any exercise. Clients came in steady streams. Some evenings turned into full parties or small orgies that lasted until the early hours. By the time the last man left I was usually too exhausted to do anything except sleep for a few hours before it started again.

The constant activity took its toll on the house. Dust collected on the surfaces. The kitchen stayed messy for days at a time. Sheets were changed only when they became too stained to ignore. Outside, the garden grew wild. Grass stood long and uneven. Weeds took over the borders. No one had time or interest to deal with it.

Master had also started giving me a regular supply of some drug. He never explained what it was, only that it would keep me going. It worked. My cock stayed hard for hours and the need for sex never really dropped. The side effects were harder to ignore. My mouth often felt dry. I was fairly sure my teeth were beginning to suffer, but the constant horniness made it easy to push the worry aside.

The neighbours eventually complained. Police officers came to the door twice. Each time they asked questions about noise and the number of men coming and going. Without solid evidence of anything illegal there was little they could do. Prostitution itself wasn’t against the law, and everything happened inside the house. After the second visit they stopped calling.

Then, one ordinary morning, I woke up and the house was quiet in a way it hadn’t been for months. Master’s side of the bed was empty. His clothes were gone from the wardrobe. The leather mask was no longer on the shelf. Every personal item that had belonged to him had disappeared. He had moved out sometime during the night and left me alone again.

But that wasn’t the only thing he had left behind.


Five

The shiny pink shorts sparkled in the moonlight as I ran. My feet hit the dry earth with a steady, satisfying thunk. The path through the trees was familiar again. After nearly two months without the drug my head felt clearer than it had in a long time. The exercise helped. It gave me something solid to focus on.

Having Debbie back in the house was still strange. She lived there as a housemate rather than a wife, yet the arrangement worked. We got on well enough, and she had taken to the dominant role without much difficulty. She told me when to clean, when to tidy the garden, and when I was allowed to go out. I mostly did as I was told.

When Luke left, the collapse had been sudden. One morning the house was simply empty of him. I had done everything he asked, given up the job, the marriage, any leftover pride, and he had still walked away without a word. The depression that followed was heavy. I barely left the bedroom for the first week. Nige came round a few times, sat with me, and made the right sympathetic noises. Underneath it, though, he was clearly hoping to step into the space Luke had left and take over. That was the last thing I needed. I needed someone who wasn’t trying to use me. So I called Debbie.

She and her boss had fallen out by then. The affair had ended badly and she had found a new job, but the corporate apartment was no longer available. She was living in a small, expensive flat she could barely afford. When I suggested she move back into the house she only hesitated for a day. We both knew there was no chance of getting back together as a couple. I was gay, and that wasn’t going to change. What we worked out instead was practical. She would keep me in line. She would give the orders about the housework, the garden, the daily routine. In return she got a proper place to live without the full weight of the mortgage.

It took time, but the neighbours gradually complained less. The constant stream of men had slowed. The garden was cut again. The bins went out on the right day. We were never going to be popular, but the open hostility faded into ordinary distance. That was enough.

The other thing Debbie took on was managing the clients. She insisted on proper background checks before anyone new was allowed through the door. She also made sure I went for regular sexual health screenings and signed up for the official safe-prostitute certification scheme. At first it felt strange for both of us to talk about it so openly. I was a full-time hooker, and she was organising the work. Once the practical side was sorted, though, it became just another part of the household routine.

She also pushed me to change the image. The cheap pink satin dresses and heavy bimbo make-up gradually disappeared. In their place came better quality latex outfits, tailored skirts, proper corsets, and more expensive lingerie. The whole look shifted from cartoon sissy to something cleaner and more deliberate. The better presentation brought a better standard of client. Men who paid more, stayed longer, and caused fewer problems.

When the OnlyFans account started bringing in decent money on top of the in-person work, the numbers added up. One evening I sat Debbie down at the kitchen table and asked her to quit her job and become my full-time manager. She thought about it for a couple of days, then handed in her notice. From that point on she handled the bookings, the finances, the content schedule, and the household. I handled the rest.

Nige still came round regularly. We fucked when we both felt like it, and sometimes he stayed the night. He never moved in, and I never asked him to. I was already getting more than enough sex from the clients. What I actually needed was someone I could talk to without it turning into another transaction. Nige understood that and stayed in the friend-with-benefits role without pushing for more.

Debbie felt much the same way. She had the occasional fling when she wanted to, usually someone from her old work circle or a man she met online. None of them lasted. At the end of the evening she always came home to the house we shared. We had settled into a clear arrangement: she kept the practical side of my life in order, I earned the money, and at the end of the day we both had someone familiar and reliable under the same roof. It wasn’t a marriage any more, but it worked.

In the end Debbie and I remarried. The agreement was clear from the start. We would never have sex with each other again, and the marriage would not interfere with the rest of our lives. She continued managing the work and living her own private life. I continued seeing clients and keeping the OnlyFans content going. The legal status simply made the household and the finances cleaner.

The wedding itself was small. Nige came, along with a handful of friends from the local gay scene. No one from either of our old circles appeared. There was a reason for that.

When Luke decided he was finished with me, he carried out the threat he had made months earlier. Every photograph and every video he had collected was sent out in one large batch. Friends, family, former colleagues, Debbie’s old work contacts, even distant acquaintances received the files. Within a day it was impossible to pretend anything else. The whole world that had once known us now knew I was a gay sissy whore, and they knew about Debbie’s affairs as well. Luke had pressed the nuclear button and walked away.

At the time it felt like the final humiliation. Looking back, I am almost glad he did it. If Debbie’s own reputation had not been destroyed alongside mine, she might never have answered my call when I was at my lowest. We would not have started talking properly again. We would not have built the strange but workable relationship we have now. The complete collapse of the lives we used to live turned out to be the thing that allowed us to put something new together. Without that shared ruin, we would probably still be strangers.

It was about a year later that the news broke. A man in the north had been arrested for sexually assaulting another man in a forest. The reports named him as Luke Jenkins and said he had been the subject of a targeted police operation for some time. I sat in the kitchen and watched the short segment twice. A part of me felt guilty for never having gone to the police myself. Another part of me knew I would not have become who I am without everything he put me through. The discovery had required the damage.

My runs in the forest continued, only now I went out in full feminine clothing and make-up. The pink shorts had been replaced by short skirts, stockings, and proper heels that still managed the paths. Every run ended at the same popular dogging site. Nige would already be there with a small group of masked regulars. Those evenings were the only times men were allowed to fuck me without paying. Usually eight or ten of them took their turns while I stayed on my hands and knees or bent over a log. I never counted the exact number. I simply stayed until they were finished.

I always knew Debbie was somewhere nearby among the trees, watching, touching herself, and quietly recording. She never joined in. She never needed to. The arrangement suited both of us.

For me the path had only one direction. The man who called himself Master had forced open the part of me that had always been waiting. I was a sissy, fully and permanently, and I had no interest in going back.

The End


Bimbofied for the Wife’s Boss

One

Everyone in the whole company hated Ivan Jennings, but nobody more so than me. We were both thirty-two. He had no business becoming CEO. His father died and left him the company, so there was little choice in the matter. He was a smarmy public-school-educated toff who got away with murder. Probably literally.

Karl Jennings had treated me well. He promoted me through the ranks as a woman and relied on my insights. He loved his son. He knew Ivan had issues, yet he still wanted to do everything for him.

The poor man was not even dead a week before Ivan started making changes. He became the bastard we had all expected. People quit. They ran from the ruin and collapse of a great manufacturer of printers. I could not do that. At my age, as a woman, I was paid very well. No company in the world would hire me for the same money or put me in an executive position. To my frustration I was stuck with the bastard. My husband Paul told me to just quit. Yeah, I could quit and we would lose the house.

The problem was simple. I earned. Paul did not. That was not really his fault. I had encouraged him to follow his dream and set up as a freelance graphic designer. Money came in or it did not. Nothing constant. We could not rely on that to pay the bills.

So I was stuck with the arrogant arsehole. He had work-shadowed me for so long under his dad’s leadership. He constantly flirted or harassed me in some way. He never actually did anything other than surf the internet or fuck interns. Basically I needed to hold on until the company became so badly off that someone bought us out.

Except that was not what happened.

Within weeks of Ivan taking over he began introducing new initiatives around e-documentation, AI verification, and secure document management linked to government verification systems. The people who quit were the old-school hardware folks. In their place Ivan began hiring top software engineers and AI specialists. He renewed the sales teams. Then he moved me from SVP of Global Accounts to CCO. He had me design an entirely new sales programme centred around our knowledge of printers and printing systems, together with legacy document security, and merging it into the digital world.

The shareholders loved it. One mention of AI and everyone wet themselves. Ivan was able to win just with buzzwords. More of a shock, he followed up on it.

In the space of six months I had gone from hating this guy and believing him to be an idiot slacker to hating him but knowing he was going to make the company a success.

And yet one thing about him never changed. He was a serial harasser. The company policy was to pay off anyone he harassed and set up. He was bringing in so much money that everyone turned a blind eye to his behaviour. Heck, even I told one girl to suck it up. I was not proud of that.

Then one day the launch of Magellan came about. It was the thing he had been promising for months. Real self-learning AI for document control and certification. It would revolutionise modern communication, ensuring encryption would always stay one step ahead of any hacker. He wanted me to be the keynote speaker.

Of course that meant working alongside him. Late nights in the office, the two of us alone in the glass-walled boardroom after everyone else had gone home. We worked on the pitch, the presentation, the show itself. I brought the practical knowledge of printers and legacy systems. He brought the vision and the technical detail from the new AI team. Annoyingly, every moment I spent with him made me respect him more. The begrudging respect started to shift into something else. I found myself looking forward to those evenings. I noticed the way he listened when I spoke. I noticed how he never wasted time once we got going. He still smirked too much, still leaned in closer than he needed to, but the arrogance now sat on top of actual competence.

It was when we were celebrating the completion of the main pitch that I felt his hand on my leg. We had ordered takeaway and opened a bottle of the good whisky from his office cabinet. A week earlier I would have slapped him and told him off. Not this time. I rested my head on the hand I had perched on the desk and smiled. I ran my fingers through my long blonde hair and watched that smirk of his grow into a grin. A week ago I would have found it smarmy and sick. Now I saw an attractive man. Buff body under the open shirt. Chiselled jaw. A self-assured leader who had turned the company around. Instead of slapping him I opened my legs a little. His hand moved up to the lace of my self-holding stockings.

I opened a little further as he moved his face closer to mine. I moved closer to his. His fingers negotiated the edge of my panties. The little silk black thong shifted to the side so he could enter my sopping cunt. I moaned into his mouth, tilted my head, and accepted his kiss.

“I’ve always liked you, Diana,” he said in that smooth posh voice.

“Can’t say the same about you, I’m afraid.” I chuckled.

“I know. But I hope I’ve proved my worth to you.”

“You have.” I replied with a smile, then a slight gasp as his fingers teased my g-spot. “Paul never finds out about this.”

“Hmm… Shame.” He sighed. “How fun it would be to fuck you in front of him.”

“Oh, dirty boy.” I laughed. “But no, sorry. This stays between us.”

“Fine… for now.”

“For now.” I agreed, accepting his tongue once more.

He fingered me steadily, two fingers curling inside me while his thumb brushed my clit in slow circles. The first orgasm hit harder than I expected. My face stayed smiling even as my thighs tensed around his hand. I laughed at my own infidelity. Never once had I thought about being unfaithful to Paul. At the same time I did not really feel like this was any of Paul’s business. I had worked hard to get where I was. I had never once used my body for it. Now I was working for a man who clearly thought of sex differently. If I could use it for my success, our success, then that was my cross to bear, not Paul’s.

I so wanted Ivan’s cock to be small. I wanted to know that he was a powerful man with a small cock. It was not to be. When he stood and opened his trousers, Ivan’s cock was not only huge but it looked sculptured. Thick, veined, and powerful, like a muscleman’s arm. I wrapped my fingers around it and felt the heat of him. When I put it in my mouth it even tasted good. Clean. Slightly salty. I wondered if he had washed it earlier, knowing he would be fucking me.

When he lifted me onto that heavy wood desk and pushed inside me, I knew this was not going to be a one-time thing. The stretch was immediate and deep. He filled me completely on the first thrust and held there for a second, letting me feel every inch of him. Why oh why did the arrogant arsehole need to be so fucking sexy? Why did he need to have such a good cock? Why was he so fucking good at sex?

It did not matter how he fucked me. Top, bottom, from behind bent over the table, reverse cowgirl, it really did not matter. Somehow every single move he made made me cry out in ecstasy. He started slow and deep while I was on my back, legs spread wide across the polished surface, my heels digging into the wood. Each long stroke dragged against my g-spot until my thighs shook. When he flipped me over and bent me across the desk, he gripped my hips hard and drove into me faster, the sound of skin on skin loud in the empty boardroom. My cheek pressed against the cool wood. I came hard, gasping his name without meaning to.

He pulled out only long enough to sit back in the big chair and guide me down onto him. Reverse cowgirl. I faced away, hands on his knees, and rode him while he held my waist and thrust up to meet every drop of my body. The angle was brutal and perfect. I came again, tighter around him, and still he kept going. When my legs started to give out he stood, lifted me, and fucked me against the glass wall, my back to the city lights, one leg hooked over his arm. He never seemed to tire. This man was a sex god, and he could go all night.

I lost count of how many times I came that evening. My legs were still trembling when he finally slowed and looked at me. He asked if I had had enough. When I nodded and said I had, he came inside me instantly. One deep thrust, a low groan, and I felt him pulse and fill me. It felt like he could cum on demand. Just like that. Controlled. Precise. Exactly when he chose.

We still had work to do. Once we had straightened up, wiped the desk, and put our clothes back in some kind of order, it was all back to business. He opened the presentation file again and started talking through the slide transitions as if nothing had happened. I tried to match his professionalism. I really did. But all I could think about was that fucking cock and how much I wanted it in me again. My cunt was still wet and sensitive. Every time I shifted in the chair I felt the slickness he had left inside me.

It became so obvious to him that he chuckled. He reached across, slowly unbuttoned my blouse, and then removed my bra. My breasts settled free, nipples still tight from earlier. He looked at them for a moment, then met my eyes.

“Keep those lovely C-cups out,” he said, “and focus on the task. If you please me, I might let you ride my cock again, okay?”

“Yes.”

“Yes what, darling?”

“Yes… Sir…” I smiled naughtily. Fuck. This man had me. He had me any way he wanted.

When I arrived home that night I did so bruised and used. My breasts were covered in red marks from his fingers, thumbs and mouth. My pussy was red and swollen. Heck, my arse was full of cum. I looked a mess. Even though I tried to fix my hair in the car mirror, I knew I looked like a girl on a Saturday morning walk of shame.

Thankfully Paul was in his room gaming when I got home. I heard the muted gunfire and his occasional shouts through the closed door. I ran upstairs, stripped off everything in a hurry, and jumped straight into the bath. The water was hot enough to sting. I scrubbed between my legs, washed the dried streaks from my inner thighs, and let the heat soak into the bruises on my hips and breasts. By the time he came to see me I was already submerged under a thick layer of bubbles. Only my head and shoulders showed.

“How was work?” he asked, leaning against the doorframe.

“Good.” I said with a smile. “Great actually. We got a lot done and we’re ready for product launch.”

He chuckled. “Well, I’m glad you’re happy. It’s been a while since I’ve seen you so excited about work. I guess Ivan isn’t the idiot you thought he was.”

I blushed but hoped he put it down to the hot bath. “Oh, he’s a different person now, as a leader. Really knows how to, erm, take control.”

“Good!” He said, turning to leave. But then he stopped and turned back. “Just don’t go falling in love with him!” He joked.

“Oh haha.” I said, but again my cheeks began feeling hot. I sank a little lower under the bubbles so he would not see the marks still visible on my collarbone.

Over the next few days my tryst with Ivan exploded into a full-blown affair. What started as one late-night fuck on the boardroom desk became almost daily. Our lunches stopped being sandwiches at our desks. Instead we took the private lift down to the underground car park, drove the short distance to his riverside apartment, and barely made it through the door before he had me bent over the kitchen island or pressed against the floor-to-ceiling windows. Private meetings that used to last twenty minutes now ran to an hour. The blinds stayed closed. The door stayed locked. Sometimes we did not even bother with the bed. He would simply push me onto the conference table, pull my knickers aside, and fuck me while the rest of the executive team waited outside, none the wiser.

I started blowing him under the desk during conference calls. He would keep his voice steady while he discussed Q3 projections, one hand resting lightly on the back of my head as I took him deep. I learned how to stay quiet when he came, swallowing everything so no one on the video feed would hear. Afterwards he would zip up, give me a small nod, and continue the meeting as if nothing had happened. I would return to my seat with the taste of him still on my tongue and my own arousal soaking through my underwear.

The one thing that became very apparent was that when he was with me, all the other affairs and harassment issues stopped. The quiet pay-offs to interns ceased. The lingering looks at junior staff disappeared. HR stopped receiving the usual stream of uncomfortable complaints. He focused everything on me. It was as if I had become the only outlet he needed, and for the first time since he took over the company the office felt almost normal again.

I began changing too. My skirts became shorter. My dresses flirtier. The structured workwear I used to favour gave way to softer fabrics that clung a little more and revealed a little more leg when I sat or crossed my knees. My lingerie changed as well. The practical cotton sets disappeared from my drawer. In their place came matching lace and silk in black, deep red, and pale champagne. Classier. More deliberate. Pieces chosen because I knew Ivan would see them later, or because I liked the way they felt against my skin while I sat through meetings knowing what was coming.

I would like to say I was careful about how I presented myself in front of my husband. The truth is I was not. Paul saw me. He gave me questioning looks when I came downstairs in a dress that stopped mid-thigh, or when I adjusted the neckline of a blouse that showed more cleavage than usual. He never said anything direct. He just watched for a second longer than normal, then looked away. When I told him I was going to be home late he no longer asked how long I would be. He simply nodded, told me he loved me, and went back to whatever he was doing. The words were quiet. Almost resigned. I heard them every time and still walked out the door.

Then one day, on a business trip with Ivan in Berlin, he suggested I get my nipples pierced. We were in the hotel suite after a long day of meetings. He was sitting on the edge of the bed, shirt open, watching me undress. The words came out casually, as if he were asking me to fetch coffee.

I should have said no way. Instead I just said, “Is that what Master orders?”

He grinned as he realised what I was offering. The shift in language, the title. He liked it. “It is indeed what Master orders. In fact, are you going to be a good girl for Master from now on?”

“Of course, Sir. Whatever you want, Sir.” I replied seductively. My voice sounded steadier than I felt.

He nodded thoughtfully and slipped his hand down to my buttock, squeezing it hard enough to leave another mark. “Then I want you to come clean to Paul.”

I gasped. Weirdly, I could not say no. The words stuck in my throat. “I will, but I want to know what you expect. Do you expect me to leave him?”

His laugh surprised me. It was genuine and cold at the same time. “No.”

“No?”

“No.” He smiled once more. “I want you to turn him into a little bitch. I want you to make him a cocksucking sissy bitch.”

This was the arrogant cunt I had known from the start. I was a game for him, just someone to control and play with, and it meant my husband was his toy too. I wanted to slap him. I wanted to tell him to fuck right off. There was no way I would treat the love of my life like that. Paul was kind. Soft. He had never done anything to deserve that kind of cruelty.

Ivan took my hand and placed it on his cock. It was already hard under the fabric of his trousers. “Is that understood?”

I gulped. My fingers curled around the thick shape of him almost without thinking. Then I nodded. “Yes, Sir.”


Two

It had been a week since that trip. A week since Ivan told me all about his fetish. To take a man’s wife. To cuckold him. To sissify him. To make them both his lovers. I wanted to hate every syllable from his mouth. Instead it just made me wet. Wetter than I had ever been. As we fucked that first night back in the hotel he told me to imagine Paul in pink satin, prancing around like a full-on homosexual, effeminate, camp, with an exaggerated lisp, licking Ivan’s balls while he fucked me. I came over and over listening to him. In my mind I knew I wanted that too.

The moment I came back from the trip I felt horrible. Paul was such a nice guy. With that messy ginger hair he was a simple man, just interested in his art. He never did a single thing wrong. He did not deserve this treatment and I did not deserve him. And yet I was of two minds. Looking at him I felt sorry for him. At the same time my pussy soaked as I pictured him on his knees, crying as I made him suck his first cock, him begging me not to make him do it, and me forcing him and laughing about it. God, I wanted that so much.

“How was the trip?” he asked when I arrived home.

“Fine.” I said, not expanding further.

That night when I climbed into bed I wore a white silk robe and nothing underneath. As I lowered myself onto his cock I pushed the robe off my shoulders, exposing my freshly pierced nipples. The small silver bars caught the low light. He stared.

“When in Berlin…” he chuckled, but in his eyes I saw what he saw. He knew what he knew.

“You know why I did it, don’t you?” I said softly, a dark smirk on my face. His eyes were sad as he nodded. “Tell me to stop, and I will. Tell me to quit the job, to leave there, and I will. Order me to do it. Take ownership, whilst you can.”

“I can’t.” He whispered.

“Why not?” I smirked, already knowing the answer. He had to have known for some time that I was fucking my boss, and yet he did nothing about it. There was a reason for that. He was enjoying the feeling. “Oh, because you enjoy it. When did you discover you like cuckolding?”

“Trish, before I met you. We experimented.” Trish. The ex-girlfriend. The girl he said cheated on him. He had never told me he enjoyed her cheating.

I rode him in silence, massaging my own breasts as I pictured Ivan riding me. Then Ivan whipping me. Spanking me, like he did in Berlin. Walking me on a leash, like he did in that sex club in Berlin. My mind drifted further. I saw my husband in the sissy lingerie and dress we had bought in Berlin, the stuff I had hidden in the attic. Pink satin, lace, the whole outfit. I found myself climaxing hard on my husband’s tiny, useless cock, grinding down and shivering while the images played behind my closed eyes.

“He wants me to do things,” I told him once I had caught my breath.

“Like the piercings?”

“Not just that. Not just to me.”

He nodded, then pushed me off him. For a moment I was scared and confused. I thought he did not want me. He told me it was not that.

“I don’t want to cum. If I cum, I’ll ruin it.”

“What do I need to do to help you?” I asked him.

“Nothing, yet. I’ll order a chastity cage, and you need to lock it up.” He said. “If I cum, we’ll argue and I’ll panic. Men are just weird like that.” He laughed, but there was no real humour in it.

The following day the chastity cage arrived. A solid metal one with a small lock. I locked my husband up. There was something desperately satisfying about turning the key and hearing the click. It felt like I had validated my desires. Of course I told Ivan. He was very happy with the progress. He praised me over the phone and told me to keep going.

Paul and I discussed submission over the next couple of evenings. We talked about things he liked, limits, fantasies he had never admitted before. What came out of it was simple. He just wanted to know that I was having sex with another man. That was enough for him. But it was not enough for me. Ivan had put a bug in my brain and I knew I would not stop until I had the rest of it.

I never thought of myself as an evil woman. Tough, yes, but not evil. Being with Ivan had woken something up in me, a strength and confidence I had lacked before. I used to suffer from awful imposter syndrome. Now I felt like the boss bitch I deserved to be. The piercings, the shorter skirts, the way I spoke to staff at work, even the way I carried myself in meetings. All of it felt natural. Power suited me.

In the week that followed, Ivan and I fucked regularly. Sometimes in his office, sometimes at his apartment, once in the back of his car after a late dinner. I made sure Paul knew each and every single time. I texted him details. How hard Ivan had taken me. How many times I had come. How much cum he had left inside me. The way Paul excitedly lapped up the information was mindboggling. His replies were full of questions and soft praise. It warmed my heart to see how thoroughly he was embracing his submission. In that entire week Paul and I did not fuck once. Why should we? I was getting great sex from Ivan. I really did not need Paul’s useless little thing in me.

Then came the day Ivan decided to drive me home from work. He did not say why. He did not need to. I knew. The whole journey I had to rub my thighs together to stop the fluid from leaking out of my pussy. My knickers were already soaked by the time we pulled up outside the house.

I was tense as we walked into our little house. I expected Paul to say or do something mannish, to assert himself somehow. Instead he stuttered submissively, welcomed Ivan to our home, and offered him a drink. Ivan said nothing. He simply looked around the living room, then at Paul, then at me, and waited.

The thick warm arms of my lover enveloped me as he pulled me in tight for a deep, passionate kiss. Our hands roamed each other’s bodies. Ivan demonstrated with arrogance who was in charge. He gripped the back of my neck, controlled the angle of my head, and took his time exploring my mouth while Paul stood watching. Then he broke off and grinned, turning to Paul.

“Get undressed. Slaves can’t be in male clothes in the presence of a master.”

He turned to me. “That goes for you too.”

“Yes Master.” I grinned seductively and began unbuttoning my blouse, slow enough for both of them to watch. Paul hesitated only a second before pulling off his shirt and jeans. His chastity cage sat locked and obvious between his legs.

Ivan came prepared. From his laptop case he pulled the collar and leash he had bought in Berlin. The leather was soft but sturdy. He strapped the collar around my neck, adjusted the buckle so it sat snug, and clipped the leash on. The metal ring sat just above my pierced nipples.

“Bark, bitch.”

“Woof, woof!” I barked, eyes on him.

He grinned and looked at Paul. “How does it feel to know I can make your wife do anything?”

“Hot, Sir.” Paul replied, voice quiet and already thick with arousal.

From the way Ivan looked at Paul, I had a feeling he thought Paul did not believe him. The challenge sat clear in his eyes. He wanted proof, and he wanted it immediate.

“Bitch, piss on the carpet.”

Ivan’s voice was calm and absolute. Without hesitation I spread my legs slightly, still wearing only the collar and leash, and let go. Warm urine streamed down my inner thighs and splashed onto the entrance carpet in a widening dark patch. The smell rose quickly in the small hallway. Paul stared, mouth open, face flushed with shock and something else.

I kept going until the stream slowed and stopped. A few last drops fell onto the soaked fibres. I did not look away from Ivan. I waited for the next order.

“Anything,” Ivan reiterated, still watching Paul’s face.

Paul knelt there, naked bar the little black cage he wore on his cock. He seemed horrified by my act, but at the same time the cage stretched forward in a vain attempt by his cock to get hard. The metal strained against the swelling it could not contain.

“Strip me,” Ivan said. When I moved forward he pushed me back with one hand. “Not you. Him.”

Paul’s hands trembled as he moved to undo Ivan’s belt. He worked the buckle carefully, then the clip of the trousers, and pulled them down. He folded each item of clothing with respect, not just to the clothing but to the man from whom he removed them. Shirt, trousers, underwear, all placed neatly on the side table. Ivan stood naked and hard, watching him the entire time.

With a tug on the leash Ivan told me to lead the way. I knew what he wanted. I dropped to my hands and knees and crawled in front of him, up the narrow staircase to the bedroom. The leather leash stayed taut. Paul followed behind on his feet, then dropped to his knees again the moment he entered the room.

I climbed onto the bed and remained on all fours, arse raised, waiting. Ivan stepped in front of me and presented his cock to my mouth.

“Suck.”

I did not hesitate. I took him in deep, proudly displaying to my husband just how much I needed this glorious shaft in my mouth. I worked him slowly at first, then faster, letting Paul hear every wet sound.

My eyes locked with Paul’s. I could see the mix of emotions running through his body. I knew at that moment Paul probably hated himself. He wished he did not find all this exciting. At the same time he could not help but feel the fire burn inside him, the want for cuckold submission. I was going to stoke that fire.

Ivan pushed me away with a growl, manhandling me into position so he could take me. He flipped me onto my front, shoved my knees apart, and pinned my shoulders down with one strong hand. So far he had fucked me in a variety of ways, depending on his mood, but today was all about dominance. Showing me and Paul who was boss. Frankly, I loved it. For all the times I had hated Ivan’s arrogance, this was not one of them. If anything I was falling for his power, his self-confidence. What had once pissed me off now made me wet.

I was face down on the bed, my head bouncing uncontrollably as Ivan pounded me. The raw power of it made me pant and mewl like an animal. Each thrust drove the air from my lungs. The bed frame creaked. My pierced nipples scraped against the sheets. When my eyes caught Paul’s I saw fear and excitement mixed together. He knew. I could see he knew. There was no stopping this. No going back. Even if I happened to end things with Ivan, we would never be the same. Never would I view sex in the same way again.

“You see, you little bitch? You see?” I snarled at my husband, not feeling the slightest bit bad for how I was speaking to him. “You’ll never be half the man he is, will you?”

“No Mistress.” He whispered.

“Louder, you fucking cunt!” I screamed as Ivan grabbed my long hair and pulled it back hard, forcing my head up so Paul had to look me in the eyes.

“No Mistress!” Paul shouted.

“You’re pathetic.” I spat. “Fucking loser.”

“Yes Mistress!”

My words were turning me on more. Ivan too. I felt him grow even bigger inside me, thicker and harder with every insult I threw. I liked insulting my husband. Sure, I loved him, but the fact that he was willing to accept this, no, that he wanted to be treated like this, made me buzz with excitement. Each crude word left my mouth and fed straight back into my cunt.

Even though I insulted and humiliated Paul, I found myself reaching out to him. My hand stretched across the sheets. He shuffled forward on his knees and took it, lacing his fingers through mine while my lover took me, used me like a dirty rag. The contrast was sharp. Ivan’s heavy thrusts kept slamming into me from behind. Paul’s hand stayed gentle and warm in mine. It may have been a moment of love, but I also wanted him to be reminded that I knew exactly who he was. He was still my husband, and he was letting this happen anyway. I squeezed his fingers hard every time Ivan drove deep, making sure Paul felt the rhythm of it through my grip.

“Do you like it, bitch?” I asked, then spat on Paul’s face. The saliva landed across his cheek and upper lip. “Leave it there. Do not wipe it off. Do you like it, being a wimp nobody?”

“I love it.” He panted, his chest heaving up and down. The cage between his legs strained uselessly.

“You’re never gonna fuck me again. Never. I promised Ivan. Only he gets to fuck this. Only him and anyone he allows.”

“And that isn’t you.” Ivan added from behind me, still buried deep, still moving in slow, deliberate thrusts.

“Hear that?” I smiled at Paul. “How does that make you feel?”

“Horrible.” Paul admitted with sadness. Then he looked up. “But so horny. So excited. I don’t know why, but I love it.”

“I know you do. But I own you now, and that means I decide your future from now on. Is that clear?” I asked with venom in my voice.

“Yes Mistress.”

“Go to the bottom drawer of that cabinet and open it.”

Paul shuffled over on his knees and pulled on the long drawer. Inside lay sealed packets of pink satin and white lace. He opened one and pulled out a pair of satin sissy briefs, complete with a ruched backside. The material was soft and shiny under the bedroom light.

“But…” He started. I knew what he was about to say. He was about to complain. He did not want this. He did not want to be a sissy. But I wanted him to be.

“No, Paul. No more.” I said. “You no longer have a say in it. Is that understood?”

“Yes Mistress.” He said, but with far less conviction than previously. The word came out quieter, almost reluctant.

“Put them on.”

He slid the knickers up his legs with tentative hesitation. The pink satin settled over the locked cage and clung to his hips. He shuffled back over to me before I could tell him to put on a nightie or a bra. I reached down and cupped his backside in the smooth, soft fabric, squeezing the ruched material between my fingers. Then I nodded. There was a slight tingle under my hand, like goosebumps rising across his skin. I knew that even though he complained, even though he said he did not want it, he liked the feeling. He liked being forced. He would be forced, all right. I had vicious ideas, ones I would not have dared imagine a few weeks ago. Now they dominated my mind.

The third orgasm of the evening hit me hard. My body clenched around Ivan and I cried out into the sheets. This time I could feel he was close. He flipped me onto my back, wrapped one hand around my throat, and squeezed. He knew I loved to be choked. As I gasped for air, vision starting to spot, he unloaded inside me, filling me with thick, hot pulses of his cum. He held the pressure on my neck until the last throb finished, then released me.

I lay there panting for a few seconds, feeling the warm mess begin to leak out of me. Then I reached over to Paul and brushed his messy ginger hair back from his forehead.

“It’s time,” I said softly. “You know what to do, don’t you?”

He gulped. “I’m scared.”

“Of what?”

“What you’ll think of me.”

I chuckled. “If you don’t do it, then I’ll think less of you.”

He took a deep breath and then nodded. He shuffled forward on his knees until he was between my spread legs. Ivan lay beside me on the bed and locked his lips on mine, kissing me slow and deep while his hand rested possessively on my stomach. I let out a light moan and touched Paul’s head, guiding him closer.

He hesitated only a second longer, then lowered his mouth to my cunt. I felt his tongue first, tentative, then more certain as he began to suck. Thick strands of Ivan’s cum leaked out of me and straight into my husband’s mouth. He swallowed what he could and kept going, licking and sucking to get every drop. The wet sounds filled the quiet bedroom.

This was what I wanted to feel. My lover’s cum leaving my body and dropping directly into my husband’s mouth. The contrast of Ivan’s confident tongue in my mouth and Paul’s obedient tongue between my legs made me shiver. Now I knew for certain I had him where I wanted him. It also meant Ivan knew I was ready for the next steps.

We had discussed Ivan’s bisexuality at length. He did not find men attractive in the usual sense. What he liked were ladyboys and transgirls. Soft features, feminine bodies, the mix of male and female. His ultimate fantasy went further than that. He wanted to take a married couple, separate them, and turn the husband into a bimbo tranny lover. Then he would have both girls as his own. One born female, one made that way. Both of them serving him, fucking him, loving him.

When he first told me that plan I was hesitant. Scared, even. The idea of doing that to Paul felt extreme. Ivan promised he would marry me without a prenup. Half his assets. Half the company. Financial security no matter what happened between us. That part mattered. I had worked too hard to end up with nothing.

“What about your cheating?” I asked him one evening while we lay in his bed.

He grinned at me. “What about it? If I bring a girl home, then it will be for us both to play with. If we do this, it is because I want you to accept me as the slut I am, just as I will accept you as a slut.”

That sold me. Yes, I could accept a cheater if he was open and honest about it. Why not? Ivan had grown on me fast. Fast enough that I did see a future with him. Now I saw the future he saw. My soon-to-be ex-husband as our sissy bimbo plaything. Soft, pretty, obedient, and shared. The thought should have disgusted me. Instead it settled in my mind and stayed there.


Three

We both knew we could not rush Paul. That was why we did not make him suck Ivan’s cock or anything like that on the first night. If we rushed, if we pushed too hard, Paul would bolt. We knew that. Softly, softly, catch the monkey. We needed to introduce ideas one at a time and let each one settle before moving to the next.

At first I did not push the panties other than when Ivan came to visit. Paul complained, of course. The first few times he muttered about how ridiculous he looked and how the satin felt wrong. After some time it became automatic. The moment the doorbell rang or Ivan’s car pulled up outside, Paul would go upstairs and change without being told. Once it became automatic I could introduce the next idea. Given that Ivan fucked me at work, it made sense for Paul to wear the panties then too. Again there were complaints. He still did it.

Soon Paul pretty much only wore panties. That meant I could begin disposing of his boxer shorts and briefs. Or rather, he could.

“Honey, you don’t wear them anymore anyway,” I suggested one evening while he was folding laundry. “It’s time for you to just admit you’re a panty-sissy.”

“But what if I need to go to the doctor, or the gym?” Paul complained.

“You work out here at home most of the time. If you need to go to the gym then get changed here. As to the doctor, well they’re professionals and have seen it all, so I really wouldn’t worry.”

For every argument he had, I had a counter argument. He knew a lost cause when he saw one. Out in the rubbish his underpants went. The drawer that used to hold his male underwear sat empty. That opened up room for the next item on the list.

Ivan was due over again. While I readied myself for my lover, Paul pranced around the bedroom in large pink satin bloomers. The material swished with every step. I stood, walked to that bottom drawer, and pulled out a sealed packet I had been waiting to open. Paul watched in horror as he realised things were about to change again.

As I held out the matching pink draw-string bralette, the thick layers of white lace dancing as I held it up with clenched fingers, Paul gulped.

“I think we need a break,” he said.

“A break?” I asked, feeling my stomach clench. Had I moved too fast? Was he talking about a break-up?

“Yes, from this. From Ivan. Just you and me, away somewhere.”

No. He wanted to slow down. He wanted time to think, to re-evaluate what we were doing. He needed a moment of freedom to convince himself that we were being crazy. I could not afford to give him that time. I needed him soaked in submission. I needed him dreaming of it, ready to give up everything and just submit.

“There is no going back to what we were,” I told him without any hesitation in my voice. “I like this role you’re in, and I have fallen quite deeply in love with Ivan. No, that does not mean I don’t love you, but it does mean that our lives are now very different to what they once were. I like it. I’m having fun. For me, that is the meaning of life. You know I work hard, and I know you work hard, and I also know you work on projects which have zero meaning for you, just so you can work. But I also know you’d prefer to be an artist, to paint and draw for yourself, and I want that too.

“Your submission means so much to me. It means that I can explore life, explore my sexuality, and my dominance. It means I can make the most boring elements of our lives fun. It has taught me that pain, and causing pain, can give off the same sensations as pleasure and giving pleasure.

“Now, you are scared, and I get that, but I’m not. I’m not because this is too much fun to ignore. You are more in my life today than you ever were, and you know that, deep down. You know I own you. You can up and leave me, ruin your own life and mine, and make us all sad, Ivan included, because you’re part of his life too. Or you can submit to me, let me take over, and know that no matter what, I will be here for you.”

Paul blinked. He had not been expecting that speech and he had no answer to give. He knew that everything I said was right. At the end of the day he was the one who had long hidden a cuckolding fetish from me, one he would never be rid of. He also knew that if he left me it would only be a matter of time until he found himself regretting the missed opportunity we had afforded him.

Without another word he stepped forward, took the bralette from my hands, and pulled it over his head. The lace settled against his chest. The draw-strings hung loose.

If I wanted to I could have gone much further right then, but I was not so stupid. I knew his fears had not magically disappeared. I had only kept his mind busy for a moment longer. Still, perhaps just a little more. Something practical. Something that would push him another step without overwhelming him completely. I had a choice here. Stockings or body hair.

“Paul, the body hair really just looks gross,” I said, seeing his mouth open a little to prepare a complaint or concern. “Most men groom these days so it shouldn’t be a concern.”

The frown on his face suggested he knew I was right. His issue was the combination of the lingerie and the lack of hair. In his mind I was sure he was already calculating what was coming next. The smooth legs. The smoother chest. The way the pink satin would look against bare skin. He could see the path forming in front of him and it frightened him.

“Fine,” he snapped.

“Excuse me?” I roared.

One thing he had not experienced yet was punishment. He knew I owned a riding crop from my days of horse riding. He had seen it hanging in the cupboard downstairs. Until now he had not put two and two together. Now he was.

“I… I’m sorry, Mistress!”

“Get over the fucking bed!” I seethed.

“Y-yes M-mistress,” he gasped.

I stomped out of the room and down the stairs to where I kept my riding things. The crop was exactly where I had left it. Leather-wrapped handle, long flexible shaft, small leather keeper at the end. I tested the weight of it in my hand as I climbed back up.

Paul was already in position, bent over the edge of the bed, pink satin bloomers still on, arse presented. I did not tell him to take them down. I wanted him to feel the sting through the thin material first.

I did not hesitate. The first stroke landed across the centre of both cheeks with a sharp crack. He jerked forward and let out a startled cry. I gave him no time to settle. The second stroke followed, then the third, each one timed to land just as the previous burn began to bloom. I worked in a steady rhythm, left cheek, right cheek, centre, building heat under the satin. His sobs started after the sixth or seventh stroke. By the tenth he was properly crying, shoulders shaking, face pressed into the duvet.

I kept going, jaw tight, listening to every broken sound he made. The crop left clear raised welts even through the fabric. When I finally stopped my arm was warm and his backside was a deep, angry red beneath the pink. He stayed where he was, gasping and trembling, waiting for the next order.

After forty or so hits I stepped back, panting heavily from the physical exertion but also from the sexual excitement I felt at my own sadism. Looking down at the puddle of cum on the floor underneath Paul, I knew he felt the same. The cage had not been able to stop it. A thin stream of fluid had forced its way out and pooled on the carpet.

“You liked it,” I chuckled.

“I was…” He breathed out a long, drawn-out breath. “I just went somewhere. It was… I… I don’t think I’ve ever felt anything like that before.”

I had. Ivan had whipped me hard in Berlin. He told me it was called subspace. Floaty. Detached. Dreamlike. Euphoric. Trance-like. I also remembered how I felt when I crashed afterwards. Shaky. Cold. At the time Ivan had pulled me to him and held me until the trembling stopped.

I dropped the crop and pulled Paul up into my arms, hugging him tightly against my chest. “I’m so proud of you,” I told him. “I’m so proud of what you have become, what we are doing together.”

“Really?” He asked through tearful eyes.

“Of course. I’m doing this for us. For all three of us. I think it is something we can all learn to enjoy. Why not, huh? Why can’t we have our thing? I love you, Paul, and I love that you can give me this.”

“I love you too. And thank you. I needed to hear that.”

“I’ll try to say it more often.”

I let him go and watched as he fumbled with the pull straps on the front of the bralette, drawing them tight and tying them into a neat bow. I smiled a little as he then cupped his non-existent breasts, knowing that one day he would be doing that to real ones.

“Go shave, babe,” I said.

He smiled, but it was more of a conciliatory frown, and then left for the bathroom.

Of course he could not manage everything by himself. The backs of his thighs, the area around his arse, the lower back. I came in to help him with the hard-to-reach places. I worked carefully with the razor and the foam, making sure every patch of hair disappeared. When he dried off and put the bra and panties back on I saw his face change. I saw the moment of realisation as the cool air and the soft satin touched bare skin for the first time. That was the moment he understood that being a sissy had benefits. The sensitivity. The constant reminder with every movement.

I saw my moment. My in. One slight push.

“In the drawer is a matching suspender belt and white stockings. Put them on too.”

He knew better than to argue. The instrument of his pain still lay on the floor where I had dropped it. He sorted through the packets until he found the thick pink satin suspender belt with white lace trim. He clipped it around his waist. Then I watched him roll up the first stocking, taking care to straighten the seam and pull it smoothly up his leg. He did it with surprising skill for a first time.

Although… wait.

“This isn’t your first time,” I stated.

“I… I wore women’s clothes for a party once. Halloween.”

I nodded. It made sense. “That’s why you’re so against it, isn’t it? You enjoyed it too much.”

He nodded this time. “I got an erection at the party. Everyone laughed at me.”

I pulled him in for a hug. “Oh honey, you don’t need to worry about that with me now.”

“Why?”

“Because you’re caged. You can’t get erections.”

He looked down at his pantied crotch. “Oh… yeah…”

By the time Ivan arrived, Paul was dressed up in the full set of lingerie and prancing around the bedroom with renewed purpose. Having admitted that it felt good, there was no point pretending to dislike it any longer. The stockings whispered against each other with every step. The suspender belt held everything neat and tight.

“You look very pretty, Paula,” smiled Ivan as he stepped into the room.

“Thank you, Sir,” said Paul. I could see that being called Paula had shaken him a bit. His shoulders tensed and his eyes flicked toward me for reassurance. I needed to get control of the situation before the moment soured.

To do that I dropped to my knees in front of Ivan and took him into my mouth while Paul watched. My eyes drifted to my husband so I could check on him. Watching me suck cock seemed to calm him. It gave him something else to focus on. The wet sounds, the way I took Ivan deep, the soft noises I made. What I had not expected was for Ivan to cum so quickly. He filled my mouth fast and with so much that my cheeks bulged. I held it, not swallowing, and looked up.

Ivan’s eyes caught mine and I knew what he wanted. Sure, Paul had sucked cum from my cunt before, but he had not done this. He had never taken it straight from my mouth. I worried that in his unstable state this might cause a problem. At the same time I just could not say no to Ivan.

As I moved towards my husband I could see the fear in his eyes. The pleading look that practically begged me not to do it. His lips trembled. Yet as I leaned in to kiss him he opened his mouth and tilted his head back, ready for it. Like it or not, just as I could not say no to Ivan, he could not say no to me.

I pressed my mouth to his and let the thick load pour from my cheeks into his. Our tongues met and moved around the warm, salty mess. He moaned into the kiss, the sexual energy too strong for him to deny. When most of it had been transferred to his side of the kiss I pulled back a little and watched. He closed his lips, swallowed, and then opened his eyes again.

“Thank you, Mistress,” he whispered.

“My pleasure, slave.” I smiled, beaming with pride. That small show of approval seemed to settle him. His shoulders dropped a fraction and some of the panic left his face.

That evening, after Ivan ploughed me hard and deposited a fresh load deep inside me, Paul did not even hesitate. He moved between my legs and licked me clean, tongue working carefully to gather every drop. However there was a new challenge now. Clearly Ivan had arrived with the intention of moving things along, or perhaps the lingerie had simply made him want more. His cock remained close by, still half-hard and glistening, right by Paul’s face. Paul knew it was there. He knew what was expected. That was why he spent longer than usual licking me, his eyes flicking up to mine again and again, silently questioning whether this was really what I wanted.

I blinked at him. One long, deliberate blink that told him clearly: what Ivan wanted was what I wanted. But as I felt his body start to shake I knew I needed to step in with another pep talk before he broke.

“Paul, if you are not up for it now, then don’t do it. But at some point I will want you to, and you will have to. You need to decide now. Are you in or out? If you are out, then like I said, it will not leave any one of us happy.”

His eyes held mine, this time unblinking. Then he sighed, looked away, and nodded once. In one continuous movement he turned his head and took Ivan’s softening cock into his mouth. A single tear ran down his cheek as he did it.

Ivan knew this was a difficult moment for my husband. He did not thrust or force. He simply rested a gentle hand on the back of Paul’s head and spoke in a low, steady voice.

“Wow, you’re really good. This is so hot. You’re amazing.”

The words woke something in Paul. His eyes closed and his sucking increased at once. What had started as reluctant and tearful became eager. His head began to bob, sliding up and down the semi-soft shaft with growing confidence. He took more of it each time, lips stretched, cheeks hollowing. Ivan’s cock responded quickly. It thickened and hardened again inside Paul’s mouth until it stood fully erect once more. That change made Paul feel proud of his efforts. He could feel the result of his own work.

It was a different man in front of me now. Paul gripped Ivan’s thighs for balance and moved with clear purpose. He moaned around the thick cock, the sound wet and continuous. Spit ran down his chin and dripped onto the pink satin of his bra. His eyes opened and he looked up at Ivan, seeking approval while he kept working.

“Amazing,” smiled Ivan.

Paul smiled around the shaft, eyes closing again as he continued. He took Ivan deeper, gagging softly once or twice but not pulling off. His tongue worked along the underside. He focused on the head, then swallowed as much as he could manage.

I leaned closer, smiling too, and stroked Paul’s back in long, slow passes. “I’m so proud of you, honey. You’re doing such a good job sucking my lover’s cock.”

“Mmmmhmmm,” Paul slobbered, the vibration of his voice travelling straight into Ivan.

“Such a good little cocksucker, aren’t you?”

“Mmm…”

“I’m gonna cum,” gasped Ivan.

Paul did not back off. He increased his intensity, sucking harder and faster, one hand coming up to stroke what he could not fit in his mouth. Ivan’s fingers tightened in Paul’s hair. With a sharp gasp and a low roar he came, pulsing thick ropes straight into my husband’s mouth. Paul stayed on him, swallowing as much as he could, throat working visibly until Ivan had finished.

Finally, after the last swallow, Paul sat back on his heels, panting, lips shiny and swollen. Then he grinned. The expression was unexpected and open. I had not expected him to enjoy that as much as he clearly had.

Later, when we were alone, he told me it felt like an achievement. Making Ivan cum had shown him how skilled he could be, how useful. I told him I was proud. Proud to call him a skilled sissy cocksucker. He blushed at the words but did not look away.


Four

The lingerie became a daily part of Paul’s life and replaced every remaining piece of his male underwear. No more undershirts. Those were replaced by bras, slips and camisoles. Socks were thrown out in favour of stockings. Never tights. I was firm on that. Stockings only. The constant presence of suspender straps and the soft pull of nylon against bare skin kept him aware of what he was becoming every hour of the day.

Then I decided changes needed to be made to his body, albeit slight ones at first. Paul had never been a big man. He was slightly smaller than me and slim, but like most men he carried a little podge around the middle where I did not. That soft layer meant we could not easily share clothes. Ultimately I wanted him in proper sissy and slutty bimbo outfits, but I knew we had to get him there psychologically first. For that to happen he needed to spend time in ordinary female clothing. I could have simply bought him a new wardrobe, but I hoped we would not need separate clothes for long. Weeks rather than months. Buying a full set made little sense. Better to bring him down to my waistline so he could wear what I already owned.

I implemented clear rules. No more beer or any alcohol. No white bread. If possible, no wheat at all. Brown rice replaced white rice. He was allowed no more than one small potato as a side. In fact I wrote down everything he ate and checked the list each evening. Any guilt I felt about controlling his food disappeared when a doctor friend of mine told me the changes were good for his health anyway.

“Look, type-2 diabetes is on the rise, and it’s not just because of sugar,” Tara explained over coffee. “We’re eating far too many simple carbohydrates and not enough complex ones.”

I calculated Paul’s normal calorific intake and found he was regularly over three thousand a day. Being young he still had a decent metabolism, so the excess did not show much on the outside, but Tara warned that it would eventually, and that it might already be affecting his internal organs.

Paul’s new daily intake was set at one thousand six hundred calories. I knew that figure was too low for the long term, but I planned to adjust it once the initial weight came off. What I needed first was to remove the podge. Removing wheat and beer had an immediate effect. Combined with daily exercise the change was visible within three weeks. By the end of that period Paul was able to pull on a pair of my jeans and fasten them without struggle. That was exactly what I had been after.

“Now you fit in them, I want you to stop wearing your trousers and start wearing mine,” I told him.

He frowned, but then nodded. He already knew it would happen no matter how much he complained.

At first he reached for the jeans every morning. I allowed it. I watched how he moved in them, how he adjusted to the tighter cut and the lack of a male crotch. Then one day he reached past the jeans and took a pair of my smarter black trousers instead. He pulled them on and frowned at the missing pockets and the side zip. The fabric was thinner than the jeans. If you looked carefully you could see the faint outline of his suspender straps through the material. He stood in front of the mirror for a long moment, turning slightly left and right. It was clear he was finally finding himself.

Then one evening I told him we were joining Ivan for dinner. I gave him no further instruction. I simply watched. His mind worked through the options. Several expressions crossed his face as he reflected. Finally he stood and moved to the wardrobe to get changed.

A half-hour later he walked downstairs. He wore an ivory lace-trimmed plunge blouse that showed the pink bra beneath, and my hot-pink trousers that did little to hide the stockings and suspender straps underneath. The trousers clung to his newly slimmed hips and thighs. He had chosen a pair of my low-heeled shoes as well. The overall effect was soft, feminine, and deliberate.

“You look wonderful,” I smiled.

“It’s what you want, right?” His voice was small and weak, like him.

“Yes it is. But I think you want it too, don’t you?”

“Yes.” He nodded. He hesitated, then asked, “Can you help me with something?”

“Sure. What?”

“Make-up. If we’re going out, can you help me do my make-up and paint my nails?”

I felt like crying with joy, but I kept my face steady and nodded quickly. “Of course, girlfriend.”

I sat him at my dressing table and worked carefully. Light foundation to even his skin. Soft pink on the eyelids. A little mascara to lengthen his lashes. Blush to give his cheeks colour. Then a clear gloss on his lips. His fingernails and toenails I painted the same soft pink as the bra. When I finished he stared at himself in the mirror for a long time before standing.

We drove to the restaurant and parked a short walk away. As we moved through the streets our shoes clicked on the pavement. Even though his heels were short he still lacked confidence. His steps were careful and slightly uneven. The choice to wear them had been his, not mine.

“People are looking at me,” he hissed under his breath.

“Do you know them?” I asked softly.

“No.”

“Then fuck them. You look amazing. Own it, femboy.”

When Ivan saw him his grin spread wide across his face. As we approached the table he stood, leaned in, and kissed me first, slow and familiar. Then he moved to Paul and, to my surprise, did exactly the same. The kiss was open-mouthed and lingering. At first Paul stiffened with surprise. A second later he closed his eyes and went with it, lips parting under Ivan’s. When they separated Paul looked slightly dazed. He was almost there. Almost ready to be completely turned.

Dinner itself stayed polite and cordial. There was no master-and-slave language at the table. Instead it became a genuine chance for the three of us to talk. Ivan asked Paul about his art in real detail. He wanted to know about techniques, favourite periods, and whether Paul would consider painting something for the new house once everything was settled. Paul answered with more animation than I had heard from him in weeks. They discussed colour, light, and composition while I sat back and watched the two of them connect.

When the plates were cleared and the coffee arrived, Ivan brought up the real reason for the evening. He took my hand on the tablecloth and looked directly at Paul.

“Paula, I’d like you and Diana to divorce.”

I had expected Paul to flinch, to get angry, or to do something dramatic. Instead he simply sat there, calm, and considered the words.

“Okay. What’s in it for me?” he asked.

“Nothing and everything,” Ivan said. “I know Diana loves you, but this isn’t really about that. I love her, and she loves me. I also have feelings for you. I’m bisexual, Paula, and my dream is to have a loving wife and a loving shemale submissive lover. As part of my commitment to Diana I promise to skip the prenup, because I want to show you both that this relationship means everything to me.”

Paul listened without interrupting. Then he reached out and took Ivan’s hand, smiling.

“I agree, of course, so long as we do it only when we move in together and our house is sold.”

“Makes sense. You want finality, proof that you won’t be pushed out,” Ivan said. “Sure. Deal.”

“Deal,” Paul said softly. After a few moments of quiet he added, “I do have one other precondition, but I think you’ll be okay with it.”

“Go on,” smiled Ivan.

“I want you to take my virginity,” Paul said. “I have a feeling it’s going to happen at some point anyway, so before being one hundred percent sure, I want to try it.”

Ivan laughed, low and pleased. That was not a problem for him.

“What if you don’t like it?”

This time it was Paul’s turn to laugh. “I highly doubt that. I’ve loved everything so far.”

“True.”

I could not have been prouder of him. Well, I could. Watching him in the full set of lingerie, on all fours on the bed, giving clear feedback to my lover as Ivan’s huge cock entered him for the first time. Paul told him when to pause. He told him when to push. His voice stayed steady even while his arms trembled.

Ivan worked slowly. The thick head stretched Paul open. Paul breathed through it, then nodded for more. Inch by inch Ivan sank deeper until his hips finally met the pink satin of Paul’s knickers, which had been pulled to one side. Once Ivan was fully buried and began to move, that was when I felt the deepest pride.

He started with short, careful strokes. Paul gasped and pushed back to meet them. The pace increased. The sound of skin meeting skin filled the room. Paul’s head dropped forward, then lifted again as the pleasure overtook the initial burn.

“Oh my god, it’s better than I ever imagined! Oh my god!” Paul cried. His voice cracked with it. “Yes Master, I’m yours! Divorce me, Diana, make it all happen! You were right! You were so right about everything!”

He kept repeating it between moans, hips rocking back to take every thrust. Ivan held his waist and fucked him with steady power while I watched my husband come apart in the best possible way.

Our weekend was one long sexfest. We sidelined the BDSM for two full days of loving, kissing and fucking. No crops. No orders barked across the room. Just the three of us in bed, on the sofa, once against the kitchen counter.

I had never seen my husband so engaged with us. On previous visits he had always seemed standoffish and nervous, waiting for instruction, watching more than taking part. Not after that first night. Something had unlocked. He became vocal. Happy. He laughed between kisses. He moaned without holding back. He begged for more without shame.

Saturday morning he woke us both by sliding down the bed and taking Ivan into his mouth while I watched. Later I rode Ivan while Paul knelt behind me and licked us both where we joined. In the afternoon Ivan fucked Paul again, slower this time, face to face, while I held Paul’s hand and kissed him through every deep thrust. Paul came untouched inside the cage, sobbing with pleasure against my neck.

That evening we ordered food and ate it naked in bed. Paul fed Ivan pieces of meat with his fingers, then licked the sauce from them. When we started again he asked to be in the middle, Ivan inside him, my mouth on his nipples and neck. He kept saying how good it felt, how right it felt, how he never wanted it to stop. By Sunday night he was loose-limbed and smiling, marking small kisses across both our shoulders whenever the three of us lay still for a moment. The nervous distance had gone. In its place was a man who wanted to be touched, wanted to touch back, and no longer looked away.

On Monday morning, as I prepared for work, Paul did something that warmed me to my core. He opened his cupboard, pulled a dust-cover aside, and retrieved one of his sissy maid dresses. From a sealed packet he took a blonde wig, settled it on his head, and then sat down at my dressing table to do his make-up. Foundation, blush, mascara, soft pink lips. He worked carefully and without being told.

“Are you my sissy, Paula?” I asked him.

“Yes Mistress.” He giggled, eyes still on the mirror.

“You know what I really want though, don’t you?”

“No Mistress?” He asked, confused.

“I want a sissy bimbo. You don’t need to be our servant. Just be our bimbo.”

“I’ll try, Mistress.” He blushed under the makeup.

Of course not every day was so easy. Paula had days when he could not come to terms with his femininity. On those mornings he reached for the most masculine trousers I still kept in the house and pulled them on like armour. Usually the relapse lasted only a few hours before the discomfort of the fabric and the memory of how the satin felt drove him back into lingerie. Still, I knew the pattern could not continue. It had to be fixed properly.

In the end I scheduled time with a therapist Tara recommended, one who understood the BDSM community and fetish lifestyles. The one thing I needed to be certain of before the final stage was that Paul was solid in his own head. I needed to know he would not harm himself when the changes became permanent and public. For now Paul still assumed that nobody outside the three of us would ever know about his transformation. He imagined his friends would continue to see him as a man and that his parents would go on believing he was the same person they had always known. I knew that version of events could not last. At some point I would have to out him so that everyone understood he was a sissy bimbo.

Paul spent several sessions with Helen, the therapist. Eventually she invited me in to speak with her alone.

“He’s enjoying himself. He’s enjoying everything, and he wants to be pushed further,” she told me.

I could sense the reservation. “But…”

“But,” she said with a small smile, “he’s scared you’ll change your mind and lose all respect for him. It’s quite a common issue with submissives who engage in these kinds of fetishes. The problem with him stems from his previous relationship. They had a fairly successful cuckolding dynamic for a while, but then his partner got cold feet. They stopped. After that she started questioning how he could have wanted it in the first place, and ultimately she left him.”

“Bitch,” I spat.

“Yeah, I kind of get her too though. They were young and uncertain. Anyway, your lifestyle sounds fun, but you need to make it very clear to him that this is a lifestyle, not a game. It’s who you are, what you want, how you want to live. No going back.”

I sat with that on the drive home. What could I do that would prove the permanence to him? An idea formed.

I stopped at a tattoo parlour and asked for something quick on my upper arm. The artist worked fast. When he finished, the black lettering sat clear on my bicep: Owner of Sissy Bimbo Paula.

Paula gushed when he saw it. His eyes filled and he started crying with pure happiness. I took his hand and explained carefully that none of this was a game for me.

“I’m growing in the company, in my field, and everything in my life is becoming what I hoped it would be. I love you, more than I ever have, but I also madly love Ivan. I don’t want to lose either of you. I want you to be my girlfriend, my best friend, my lesbian lover. But I want us to be together forever. No changes of heart. No cold feet.”

He sighed, then smiled through the tears. “Then I’ll be the girl you want me to be. No more trousers. Just pink satin and lace.” He giggled at his own words.

“My gorgeous little airhead,” I said with a laugh. Then I grew serious again. “If you are ready, then I think it’s time we begin your transformation.”

Another sharp intake of breath. Then a sure nod.

“Let’s begin.”


Five

I knocked on the door and poked my head around it. Paula was still fast asleep, snoring a little from having to sleep on his back. The huge comical mounds of his fresh implants propped the covers up into two distinct peaks. His lips were swollen and inflated, the cheek fillers giving his face a rounded, exaggerated look that immediately brought to mind the legendary Pete Burns from Dead or Alive.

He would never be the same again. He would never be able to call himself a true man. That was exactly what I loved about it. We had progressed so far, yet there was still so much left to do. For now Paula had only had sex with Ivan, and only Ivan. I wanted him to become much more than that. I wanted a full bimbo slut. Achieving that would take work, primarily on Paula’s ego and the way he saw himself.

For the moment Paula rested. He would need to rest for some time yet, and after that he would need to get used to the new body he lived in. When he first saw himself in the mirror after the bandages came off he had cried and said it was too much. A lot of that reaction came from the heavy swelling, which had since gone down. It was my job to make him feel better about the changes, and that was what I did for the next two weeks. Every morning and every night I told him how much I loved the new him. I pointed out the soft weight of the breasts, the way the lips looked when he spoke, the feminine curve the fillers had given his face. I repeated it until the words started to stick.

It helped that we were living in Ivan’s huge condo now, a modern fortress with every amenity. Having a sixty-five-inch OLED television in the bedroom made the recovery period more bearable. At first Paula used it to catch up on episodes of whatever series he could manage while lying still. As the pain eased and the swelling continued to drop, the television found a better purpose. The smart functions were set to one thing only: porn. Specifically gay porn.

I needed Paula living in a headspace of cock, cock, and more cock, and he understood that well enough. We took him off the ordinary painkillers and switched him to ketamine mixed with other hallucinogens. The drugs kept him floaty and open while the screen played an endless loop of gay scenes and sissy hypnosis files. I doubted the hypnosis tracks would work in any dramatic way on their own, but I believed that forcing him to watch the same material non-stop, hour after hour, day after day, would begin to rewire what he responded to.

By the time Paula was able to return to ordinary day-to-day movement around the condo, the craving was clear. He wanted cock. Ivan had deliberately withheld it during the recovery, and the denial only sharpened the need. Whenever Ivan came into the room Paula’s eyes followed him. He started asking, then pleading, for anal, for the chance to suck. Ivan continued to refuse. The refusal was deliberate. It kept the hunger high.

It was time for the next phase. Making Paula a proper bimbo.

Obviously Paul was not a stupid man. He was a talented artist who had done well in school. He would never have been a brain surgeon, but he was certainly no natural bimbo. In order to turn him into one I needed him to want it. He had to choose the empty-headed version of himself.

There was an old story about Paris Hilton, that she played the dumb blonde role on purpose while remaining a sharp operator underneath. I needed Paula to become that kind of girl. I needed him to decide that giving up the intelligent parts of himself was worth the reward.

The best way to shape that decision was simple conditioning. Every time he did something silly or air-headed I gave him a treat. I told him to speak in a high-pitched voice and to giggle after every sentence. At first he rolled his eyes and resisted. Eventually he did it. The moment the high voice and the giggle appeared, Ivan rewarded him. Cock in his mouth or cock in his arse, sometimes both. Over time Paula worked out the pattern for himself. If he played the camp gay femboy he got fucked more often. So he began to affect the voice deliberately. He made it lighter, more exaggerated, more animated. Gestures grew bigger. The hips swung even when he was only crossing a room.

The moment that behaviour settled we hired two men to come over and use him. Paula loved it. He giggled through the entire session and thanked them in that new voice when they finished.

After that the sissy hypnosis videos were mixed with bimbo files. The new clips showed smiling airheads being praised, being fucked, being told how pretty and empty they were. Paula watched them for hours. He also started using poppers far more often. When he was not sniffing poppers he was smoking hash. The combination kept him drowsy, loose, and giggly. It made the rest of the training easier.

This morning brought the biggest change yet. His long blonde hair was styled into high pigtails. The make-up was thick, pink and deliberately sluttish. He wore a tiny pink dress over a little pink-and-white crop top that left his flat, pierced belly on show. On his feet were shiny pink PVC fetish boots with a serious heel. He moved around the condo with short, careful steps and a constant swing of the hips. The G-cup breasts bounced and bumped into doorframes and furniture. He looked completely ridiculous. I loved every second of it.

The real change was not the clothes. It was the way he almost constantly giggled at everything, and the voice that came out when he spoke. That insipid, super-sweet, over-the-top tone, crazy and empty and perfect.

“Wow Paula, you look great,” I said.

“Tee-hee. Thank you, Mistress!” He sang the words in that high, empty voice. “I’m so happy today. Hehe. Will you take me out?”

“Sure honey. Where to?”

“I read there is a gay club nearby where girls like me can be strapped into a chair and used. Based on the wrist band, men can tell what I like.”

“And what do you like, honey?”

“Cummies!” She giggled, the sound bright and brainless.

Something had clearly clicked inside him. This was exactly the place I had been steering him toward.

That afternoon I left him at the club. Two strong men strapped her onto a small kneeling bench that forced his arse high in the air. The short pink skirt fell forward, exposing the little white petticoat and the satin panties. The rear panel of the panties was missing for easy access. A bright wristband around one wrist advertised exactly what she was there for. Tara had given me a supply of PrEP some time ago, so the usual worries sat quieter than they might have.

It was around ten in the evening when the club phoned. They needed to take Paula to hospital. He had gone to the bathroom and fainted.

My heart sank. Up to this point the whole transformation had been fun. I did not want him actually hurt.

I called Tara and told her to meet me there. When we arrived she was already speaking with the staff. She turned to me and told me not to worry.

“It seems he’s been mixing a lot of drugs lately, and today he inhaled too many poppers. They gave him something to counter it. Now they’re going to do a brain CT.”

“Why?”

“They’re concerned that with the level of use lately he’s done some damage. Constant overuse of these kinds of drugs can reduce brain function.”

“Wait. Are you suggesting I really made him into a bimbo?”

Tara giggled. “Most likely, yes. He’ll be fine, of course.”

“He’ll be perfect.”

The scans confirmed it. Paula had damaged his brain. Nothing catastrophic, nothing that would stop him walking or talking, but his IQ had dropped noticeably. The soft, giggly, empty behaviour was no longer just an act.

“A little bit further and he’ll be perfect,” Tara told me later in the corridor.

“I’m scared of hurting him,” I said.

Tara smiled. “I’ll handle it. Just don’t ever report me.”

By the time I married Ivan, Paula was a complete dumb bitch who never seemed to get upset about anything. The sharp, thoughtful artist who used to argue about composition and colour had disappeared. He no longer read. He no longer drew. That part still carried a small pang of loss, but what replaced it was a permanently sexually charged bimbo who would do almost anything for cock. The high, giggly voice stayed. The empty smile stayed. The constant need to be filled stayed.

Ivan got exactly what he had wanted from the start. He had a strong, sexy wife who ran parts of his company and matched him in bed and in life. He also had a soft, brainless bimbo lover he could dress up, pass around, and use whenever the mood took him. We both played with Paula freely. Sometimes together, sometimes separately. Paula never complained. He only ever asked for more.

The cock cage eventually came off. There was no longer any point in keeping it locked. Paula’s libido never dropped, even after the hormones and the drugs and the damage. If anything it ran hotter. In bed the three of us could fuck for hours. Ivan would take me while Paula licked us both, or Ivan would fuck Paula while I sat on his made-up face, or the two of us would take turns using Paula’s mouth and arse until none of us could move. Paula came often and messily once the cage was gone, and the orgasms only made him needier afterwards. He would lie there in a happy daze, lips swollen, makeup smeared, thanking us in that soft, empty voice for using him.

We all loved it. The arrangement was permanent, public enough that the right people knew, and private enough that the rest of the world simply saw a successful couple with a very pretty, very devoted friend who lived with them. Paula had become exactly what we shaped him into, and he seemed to want nothing else.

There was just one last thing to do. None of Paula’s friends or family knew about the transformation. The last thing I needed was one of them trying to harm us, so, we held a coming out party.

ll of Paula’s family stood waiting in the large reception room. Parents, brother, sister, cousins, uncles and aunts. Next to them were old school friends, former colleagues, and people who had known Paul for years. The atmosphere was already tense. Most of them had only been told there would be an important announcement about Paul’s new life.

Then, to a short burst of fanfare from the speakers, Paula stepped out.

Nobody recognised him at first. The long blonde pigtails, the heavy pink makeup, the inflated lips, the G-cup breasts barely contained by a tiny crop top, the short skirt, the shiny boots. He looked like an extreme bimbo doll rather than the quiet artist they remembered. Only when he opened his mouth and spoke in that high, empty voice, introducing himself as Paula and explaining what he had become, did the recognition hit.

The room erupted. Most of the family and friends recoiled in open disgust. Some shouted. A few walked straight out. Paula’s mother covered her mouth. His father turned away. The transformation was simply too much for them to handle.

A small handful stayed behind. A couple of Paula’s old friends, two former colleagues, one distant cousin. They lingered, eyes moving over the exaggerated body, the soft smile, the vacant expression. One of them finally asked, quiet but direct, whether Paula did more than just look the part.

“Oh… he’s a bimbo,” I told them. “You can do whatever you want with him.”

Their grins spread. The shift in their trousers was obvious. That was all I needed to know.

The End


Sissy Step-Sister

One

The last thing I wanted was to move in with my mother and my step-father, but with Dad dead and no prospect of student accommodation for year two, I had no choice. I was a student at the university in my hometown. Mum and Dad had divorced some years earlier. Mum moved away, and because of school and the rest of it I stayed with Dad. I started university just as Dad got sick.

By then Mum had remarried a man I hated with a passion. Mike was one of those alpha male types, always in the gym, always telling me I should go to the gym too. He had a daughter, Lilith, which made her my step-sister. She was tall, goth, black hair, the sort of look people compared to Jenna Ortega. She was also evil. She hated me and bullied me constantly.

I need not have worried at first. I was at university, after all. The problem was Dad. He was dying. Pancreatic cancer, sudden and aggressive, and that was that. I was heartbroken. Dad had been the good one.

I moved into halls for year one after we sold Dad’s house. I planned to rent somewhere proper for year two. I thought it would be straightforward. Looking back, I should never have sold the place.

Nothing was available. There was a housing crisis. Unless I was willing to commute over an hour each way every day, there was simply nowhere to live.

Mum was quick to tell me to move in with them. I could not bear the thought of living with Mike and Lilith. With nowhere else to go, I had no real choice. I accepted.

At first Mike and Lilith were decent to me. They rallied around the grieving son. That did not last. Soon enough I was hearing from Mike that I needed to bulk up, and from Lilith that I was a pussy.

Lilith was the same age as me, but she had already finished her degree and was working on her PhD. Her IQ sat somewhere in the high one-eighties. She should have been clever enough to know better than to bully, yet she seemed to get off on it.

The change began on a Saturday afternoon. Mum and Mike were away for the weekend. Lilith was out with friends. I was home studying and bored, so I decided to do the laundry.

Down in the laundry room I found a pair of the silkiest little black panties. The front was bulged, as if they had been worn by someone with a cock. They were not Mum’s. They would never have fitted Mike. That left Lilith, or perhaps a lover of hers. She did not have a boyfriend that I knew of.

One of the ground rules in the house was that I was not allowed in Lilith’s room. Today I decided that rule no longer applied. I needed to know what was going on.

Her door was unlocked. I stepped inside. The walls were painted a deep purple and the room was dim even with the curtains open. A chill ran through me, but I kept going.

I opened the drawers carefully. Goth clothes filled most of them: black dresses, fishnet tights, heavy boots, band T-shirts. Underneath those I found the lingerie. Silk, lace, leather. Some of it was delicate. Some of it was the kind of thing designed to be seen under stage lights.

Further back in the cupboard I found the magazines. Old ones, black and white at first, then more recent colour issues. Fetish magazines. A whole stack from a publisher called Centurian. Pages full of transsexuals, transvestites and sissies. Stories and photo sets of men being dressed, trained and used.

The rest of the room made the picture clearer. Whips hung on a wall rack. Latex outfits were folded in a box. Chains, leather cuffs, collars, and a selection of toys sat in a locked case that was not actually locked. My step-sister was a dominatrix. She got off on controlling men.

I will admit it was hot. My first girlfriend had been dominant, nowhere near this extreme, but I had always liked the way she took charge. Seeing the same impulse in Lilith, only stronger and better equipped, did something to me.

Then I noticed the cameras and the ring lights set up in the corner. It took a second to click. She was a cam-girl. That explained the professional lighting and the careful angles.

I left the room, but not empty-handed. I took one of the magazines. I told myself it was leverage, something I could use if she kept calling me a pussy and pushing me around. Once I was back in my own room I sat on the bed and opened it.

I had not planned to read it properly. The pictures and the stories pulled me in anyway. Wives who feminised their husbands. Men turned into obedient little cock-sucking sissies. The transformation itself did not interest me. The dominance did. The women in those pages were in complete control, and that was what made my cock harden against my jeans.

The front door banged downstairs. Lilith was home. I shoved the magazine into a drawer, opened my laptop, and stared at a blank document as if I had been working the whole time. She went straight to her room. She did not check mine.

After the house settled I started searching. Her personal Instagram was easy enough to find under her real name. Ordinary posts, the usual filtered life. That was not what I needed. I wanted the other account, the one she used for work, the one that would lead me to her OnlyFans or whatever platform she performed on.

First I went through her contacts and connections on Instagram. Every single one led to another ordinary, boring account. She was clearly not linked to her professional profile from her personal one. So I switched tactics and looked at the people she actually spent time with.

There was one friend she hung around with constantly. A tattooed Polish girl with a sharp, bitchy face. I already knew she posted kinky content. I clicked her name and found she ran four separate professional accounts.

I scrolled through each of them in turn. On the third one I found what I was after. A post that read: Ready to serve, cuck? My best friend and I want you to drink our spit and take our cocks. Underneath sat a long string of hashtags. One of them was for pegging. Another simply said LilDemonGoddess. That was her.

I clicked the tag and landed on her work profile. The pictures and short clips showed Lilith spitting straight at the camera, dancing in tight leather and corsets, cracking a whip or a crop for the lens. Then one video stopped me cold. She wore a dark red silk dress and rolled her hips as if she was fucking someone. Text flashed across the screen: My cock is definitely bigger than yours! The front of the dress showed a clear, heavy bulge.

Was Lilith transgender?

At the top of the page sat a Linktree. It pointed to several places, including OnlyFans and a live-cam site. I did not have an OnlyFans account and had no intention of creating one. That felt like a rabbit hole I did not want to start down. I clicked the cam link instead. It took me straight to DemonGoddess Lilith’s page. She was offline, but expanding the full profile told me everything I needed.

Professional Ph.D. student, mindfuck artist, and evil transsexual dominatrix. I’ll fuck with your brain before I fuck your ass with my nine inches.

That was the answer. I had never suspected. Her voice was a little deeper than most girls, but she just sounded like a bored goth. Nothing that had raised any flags. I had once seen her C-cup breasts when she came out of the shower. They looked real enough.

Then the memory shifted. I had never looked lower. The breasts had taken all my attention. If I closed my eyes and forced myself back to that moment, there had been a definite lump under the towel. At the time I had dismissed it as a fold in the fabric. Now I was not so sure.

I do not know why, but finding out Lilith was transgender made me feel a little less angry about the way she treated me. Especially once I factored in that she was also a dominant. Maybe she thought she was doing me a favour. Maybe she saw something in me that I had not seen yet.

That evening I left my room and knocked on her door.

“What?” she snapped from the other side.

“I was wondering if you wanted to go somewhere for dinner,” I said.

The door swung open. She stood there in a dark robe, eyes narrowed.

“What?”

“We’re home alone,” I said. “I thought maybe we could go for dinner. Just you and me.”

She looked me up and down with clear suspicion. “You never want to hang out with me.”

“We’re both adults. We can talk like normal people. We’re family now, right?”

She kept staring for a few seconds. Then a small grin pulled at the corner of her mouth. “Fine. I know a Korean place. Give me an hour. I’ve got things to do.”

“Sure,” I said.

She closed the door slowly, her eyes locked on mine the whole time. I went back to my room and shut the door behind me.

I opened the cam site on my phone and created a fake account under the name SamBridges99, after my favourite video game character. Once I was logged in I paid the small fee for VIP access and clicked her name. A green dot sat next to it. She was online. That explained the robe and the delay.

The stream loaded. Lilith sat on the edge of her bed in a black leather corset, black stockings, and tight black leather panties. A metal tray rested beside her. On it lay a pair of strange scissors or pliers. She picked them up, revealing a joint held between the blades, and took a long drag.

A message appeared at the bottom of the screen.

Welcome SamBridges99. Why don’t you leave me a tip and then maybe I’ll show you my tip?

Did I want to see her cock? Of course I did. That was the whole reason I was here. I needed exact proof that my step-sister was transgender. I sent a tip.

The chat switched to private.

Wow! Bigger tipper! You must really be hungry for cock… But what else are you hungry for, Sam?

To serve a dominant TS Mistress like you, I typed, guessing that was what she wanted to hear.

Hmmm… what makes you think I want a pathetic worm like you?

Because you want to bully a pathetic worm like me?

Perhaps… Tell me, Sam, how old are you?

I hesitated. For some reason I felt I should lie, even though she had no way of knowing it was me. My fingers moved before I could stop them.
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Nice. So do you really want to serve me? Is that what you really want? Do you want me to own you and boss you around? What are your real fetishes?

I paused. Then I pulled the magazine from the drawer and flipped through the pages.

Sissification. Forced feminisation. Consensual non-consent.

CNC? she wrote. Like blackmail, or rapeplay?

Rapeplay felt like too much. I went with blackmail, even though I did not fully understand what she meant by it.

Oh, so the little bitch likes to be controlled, turned into a slut and then threatened to be outed, huh? Maybe a little ruin fetish?

Sure… I typed, hoping she would just get on with showing me.

Very interesting. Well, I’m guessing you want the show, huh? To see the package? You are getting me horny, making me picture what I could do to you. Honestly, knowing you want me to turn you into a little whore for my cock, a toy to use and abuse, well, it makes me very erect.

Then something changed and the private window opened into a full chat room. My phone asked if I wanted to share my own camera. I hit no at once, relieved the site even gave me the choice. Her feed stayed live.

Lilith knelt up on the bed. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of the leather panties and pushed them down slowly. Her cock sprang free. Huge was not an exaggeration. The thing was thick as a beer can, long and heavy, already half-hard and rising further as the cool air hit it.

“You like it, sissy?” she asked, voice soft and low, almost a purr. She wrapped one hand around the shaft and gave it a slow stroke. “Come on. Suck it for me, baby. Be a good sissy and submit. Come suck my cock. Or would you rather I put it up your arsehole? I bet you would. Come on then. Come to me and do it.”

I wondered for a second what she meant by come to me, then decided it was just part of the act. I stayed where I was and watched.

“Do you like my cock?” she asked again.

I love it, I typed.

I meant it. There was no point pretending otherwise. Lilith had always been one of the most striking girls I had ever seen. Tall, sharp features, that black hair. Adding the thick cock jutting from between her legs somehow made the whole picture feel complete. I found myself surprised that Mike put up with it. He seemed like the last man on earth who would support a transgender daughter.

She started stroking faster. I matched her pace with my own hand. She talked the whole time, telling me how much she looked forward to dressing me up, how she had always known I was a sissy underneath, how she was going to turn me into the proper little slut she needed. She was good at this. The words landed harder than I expected.

Her breathing grew short and ragged. Mine did too.

“Oh, I’m gonna stuff that tight little arsehole!” she shouted.

She was loud enough that I heard her through the wall. I had never noticed that before.

We came at the same moment. Thick ropes of cum spilled over her fist and across her stomach while I spent myself into a tissue. The second it was over the high vanished. Shame hit hard. I felt filthy. A creep for watching my step-sister like that, and worse for getting off on a transsexual’s cock.

I closed the browser and wiped my phone screen. Then I cleaned myself up properly, changed my jeans, and went downstairs to wait. The shame still sat heavy in my stomach. I had just watched my step-sister wank her cock on camera and come with her. That was not something I could easily put aside.

Fifteen minutes later she came down the stairs. She had changed into black fishnet stockings, a short black lacy mini-skirt, and a tight black satin-and-lace blouse that clung to her frame. Black lace gloves finished the look. Her hair was down and she had put on dark lipstick. For a second I forgot how to speak.

She actually gave me a warm smile when she reached the bottom of the stairs.

“Ready?” she asked, voice soft.

“Yeah. You look great,” I said. I meant it, and I hated that I meant it.

“Thank you, Rich. I really appreciate that.” She tilted her head slightly. “You know, I think this is going to be nice. It’s about time we got to know each other properly. Who knows? Maybe we have more in common than we thought.”

The smile stayed on her face. I could not tell how much of it was genuine and how much was performance.

“Indeed,” I said. “Let’s go.”

She slipped her arm through mine without asking. The lace of her glove brushed the inside of my wrist. We left the house together and walked toward the Korean place she had chosen. Neither of us spoke much on the way. I kept catching the scent of her perfume and the faint smell of the joint she had smoked earlier. Every few steps I remembered the thick cock I had watched her stroke only minutes before, and the guilt twisted again. At the same time I could not stop noticing how the mini-skirt moved when she walked, or how the fishnets caught the streetlights.

Whatever this new “friendship” was going to be, it already felt more complicated than either of us was admitting.


Two

The conversation stayed surprisingly easy. Lilith talked about her school years, the death of her own mother, and how she had not got on with my mum at first. She said it took a while, but she eventually saw that Mum was good for Mike. I listened and then told her about my dad. We had both been quiet types. We spent most of our time gaming together. He had been a serious PC player.

“You love your PC, right?” she said, smiling across the table. “Always on it.”

“It reminds me of Dad,” I answered. She reached over and rested her hand on mine for a moment.

“Is that why you’re studying computer science?”

“Yeah. I want to program something for him one day. Something that will make me remember him properly.”

“That’s nice,” she said. “I can code a bit too. If you ever need help, just ask.”

I had almost forgotten how sharp she was. “What can’t you do?”

She gave a small shrug. “Lots of things. I don’t get on with people very well, as you’ve noticed. I guess that’s why I studied psychology. I wanted to understand myself better. Still, things distract me. You’re right though. There’s something calm about coding. I prefer my games on the console, though.”

“I never really got into consoles,” I said. “Although I kind of wish I had a PS5 right now.” I laughed under my breath. The sequel to my favourite game was a PlayStation exclusive and I still had not played it.

“You can use mine sometimes,” she said. “When I’m around.” The smile shifted into something sharper. “I’ve got a great game on it. I played the original, but the sequel is even better. I think I was addicted to it for a while.”

“Oh yeah? Which one?”

“Death Stranding 2.”

I felt my throat tighten. She watched me and the grin widened.

“I love that game,” I said carefully.

“I know.” Her voice took on a soft, singsong tone. “You have the T-shirt. It was actually you talking about it that made me download it. Funny, that. The main character, Sam… Sam Bridges. He’s great.”

My heart was racing and it had nothing to do with the spicy Korean food. Something in her tone told me this was no longer a casual chat about games. It felt like a careful hint that she knew exactly who had been watching her earlier. I tried to push the idea away. Surely she could not know it was me.

She kept talking, calm as anything.

“Do you know what else I picked up over the years?”

I swallowed. “N-no?”

“Networking. It’s like building a puzzle. I actually convinced the council to lay the fibre optic to the house and then I set the whole network up myself.”

Fuck. I knew where this was going. I could feel it coming.

“So when I saw the external IP address of one Sam Bridges was exactly the same as mine…” She smiled across the table.

“Stop. I’m sorry. I just… I didn’t know, and I wanted proof.”

She nodded slowly and took another forkful of food. “What gave me away? Were you snooping through my things?”

“Not at first. I found your panties in the laundry and noticed the bulge. So I went up to your room.”

“Snooped.”

“Yes. Snooped. I found the magazines. Then I looked on Instagram, followed the trail through your friend, checked her accounts, and found your professional page.”

A flicker of genuine surprise crossed her face, mixed with something like approval. “You weren’t lazy about it. That’s good.”

“When did you work out it was me?” I asked.

“I wondered the second I saw the username. Then when we went private I checked the IP.” She still did not sound angry. “So? What did you think? Impressed?”

She was being open with me, so I decided to match it. I let out a long breath and nodded.

“You’re huge.”

“I know.” The grin returned.

“And the whole thing you’ve got going on. It’s pretty cool. Does it make you much?”

She frowned slightly and shook her head. “I don’t need to work right now. It covers school and living costs, but that’s about it. Maybe it will grow. I’ve only been doing it for six months.”

“Does Mum know?”

She burst out laughing. “That I’m trans? Of course she does. I actually thought you already knew. I never really hid it.”

“I didn’t. You’re so beautiful I never once considered you used to be…” I let the sentence die.

“Oh. Thank you.” Her expression softened. “I’m glad this is out in the open. I think it will bring us closer. And now we can have some fun and fulfil that fantasy of yours…”

My eyes widened. “Wait. What? I wasn’t serious!”

She laughed again, lower this time. “Oh please. Yes you were. Look, you don’t need to be embarrassed. Honestly, I respect you a hell of a lot more for actually engaging with it.”

My jeans suddenly felt too tight. My cock had hardened without permission and was pressing visibly against the denim. I was still too scared, and too convinced I was straight, to follow through on any of it. So I forced the words out.

“Can we change the subject?”

She giggled and nodded. “Sure. I get it. It’s fine. But you find me hot, so I’ll take the compliment.”

“You are,” I said. “Honestly, I’ve always thought you were the hottest girl I’ve ever seen.”

“Ah, Rich. That just makes me want you more now.”

Heat flooded my face. It felt like standing too close to an open fire. Instead of making things more awkward, though, we simply moved on. We talked about ordinary things: life, films, politics, the usual. The more we spoke, the clearer it became that we were more alike than either of us had realised. By the time the meal was finished I actually felt closer to her.

We left the restaurant and started the walk home. The night air was cold. Lilith pulled me in against her side, arm linked tightly through mine, using my body for warmth. I wanted to wrap both arms around her and kiss her properly. I did not do it.

When we reached the front door she smiled and leaned in to kiss my cheek.

“Well, thanks for a lovely night.”

“Thank you,” I said. “I really liked this. We should do it more often.”

“We should. And if you want to play Death Stranding 2 on my PlayStation, just say. I don’t mind.”

I could have played that game all night, but I did not want to push anything further this evening. I thanked her and said I would take her up on it another day.

“Right,” she said, already turning toward the stairs. “I’m off to make some money off horny submissive men.” She gave me one last smile and started up, then stopped halfway and looked back over her shoulder.

“By the way, I have a lovely pink and black nightie that would look lovely on you, if you want it.”

“Err… no, thanks.”

“Let me know if you change your mind,” she sang, and disappeared into her room.

In my room I tried to push every sexual image of Lilith out of my head. I loaded a game and stared at the screen, but every few minutes my eyes drifted to the wall that separated our rooms. I knew she was on the other side in full dominatrix gear, performing for strangers, while I sat only a few metres away and could have been watching her myself.

It became impossible to ignore. I stripped down to my boxer shorts, climbed into bed, and opened the live-cam site on my iPad this time. I knew the moment I logged in she would recognise the account, yet I could not stop. I was too hard and too curious.

The stream loaded. Lilith sat on her bed with her pierced breasts fully exposed, pushed up by a three-buckled underbust corset. Her thick cock hung heavy between her thighs, half hard already.

Hey, she typed.

Hi.

Thanks again. I really had a lovely night with you.

Me too, I wrote. Then, after a pause: Sorry if this is pervy. I’ll go if you want.

No. Stay. Watch me. I like that you find me hot. I like that you want me. You could have me, if you want. All you need to do is come in here, get on your knees, and I’d gladly feed you this cock.

I can’t. I’m sorry.

You will, one day.

I was certain I would not, but she sounded completely sure of herself. I won’t. What makes you think I will?

You’re here watching me. That means I turn you on. At some point you’ll want to experiment further. It’s fine and natural. Right now your masculine brain is telling you not to. It’ll break eventually.

I wanted to type that I hoped she was right. Instead I only wrote: I don’t see it.

You know, it’s quite boring in here alone. If you want, come play DS2 and chat to me while I do this. Only if you don’t mind.

Could I actually do that? I’ll be off camera, right?

Duh.

I sat there for several long minutes, arguing with myself. Then I stood up, left my room, and walked the short distance to hers. I pushed the door open.

She was exactly as she had appeared on the stream: breasts out, corset tight, that massive cock resting against her thigh. My own cock jumped instantly, tenting the front of my boxers. She noticed and smiled, but she only nodded toward the television at the far end of the room.

“Over there,” she said.

“Won’t the people hear?” I asked.

“I’ve turned the microphone off. If someone pays for a private session, I’ll let you know.”

I switched on the console, added myself as a user, and loaded the game. The graphics were sharp and detailed. Like most of Kojima’s work, it looked like it was going to be something special.

“Look at that fucking view,” I said as the camera pulled back and the world opened up.

“I know. And the soundtrack is gorgeous too.”

The best part of the arrangement was that she sat behind me on the bed. I could not see her. If I had been facing her the whole time I doubt I would have managed to play at all.

We talked about the game, then drifted into television shows and the topics we had not covered at dinner. Every so often a notification popped up on her laptop. She would tell me to mute the speakers and I would keep playing while she took a private session. At first I stayed focused on the screen. After a while the muted audio was not enough. I started pausing the game and turning to watch.

I saw her fuck herself slowly with a thick dildo while talking dirty to a paying client. I watched her tell one man he was a pathetic pussy wimp and that she was going to destroy him and ruin his home life. Another asked her to turn him into a street prostitute. She told him he was far too ugly for that, but if it was what he really wanted she would do it. Everything was fantasy, yet she mentioned that some men sent actual chastity keys or photographs of their IDs.

“I pretend to blackmail them,” she explained during a quiet stretch, “but I would never really out anyone.”

“Really? Why not?”

“I’m not risking jail time for someone I do not know. It’s still illegal. I would do it to you, though. Because I like you, and I know you. If you wanted it, that is.”

I made a non-committal sound and turned back to the game.

It was well past two in the morning when she finally closed the stream and posted a few clips to OnlyFans. I was deep in the game and did not notice she had moved until I felt her breath against the back of my neck. She was lying on her stomach on the bed, watching the screen over my shoulder.

“Oh. Sorry. It’s late. I’ll save here,” I said.

“No. Don’t. I like having you here. Stay, please. I like watching.”

“Okay.” I smiled and kept playing.

I played for a little longer. Then I felt her lips on the side of my neck, light and deliberate. Small kisses, one after another. I kept my eyes on the screen and tried to keep going, but the soft press of her mouth made concentration impossible. After half a minute I paused the game, turned, and found her face only inches from mine.

I leaned in and kissed her. She kissed back without hesitation. It started slow, then deepened. Her tongue met mine and I tasted the faint residual smoke from earlier. We stayed like that for a short while, just kissing, until she broke away and stood up.

Her cock was fully hard now, thick and heavy, pointing straight toward me. She walked the short distance across the carpet and stopped in front of where I sat on the floor. Without a word she stepped astride my legs, one foot either side of my thighs, and took hold of the back of my head with both hands. She guided the swollen head of her cock to my lips.

I was too far gone to refuse. Too deep into whatever this had become with my step-sister. I opened my mouth and let her take control.

She did not force it. She only pushed the head inside, then drew back, then pushed a little further. Slow, steady strokes that stayed shallow at first. The weight and heat of it filled my mouth. She watched my face the whole time.

“Breathe through your nose,” she said quietly. “Relax your throat. That’s it.”

Bit by bit she fed more of herself into me. When the head breached the back of my throat she held still for a moment.

“I’m in your throat now. Do you feel it?”

I blinked once, yes.

“This is so nice.” Her voice had gone low and breathy. She began to move her hips in short, controlled thrusts, using my mouth. Soft moans escaped her each time she slid deeper. I stayed still and let her set the pace, concentrating on not gagging, tasting the clean skin and the slight salt of pre-cum.

After a few minutes she eased out completely. A thin string of saliva connected my lower lip to the head of her cock for a second before it broke. She reached down, took my hand, and helped me to my feet.

“Come to bed,” she whispered.

“Okay,” I managed. My voice was rough. I let her lead me the few steps to the mattress.

We lay on our sides facing each other, still kissing. Our cocks pressed and slid against one another with every small movement. Hers was far thicker and longer than mine; the contrast made every touch sharper.

She leaned away for a moment, reached to the bedside table, and switched off the lamp. The room dropped into near darkness. I heard the soft click of a bottle cap. Then she was back, kissing me again while one slick finger found my arsehole and rubbed the cool lubricant in slow circles. The finger pushed inside. I moaned into her mouth. She worked it in and out, then added a second, stretching me carefully before withdrawing completely.

“Turn around,” she breathed against my ear.

I rolled onto my other side. She took firm hold of my hips and pulled me back against her. The blunt head of her cock pressed immediately against my entrance.

“Is it going to hurt?” I asked.

“I’ll go slow. It will hurt at first, but it will feel good later. Ready?”

“Yeah.”

She pushed. The pressure was intense, almost too much. For several seconds nothing happened. Then the head forced its way past the tight ring of muscle. A sharp sting made me yelp and hiss through my teeth. She stopped at once, holding perfectly still while the sting settled into a deep throb. When my breathing evened out she pushed again, steady and controlled. The pain rose, then began to ease, replaced by a heavy, stretching fullness. That fullness shifted, slowly, into something that felt better than anything I had known before.

Her hand slid around my hip and wrapped around my much smaller cock, stroking it in time with the shallow thrusts she was already making.

“I can’t believe we get to do this,” she whispered, lips against the back of my neck.

“Me neither. It’s so good. Don’t stop.”

“I won’t. Fuck, you’re tight. I love it. Love your little arse.”

She kept the pace measured for a while, giving my body time to adjust to the stretch. Each slow thrust went a little deeper than the last until she was seating almost the full length of her thick cock inside me on every stroke. The heavy drag of it along sensitive places I had never felt before made my toes curl against the sheets. Pleasure built steadily, low and insistent, until the side position no longer seemed enough for her.

She shifted her weight, rolled me fully onto my stomach, and settled over my back. One strong hand pressed between my shoulder blades, holding me down. Then she began to drive harder. Deep, powerful thrusts that forced the air from my lungs each time her hips slammed against my arse. The bed frame creaked. The wet sound of her cock moving in and out of me filled the quiet room. Every impact sent a fresh wave of pressure through my gut and up my spine. I could feel how completely she filled me, how little space was left, and how her heavy balls slapped against me on the deeper strokes. My own cock was trapped hard against the mattress, leaking steadily with every thrust she delivered.

I told her how good she felt, how perfectly she filled me, how I never wanted it to stop. She answered with low praise of her own, telling me I was made for this, that I would be the perfect place for her to empty herself. Her rhythm grew ragged. A few moments later she came with a loud, broken cry. Hot pulses of cum flooded into me, thick and heavy, one after another, until I could feel it leaking out around the base of her cock. She kept moving through the whole orgasm, grinding the last of it as deep as it would go.

“That was perfect,” she gasped, rolling onto her back beside me. Her chest rose and fell hard. “Just what I needed.”

“Oh…” The word came out as a low moan. Without her cock inside me I felt strangely empty, as if something important had been taken away. A warm trickle of her cum leaked slowly down the inside of my thigh. “I never knew I needed that.”

She turned her head and gave me a soft, tired smile. “Spend the night with me?”

“Gladly.” I rolled toward her and kissed her mouth, still open and a little swollen from earlier. At the same time I clenched my arse deliberately, trying to keep as much of her cum inside as I could. The sticky heat of it made the muscle flutter.

“But I need to use the toilet,” I said against her lips.

“Mmm… hold it in.” She giggled, quiet and wicked, and reached for my wrist. She guided my hand down between her legs until my fingers closed around her cock. It was still half-hard, slick with lubricant and her own release, and already beginning to thicken again under my touch. “I’ve got another one in the tank.”


Three

When Mum and Mike came back from their weekend away they clearly expected to find the two of us at each other’s throats. Instead they walked in on us laughing and joking on the sofa, controllers in hand, playing EA FC on Lilith’s PS5. The only things that had been in our throats for the past twenty-four hours were each other’s cocks, but neither of us was about to announce that the moment the front door opened.

Mum stopped in the doorway and stared.

“Well, I never thought I’d see the day,” she said, smiling.

“We found common ground,” I told her, eyes still on the screen. The distraction almost cost me a goal.

“Yeah,” Lilith agreed. “Common ground.”

I am still not sure whether she said the next part purely to put me off my game, but if that was the plan it worked perfectly.

“Just so you know, Erica, by common ground he means my cock.”

“Lilith!” I yelped, snapping my head round to glare at her. In the second I looked away she stole the ball and slotted it neatly into the net.

Mum rolled her eyes but did not look especially shocked.

“At least you can’t get her pregnant,” she said to me.

Lilith cut in at once. “You mean at least I can’t get him pregnant.”

Mum took a step back toward the door, hands raised.

“Way more information than I needed, young lady. But I’m glad you’ve found a way not to fight all the time.”

The door clicked shut behind her. I let out a short laugh.

“I can’t believe you did that.”

“Please. You loved it.” Lilith grinned. “Besides, better it’s out in the open than sneaking around.”

“What about your dad? He won’t decide to punch me for defiling his daughter, will he?” I asked. Mike had been fully supportive of her transition since she was young, but he was still fiercely protective.

“Nah. He’ll be fine.”

The match ended in a loss for me. I did not particularly care. Lilith set her controller aside, pulled me in by the front of my shirt and kissed me hard. When she broke the kiss her voice dropped lower.

“How would you feel about letting me fuck you on camera?”

“With a mask?” I asked.

The look she gave me said I had just disappointed her.

“Come on. Nobody is going to recognise you. And if they do, so what? Are you embarrassed to be seen with me?”

“No. More that I’m embarrassed people will know I have a tiny cock.” I snorted.

“You do not have a tiny cock.” She laughed and slapped my arm.

“Compared to yours it is.”

She leaned in until her lips almost touched mine.

“Yours felt pretty good in me earlier, little or not.” She kissed me again, slower this time. “Come on. I’ll give you a share of the profit, and people will love it.”

I hesitated only a second.

“Fine.”

Giggling, she jumped up, locked the bedroom door, and told me to get undressed. She needed to groom me first. I had no idea what that meant until she led me into the bathroom and started working hair-removal cream over my chest, stomach, legs and arse. The stuff stung faintly and smelled chemical. She was thorough and clinical about it, chatting the whole time as if this were the most ordinary thing in the world.

Fifteen minutes later I was smooth and clean. She rinsed me off, dried me, and steered me back to the bed. She had changed into a black lace corset and matching stockings. Her cock hung free, already thickening.

She opened the cam software. I had expected something more elaborate than a simple chat window with a few extra controls, but that was all it was. Viewers started asking questions almost at once. Lilith typed back that I was her step-brother and her sub-slut. The chat exploded. People demanded she whip me, spank me, make me suck her cock, fuck me on camera. Without payment we only sat there, half-dressed and playful, doing nothing more than teasing.

Eventually one user tipped a large amount to see me suck her. A second tip followed almost immediately, higher still, for him to watch her fuck me.

“He wants me to dominate you,” she said, reading the messages. “Make you my bitch. But you’re already my bitch, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I answered as she pushed the head of her cock inside me again. The stretch was familiar now, still intense, still good.

“You need to start dressing the part though. Our client wants that too. See?”

I glanced at the screen. Another tip had come in, specifically for sissification. Being under her, taking her cock while strangers watched, felt hot in the moment. The idea of full lingerie and make-up as a permanent thing did not. I knew that much even while she was buried inside me.

She fucked me with steady, deep strokes until she came, flooding my arse once more. The same user kept tipping, now demanding to see me in lingerie and make-up.

“You need to do it,” she told me, still catching her breath. “You have to.”

At the end of the day this was her job, so I decided to stop arguing and go along with it. She walked over to a cupboard, pulled out a sealed package, and tossed it onto the bed beside me. Inside I found a pair of frilly pink-and-white satin shorts. I stepped into them and drew them up my newly smooth legs. Next came a matching pullover bralette that sat lightly against my chest, then a suspender belt in the same soft fabric. She handed me a pair of silky white stockings and helped roll them carefully up each leg before clipping them to the belt.

The lingerie should not have felt as good as it did. Against my shaved skin the satin was cool and smooth, almost too comfortable. Every small movement made the fabric shift and catch the light. Lilith sat me on the edge of the bed and applied a little make-up: soft foundation, a touch of blush, dark mascara, and a pale pink lip. When she finished she tilted my chin and checked her work, then nodded.

We returned to the camera. Everything felt different now. The brush of air against the stockings, the way the satin shorts clung to my arse when I sat, the faint pull of the suspender straps: every sensation was sharper, more intense. I still had no desire to become a woman the way she had, yet the idea of keeping both sides of myself no longer seemed impossible.

“I stole one of your magazines,” I admitted once the stream was live again.

“I prefer borrowed,” she said with a small smile. “And yes, I already know. You can help yourself to the others if you like. I think they’ll come in handy while you learn to become a sissy.”

“I’m scared,” I said.

She nodded, serious for a moment. “You should be. It will change you completely, and you won’t always like who you’ve become. But at the end of the day we should never hide who we really are. You’ll be far happier if you give yourself up to me.” The grin returned, sharp and certain.

“Why?”

“More sex, for one,” she said. “Two, you’ll feel less of a burden on yourself. You give up control and that frees you from a lot of complicated decisions. Three, you get to be with me.”

“I mean, we are here together,” I pointed out.

“No, silly. I mean together as a couple.” She giggled.

That caught me off guard. Only a week earlier we had been at each other’s throats. Yet I had always found her attractive. I wondered whether she had felt the same and used the constant aggression as a shield, a way of keeping distance from someone who might turn out to be the wrong person. I asked her exactly that.

“Yes,” she answered. “I thought you were just another ordinary guy. I don’t want a guy. I want a subbie. A gurlfriend.”

“What’s that?”

“A sissy, really. A living doll I can play with, control, do things with.”

I frowned. That did not sound like love. It sounded like a spoiled brat describing a toy she could eventually grow bored of and throw away.

“No, silly. There has to be love and attraction. This is stuff we would enjoy together.”

The idea of living as some sort of sissy doll for this sexy transsexual girl sent a clear jolt of heat through me. At the same time the fear of what my life might become sat heavy on my chest.

“I don’t know…”

She rested a hand on my thigh. “Shhh. Honey, don’t make a split-second decision on yes or no. Just be in the moment. Right now it’s you and me together, having fun, right?”

I felt my shoulders drop. “Sure.” I managed a small smile.

“Good. What happens, happens.” She leaned in and kissed me, soft and unhurried. When she pulled back her voice shifted into the lower, firmer tone she used on camera. “Now, for the cameras, you are my bitch and you’ll behave as such. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good girl.”

For the next hour the tips kept coming in large amounts. Viewers paid to watch her take a thin leather crop to my arse and the backs of my thighs until the skin glowed pink. They paid again to see me on my knees, satin shorts around my ankles, taking her thick cock into my mouth while she held my head and talked straight to the camera. Then they paid still more for her to bend me over the edge of the bed and fuck me properly.

All the while she kept up a steady stream of filthy promises. She told the viewers, and me, that she was going to keep me in pink every day, that she would have my lips filled until they looked permanently pouty, that she would dye my hair a bright platinum blonde and turn me into a complete living doll. Every sentence landed harder while her cock stretched me open. The more she said it, the more the idea stopped feeling like a threat and started feeling like something I wanted. My own cock stayed hard against the mattress, leaking steadily.

Eventually the words spilled out of me without planning.

“Yes, Mistress! Yes! Do it to me! Do it for real! Force me!”

She stopped moving, still buried deep inside my arse, and looked down at me.

“Are you serious now?”

“Yes. Lilith, I want it, but I can’t force myself to accept it on my own. I need you to do it for me.”

She held still a moment longer, studying my face.

“Then I will. No going back?”

“No going back,” I said.

I knew the certainty in my voice came mostly from how turned on I was. At the same time I understood that if I waited for a calmer moment I would never be able to admit any of this out loud. The heat and the stretch and the sound of her voice had pushed me past the point where I could keep pretending otherwise.

That evening brought in the highest earnings Lilith had ever made from a single session. By the time she closed the stream the total sat close to what she normally took in over an entire month. The numbers on the screen became another quiet push for me. At the end of the day it did not really matter what strangers thought of me if the work itself was putting serious money in the account.

“Of course, you’ll get your fifty percent,” she said once the final tips had cleared.

“I don’t want fifty percent.” I laughed, then the idea formed properly. “Do me a favour. You keep it all.”

She gave me a sharp, questioning look, clearly wondering why anyone would turn down free cash. I explained.

“I’m not saying keep it and spend it however you like. I want you to hold onto it. You’ll buy the clothes, the make-up, everything I need for this. And if I need money for anything else, I have to ask you for it and tell you exactly why.”

Her tongue passed slowly over her lower lip. A slow smile followed.

“So I’d manage your life completely?”

“Yes.”

“I like it. I like it very much.” The words came out as a low purr. She leaned in and kissed me, longer and deeper than before, as if sealing the arrangement.

We fell back onto the bed and made love properly this time, just for ourselves. No cameras, no chat window, no strangers paying to watch. The difference was immediate. Everything slowed down. Her hands moved over my body with real care, tracing the lines of the stockings, the edge of the satin shorts, the smooth skin of my chest. When she kissed me it was deep and unhurried, not performed for an audience.

She entered me again, but the pace stayed gentle. Long, measured strokes that let me feel every inch of her. There was none of the earlier roughness, no crop, no barked orders for the viewers. The only hardness left in the moment came in the quiet things she murmured against my ear between kisses.

She told me how much she was looking forward to keeping me pretty. How she was going to enjoy having a soft little bitch to dress and play with whenever she wanted. The words still carried the same dominant edge, yet underneath them I heard something else entirely. She was not only talking about a toy. She was talking about a partner.

I understood the hidden meaning. While her cock moved steadily inside me and her lips brushed my neck, I realised she was saying she wanted me with her for real. Not just for the content or the control, but as the person she chose to share her bed and her life with. The knowledge settled warm and solid in my chest even as another quiet promise of pink dresses and painted lips left her mouth.

That night I fell asleep in her arms wearing a puffy pink satin babydoll with a white lacy overlay. The soft layers settled against my freshly smooth skin like a second, warmer blanket. Every small shift of the fabric felt gentle and deliberate, as if the material itself was holding me. Combined with the solid weight of her arms around my waist, it left me certain there was nowhere else I wanted to be.

In only a few short days I had moved from hating my step-sister to falling in love with her. The words sat ready on my tongue more than once. I almost whispered them into the dark. They would not come out. Instead I simply shuffled closer until my back was flush against her chest. She let out a quiet, contented sigh and tightened her hold.

She had been right earlier. Even after I came, the old guilt about the lingerie and the fear of what it meant simply failed to appear. In their place sat a calm, unfamiliar acceptance. This felt right for me after all.

Behind me she purred and sighed again. I answered with a soft sound of my own and rubbed back against her. The movement was small but deliberate.

“Don’t,” she murmured, already half-asleep.

“Don’t what?”

“You know what.” A sleepy giggle followed the words.

I pushed back a second time and felt her cock begin to stiffen against the cleft of my arse. The bedside clock read just after three in the morning. It was late and we had already fucked five times, yet I still could not get enough of her. In for a penny.

“Fine,” she sighed, “but you do the work.” She shifted onto her back and tugged the little black chiffon nightie up around her waist, freeing her thickening cock.

I giggled, climbed over her, and positioned myself carefully. Once the blunt head lined up with my hole I sank down in one smooth motion. There was no pain this time, only the immediate, deep stretch and the solid heat of her filling me completely. I began to move my hips, rising and falling in a steady rhythm while she watched me through half-lidded eyes.

I wondered, briefly, whether I could ever return to being straight. As her cock dragged along every sensitive place inside me with each downward stroke, the answer arrived clear and final. That ship had sailed, and it had taken the last of my old ideas about masculinity with it.


Four

Walking around the university campus with silky lingerie under my ordinary clothes had not been on my bingo card for the week, yet that was exactly what Lilith had ordered and I found I could not refuse her. The weekend we had spent together still felt almost unreal. Everything about it had been so complete and so easy that the memory sat in my head like a vivid dream. The strange part was that the sudden improvement in my relationship with her had spilled over onto Mike as well. He no longer needled me about the gym or called me soft. The constant low-level hostility had simply faded.

I kept expecting someone on campus to notice. The thin outline of the lacy bralette showed faintly under my T-shirt if the light caught it the wrong way. The wide satin-and-lace suspender belt sat high on my waist, the top edge rising past my navel, and every time I reached for a door or shifted in a lecture seat I felt the straps pull against my thighs. No one commented. A few people glanced in my direction and looked away again. That quiet lack of reaction made the whole thing feel almost possible. Perhaps I really could get away with it.

When I arrived home on Monday the house was quiet. Mum was working late. Lilith had gone out with a friend who, it turned out, was also trans. That left me alone in the kitchen with Mike.

“How about I order a pizza and we watch a movie?” Mike offered from the sofa.

“Sure.” I shrugged, still standing in the doorway with my bag over one shoulder.

“Oh, er, Lilith left you a note. Think you should read it.” He said it with a small smirk and held out a folded piece of paper.

I took it and opened it.

Change out of your male clothes and put on the dress I left on your bed, then do your make-up the way I taught you yesterday. Do not disappoint me.

I swallowed hard. The idea of sitting around the living room with my step-father while dressed in full sissy clothes made my stomach twist. Part of me wanted to ignore the note completely. The larger part of me already knew I would not.

I went upstairs. On the bed lay a short pink party dress, heavily ruffled, trimmed all over with white lace. A stiff tutu layer sat underneath the skirt, ready to make it stand out. The sleeves were short and puffy. It was a classic sissy dress in every detail, the kind of thing designed to look deliberately childish and feminine at the same time. The moment I saw it I knew I was going to put it on. Refusing no longer felt like an option I could actually choose.

When I came back downstairs the short pink dress swished around my thighs with every step. Mike looked up from the sofa, smiled once, and said nothing at all. I moved carefully, almost on tiptoe, trying to take up as little space as possible. The stiff tutu under the skirt made it impossible to sit or walk without the fabric announcing itself. Every few minutes I caught him glancing over. The looks were quick but not subtle.

The pizza arrived. Mike called for me to fetch a couple of forks for the salad he had prepared. I went to the kitchen drawer and leaned forward to open it. That was when the unexpected happened.

His hand settled heavily on my arse. The palm was warm and large, covering most of one cheek through the thin satin of the dress and the panties underneath. I froze completely, fork halfway out of the drawer, unsure whether to pull away or stay still. He did not remove his hand. Instead he squeezed, slow and deliberate, then began to massage the soft flesh. His fingers stroked the satin in small circles, working the fabric against my skin.

After a moment the hand shifted lower. He hooked a finger under the edge of the panties and drew them to one side. The cool air of the kitchen touched my hole for only a second before his thick finger pressed against it and slid inside. He pushed in steadily, knuckle by knuckle, until the full length of the finger was buried in me. Then he began to move it, slow in-and-out strokes that stretched the rim each time he withdrew. I stayed bent over the open drawer, breathing shallowly, while he continued to finger me in complete silence.

I gripped the edge of the counter hard, knuckles whitening. Instead of pulling away or telling him to stop, I leaned further forward and arched my back, offering more of myself without looking round. The finger slid free. A moment later something thicker and hotter pressed against my hole.

Mike’s cock was every bit as big as his daughter’s. He pushed forward and the head slipped inside with almost no resistance. My body had already grown used to being stretched by Lilith; the muscle gave way easily and he sank deeper in one steady thrust until his hips met the satin of the dress.

“We shouldn’t be doing this…” I managed, voice low and shaky.

“I can’t help myself. You’re so sexy.” He started to move properly, long strokes that filled me completely each time.

“Nnnnggg… oh fuck me, yeah, fuck!” The words left me in short gasps. Pleasure and guilt tangled together. “I just don’t want Lilith upset.”

“She knows. I asked her a moment ago via text.”

The information hit me while he was buried to the hilt. “Oh. Oh fuck. And my mum?”

“Don’t worry about her.” He kept thrusting, steady and deep, one large hand holding my hip to keep me in place against the counter. The kitchen remained quiet except for the wet sound of him moving inside me and the soft rustle of the pink dress with every impact.

That did not answer the question about my mother, but I was already too far gone to press it. His cock felt too good inside me and the solid strength of his body was impossible to ignore. He pulled out, turned me around, and guided me down onto the kitchen floor on my knees. The cold tiles pressed against my bare skin where the short dress had ridden up. He settled behind me again, one hand on the back of my neck, and pushed back in with a single smooth thrust.

I found myself wondering how things had shifted so completely. Only days earlier Mike and Lilith had been the two people I most wanted to avoid. Now they were the ones giving me the most intense pleasure I had ever known. His thick cock slid in and out of my arse with practised ease, each stroke long and deliberate, using me exactly the way a sissy slut was meant to be used. The realisation settled firmly in my mind. This was who I was becoming. This was what I needed. The pink dress, the stockings, the open submission: all of it felt right in a way that my old life no longer did. I pushed back to meet every thrust, soft moans escaping me as he fucked me deeper on the kitchen floor.

There was no movie night. Once Mike had finished inside me he pulled out, cleaned up with a kitchen towel, and we simply sat at the table and ate the pizza and salad. Between bites he told me how proud he was of the pretty little slut I was becoming. The words should have felt wrong coming from my step-father. Instead they made heat rise in my face and a quiet, shameful buzz of pleasure run through me. I blushed, looked down at my plate, and said thank you.

When the food was gone he stood, took my hand, and led me upstairs to my own bedroom. I dropped to my knees on the carpet without being told and took his cock into my mouth. It was still half-hard and tasted of me and of the lubricant we had used earlier. I sucked him properly, using my tongue and the soft pressure of my lips until he was fully stiff again. He watched me the whole time, one hand resting on the back of my head, not forcing, just steady.

When he decided he was ready he pulled me up, bent me over the edge of my bed, and pushed back into my arse in one long thrust. I was still open and slick from the kitchen, so he slid in easily. Then he started to fuck me properly. Hard, deep strokes that made the bed frame knock against the wall. I moaned without restraint, the sounds high and needy. The more he gave me the more I wanted.

“Please,” I begged, voice breaking between thrusts. “Please, don’t stop. Use me. I need it.”

He leaned over my back, breath hot against my ear.

“I’m going to use you whenever I like from now on. You’re my sissy whore now. Understand?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “I’m your sissy whore. You can use me whenever you want. Please.”

I meant every word. I did not know what else to say and I did not care. All I wanted was for the thick stretch and the heavy rhythm to continue. He kept fucking me hard, one hand gripping my hip, the other tangled in my hair, until I was reduced to broken pleas and the wet sound of his cock driving into me again and again.

Mike was finished with me by the time Lilith walked through the front door. I had already taken his cock four times that evening: once over the kitchen counter, once on the floor, once in my mouth, and once bent over my own bed. My arse felt open, well-used, and still full of his cum. The short pink dress was wrinkled and pushed up around my waist. I lay on my stomach on the bed, breathing hard, when her footsteps came up the stairs.

She took one look at me, smiled, and locked the bedroom door behind her. Without a word she stripped out of her own clothes, climbed onto the mattress, and positioned herself between my spread thighs. The head of her cock nudged against my hole. She pushed forward and slid in easily, her father’s cum acting as extra lubricant. The stretch was immediate and deep.

“How was it?” she asked, already starting to move.

“Amazing,” I managed. My voice was rough. “I never want to go back.”

“You don’t have to, baby.” She leaned down so her lips brushed my ear. “You’re our sissy now.”

She kissed the side of my neck and then began to fuck me in earnest. Her hips snapped forward hard and fast, far quicker than Mike’s heavier rhythm. Each thrust drove her thick cock deep, forcing fresh moans out of me. The wet sound of her moving through her father’s cum filled the room. She kept talking between strokes, quiet and certain, reminding me that I belonged to both of them now, that there was no going back to the person I had been only days earlier. I pushed back to meet every impact, fully surrendered, while she pounded into me without slowing.

The next morning Lilith made it clear that lingerie was no longer optional. She handed me a fresh set and told me to put it on before I left for university. The bra this time was underwired. When I fastened it the cups pushed my chest forward into two small, distinct mounds. They were modest, but there was no mistaking the shape under a T-shirt.

I tried to refuse. I told her I could not wear it in public, that someone would notice. She simply reached for the thin leather crop she kept by the bed and ordered me to bend over. Ten firm strokes landed across my arse and the backs of my thighs. Each one stung sharply and left a raised pink line. By the fifth I had stopped arguing. By the tenth I was quiet and compliant. When she finished she told me to stand up, fix the bra, and get dressed properly. I did as I was told.

When Mum saw me that morning she simply looked me up and down and smiled. She said nothing about the faint outline of the underwired bra or the way the suspender straps sat under my jeans. Later, when we were alone in the kitchen, she mentioned how glad she was that I had enjoyed a good night with Mike. The comment left me uncertain. Had he told her we simply watched a film and shared pizza, or did she already know exactly what had happened on the kitchen floor and upstairs? She gave no further detail and I could not find a way to ask without revealing more than I was ready to.

Monday at university passed without incident. Tuesday did not. A small group of friends pulled me aside between lectures and asked, carefully, what was going on. One of them wondered aloud whether I was trans. The idea of explaining that I was becoming a sissy slut felt impossible, so I chose the simpler route. I told them I was experimenting with my gender and that, for now, I was coming out as queer. They accepted the answer without judgement and then asked, half-joking, whether I planned to start wearing women’s clothes to class.

I had not seriously considered full feminine clothing on campus until that moment. The idea no longer felt completely alien, yet the short pink party dresses Lilith favoured were out of the question. If I was going to present more femininely at university I would need something subtler.

I raised the point with Lilith the moment I got home. She disagreed.

“You’re a sissy,” she said. “That means you dress in sissy clothing.” She paused, then softened a little. “I’m not going to send you to college in pink party dresses. But I do expect you to wear skirts, lace blouses, and properly feminine, slightly extravagant pieces.”

The compromise eased some of the tightness in my chest. “This is all happening so fast.”

“I know.” She nodded. “It’s hard. But sometimes you have to rip the plaster off. You also have to trust that I know what is best for you. At university no one is going to give you real trouble. If anyone tries, there will be a larger group ready to shut it down. It is not like school. You will be fine. I promise. And here at home, my dad and I will look after you.”

That evening I wanted nothing more than to sleep beside Lilith, but an essay deadline sat on my desk and had to come first. I worked in the soft pink nightie she had left out for me, the fabric whispering against my legs every time I shifted. Around midnight a light knock sounded at the door. I jumped up at once, nightie swishing around my thighs, hoping it was Lilith come to give me a break. Instead I opened the door to find my mother standing there in her long black satin robe.

“Hey. Saw your light on. Everything okay?” she asked.

She did not once mention the nightie or the fresh coat of pale pink polish on my nails. To her it was as if nothing about me had changed.

“Yeah, just finishing an essay. Shouldn’t you be in bed by now?”

“Heading there now.” She smiled, then hesitated. “I know about what happened between you and Mike. I thought about speaking to you this morning, but it seemed better to talk now.”

“Oh…” I sat down on the edge of the bed.

She remained standing for a moment, then joined me.

“You understand that Mike is not Lilith’s biological father, right?”

My eyes widened. “What? Wait. What do you mean?”

She sighed and looked away, colour rising in her cheeks.

“Your dad and I were too similar. He was submissive, the same way you are. He liked a woman who could take charge and dominate.” I grimaced at the sudden image of my own father as a sissy. “The problem was that I am submissive too. I tried to be the dominant wife he needed, but it never worked. I met Mike online and things developed from there.

“Mike is dominant and bisexual. He is particularly drawn to sissies and transgender girls. Lilith was already transitioning when she met him. She officially moved in with us on her eighteenth birthday. At first she was submissive and shared the bed with us. Over time her needs shifted and she began to want to dominate. We did not want to push her out. She was family. So Mike, her daddy, said she could stay and remain his submissive, but she would need to find a sissy for the household.”

I stared at her. “Please tell me I was never meant to be that sissy.”

She rolled her eyes. “Of course not. But it has happened this way, and from what I understand it has been of your own choosing.” She placed a hand over mine. “Sweetie, I love and respect you. If you say you do not want this to continue, it stops. Completely. However, I would like it very much if you would accept Mike as your daddy. He will never replace your father, but a sexual daddy would be good for you.”

“Isn’t that a bit weird?”

“Only if you decide it is. We will not be doing anything together, if that is what worries you. It would be you, him and Lilith. I might be present sometimes, if you are comfortable with that. Nothing more.”

I let out a long breath. The amount of new information felt overwhelming. Part of me also felt manipulated, as though the whole arrangement had been planned from the start, even though she insisted it had not. How could I be certain Lilith and Mike had not steered things toward this outcome the entire time?

“It all feels strange,” I said.

Mum’s expression softened. “Lilith told me something in private.”

“What?”

“She loves you. Properly loves you. She said she feels like a crazy girl around you. I have never seen her like that before.”

The words landed with real weight. I felt the same way about Lilith. Yet it had not been Lilith who told me the truth about the family. She had allowed the incomplete picture to stand, and I was not sure I could simply forgive that silence.

I still needed time to think everything through and process what Mum had told me. I thanked her, gave her a quick hug, and watched her leave. The door had barely closed for five minutes when it opened again. Mike stepped inside, shut it behind him, and stood there completely naked. He said nothing at all.

Anger rose hot in my chest. I wanted to tell him to get out, to demand answers about how much of this had been planned. Instead my body moved on its own. I slid off the bed, dropped to my knees on the carpet, and took his thick cock into my mouth. He rested a hand on the back of my head and let me work, silent and steady, while I sucked him to full hardness.

When he decided he was ready he pulled me up, turned me around, and bent me over the edge of the mattress. He pushed into my arse in one long thrust. I was still soft and open from earlier; he sank in easily and began to fuck me with deep, unhurried strokes.

The door opened a second time. Lilith walked in, already naked, her own cock heavy and half-hard. She did not speak either. She simply stepped in front of me, guided my head up, and fed the head of her cock between my lips. I opened for her at once.

For the first time in my life I was spit-roasted between two thick cocks. Mike drove into me from behind with deep, steady thrusts while Lilith held my head and used my mouth. The dual stretch and the wet sounds of both of them moving inside me should have felt wrong after everything I had just learned from Mum. Instead I found myself wishing it would never end. I pushed back to meet every stroke from Mike and sucked Lilith deeper, lost in the simple, overwhelming fact of being used by both of them at once.

Above me they leaned toward each other. I heard the soft sound of their mouths meeting in a long, unhurried kiss. When they broke apart Lilith spoke first, her voice low and pleased.

“Look at the perfect little sissy bitch we’ve made.”

Mike’s hand tightened on my hip as he kept fucking me. “She’s exactly what we needed. Soft, eager, and completely ours.”

Lilith stroked my hair while her cock rested heavy on my tongue. “Our pretty sissy. Takes both of us so well. I’m proud of her.”

“So am I,” Mike answered. He leaned in and kissed her again, slower this time, while their hips continued the steady rhythm that kept me filled at both ends. Every word they exchanged settled deeper into me than their cocks. I was their creation now, and the knowledge only made me suck harder and push back more desperately for more.

I fell asleep in Lilith’s arms that night. The last thing I heard before sleep took me was her quiet voice saying that she loved me. The sense of betrayal still sat solid in my chest. She had kept important truths from me. Yet her warmth and the steady rise and fall of her breathing made it almost impossible to stay properly angry. Part of me already wanted to do anything in the world for her.

The next morning I found a few minutes alone with Mum in the kitchen.

“Mum, tell me something,” I began. “What do you want for me?”

“To be happy,” she answered at once.

“No. I mean it properly. Do you want a sissy son or not?”

She was quiet for a moment and looked away, clearly turning the question over.

“I think my first answer still stands. Do I want a sissy son? Yes. Of course I do. You are the best version of yourself when you are like this. I can see it in your eyes. Look at you right now. One of Lilith’s old ivory blouses, a black skirt, the outline of lingerie showing underneath, make-up on, back straight, standing as if you already have breasts to push forward. You love this. I love seeing it. Yes, I want her to keep making you a sissy. But there is a selfish reason as well.”

“What?”

“So I can keep you closer for longer. If you become Lilith’s sissy, you become Mike’s sissy too, and that means you become mine in a way. It means I get to have my son in my life a little longer. Even better, I get to see you happy, and you get to see me happy. So yes, sweetie. Just go with it. Stop worrying so much. Stop doing what I once did and trying to force yourself into a world you do not even like. Stay in the world that actually suits you.”

What Mum said made complete sense. For the first time in my life I stepped out of the house with a clear sense of purpose. I would be Lilith’s sissy. I would be Mike’s sissy. It was time to stop pretending I still wanted to live as an ordinary man.

I walked onto campus in the ivory blouse, black skirt and visible lingerie she had approved. A small group of friends spotted me near the main steps and immediately started making approving noises, telling me how cool the look was. I held up a hand and stopped them.

“Guys, this isn’t me,” I said. “This isn’t how I actually want to dress.”

Sandy tilted her head. “So why are you wearing it?”

“Because I was too scared to wear what I really want.”

“Which is?”

I took a breath. “I’m a sissy. I want to dress like one. Proper dresses. Pink. The whole thing.”

They laughed, but not unkindly. The laughter was aimed at the fact that I had been afraid to say it out loud, not at the desire itself.

“You do realise we’ll always support you, right?” one of them said.

“I didn’t,” I admitted.

Tom stepped forward and put a hand on my shoulder. “I get it. Change is hard. Anyone would worry about what their friends might think. But I want to make it clear to you and to everyone here: no matter what, we have your back.”

They were right. I only had to imagine how I would have reacted if one of them had made the same admission. Of course we looked out for each other. The last barrier in my head finally gave way. It was time to stop fighting it. I was a sissy, and I was done pretending otherwise.


Five

The evening I formally came out as a sissy was also the first time my mother watched her husband kiss me. We cleared my wardrobe of every item of male clothing and bagged it for the charity shop. Mum sat beside me on the bed with her laptop and helped me order proper sissy pieces: frilly dresses, satin sets, pink everything. When the list was finished I turned to Lilith and asked if I could move into her room for good. She said yes without hesitation. Later that same night, with the door closed and the house quiet, I told her I loved her and that I wanted to be with her forever. She said the same words back to me, steady and certain.

From that point on I dressed in pink every day. Pink latex skirts that stopped high on the thigh, pink crop-tops that left my midriff bare. I started wearing breast inserts that gave me a full G-cup shape under my tops. Lip plumper became part of the morning routine, layered under heavy make-up. I dyed my hair blonde and added long extensions so the colour and length would look right while my own hair grew out.

My friends now knew me as Sindy. That was the name I asked them to use. I stopped resisting the bimbofication and leaned into it completely.

One evening after college I sat Lilith down and told her everything I had been holding back. I explained how hurt and manipulated I had felt when the family history came out. I also told her that I forgave her, that I understood why things had unfolded the way they did.

“But if we are going to do this,” I said, “then let’s do it properly. No half-measures. I want to be a bimbo for you. I want to wear high heels, tight short skirts, crop-tops, and I want the body to match.”

Lilith’s face lit up. It was exactly what she had wanted, and exactly what her online customers responded to most strongly.

Afterwards I went to Mike. I called him Daddy without thinking about it.

“I need you to train me,” I told him. “I don’t want muscles like yours. I want a tight body, slim long legs, a firm belly.”

He smiled and pulled me in for a kiss. “Of course. I want you to be my sexy girl.”

It felt strange that first night, making love to Lilith and Daddy in the master bedroom while my mother sat in the armchair and watched. She did not join in at first. She simply observed, one hand resting loosely in her lap, eyes fixed on the three of us. It was trial by fire. If I could handle being used so openly in front of her, I could handle anything that came after. I managed it. That night became the first of the rest of my life as their sissy.

Lilith lay back against the headboard and guided me onto her cock. I sank down until she was buried fully inside my arse, then began to ride her with slow, deliberate rolls of my hips. Daddy moved in behind me, already hard. He spat on his fingers, worked two of them into my hole alongside Lilith’s shaft for a moment, then replaced them with the thick head of his cock. The stretch was intense. Both of them inside me at once forced a long, broken moan out of my throat. They found a rhythm together, one pushing in while the other withdrew, so that I was never empty. Mum watched every thrust, every time their cocks dragged against each other inside me, every time I was forced to take them deeper.

After they had both come in me they switched. Daddy lay back and I straddled him, taking his cock into my arse again while Lilith knelt in front of my face and fed me hers. She held my head and fucked my mouth with the same steady pace Daddy used on my hole. Cum from the first round still leaked out of me and onto Daddy’s balls. Mum remained in the chair, silent, but her breathing had grown heavier.

We did not move into the master bedroom permanently. Lilith and I still kept our own room. It was decided, though, that the household needed a larger bed. A wide custom frame was ordered and installed within the week. On certain nights all four of us slept there. On those nights I learned that Lilith was bisexual as well. I watched her push my mother’s legs apart, lower her head, and lick her slowly until Mum was wet and open. Then Lilith mounted her and fucked her with deep, powerful strokes while Daddy took me from behind a few feet away. The wet slap of Lilith’s hips against Mum’s arse mixed with the sound of Daddy pounding into me. I came hard watching my girlfriend fuck my mother, and neither of them seemed the least bit surprised by how much I enjoyed it.

Those nights set the pattern. I was theirs to use, alone or together, with Mum watching or joining as she pleased. The last of my old resistance had already burned away. What remained was the simple, hungry need to be filled, dressed, and claimed by the people who now owned me.

By the end of college, nearly a year and a half later, the transformation was complete. The temporary breast forms were gone, replaced by permanent implants that gave me a full, heavy chest. My hair had grown long and was regularly styled into soft blonde waves. A few carefully chosen procedures had refined my face into something softer and more exaggeratedly feminine, the look I now presented every day as a living bimbo.

Lilith remained my dominant and my lover, yet day to day we functioned more like best friends who also happened to fuck. We held hands in public, went to the cinema, ate dinner together, spent hours shopping for new outfits, and still made love most nights. Our online presence had exploded. Tips, custom content and subscription money rolled in steadily. Sponsorship offers began to arrive from lingerie brands, toy companies and make-up lines.

Mum’s quiet hope of keeping us close for as long as possible started to slip away. I still loved Mike deeply and still called him Daddy whenever we were together, but the work pulled Lilith and me outward. Modelling jobs, brand events and content trips meant we were on the road more often than we were home. Weeks would pass with only brief calls or hurried visits. Eventually the distance became practical as well as emotional. We bought our own place, a bright flat that suited the image we presented online, though we still returned to the family house whenever the schedule allowed.

The huge following we had built, more than a million on Instagram alone, made the new lifestyle possible. At the same time it changed me in quieter ways. The part of me that once cared about programming and designing my own game faded into the background. In its place grew a genuine interest in make-up, fashion, posing, and the careful construction of the bimbo image. I lived the role so thoroughly that the old ambitions sometimes felt as though they belonged to someone else.

It was Lilith, the person who had started me on this path, who eventually pulled me back toward myself.

“I want you to create a game,” she said one evening while we sat on the sofa of our new flat. “An adventure game. Something that is actually yours.”

“O…kay…” I said, genuinely confused.

“You can play as two different people,” Lilith explained. “One as a dominatrix who has to find, trap and sissify a man. The other as the man who tries to escape being sissified.”

I snorted. “Why would anyone want to escape?” I already knew I never had.

“Doesn’t matter. It doesn’t even matter if no one else ever plays it. I want to play it because you will have written it.”

I sat with that for a moment, then nodded. “On one condition.”

“Give it to me.”

“Marry me.”

The grin that spread across her face was immediate and wide. Warmth flooded through me at the sight of it.

“Of course I will,” she purred, and pulled me in for a long kiss.

The woman I had once despised had become the best thing that ever entered my life. I loved Lilith completely. I loved being her little cock-slut. I loved existing as her bimbo doll. And I loved that, to celebrate the proposal, she was going to take me to a gay bar so I could get properly and thoroughly pounded by strangers while she watched. Why spray champagne when you can spray cum?

The End


Creating a Gay Sissy Slut

The rain was a heavy drizzle, the type that made you think it wasn’t raining hard, but really it was like being in a modern power-shower, it would soak you quickly without even realising. Even though it was noon, the sky was bleak, a dull grey that hadn’t improved since morning. Hell, I don’t remember the last time I saw the sun, it was one of those bleak northern UK late winters where everything just seemed like a constant grey. And yet, in front of me was a three-hour drive with my dad, and the rain was forecast to get worse.

With my secondary schooling drawing to a close, it was time to get serious about university applications. I’d applied to a couple, but dad was insistent about the University of East Anglia, it was the one he attended and desperately wanted me to go see it.

“Tell you what,” he had said to me the other week. “It’s your birthday coming up, the big one-eight, which means you can legally get shit-faced drunk. Why don’t week make a week of it? We can stay with your uncle Jack!”

Uncle Jack. He wasn’t my real uncle, like, not related, just a family friend I hadn’t seen since I was a little kid. Even then, memories of him were spotty, I just remember him being like a wrestler, but he loved me, hung around me all the time, until one day, he just up and disappeared. I think that was around the time mum and dad split.

My childhood was weird. For the first nine years or so, I remember my parents being like best friends. We had a great life, no arguments, happy. Then one day, they had some massive blow-out and dad left with his head down in shame. I didn’t see him for nearly six years, only spoke on the phone. Mum said he was working on a rig, which was why he was never around, but I had a feeling she was lying. If she was, dad never said.

Then just before my fifteenth birthday, mum died suddenly of a very aggressive form of pancreatic cancer she didn’t even realise she had. That was it, one day to the next, gone. Suddenly, dad was back in my life, moved back in the house. For a while, I didn’t trust him, wondering where he had been, whether or not he would turn me against mum, but he never said a bad word about her, and soon enough, I realised he wasn’t a bad guy, just a quiet, soft-spoken man who had very few friends.

I wasn’t much interested in staying with Jack. I didn’t know him anymore, hadn’t seen him in years, and well, I was quite shy. A skinny kid who preferred gaming to anything else. I just wanted to be left alone, and really didn’t want to interact with people I didn’t know. But at the same time, I had a hard time saying no to dad, because I saw how hard he tried. Never once did I see him bring a woman home, he was always just there for me.

Some nights, he used to think I was asleep, and he would just come and watch me there, standing in my room looking at me, so proud was he to have me back in his life, that I came to realise the divorce must have been hard for him. Sometimes, he would just climb into bed and hold me, and he would sigh, a sigh I knew meant he was so happy I was back in his life.

When we eventually pulled up at Jack’s house, I was surprised to find it buried deep in a forest, rather than in the city. It was very isolated but the house itself was a huge old stone thing, and I actually found it charming in a lot of ways. The moment we arrived, Jack was out, stood in black knee-length shorts and a white t-shirt, even though it was six degrees and raining outside. His huge wrestler body had become fat, with a big booming belly, but he still had that thick curly black hair and the huge black beard.

I stepped out of the car and Jack beamed a huge grin. “Danny-boy!” He laughed, a hacking, gravelly voice, clearly from years of smoking. “God you’ve grown into a fine lad!”

“Hello Uncle Jack.” I said as he pulled me into a tight bear-hug, refusing to let go. I felt his beard rub my neck and then his lips kiss my cheek with a loud, mwuah!

“Come on in, I’ve made lunch.”

As we ate a casserole, he grilled me with questions about life, school, whether I had a girlfriend, a boyfriend, or a these-days-whateverfriend? I said I had neither, but there was a girl I fancied but she was out of my league. Dad then asked him about his work, and Jack explained he ran a car repair shop in the village and that business was actually picking up, something about the big repair places forgetting how to repair a real car because they were all moving over to electric vehicles. “So people come to proper mechanics, like me.” Jack laughed.

Dad coughed. “And no issue after thee, erm, you know?”

“Oh no, we kind of settled and made a good community here, so we’re all aligned here, politically, if you catch my drift?”

“That’s good.” For a moment, I wondered if these were Brexiteers or something, but I knew dad wasn’t political in any way shape or form, so I wondered what that was about. “I was thinking of going down to check on dad whilst I was here.”

That was the first time I was hearing about granddad. I had assumed he was dead. “Granddad’s alive?” I asked. All I knew was that he was a horrible guy, would beat my dad.

“Yes, but he’s about a hundred miles or so. I was thinking of driving down to see him, but I’ll be late coming back.” Dad said.

“So, I’ll stay here?” I asked, wondering why dad would leave me with Jack, alone.

“Well, you have the open day tomorrow, so I’ll drop you there, then carry on to dad’s. Then Jack will pick you up when you’re ready to leave. I’ll be home around midnight, one am I guess. I’ll be home for your birthday.”

That definitely put me outside my comfort zone, but before I could say anything, I felt Jack’s hand slap down on my thigh and grab it. “You turn eighteen the day after tomorrow, lad. Your dad will be back by then, and you and me can grab a meal and your last illegal drink.”

For a moment, I thought I saw dad frown, but instead, he simply got up and began cleaning the plates. The hand on my thigh remained there and my introversion was making me feel a little panicky. In fact, as Jack showed me to my room upstairs, telling me about the house and such, he had a tendency to keep his hand on me, whether resting on my shoulder, or pulling on my waist. I knew it all was very bro-ish but for me, it just felt weird. Then at night, as we sat watching telly together, sipping whiskey, he insisted on me sitting next to him, that it had been so long since he saw me, and that meant again, he had his hand on me, on my shoulder, or again, back on my thigh, occasionally rubbing it.

I decided to go to bed earlier than usual, maybe do some mobile gaming in bed, whilst dad remained downstairs with Jack. The house wasn’t exactly soundproofed and it was quite easy to hear the muffled sound of the television beneath me. Then I made out some chatting.

“Maybe tone it down a bit, Jack.” Dad said.

“What? I didn’t do an…” Jack’s voice was taken over by the sound of the television and I couldn’t make it out.  In fact, I could only get spots of the conversation.

“…not eighteen yet. Don’t want you getting in trouble…” Dad was saying.

“A day here or there…”

“Still illegal, and you are… If police… not worth jail…”

They had to be talking about the alcohol, which was odd, because dad occasionally gave me alcohol too. Perhaps Jack had a drinking problem?

Again, the talking became muffled, and I think Jack was telling him about some woman he knew.

“…such a tight little… can’t wait to do it.”

“I can imagine…” Dad said. “…so hard to control yourself, right?”

The conversation wasn’t really what I wanted to hear, so I put my Airpods in and played games on my phone. I eventually started feeling tired, so turned out the light and fell asleep. I awoke at some point during the night to feel a kiss on my cheek, and a hand run down my arm, knowing it was dad kissing me good night, as he did every night. However, a few minutes later, in the dark, I felt another hand, Jack’s heavier hand. It was quite warm in the house, the heating turned up higher than I liked, so I was half under the duvet, and half out, with my hip and backside sticking out.

“Mmm…” I heard, as Jack’s hand traced down my body, touching my backside, then down my leg.

“Jack, let the boy sleep. Hard day tomorrow.” Dad said.

There was a sigh, then Jack let go of me and walked away. “He’s grown so fast. I remember when he was such a cute little nipper. Where does the time go?” Jack said quietly. He clearly missed me in all that time, but still, something felt a little off about him.

The next day though, Jack prepared a hearty breakfast, as I readied myself for the university open-day. It could’ve been the nerves of going to a place filled with people I didn’t know, of it could’ve been the weird night, but I didn’t feel rested. During the night, noises woke me up frequently. The house was noisy, settling, creaking. Sometimes, I felt like someone was in my room, but it must have just been the house. Then there was Jack, who made strange moaning noises in his sleep. Also his bed creaked a lot. Heck, dad didn’t look well-slept either, and his eyes were puffy. If I didn’t know better, it looked like he’d been crying or wearing make-up and tried to scrub it off.

As dad drove us to Norwich, I asked him more about Jack. He seemed reluctant to tell me much other than that he was a person who pretty much kept himself to himself, used to exercise a lot, was a bouncer as a kid, but was a mechanic by trade. Then moved himself back to Norfolk where he opened his own place.

“Son, I promise you’ll both have a lot of fun, but sometimes, you need to get out of your own skin.” He said, smiling.

“What do you mean?” I asked, though inside, I knew he was talking about how shy I was.

“You know what I mean. Just stop worrying about things so much.”

Eventually, I was dropped off in front of the main building of the university, and dad was off.

The day was fine, sitting in on lectures, listening to people talking about life at the university, seeing the equipment and so forth, but in all honesty, my hope was that my grades would get me into Oxford or Cambridge, that I didn’t need Norwich, and if I was to somehow not make it to Oxbridge, then I would make it to UMIST or Loughborough. For me, Norwich was a bit of a dump and I wasn’t feeling it.

Eventually, and with some reluctance, I told Jack that I was done and he drove down to pick me up. Obviously, he was all smiles, asked me how it was, and for some reason, I felt like telling him how I really felt would offend him, so I lied. “Definitely one to add to the list.” I said.

He still had work to do, so after dropping me at home, he went back to work, whilst I stayed up in my room gaming. However, after some time, I began to get bored so I decided to snoop, after all, I was home alone.

In my room, I opened up drawers to find lingerie in them. Women’s lingerie. Given that the room was a guest room, I reasoned that he probably had someone staying there and she left the stuff there, but this was some pretty kinky shit, lacy, satin briefs, stockings, bras, nighties, all in pastel colours, pinks, light blues. In the cupboard were dresses, most short, some crazy short, like tops, all very satin and very lacy. Some even looked like maid’s dresses. I wondered if Jack was a crossdresser, but reasoned this was stuff more in my size rather than his huge bulk.

The rest of the house seemed normal. There was a small door in the back of a small utility room in the kitchen which was locked. Looked like something to the basement, but given the age and look of the door, I assumed he kept that locked because there was little other choice; hell, the handle was broken.

Eventually, Jack came home carrying Chinese take-away and beer. Given dad’s complaining about him giving me alcohol, I was a little surprised, but hell, I would be eighteen in just a few hours, where was the harm?

“Welcome back into my life.” Jack said, raising a can to clink it.

“Indeed.” I said. “Welcome back. I guess moving down to open your own place was the reason you left?”

The man frown and then shook his head. “No, erm, we kind of had a falling out with your mum after I got into a little trouble with the law over something silly. After that, we just agreed it would be better to move away.”

“Oh, I didn’t realise.” In trouble with the law? What could he have done? Surely not kill someone? I wanted to ask, but at the same time, I didn’t dare, not really wanting to open up a sore topic, especially given I was about to be alone with him tonight.

A wind was blowing outside tonight, and rather than being overheated, the house was rather chilly today. So Jack decided to put the fire on in the living room, whilst we watched a movie. Still, even with the fire on, it was still cold. On the sofa was long large tartan blanket and Jack had it over himself.

“I think I’ll grab my duvet.” I told him.

“Don’t be silly, come here.” He replied, holding up one side of the blanket next to him.

I looked over and gulped. He was in his boxer shorts under that blanket, so I really didn’t feel comfortable cosying up to him. “Nah, it’s fine.”

“Oh stop being silly. You used to cuddle up to be all the time as a nipper.”

My father’s words played back in my head, about needing to get out of my own skin. With another gulp, I forced myself to my feet and climbed under the free side of the blanket. Immediately, he pulled me tight to him, wrapping the blanket down beneath my backside, which he then cupped a little.

“Mmm, that’s nice, isn’t it.” He said softly.

As we watched the film, I tried not to feel as weirded out as I did, but his hand was always on me, rubbing me, or mussing up my hair. Occasionally, he would turn and kiss me on the top of my head. Then his hand finally went under the blanket and began rubbing my thigh through my jeans.

“You must be very uncomfortable in those tight jeans.” He said softly, his deep gravelly voice reverberating through me. “Why don’t you take them off?” It was a question but it didn’t sound like one. It sounded like an order. I initially said I was fine, but he said it was uncomfortable to sit next to, that it rubbed him and hurt. Part of me wanted to then say I’d go get my duvet, sit on the other sofa, but I knew he’d find another excuse why not to. So as I stood and undid my jeans, I watched his eyes staring at me, locked to my crotch and legs. He kept looking at me as he leaned over the side of the sofa, to pick up a cigarette.

Once the jeans were off, he tapped the sofa next to him again, and I reluctantly climbed in next to him. He blew smoke in my face before smiling and saying, “That’s better.” Again, he took another drag of the cigarette, staring at me with that smile. “Smoke?”

“Er, no.” I replied.

“Not many of you kids do anymore. I’m a lifelong smoker. Have you ever tried?”

I shook my head. I had no interest in cigarettes. They were essentially a dead product. I knew people who vaped, but no-one cared for something that gave you cancer like that. “No.”

“Wanna try? I won’t tell your dad.” He chuckled.

“Er, no, no thanks.”

“Don’t be silly. When else are you going to try it?” He said forcefully, moving the butt of the cigarette towards my lips.

“No, really, I’m fine.”

“You really are so scared of everything aren’t you?”

Again, my father’s words came back to me, and suddenly, I wondered if this was me overthinking things again. I opened my lips and he put the cigarette to it, explaining how to inhale. I took the smoke in, feeling its bitterness hit me, then coughed violently as I took it in my lungs. Before I had chance to react, it was at my lips again and he smiled, watching intently as he made me inhale again, and this time, I coughed less and began to feel a little dizzy.

He took the cigarette back and smoked some more, focusing on the television now, much to my relief. But after two or three more drags, he moved the cigarette back to my lips again, and I knew no was not an option, so I smoked it. He pushed it further in my lips and said, “hold it.” And he let go before retrieving another cigarette and lighting it, leaving the half-smoked one in my hands.  Without the psychological will to say no, I simply did what he wanted, smoking the cigarette, whilst his left hand traced under the blanket and held my exposed skin, rubbing my thigh, pulling me closer.

“Jack…” I began, feeling like I had to know the truth. “What did you get arrested for?”

He chuckled a little. “Oh, just a stupid misunderstanding with some guy’s kid. The kid wanted to be a mechanic, so began hanging around the shop. Anyway, he left school early and wanted an apprenticeship, and I said no, so he began to make stuff up, that I did stuff to him, and well, his dad reported me.”

A burning sensation ran through my gut. Something told me that Jack wasn’t telling me the full story. “And the police didn’t believe you?”

“His word against mine, and well, they believed the kid. Thankfully, I got a suspended sentence, but then was told I couldn’t be around kids anymore. Not until they’re eighteen.” He added, looking at me.

Suddenly, things began to make sense, even the conversation from last night. But if dad was warning him that I wasn’t eighteen, what was dad expecting for when I became eighteen? “Dad never told me why he and mum broke up. They were fine up until then.”

This time, Jack looked at me and smiled. “Well, your dad used to help at the shop and well, the kid accused your dad too. Your dad was released though, not enough evidence, but your mum was angry that he was even accused.”

Not enough evidence. By that metric, it meant that there was enough evidence against Jack. Surely, my dad didn’t bring me here for any nefarious reasons. Surely, my own father wouldn’t do that. But as I thought about that, I felt Jack’s hand reach down and cup my backside, pulling my briefs a little to gain access to skin.

He reached to the cigarettes, lit two and handed me one. “I really don’t smoke.” I told him.

With a grin, he said, “Good little sluts smoke.” Then as his eyes remained locked on mine, I felt his hand go into my briefs from the top and then cup my buttock more fully, before he slid it around the front and cupped my cock and balls gently, massaging them. “There’s a good boy.”

I wanted to run away, I shook with nerves, but I froze, unable to move. But just as quickly as he proved to me who and what he was, did he pull away. “But of course, you’re not eighteen for a couple more hours, right?”

With a sigh of relief, I realised what was happening. Me being there was actually illegal, he was not allowed to be around me. I smoked the cigarette nervously, then looked at the time. Ten past ten, almost midnight, almost eighteen.

“I…I think I might go to bed.” I told him.

“Don’t be silly.” He said firmly, grinning at me. “We’ve still got the second film to watch. Tell you what, let me get you a whiskey, calm the nerves a little, eh?”

“No I…”

He stood up and began to walk to the bar. “A good dram will make you feel better.” But then he stopped and walked back, leaning over me and grabbing my phone. “Why don’t we keep the mobile phones off tonight, eh? Some quality us time. Bloody phones, these days. You kids always on them.”

In my heart, I knew I should run, scream for help. At the very least, put my jeans back on. When he returned with the whiskey, I was stood, about to put the jeans on. He snatched them out of my hand with a firm look. “You need to relax Danny.” He said firmly. “Stop worrying so much.” Then he handed me the glass, whilst he walked away with my jeans.

For the next nearly two hours, he plied me with whiskey and cigarettes, both making me feel light-headed. With every minute we moved closer to midnight, he became more hands on, more daring, until the last moments counted down, when he cupped my cock and balls again and just held them tight.

“Happy birthday.” He growled once I turned eighteen officially, then he shifted and placed a second hand on me, rubbing my chest. “Let’s get this off, shall we?”

“Please don’t.” I begged.

“Mmm, you know I like it when they beg?” But now his hands had pulled my t-shirt off, and my underpants were off my legs. “Just relax Danny. Relax and behave.” He said, rubbing both hands all over my body. I was a late bloomer, so when it came to body hair, I had next to none, something he seemed to enjoy. His fingers grabbed my penis and slowed wanked it as he smiled in my face. “Good little whore, aren’t you? You want to be good for Jack, don’t you?”

“Please don’t do this to me.” I said, feeling tears form and run down my cheeks. He leaned down and licked at them whilst laughing, before moving his bearded mouth to mine and forcing his tongue in my mouth.

“Mmm…” He growled as he kissed me. Then he pulled back and pulled down his boxer shorts to reveal a huge, fat erection, jutting out of a tuft of black hair. His hand grabbed the back of my neck and pulled forcefully. “Do not bite it.” He warned.

Sniffing and sobbing, I bent down and took it in my mouth. It wasn’t unpleasant, he’d showered earlier, but it scared me, and simply was not something I wanted to do. The dick was massive, stretching my lips and choking me even half-way down. He began moving his fat hips up and down fast as he held my neck and head, growling as he forced his dick down my throat.

As he did that, I heard the sound of tyres on the gravel outside, then the front door open and close. On the one hand, I believed my dad was home and would save me, but on the other, I knew that this was all planned, that the two were working together. Not a word was said, but Jack continued to hold and use me, whilst I heard the sound of clothes being removed. Then, my eyes looked up to see the two men kissing, my dad bent over to put his mouth on Jack’s. “Hello Master.” Dad said to Jack.

“Hello slut.” Then Jack released me. “Say hello to daddy.” He said, then reached and grabbed my dad’s erection and aimed it at my mouth.

“Dad! Why?” I begged.

“Happy birthday.” Dad smiled, pushing his hips forward. “Now you’re nice and legal.”

I sucked for a few minutes, before moving back to Jack, knowing that I had no other choice. Then, Jack stood and walked off, before returning and climbing onto the sofa behind me as I sucked daddy. Cold lubricant was being applied to my anus and I knew what was coming. Sure enough, the pressure of Jack’s cock trying to enter me made me his.

“Relax and push back.” Dad whispered. “You’ll love it, I promise. Just relax.”

I followed his instructions, not wanting to get hurt, and eventually, the head slid inside with a burning sting. I hissed and looked back as I propped myself up on my wrists. The huge dick was lodged there, not moving, and Jack was grinning sadistically at me. Then finally, I watched him push forward and once more, the burn returned, though not as bad. I kept my eyes on it, somehow fascinated my seeing a huge eight-inch meat pole push inside me; I had to admit, it was making me hard to see it enter me, much as I didn’t want it to happen.

When Jack began moving in and out of me, something horrible happened. I moaned. I didn’t want this. I was straight. This was rape, surely? But I moaned, and I moaned again, and then I was facing forward and sucking and slobbering and moaning again. I pulled off. “Oh god, that’s good!” I said, though I don’t know where it came from, because it wasn’t good, it was horrible, it had to be! “Yes, fuck me.” No, no! Don’t fuck me! “Yes, oh yes, harder, deeper!”

I kept sucking, moaning, slobbering and licking. I bent lower and sucked on a huge ball, looking up in my father’s eyes, seeing him grin with that satisfied smirk. Then the cock in my mouth again, but now hands were hold my head, the dick in my mouth was growing, until with a long moan, my father released his seed, flooding my mouth with it. I swallowed that salty slime, feeling it coat my throat as I continued to suck and lick.

Now the dick in my arse was pounding hard, using me as a receptacle for his sexual frustration. Jack’s fat hands would spank me, stinging, searing pain rushing through me. In front of me, dad was soft now, but he would occasionally reach down, making sure I still had it in my mouth, whilst he leant over and pulled at my buttocks, making sure they were nice and apart for his master. Until with three or four more hard slams, Jack hit home hard and I felt him release inside me, spotting of warm liquid spraying my bowels.

“Oh, he’s so tight.” Jack moaned.

“I told you he would be.” Dad laughed.

The two men kissed above me, then as Jack pulled out, both pulled me up, and I felt dad’s tongue in my mouth, before being pushed back to Jack, to kiss him. Then, without hesitation, dad pushed my head down and forced Jack’s dirty cock into my mouth. “Clean it, like a good boy.” He said.

Whilst I was doing that, I heard Jack light cigarettes, handing one to my dad, and then when I was let go from cleaning his dick, he gave one to me. It was a break, but I knew they were not one and done.

“Why?” I asked, feeling tears roll down my eyes again.

Dad pulled me to him and placed his lips on mine, rubbing my body gently. “Your mother found out that I like, well, boys like you. Not too young, I’m a pig. These days you are called twinks. But yeah, she ended things and made me promise never to see you again. I tried to behave these last couple of years, tried to tell myself that I won’t do anything, but I decided I can’t, that’s not me. So, this week, we’re going to turn you into our ideal little gay sex slave. But Danny, I promise you, it’s not as bad as you are thinking it will be. What we did just now, was it so horrible?”

I wanted to say that it was, that it was disgusting and wrong, that I didn’t want this. Instead, I just collapsed to my knees and started crying, because I didn’t want to say that I liked it. If I thought dad would comfort me, I was wrong. Collapsing to my knees just made me close to his crotch, and the more I cried, the harder and more erect he became, until suddenly, he was grabbing my head from both sides and thrusting his hips back and forth, his dick jamming down my throat. Suddenly, I was pushed over onto my knees and without pause, he thrust inside me, pushing into my anus all in one go and thrusting hard and fast, like a bitch in heat.

“Oh, oh, oh, yeah, fucking slut!” Dad snarled, “Yeah, yeah, yeah, take my fucking cock! Fucking fag little bitch. Gonna be our fuck slut, gonna be our pain slut. Gonna whore you to our friends.” He sang, thrusting.

Jack laughed and sucked on the last dregs of his cigarette, before bending over and pushing it out against my tongue, making me squeal a little. I was going to spit it out, but he wasted no time shoving his cock in and forcing me to swallow the left-over butt.

As the cock in my rectum buzzed and tickled my prostate, I found myself moaning and growling again, and as I did, I slobbered on the cock again. I wasn’t gay. I didn’t want this. I would never dream of it, and yet, my body shook with excitement, my cock was rigid, and I was moaning and purring. When Jack held me on his dick and I felt my throat swell wide, tears forming as I struggled to breathe, my cock jutted and bounced. When he let go and I gasped for breath, I said, “again,” and once more, I found his enormous length push inside me.

The rhythmic slap, slap, slap from behind as skin hit skin, was now increasing in pace. Dad moaned and growled, and as Jack pulled out, I snarled, “Cum in me daddy.” I don’t know where it came from, but it was there, I said it, and there was no taking it back.

“Oh you fucking slut!” Dad snarled and came hard.

Jack pulled out and walked behind me, pushing into the void now left by my father, whilst I sucked on dad.

After Jack came inside me a second time, I was finally allowed a drink but at the same time, I was forced to smoke again. I told them that I found it odd that they waited until I was eighteen when the age of consent is sixteen, but then dad explained that Jack was not allowed to be around under eighteens because of his conviction.

“Yeah, but you’re my dad…” I pointed out, noting incest was illegal.

“No, I’m not.” Dad replied. “Not biologically. Your mother was pregnant with another man’s baby. It’s not my name on the birth certificate.”

Now that came as a shock to me, but for some reason, I felt relief, that really the only illegal thing was the fact that they had forced me. But then I thought, if someone asked, would I really say I was forced? I was smoking a cigarette, stood there, and absent-mindedly rubbing dad’s dick, so yeah, I was enjoying this, even though I didn’t want to.

They led me to Jack’s bedroom, a room I hadn’t realised dad had slept in the night before. In fact, that was the weird moaning that I had heard during the night, the two men were fucking. As dad placed me into the bed, both climbed in on either side of me and began kissing and rubbing my skinny white body.

“How long do you plan to keep me here?” I asked.

“We’ll talk about it tomorrow, son.” He replied, pushing his erection inside me again.

They fucked me all night. We didn’t sleep once, something which shocked me given their ages compared to mine, but that night, I was their sex toy. At some point during the night, Jack gave my dad a Viagra, before taking one himself, so that he could keep going. Both men kissed, licked and sucked my little dick, and I say little, because compared to theirs, mine was a relative clit.

Come morning, they showered with me, shaving what little body hair I had, then they made me kneel in the shower. I thought they wanted me to suck them again, but I was wrong, and soon, two heavy streams of piss sprayed my face and hair, and filled my mouth. The disgusting fluid humiliated me further, making me sob as I was forced to swallow what came in my mouth of choke.

After, they led me back to my room, stark naked. I knew what was about to happen to me, I had seen the lingerie and dresses. This was what they wanted, a little gay sissy sex doll. Both men dressed me in pink satins, a high-collared lockable mini sissy dress, then they did my make-up but no wig.

“You asked me how long we plan to keep you here.” Dad began, as I sniffed looking at myself in the mirror, humiliated, embarrassed, and yet turned on. “Whilst you were in school, I sold the house. Yesterday, I went back home to clear out our things, throw away everything we don’t need, and leave the keys with the agent. I unenrolled you from school, given you already have your GCSEs out of the way.”

I gasped, shocked. “But I need to do my A-levels to get into university.”

“You’re not going to university.” Jack said, laughing. “You’re gonna live here, as our servant.”

“No! I want to go to university!” I cried.

“I never sent the applications off, son.” Dad laughed. “Come on.” He pulled me to him. “Sissy girl, you’re ours now. Just enjoy life. You never need to work a day in your life, just cook, clean, and serve us, your daddies, and we’ll take great care of you.” He said, pushing his hand into my knickers and the pushing a finger inside my anus. “Mmm, my pretty little sissy girl, aren’t you?” He purred, fucking me with his finger and kissing me. “So pretty. No girlfriends needed, just good hard dick from your daddies from now on.”

“But just to make sure you don’t run.” I felt Jack put a collar around my neck, locking it in place.

Dad spoke for him as he continued to finger me. “If you leave the garden around the house, then it will shock you so hard that it might knock you out or give you a heart attack, so best do as we say, understood?”

Again, I began to cry, sob, as both men held me, another finger, a fat one, joining dad’s inside me. “Why? Why me? Why?” I cried.

“Because we can.” Dad said softly. “Because we want to. And because we know you’ll love it after a few days.”

My phone was gone. My laptop was gone. There was no landline, so no way to call, and now I had this shock collar. I was trapped and feminised.

And yet, now, more fingers were in me, stretching and pulling, and now my face was buried in my dad’s neck as the fingers worked me. “Oh.” I gasped, “Oh yeah.” It was like my body switched in the excitement and all I wanted was to feel it in me, to feel that tickle, that buzz throughout my body. And still the fingers moved and pulled and twisted, prodding, poking. Jack reached into a nearby drawer with his other hand and pulled out a large black tub marked Fist! Grabbing a huge goop, he pulled the fingers out of me, as dad pushed the knickers to my ankles, then he too grabbed a lot of the goop and both slathered their hands and forearms with it.

I gulped.

The fingers were back in but both were working me fast, stretching, lubricating, pulling and pushing. Suddenly, dad had four fingers in me and had me bent over, holding the top of a dresser as he pushed, making me scream in pain. Jack slid a couple of fingers in me, as he moaned and laughed, saying what a filthy little slut I was going to be for them.

The fingers slipped in past the knuckles, making me gasp in shock and sudden relief that the worst pain was over. Now the hand was moving inside, and I could feel my anus swallow it whole. But now the pain was about to return, because Jack was beside him, fingers pushing next to the hand and wrist, finding entry. More were being added by the narrowest part of dad’s wrist, until suddenly, another hand had found its way in, cupping the hand inside me, as both men fisted me hard.

“Ungh, ungh, ungh.” I moaned through gritted teeth as my head bounced with each rapid thrust, their arms inside me now. “Yes, yes, yes! Fist me! Destroy me!” I growled, and suddenly, dad’s hand was tugging away at me little dick. “This is so good! So good! Why is it so good?” I growled.

“This will be your life forever now, son.”

“Yes, yes, yes! Unnnngghhh! God!”

I came hard, and I mean, super hard. I don’t think I’ve ever seen so much cum shoot from me, and yet, they made it happen. They removed their hands from me, and as my swollen and prolapsed anus began to close, Jack slammed his cock inside me, fucking me senseless once again. And before I could rest, dad replaced him.

Jack and dad went to sleep after that, resting after the long night. I was told that I was to clean the entire house from top to bottom, and then cook lunch. They ate around one, fucked me again, and then went back to bed, telling me to continue cleaning every room. It would take me days to get it completely clean.

By evening, they were back to fucking me again, before Jack ordered an inspection of the rooms I had cleaned. Eventually, he returned, slapped me hard around the face and told me I did a shit job and that tomorrow I would do it all again.

“But you will need to be punished.” Dad informed me.

For the first time, I saw Jack unlock the old door I found earlier in the kitchen. They both led me down a staircase to a dark cellar space which had been converted into a dungeon. Apart from small cages, there were all sorts of chains, crosses, whips, and other strange torture devices. As Jack chained me to the ceiling and floor in an X, dad inspected some metal clamps.

“Is that what I think it is?” He laughed.

“Burdizzo. Castration device.” Said Jack as he gagged me. I immediately began shaking against the chains and crying out.

Dad walked over to me with the device and pulled down my knickers. I screamed into the gag as I felt my left testicle touch the cold metal of the device. “So I just close the clamp?” Dad asked him.

“You have to do it hard and fast, otherwise you could make a mistake and it could get infected.” Said Jack.

“Interesting.” Said dad, pulling at my balls with it but not closing the device.

I panted, my crying eyes staring at my dad wondering if he was really going to do it. I don’t know why, but my dick became painfully erect, like it wanted him to do it. He opened the clamp and finally, I breathed a sigh of relief, that he was going to let me loose.

The moment he slammed the clamp shut, the pain shot through me. I screamed out loud, louder than I ever screamed in my life. Jack burst out laughing, asking if he really just castrated me, but dad just shrugged and said, “He’s got one more. He’ll manage for now.”

The pain didn’t stop. It shot up through my gut, burning and prodding. Dad grabbed my rock hard dick and rubbed it, smiling into my face as he kissed my cheeks gently, licking the spit drooling from my mouth. “You like it, don’t you?” He purred.

Fuck no! I went to shake my head no, and ended up nodding slowly as I panted through the pain.

“Should I do the other?” He said, licking my face.

I nodded again, rapidly. Yes, do it! Do it!

“Mm, not today my love.” He laughed, then kneed me hard into the remaining functional ball.

For the next two hours, I was whipped, pierced, fucked, pissed on, ball-busted, and slapped. It was extreme BDSM, extreme torture, and they seemed to love it, drinking beers and kicking me, or whipping me. They both kept telling me that this dungeon would be used daily, that I was a pain-slut, but I just kept crying and screaming. The only thing that let me down was my cock, which was constantly erect, constantly climaxing by itself.

Again, that night, they didn’t let me sleep. I was exhausted, but they just fucked me, used me, then made jokes about how black and blue my sack was, punching me there before fucking me again.

This sex and torture continued for two more days. I was high, disorientated from exhaustion, but I found myself coming to them and begging for their cocks. When I didn’t have them in me, I felt lost, lonely, I just needed it more and more.

By the time they finally let me sleep, I found myself dreaming of cock, dreaming of them. Then once I woke up, the cycle began again, days without sleep, just cleaning, sex, and daily cruel torture. I no longer had any male clothes, and when I didn’t have a cock in my mouth, I had a cigarette there. That became my life from that point on.

One Year Later

I trotted around the supermarket in my heels, in the humiliating little pink lacy sissy dress, my pink satin panties, imprinted with the words Gay Slut on the back, clearly visible to all. People gasped and called me names, but they didn’t realise that only served to turn me on.

In the year I had spent with my new daddies, I found myself embracing the lifestyle of being a gay sissy eunuch. Sure, I had to take hormones every day to keep my libido, but it was worth it to be a receptacle for men’s cock. The sleep pattern thing only lasted a month and after that, I was allowed to sleep normally, but during that time, something happened, I realised that I am a slut, and that I am gay. I realised there was no point in escaping, and that I should indeed help my daddies find more young twinks like me, to convert.  I didn’t need school or an education, or a job, because my job was to give blowjobs, and take cum up my pretty sissy fuckhole. My job was to giggle when someone called me a disgusting slut. My job was to say yum when someone pissed on me. And my job was to say thank you when someone hit me.

It was only after that, that they took the collar off me. Once I was truly transformed and accepting of who I was, then I was free to stay.

When I was in school, I had one friend. He was another skinny kid called Eric, and Eric was the shy type, like me. We were great friends, gaming buddies, but unlike me, Eric didn’t do well at school. I recently received an email from him, where he wrote explaining how upset he was since I just up and disappeared. His mum and dad had split with his dad running off with a waitress and his mum turning to drink, so he was looking to get away.

“Hey, you are welcome to come stay with us.” I wrote, licking my lips as I showed daddy Jack the email. He was fisting my anus at the time, as he liked to do, and as I loved.

“Good girl!” He gushed, knowing he’d have a little plaything.

“You may need to be a bit firmer on him then you were on me.” I giggled. “He’ll struggle.”

“You know me, sweetie. I like them when they struggle.” And I giggled again.

“Don’t tell anyone you’re here though.” I wrote to Eric. “Just in case your mum becomes violent.”

“I won’t!” Eric wrote back.

I grinned at the email reply, thinking how wonderful it would be to have another sissy playmate.

The moment Eric arrived and saw me, he realised his mistake. Jack shut and locked the door, as I pranced over to my former best friend and kissed him. Of course, Eric tried to pull away, but before he knew it, Jack and dad had him and were pulling him to the ground. I grinned as I watched Jack’s fat cock enter Eric’s backside, then laughed when after a minute of screaming and crying, Eric moaned, and said, “Oh fuck, yes.” Oh yes, I knew Eric, and like me, I knew he would come to love being a little gay sissy slut, just like me.

A few hours later, after they fucked Eric into oblivion, they had him chained up in the dungeon, in his new sissy dress, and they had his left testicle in the burdizzo. “Would you like to do the honours?” Dad asked me.

“Oh yes daddy! Thank you!” I giggled.

Eric’s eyes caught mine, fear and excitement in them, but he’d had the chance to talk to me briefly earlier, knew I was castrated, knew how happy I was, and for some reason, instead of screaming into the gag, he actually tried to smile, and then nodded at me. Without removing my eyes from his, I slammed the clamp shut and listened to the erotic sound of his screams, creaming my panties. I licked the tears from his face, and then didn’t hesitate, and did the other ball.

For the next month, Eric went through the same sleep deprivation therapy that I went through, until finally, he too understood his purpose, and was finally allowed to sleep with me in bed. We lay there in our little nighties, playing with each other’s floppy non-functional cocks, and kissing.

“I love you sissy Dani.”

“I love you sissy Erica.” I giggled.

And so began our lives, as gay sissy sluts. After that, men from the village regularly came over to fuck us. It turned out, the place essentially was a community of people who had been forced to move due to some sort of prior conviction similar to Jack’s, so when this happened, they were happy to have young sissies like us to play with, and we were happy to be their sluts. Daily we took multiple cocks, lots of cum, but we were happy. No need to work, no need to study. No need to worry our empty little bimbo heads with anything. Just being gay. Just taking cock.

The End


Sissy, You’re In My Seat!

The Airbus A380 was packed. As usual, people spent far too long trying to force oversized bags into the overhead lockers, only to realise they needed to pull half the contents out again. By the time I reached row 15 I was already pissed off and flustered. Then I saw that someone was sitting in the exact seat I had chosen days earlier on the airline app.

“Excuse me, I think you’re in my seat,” I said to the attractive brunette in 15A. On long-haul flights I always avoided the aisle. The drinks cart had a habit of clipping my elbow.

The woman was flicking through the inflight magazine. She ignored me for a moment, then slowly raised her eyes. She looked bored.

“Oh, right. Yes. Well, I don’t like aisle seats, so…” She spoke with a clear, posh British accent. Her dark brown eyes were expertly made up in a smoky style. She could not have been much older than me, early thirties at most. She returned to the magazine.

“I’m the same,” I said, “but it is still my seat.”

This time she did not even glance up. “Look, don’t be such a bore. Just be a gentleman and give a lady your seat.”

I was blocking the aisle. Other passengers were starting to look annoyed. I dropped into 15B beside her. Only then did I properly take in how striking she was. Long dark-brown hair, almost black. A leather bodice that pushed her large breasts up and forward. Long legs in sheer nylon, finished with a tight leather pencil skirt. Around her neck hung an unusual necklace that looked like a yin-yang symbol, except it was divided into three sections instead of two.

“See? What a lovely man you turned out to be,” she said, finally smiling. The expression reached her eyes.

“Thank you,” I answered, slightly disarmed.

“So what takes you to Australia?” she asked.

“Business. I work in sales. Client meetings. You?”

She gave a small smirk. “Much the same. I have a client over there as well. How long are you staying?”

“Ten days. Five of work, five of sightseeing. No point flying that far and seeing nothing.”

“You’ll be on the return flight on the eighteenth, then?”

“Yes.”

“Me too. Staying in Sydney?”

“Hilton. You?”

“With my client. Not far from the Hilton, actually.”

I found it a little odd that she would stay with a client, but it was none of my business.

“Small world,” I said. Then I realised I had been short with her earlier. “I’m Donovan.”

“Cora.” She held out her hand. I shook it. Her grip was firm and cool.

“So, erm, I was admiring your necklace. What is that? Some sort of yin and yang?”

She chuckled. “No. That is the BDSM symbol. Bondage and Discipline, Domination and Submission, Sadism and Masochism. I’m a dominatrix. Professional and lifestyle.”

I blinked. The leather outfit suddenly made more sense. “Oh. I thought you were just a goth. Interesting lifestyle choice.”

“It isn’t really a choice,” she said. “I’m dominant. I like men who want to serve me. That isn’t something you decide one day.”

The cabin crew began the final checks, telling everyone to fasten seatbelts and prepare for departure. I clicked mine into place, still turning her words over.

“So what sort of thing do you actually do with your clients?”

“It differs,” she said. “Client to client, session to session. The one I’m flying out to see likes being dressed as a woman and whipped. Others send me photos and videos and ask me to blackmail them.”

“Do you actually blackmail them?”

She smiled again. “Depends. Real blackmail is illegal no matter what. You cannot consent to a crime. There are ways around it, though. Modelling contracts, that sort of thing. I have outed a couple of people purely for the fun of it. So what kinky things are you into?”

I frowned. The question landed harder than I expected. “I’m married. My wife is kind of plain.”

“Vanilla.”

“I suppose.”

“That’s the term,” she corrected. “Someone who is completely ordinary and unadventurous in bed is called vanilla. But are you vanilla?”

“I don’t know.” Heat rose in my face. “I never really thought about it.”

“Have you ever worn women’s underwear?”

“What? No.”

“Why not?”

I laughed, a little too loudly. “Because it’s women’s underwear. That’s the whole point of the name.”

“So? Grow up. Do you like being spanked?”

I hesitated. “I suppose. Why not?”

She gave a small clap of approval. “Good. Have you ever been with a man?”

“No.”

“Open to it?”

“No. Really not.”

She smirked. “What about pain? Do you like pain?”

“Who actually likes pain?” I laughed.

Before I could finish the sentence she reached across, pinched my left nipple through the shirt, and twisted hard. A sharp hiss escaped me.

“Hey!”

“Suck it up. Breathe and focus on the pain. Where do you feel it?” she asked, still twisting my nipple hard between her fingers.

“In my nipple!”

“No. Breathe past it. Then tell me.”

I forced a slow breath in and closed my eyes, trying to do as she said. The sharp burn did not stay in my chest. It travelled downward in a tight line and settled heavily in my cock. I felt myself hardening against the seatbelt. The pain had changed into something else entirely, a clean electric current running between my prostate and the tip of my dick.

“Ohhh,” I moaned under my breath.

She smiled. “Hmmm.” The sound was low and pleased. She leaned closer until her lips almost touched my ear. “Feels good, right?” Her other hand joined the first. She twisted and pulled both nipples at once. Pure sexual heat flooded through me without anyone touching my cock. Just as I started to sink into the sensation she stopped, slid one hand down, and squeezed the hard outline in my trousers.

“As I thought.”

“Wow,” I whispered. I glanced across the aisle. The elderly woman there was still asleep, head tilted against the window. Relief mixed with residual shock. Only then did I notice the cabin had levelled out. The plane was already at cruising altitude.

“I missed the take-off.”

“Seems you’ve been missing a lot. How old are you?”

“Thirty-six.”

“For a long time, then. You need to start seeing me. For your own good.”

I gave a short laugh. “My wife would notice if I started spending money on a pros…fessional dominatrix.”

Her expression hardened at once. “Good save. You do know the difference between a whore and a dominatrix, yes?”

“Yes. Sorry.”

“I should make you a whore just for thinking that.”

I coughed, eyes widening. “Again, sorry.”

“That got you a little turned on, didn’t it? The idea of me turning you into a sexy little transvestite whore who services men’s cocks.” I shifted in my seat. She burst out laughing. She was right. It was not the specific fantasy that stirred me so much as the absolute confidence and sexual force she carried. Her forwardness left me off-balance.

“I might consider taking you as a personal slave instead of a paying client,” she continued. “You could work off the cost of my time.”

“Work how?”

“I haven’t decided. Cleaning my house. Yard work. Or maybe putting you on the street as a whore, like I said.” She grinned. “You would make a very pretty one.”

I shifted again, now properly uncomfortable and hoping the conversation would end. “I’m married, so…”

“I don’t care about your wife. Do you have children?”

“Would it matter if I did?”

“No. Not really. I don’t care. If I decided I wanted to take you and make you leave your family, I could.”

That made me laugh out loud. The woman was seriously arrogant, and her arrogance was starting to grate.

“Yeah, well, good luck with that,” I said. I reached for my earphones, plugged them into the seat socket, and selected a film. “I’m going to watch a movie.”

“Enjoy.” She smiled, unbothered.

I was about ten minutes into Avengers: Infinity War when I felt her hand take mine. She interlaced our fingers and drew my hand across into her lap. She held it there for a full half hour, only releasing it when the cabin crew arrived with the meal service. We ate in silence, each of us half-watching our own screens, breaking the quiet only to say “cheers” and tap our plastic wine glasses together. Once the trays were cleared she pulled a blanket over both of us. Then she unclipped her seatbelt, slipped off her shoes, and tried to curl her legs under herself. After a minute of shifting she gave up, lifted the armrest between us, and looked at me.

“Mind if I fall asleep on you? I promise I won’t tell your wife.” The grin was back.

I shrugged. “Erm, sure. Why not?”

She tucked her travel cushion into the hollow of my shoulder and rested her head on it. She lifted my arm, draped it around her, and adjusted my hand when it landed awkwardly. She kissed the knuckles lightly, then guided my palm onto the leather that covered one of her full D-cup breasts. She gave a small squeeze so that my fingers pressed into the soft flesh.

“It’s okay. I don’t mind. People make far too much fuss about breasts. They’re just glands.”

I said nothing. I kept my eyes on the screen and tried to ignore the inevitable reaction in my trousers. She fell asleep within minutes. What surprised me was how comfortable it felt to have her weight against me. The steady rhythm of her breathing and the warmth of her body under the blanket pulled me under as well. I dozed off with my arm still around her.

Four hours into the seventeen-hour flight to Perth we both stirred. Cora woke first. She began pressing soft kisses along the side of my neck. The sensation brought me fully awake. I looked down at her. In the dim cabin light she still looked striking, dark hair, smoky eyes, the leather outfit creased from sleep. Our mouths met. The kiss deepened quickly. Her left hand rose to my face, then slid around the back of my neck and pulled me closer. We stayed like that for nearly twenty minutes, slow and thorough, until she finally drew back.

“I want you to fuck me,” she whispered.

“How? Where?”

“We can try here, but we might get caught. Or we go to the toilets.”

“We could get into trouble there too.”

“We won’t. Trust me. Most people are asleep and the crew are having their meal. Come on. Up. Let’s go.”

I could not quite believe I was doing this. I stood up, waited for her to slip her shoes back on, and led the way down the dim aisle toward the larger lavatory near the middle of the cabin. Most of the other passengers were asleep or wearing eye masks. The crew were nowhere in sight. I opened the door, stepped inside, and she followed at once. The lock slid shut with a soft click.

The space was tight. Our bodies pressed together the moment the door closed. We started kissing again, harder this time, with less care for noise. Her hands went to the front of the leather bodice. She unzipped it in one smooth pull. The leather fell open and her breasts spilled free. They were full and round, the nipples pierced with small silver bars.

“They’re not real,” she said quietly. “Suck on them.”

I lowered my head and took one pierced nipple into my mouth, sucking hard. The metal bar clicked lightly against my teeth. I switched to the other side and did the same. The taste of her skin and the faint metallic edge of the piercing filled my mouth.

A sharp camera click cut through the small space. I jerked upright at once, heart suddenly racing.

“What are you doing?” I asked, still half-crouched in the cramped toilet.

“Don’t worry. I like having pictures of my fucks.” Her voice was low and pleased. She reached down and rubbed the hard outline of my cock through my trousers. “Come on. Get a move on and fuck me.”

I fumbled with my belt and shoved my trousers and underwear down around my thighs. At the same time she unzipped the side of her leather pencil skirt and pushed it up around her waist. Underneath she wore black stockings, a black silk suspender belt, and shiny black silk panties. I slid my hand between her legs and rubbed her through the thin material. She was already wet. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband, pushed the panties down, stepped out of them, and wound the damp silk around her wrist.

“Lick me,” she said, breathing harder.

I dropped to my knees on the cold floor. The space was so tight my shoulders brushed the walls. I leaned in and ran my tongue over her pierced clit, then lower, licking the length of her pussy. The metal piercing clicked lightly against my teeth. Another camera shutter sounded above me.

“Look up.”

I raised my eyes while keeping my mouth pressed against her. The phone camera clicked again, capturing my face between her thighs.

She shifted her stance slightly. “I need to piss before we fuck.”

“Oh. Do you want me to step out?”

“No. I want to piss in your mouth.”

I swallowed. The idea had never even crossed my mind before. The confined space, the open door risk, the sudden demand all hit at once.

“I don’t think I can.”

“Relax. Just enjoy it.”

She shifted her hips forward. A moment later a hot stream hit my tongue and filled my mouth. The taste was sharp and acrid, carrying a clear note of the wine she had drunk with the meal, yet it was not as unpleasant as I had expected. I kept my mouth open and swallowed what I could. The excess ran down my chin and dripped onto the floor. She held the phone steady and took another photograph, capturing the stream entering my mouth.

When the flow stopped she stepped back half a pace, still breathing hard.

“Okay. Fuck me now. Please.”

I rose quickly, trousers still around my thighs. She turned, braced her hands on the small sink, and pushed her arse back toward me. I guided myself between her legs, found her entrance, and thrust in. She was wet and ready. The tight space forced us close; every movement made the walls creak. I fucked her with short, hard strokes while she watched us both in the narrow mirror, phone still in one hand.

I thrust into her with short, urgent strokes. My cock was only average, five inches, and I already knew I would not last. The tight space, the risk of being caught, and the wet heat of her made it impossible to hold back. She twisted slightly, phone in hand, and took another photograph of me buried inside her.

“Fuck, yes, fuck me,” she hissed. “Don’t tell me you wouldn’t want to eat this cunt every day. If you were my slave I promise you would. You would be my slave and yet feel freer than you ever have. Tell me you want that.”

I was too far gone to think. “Yes. Yes, I would love that.”

“Tell me your wife’s name.”

“Susan.”

“Susan what, lover?”

“Susan Walker.”

“Mmm. Thank you, lover. Do you want me to own you completely?”

“Yes. Yes.”

“You’ll do anything I tell you?”

“Oh god, yes.”

“Even wear my panties for the rest of this flight?”

“Oh my god, yes.”

I came hard, driving deep and emptying myself inside her. She clenched around me and held me there.

“Yes. Fill me with your seed,” she purred. Her arms tightened around me for a moment. Then her voice dropped lower. “Now lick me clean.”

The climax faded fast. Reality rushed back in. I was standing in an aeroplane toilet with a near-stranger, trousers around my thighs, my cum already starting to leak out of her.

“What? No. I can’t.”

“Lover, you cannot leave me with your cum running down my legs. It is yours. Please.”

I nodded and dropped to my knees again. The floor was still cold. I leaned in and licked her open cunt, sucking at the mixture of her juices and my own cum. The taste was unfamiliar and sharp. She held the phone steady and took another photograph, this time of my face shiny with it.

“Good boy. Now put my panties on.”

I stepped into the black silk and pulled them up. They were tight, the material cupping my cock and balls and pulling into the crack of my arse. The sensation was strange but not unpleasant.

“Pose for me.”

My arousal was already starting to return. I turned, bent a little, and pushed my hips back so the thin lace disappeared between my cheeks. She took several shots from different angles.

“That’s enough. Put your trousers on. I’ll check the aisle.”

I did as she said. Before she opened the door she reached around, tugged the waistband of the panties higher so a clear strip of black lace sat above my belt line, then let my shirt fall over it. We stepped out. No one looked twice. The cabin was still mostly dark and quiet.

Back in our seats she scrolled through the photographs on her phone, showing me each one. She told me she had enjoyed herself. We kissed again, slower this time, then settled under the shared blanket with one pair of earphones between us. The film became background noise. Under the blanket her hand slid into my trousers, found the silk panties, and began to stroke me through them. I returned the favour, fingers moving between her legs while we pretended to watch the screen.

After a while she spoke quietly.

“Do you want me to delete the photos?”

“No. Why?”

“I could use them to blackmail you. Threaten to send them to Susan. Control you that way.”

I smiled. “But you won’t. You know I don’t want that.”

“Are you certain you don’t want it? If you did, I would make sure your life became pure sexual ecstasy. Pleasure you have never felt before. So decide properly. Delete them, or I keep them. Last time I ask.”

I thought about the way she had felt around me in the toilet, the weight of her body against mine earlier, the kisses, the absolute certainty in her voice.

“Keep them.”

She grinned. “Wonderful. Soon you will be begging me to turn you into a gay sissy whore.” She chuckled under her breath.

I reached up and stroked her cheek. “Mistress Cora,” I tried.

“Mmm. I like that. But for now just call me Cora. I want to fuck you again, but we will not manage it on this flight. Meet me in Sydney. Agreed?”

“What about your client?” I asked.

“I can either come to you, or he can watch. Either way works for me. But let’s be clear about the terms. If we meet again in Sydney, if you call me, then we will fuck. I will take more photographs. We may even film it. Those new pictures and any video will be the leverage I keep. I will not use the ones from this flight. But if you choose to see me and fuck me again on this trip, then afterwards I will own you for it.”

I studied her face in the dim cabin light. “Will you ruin my marriage?”

“Do you want me to?”

“No. Of course not.”

“Then no. Not until we both agree it is the right thing to do. Deal?”

“Deal.”

“So will you contact me?”

I thought it through properly. Ten days in Australia. The chance of more sex with a woman who looked and carried herself like a living fetish image. Against that sat the clear price: once I called her, she would hold material that could control me when we both returned to England. Freedom now, or freedom later.

“Most likely yes,” I said. “But I’ll decide when I get there.”

She smiled and reached into a small pocket of her bodice, producing a plain black business card. She placed it in my hand.

“My number is there.”

We kissed again. Under the blanket I slid my hand up the inside of her leather skirt, found her still bare and wet, and pushed two fingers inside her. She kept her eyes on the screen while I worked her, only the slight tightening of her thighs and the change in her breathing giving anything away. A few minutes later she came, quiet and controlled, her cunt gripping my fingers in short pulses. When I withdrew them she watched me bring them to my mouth and suck them clean.

We managed one more trip to the toilets before the final descent into Perth. This time I dropped to my knees without being told. She pissed into my open mouth and I swallowed what I could. After she finished I licked her clean again, taking my time. When we stepped out a man was waiting in the short queue. His eyes widened. He gave us both a shocked, knowing smile, watched Cora walk past with open interest, then nodded at me once in something like respect.

The connecting flight to Sydney was short and we were seated apart. I spent most of it staring at the back of the seat in front of me, the black silk panties still tight around me under my trousers. When I finally cleared customs and walked into the arrivals hall she was already waiting near the barrier. She had collected her bag faster than me. We fell into step and held hands all the way to the baggage carousel.

“Do you have a car service?” she asked.

“No. I’ll get a taxi.”

“Nonsense. Slave Victor is collecting me. We’ll drop you where you need to go.”

“Thank you. That’s kind.”

Slave Victor was not what I had pictured. He stood by a black executive car wearing a short pink party dress, complete with petticoats and white ankle socks. Most people in the terminal tried hard to look anywhere else, yet their eyes kept flicking back every few seconds. The moment Cora reached him he dropped to his knees on the pavement and kissed the toes of her shoes without being asked. She rested a hand on his head for a moment, then told him he would be driving me to the Hilton first.

“Yes, Mistress,” he answered at once, voice quiet and obedient.

In the back of the car we kissed almost the entire way. Hands moved under clothes, breath grew short, and by the time the driver pulled up outside the Hilton I was hard and restless. I looked at her.

“Do you want to come up with me for a bit?”

She smiled. “If I come up, then we begin. We’ve already landed. The game is on. So, do you want me to come up?”

Something in my chest pulled in two directions at once. I wanted her in the room more than I had wanted anything in years. She saw it clearly. Her hand settled on my cock through the trousers and rubbed slowly, keeping me interested while I tried to think.

“I can’t,” I said. “I’m sorry. I need more time.”

“Okay.” The word was soft, almost pleased. She already knew ten days would be too long for me to hold out. “See you soon, Don.”

We kissed once more. Then I got out, collected my bag, and walked into the lobby alone. Check-in was quick. The moment the door of room 402 closed behind me I dropped my case, stripped, and masturbated hard and fast, still tasting her, still feeling the tight pull of the black silk panties I had not yet removed.

Afterwards I opened Facebook on my phone. A friend request from Cora Deveraux was waiting. I opened her profile. The public photos alone would be impossible to explain to Susan. I left the request sitting there for almost an hour, telling myself I would ignore it. In the end the need to see what she might send won. I pressed accept.

Messenger pinged within seconds.

Still no decision?

Not yet. It’s only been four hours.

I’ll check later. Meanwhile, here are the pictures and videos I took.

One after another the images and short clips from the flight filled the chat. My face between her legs. My cock inside her. Cum on my chin. The black panties pulled tight into my arse. Then a second set arrived.

And here are some of my sissy. See what I have achieved in just four hours.

Victor in the pink party dress, bent over and taking a thick strap-on. Victor’s back and arse covered in raised red welts from a heavy whipping. Victor on his knees sucking a man’s cock. Victor being fucked by the same man. Victor’s cock locked in a small metal cage, the key nowhere in sight.

I was hard again almost at once. I wrapped a hand around myself and began to stroke while I stared at the screen. With my free hand I typed a short message.

I want to meet again. Room 402.

I did not send it. I held my thumb over the send icon, stroking faster, and only when I came across my stomach did I delete the unsent text. The empty message field stared back at me. The photos remained.

Back at the sissy’s apartment Cora kept one eye on her phone. She watched the three dots appear in the Messenger window, hover for a long time, then vanish. A small smile touched her mouth. She knew exactly what had happened on the other end. Donovan had typed the invitation, come while staring at it, and deleted the words before he could send them.

She locked the screen and set the phone aside. In front of her the living-room floor was busy. Three men took turns on Victor. One fucked his arse with long, hard strokes while another held his head and used his mouth. The third waited, already hard, stroking himself as he watched. Victor’s pink dress was pushed up around his waist, the metal cage between his legs glinting under the lights. Soft, broken sounds came from him each time a new cock pushed into his throat or his well-used hole.

Cora watched without real interest. Her mind kept drifting back to the man from the plane. She chewed her lower lip and tried to understand the pull she felt. She had never been in love. She had never wanted the ordinary things that now kept surfacing: the weight of his arm around her on the flight, the way he had kissed her without being told, the simple comfort of falling asleep against him. She still wanted to dominate him, to strip away the married-man life and rebuild him as something softer and more obedient. That part of the plan remained clear. Yet she also wanted to fuck him again, properly, in a bed this time. She wanted to fall asleep with her head on his chest afterwards.

The plan was already turning on her. She had intended to make Donovan fall in love with her and with the life she offered. She had not expected to feel the same pull in return.

The next day I went to the client offices and sat through a full schedule of meetings. I delivered a presentation I had prepared weeks earlier, then spent the afternoon in a workshop listening to industry experts talk about market forecasts and distribution channels. None of it stayed in my head for long. Every quiet moment filled itself with Cora: the weight of her body against mine on the plane, the taste of her, the photographs still sitting on my phone, the black silk panties I had not taken off since the flight.

I needed to hear her voice again. Several times I unlocked my phone, opened the chat, and stared at the empty message field. Each time I locked the screen without typing anything.

After the final session the local team took us out for an early dinner and drinks. Australians did not do things by halves. By the time the taxi dropped me back at the Hilton I was properly tipsy, the edges of the day softened by beer and wine. In the room I stripped, still wearing her panties, and lay on the bed. I held the damp black silk to my face and breathed in the scent that still clung to them while I stroked myself. The smell, the memory, the alcohol, and the day-long ache finally broke my resistance.

I reached for the phone, typed a short message, and pressed send before I could change my mind.

Need to see you. Room 402.

The reply arrived within seconds.

Will be there in ten minutes. Wear my panties and make sure the door is open.

Nine minutes later the door handle turned. Cora stepped into the room wearing a long black leather trench-coat that reached her calves. She said nothing. She simply let the coat slide off her shoulders and fall to the floor.

Underneath she wore a black leather bra that pushed her breasts up, a matching suspender belt, black stockings with lace tops, and thigh-high leather boots with high heels. Nothing else. Her cunt was bare and already glistening.

I was still only in her black silk panties. She crossed the room in three strides, pushed me onto the bed, yanked the panties aside, and sank down onto my cock in one smooth motion. The heat and wetness of her closed around me at once.

We fucked hard and without pause. I rolled her onto her back and drove into her while she clawed at my shoulders. She pushed me over, straddled me, and rode with short, sharp rolls of her hips, leather bra still in place. I pulled her down so I could suck and bite at the tops of her breasts while she kept moving. Then she climbed off, turned onto her hands and knees, and looked back over her shoulder. I knelt behind her, gripped her hips, and thrust back in.

From that angle I could see her face in the mirror across the room. Her mouth was open, a wide, almost feral smile showing as I fucked her. The wet sound of my cock moving in and out of her filled the quiet hotel room. Her breathing grew ragged. Her arms began to shake. A moment later she came, hard and sudden, cunt clamping around me in strong pulses while a broken cry left her throat.

I had never managed to bring Susan to orgasm before I finished myself. The realisation hit me even as Cora was still shuddering under me. I kept thrusting through it, watching her face, feeling every squeeze of her body around my cock.

“Fuck, that was amazing,” she purred the moment I finished inside her. She stayed still for a few seconds, feeling me soften, then rolled onto her side. “Is this a smoking room?”

“Yes.” I had never smoked, but I had learned years ago that accepting a smoking room often meant an easier upgrade to a larger suite.

“Good.” She reached into the pocket of the discarded trench-coat, pulled out a pack of Marlboro Reds and a lighter, and lit one. She took a long drag and held the cigarette out to me.

“I don’t smoke.”

“Why book a smoking room then?”

I explained the upgrade reason. She listened, nodded once, and kept the cigarette extended.

“Hmm. Smoke it anyway. I’ll light another.”

“I don’t smoke.”

“You do now. If I smoke, my slaves smoke. Or would you rather I forward the photographs to Susan?” The grin that followed was small and certain.

“So you do plan to blackmail me?”

She chuckled. “You made your choice, Don. I own you now.”

She was right. I had chosen to be unfaithful. The consequences belonged to me. I took the cigarette, put it between my lips, and drew in a short breath. The smoke hit the back of my throat and I coughed hard. She watched, already lighting a second one for herself.

“I love cigarettes,” she said, exhaling a thin stream toward the ceiling. “You can do so much with them. For example.”

She took the cigarette from my fingers, examined the glowing tip, and then pressed it lightly against the skin of my right forearm. The heat bit sharp and sudden.

“Ow.”

“Shhh,” she whispered. “Take the pain. Take the pain.”

Her voice stayed low and almost gentle while she pressed the glowing tip of the cigarette against my forearm a second time. At the same moment her other hand wrapped around my cock and began to stroke it with slow, steady pressure. The burn flared bright and sharp. I sucked in a breath through my teeth and forced myself to keep the cigarette she had given me between my lips.

“Keep smoking,” she said. “If yours burns down, take a fresh one from the pack.”

The tone remained soft, almost caring, as if she were guiding me through something ordinary. I drew on the cigarette again, coughed less this time, and watched the small red mark on my arm darken. The pain did not stay pure. Under the steady movement of her hand it began to change, spreading outward into a tight, electric heat that ran straight to my cock. The two sensations braided together until I could no longer separate them. I had never felt anything like it.

She noticed the change in my breathing and smiled.

“If this already feels good, imagine where you will be by the end of the trip. I’m going to make you do things you have never even pictured. We will fuck every night. That is a promise. And starting tomorrow you will shave everywhere. I will not tolerate body hair on what belongs to me.”

She finally lifted the cigarette away from my skin and stubbed it out in the glass ashtray on the bedside table. We finished the remaining cigarettes in silence, the only sounds the soft crackle of burning paper and the occasional shift of leather against the sheets. When both were done she leaned over and kissed me again, slow and thorough, tasting of smoke and sex.

Sleep that night was almost non-existent. We fucked repeatedly, changing positions whenever one of us grew tired of the last. She rode me until her thighs shook, then I took her from behind against the window, then we ended up on the floor with her legs over my shoulders. Between rounds she made me kneel and open my mouth so she could piss into it. I swallowed what I could and licked the rest from her thighs and cunt. Each time I came inside her she ordered me back down to suck her clean, making sure I tasted myself mixed with her.

At one point she took the leather belt from my discarded trousers, folded it once, and used it on my arse and the backs of my thighs. The blows were measured but sharp. Between strokes she pushed two fingers into my arsehole and worked them in and out while I stayed on all fours. The combination of the stinging leather and the deep pressure inside me kept me hard even after I had already come twice.

By the time the first light appeared around the edges of the curtains we were both exhausted and marked. She dressed without hurry, pulled the trench-coat back on, and kissed me once at the door. The moment it closed behind her the room felt larger and colder. I sat on the edge of the bed still wearing her black silk panties, the taste of her and the memory of the belt still fresh, and realised I already missed her.

What I did not realise was that the moment the hotel door closed behind her, Cora’s face broke into a wide, almost shy smile. She felt light-headed, the same giddy rush she remembered from being a teenager with a crush. At first she told herself it was simply the satisfaction of securing a new slave. The feeling refused to settle into that familiar shape. It was warmer, less controlled, and pointed entirely at the man she had just left.

She wanted to be with him. Not only to own him or reshape him, but to spend ordinary hours in his company and then take him apart afterwards.

She walked the short distance to the car where Victor waited. He opened the rear door for her and kept his eyes down.

“Slave,” she said as she settled into the seat, “I want you to take me shopping today. I want to buy something nice for my new slave.”

During the day Cora texted a single instruction: smoke a cigarette. She had left the open pack of Marlboros on the bedside table. I obeyed. By the time evening arrived I had worked my way through ten of them. My throat felt raw and the room smelled of tobacco.

She arrived at the hotel carrying a large shopping bag and handed it to me without comment.

“Put on what is inside.”

The bag contained several pairs of panties, bras, corsets, nighties, stockings, suspender belts and a few other pieces, all in black or deep red. I selected a black satin-and-lace bra with matching panties, a suspender belt and sheer black stockings. She showed me how to fasten the bra properly and how to attach the stockings so the seams ran straight. Over the lingerie I pulled on a short black satin-and-lace slip that stopped mid-thigh.

“Now put your ordinary clothes back on. You are taking me to dinner.”

I was not certain which of us looked more out of place. Under my shirt and trousers the satin and lace shifted with every movement. Cora herself wore a tight black latex mini-skirt, fishnet stockings and a black latex corset that buckled up the front. Her dark hair was pulled high and tight into a ponytail.

Victor drove us to Chinatown in silence. We left him with the car and walked the crowded streets hand in hand. After a few minutes she slipped her arm around my waist and rested her head against my shoulder. The latex of her corset felt cool through my shirt. We looked at the lights, the market stalls and the steady stream of people until we chose a small restaurant and took a table near the back.

The meal lasted nearly two hours. We talked about her childhood in the south of England, the moment she first understood she was dominant, then drifted into politics, religion and the ordinary details of our separate lives. The conversation felt easy and unforced.

At one point I asked, “What is the obsession with dressing men in women’s clothes?”

“Several reasons,” she said. “First, most men’s egos are surprisingly fragile. A few pieces of satin and lace can strip that away and leave them far more open to whatever I want next. Second, I simply find lingerie on a man extremely sexy. The way satin and lace look and feel against male skin is something I enjoy. If it were my decision, every man would wear it.”

“Even the butch ones?”

“Especially them. I would gladly fuck you while you were wearing full lingerie.” She paused, studying me. “Let me ask you something.”

“Go ahead.”

“Why did you contact me last night?”

I started to answer, stopped, then tried again. “You woke something up that I had never felt before. I needed to be near you again. The way you taste, the way your skin feels, the weight of you against me on the plane. It was… I just needed you. Why did you message me first?”

“You contacted me.”

“No. You sent the friend request and the first message. You already have slaves in different countries. Why reach out to me at all?”

She smiled, slower this time. “I have several reasons. The main one is simple. You intrigue me. There is something about you I find very attractive.”

We ended up back at Victor’s apartment. He was already waiting in the living room, dressed in a pale pink babydoll and matching panties, eyes fixed on the floor. Cora gave him a single glance and told him to stay exactly where he was.

She led me to the bedroom. Both of us were still in the lingerie she had chosen earlier. The black satin-and-lace slip clung to me as she pushed me onto the bed and climbed on top. We fucked with the same urgency as the night before, changing positions whenever one of us needed a different angle. Between rounds we smoked. The cigarettes came easier now; my throat no longer rebelled after the first few drags.

When I finally came inside her I moved to lower my head and clean her the way she usually demanded. She stopped me with a hand on my shoulder.

“Don’t worry. I’m going to give you something better.”

She left the bed, crossed to where Victor still knelt, and unlocked the small metal chastity cage that had kept him soft all evening. The moment the device came away his cock thickened and rose. She beckoned him forward. He climbed onto the mattress and stood beside my head, already fully hard.

I looked at Cora. She only raised one eyebrow. I turned back to the cock a few inches from my face, reached up, and wrapped my fingers around the shaft. It felt hot and heavy. After a short pause I leaned in and took the head into my mouth.

Cora’s breath caught. “Wow. I didn’t think it would be that easy.”

I did not answer. I concentrated on the unfamiliar weight against my tongue, the clean skin, the way it filled my mouth when I pushed further. Part of me did it because the man had been locked for so long and deserved release. Another part of me simply liked the act itself. A low moan escaped me while I sucked, and I felt Cora’s eyes on both of us the entire time.

“Stop. Stop. Stop,” Cora whispered.

I pulled off Victor’s cock at once and looked up at her, breathing hard.

“I’m giving you one choice,” she said. “I can let him finish in your mouth right now, or you can find out what it feels like to take a cock in your arse. Think carefully. When else are you going to have the freedom to do this?”

I stayed still for a few seconds, the taste of him still on my tongue, the black satin slip stuck to my back with sweat. Then I nodded.

“Let him fuck me.”

Her smile widened. “I think I like you more and more, Donovan Walker. All right. Suck him a little longer while I get things ready.”

I took Victor back into my mouth. The weight and heat of him no longer felt strange. Cora moved around the bed, phone in one hand, photographing me from different angles for the leverage she had already promised to keep. She opened a small bottle of lubricant, coated two fingers, and pushed them into my arse, working the slick gel inside. When she was satisfied she wiped her hand and spoke again.

“On all fours.”

I obeyed. The mattress dipped as Victor knelt behind me. I felt the blunt head of his cock press lightly against my hole.

“Sniff this. It will help.” Cora held a small brown bottle under my nose. I inhaled once in each nostril. Heat flooded my face and chest. My heart rate jumped and a sudden, almost painful horniness wiped out the last of my nerves.

At that exact moment Victor pushed forward. The head of his cock stretched me open and slid inside.

“Oh!” The sound left me before I could stop it. Without the poppers the burn would have been unbearable. With them it turned into a deep, overwhelming fullness that made me feel exactly like the whore she had described on the plane. “Oh fuck, yes.”

“Good, isn’t it?” Cora asked.

“Oh my god, yes. It feels amazing. I love it.” I turned my head and saw the phone raised, recording.

“Still think you’re straight?”

“No. I’m not. This feels too good.”

“What about Sissy? Isn’t she pretty?”

“So pretty.”

“Would you like to look that pretty?”

“Oh god, yes. I’d love a dress like that.”

“I’ll arrange it. You’ll do anything for me, won’t you?”

“Yes. I will.”

Victor was thrusting hard and fast now, hips slapping against my arse, the black satin of the slip riding up around my waist. Every stroke forced another broken sound out of me.

“The pictures and videos I’ve already taken,” Cora continued, still filming. “I can keep them. One day, if I decide I want everyone to see exactly what you are, would you like that?”

“Yes. Yes, they’re yours to do with as you like.”

Victor’s rhythm broke. He drove in hard one final time and I felt the hot pulse of his cum flooding me. A long groan left him as he collapsed forward, chest against my back, still buried inside. A moment later his mouth found mine and we were kissing, open and messy, while his cock continued to twitch. Cora kept the phone steady, recording every second of it.

When she finally lowered the camera she spoke in a calm, pleased voice.

“Well, Sissy, it looks like you are lucky tonight. We are going to make a simple deal. Every time Donna here fucks me, you will get to fuck Donna. Fair?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Victor answered at once, still breathing hard.

Cora turned to me. “What about you, Donna?”

I was still on all fours, his cum beginning to leak out of me, the black satin slip stuck to my skin. The name she had just used settled over me without resistance.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She smiled and leaned down, kissing first Victor and then me.

“Oh, you really know how to make a girl wet.” She straightened. “Sissy, go and take a Viagra. You have some catching up to do.”

Victor’s face lit up. “Oh yes, Mistress.” He pulled out carefully, climbed off the bed, and left the room at a near-run.

The next day at the client offices I wore the red lingerie Cora had chosen. A red satin bra and matching panties sat under my ordinary shirt and trousers, the suspender straps pulling lightly against my thighs whenever I shifted in a meeting chair. My arsehole still stung from the repeated fucking Victor had given me the night before. Every time I sat or stood the dull ache reminded me of exactly what had happened. Instead of shame I found myself grinning at the memory.

Cora had already messaged, telling me she expected me at the apartment again that evening. I had to refuse. A formal business dinner with the client team ran late, and afterwards I still needed to prepare notes for the next day’s sessions. The refusal felt heavier than it should have.

Throughout the day the reality of my position kept circling. I had walked straight into the hold of a woman who was both dangerous and magnetic. At the same time I remained a married man with a mortgage, joint accounts, and a life in England that could be destroyed by a single set of photographs. The sensible part of me listed every risk in clear order. The rest of me simply did not care enough to stop. My cock made most of the decisions now, and the truth was simpler than I wanted to admit: I had become thoroughly infatuated with my new Mistress.

Dinner with the client team was held in a busy barbecue restaurant in downtown Sydney. Long shared tables, open kitchens, the smell of wood smoke and charred meat. We had just taken our seats and ordered the first round of drinks when I saw her.

Cora walked in alone, scanning the room for a table. She wore a tight black shiny bodycon mini-dress that clung to every curve and stopped high on her thighs. In the low restaurant light she looked exactly as dangerous as she was.

“Don!” she called out the moment her eyes landed on me.

My stomach dropped. She crossed the floor quickly, leaned in, and kissed me on both cheeks as if we were old friends.

“Don, how wonderful to see you again.”

“Erm. Hello. Cora.” I managed, completely wrong-footed.

She turned to the others with an easy smile. “I didn’t mean to interrupt. Don and I met on the flight over. I’m Cora. Lovely to meet you all.” She looked back at me. “So good to see you. I really don’t want to intrude.”

Before I could invent a reason for her to leave, Michael, the project manager on the client side, spoke up.

“Cora, why don’t you join us? It’s very informal.”

She put on a perfect expression of mild surprise and gratitude. “Well, if you’re sure it’s no trouble?”

“None at all. Is it, Don?” Michael asked.

“No. Of course not.”

She thanked him, sat down in the empty chair beside me, and shook hands with everyone around the table. I was not foolish enough to believe the meeting was chance. She had followed me or timed her arrival. Any fear that she might deliberately embarrass me in front of colleagues faded within minutes. She was too controlled for that.

Michael asked the first question. “So what is it you do, Cora?”

“I’m a trainer, really.”

Marie, the client’s operations manager, leaned forward. “Physical trainer?”

“No. More like discipline.”

I nearly choked on my beer.

Michael nodded as if he understood. “Ah. Business ethics, commercial discipline, that sort of thing.”

“Yes,” Cora said smoothly. “That too. Making sure people understand respect and how to follow a strict code.”

“Very interesting,” Michael replied, already half-sold on the idea.

As the evening continued Cora slipped easily into the work conversation. She listened to the project issues, asked sharp questions, and even offered two practical suggestions that Michael and Marie both noted down. By the time the main courses were cleared she was treated as if she belonged at the table.

When the bill arrived some of the group decided to head home. The rest, including Cora, moved on to a quieter bar two streets away for another round of drinks. Marie, who led the steering committee on the client side, waited until the others had started walking and then drew me aside near the coat rack. She was an attractive woman in her forties, short black hair cut in a sharp Mikado style, high cheekbones, wedding ring visible.

“So. Cora,” she said with a small chuckle as she pulled on her coat. “Be careful with her. I have a feeling she will make mincemeat out of you.”

“She’s just someone I met on the plane,” I answered.

“I’m sure she is. And I’m sure she has exactly the tools needed to train you properly.” Marie made a short whipping motion with her right hand.

I felt heat rise in my face. “You picked up on that?”

She leaned closer. “People in the community tend to recognise one another. The necklace gave her away completely. She’s a dominatrix, and her turning up here tonight was no accident.” She smiled again. “Enjoy yourself. If I’d known this was your preference, my trip to the UK last month would have been far more interesting.”

She walked over to Cora, gave her a brief hug, and pressed a business card into her hand.

“Nice to meet you, Cora. We should meet up before you leave. I have a bitch at home who would benefit from your services.”

Cora’s grin was immediate. “Absolutely. That sounds like fun.”

Marie turned back to me with a lopsided, knowing smile. “Feel free to bring this bitch along as well.”

“You noticed that too?” Cora asked.

“I did now.”

“Shame you never got to see what he’s wearing underneath those clothes.”

Marie’s eyes flicked to me. She waited until the remaining colleagues were distracted, then stepped close, hooked a finger into the waistband of my trousers, and tugged just enough to reveal a clear strip of red lace and the top of a suspender belt.

“Hmmm. Definitely a shame about the UK,” she murmured, then let the fabric fall back into place and left.

The drinks with the rest of the team lasted only another hour. Once the final colleagues had gone, Cora and I were alone at the table. She fanned a small collection of business cards in front of me.

“That was useful,” she said lightly. “I now have direct contacts for several of your colleagues and clients.” The playful tone vanished. Her voice dropped and became flat. “You are going to behave yourself from this point on. If you do not, these pictures go to them. Do you understand?”

“Really?”

“I mean it. I will ruin you. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. You still have work to finish tonight?”

“I do.”

“Then go and do it. Tomorrow you will report to me.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

The next day in the office I tried to push the previous evening’s dinner out of my head. Marie had other plans. During our scheduled one-to-one she closed the meeting-room door, sat on the edge of the table, and looked at me with a small, knowing smile.

“Show me what you’re wearing today.”

“What? What do you mean?”

“Panties. Which ones are you wearing?”

I let out a long breath, unbuttoned my trousers, and pushed them down just far enough. Pink satin panties with lace trim came into view, along with the tops of pink fishnet stockings clipped to a matching suspender belt.

“Nice,” she said. “Where’s the bra?”

“I’m not wearing one.”

“You will be tomorrow. I’ll check. Understand, bitch?” She reached out and gave my arse a hard slap that stung through the thin satin.

“It’ll show under my shirt.”

“Not my problem.” Her voice stayed quiet and sharp. “From now on you are my bitch whenever you are in this office. I am going to abuse the situation. I want discounts. I want special favours on the project. Clear?”

I swallowed. “Yes.”

“Yes what?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

When I told Cora later she laughed for a solid minute.

“This could damage my career,” I said.

“Or it could do the opposite,” she replied. “She now has a personal reason to keep giving you business instead of someone else. If anything, your pipeline should grow.”

“I suppose you’re right,” I muttered.

“Good. Because she and her husband are coming over tonight. You can talk about it then if you want.”

“What?”

“Yes. Best behaviour.”

That evening I stood in Victor’s living room already dressed the way Cora had ordered: one of his short sissy party dresses, full make-up, a blonde wig, and a thick butt-plug seated deep in my arse. Victor and I were dancing to low music when the doorbell rang. Marie walked in with her husband Jack. She took one look at me in the frilly dress and pink heels and burst out laughing.

“Oscar, go dance with the ladies,” Marie told her husband.

Oscar wore a blue button-down shirt and khaki trousers. He was older than Marie, greying at the temples, but lean and clearly fit. He stepped forward without argument. Victor and I, already in our frilly dresses, made space for him. The three of us began to move together to the low music.

“Closer,” Marie ordered. “Hold each other properly. Like lovers.”

We tightened the circle. Oscar’s hands settled on my waist. Mine rested on Victor’s hip. Through the thin fabric of Oscar’s shirt and trousers I felt the unmistakable outline of a bra strap and the ridge of a suspender belt.

“Which you will be shortly,” Cora added with a quiet laugh.

Marie and Cora poured themselves wine, sat on the sofa, and filmed us on their phones while they talked and giggled. After a few more minutes Marie spoke again.

“Now kiss each other.”

Oscar turned to me first. The kiss was long and open-mouthed. Then I kissed Victor the same way, and finally Oscar and Victor kissed while I watched.

Cora’s voice cut in, calm and clear. “I want to see them suck each other. Strip down to the lingerie. Lie in a triangle on the floor and suck each other off.”

We did as instructed. Shirts, trousers and dresses came off. Underneath, all three of us wore matching sets of pink satin-and-lace lingerie: bras, panties, suspender belts and stockings. The discovery drew fresh laughter from the sofa.

We arranged ourselves on the carpet in a tight triangle, each man’s head level with the next man’s crotch. I reached into Oscar’s pink panties, freed his already hardening cock, and took it into my mouth. At the same moment I felt Victor’s mouth close around me and Oscar’s mouth close around Victor. The three of us began to suck in a slow, shared rhythm while Marie and Cora continued to record every angle.

I had grown used to the taste and weight of a cock in my mouth. More than that, I had started to look forward to it. I took Oscar deeper, saliva running down the shaft as I worked him with my tongue and lips. Cora and Marie both kept their phones raised, recording every wet sound and every movement of my head.

Marie’s voice cut through the noise. “Right. Now. Oscar, fuck Don. Sissy, fuck Oscar.”

We shifted positions at once. I stayed on all fours. Oscar knelt behind me, spat on his hand, rubbed the wetness over the head of his thick cock, and pushed forward. The fat head stretched me open and slid in with one steady thrust. A long moan left my throat. At the same time Victor moved behind Oscar, lined himself up, and drove into him. The room filled with the overlapping sounds of three men: low groans, sharp intakes of breath, the wet slap of skin on skin.

I turned my head and looked toward the sofa. Cora and Marie were no longer only watching. They had leaned into each other and were kissing hard, phones still recording one-handed. A moment later Marie slid down, pushed Cora’s latex skirt higher, and buried her face between Cora’s thighs, licking her openly while Oscar continued to fuck me deep and Victor fucked Oscar in the same rhythm. The moans from the floor mixed with the softer, wetter sounds coming from the sofa.

The sex continued through most of the night. Whenever one of us softened, the women found ways to bring us back. They took turns with a thin leather crop, laying sharp lines across our arses and the backs of our thighs while we stayed on all fours. Later they stood over us and pissed, the warm streams hitting our backs, our faces, the lingerie we still wore. We were ordered to stay in place and take it. The carpet ended up soaked. None of us cared.

Near dawn Marie finally dressed, collected her husband, and paused at the door.

“Remember,” she said, looking straight at me. “Wear a bra tomorrow.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

After they left, Cora studied my face for a moment and then smiled.

“Don’t worry about the bra showing. Come back to the hotel with me. Tomorrow morning I’ll help you hide it properly under your shirt.”

We took a taxi in silence. Inside room 402 we stripped out of the ruined lingerie and fell onto the bed. Neither of us had anything left for more sex. Instead we simply held each other, skin against skin, her head on my chest, my arm around her waist. Sleep came quickly and heavily.

It was officially my last day in the client office. After this I would have five free days before the flight home. I had chosen a black shirt carefully. Underneath it sat a plain white T-shirt, and under that a very thin cream satin bralette with spaghetti straps. The straps disappeared completely beneath the layers. From the outside nothing showed. I felt almost safe.

Marie called me into her office for the scheduled morning meeting and closed the door. She looked me up and down once.

“Inspection. Now.”

I unbuttoned the shirt, pulled the T-shirt up, and showed her the cream bralette. She nodded, then her expression changed.

“Strip down to the lingerie for the rest of the meeting.”

My stomach dropped. “What if someone walks in?”

“Your problem. Not mine.”

I hesitated only a second. “Yes, Mistress.”

I removed the shirt and T-shirt, then the trousers, until I stood in the bralette, matching cream panties, suspender belt and stockings. Marie pushed her office chair back, hiked her skirt up around her hips, and pulled her black panties to one side.

“Lick me until I cum.”

I dropped to my knees between her legs and started licking. She was already wet. I worked her clit with steady pressure, not daring to slow down. She came quickly, one hand gripping the edge of the desk, a short sharp sound leaving her throat. When the pulses stopped she pushed my head away.

“All right. Get dressed.”

I put everything back on with shaking hands. Only then did she open her notebook and return to business.

“I need another discount on the software licences.”

“We’re already at a low figure,” I said. “How much more are you looking for?”

“Ten percent. If you don’t deliver it, the sissy photographs go to your boss.”

“I can’t,” I told her. “Please understand. At the current project scale the pricing team will not approve another ten percent.”

She smiled, slow and satisfied.

“I’ve decided to award your company the backend systems work as well. Billing and payments.”

The frown on my face vanished. That contract alone was worth roughly fifteen million euros.

“There will be further opportunities after that,” she continued. “But I have conditions. First, whenever you are in Australia or I am in the UK, you will be my personal bitch to use as I please. Second, at some point you will get a tattoo of my name on your body. I’ll give you time for that because of your wife. Although from what I hear, you may not be married much longer.”

The last remark landed harder than the rest. I said nothing.

“Third, you will never speak about this arrangement to anyone. Not colleagues, not friends, not anyone. This stays between us. I think we can both enjoy ourselves without creating problems at work. Agreed?”

I nodded. “Agreed.”

She leaned across the desk, took my face in both hands, and kissed me long and deep. When she pulled back she slapped me hard across the cheek, then grinned.

“You have five free days now, correct?”

“Correct. I had hoped to spend most of them with Mistress Cora.”

“You will. I’m taking both of you sightseeing. You will go dressed as a tranny the entire time. Cora will make sure the outfits are suitable. In the evenings the three of us will play the same way we did last night. If you behave well enough, I might even let you fuck me.”

I felt the grin return to my own face. “Sounds like a very good plan.”

She stared at me for a long second, then spoke in a low, urgent voice.

“Quick. Lock the door and strip to the lingerie.”

I crossed the room, turned the lock, and removed my shirt, T-shirt and trousers as fast as I could. The thin cream bralette, matching panties and stockings were all that remained. Marie had already pushed her skirt up and yanked her black panties down one leg. She sat on the edge of the desk, thighs open.

“Fuck me. Now.”

I was already hard. I stepped between her legs, pulled the panties aside, and pushed into her in one thrust. She was wet and ready. Her legs locked around my waist and pulled me deeper. We kissed hard, teeth knocking, while I fucked her with short, rapid strokes. The desk creaked. Both of us were breathing in sharp, uneven gasps, the risk of someone trying the door only making it more intense.

Her orgasm arrived suddenly. She bit down on my shoulder to muffle the sound, body clamping tight around me in strong pulses. The pressure and the pain of her teeth tipped me over. I drove in deep and came hard inside her, hips jerking as I emptied myself. For a few seconds we stayed locked together, sweating and silent, the only noise the distant sound of the open-plan office beyond the locked door.

I did not wait for an order. I dropped to my knees between her legs and licked her clean, tasting both of us. Marie’s hands settled in my hair and held me there while I worked. A second, softer orgasm rolled through her a minute later. Only then did we stand and begin to dress.

“Yes,” she said, voice low and pleased. “This is going to be a lot of fun.” She kissed me once more and gave my nipple a slow pinch through the thin cream bralette before letting me finish buttoning my shirt.

The five free days that followed passed too quickly. Marie and Cora took me out every morning. We walked the harbour, rode the ferry, spent an entire day driving into the bush and stopping at small towns. During daylight hours Cora dressed me in ordinary feminine clothes: light summer dresses, skirts and simple tops. The make-up was careful and professional. More than once strangers addressed me as “miss” without a second glance. I was quietly grateful for the skill that made it possible.

Evenings were different. Back at the apartment or the hotel the sissy dresses, wigs and heavier make-up returned, and the three of us, sometimes four when Oscar joined, fell into the same pattern of sex, cigarettes and quiet orders that had already become familiar.

At the airport the goodbyes were brief and a little awkward. Marie hugged Cora, then me, and told us both to stay in contact. Oscar shook my hand with a small, knowing smile. For them the week had been an enjoyable diversion that was now ending. For Cora and me the departure carried more weight. Once we boarded the long flight home we would have to decide what, if anything, continued between us in England.

We had barely settled into our seats when Cora spoke.

“I need a decision from you now about how this continues. I already have more than enough material to blackmail you with, and we both agreed that I would use it. But I need to know where you want this to go. You still have to get Marie’s tattoo. I do not see how you manage that while living with your wife.”

I stared at the seat-back screen. “She’s my wife. I can’t just walk out.”

“Then let me handle it. Let me be the one who ruins the marriage.”

I sat with the idea for a long time. The marriage had been hollow for years. We had tried for children and failed. I knew the failure was mine. Childhood damage to my testicles had left me sterile; I shot blanks. I had never told Susan. Once the hope of children disappeared, sex between us had slowly stopped. Work had filled the space instead.

“Okay,” I said at last. “Do it. I’m yours.”

Cora’s smile was small and satisfied. “Good. Because I already did it before we took off.”

My head snapped toward her. “What? What if I had said no?”

“It stopped being your choice some time ago. I only needed you to catch up. You have been unfaithful with me and with other men. You have been dressing as a woman. You are wearing lingerie under your clothes right now. How exactly would you have explained any of that at home? I sent everything to Susan and then switched off my data. The messages will be waiting when we land.”

The cabin around me seemed to shrink. Tears came without warning. “We have a mortgage. A house. Where am I supposed to go?”

“You will live with me,” she said calmly. “As my personal slave. The flat is closer to your office anyway. In your free time you can earn extra money for me as my professional slave and assistant. You do not need to worry about the practical side. I have grown quite fond of you, Donovan. I want you with me.”

I frowned at her. “So I get to clean your toilets and keep the flat tidy, but I’m not actually your lover.”

Cora’s eyebrows rose. “When have I ever said you wouldn’t be my lover?” She grinned. “Don, I am very much attracted to you. I haven’t felt this way about anyone in a long time. I cannot imagine anyone better suited to my life than you.”

“As a slave,” I muttered, still half-sulking.

She punched me hard in the upper arm. “You absolute dick. I’m telling you I’ve fallen in love with you.”

The words landed properly this time. “Oh.” A slow smile spread across my face. “Oh.” I had somehow made a professional dominatrix fall in love with me. Then a more practical thought surfaced. “What if you decide you want children one day?”

“I’m not sure I do.”

“But you might.”

“I might.”

“I can’t give you any. I’m barren.”

She lifted the armrest between us, pulled me firmly against her chest, and held me there. The purple satin-and-lace cami-top she wore was soft under my cheek.

“Then I’ll find a well-hung black man to get me pregnant,” she said quietly, “so everyone can see exactly what a sissy little cuckold you are. And yes, I will be cuckolding you on a regular basis.”

I turned my face up and kissed her. “Suits me fine.”

When I switched my phone back on I expected a flood of messages from Susan. There was nothing. I sent a short Facebook message to say I had landed and would collect the car. Her reply arrived almost at once.

Cool, drive safe.

I looked at Cora. “Did she read what you sent?”

“Yes.”

“Did she reply?”

“No.”

“Show me.”

“No. Behave yourself or I will spank you right here in the terminal. You know I will do it.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Drive me home first,” she said. “I want you to know where I live.”

We walked out to the Terminal 2 long-stay car park. I loaded her two large cases into the boot of the Jaguar XFR and we joined the traffic toward St Albans. Forty minutes later we turned off a quiet lane and onto a gravel drive that wound through dense trees. The house that appeared was a large pre-war cottage, almost swallowed by the surrounding woodland, with wide gardens running off in every direction.

“This place is huge,” I said.

“Inherited. It used to be a working farmhouse. The farm itself died decades ago. There are paddocks further back through the trees and three horses.”

“Who looked after them while you were away?”

“Claire. She’s my comtessa. I train her as a dominatrix and in return she helps run the place. She also gets free room and board.”

“So she lives here.”

“We even share a bed sometimes,” Cora said with a small chuckle. “Mostly she’s just a good friend. You’ll get on with her. She’s good company.”

As I lifted the first case from the boot a young blonde woman in jodhpurs and a white blouse came out of the front door at a near-run. She threw her arms around Cora and they kissed with the easy familiarity of people who had missed each other.

“I missed you so much,” Claire said. “How was the trip? Wonderful, I expect.”

“It was. Made better by this one.” Cora tilted her head toward me.

Claire turned and pulled me into a tight, impulsive hug. “You must be Don. I’ve heard a lot about you. Thank you for looking after her.”

“My pleasure.”

“Don might be moving in with us,” Cora added.

Claire’s face lit up. “Really? That would be brilliant. Someone I can train on properly.”

“We’ll see what his wife does with the photographs and videos I sent,” Cora said. “But I think it will work out.”

When I opened the front door Susan was already waiting. She pulled me into a hug and kissed me on the cheek. My stomach twisted with nerves. I could not decide which outcome frightened me more: her rage, or the possibility that she might somehow forgive everything.

“Come and sit down. I’ll make you a cup of tea,” she said, smiling.

Susan had always been pretty. Shoulder-length brown hair, wide blue eyes, a smile that could warm a room. She was also extremely sharp, which explained how well she did at work. What she had never been was fun.

She handed me a mug of milky tea and sat opposite. Only then did I properly notice what she was wearing. Shiny black faux-latex leggings I had never seen before, and a scarlet satin-and-lace gypsy top that left her shoulders bare. Her make-up was heavier than usual and her lipstick matched the top exactly. I had always known she was attractive. I had forgotten she could look this striking.

“So tell me about Australia,” she said, voice bright. “It looks like you had a lot of fun. I’m really glad you made new friends. How did you get on with Cora? Isn’t she wonderful?”

“I… well…”

“Get undressed. Show me the lingerie.”

I started unbuttoning my shirt on autopilot, then the meaning of her words caught up with me.

“What do you mean, isn’t she great?”

“Cora and I go back a long way. We were lovers at university. When I realised you were both flying to Australia on the same dates I gave her your seat number and arranged for you to meet.”

I stared at her. “You wanted her to dominate me?”

She nodded, almost bouncing in her chair. “Yes. And to sissify you. It worked, didn’t it? And what a perfect coincidence with your client. Marie is lovely.”

“But what about us?”

“Oh, darling, don’t worry about that. I’ve met someone. His name is Darren. He’s married as well, but his wife is his submissive. We’ve been seeing each other for a while, and I’ve been seeing his wife too. The three of us are in love. There isn’t really space for you in that. And… I’m already pregnant with his child.”

“How far along?”

“Six weeks.”

She reached across and squeezed my hand once. “You’ll find someone. I just wanted you to experience the lifestyle I care about. I’m glad Cora was able to give you that.”

“Why didn’t you simply tell me you needed this?”

She looked away for a moment. “I lived it so heavily in the past that I started to scare myself. It felt like an addiction. When I stopped I missed it constantly, but I forced myself to stay away. Then I met Darren and everything came back at once. I’m sorry. I never wanted to hurt you, but this is cleaner for both of us. We can sell the house and split the proceeds according to what each of us put in. You paid more toward the mortgage, so any profit above that is yours to keep.”

The amount of new information was almost too much to hold. One fact cut through the rest with perfect clarity.

I was free. Free to go to Cora. Free.

“Okay,” I said.

Susan tilted her head. “Are you sure you’re all right?”

“No. I’m actually great. You’re right. This is better for both of us.” I laughed, the sound surprising even me. “Thank you. I was terrified walking through that door. Cora told me she had set out to ruin the marriage on purpose.”

“Yes. She’s always been kinky like that.”

“I’m moving in with her. We’re… well, we’re in love.”

Susan actually jumped up from the sofa and clapped her hands, letting out a short scream of delight. “That’s wonderful!”

“I’ll be her full-time sissy.”

She pointed at me, still grinning. “You still haven’t shown me.”

“Right.”

I stood and stripped. The pink satin bra, matching panties, suspender belt and stockings came into view. For the next hour I modelled every piece of lingerie I had acquired in Australia while Susan sat on the edge of the bed and gave running commentary. She declared each outfit better than the last.

“You look wonderful,” she said finally.

“Then help me into the pink party dress and do my make-up properly. I want to drive straight over to Cora’s and surprise her.” A new thought arrived. “Actually, do me one small favour first. Just to get a tiny bit of revenge.”

Susan’s smile turned sly. She already had her phone in her hand. “What do you want me to write?”

Later that afternoon my phone rang without stopping. I let every call go to voicemail. Cora was clearly panicking. The message Susan had sent at my request was short and brutal:

I told you to meet him and play a little, not fall in love. He’s still my husband. And I prefer him as a sissy now, so I’m keeping him. Stay away.

When I finally turned the Jaguar onto the gravel drive of the cottage, Cora came running out of the front door with tears already on her face. She stopped dead the moment she saw me. Blonde wig, heavy make-up, the short pink party dress, stockings and heels. The wide smile on my face told her everything. The panic drained away and pure fury took its place.

She reached me in three strides and started punching my chest and shoulders with both fists.

“You stupid fucking twat! Do you know how terrified I was? And you didn’t even answer your phone! Fucking twat!”

I caught her wrists, pulled her against me, and held on. She kept swearing into my shoulder for a few more seconds, then the fight went out of her.

“I thought I’d already lost you,” she said, voice suddenly small. For the first time since I had met her she sounded like an ordinary, frightened girl. Something in my chest twisted.

“I’m sorry,” I said, half laughing with relief. “It was a stupid joke. Payback for all the secrets you kept from me.”

She stayed quiet for a moment, then a reluctant smile appeared. “I’m sorry too. I needed the whole thing to feel intense for you. The fear and the uncertainty are part of what makes it work.”

“They do,” I admitted. “I love you, Mistress Cora.”

“I love you, Sissy Donna.”

We kissed there on the gravel, the house and the trees and the rest of our new life waiting behind her. I was ready to be whatever she needed; servant, slave, sissy, whore, and lover.

The End


Taken Sissy

One

I hated business trips. Still do. The idea of being away from my family for weeks at a stretch always left me angry, and for what? A job that never paid enough to make the absences feel worthwhile. Married, two kids, already into my forties, I had grown thoroughly sick of the endless cycle of flights and hotel rooms. My wife was used to it. We had even met on a plane years earlier while I was travelling for work. That did not make the current trips any easier.

This one was going to be worse than usual.

Three full weeks in the United States. Not only a different country but a seven-hour time difference. Jet lag was guaranteed. The real problem, however, turned out to be the man who would become my neighbour in the hotel.

The place itself was enormous, one of those convention-centre hotels with wide corridors and oversized rooms. It contained several bars, a couple of restaurants, and the usual cluster of chain outlets. By the time I landed, cleared immigration and checked in, it was already late. I knew from experience that the only way to beat the worst of the jet lag was to exhaust myself, so I forced down a quick meal and then found a seat in the sports bar. I ordered a beer and stared at one of the large screens where three commentators argued about an American football player and his value to the team.

“Hi there.”

A tall, heavily built man with a thick beard and a checked shirt dropped onto the stool at the high table next to mine. He looked like he might drive trucks for a living, somewhere in his fifties, broad and gruff. I was tall myself but slim, more the office-geek type, clean-shaven, hair neatly combed.

“Hello,” I answered, hoping the single word would be enough.

“Here for the carnival this weekend?” he asked.

“No. Business.”

“What do you do, bud?”

“I’m a consultant. Companies bring me in to find ways to cut costs.”

His expression shifted into recognition, then into a scowl. “So these companies that need to shave a bit here and there fly you across the ocean, pay you a small fortune, and you decide who gets fired?”

I wanted to roll my eyes. Training kept the reaction off my face. I took a slow sip of beer and answered evenly.

“Actually, no. I’m usually brought in to find ways to avoid firing people. Most of these companies are simply burning money through bad processes. They grow too fast, never put proper systems in place, then act surprised when the profits disappear. Letting people go is almost always the last option, not the first. We’re all human. Nobody enjoys seeing someone lose their job.”

The man gave a short grunt. I hoped the explanation had satisfied him, though experience told me it rarely did. It was the same as trying to convince people that self-checkouts were meant to offer a faster option rather than replace staff. Most did not want to hear it, often because the retailers themselves barely understood the point.

“What carnival?” I asked, deliberately changing the subject.

“Gay pride,” he said. “Well, more of a combined gay and fetish event. Pretty good atmosphere.”

“Right. Not really my scene.”

He looked at me with open surprise. “Straight?”

“Yes. Married, two kids.”

“Huh. Gaydar must be off today. Pretty boy like you, I had you down as a sub bottom.”

“No. Definitely not.”

“Shame. I was hoping to get some action tonight.”

His directness was starting to grate, but I did not want to sound hostile and make the situation worse.

“There’ll be other people in town for the event, surely?”

“Not in this place. I only booked it because my Airbnb cancelled at the last minute. This was the only room left.”

“My company arranged mine,” I said.

He nodded once. My glass was empty, so I signalled the waitress, put the drink on the room bill, added a larger tip than I liked, and stood up.

“Pleasure meeting you,” I said, though it had not been.

“Hold up. I’m done too.” He had already settled his own bill at the bar. He rose and followed me toward the lifts. I was not pleased about the company, and once the doors closed the conversation only grew more uncomfortable.

“You sure you don’t take cock?” he asked.

I swallowed. “I’m happily married. I’ve never even considered it.” If I had been broader or more aggressive by nature I might have answered more sharply. I had never been a fighter.

He kept grinning and, without any attempt to hide it, began rubbing the front of his jeans with the heel of his hand.

“Such a pretty boy. Exactly my type.”

“Thanks… I think.”

The lift stopped at my floor. Only then did I notice he had never pressed a button of his own. My pulse jumped. I stepped out and walked quickly along the corridor, listening to his heavier footsteps staying exactly level with mine. I kept my eyes forward, telling myself it was coincidence. When I reached my door I turned sharply, ready to confront him. He simply raised a key card and tapped it against the reader of the room next to mine. The lock clicked open.

“Well, goodnight I guess,” he said. As he pushed the door wider he squeezed the front of his jeans once more and gave a small nod toward the interior of his room.

“Goodnight,” I answered, stepped into my own room, and shut the door firmly behind me.

The man’s persistence left me angry. I had told him more than once that I was not interested. The fact that he continued anyway made my skin crawl. For a moment I understood, in a small way, what many women dealt with as ordinary background noise. The thought made me feel slightly sick.

I showered, brushed my teeth, and climbed into bed. The knowledge that he was only a wall away kept me tense, yet I told myself I was overreacting. Hotels were full of strangers. Nothing was going to happen.

Five minutes later I heard a soft click and the faint creak of hinges. A thin line of light appeared where the connecting door stood. I had assumed that door was locked from both sides. The broad silhouette of the man filled the gap as he stepped into my room, and I knew the assumption had been wrong.

“I told you I’m not interested.” I said, sitting up.  But the man was quickly next to me and pushing me back down to the bed.

“Pretty boy like you just needs a little introduction to cock, and you’ll soon understand what you are.” He said, rubbing at my chest as he breathed heavily.  “With that sexy Brit accent. I’m gonna take that sexy boi-pussy, ain’t nothing you gonna do about it.”

“No!  Please!” I begged, trying to get away. 

“I love it when they beg.  Now you gonna suck on my dick now honey, but you better not bite it.  If you do, I’ll beat you within an inch of your life, and maybe then some, you got that?” He snarled. I didn’t respond, so he slapped my face.  “I said, you got that?”

“Y-yes.”

“Yes what, pussy?”

“Yes sir.”

He leaned forward and presented his huge, heavy, semi-hard cock to my mouth.  With a hesitant hand, I lifted it up and took it in my mouth, sucking on it the best I could in order to make him cum faster.  Rather my mouth than my arse, I reasoned.

“Good boy.” He said, grabbing a handful of my hair.  “Such a pretty boy.  By the time the sun rises, you gonna be begging for my dick.”

Tears streamed down my face as he raped my mouth, forcing the huge fat dong down my throat and choking me, making me want to throw up.  Finally, he pulled out of me and told me to turn over. 

“Please don’t.” I sobbed, but he just slapped me again and told me to get a move on and do as he said. 

I got on all fours and felt his tongue make contact with my anus.  If I wasn’t shivering from fear and anxiety, I probably would have enjoyed the feeling, but right at that moment, I was scared shitless of what was about to happen to me.  What if he damaged me?  What if he killed me?  What if I got a disease?

When his tongue disconnected from me, I knew what was about to come.  Suddenly, I felt a warm squishing cushion of skin pressing against my virgin arsehole.  “Push back, or this is gonna real hurt.” He growled.  Not wanting to inflict more pain on myself, I accepted the inevitable and followed his instructions.  With a sudden movement, he pushed forward and I felt the head of his cock press into me.  Then, it slid inside and I cried out in pain.  “That’s your cherry gone, sweetheart.” He told me, holding still.  “Head’s in.  In a moment, you’re gonna be begging me for more.”

After a moment, the pain died down and he pushed forward.  He heard me crying below and told me how he loved it when sexy boys like me cried from their first cocks.  “I promise you this.” He said, “I’m just gonna rape ya, not kill ya or harm ya.  No use getting yourself all worked up.  I ain’t no killer.  You might as well just enjoy it.” He told me.

There was no way that was going to happen, I reasoned.  Instead, I just let go, zoned out, telling myself it’ll all be over soon.  It was like I was viewing myself from the top down, on that bed, my head pressed to the covers by his hand, my arse in the air, as he pounded it.  I just let him do it; I didn’t have the strength to fight him. 

When he eventually came in me, I felt him pull out of me and spin me over.  He was saying something, but I had tuned out.  I was essentially just a ragdoll for his amusement.  Once again, his cock was in my mouth and I was sucking. Tasting my putrid taste and his cum in my mouth, but again, my brain had switched off.  He used my mouth, his softened cock cleaned by my tongue, then he made me clean his huge hairy balls, before the cock went back in.  I don’t know how he did it, but once again, he was hard and back inside my sore anus, this time, with me on my back and my legs in the air.

It was four in the morning when he was done with me.  I heard him leave the room, but I said nothing, and he said nothing in return.  After a half-hour, I finally came to my senses somewhat, and walked into the shower, which I turned on and let run hot as I slumped down against the wall, letting the water cascade over me.  At that point, I began to cry. 

After the long shower, I tried to use the toilet.  I found that I was bleeding, but not significantly, just some spotting.  I wasn’t sure if I was relieved or not, but I guess I was glad I wasn’t going to die of blood loss. 

As I left the bathroom and started walking to the bed, with the smell of sex and cum in the air, I stopped by the dividing door and looked at the catch.  It was turned to locked.  I blinked a few times, wondering what the hell had happened. Part of me wanted to try the door, but I worried that it might make him thinking I was up for more.  Instead, I just walked back to bed and passed out.

I was woken by the thick head of his cock pushing into me again. “Wha…?” I mumbled, still half asleep.

“Morning, sleepyhead,” he said. His weight settled fully on my back as he forced the rest of himself inside in one steady shove. “I woke up hard. Figured you’d sort it out.”

“Ungh.” The sound came out through clenched teeth. I was fully awake now. Every inch of him was clear and sharp: the stretch, the heat, the way he filled me completely. To my irritation it felt good. My body responded without permission. A low moan slipped out with the next thrust, then another as he started a slow, deep rhythm, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in to the hilt.

His hands pinned my hips to the mattress. Each stroke dragged over the same spot inside me, sending unwanted sparks up my spine. I could feel the slick slide of him, the solid weight of his balls against my arse, the way my hole clenched around him on every withdrawal. He kept going, unhurried, using me the way he’d decided to, and the moans kept coming even as I tried to bite them back.

“That’s the spirit.” He laughed, his deep voice spluttering into a cough.  It sounded like a smoker’s cough. 

As he picked up speed the thrusts grew harder and deeper. I felt the full length of him slamming into me again and again, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the room. Inside my head I was locked in a fight with myself. Part of me wanted to stay quiet, to keep some scrap of control. The rest of me wanted to open my mouth and beg him to go harder, to fuck me properly. The words stayed locked behind my teeth.

I could not work out why my own cock was now rigid and pressed tight against the sheets. Every time he drove in, a fresh pulse of pressure forced another drop of pre-come out of me. Without meaning to I started clenching around him, squeezing my hole tight on the thick shaft as it pistoned in and out. The extra grip made him grunt and push deeper still. My arse clenched again of its own accord, milking him on each stroke, and the sensation only made my cock throb harder against the mattress.

My rapist, the man whose name I didn’t know, was now turning me on, and I was powerless to stop it.

My cock jerked hard against the soaked sheet and started spurting before he did. Thick ropes of come shot out of me in sharp pulses, soaking the mattress underneath and spreading into a warm, sticky puddle under my belly. The force of it made my hole clamp down even tighter around his cock.

A second later I felt him bury himself to the root and unload. Hot, thick come flooded deep into my arse, pulse after pulse, filling me until I could feel it start to leak out around his shaft. He kept grinding through the last few spurts, forcing every drop inside, then collapsed full-length on top of me, breathing hard against the back of my neck.

He pressed soft kisses along my neck and the side of my face. One hand slid under my chin, turned my head, and his tongue pushed straight into my mouth. I did not know why I opened for him, but I did. Our tongues slid together, slow and wet, while his softening cock was still buried in me and his come kept seeping out around it.

After a long moment he broke the kiss, pulled his cock free with a wet sound, and gave my arse two firm spanks that left the skin stinging. Then he rolled off the bed and walked out of the room, leaving me face-down in the mess we had made.

I’m not sure why, but I simply got up, showered, dressed, and left the room as if nothing had happened.  At that moment, the rational thing to do would have been to call the police, but I was so confused by what was going on.

When I reached the breakfast hall, I grabbed a cup and helped myself to coffee, then took a tray and start loading up food.  As I walked around, looking for a table, I saw the man sat alone, eating and reading on his phone.  I don’t know why, but I walked over and sat down opposite without a word.  If he was surprised by my behaviour, he didn’t show it, instead just moving his things out of the way for me.

“When do you finish work today?” He asked me.

“I think at five.” I replied, but I wasn’t sure why.

“I have an easy week.  If I ain’t here at five, come find me in the spa.  I guess I’ll be in the sauna.”

“Okay.” I replied.  I wouldn’t.  I definitely wouldn’t.  Why would I?

“Your ass man, fuck me, tightest I ever fucked.  Gotta get me more of that.  Gonna make you my bitch come weekend.  Gonna walk you on a leash down that parade.”

“Yes sir.” I mumbled, but again, I wasn’t sure why.

He sat back and folded his arms; an annoying, arrogant smirk on his face.  “How long you been married?”

“Sixteen years.” I told him.

“How olds your kids?”

“Fifteen and Thirteen.”

He nodded, grinning.  “You love your family?”

“Yes!  Of course, I do!”

“How long you say you gonna be here?”

I didn’t.  “Three weeks.”

“Mmmhmmm.” He leaned forward.  “I’m gonna tell you this boy.  By the time your trip is up, you’ll have cancelled your flight home and told your family how you wanna be a cocksucker for the rest of your life.  You gonna come live with me and you’re gonna take care of me and my friends back home.”

“That’s not going to happen.”

“I guarantee it.” He said, grinning.  “Why didn’t you call the cops?”

“I still might.” I mumbled.

“No you ain’t.  You fuckin’ realised just how good cock is.  You ain’t gonna do jackshit, ‘cause I already got you hooked.”

“Not true.”

“Bullshit!  You could’ve called the cops last night, but you didn’t.  And I bet you don’t even change rooms.  Broken fucking lock on the dividing door and you still won’t even report it.  Pussy bitch.  Should put you in panties and doll you up. Turn you into the pussy-ass-bitch you really are.”

I remained silent.

The man appeared to calm a little, then nodded. “On your way back from work, stop by at a Victoria’s Secret; buy yourself something pretty; something I’d wanna use you in.”

With that, the man picked his huge frame up and walked off, leaving me feeling like a complete wimp. Before setting off for work, I phoned my wife, lying about how I went to bed early and nothing happened.  I don’t know why, but I was too embarrassed to say anything.  How the hell do you tell your wife that you let yourself get raped multiple times in the night, then again in the morning?

Throughout the day, I tried my best to do my job, but my mind was elsewhere.  I told myself I wouldn’t stop by the lingerie store; that I would be firm and tell him to stop, this time.  I knew it was possible to get away with being a little dozy on the first day; hell, I’d just flown in, right?  But I knew that couldn’t continue.

Come five in the afternoon, I was out of the door and walking to my rental car.  The day hadn’t been as much as a bust as I thought it would be, and I actually identified a huge problem with the way the company handled cloud services costs.  In fact, in one swoop, I saved them in the region of five million dollars per annum.  A drop in the ocean in the bigger scheme of things, but five million dollars saved some fifty jobs.

Of course, as I was driving back to my hotel, I saw the huge mall on my way, and with shaking hands, I pulled into the parking lot and made my way inside, making a beeline straight to the huge Victoria’s Secret store, then sitting on a bench outside, contemplating just what the fuck I was doing.


Two

When a man buys lingerie as a gift for a partner, he usually chooses what he wants to see her in. Buying for yourself is different. You go for comfort. I was buying for myself, but not for comfort. I was choosing what a strange, perverse butch man would want to see me in. He kept calling me girlie, so I figured pinks. A nightie, maybe.

The shop smelled of perfume and new fabric. Soft music played overhead. Racks of silk and lace stretched out in every direction under bright LED lights.

“Can I help in some way?”

A cute Black salesgirl appeared beside me. She had short, straight black hair that shone under the lights and a small sparkling gem in her left nostril.

“Er, yeah. I’m looking for a nightie of some sort. Erm, pink I suppose. Something… sexy?” My voice came out thinner than I wanted.

“Oh, I just love that accent!” she said, beaming. “You British?”

“Yes. Erm, South London.”

“Oh my god! I just wanna visit Europe someday! Okay, so this for a girlfriend, wife… or…”

She left the last word hanging, giving me space if I wanted to take it.

“Erm, girlfriend?” I said. I could not bring myself to tell the truth.

“Do you happen to know her size?”

Fuck. That was why she needed to know who it was for. “Erm, well… erm, my size?” I practically squeaked.

She smiled, warm and steady, the kind of smile that said the secret was safe. “Sure. Come with me. I think I know just the thing.”

She led me to a shelf at the back of the shop and lifted a little pink chiffon babydoll from its hanger. Thick pink ribbon straps, black lace trimming the top and the hem. A matching pair of knickers came with it.

“I just love this set,” she said. “And it’s on sale. It’s stretchy, so even if the size isn’t perfect it’ll still fit.”

“Oh. That’s good.” I touched the fabric. It felt light and soft between my fingers. “So, erm, she could wear it without trying it on here.”

“Exactly.” She looked me up and down, then met my eyes again. “And I just know I would love to see such a girl in something like this.”

I swallowed. Was she flirting or just closing the sale? “Erm. That’s… very kind of you. I’ll take it.”

“Great. Anything else today?”

“No. I think that’s fine.”

We walked to the tills. On the way I spotted a rack of hold-ups. I grabbed a pair of large pink fishnets and added them to the pile.

“Good choice. Very slutty,” she said with a wink as she scanned everything. She bagged the items while I paid.

As the receipt printed she turned it over, took a pen, and wrote her name plus the days and times she worked that week. She slid it across the counter and spoke quietly.

“If you need any help at all, come find me. I’ve got your back, okay?”

“That’s… really good of you,” I said. My face felt hot. I took the bag and the receipt and walked out of the shop with the soft pink fabric pressed against my side, already imagining how it would look once I put it on.

“Listen, it’s all cool. All the girls are cool, so you have nothing to worry about. But what gives you away is the wedding ring. Clearly you’re married. You’re nervous, and it looks like you’re not a Brit who lives here but someone here on business.”

“Yeah.” I let out a long breath.

“So no girlfriend. Just a chance to dress up in your hotel room. You aren’t the first. Don’t worry about it. I’m happy to help.”

“Thank you.” I glanced down at the name she had written. “Charlene. I appreciate that.”

“Anytime.”

I walked out of the shop with the bag clutched in one hand. The moment I reached the car I dropped into the driver’s seat and flung the bag onto the passenger side.

“What the fuck am I doing?” I said out loud to the empty car.

I started the engine and pulled away. My hands shook on the wheel the whole way back to the hotel. I kept telling myself the same things on a loop. I was straight. This man belonged in a cell. What he had done to me was not okay. I should be driving to a police station right now, not back to the room. Yet every set of lights I passed, every junction, I kept going in the same direction. I could not explain it. Something in me simply refused to turn the wheel the other way.

When I reached the hotel I went straight up to my floor. The room looked exactly as a cleaned hotel room should: bed made, towels folded, surfaces wiped. Nothing out of place. I tried the dividing door. The lock was still broken. I pushed it open and stepped into the other side. Empty. No one there. But the covers on the bed were rumpled, the pillow dented. He had been back after the cleaners had finished.

I stood there for a moment, staring at the disturbed sheets, then remembered what he had told me earlier. He would be in the spa.

Rather than head up to the spa I decided to shower and clean myself up after the day. I stepped under the hot water and let it run over me. As I washed I looked down at my body. I was not especially hairy compared to a lot of men, but the dark hair still covered my chest, stomach, legs and around my cock. I tried to picture myself in the pink babydoll and fishnets. The image in my head looked ridiculous with all that hair showing.

I reached for the complimentary razor pack on the shelf, tore it open, worked up a thick lather and started shaving. Chest first, then stomach, then down my legs. It was slower and more awkward than I expected. The blade dragged in places and I had to go over the same patches twice. When I got to my back and arse I realised I could not reach properly.

The bathroom door opened. He stepped in, already pulling off the white spa robe. He was naked underneath.

“Good boy,” he murmured, and walked straight into the shower with me.

He took the razor from my hand without asking. I stayed silent and let him work. He turned me so my back faced him, soaped the skin, and drew the blade carefully down my shoulders, along my spine, across the small of my back. Then he crouched a little and shaved the cheeks of my arse, one side then the other, clearing every bit of hair until the skin felt smooth under the water.

When he finished he set the razor aside and stood close behind me. His soft cock rested between my freshly shaved cheeks. He kissed the side of my neck while his hands slid round to the front of my body, rubbing over the bare chest and stomach he had just cleared.

“I knew you’d do as you were told,” he said against my ear, then nipped the lobe. “You already need this dick. Get on your knees and blow me.”

I turned, ready to drop to my knees, but he caught my head and pulled me up against him. Our mouths met. His tongue pushed straight in and I met it with mine, sliding together under the hot water. Our cocks pressed hard against each other, mine already rigid and leaking. A high, helpless moan escaped into his mouth before I could stop it.

He released me and I sank down onto the wet tiles. Water streamed over both of us as I took his cock in my hand and guided it between my lips. It was thick, heavy and warm. I closed my mouth around the head and sucked, then pushed further, taking more of the shaft. Another moan vibrated around him as my body trembled. My hole clenched and released on its own; a steady buzz of pressure built behind my prostate. My own cock stood straight up, dripping onto the floor of the shower.

I could not understand it. I did not find him attractive. I had never found men attractive. Yet the solid weight of his cock on my tongue felt right, necessary. I sucked harder, hollowing my cheeks, working my tongue along the underside while my hand stroked what I could not fit.

His breathing grew rough above me. The water kept cascading over his shoulders and down onto my face. I felt him swell and harden even more inside my mouth. I knew he was close. I did not pull away. The rush had me completely. One last moan left me as the first pulse hit. Thick, salty come flooded my tongue and the back of my throat. He kept coming in heavy spurts, more than I expected after the night before. Instead of pulling off I pushed deeper, swallowing hard, sucking to draw out every drop until he finished and softened slightly against my lips.

He tapped my shoulder and pulled me back up to my feet. I swallowed the last of his come, still looking into his deep brown eyes, then leaned in and pressed my mouth to his. I needed his tongue. He gave it to me at once. Our tongues slid together while I wrapped both arms around his solid body and held on tight. We stayed like that under the fading spray until he broke the kiss. I rested my head against his hairy chest and he kept his arms around me.

“That’s a good boy,” he said quietly. “You love daddy’s cock, don’t ya boy?”

“Yes, daddy.” The words came out on a shaky breath. My cock jerked hard between us. “Yes, daddy. So much.” I hated how easily the admission left me.

He reached past me and shut off the water. Still holding me, he guided us out of the shower cubicle and took a towel from the rail. He dried me first, working the towel slowly over my shoulders, down my back, across my chest and stomach, then carefully between my legs and over my arse. Every movement was steady and thorough. When he finished he handed me the same towel. I dried him in return, running the cloth over his broad back, his chest, his stomach, and finally his cock and balls.

“Come show me what you got,” he said.

We walked through to the bedroom. I opened the shopping bag and took out the pink fishnet stockings and the babydoll. I sat on the edge of the bed and drew the stockings up my legs one at a time, smoothing them into place. Then I slipped the chiffon nightie over my head. The soft fabric settled against my freshly shaved skin. The black lace edged the top and the hem. I left the matching knickers in the bag.

He looked me up and down.

“Very nice. Perfect. Forget the panties. You won’t be needing them.” His voice had dropped lower. He pulled me against him again, one hand already sliding under the hem of the nightie to grip my bare arse. “I hope you ain’t hungry, because I’m gonna be doing that hole all night long.”

He was hard again. When he released me he took a step back and waited. I knew exactly what he wanted. I climbed onto the bed, settled on all fours, then lowered my head and shoulders to the mattress, arse raised. The pink nightie rode up around my waist. The fishnets stretched tight over my thighs.

“Fuck me, daddy,” I said, the words coming out low and clear. I meant them. I wanted it.

“So fast.” He gave a short chuckle. “I knew I was right about you.”

I felt the thick head of his cock press against my hole. He pushed forward in one steady movement and the stretch forced a sharp gasp out of me.

“Oh god. Yes. You were right. I’ve been thinking about you all day.”

“Me too. You’re so sexy, baby. I knew I had to have you the second I saw you.”

He started to move, pulling almost all the way out before driving back in to the hilt. Each thrust rubbed hard over my prostate. My cock hung heavy between my legs, dripping onto the sheets.

“You’re so sexy,” I managed between thrusts. “I never thought I’d find a man sexy, but you are. You’re… oh… perfect, daddy.”

“I’m telling you, by the end of this week you’re gonna beg me not to leave. You’re gonna beg me to move in here with you.”

“You’re right. Oh my god, I think you’re right.” The words spilled out as he kept fucking me in long, deep strokes. The full feeling of him inside me was everything I wanted. “Forget the end of the week. Just do it. Just stay with me.”

“Is that what you want?”

“Yes. Yes. I don’t want this to end.” I pushed back to meet every thrust. I meant it completely.

“Good boy. Very good boy.” He leaned down and kissed the bare skin of my back while his hips kept working.

Something had shifted inside me. I could not name it, but the truth was simple. I did not want this to stop. I did not want to lose the control he had over me. I wanted the weight of him, the way he took me whenever he chose, the fact that I would not refuse him. I had never once considered being with a man, yet here I was on my knees in a pink nightie, begging him to fuck me harder, deeper, to fill me again, to keep using me.

He tightened his grip on my hips and drove into me harder. The pace turned relentless. Every thrust slammed deep, the wet slap of his skin against my arse echoing around the room. I pushed back to meet him, taking the full length each time, moaning without restraint as his cock dragged over my prostate again and again.

The pressure built fast. My hole clenched and fluttered around the thick shaft. Pre-come leaked steadily from my cock onto the sheets below. He kept pounding, the rhythm growing shorter and more forceful until he slammed in to the root and held there. Hot come erupted inside me in heavy pulses, flooding deep into my arse. I felt every spurt, the heat spreading and filling me.

My own cock jerked hard between my legs. Without a single touch it started shooting, thick ropes of cum splattering the bed in time with the pulses still pumping into me. I clenched tighter around him, squeezing and milking his cock, drawing out the last of his load while my own orgasm kept rolling through me in sharp waves.

We stayed joined afterwards. His cock softened inside me but he did not pull out. He wrapped one heavy arm around my chest and cradled my head with the other, pressing occasional kisses into my hair while his breathing slowed against the back of my neck.

“Tell me about your job,” he said. His voice was calm, almost casual, while his arm stayed locked around my chest. “Do you work for a company, or are you freelance?”

“Freelance. I’ve got this three weeks, then I need to find the next one.”

“So, theoretically, after this job, if you didn’t need to work, you could just quit?”

“That’s right.”

“Interesting. What’s your financial situation at home? Debts and such?”

“Nothing much. We’ve got a nest-egg. Savings. No debts. The house was inherited, so there’s no mortgage.”

“And your wife works?”

“Yes. She earns more than me, if you can believe that.”

“What does she do?”

“PR for some government people.”

“Okay. Interesting.”

“Why?” I asked, though I already knew where this was heading.

He let out a quiet breath of contentment and pulled me tighter against him. His lips pressed into my hair. Inside me I felt his cock stir and start to thicken again. A small moan slipped out of me as I turned my head and kissed the thick muscle of his arm.

“Because we’ll see how these three weeks pan out,” he said. “But if it goes the way I think it’s going, then I’ll want you to come back home with me.”

“My wife won’t let me go without a fight,” I warned him.

“I ain’t worried about her. The problem might be INS.”

“Who?”

“Immigration. They ain’t gonna like you staying here after you were due to go home. Won’t mean jack shit, because I live in the middle of nowhere on a farm off the grid, so there ain’t a hope in hell you’ll be found. But if one day you are, then it could cause you problems.”

I was happy to live this experience with him for three weeks, but this fantasy of me moving in with him was just that.  I loved my wife, and I could never give up my kids.  It was all just fantasy, but he seemed to be thinking through the details.  I decided I needed to temper his ideas a bit. “Look, I get your fantasy, I do, but I have kids.  I can’t just abandon them.”

He actually burst out laughing.  “Oh honey, you ain’t got a choice in the matter.  If I want you back with me, I’m takin’ you back with me.  I fuckin’ raped you, you think I have a problem with kidnapping you?  I, and I alone, will decide how I feel at the end of this three weeks.  The way I feel right now, you comin’ home with me, and ain’t no fuckin’ way out of it.”

“Well, there’s always a way out of it.”

“Oh honey, you think this is my first rodeo?” He laughed, now moving his hips back and forth as he began to fuck me again.  “Let me tell you how this is gonna go down.  I take you back to my ranch, introduce you to my buddies down there, and the other sissies we have.  Just like the other boys, we getting you hooked up to a little heroin, get you all nice and dozy, and that’s how you stay.  Then we use you, and you don’t wanna go anywhere else, because you stay just happy, just right, in your li’l world.”

I moaned into his arm as his cock became fatter as he told me how he kidnapped and kept men like me. 

“See these tats on my arm boy?  Them’s prison tats.  Nine years in the state penitentiary. On the sex offender’s registry. I ain’t got no problem takin’ what I want.  And right now, I want you.”

“Fuck…” The word dragged out of me as he kept the slow, deliberate pace, his cock sliding almost all the way out before pushing back in deep. Each stroke filled me completely. “Yes… yes, kidnap me. Ruin me.”

I heard the words leave my mouth and had no idea where they came from. They just spilled out, raw and true.

He gave a low chuckle and pressed a few firm kisses to the side of my neck, never missing a thrust. “Oh boy, you have no idea what’s coming. But at the same time, I don’t just want another slave. I already got a few of those. I want a wife. Someone who shares my bed every night. Cooks. Cleans. Takes cock whenever I want it. You seem like you’d make the perfect little housewife.”

“Oh yes. Yes. Yes, daddy, make me your wife.” My voice cracked on the last word. I pushed my arse back onto him, taking every inch, the slow drag over my prostate making my cock drip steadily onto the sheets.

He laughed again, the sound dark and satisfied. “Maybe this’ll be faster than three weeks. Let’s see how quick you break.”

He kept the same unhurried rhythm, fucking me with long, controlled strokes while his arm stayed locked around my chest, holding me exactly where he wanted me.

The next day I struggled to my car. It was not only the total lack of sleep. We had fucked the entire night without a break. My body was wrecked. He had taken my arse so many times that walking in a straight line was difficult. Every step sent a dull ache through me.

Under my work clothes I wore the pink knickers from the set, just as he had ordered. Before I left he had given clear instructions.

“If you’re gonna be my wife, we need to start dressing you properly. Knickers, hose, bras. Get them all. Buy enough to last.”

My performance at the office was poor. I spent the day interviewing department heads about their spending, but half the time I was not listening. My mind kept drifting back to the feeling of his cock stretching me open. When certain men sat across from me I found myself mentally stripping them, wondering what their cocks looked like, how they would taste, whether they would fuck as hard as he did. The thoughts arrived uninvited and refused to leave.

On the drive back I stopped at the mall and found Charlene again. I told her straight away what I needed. She asked no awkward questions and simply helped. By the time I left I was carrying bags filled with enough knickers, stockings, bras, nighties and corsets to last the full three weeks.

When I reached the hotel room he was already there, naked on my bed, waiting. I walked over slowly, still nervous, still uncertain about everything I was doing. The moment he pulled me down into his arms and kissed me, the nerves vanished. His tongue pushed into my mouth and I opened for it at once.

“I missed you,” he said against my lips.

“I couldn’t stop thinking about you the whole day,” I answered, and meant every word.

I slid down his body without being told and took his cock straight into my mouth. I wanted it. I wanted to make him come. I sucked the head, then pushed deeper, working my tongue along the underside while my hand stroked the base. Above me I heard the soft taps of a phone screen and the repeated shutter sound of photos being taken.

“My buddies back home wanna see what you look like,” he said when I glanced up.

I kept sucking, taking him as deep as I could, until his breathing roughened and he gripped my hair. He came hard, flooding my mouth with thick, salty pulses. I swallowed every drop, licked him clean, then sat back on my heels.

“Go shower and model the new stuff,” he told me. “I want pictures of each outfit.”

I did as ordered. After the shower I put on the pieces one by one while he photographed me. The last set was a shiny metallic purple corset laced tight around my waist, paired with matching stockings. The moment I stood in front of him fully dressed he was hard again. He grabbed my arm, yanked me onto the bed, bent me forward and slammed his cock into my arse in one brutal thrust. The sudden stretch tore a raw scream out of me, half pain, half pleasure.

“Oh fuck me, daddy. Fuck me, daddy!” I panted as he started pounding hard and fast.

He did not ease off. Every thrust slammed deep, his cock driving hard against my prostate and forcing another raw sound out of me. The wet slap of his hips against my arse filled the room, steady and brutal. I kept begging, the same words over and over, no shame left in my voice.

“Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me!”

He snarled like an animal. Both hands clamped around my waist, fingers digging into the stiff fabric of the corset hard enough to leave marks. He fucked me as if he meant to split me open. My head jerked forward and back with the force of each stroke. The bed frame creaked under us.

He leaned down and sank his teeth into the muscle of my shoulder. The sharp pain shot straight through me and made my hole clench tight around his cock. At the same time one of his hands slid forward and squeezed my gut, pressing down while he kept pounding without pause. The dual pressure, the stretch, the bite, the relentless rhythm, all of it pushed me further under. I could only push back to meet him and keep begging for more.

“FUCK!” he roared, and buried himself to the hilt. Hot cum erupted inside me in heavy spurts, flooding deep.

“Oh god, yes, daddy!” I gasped. “Fill me. Breed me!”

“Yes, raw is law baby. Yes.” He kept grinding through the last pulses, kissing the place he had bitten while I reached back and ran my fingers through his hair, holding him against me as he emptied everything he had.

We collapsed on the bed, me still in his arms.  Last night had taken its toll on both of us, and within seconds, we were falling asleep.  Just as my eyes allowed me to drift off, I heard him say, “I think I love you.”

“I think I love you too.” I told him, and sighed in contentment, allowing myself to be pulled tighter.  “I love you.”


Three

That night we went down to the restaurant for dinner. We had slept until about eight o’clock before hunger forced us out of bed. I started to take off the corset and stockings, but he stopped me.

“Just throw on some pants and a t-shirt,” he said.

I did as I was told. The dark, heavily boned corset showed clearly through the thin white t-shirt he had chosen for me. Every time I moved I felt the stiff structure pressing against my ribs. I was nervous about walking through the hotel like that, yet I did not question him.

We sat opposite each other in a quiet corner of the restaurant. He had ordered a salad for me and a burger for himself. I picked at the leaves while he ate.

“By the way, I don’t know your name,” I said.

“That’s right.” He nodded once and offered nothing more.

“Don’t you think I should?”

“Nope. To you, I’m daddy.”

“Yes… daddy.” I nodded. “But you never asked my name either.”

“I know your name. I already went through your things. I did that the first night, before we even met.” He spoke as if it were nothing. “I broke into your room, broke the lock, and searched everything while you were down at the bar.”

I swallowed hard. He watched the reaction on my face.

“I saw you at check-in. I was standing right behind you. When you went up in the lift I told the receptionist we were together and that I needed the room next to yours.”

“So you had this all planned?”

“Kinda. I saw you and decided I had to have you. You’re the most beautiful man I’ve ever seen, and that accent is pure heaven. I knew I was taking you, no matter what it took. This ain’t my first time. I’ve taken boys like you before. Most of them needed a lot more convincing than you did.”

“Convincing how?” I asked, already dreading the answer.

“Oh, a beatin’ usually does it.  I’m pretty good with a knife, so if it comes to that, I know where to cut to keep them looking pretty but get them understanding the situation.  Still, I learned my lesson after I got busted the first time.  First and last!”

“Learned how?”

“Well, let’s just say I have my ways of leaving without being found.”

He thought for a moment. “I got released about fifteen years ago. So yeah, about fifteen years. Only had the ranch for eight of them.”

“And these men are gay?”

He gave a short, booming laugh. “Well they are now. But no. They all start out like you. Straight, or convinced they’re going to stay straight. We show them different. I’ll tell you this for certain: we could take those boys off the smack, open the gates and give them a clear run, and not one of them would leave. Not for anything.”

I nodded. The strange part was that I understood. My stomach turned at the thought of going home to my wife and the life waiting for me. I knew I should want that. It was the right thing. Yet the idea of leaving him felt worse. I wanted to hand everything over and stay. I could not explain the shift.

Everyone questions themselves at some point during puberty. I had spent maybe a week wondering if I might be gay or bi. I tried gay porn and felt nothing. My cock stayed soft. If straight porn showed too much of the man I switched it off. It was not hatred. It simply did not work for me. Now the sight of his cock alone was enough to make me hard in seconds. One look and my body answered. I still did not understand why.

“I don’t understand any of this,” I admitted. “I don’t understand what changed.”

He did not laugh this time. He only nodded.

“Pleasure is more than just the act itself. It’s the atmosphere around it. The tension. By taking you by force I removed your choice. That first time you blanked out. That’s normal. After you rested and we did it again, you felt how good it actually was. You started wondering what else you might feel if you stopped fighting.

Now I dress you up, tell you what you are, put the scene in place. It charges you. You’re not just having sex anymore. You’re living inside it. And this kind of pleasure doesn’t have to be ten minutes a couple of nights a week. It can be constant. Day and night. Twenty-four hours. That’s what waits for you.

You’ll come home with me. You’ll be kept dressed, used, fucked, given drugs when it suits me, passed around when it suits me. That will be your life from then on. Permanent. No breaks. So it isn’t with a woman. So what? You’ll get sexual bliss without any of the ordinary consequences.

Your family will get over it. Families break. Fathers leave. If you had debts or kids who would actually suffer, I might have considered letting you go. You don’t. You’re comfortable. They’ll manage.”

I nodded slowly. It was obvious he had already decided everything.

“It seems you’ve already made the decision.”

“I have. You’re coming home with me, like it or not.”

“Then why wait?”

“Because I want you ready. I want the need built up inside you first. I want to give you hope and then take it away. I want to watch your face when I tell your wife the truth. That is the real pleasure for me. Watching a man’s entire life get stripped from him. You can’t imagine how it feels to see that look when the wife finally knows. Nothing beats it.”

He drew in a slow breath, then nodded at my plate.

“Eat up. I want to fuck that boy-pussy again.”

Before I could answer he leaned across the table and kissed me hard, tongue pushing into my mouth in full view of the other diners. I did not pull away. When he sat back my cock was already straining against the tight knickers under my trousers, and the stiff bones of the corset pressed into my ribs with every breath.

The next morning I was wrecked again. We had not slept. He had fucked me through the entire night and only stopped when the light started coming through the curtains. I was dozy and slow-moving. That was deliberate. He slept during the day so he could keep me up and use me all night. He wanted me like this: exhausted, soft-headed, easy to direct.

He told me to put on a bra with the knickers and stockings. I did it without argument even though I knew the outline would show under my work shirt. I only hoped people would mistake it for an undershirt.

At the office my work was worse than the day before. Emails started arriving from senior management asking for progress reports. That usually meant someone higher up was checking whether the money was being well spent. It was not.

After work I had another order: find a Sephora or Ulta and buy make-up. I knew nothing about it. The staff were ready to help. This time I did not bother hiding the truth. I told them it was for me. A non-binary employee came over.

“So what are we going for?” they asked. “Simple dress-up, or the pride parade this weekend?”

“I’ve never done this before. I was straight. Then I met a man. He’s… dominant.”

“Oh, lovely. And he’s opened things up for you?”

“Something like that.”

They noticed the outline of the bra under my shirt, glanced around, and asked, “May I?” I nodded. They eased the shirt open just enough to see the lacy pink cups.

“Very cute, honey. All right. I know what we need.”

I left with three hundred dollars of make-up, clear instructions for each product, and a link to a YouTube channel that walked crossdressers through application step by step.

Daddy was already waiting when I got back to the room. He did not waste time. He ordered me to strip, then pushed me to my knees. I took his cock into my mouth and sucked until he came. After that he bent me over the bed and fucked my arse hard and deep until he finished inside me again. We slept for a few hours afterwards.

When we woke he said, “I want you in make-up before dinner.”

I almost said I could not do it properly, then stopped myself. There was no point arguing. I would end up doing it anyway. If the people in the shop could manage it, so could I. I opened the YouTube channel and followed every step exactly. The result looked closer to full drag than everyday make-up. I had applied everything far too heavily.

I started to wipe it off and begin again, but he stopped me.

“You’re perfect like that. Put on the black lace teddy and some jeans. Nothing else.”

“Shouldn’t I wear a t-shirt over it?”

“No.”

“But…”

The look he gave me ended the sentence. I swallowed the rest of the protest. Outside it was hot and humid, so at least I would not freeze, but the lace of the teddy would be fully visible under the open jacket of the evening air and every light in the restaurant. I put the jeans on over the stockings and left the room with him, the heavy make-up still on my face and the corset-like structure of the teddy pressing against my ribs with every breath.

It had been my impression that we would simply go down to the hotel restaurant again, but daddy had other plans. In the lift an elderly couple stepped in, took one look at me and the lace of the black teddy showing clearly under the open jacket, and turned away with open disgust. The garment was satin-panelled and trimmed with heavy lace. There was no mistaking it for anything but lingerie.

We reached the ground floor. I started to turn towards the restaurant. He took my arm and pulled me the other way, past reception and out into the car park, straight to an old F-150 pickup.

“We’re going shopping for you,” he said as he started the engine. “Something pretty to wear out instead of jeans and suits. We’ll eat at the mall.”

He drove to a different, older, cheaper-looking mall than the one I had used before. People stared as he walked me from one women’s clothing shop to the next. He made me try on crop-tops, short skirts, dresses, everything as feminine as possible. He also picked out a few pairs of women’s trousers and blouses.

“Eventually you’ll wear these to the office,” he said, “until you’re ready to transition completely.”

I carried every bag. He carried nothing. When we finally sat down in a Chili’s he ordered for both of us without asking.

“Side salad and water for him.”

I asked why I was not allowed a proper meal.

“I like my boys extra skinny,” he answered.

After the mall I expected to head back to the hotel. Instead he drove several miles further and pulled into a run-down strip of shops. He stopped in front of an adult store, reached into one of the bags and took out a tiny black PVC micro-skirt.

“Take the jeans off. Put this on.”

I did it in the passenger seat, the plastic material barely covering anything. Then he produced a switchblade.

“Show me your arse.”

I turned and lifted the hem of the teddy. He pinched the fabric between the cheeks, slid the blade in carefully, and cut a neat hole large enough for easy access. The cool night air touched the newly exposed skin as he folded the knife away and nodded toward the adult store.

“Come on. We’re not finished yet.”

We walked into the store. It was busier than I expected. Daddy led me straight to the cash desk where a short, heavy woman with bright purple hair sat. She did not react to the way I was dressed. He paid for entry to the video booths and she waved us through a side door.

Beyond it was a large, dimly lit room broken up by rows of black cubicles. Porn played on screens inside each one. The place was crowded with men moving between the booths or standing in the narrow corridors. I was not the only person in women’s clothes. Another crossdresser stood near the far wall, but she barely glanced at me. If anything she looked annoyed, as if my presence would pull attention away from her.

I thought he would take me straight into a booth. Instead we walked the circuit slowly. Every few steps a different man reached out and touched me as I passed: a hand on my arse, fingers brushing the hole cut in the teddy, a brief squeeze of my thigh or the front of the PVC skirt. Daddy watched each contact and answered with a small smile and a nod, making it clear the touching was allowed.

“Is this safe?” I whispered.

“How do you mean?”

“I assume you’re going to let these men fuck me.”

“Yep.”

“What if they don’t want to wear protection?”

He gave a short chuckle and shook his head.

“That ain’t a worry for you no more,” he said, and left the words hanging as another hand slid under the hem of the micro-skirt and cupped my bare arse.

We stopped in a larger open room. Several sofas faced a big screen showing hard gay porn. Men were already on the sofas, some kissing, some touching each other. Daddy led me to the busiest one and told me to sit.

A scruffy older man beside me immediately ran his hands up my nylon-covered legs. He held his cock out toward my face. Daddy nodded once.

“Suck it.”

I bent over and took it into my mouth without delay. It was thick and already leaking. I sucked the head, then pushed lower, working him with my tongue while more hands found me from behind. Fingers squeezed my arse, tugged at the cut edges of the teddy, and pushed inside me. One, then two, stretching me open.

The first cock replaced the fingers. He shoved in hard and started fucking me in short, deep strokes while I kept sucking the man in front. When that one came, flooding my mouth with bitter come, another cock was pushed between my lips almost at once. Behind me the first man finished with a grunt and pulled out. Come ran down my thighs. A second cock slammed into the wet hole before I could close it.

The pattern continued for hours. I lost count of how many men used me. Some fucked my arse until they came deep inside. Others pulled out and shot across my back or the teddy. I swallowed load after load, the taste mixing until it was just constant salt and heat. My own cock stayed hard and untouched, dripping steadily onto the sofa. Whenever I slowed, daddy’s hand on the back of my head reminded me to keep going.

Daddy was not only watching. He fucked several of the men himself, bending them over the arm of a sofa or pushing them onto their knees. At one point I saw him take a thick cock from another heavily built man, sucking it with the same steady focus he used on me.

By the time he finally pulled me up I was soaked with come, my hole loose and leaking, the PVC skirt sticky and the stockings ruined. He led me back to the cash desk, still open and used, and bought two small bottles of Rush. Then he leaned closer to the purple-haired woman.

“You got anything stronger?”

She glanced around the shop, checking who might be listening.

“Looking to party?” she asked.

“Yeah.” He replied.

“I got some stuff.” She told him a number, and he handed over the cash, whilst she slid over a baggie of white powder, that I assumed was cocaine. 

“Got anything to slam this?” He asked her.

“Sure.” She said, pulling out some pull-off insulin needles.  Again, he paid her, then we left.

“What is that?” I asked in the car.

“Meth.” He replied.  “It’ll make you super horny, and make you go all night long.”

“I’m already fucked during the day.  I reckon I’ll be fired long before the three weeks is up.”

“All the better for me.” He mumbled.

The drugs hit fast as he press the needle into my arm. The meth burned through me in minutes. My skin felt too tight. Every nerve lit up. The constant ache in my arse turned into a raw need. Thought slowed. Resistance disappeared. I became simple and open, ready for whatever he decided next.

He stood in front of me in the dim corridor outside the booths, already hard again. Without a word he took my jaw in one hand, tilted my head back and pushed his cock between my lips. I opened for him at once. Instead of the expected come, a hot stream of piss flooded my mouth. The sharp, salty taste filled me. I did not pull away. I sealed my lips around the shaft and swallowed, taking every pulse as it came. The heat spread down my throat and into my stomach. Another spurt followed, then another. I kept swallowing, the compliance absolute, the act itself feeding the drug-driven hunger rather than revolting me. When the flow finally slowed I stayed on my knees, mouth still open, tongue out, waiting for whatever he wanted to give next.

At around three in the morning he gave me another shot. The fresh wave of the drug hit hard and wiped away whatever was left of clear thought. He kept fucking my arse in steady, deep strokes while he asked what the time was back home.

“Nine in the morning,” I answered.

“Kids at school?”

“Yes.”

“Wife?”

“Working from home.”

He drove in harder.

“I could make you call her right now. I could make you video-call her. I could ruin you in front of her.”

“I know.” My voice was flat. I was too high to care about any of it.

“But I won’t. Not while you’re like this. I want you clear-headed when it happens. I want to see the exact look in your eyes when your life gets taken apart.”

“Ruin me, daddy,” I begged. “Ruin me completely.”

“I will, honey. Don’t you worry, babygirl. I will.”

Around us the orgy never stopped. Men took turns on me without pause. One after another they pushed into my already flooded arse. Whenever someone rolled a condom on first I reached back, gripped the base of his cock and stripped the latex off before he could fully enter.

“No,” I said, voice thick from the drugs and the constant use. “Cum in me. Please. I need it.”

Most of them obeyed. They shoved back in bare and fucked hard until they came deep inside, adding another load to the mess already leaking out of me. Thick cum ran down my thighs and soaked the sofa. I stayed on my hands and knees or rolled onto my back with my legs pulled wide, taking every cock that was offered. When one man finished and pulled out I begged for the next before the emptiness could last more than a few seconds. The drug kept me open and hungry. The stretch and the wet heat never let up.

Daddy stayed close the whole time. Sometimes he fucked me himself between the strangers. Sometimes he simply held my head steady while another man used my mouth or my arse. At one point he leaned right down to my ear while a thick cock was driving into me from behind and whispered, low and certain,

“Raw is law.”

I nodded against the cushion, pushed back to take the stranger deeper, and kept begging for more cum as the next man lined up and slid in bare.

The next day at work I was jittery and looked like hell. Another night without real sleep left my eyes red and my hands unsteady. On top of that I was wearing clear women’s trousers and a fitted blouse. The lacy bralette showed through the thin fabric every time I moved. By mid-morning I was called into the CFO’s office and told to explain myself.

I thought fast.

“Part of my test of the company is how well corporate guidelines are actually followed,” I said. “I find that companies which ignore their own stated values are usually the ones that struggle to control costs in other areas.”

The CFO snorted. “Oh please. We pride ourselves on this stuff. Hell, we’re even sponsoring the pride event this weekend.”

“And yet every single executive in this company is male. Only one is Black,” I answered. He had no immediate reply. “Results are not always immediate. I need time. I think I’ve already covered my fee in the savings I found.”

The old man let out a long breath and finally nodded.

“All right. But I have to say this is mighty strange. That said, I won’t argue with results. You still need to start delivering more of them. That five mil is useful, but it won’t change much if we can’t shore up the bottom line.”

I left the office and closed the door behind me. The relief hit at once. Somehow I had just made it possible to walk around the building in women’s clothes as an outside consultant. Now I actually had to produce some work that would keep them from looking too closely again.


Four

By the day of the parade I had somehow kept my job and kept my wife completely unaware of what I was doing, while every night I sank deeper. Each evening after work Daddy took me back to the dark rooms. I spent hours on my knees or bent over, taking cock after cock, swallowing load after load until my stomach felt heavy with it. Cum ran down my chin and my thighs without pause.

On Friday evening he dressed me for something different. A tiny red lace bralette that barely covered my chest, red open-crotch knickers, red hold-up stockings, and shiny black PVC thigh-high boots with high heels. The lace tops of the stockings sat above the boots. I lay there on the bed as he prepared the syringe, the one used between him, me and a couple of guys in the club. I just extended my arm, jittery and desperate for the rush and the high it gave me. Our eyes locked as it slid into my arm and he smiled at me.

“Get you good and high.” He said.

“Thank you Daddy.” I squeaked, then moaned as the high hit, arousal kicking in immediately.

After that, he handed me a small handbag that held only a pack of cigarettes and a lighter, then drove me to a truck stop on the edge of the city.

“Stand there and smoke,” he said. “When you’re not smoking, you’d better be with a customer.”

He parked the truck where he could watch the whole time. I stood under the yellow lights near the pumps, the night air cool on my bare arse and the open crotch of the knickers. I had never smoked before. The first drag made my head spin and my stomach turn, but I kept the cigarette going because that was the signal.

Truckers pulled in under the harsh yellow lights, looked me over from the boots up, and most of them did not care that I was a man in women’s underwear. Some of them liked it more because of it. They paid in cash, folded notes pressed into my hand.

For ten dollars I dropped to my knees on the rough gravel. The stones bit into my skin. I opened my mouth and took whatever cock was pushed between my lips. Some were already hard and leaking. Others thickened while I sucked. I worked them with my tongue and throat until they came, swallowing every pulse of thick, bitter cum before the next man stepped up.

For twenty dollars I turned around, braced my hands against a truck door or the brick wall of the restroom block, and spread my legs. They shoved into my arse bare. Raw was law. No one asked. No one offered a condom. They fucked me hard and fast, hips slamming against the PVC of the boots and the open-crotch knickers, filling me with hot loads that ran straight back out and down my thighs the moment they pulled free. Another trucker was usually already waiting.

All night the pattern repeated. My knees scraped raw on the gravel. My jaw locked and ached from the constant cock. My hole stayed stretched and leaking, a steady drip of mixed cum coating the insides of the stockings. The red lace bralette was damp with sweat. The cigarettes made me nauseous but I kept smoking them between customers because that was the rule.

Whenever the pack ran empty I walked back to the F-150. Daddy sat behind the wheel in the dark, window down, watching the whole time. He handed me a fresh pack without speaking and waited until I returned to the same spot under the lights.

By the time the sky began to lighten I had lost count of the men. Mouth and arse had both been used without a break. Cum stained the gravel around my boots and soaked the crotch of the knickers. I brought the night’s cash to the truck. Daddy counted it slowly, nodded once, and looked satisfied with the take.

I was allowed to sleep when we got back to the hotel, but by noon Daddy shook me awake. I had to start preparing for the parade. He would be in full leathers. I was to wear a pink tulle mini-dress, stockings and heels. He had not given me a wig, but he made it clear he wanted to see me as a blonde.

On the way to the event he pulled into the gay district and stopped at a salon. He walked me straight to the chair and spoke to the stylist.

“Bleach his hair blonde. I know it’s still short, but style it as feminine as you can.”

Then he paused and added, “Do you do piercings?”

“Ears?” the stylist asked.

“Yeah. Something girly. Pink studs.”

“Sure.”

I sat through the bleach, the cut and the styling. When that was finished the same man pierced both of my earlobes and fitted small pink studs. After that he painted my nails with hardened pink gel that had glitter mixed through it. The finish was permanent enough that ordinary remover would not take it off.

We left the salon with my hair bright blonde and shaped around my face, ears newly pierced, and nails gleaming. In the truck Daddy looked me over and said,

“I want you to start speaking like that guy did.”

“How do you mean? I’m British.”

“No, you idiot.” He chuckled. “I meant camp. From now on you only speak camp.”

I switched my voice at once, higher and softer.

“Oh, I see. Yes, daddy, of course, daddy.”

“Nice. I like that. I don’t ever want to hear your normal voice again. Get used to this one.”

“But I still speak to my wife on the phone.”

He grinned.

“Yeah, I know. Get her ready for your coming out.”

It still had not fully hit me that he was serious about ending my marriage and taking me away for good. Part of me clung to the idea that everything would somehow return to normal, that I would board a plane home and step back into family life as if none of this had happened. I wanted that to be true. At the same time another part of me hoped he meant every word.

The parade itself was loud and crowded and mostly good-natured. A few people shouted insults from the pavements, but the bulk of the crowd treated it like an open-air party. I had already told my wife the event was on. She had thought it was fine that I planned to go and even dress up a little in support. So when my phone buzzed with an incoming FaceTime call from her I froze for a second, then cancelled it and typed a quick message.

“I’m at the pride parade.”

“I wanna see how you dressed up,” she replied. I had mentioned I might buy something to wear.

Daddy’s voice was quiet and final beside me.

“Call her back. Show her. And remember what I told you about your voice.”

I rang her. The moment the video connected and she saw the blonde hair, the pink tulle mini-dress, the make-up and the heels she burst out laughing.

“Oh my god, I didn’t think you’d go all out! Show me the whole thing.”

I turned the phone so she could see me from head to toe. She kept giggling.

“You look unbelievable!”

“Thanks,” I answered in the higher, softer voice he had ordered me to use.

“It looks busy there.”

“It is. Loads of people.”

“And you’re putting on the voice too. Just don’t piss anyone off.”

“I won’t, honey.”

Daddy’s hand closed hard on my arse cheek while I was still on the call. I told her I was low on data and needed to go. She said goodbye cheerfully. In the same second Daddy stepped into the frame, licked a long stripe up the side of my face and fixed his mouth on my neck, sucking hard enough to leave a mark. My wife’s expression changed. I ended the call at once.

A text arrived almost immediately.

“Who was that?”

“Just some guy who was trying to be funny,” I typed.

“Boundaries!”

Daddy read the messages over my shoulder.

“Write back that you liked it. That you encouraged it.”

“I can’t.”

“You can.”

I swallowed and typed the words he wanted.

“Actually I kind of liked it and let him keep doing it. Do you mind?”

Her reply came fast.

“I hope you are joking…”

“Tell her you aren’t,” Daddy said. “Tell her you might be bi.”

I did as ordered.

“I’m not joking. I think I might be bi.”

There was a long pause before her next message appeared.

“And yet you’re still married. I’m bi but I don’t go off fucking other women.”

“He just kissed me. We’re not fucking.”

“Whatever…”

I stared at the screen. Daddy took the phone from my hand, locked it, and slipped it into his own pocket.

“Good start,” he said. “We’ll give her more later.”

And that was it, done. She didn’t reply, but that one word made it clear what she thought.  I decided not to let it bring me down, instead, I chose to enjoy the parade.  After the parade ended, we were invited to a PnP event.  I wasn’t sure what that was until we arrived to find a group of men and trannies in a large room fucking, and injecting meth. 

He took a syringe from somebody and prepared another batch.  “Hold out your arm.” He said.

“I don’t think I should be sharing that.” I replied.

“I told you, that ain’t a concern for you no more.  I already sorted you there.”

I watched him inject me as I shivered with fear.  Once the drug hit though, my worries disappeared. 

We fucked all night. At some point someone pulled out a phone and started recording, saying the footage would end up on Pornhub. I did not care. Cock filled both my mouth and my arse without a break. I took every load that was offered.

We only made it back to the hotel around ten on Sunday morning because Daddy had to check out of his own room. He moved his bag into mine. Once the door was locked he stripped me of the parade clothes, laid me on the bed in fresh white lingerie (bra, open-crotch knickers, stockings, garter belt and a matching satin-and-lace robe) and fucked me slowly for a long time.

“I’m so looking forward to you being my wife,” he said against my mouth.

“Me too,” I answered. The fears from the day before had gone quiet. He had promised everything would be all right and I believed him.

We lay together afterwards, my make-up still on, the white lace still in place. He kissed me once more, then reached for his phone.

“It’s time.”

“For what?”

“To end your marriage.”

I watched him open a new message and select my wife’s number.

“I took it out of your phone while you were high,” he said. He began attaching photo after photo and several videos of me in lingerie, on my knees, taking cock, covered in cum. I begged him not to send them.

“Sorry, but I warned you.” He pressed send. “Now FaceTime her and introduce me.”

“I don’t even know your name.”

“You know I’m daddy. That’s enough.”

I picked up my own phone with shaking hands and called her. It was late there but she answered at once. The moment the video connected and she saw me in bed beside him, still in the white lingerie, her face was already wet with tears. She nodded once.

“You want him, you have him.” Then she ended the call before I could speak.

Daddy took my phone, scrolled through the contacts and started forwarding the same photos and videos to my parents, my siblings, and half a dozen other numbers.

“Just to make sure,” he said. I only nodded.

“Sure.”

“Don’t be like that. This is only the start. Think about all the fun we’re going to have back on the ranch. You’re going to be a proper little fuckdoll for me and my buddies. You’ll see.”

Seeing me broken turned him on more than anything else had. He pushed me onto my back, spread my legs and fucked me hard while I still cried. I finally understood there was no way back, and the worst part was that I no longer wanted one.

“Take me, daddy,” I sobbed.

“I’ve already taken you. You’re mine.”

My phone buzzed on the bedside table. It was my boss. The message was short. My services were no longer required. The contract was terminated with immediate effect. He had also called the hotel and cancelled the company payment for the room from the following day.

Daddy read it over my shoulder and smiled.

“Looks like you’re coming home with me sooner rather than later. Don’t worry. We’ll make good use of tonight.”

He kept thrusting, slow and deep, while the last pieces of my old life finished collapsing around us.

Once he had cum inside me, he made me change into a pink PVC crop-top and matching miniskirt, then had me gather up all my male clothes into one bag and female clothes into another.  We then headed out to his pickup truck where he took the bags and threw them inside.

“Take your rental.  We’ll return it to the airport so we don’t need to do it later.  I’ll pick you up there.  I need to go score some heroin for you.” He said.

“Yes daddy.” I said with my effeminate lisp.

As I drove, my phone rang. It was my wife.

“So, is that it?” she asked. Her voice was steady but I could hear the anger underneath. “I see he even texted my parents. They want nothing more to do with you.”

“I’m sorry.”

“How did this happen?”

I told her everything, from the first night in the hotel to the parade, the videos, the messages. I did not leave anything out. When I finished I added that I would not be able to sleep with her again even if she somehow wanted me to. She let out a long breath.

“I can’t believe you would throw everything away like this. I don’t expect you to contest the divorce. I’ll be applying for sole custody with zero visitation rights. Is that understood?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

“I hope you enjoy your new life, you fucking disgrace. You make me sick.”

The line went dead.

I returned the hire car as instructed, then sat in the place Daddy had told me to wait. While I sat there I opened a new message to my wife and typed out every password, every account number, every login she would need. I sent the long text, then deleted the banking apps from my phone one by one so I could no longer reach any of it.

When he finally arrived to pick me up, he said nothing.  We drove in silence until we ended up at the adult store once again.  “I couldn’t score any good smack, so got you some meth again.  Ain’t a problem.  Meth is good enough and will make you nice and skinny.”  He shot me up whilst we were in the truck, then led me into the store, and straight into the darkrooms.  Instantly, I was so horny that the first man I saw I began grinding up against.  Without hesitation, the fat ugly man grinned and pulled out his short, fat cock.  I dropped to my knees and slobbered over it, moaning as I sucked on it. 

Behind me, I was being pulled by the hips, encouraged to make my arse available.  I did, allowing someone to press up into me.  “Oh yeah.” I moaned, feeling the stranger take my arsehole. 

“How’s it feel?” Daddy asked.  “Knowing I turned you in less than a week?” And with that, I watched him walk away. 

I never saw him after that.  I supposed there was no ranch.  But I couldn’t turn back anymore.  He had my phone, he had my wallet, my ID.  He had everything.  All I had was my mouth, my ass, and a bag of whore clothes which he’d taken inside and left by my side. 

I left the store with the bag over my shoulder and started walking back toward the hotel. I had no money left. One of the men from the adult shop offered me a lift and I accepted. When we reached the entrance the staff looked me up and down in the pink tulle dress, the make-up and the heels. I gave them my name. They did not believe me.

“It doesn’t matter anyway,” one of them said. “That gentleman checked out earlier. The room’s cleared.”

I had nothing: no cash, no ID, no phone credit, no place to sleep. There was only one thing left that I knew how to do. I walked the few miles to the local truck stop. I already knew the first money I earned would not go on food or a bed. It would go on cigarettes and meth.

I was almost at the pumps when I saw the familiar F-150. Daddy sat behind the wheel, window down, cigarette in hand, watching me approach. He had known exactly where I would go. He had only wanted to see whether I would do it without being told.

“I thought you’d abandoned me,” I said.

“My sexy little slut? No way.” He flicked ash out the window. “I just needed to make sure you were capable of being a dirty little whore on your own if I ever wanted you to. Get in. You’re gonna love living with me. You’re gonna be fucked day and night.”

I climbed into the passenger seat, pulled the belt across and clicked it shut.

“Thank you, daddy.”

This was the end of the last business trip, the end of the corporate suits and the flights home. What waited now was the ranch, the other men, the constant use, the life of a kept sissy slut. I looked at him and felt nothing but relief that he had claimed me the way he had.

On the long drive to the ranch Daddy kept the phone screen in front of my face, forcing me to watch sissy hypnosis videos on a continuous loop. Between clips he made me slam meth. The rush kept me wide awake and aching for cock. At one truck stop he disappeared for twenty minutes and came back with a small bag of heroin. We both used it in the cab, the heavy warmth spreading through us while we kissed and eventually slumped against each other in a dazed half-sleep.

The ranch itself was a rundown collection of buildings, everything coated in dirt and neglect. The other sissies were overweight and plain. The men were thin, gap-toothed and rough-looking. None of it put me off. I wanted it.

The moment my boots touched the dirt, hands clamped onto me from every side. They ripped me away from the truck, threw me face-down onto the packed earth and tore the pink tulle dress apart. Fabric shredded. The white lingerie underneath was yanked open or cut away with knives. Before I could draw a full breath two cocks were forced into me at once: one slamming into my arse, the other driving deep into my throat until I gagged and choked around it. Daddy stayed by the truck, cigarette glowing, watching the whole thing with calm interest.

There were more than thirty men. They formed a rough circle and took me in shifts without mercy or pause. They fucked my mouth until my jaw locked and spit and pre-come ran down my chin. They fucked my arse until the hole was loose and bleeding and still they kept going. When one finished he simply pulled out and the next shoved in. Some used both ends at the same time. Others pissed on me while I was being used, hot streams hitting my face, my hair, the open hole they were stretching. I was forced to swallow mouthfuls of it between cocks.

They beat me while they fucked. Fists to the ribs, open-handed slaps across the face, belts across the backs of my thighs and arse until the skin welted and split. Someone brought out a cattle prod and pressed it to my inner thighs and the underside of my cock, the shocks making me thrash and clench while they laughed and kept thrusting. My hair was pulled until clumps came out in their fists. They spat in my eyes and forced me to thank them for it in the high camp voice Daddy had ordered me never to drop.

Hours blurred. They kept me high the entire time, meth snorted off the backs of dirty hands, more heroin cooked in spoons and injected into the veins of my arms and the tops of my feet. The drugs turned the pain into something distant and almost sweet. I stopped fighting. I stopped even trying to close my mouth or my hole. When they ordered me to push back I pushed back. When they ordered me to beg for more piss or more cock I begged in the soft, girlish voice until my throat was raw.

They treated me like livestock. Between turns they left me tied with rope around my wrists and ankles, face in the dirt, arse still leaking their loads. They pissed on me as they walked past. One of them shoved the neck of a beer bottle into my hole and left it there while he ate. Another used a length of hose and filled my guts with water until my belly swelled and I was forced to hold it or take a beating. When I finally could not hold it they made me clean the mess with my tongue while the others watched and stroked themselves ready for the next round.

Night came and they still had not finished. Torches and the headlights of trucks lit the ground. They dragged me from man to man, sometimes making me crawl on hands and knees with a leash around my neck, sometimes carrying me by the arms and legs like a piece of meat. Every orifice stayed full. Cum mixed with piss and blood and dirt until I could not tell one fluid from another. My own cock stayed hard from the drugs even when they stepped on it or twisted it or burned it with cigarette ends.

Daddy finally walked over when the sky was starting to lighten. He looked down at what was left of me, still on the ground, still being used by two men at once, and nodded once.

“That’s my good little wife,” he said, and the men around him laughed. He did not stop them. He simply lit another cigarette and waited his turn.

At night I was sent to sleep with a group of the other sissies. Five of us shared one filthy mattress on the floor of a back room. Sleep was rare. Most nights we got high first, meth or whatever else was going around, then we fucked until none of us could move. Bodies tangled together in the dark, cocks in mouths and arses, hands stroking, someone always coming, someone always starting again. The air stayed thick with the smell of sweat, cum and unwashed skin.

After a few weeks they started letting me fuck as well as be fucked. I took the other sissies the same way the men took me, hard and without care, while the rest of the group watched or joined in. We laughed between rounds, made stupid jokes, argued over the last of a bag, then went straight back to using each other. Nobody left the mattress for long. Nobody bothered to wash properly. The sheets were stiff with dried fluids. The room itself stank so badly that new arrivals gagged, but after a few days the smell just became part of the air we breathed.

Days followed the same pattern. Get high. Eat whatever was thrown at us. Fuck. Get high again. Piss on whoever was closest when the need hit. Eat more. Film another scene when one of the men brought a camera in and ordered us into positions. The videos paid for the drugs and the food. Everything else was just an endless fuckfest with no schedule and no end in sight.

I loved every second of it. The constant haze, the permanent ache in my hole, the taste of other people’s cum and piss, the way my body no longer belonged to me. It was simple. It was filthy. It was exactly what I had become.

The End


Sexuality Swap

One

It was a mistake, obviously. None of us had meant to go into such a bar, but we thought it was a brothel. When you see the words Sex, XXX, and Fuck-fun on the windows, you think it’s a brothel, right? And given we were five drunk guys on a lad’s night out, what else were we supposed to think? I had promised my friends a fun night in my city, a fun weekend, actually, and I thought that was what I was going to give them. It was my duty, they were the ones who flew out to me. But no, I hadn’t expected this.

The bar was not a brothel. It was a huge complex erotic cinema, with glory hole cabins, a huge dark space where anything could happen, and a large cinema-type area with double seats, PVC covered beds, and a massive screen playing all different types of porn, but mainly gay porn.

I was fucking embarrassed. However, before I had chance to apologise, perhaps I was saved. Three hot women in lingerie entered the cinema area and were looking around. Men were walking over, like bees to honey, but these women wanted something else, someone classier. They spotted us and came over.

Without a word, these women were making out with three of my friends, leave me and Matt to stand watch. Then they broke off and came over to us and kissed us too. The boys were smiling. Perhaps they’d get to fuck and not have to pay for it.

“Got more friends?” I asked the girls, and they nodded with a cheeky smile, twisting their fingers at us.

We followed them like dogs to food. We walked out into the darker area, where in the slightest of light we were introduced to three more women. Six hotties, ready to go. Yes, this was our night!

Soon, our pants were down and cocks in warm, expert mouths. This was the best fucking blowjob I’d had in my life, and from the looks on my friend’s faces, they felt the same way. Then once we were wet and hard, all the girls turned, bent over and pulled at their thongs, like some form of synchronised dance. We reached across to a condom holder, each sheathing our cocks, and then presented to the women.

“The ass?” Darren asked his girl, and she nodded.

Grinning, Darren pushed forwards, as did everyone else, but something didn’t sit right with me. Why did all the girls want it in the ass? Was this some form of bizarre kink? No, I had a feeling these gorgeous girls were not altogether girls. So I reached down whilst the others weren’t looking and grabbed at my girl’s crotch. Her head turned to look at me, a smirk on her face, before she winked, daring me to tell the others that she had a cock.

I now had two choices. I could tell the others and probably have them kill me, or I could play dumb and fuck my girl. My cock was hard, I was horny, and there was a smooth asshole in front of me.

I chose the second option. My hand stayed on that unexpected bulge for a second longer than it should have, feeling the weight and the heat of it through the thin material of her thong. She pushed back against my fingers, just enough to make it clear she knew exactly what I had found and that she didn’t care. The others were already buried deep, grunting and thrusting, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the dark space. Matt had his head thrown back, eyes closed. Darren was muttering something filthy under his breath. No one was looking at me.

I lined up and pushed in.

She was tight, tighter than I expected, and she made a soft, low sound when the head of my cock stretched her open. I kept going until my hips met her arse. The condom made everything a little distant, but not distant enough. I could still feel the heat of her, the way her body gripped me. She rocked back, taking me deeper, and I started to move.

Around us the others were lost in it. The six of them were taking it without complaint, pushing back onto the cocks that filled them. One of the girls reached between her own legs and stroked herself while she was being fucked. Another turned her head and kissed the man behind her, messy and open-mouthed. The air smelled of sweat and rubber and sex.

My girl, my not-girl, kept her head turned just enough that I could see the edge of that smirk. She reached back with one hand and gripped my thigh, pulling me in harder. I gave her what she wanted. I fucked her properly, deep and steady, the way I would have fucked any woman who asked for it. My hands stayed on her hips. I didn’t reach around again. I didn’t need to. I already knew.

The longer it went on, the less it mattered. My friends were happy. The night was still happening. And my cock was still hard inside her. I told myself that was enough. I told myself I was just finishing what I started.

She clenched around me when I came, milking every pulse out of me through the condom. I stayed buried for a few seconds longer than the others, breathing hard against the back of her neck. When I finally pulled out she straightened up slowly, turned, and kissed me once on the mouth. Her tongue was soft. Her lipstick left a smear on my lip.

Then she leaned in close and spoke so only I could hear.

“You can tell them later if you want,” she said. “Or you can come back tomorrow night and find out what else we do here.”

She stepped away before I could answer. The others were already pulling their trousers up, laughing, clapping each other on the back, talking about how lucky we were. No one noticed the way I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. No one noticed that I was still hard.

Once the guys were done, they no longer wanted to stay in a place where guys were watching, wanking, even bothering us, whilst we fucked these goddesses.

“I just need a piss,” I told them as they headed to street-level.

The bathroom was surprisingly clean considering the type of place it was, and not that busy. I walked up to the long urinal and let out a stream of piss, feeling relief at the fact that my friends hadn’t found out these women were transsexuals. It was as I was thinking about this that the girl I’d just fucked walked in and smiled at me. She stood next to me and pulled her cock from her panties, pissing.

“That was great,” she said, her voice deep, masculine with an attempt to be feminine.

“Erm, yeah, thanks. And thanks for not letting on to my friends.”

“I bet they knew,” she told me. “None of them will admit to each other that they just fucked transvestites. Their egos are too fragile.”

“So, you’re not transsexuals?”

“Nope. Just very passable crossdressers.” She laughed. We’d both finished pissing, but we were still stood there with our cocks out. Except where mine was softening and below average, hers was getting harder, and was huge and fat.

“I’m Tori,” she said, gently stroking her cock.

“Cam,” I replied softly, not able to take my eyes off that beast of a dick.

“You can touch it if you like?” she said.

Why would I want to touch it? I wasn’t gay and certainly had no interest in dicks, but there was something just so special about this one. Additionally, I was not much of a taker. Whenever I had an orgasm and the girl I was with hadn’t, I felt guilty. Without thinking, I reached over and grabbed it, amazed that I had my whole fist around her and there was still so much there.

“You’re huge,” I gasped. “You’re so big.”

She grinned more, but it was not arrogance, more appreciation of my words. “Thanks Cam, you’re sweet.” Then her hand found mine as I slowly wanked her, and she peeled my fingers off her dick. “But your friends are waiting for you, and given your accents, I guess you are all tourists.”

I don’t know why, but I felt like I had to correct her. “No! No. I’m not. They are, but I live here.”

“Really?” Hope in her voice, hope I shouldn’t have been giving her.

“Yes, and work here.”

“Single?”

“Yep.”

“Cool. Then maybe we’ll see each other here again someday?”

No, definitely not. “Maybe,” I said, reaching for her dick again, and pulling her to me. I held it tight as I kissed her, then let go.

Her cock stayed thick in my grip even after I stopped moving my hand. The skin was smooth, almost polished, and the head was already slick. I could feel the pulse under my fingers. Tori didn’t push me away this time. She just watched my face while I stared down at what I was holding.

The bathroom door stayed shut. No one else came in. The only sounds were the faint thump of music from the main floor and the soft wet noise of my hand starting to move again. I told myself I was only returning the favour. She had let me fuck her. She had kept the secret. This was fair.

My own cock twitched once, half-hearted, then stayed soft. That didn’t matter. Hers filled my fist completely. When I tightened my grip she made a low sound in her throat, the same sound she had made earlier when I pushed into her arse.

“You’re not going to finish me off here,” she said, voice still low. “Your mates will come looking.”

I nodded but didn’t let go. I gave her three more slow strokes, thumb sliding over the head, then forced myself to release her. My palm felt empty. Tori tucked herself back into her panties with care, the bulk of her still obvious under the thin material.

She stepped in close again. This time she didn’t wait for me to move. She kissed me properly, tongue pushing past my lips, one hand resting on the front of my trousers where I was soft. When she pulled back she left another smear of lipstick on my mouth.

“You know where we are,” she said. “If you change your mind about ‘maybe’.”

I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand the same way I had earlier and walked out without answering. The corridor felt colder. My friends were already at the bottom of the stairs, shouting up for me to hurry the fuck up. I joined them on the street and let them talk over each other about how good the night had been. None of them asked why I was quiet. None of them noticed the way I kept flexing the hand that had held her.

The cool air outside hit me like a wall. It was minus nine outside and we’d just left a warm place, and honestly, I was still pretty shit-faced from the tonnes of beer and vodka I’d had. As we walked to find the next bar and perhaps a bite to eat, the guys all laughed about the fact that they’d fucked hot Central European chicks and not had to pay a penny, whereas I couldn’t get Tori’s cock out of my head. I wondered what it felt like to suck.

The cold bit through my jacket. My ears stung. Every time one of them slapped me on the back or shouted something about “proper Eastern European arse,” the image of that thick, heavy cock in my hand came back sharper. The weight of it. The heat. The way the head had already been wet before I even touched it. I kept seeing myself on my knees in that bathroom, mouth open, taking it. The thought made my stomach twist, but it also made my soft cock twitch once inside my trousers.

We found a place that was still open and loud enough that no one would notice if I stayed quiet. I ordered a huge burger and a large water. The room was spinning and I knew that if I had a drop more to drink, I’d throw up. The more I ate though, and the more water I had, the more sober I became. Suddenly, I wasn’t thinking about Tori’s cock positively, but rather I was wondering what the fuck was wrong with me to begin with. Heck, I’d come close to fucking her without a condom, what if I had? What if I caught something?

The burger sat heavy in my gut. Grease on my fingers. I wiped them on a napkin and drank more water. The spinning slowed. The laughter around the table started to sound thin. Darren was still going on about how tight his girl had been. Matt claimed he’d made his scream. None of them mentioned the way every single one of those “girls” had wanted it in the arse. None of them mentioned how deep their voices had been when they spoke.

I stared at the half-eaten burger and felt the first real wave of shame. I had held another man’s cock. I had stroked it. I had kissed her with the taste of her lipstick still on my mouth and that thick shaft in my fist. I had wondered what it would feel like to suck it. Properly. To open my throat and take as much as I could. The thought made my face heat up even in the cold air that still clung to my clothes.

As I sobered up, I began to relax somewhat. The weekend was almost over, the guys would fly back to the UK, and I wouldn’t have to see them again for a few months. I could go back to my normal life, find a girlfriend, do all the things a heterosexual young man does. Go to work. Hit the gym. Swipe on apps for actual women. Forget the bathroom, the weight of that cock, the way Tori had looked at me when she said I knew where to find her.

I told myself it was the drink. The heat of the place. The fact that I hadn’t come properly in weeks before that night. Anything except the simple truth that part of me had wanted to drop to my knees right there at the urinal and find out how much of her I could fit in my mouth.

I finished the water. Ordered another. The guys started talking about taxis back to the hotel. I nodded along, laughed when they expected me to laugh, and kept my hands under the table so no one would see the way my fingers still remembered the exact thickness of what they had held.


Two

Tori played on my mind a lot the week that followed. Look, regardless of her cock and lack of actual boobs, she was amazingly good looking. Long mahogany flowing locks, likely a wig, but it suited her. Wide green eyes expertly accentuated by perfectly applied eyeliner and smoky shadow. She was slim, with rounder hips, but tall, sexy as a woman. Long, smooth, slender legs which would have been well-placed on a supermodel. Yeah, I was obsessed, but I was straight. I was too scared to go back there, and why would I? It was clearly a gay sex club.

I searched for her though. I searched Instagram, searching the nearby locations to the club to see if she posted. Nothing. Searched Tori TV, Tori CD, Tori TS, Tori anything, and still found nothing. She was a ghost, but I knew she was a regular there, because she said she hoped to see me again.

The easiest solution for me would be to go back to the cinema thing and find her, but I simply didn’t want to do that. I was straight. I wasn’t going to actively seek her out there.

And yet, I found myself frequenting bars and restaurants near the club, usually in the hours leading up to the evening, the time when people went out partying. I hoped the girls would come in to have a few drinks before getting laid, but no such luck. I sat alone at tables by the window, nursing one beer for an hour, watching the door every time it opened. Every tall woman with dark hair made my pulse jump. None of them were her. None of them had that same walk, that same quiet confidence. I left each place feeling emptier than when I arrived.

For the next two weeks, I tried so hard not to think about Tori. I tried to focus on real women, even going on a few one-night stands. But as I fucked these women, all I could think about was Tori’s beautiful face, and her huge cock. The first girl was from work. Pretty enough, good body. I got hard, got inside her, and halfway through I closed my eyes and saw that thick shaft in my fist again. I finished too fast and felt sick afterwards. The second one was from an app. Same thing. The third time I couldn’t even stay hard. She asked if everything was all right. I lied and said I was tired. I left before she could ask again.

Eventually, after an evening of drinking, I decided I needed to go back to the cinema. I was in no position to drive, so took a taxi and then headed inside.

The huge complex was bigger than I thought. I walked all over looking for the girls, for Tori in particular. It was a Thursday night, so the place wasn’t as busy as it was on the weekend I was last there, so it was possible she wouldn’t be there at all. The cinema screens were still running, the beds half empty, a few men already half-naked and stroking themselves in the dark corners. I ignored them. I kept moving.

There was no sign of her. It was possible that she was in the dark area, given I couldn’t see the hand in front of my face. I decided to walk in there and look around, try to see anything I could. The air was warmer in here, thicker. The smell of sex and rubber hit me harder than it had the first time. My eyes adjusted slowly. Shapes moved. Soft sounds. Someone on their knees. Someone bent over. I kept walking, heart thumping, telling myself I was only looking. Telling myself that if I found her I would just talk. Nothing more.

Hands reached out, touching my arms, squeezing my bum, but I couldn't see who was doing it. Suddenly, a hand grabbed my wrist and pulled on it, and before I knew it, my hand was on a dick. It wasn’t Tori’s though, of that I was sure. This was smaller, thinner.

I was drunk and in a place where I had gone to be with a crossdresser. I had worked my way up to it psychologically. If I went home with no new experience this time, I’d be depressed. So I stood there, rubbing this guy’s dick, until he pushed on my shoulders and I dropped to my knees.

The floor was hard under my knees. The air smelled stronger down here. The feeling of taking a dick in my mouth wasn’t as weird as I thought it would be. The head was warm, soft, but the shaft was hard as stone. I closed my lips around it and moved my head the way I thought a woman would. Saliva ran down my chin almost straight away. But try as I might, or he might, I couldn’t get it into my throat. Every time the head pushed against the back of my mouth I gagged and pulled back. The man said nothing, but after trying a couple of times to skull fuck me, he pulled out and walked away, leaving me confused. If this man hated my blow-jobs, how would Tori feel?

Fuck. I needed to train.

Thankfully, I was still on my knees, and somehow, another man found me. His dick was soft as it entered my mouth, which was actually kind of nice. Bit by bit, it grew and once it was up, it was huge, almost as big as Tori’s. Thick enough that my jaw already ached. I kept my eyes shut. That made it easier. This time, I used my nose to breathe and tried swallowing as the cock hit my throat, forcing myself not to choke. My eyes watered. My throat burned. But I stayed there. Bizarrely, I was able to take more, causing the man to moan above me. It was working. I felt so proud.

I stayed on him longer than I should have. Every time he pushed forward I forced myself to open wider, to let the head slide past the point where I wanted to gag. Spit soaked the front of my shirt. My own cock stayed soft in my trousers. That fact sat in the back of my mind like a stone, but I didn’t stop. I kept working my mouth up and down the length of him, practising, telling myself this was only preparation. When Tori’s turn came I would be ready. I would take her properly. I would make her sound the way this stranger was sounding now.

However, after spending a minute sucking him, I began to feel a little like it was going nowhere. My cheeks and lips began to hurt a bit, and honestly, without seeing anything, I was getting a little bored. Before I could think about that too much though, I felt a little bottle touch my nose as a finger held one nostril closed. I inhaled the sickly chemical smell, and then did the same with the other nostril.

Suddenly, I felt a rush of euphoria, and I felt so horny that I’d do anything. The cock in my mouth was the most welcome feeling in the world and I actually moaned as I slobbered all over it. God, what a feeling. I needed this dick. I wanted it. I wondered why this man wasn’t fucking me with it. Oh man, what I wouldn’t do for more. My whole body felt hot and open. The ache in my jaw disappeared. Every time the thick head pushed against the back of my throat I pushed forward to meet it, desperate to take more. Spit ran freely down my chin and onto my shirt. I didn’t care. I wanted him to use me properly. I wanted him to grab my hair and force the rest of it in until I couldn’t breathe.

Just as the rush began to wear off, the man began breathing heavily, and suddenly he was holding my head and moving back and forth faster. My hand reached down to my own cock, undoing the zip and pulling out, pumping hard. As the man began to climax in my mouth, sending ropes of cum down my throat, my cock erupted too, coating my hand and dripping to the dark floor below. The taste was thick and bitter. I swallowed without thinking, still riding the last edge of the high, still wanting more of whatever he would give me.

I’d swallowed some of the cum in my mouth, but all of a sudden I felt ridiculous, stupid. I began to panic. What if this man was sick? What if I had a cut in my mouth or something? The heat drained out of me in seconds. My soft cock hung wet against my thigh. The spit and cum on my chin felt cold now. Without a word, I got up and ran to the toilets where I spat out everything I could, washing out my mouth with water from the tap. I cupped my hands under the running water and rinsed again and again, scraping my tongue with my fingers, trying to get rid of the taste. My reflection in the mirror looked pale and wide-eyed. I barely recognised the man staring back.

As I stepped out into the street from that sex club, I looked down the darkness, the orange hue of the streetlamps. The street was empty but I wondered who might be looking, watching me, thinking what a pervert I was. I felt dirty and stupid. How could I do something like this? I’m straight. I like women. I just fucking sucked a guy.

My hands were still shaking when I opened the app. The taste of that stranger’s cum sat at the back of my throat no matter how many times I had rinsed. Every time a car passed I kept my head down, certain the driver could somehow see what I had just done. Fifteen minutes later the Uber pulled up. I sat in the back seat in silence, arms folded, staring at the floor. The driver said nothing. I was grateful for that.

I unlocked the door to my apartment and went straight to the bathroom. Clothes came off in a heap. I turned the shower as hot as I could stand and stepped under it. Soap, shampoo, more soap. I scrubbed my face, my chest, my cock, the backs of my knees. I wanted the night off me. But as the warm water cascaded over my body, I began to feel a little better about what I did. The panic loosened its grip. Soon enough I was rubbing my cock, remembering the feeling of the cock in my mouth, the rush of the strange chemical. The way my throat had opened. The moan I had made without meaning to. My hand moved faster. I came hard against the tiles, breath catching, legs unsteady.

This time the crash was softer. My libido took less of a hit, possibly because I was in the safety of my own home. No one could see me here. No one could judge. I dried off, pulled on clean shorts, and climbed into bed. It was only eleven. Sleep felt a long way off. I put something mindless on the telly for noise and opened my laptop.

I searched for the chemical. The smell. The little bottle. Within a few minutes I found the name. Poppers. Alkyl nitrites. Not officially classed as drugs. Sold legally in sex shops for “room odouriser” or “leather cleaner.” People used them to intensify sex, to relax the body, to make the high sharper. Everything I read matched what had happened to me. The sudden heat. The need. The way nothing had felt dirty while the rush lasted.

I closed the laptop and lay back against the pillows. The television light flickered across the ceiling. Before falling asleep I reached down one more time. I wanked slowly, eyes closed, and this time I did not picture the stranger in the dark. I pictured Tori. Her face. Her long legs. That thick, heavy cock I had held in the bathroom that first night. I imagined dropping to my knees for her instead. Opening my mouth. Taking as much as I could while she looked down at me with that same quiet smirk. I came quietly, biting the inside of my cheek, and finally let sleep take me.


Three

I couldn’t concentrate on work that Friday. My previous night’s experience had become a positive one, and all I could think about was how submissive I was to let the first man push me to my knees and just take my mouth. How dirty I was that I just stayed there and let another man enter me without question. Was I gay? I don’t know. What was the actual definition? Wasn’t it that I was meant to find men attractive? I didn’t, so I guess that meant I was bi-curious? I don’t know.

And yet in my head I was telling myself one and done. I’d tried it, it was a good experience, and I didn’t need to do it again. After all, why would I? The one memory was enough to last me in the spank-bank for a while.

What I did want to try was poppers again. And so I left work a little early and stopped off at a sex shop and asked for some. To my surprise, the lady behind the counter pulled out a box, a selection. Which did I want?

“Erm… I don’t know,” I told her.

The woman rolled her eyes and took out Rush, placing it in front of me. I paid by tapping my card on the machine and walked out, heading home.

Now, I didn’t want to just use them without understanding them, so when I got home I read online how to use poppers. The website I read recommended that for home use on your own, I find something to watch, ideally something mind-bending. But when I searched, I found something called sissy poppers hypnosis. Okay, I knew hypnosis isn’t real, but still, in the back of my mind, I asked myself, what if?

I sat on the edge of the bed with my laptop open and the small bottle of Rush on the duvet beside me. The fifteen-minute video started with a soft male voice, calm and steady, almost bored. It told me to get comfortable, to have the poppers ready, to stroke slowly when instructed. Then the images began. Rapid flashes of hard cocks, close-ups of mouths stretched around thick shafts, men in lingerie on their knees, crossdressers taking it from behind. Between the flashes the voice spoke directly to the camera.

“You are gay,” it said. “You love cock. You were always meant to suck cock. Your mouth is a hole for men to use.”

The first instruction to inhale appeared on screen. A man in the video brought a bottle to his nose. I copied him exactly. One nostril, then the other. The chemical hit hard and fast. Heat flooded my chest and face. My cock stiffened in my hand without any real effort.

The voice continued, slower now, almost intimate.

“You are a sissy. You want to wear panties. You want to be a whore. You want strangers to use your throat and your arse. You do not care what society thinks. You only care about cock.”

I kept stroking. The flashing images sped up. Cocks, cum, painted lips stretched wide, Tori’s face somehow appearing in my mind even though she was not on the screen. Every time the voice said “inhale” I brought the bottle up again. The rushes stacked on top of each other. My head felt thick and hot. The words stopped sounding like someone else’s suggestions and started sounding like facts I had simply forgotten.

“You need to suck cock. You need to swallow cum. You need to be fucked. You are not a man. You are a hole. A pretty, obedient hole that exists to please men and crossdressers.”

I moaned out loud. My hand moved faster. The voice told me to inhale again and I did, eyes half-closed, staring at the rapid cuts of anonymous cocks sliding in and out of willing mouths. The idea of going back to the club no longer felt like a risk. It felt like the only sensible next step. Why sit here alone when real cock was waiting less than twenty minutes away?

Suddenly I let go of my cock and wondered what I was doing sat at home when I could be getting the real thing. Pulling up my pants, I ran, taking the poppers with me, and drove to the club. It was early but I didn’t care. I’d wait all night for Tori if I had to.

Of course, there was no sign of the sexy tranny, but it didn’t stop me sitting in that fairly empty club, watching porn and hoping that either she showed up, or someone would just come and take me.

The screen showed two men and a crossdresser. I barely registered the plot. My eyes kept drifting to the doorway every time someone entered. None of them were Tori. After a while I stopped caring who walked in, as long as someone noticed me sitting there alone.

Eventually an old man walked into the room and sat a couple of seats back from me. He opened his pants and watched the porn on the screen, slowly stroking his fat dick. Whenever I turned around to look at him, he waved his cock in my direction.

This went on for about ten minutes, until he got up. I thought he was going to leave but instead he sat beside me and pulled down his pants again. I tried to focus on the screen but I could see him shaking his cock in my direction in my peripheral vision.

I opened the poppers and took a deep sniff, and as the rush hit I dropped my head down and began sucking. The man’s hand ran through my hair as he moaned. The feeling of having a cock in my mouth again was phenomenal, especially with the rush from the poppers. The shaft was thick and warm. I took as much as I could without choking and kept my eyes closed so I would not have to look at his face.

The man was in no hurry to cum, slowing me down whenever he became close. That was fine, so long as I could huff my poppers every so often, in which case I really got into it. Each sniff made the cock in my mouth feel more necessary. My own stayed soft in my jeans. I did not care.

As the afternoon moved into evening the cinema began to get busier, but the old man continued to keep my mouth working. Now though, others were standing and watching, and soon enough I felt a hand slip under the waist of my jeans and under my boxers. A finger began to probe and tickle my hole causing me to moan around the hard cock. The touch was light at first, then firmer, circling and pressing. But when hands began to undo my belt and pull at my trousers I began to get nervous. Maybe this was too much, too fast. I reached back and pulled to keep them up and eventually they got the message to leave me alone. The finger withdrew. The belt stayed fastened. I stayed on my knees with the old man’s cock in my mouth.

Eventually the old man came, then stood quickly and left, only to be replaced by the next guy. I swallowed quickly, then huffed my poppers again, and set to work on the next cock. This one was longer, thinner. I adjusted without thinking. My jaw already ached but the chemical made the ache feel distant and unimportant.

The handsy guy returned, rubbing my back, then reaching down to my hand for the poppers. I let him have them, moving my eyes to look at the young, slim man as he sniffed on them, then I watched as he moved the bottle under my nostrils. I wasn’t used to sniffing so soon after the last time, and given the length of time he held it under, such a huge amount too. Once the bottle lifted I was lost to the high of the chemicals, moaning with each suck on the cock in front of me, each touch by the man. My head swam. The room tilted. Every cock in the place suddenly felt like it belonged in my mouth. I stopped caring who was watching. I stopped caring how long I stayed on my knees. I just kept sucking, waiting for the next rush, waiting for Tori, waiting for whatever came next.

Before I knew it, my trousers were down and the man was moving behind me, rubbing some sort of cool gel on my anus. I simply moaned, so far gone was I by the poppers. The gel was cold at first, then warmed as his fingers worked it in. One finger, then two, stretching me open while I kept sucking the cock in front of me. I did not push back. I did not pull away. I just stayed there on my knees with my arse in the air and my mouth full.

And then he entered me. Regardless of the drug, I still felt my first time. It stung, like something being ripped. The head stretched me wider than the fingers had. I made a sharp sound around the cock in my mouth. Tears pricked my eyes. The thing was though, I really didn’t care given my state. The poppers still had me floating. The burn mixed with the heat in my chest and became something else. He pushed deeper, slow and steady, until his hips met my arse. I felt every inch of him. Thick. Hard. Unavoidable.

It wasn’t until the drug began to wear off that I realised that I was being spit-roast, but by then I was horny as fuck and was moaning like a bitch in heat. The cock in my mouth slid in and out. The one in my arse did the same. Every thrust from behind pushed me forward onto the one in front. The feeling of the dick in my ass was heaven, pure unadulterated pleasure. The initial sting faded into a deep, full ache that made my own soft cock leak against my thigh. I pushed back to take more. I opened my throat wider. I stopped thinking about anything except the two cocks using me at once.

I’m not sure how or if they could time it, but both men climaxed at the same time. The one in my mouth flooded my tongue with thick cum. The one behind me buried himself deep and stayed there, pulsing. That was when I realised that the man in my backside hadn’t used a condom. Hot, wet heat filled me with no barrier between us.

Instantly I panicked. I pulled off the cock in my mouth, coughed, and scrambled forward. My trousers were still around my knees. I yanked them up, not caring that the gel and cum were already soaking into the fabric. I ran for the exit without looking back. The cold air outside hit me harder than before. My legs felt unsteady. I could feel the wetness between my cheeks with every step.

Once I got home I began to spiral. I locked the door, stripped in the hallway, and sat on the edge of the bath with my phone. I Googled what could happen to me. How soon symptoms showed. How soon I could test. Window periods. Risk percentages for receptive anal without a condom. The nearest sexual health clinic. Opening times. Whether I needed to book or could walk in. Every new page made my stomach tighter. I showered twice, scrubbing until my skin was red, but the fear stayed. I had let a stranger fuck me bare. I had swallowed another man’s cum. And all of it had felt good while the chemicals lasted. That fact sat in my chest like a stone I could not spit out.

It was once I was in front of a doctor that I began to calm. I explained, with some embarrassment, what had happened, to which he assured me that the instances of serious infections in my area were very low. He ran a fast test, saying I’d need another in three months.

“In the meantime, I’m going to write you a prescription for Provera,” he said. “It’s a prophylactic which you should take daily. It’s been shown to be almost totally effective when taken daily. Do not miss a dose.”

“So, that means I don’t need a condom?” I asked him.

“You should still practice safe sex, because there are other diseases, some not pretty at all.” The man smiled. “But yes, for what you are suggesting, this provides some reassurance.”

I left the clinic with the prescription folded in my pocket and a strange hollow feeling in my chest. The test had been negative. The numbers he quoted were low. None of it erased the memory of the bare cock that had emptied inside me, or the way I had moaned for it while it happened.

Still, I decided that I wouldn’t do that again. From that moment on, I’d try to be normal, not to indulge in shameless fantasy. I told myself the club was finished. The poppers were finished. Tori was finished. I would take the tablets, wait out the three months, and go back to the life I had before any of this started.

And yet, once I got home from the doctor, I found the poppers in my pocket, and sure enough, I was once again masturbating to hypnosis videos telling me that I was gay and that I should dress up as a girl. The voice was the same calm one from before. The images flashed the same way. I huffed the Rush and stroked myself while the words sank in again. You are a sissy. You love cock. You belong in panties. You exist to be used. I came hard and sat there afterwards staring at the ceiling, already knowing I would do it again the next night.

For the next several nights I watched the videos and masturbated, huffing the poppers, until I eventually broke and escalated my new fetish. I went online and ordered a selection of lacy, silky panties of various colours. Black, red, white, pale pink, soft blue. It was better for me to buy five of them, rather than just one, because of the discount, but I had a feeling they would, at some point, end up in the bin. The confirmation email sat in my inbox like a quiet accusation. I deleted it and tried not to think about the package that was already on its way.

The knickers arrived the next day into a locker. I picked them up on the way home, cursing the traffic because I couldn’t get home fast enough. It was stupid. It was just fabric. And yet I desperately wanted to see what it felt like. I honestly didn’t believe the hypnosis really worked, but I did believe it put an idea in my head that would not leave.

Finally home, I stripped down completely and opened the packet. The material of the panties was smooth, thin but incredibly shiny. Thick lace trimmed the edges of the full-cut knickers. I chose the black pair first. The moment they ascended my legs, my breath tremored. The silk slid up my thighs like it belonged there. When the waistband settled around my hips and the soft pouch cupped my cock and balls, something inside me went quiet and still. It felt so amazing, but even better once they were on me. The lace scratched lightly against my skin. The shiny front stretched over the soft shape of me. I stood in front of the mirror and stared. I was gone. I knew it. It felt too good. There was no going back.


Four

My break from my search for Tori lasted three weeks. Three weeks not going back to the cinema, but during those three weeks I’d been spending. Yes, the panties became a daily feature in my clothing, even under my work clothes, but of course it didn’t end there. Soon they were joined by stockings, suspender-belts, and bralettes. They all felt amazing on my body, but when I used hair remover on my body-hair, they felt even better. Smooth thighs under the sheer stockings. Soft skin against the lace of the suspender-belt. The bralette sitting flat against my chest with nothing to fill it. In those three weeks I don’t remember even thinking about male underwear. Every morning I chose a new combination. Every night I came with the silk still on me and the hypnosis voice still in my ears.

Unfortunately my desire for Tori was too strong to ignore, and once again, on Friday evening after work, I went back to the sex cinema, this time dressed up in the lingerie under my jeans and sweater. The pink set. Lace edges. Stockings clipped to the belt. The panties already slightly damp from the drive over.

I walked into the large open cinema and sat down on an empty bench-seat. It was quite busy, probably twenty people in that cinema part, with more out in the other spaces, but no sign of my tranny friend, so I sat watching the screen for a while, hoping something might change. The porn on the screen was loud. No one looked at me yet. I kept my hands on my knees and waited.

Once again I was joined by a man. He was maybe fifty but in good shape, with a baseball hat on, and a thick brown beard. Without a word he took out his long fat cock and then placed a hand on my back, rubbing it gently. I took a long huff of poppers, and then lowered my mouth dutifully to his cock. His moan told me everything I needed. I closed my eyes and took him deep, the chemical already making the weight of him feel necessary.

As the cinema was busy, others began to take interest in me, and sure enough my hands were pulled to other cocks, and hands were working my belt and trousers, pulling them down to reveal the lingerie. The moment others saw how I was dressed, the man I was sucking was encouraged to pull off my sweater, revealing my silky pink lacy bralette. Someone whistled. Another hand stroked the lace over my chest. I stayed on the cock in my mouth and let them look.

The first cock entered me without poppers, making me hiss in pain. “Poppers,” I hissed to the man, who found them, took a huff himself, and then put them under my nose. I sniffed them down then grinned at the high, grinned at how good it felt to be fucked. At that moment I didn’t understand why I waited so long to feel it once more. It was the best feeling in the world. I hoped it wouldn’t end. I pushed back to take him deeper and kept sucking the one in front of me.

The man in my anus came, but I didn’t feel the warm satisfaction of semen filling me. He’d worn a condom, which sort of disappointed me, though I needn’t have, because the next man who entered me didn’t wear one. Bare and thick. He pushed in hard and stayed deep when he finished, leaving me full and dripping. I moaned around the cock still in my mouth and felt the next stranger already lining up behind me.

It was about an hour later that one of the men who had just finished fucking me asked if I didn’t want a drink or something. Realising I really did need a break, I apologised to the watching crowd and stood, picking up my trousers and sweater in my arms, and walking through the cinema in my lingerie, to a small bar area in another room where the young man bought me a beer. Cum ran down the inside of my thigh as I walked. The stockings were stained. I did not care.

“You look like you’re compensating or something,” the young man laughed.

“No, I guess I’m making up for lost time,” I told him. “I didn’t realise this would be so much fun.” I took a long drink of the beer and felt the next wave of need already starting to build. Tori still hadn’t shown. Part of me no longer needed her to.

“It is and it isn’t.” He shrugged. “Just like anything else, risky sex is addictive. Just know where to draw the line.” He looked down as I clutched the clothes and said, “There are lockers you know?”

“Oh… right.”

I finished the beer in two more swallows. The young man watched me go without following. I found the lockers near the entrance, stuffed my jeans, sweater and shoes into one, locked it, and walked back out into the main space wearing only the pink lingerie. Stockings, suspender-belt, bralette, panties already wet and stretched. The air felt colder on my bare skin. My heart beat hard against the thin lace.

The place was pumping now, yet still there was no sign of the girls, especially not Tori. Men looked at me as I passed. Some stared openly. Others just smiled and kept walking. I kept my shoulders back and tried not to cover myself with my hands.

“You’re hot,” a young, gay man said with a smile as he passed.

“Thanks honey, you too,” I replied with my campest voice. Jesus, where did that come from? The words left my mouth before I could stop them. The man didn’t stop, he just waved and walked away. He must have been a bottom, but it was nice to be noticed. The little spark of approval settled somewhere low in my stomach.

In the distance I saw a very masculine man wearing leather chaps with a huge cock dangling. He was leaning against a wall looking at me up and down. I don’t know why, but I walked to him, wiggling my tiny ass seductively. The stockings whispered against each other with every step. The moment I was in front of him I dropped to my knees and took his cock in my mouth, sucking for dear life. It was thick and already half-hard. His hand massaged my scalp, a low grunt to indicate he was enjoying the attention. My eyes locked with his as my head bobbed up and down. He grew fully hard against my tongue. I took him as deep as I could, eyes watering, until with one final grunt he came in my mouth. Thick, salty, a lot of it. I swallowed and stayed on my knees until he stepped back.

Without a word I got up and walked into the dark rooms where I found a group of men sucking and fucking. Bodies moved in the low light. The smell of sweat and cum was stronger here. I inserted myself into the fray, dropping to my knees again and sucking the nearest cock. Someone grabbed my arm and pulled me closer, and as they did so a dick slid into my used asshole. No warning. No gel this time. Just a hard push and the familiar stretch. I moaned around the cock in my mouth and pushed back to take it.

Of course someone found my cock in their mouth. Soft at first, then hardening under the wet heat of their tongue. Whilst I had cocks in my mouth and backside I came hard from the excellent blowjob I’d received, which wasn’t good for my libido. The orgasm left me empty and suddenly clear-headed. The cocks kept working my mouth and ass but my brain was no longer in it. I just wanted to leave but I was too polite to ask them to stop. I stayed there on all fours, letting them use me until they finished. One after another. Warm pulses in my throat. Warm pulses deep in my arse.

The moment the last one pulled out I was out of there like a rocket, running back to my locker and grabbing my things. Cum ran down both thighs. The pink panties were ruined. I stopped off at the toilet where I expelled a lot of cum from my backside, pushing and wiping until the flow slowed. Then I washed my face, my hands, the insides of my thighs as best I could under the weak tap. The lingerie stayed on under my jeans for the ride home. I did not look at myself in the mirror before I left.

As I travelled back, I reasoned I needed to stop what I was doing before I hurt myself, that this was not healthy behaviour. I said to myself that I had to get rid of the lingerie, to become a normal human being again. The cum still drying on my thighs under the jeans was proof enough. The ache in my arse was proof enough. I told myself this was the last time. Tomorrow I would bin the pink set and the rest of it and go back to boxer shorts and ordinary nights.

Unfortunately, by the time I arrived home, I was feeling better and decided that I’d spent too much on the clothes to throw them away, and after all, they were just clothes. I could control myself, right?

Wrong. Saturday and again I was ordering from the internet again, this time skirts, dresses, sissy items, corsets, wigs. Several skirts in different lengths. Two simple dresses that looked like they would sit well on a slim frame. A cheap black corset with adjustable laces. Two long wigs, one dark and one lighter. In fact I decided to go out shopping to pick up some high-end stuff from Victoria’s Secret, nighties and teddies. The shop was quiet. I kept my eyes on the racks and answered the assistant with short replies when she asked if I needed help. I paid in cash and left with the bag held close to my side.

Then it was as I was on the way out that I saw a shoe outlet store and bought myself some pink high-heeled women’s shoes, and black high-heeled patent leather boots. Both pairs in the same size. I tried them on in the shop with my own socks still on, standing only long enough to check they would stay on my feet. The height felt strange and unstable. I bought them anyway.

Then it was as I was on the way out that I saw a Sephora, reasoning I could get some cheap make-up too.

The problem was, I realised in store, I had no idea about make-up. I didn’t know what did what, or what I would need. A young woman approached me, tilting her head inquisitively. “Can I help at all? A present for someone?” she asked.

“Erm…” I began nervously, turning red.

“Oh I see.” She nodded. “Really not a problem. It’s quite normal for men to wear a little make-up these days.”

“Well, I’m sort of, erm, experimenting with my sexuality,” I said softly.

She smiled warmly. “Don’t know where to begin huh? What is it you want to go for? As passable as possible, or a drag look?”

“Passable.”

“Okay.” She began picking out items and putting them in a basket. Foundation, concealer, powder, mascara, eyeliner, a soft pink lipstick, a small palette of neutral eyeshadows. Rather than trying to upsell on expensive items, she went for things which wouldn’t cause me too much regret down the line if I changed my mind. Also, with each item she explained how much to use, where and when. It was all super professional. She showed me how to blend the foundation down the neck so it would not sit like a mask. She told me less was better until I learned the shapes of my own face.

As I checked out, the saleslady then shared a YouTuber to follow who would help me with how to apply the make-up. I thanked her, saying how comfortable she made me. She only nodded and wished me luck.

Once home I followed the YouTuber, pausing with each step to try to get the make-up right. Primer first. Foundation blended carefully. Concealer under the eyes. Powder to set it. Soft shadow on the lids. Thin lines of eyeliner that took three attempts each. Mascara that made my lashes look longer than they had any right to. Lipstick last, blotted once. It was surprisingly easier than I thought it would be, and once I was done, with the wig on, I was shocked at how good I looked. The dark wig framed my face. The make-up softened every hard line. Maybe I didn’t look quite passable just yet, but I certainly looked very feminine, even sexy. I turned my head left and right in the bathroom mirror and could not stop staring.

One part of me desperately wanted to go back to the club dressed up, but unfortunately I didn’t yet have the clothes I had ordered. But still, I wanted to get fucked. How could I do that?

Research online showed me what I needed to know. An app called Grindr would allow me to find a man to visit me. After downloading the app and setting up a profile, taking a picture of me with the blonde wig and sexy make-up, I began searching my neighbourhood for a man to fuck me. The photo showed only my face and the top of the pink bralette. Soft light. Lips slightly parted. I set the profile to looking for right now and left the rest blank.

H&HPerv 28, Vers-Top, 0 metres.

Zero metres? I looked up and down the corridor outside my door, realising that the person was in my block, but what did H&H mean? It turned out that it meant Horny and High. I supposed the person liked to smoke weed before sex, which was fine by me. Weed didn’t bother me.

Before I had chance to ping the guy, a flame showed up on my profile from him. So I dropped him a message telling him that I was also horny and open to getting high.

“You live in my block?” He wrote.

“I think so,” I wrote back.

“You sub? Want a guy to spank you, make you into a bitch?” I hadn’t really thought about it, but as I read, it did make me want to rub myself. The idea of being told what to do, of someone else deciding, settled hot and low in my stomach.

“Yeah,” I wrote back.

“Like CNC?” He asked me. Command and Conquer? Did he want to game too? Wait, no, it couldn’t be that this guy wanted to discuss the benefits of playing Scrin over NOD.

Again, I searched CNC and got my answer. Consensual non-consent. BDSM role-playing, usually rape play. Holy fuck, that was hot. Yes, I wanted to be raped. The word itself made my cock twitch inside the panties.

“Fuck yeah!” I wrote.

“Floor? Apt no?” He messaged back.

“Fifth. 504,” I told him.

“Open the door and leave it on the latch. Get on the bed and make sure most of the lights are off.”

I did exactly as he said. Door left on the latch. Most of the lights off. Only the small lamp in the corner stayed on, low and warm. I lay on the bed in the pink lingerie, wig still in place, make-up still on, and waited.

Ten minutes later I heard the squeak of my door opening and someone walking in. I pretended to be asleep, as I felt a hand trace my body. Fingers over the lace of the bralette, down the suspender straps, across the front of the panties. Then I heard a bottle opening. I thought it was poppers, but a second later a small spoon was pushed into my mouth. Bitter fluid. I swallowed it without question, wondering what he gave me, but I didn’t have time to think about it, as he followed the spoon up with his cock.

His dick wasn’t huge by any stretch, but it was long. He pushed it straight to the back of my throat and held it there. I gagged once. He did not pull back. He skull fucked me for several minutes, hands locked in the wig, using my mouth like a hole that existed only for him. By the time he was done skull fucking me, I was feeling the effects of the drug he’d given me, and it felt like the high of poppers, except instead of dissipating it just kept on going. Sure it also made me a little drowsy, a little drunk, but I felt so euphoric and horny I couldn’t stop. My limbs felt heavy and light at the same time. Every nerve ending seemed closer to the surface.

The moment he entered me I was lost to him. Like I said, this man wasn’t huge, but boy could he fuck, going on and on for nearly twenty minutes. Steady, deep strokes that never quite let me catch my breath. The drug made every thrust feel bigger than it was. I moaned into the pillow and pushed back for more. When he came in me, both of us were still horny. Instead of leaving, he lay down and told me to suck his balls.

I did. Slow and wet, while the cum he had left inside me leaked out onto the sheets. He was getting hard again, but needed a little more to get over the edge.

“Get on your fuckin’ hands and knees, slut,” he snarled.

I did as he removed the belt from my trousers folded on the chair. The first strike landed across both cheeks. Sharp. Hot. I gasped. The second and third followed quickly. The feeling of being whipped whilst high on the drugs was fantastic. Don’t get me wrong, it hurt, but it also was like a shock of pleasure coursing through my body. Never did I imagine such pleasure from pain. Each crack of the belt made my hole clench around nothing and made me push my arse higher for the next one.

“You gonna be my fuck slut?” He asked me.

Not knowing what I was agreeing to, I said yes. The word came out easy under the drug.

“I can rape your ass whenever I like?”

“Yes! Anytime! Everytime!”

“Excellent.”

He dropped the belt, pushed back inside me, and fucked me again until he finished a second time. I was too far gone to care. Too horny to say no. I just needed him inside me, and once more, after a few more whips, he was, using me fast and hard, with me begging him for more, for deeper. The belt had left raised welts across both cheeks. Every time his hips slammed against them the sting flared and mixed with the deep stretch of his cock. I pushed back to meet each thrust. My voice came out high and broken.

“I’m gonna use you as much as possible. I expect that door to stay unlocked when you’re home,” he panted.

“Yes Master,” I said, thinking that was what he wanted to hear. The word felt natural under the drug. I said it again when he asked if I understood. Yes Master. Anytime. The door stays unlocked.

My night with Kyle lasted four hours. He fucked me three more times after that second load. Between rounds he made me stay on the bed on all fours or on my back with my legs open while he smoked or scrolled his phone. Sometimes he pushed his cock back into my mouth just to keep it hard. Sometimes he used the belt again, lighter now, just enough to keep the heat in my skin. The drug kept the euphoria steady. Time stretched. I stopped counting how many times he came inside me. I stopped caring about the mess on the sheets or the way my make-up had run.

When he left, the drugs were wearing off and my memory of the promises I made were coming back. I was still too high and horny to care too much, but I did realise that I wouldn’t have made such commitments if I was sober. The unlocked door. The standing permission. The word Master. Still, consent was still everything. I would write to him in the morning and tell him that I wouldn’t be able to keep my door unlocked. I was sure he would be fine about it. I cleaned myself up as best I could, left the lingerie in a heap on the bathroom floor, and fell asleep with the taste of him still in my mouth and the ache of him still deep inside.


Five

Had I locked the door last night? I think I had, after he left. I opened up Grindr and was in the process of writing him a message when I heard the familiar click of the front door. No, I hadn’t. He’d left by himself last night and I’d forgotten to look. Forgotten? Or conveniently ignored? I don’t know. I honestly don’t know. I just know that Kyle walked in and dropped his pyjamas and presented me with his dick and I opened and took it in my mouth, savouring the flavour of our past night’s experience. Salt and skin and the faint bitterness of whatever he had given me the night before. I sucked him slowly at first, then deeper, eyes still half-closed from sleep.

He wasn’t up for sex, just for a blow-job, and he didn’t last long, but somehow I ended up enjoying the feeling of morning cum on my tongue. Thick and warm. I swallowed without being told and stayed on my knees until he stepped back.

“Doing much today?” He asked politely.

“No,” I shrugged. “Not much.”

“Obviously, I was high last night. You don’t need to leave your door unlocked.” He told me. “If you don’t want.”

Relief washed over me. “Thanks.” I smiled. The tight knot in my chest loosened a little.

“But, how about this? If the door is on the latch and I can come in then it is an invitation to fuck you. Would that work?”

“Yes, definitely.” It was a good compromise. Clear. Simple. I could choose each day whether the latch was on or not.

He bent down and kissed me on the lips, our tongues mingling for a while, before he asked my thoughts on water sports. For a moment I wondered what jet skiing had to do with anything, before it clicked that he was talking about urination. Well, it hadn’t crossed my mind, but I wasn’t naïve to the fact that people did it.

“Wanna try?” He asked with a smile, his skinny young face and shaved, skinhead scalp seeming to be either the perfect gay symbol, or a potential neo-nazi. Funny how the two are so different, and yet carry the same look.

“Bathroom though.”

“Of course.”

I stood up in the ruined pink lingerie from the night before and followed him. He told me to leave it on. Said it would be sexier. I stepped into the shower tray still wearing the stockings, the suspender-belt, the bralette and the soaked panties. He stood over me, cock already half-hard again, and let go.

The stream of hot piss hit me in the face and drenched my body and lingerie. The first splash made me flinch. The smell was sharp and acrid. Then the heat of it soaked through the thin fabric and ran down my chest, my stomach, my thighs. I opened my mouth without thinking. The heaviness and warmth of the fluid seemed to send me into a new high. My cock stood to attention the more that hit me, the more I swallowed. I took his dick in my mouth, allowing his stream to fill me, sucking and tasting all of him while the last of it ran down my chin and onto the lace.

When the stream finally stopped I stayed on my knees, dripping, looking up at him.

“Can I suck you off again?” I asked him, my puppy-dog eyes looking up at him.

“Of course, babe.” He laughed.

I took him back into my mouth, the taste of piss and residual cum mixed together, and sucked him properly this time. Slow at first, then faster, hands resting on his thighs, the wet lingerie clinging to every part of me. He came a second time with a quiet grunt and I swallowed that too. When he pulled out I stayed where I was, kneeling in the shower tray, soaked and hard and already wondering whether I would leave the door on the latch again that night.

We shared a shower, then he lay in my bed, naked, whilst I dressed in red lingerie, completing it with a red satin nightie. The new set felt different from the pink. Smoother. The nightie stopped high on my thighs and clung to the lace underneath. I smoothed it down and turned so he could see the back.

“Will you do your make-up and wig?” He asked me.

“Do you want me to?” I asked seductively, climbing over the covers and lowering myself to him for a kiss. His mouth tasted of toothpaste and the faint salt of the earlier blow-job.

“Yes please. You look hot as a girl.”

“Then sure, but give me a half-hour.”

I sat at the small mirror in the bedroom and worked carefully. Foundation, shadow, liner, mascara, the soft red lipstick that matched the nightie. The blonde wig went on last, adjusted until the parting looked natural. When I turned back to the bed Kyle was already hard again. He pulled me down and fucked me slow and deep while the nightie rode up around my waist.

Kyle and I spent most of the day fucking, and when we weren’t, I gave him the story of how I became such a slut for men. The club. Tori. The first time on my knees in the dark. The poppers. The hypnosis videos. The lingerie order. The unlocked door. He found the whole thing hilarious, and loved the fact that I was such a straight arrow before all this started and was pretty much only interested in men now. He kept interrupting to push back inside me or to make me suck him while I talked.

“That drug you gave me…” I began, later, while we lay side by side.

“It’s a new derivative of GBL. More euphoric. I don’t do it too often because if you get the dose wrong you can end up in casualty. I have something way more interesting if you are up for it?”

I knew my answer should have been no, that I wasn’t interested in doing any drugs, but given the fantastic experiences of last night, and my discovery of poppers, I seemed to constantly be chasing my next sexy fix.

“Yes please,” I told him.

He jumped up and ran out of the apartment, returning in a few minutes with a small case. I watched as he prepared a thin syringe. Clear liquid. No labels. Suddenly the sight of needles and syringes made me a tad nervous.

“It’s not heroin, is it?” I asked.

“No.” He laughed. “That wouldn’t work at all. No, this is far more fun. This will get you stupid horny. But…” He paused and picked up his phone, opening the Uber app. “Before we get started.” He mused, entering the destination he wanted to go.

“Wait, are we not fucking here?” I asked him.

“Nope. We’re going somewhere we can enjoy this drug. There, three minutes away.”

“Wait! I can’t go like this!” I said, looking at the tiny red nightie.

“You’ll be fine. Throw a coat on.”

He took my arm and turned it so the soft underside faced up. The elastic band went around tight, darkening the vein. He tapped it once with two fingers, then looked up and locked eyes with me. His smile was slow and knowing, the kind of smile that said he already knew exactly how this would feel and how badly I would need him once it hit. He held the look as he lined the needle up, as he pushed it through the skin, as he drew back just enough to see the dark flash of blood. Then he pressed the plunger.

The liquid went in warm and steady. He never looked away. That smile stayed on his face the whole time, quiet and certain, a private promise of the arousal that was about to take me apart. I felt every drop enter. My pulse jumped under the band. He released the elastic, pulled the needle free, and pressed his thumb over the tiny mark, still watching me, still smiling that same erotic, knowing smile.

“Put heels on,” he said.

The heat started in my arm and raced straight to my chest, then lower. My cock thickened and strained against the red panties in seconds. A deep, spreading need opened inside me, raw and immediate. I could not look away from his eyes. He already knew. The smile told me he had planned for exactly this.

Instantly my heart raced and a state of severe and utter euphoria shattered my soul. Heat exploded behind my eyes and raced down my spine. My cock pulsed, swelling hard and leaking inside the red panties. Every inch of skin felt hypersensitive. The satin nightie against my thighs was almost too much. He helped me to my feet and I stumbled to the shoes, sliding my feet into the pink heels while the room tilted and pulsed.

“Fuck me,” I breathed. The words came out desperate. My hole clenched around nothing. I needed something inside me right then.

“In a bit sweetie. Don’t worry, this feeling isn’t going anywhere.”

“Please,” I whispered. “Please just fuck me.”

“Relax.”

As we walked out the apartment, I didn’t even notice that I’d forgotten my coat. The red satin nightie and the lingerie underneath were all I had on, plus the pink heels. My nosy neighbour, Mrs Blythe, was watching from the keyhole. I just know she was, but I didn’t care. The high made everything distant and unimportant. I just descended the stairs rather unsteadily. Being high and not really used to walking in heels made every step a small risk. Kyle kept a hand on my elbow and helped me down and into the awaiting car.

“She okay?” The driver asked, concerned for my safety.

“Yeah, little high,” Kyle told him.

“She won’t puke, yeah?”

“Nah. You cool about her? She’s a bit horny.”

“Just no mess in the car.”

The driver drove on and Kyle pulled his dick out. I knew what I needed to do, so dropped down and took it. The drug made the weight of him in my mouth feel essential. I sucked slowly at first, then deeper, the nightie riding up as I knelt on the floor of the back seat. Occasionally I could feel the driver’s eyes look into the mirror to see. He was clearly from one of the Middle East countries, but at the same time he was horny like any other man. His eyes stayed on us longer than they needed to for the road.

I was still sucking Kyle when we pulled up at the club. It wasn’t that long of a drive. Kyle tapped me on the shoulder and I sat up, spit shining on my lips. When I did that the driver turned around and reached back, rubbing the satin on my body. His hand moved over my thigh, then higher, feeling the lace underneath.

“Can I?” He asked Kyle, who nodded.

“Into the front,” Kyle told me.

There was no hesitation, no worry or concern. I was too horny to care and every cock worked. I climbed through the gap into the front passenger seat and dropped my mouth straight onto the driver’s small cock. He was already hard. I sucked it down as far as it would go while Kyle recorded on his phone from the back seat. The man came quickly, a short sharp pulse of bitter nectar that I swallowed with a moan. He kept his hand on the back of my head until the last drop was gone.

We left the Uber, the driver smiling as he pulled away.

“He thought you were a girl,” Kyle told me.

“No…” I said, giggling. The high made the idea funny and hot at the same time.

“Yep.”

The club was pumping when we walked in, really busy. Music thumped through the floor. Bodies moved in the low light. I was too horny to care if Tori was there or not. The drug had burned every other thought away except the need to be filled.

“Get me cock,” I told Kyle.

“Come on.” He took my hand and led me inside.

The cinema area was busy, two men were using one of the beds, but Kyle led me to the centre one. He then took some lubricant and rubbed it on my anus and pushed me onto all fours. The gel was cool for a second, then forgotten. Then, as I took his cock in my mouth, I felt hands touch my buttocks, before a hard cock slid inside me, raw.

“Oh yeah!” I moaned, glad to finally have a penis taking me on this high. The stretch was immediate and deep. The drug turned every inch into pure need. I pushed back and kept sucking, already wanting the next one.

It was as I was taking my fifth cock in my anus, my third in my mouth, that I saw them, the girls who got me here in the first place. Tori. They were in the back sucking cock. Tori was bent over a sofa taking cock up her ass. Our eyes met and for a moment she studied me, trying to work out who I was, until finally a knowing smile appeared on her face. Recognition settled in. She had seen the straight man who once fucked her. Now she saw the red nightie, the heels, the open mouth, the cock already buried in my arse.

Once the man finally came inside her, she walked over to me, but rather than present her cock to me, she bent over and presented her cum filled anus to my mouth. Without hesitation I licked and sucked until I got every bit of cum from her. The taste was thick and familiar. Then she turned around and presented her hard mammoth cock to my mouth.

I savoured finally tasting Tori, finally feeling her cock. Thick, heavy, exactly as I remembered from that first night in the bathroom. I took as much as I could and worked her with the same hunger I had given every other man that night. But by now it was just another cock attached to a pretty tranny. I wanted more than just her cock. I wanted all cocks. I needed to be used. I needed to be a bottom bitch. When she came I swallowed and stayed open for whoever was next.

When Tori came and walked away, laughing and gossiping with the girls about how I had become a little gay bitch, I just wanted my next fix, my next cock. The words floated past me. They did not sting. Under the drug they only confirmed what my body already knew.

Men kept coming. Some fucked me. Some used my mouth. Some both. Kyle stayed nearby, watching, sometimes pushing back in when a gap appeared. The high held steady for hours. My jaw ached. My hole stayed open and wet. I lost count.

It was four in the morning when we left. Rather than order an Uber, Kyle decided it was better for us to get some fresh air, so we walked hand in hand through the night city, the remnants of the drugs giving me the little bit of confidence to walk through a city in a nightie. The red satin clung to me. Cum had dried on the insides of my thighs. The heels clicked on the pavement. A few late cars passed. No one stopped us.

“Can I spend the morning with you?” Kyle asked.

“Can I have more drugs?” I laughed. The question came out easy. The need was already starting to look past the fading high toward the next one.

“Sure, but next weekend,” he said. “I don’t do it that often. It’s addictive.”

“Okay.”

We kept walking. My free hand stayed under the nightie, absently touching the sticky lace of the panties, already thinking about the unlocked door and whatever he would bring when the weekend came.

We walked in silence, but I could tell he wanted to ask me something. The city was quiet at that hour. Streetlights threw long orange pools across the pavement. My heels still clicked with every step. The red nightie clung to the dried mess on my thighs. I looked over at him, his smooth white skin, his nervous blue eyes. He was really attractive, sexy. I never imagined thinking a man would be sexy, but he was so cute. The way he had watched me all night. The way he had kept a hand on me when other men used me. The way he had brought the drugs and still made sure I got home. I wanted him around.

“Hey,” I said, “Erm, wanna make this a regular thing?”

He slowed. The question hung between us for a second.

“Like, be your boyfriend?” He smiled, his cheeks blushing under the streetlight.

“Yeah. I’d like that.” The words came out steady. No hesitation left. The high was fading but the certainty stayed.

“I’d like that too.” He said, stopping to kiss me. The kiss was slow and open. His tongue met mine without rush. My body shook with excitement, glad to finally be in a serious relationship with someone so attractive, so cute, so nice. His hand rested on the small of my back, fingers brushing the satin. When we broke apart he kept looking at me like he was still checking the answer was real.

So he was a guy. So I was gay. The thought no longer felt like a question. I liked the new me. I liked guys. The lingerie under the nightie. The open door. The way my mouth and arse had been used for hours. All of it fitted now. Why not?

We started walking again, closer this time. His fingers stayed laced with mine. The remaining stretch of pavement back to the apartment felt shorter. I already knew the latch would stay off when we got inside. I already knew I would ask him to stay the morning, and the next night, and whatever came after that. The old version of me had left the club hours ago and had not come back.


Epilogue

Kyle found the fact that my friends wanted to come over and party again hilarious. He knew none of them knew I was gay, or that I lived with my lover now. And yes, that wasn’t what he found hilarious. What Kyle found hilarious was my plan for the boys. You see, the boys said they wanted to go back to the club, the club they fucked the ‘girls’. And yet I know they must have known they were trannies. So I told them I couldn’t go with them. I said that I needed to do one thing and would join them later. In the meantime I would change into my new persona, Cammie.

The plan was simple. Let them head to the cinema first. Give them time to settle in, maybe find the same girls or new ones. Then walk in fully dressed and made up, nightie or short skirt, heels, the works. Watch their faces when they realised the soft, open mouth and the used hole belonged to the same man who had once stood next to them pretending nothing had changed. Kyle kept laughing every time I ran through it. He said he wanted to be there when it happened.

I was regularly in contact with Tori and the girls now, even spending some girlie nights with them out at tranny-parties, usually ending up back at the club. It turned out they really were regulars of the club but we constantly missed each other at the start. Now we timed it better. Nights out began with shared make-up and shared clothes. Tori would fix my liner or loan me a better wig. We drank, we danced, we ended up on our knees or on our backs in the dark rooms. Obviously Tori loved the fact that my obsession with her turned into an obsession with cock. She never let me forget the first night, the way I had fucked her arse and then later held her dick in the bathroom like it was something dangerous. Now she just handed it to me whenever she felt like it and watched me take it.

The more Kyle and I hung out with Tori, the more the drugs came into play, to the point where Kyle rid himself of the once a week rule. Now we were regularly slamming before play. It was just so much hotter that way. The needle, the rush, the way every cock felt necessary and every hole felt open. Poppers still had their place, but the injected high lasted longer and went deeper. We timed the dose so the peak hit just as the first man pushed inside me.

I still remember when Tori first injected me, the grin as she prepared it, the excitement I felt. We were in her flat, the lights low, the camera already rolling for one of her longer videos. I was on the bed in a short black dress and stockings, legs open, already hard from the wait. She sat close, thigh against mine, and laid out the works on a clean cloth. The spoon, the lighter, the filter, the thin syringe. Her own cock was half-hard under the thin robe she still wore.

“You look so hot like this,” she told me, voice low and pleased. “I love that I made you into this.” She found the vein on the soft underside of my arm, tapped it, and wrapped the elastic band tight. Her fingers were steady. The grin never left her face. She looked at me the whole time she drew the clear liquid into the syringe, the whole time she lined the needle up.

Then as she drew the plunger back just enough to see the dark flash of blood and pressed in, she gasped at the same time as me. The liquid went in warm and fast. Her cock jumped visibly under the robe, thickening in one sudden pulse as if the rush had hit her too. Heat exploded up my arm and straight into my chest. My own cock strained against the tight panties. Every nerve lit up at once.

“Addicted now, like me, aren’t you babe?”

“Yeah honey.” I moaned. The word came out broken. The high was already climbing, sharp and total. My hole clenched around nothing. I needed something inside me before the next breath. Tori saw it. She pushed the robe open, guided her thick cock to my mouth, and let me take it while the drug finished claiming me. Her hand stayed on the back of my head, gentle but certain, as the first full wave of the rush locked into place and turned every thought into pure need.

Sometimes we would be over at Tori’s place, which was a bit of a mess, bottles and syringes lying around, but she always cleaned it up for the cameras, posting slam parties online. Kyle and I were regulars on her porn videos now, usually two or three hour videos with twenty or so guys, getting high, sniffing poppers and fucking. All bareback, of course. The camera stayed on the bed or the sofa while men rotated through. Tori directed between takes, telling someone to hold my legs open or to feed me another cock while I was already full. Kyle usually stayed close, sometimes filming on his phone as well, sometimes just watching with that same quiet smile he had worn the first time he injected me. By the end of each video my make-up was ruined, my lingerie soaked, and the only thing I could think about was the next load and the next rush. The old version of me who had once panicked about a single bareback encounter no longer existed in those rooms. Cammie did. And Cammie only wanted more.

Finally, Darren and the others arrived, we went out drinking and then I introduced them to Kyle, my boyfriend. The boys shifted nervously when they found out I was gay, but they were modern enough to accept me in their group regardless. A few forced jokes. A couple of longer looks at Kyle. They complained when I left them, saying the night was only just starting, but still, my plan was my plan. I told them I had something to sort and would meet them at the club later. They headed off without me.

I spent nearly an hour getting ready. The girls helped me. Tori fixed my wig and liner while the others chose the lingerie. Black seamed stockings complete with red lace trim. Red silk waspie, trimmed with thick red lace. Red bralette. Red open-crotch panties that left nothing to the imagination. Over that, a metallic red mini-dress, the skirt of which did not cover my buttocks. The hem sat high enough that the lower curves of my arse and the straps of the stockings were fully visible. Then, in red high-heels, I headed out with my little clutch purse. Kyle stayed behind for now. This part was mine.

As we arrived at the club, we could hear the boys approaching. I told the girls that the boys were all fair game, except for Darren, the one married one. When they asked why, I said that I had a little crush on Darren and I think he had one on me. They only smiled and nodded. No further questions.

The boys entered and immediately saw us. After paying the entry fee, they made a beeline for us, but I avoided them all except Darren. I stepped straight into his space. Without a word I took his lips on mine, his tongue in my mouth, before dropping to my knees and taking his erection in my mouth. He was already hard from the sight of the dress and the stockings. I sucked him properly, deep and wet, while around us the girls did the same with the others. Each of us sucked our guy, and when they were hard, we turned and knelt, letting the men take us. Each put on a condom and fucked us. The cinema area was half-full. No one paid much attention to one more group.

Darren’s hands wrapped around my hips, inching towards my cock. He’d soon discover I really am a man, perhaps confirming what he already knew. His fingers brushed the open crotch of the panties, then found the hard length of me. He held on just a little longer than necessary, thumb stroking once along the shaft, then let go and came inside me with a low grunt. The condom filled. He stayed buried for a few extra seconds before pulling out.

I stood, noting the others were still fucking, then turned and pulled the condom off Darren’s dick. With a smile I poured the cum into my mouth and swallowed. Then I leaned forward and kissed him, sharing the taste, before moving to his ear and whispered, “Enjoy that Daz?”

“Cam?” He whispered back in surprise. His voice cracked on the name.

“Cammie now.” I whispered.

Immediately his hand reached down between us and felt my erection again, confirming what his fingers had already told him. He squeezed once, harder this time.

“If I change my flights, can we fuck again?”

“Of course baby. As long as I can fuck you?”

“And Kyle?”

“I don’t do anything without Kyle.”

He nodded, still holding me, already calculating the lie he would tell his wife. Around us the other boys were finishing, still unaware that the soft, moaning body they had just used belonged to the same man who had once stood beside them pretending to be straight. I kept my eyes on Darren and waited for his answer. The night was only getting started.

Darren kissed me again and then smiled in approval. The kiss was slower this time, less shocked, more certain. His hand stayed on my hip, thumb brushing the edge of the metallic dress. When he pulled back he looked at me properly, the way he never had when we were both still pretending. I knew it, and I think I always knew it. That Darren was closeted was one thing, but that he had a thing for me was another. The way he had held my cock a second too long. The way he had already started rewriting his flights in his head. The way he tasted his own cum on my tongue without flinching.

Around us the other boys were still finishing with the girls, still laughing, still calling them hot Central European chicks. None of them looked our way long enough to notice the shift. Darren’s eyes stayed on mine. He gave a small nod, private, and stepped back just far enough to let the next man take his place if I wanted it. I didn’t move yet. I let the moment settle.

That first night in the club changed me, or rather, it didn’t. That first night in the club made me realise who I was. The embarrassment, the decision not to tell the others, the hand on Tori’s unexpected cock, the choice to push in anyway. Everything after had only been the logical continuation. The bathroom. The dark rooms. The poppers. The hypnosis. The lingerie. The unlocked door. Kyle. The needle. The cameras. The red dress I was wearing now. All of it had been waiting under the surface. I was a gay, sissy, bottom, bitch. And I was never going back.

I adjusted the hem of the dress, felt the open crotch of the panties against the cool air, and turned toward the next waiting cock. Darren watched me take it. His smile stayed exactly where it was.

I grinned at him as the man fucked me bareback, our eyes remained locked. Each deep thrust pushed me forward a little. I kept my gaze steady on Darren’s face, letting him see every shift of pleasure, every small open-mouthed breath. He didn’t look away. The smile he had given me earlier was still there, thinner now, hungrier. He watched the stranger’s cock disappear into me and reappear slick, watched my hand rest lightly on my own hard cock through the open crotch of the panties, and something in his expression settled into acceptance.

He was ours now. The flights would be changed. The marriage would become a technicality. Sooner or later he would be the one on his knees, mouth open, waiting for permission. I pushed back to take the man deeper and kept my eyes on Darren the whole time, already certain of it.

The End


Ruby Ruin

One

I was never one for social media, only really ever using Facebook to keep in touch with old friends, never bothering with Twitter, too old for Tiktok, and no idea what the hell Snapchat was. As a forty-year-old man, I thought I had no need for Instagram either. That was until a colleague showed me a hot Italian girl with her boobs almost out on there and suddenly I was interested.

Now, I’m a married man with kids, so I had no need for Onlyfans or anything like that. If I wanted porn, I went to Pornhub like any other normal married guy. There was no way I was spending my money on that.

And yet, as I dived into Instagram, I found myself falling into an abyss of depravity. Looking at sexy women was one thing, but then I ended up following goth girls, which led me to dominatrices, sexy transsexuals, and within months I ended up lost in the world of female domination and financial domination. The accounts were endless. Women in leather and latex. Women counting cash that men had sent them. Women laughing at the idea of their husbands or boyfriends ever touching them again. Thankfully I was still clever enough not to send any money to these girls, but I won’t deny, they were fuelling my sexual fantasies. Late at night, phone brightness turned down, I scrolled until the images blurred together.

I needed to learn more about femdom, so began downloading books and stories. Short ones at first. Then longer. Cuckolding. Forced bi. Chastity. Financial control. Soon cuckolding and domination fed my fantasies in bed. I started lasting longer. I started asking Sarah to talk dirty in ways I never had before. She noticed.

My wife Sarah began to notice a change in my libido, positively, and eventually she asked why. I tried to circumnavigate my embarrassment at my new kink, but I did tell her that I read a story about a cheating wife and it got me turned on. Sarah was only too happy to feed my fantasy and add a little roleplay to our love-making. She would tell me, while I was inside her, that she had been with someone else earlier that day. That he had been bigger. That she had come harder. She never pushed further than I asked for, but she never laughed either. She just played along and watched my reaction with quiet interest.

Sarah’s been a spectacular wife to me. Hardworking, she worked a fulltime job and raised two kids, whilst I frequently travelled on business. Since COVID happened, I no longer travel so frequently, but that only served to strengthen our marriage. Don’t get me wrong, we had our crises like any other marriage, but we were persistent in saving it and that was important, a foundation of trust and love.

With her long flowing dark brown locks of hair, her Slavic cheekbones, her dark, almost black eyes, Sarah is the picture of beauty. The same age as me, she seemed not to age past thirty and still looks as pretty as she ever did. That came from hard work though, exercising daily, indoor rock climbing, runs, using our home gym, and pole fitness three times a week. Her body was so slender it could be confused for an eighteen-year-old’s, with firm B-cup breasts, washboard abs, and a tight little arse, she turned heads of any man, young or old. At nearly a hundred and eighty centimetres in height, she should have been a model, but her brains sent her into upper management in finance.

It was the fact that she did pole fitness that started things off for me. I know what you are thinking, the idiot flirted online and caused this problem, but no, not in this case. This was just about being the wrong person, in the wrong place, at the wrong time. The studio was only a short drive from our house. She went three evenings a week. I sometimes picked her up when the kids were with their grandparents. That was how I first met the instructor. And that was how everything that followed began.

So… first… pole fitness. Those who don’t know are probably picturing strippers and strip clubs. My wife’s pet peeve is when people call them stripper poles. Those who know though, know that pole fitness is a gruelling test of mobility that most people can’t manage. Strength, flexibility, grip, core control. My wife frequently comes home with bruises on her thighs and upper arms, and when she shows me the videos of her moves I realise that it was certainly not something you’d see from your standard stripper. Inverts held for long seconds. Slow climbs. Controlled drops that look effortless only because the strength underneath is real.

Sarah had been going to the same studio for years. She loved her teacher and the group of friends she’d built around her. The studio was small, independent, and felt like a second home. But when her teacher decided to start a family and close her studio, Sarah was left depressed. There were other studios in the city but she really didn’t want to have to start from scratch in building a relationship with a new instructor and a new group. She tried two places and came home quiet both times. The spark was missing.

Now. Whilst all this was going on, I was getting my fix of Instagram girls. One of the women I followed was actually quite local to us, living in our city. Never once did I meet her, even though I did fantasise about it. She called herself Goddess Ruby, and she was tall, slender, sexy, quite tattooed on her arms and legs, pierced, but with her black hair and smoky eyes, looked goth, dark and evil. She was the picture of beauty. With her surgically enhanced D-cup boobs, she was a wet dream. There was just one thing about her. Yes, she called herself Goddess Ruby, but that wasn’t her full name. It was Goddess Ruby Ruin.

Ruby had a kink. Yes, she liked domination, was a sadist, and all that, but her kink was finding married men, feminising them, forcing them to divorce their wives, and ruining them. Turning them into simping Onlyfans sissies. Her feed was full of before-and-after shots. Ordinary-looking husbands in shirts and jeans next to the same men in wigs, makeup, lingerie, sometimes on their knees counting out cash they had withdrawn for her. Her claim was that if a man really didn’t want it, then he wouldn’t allow it to happen, but based on the photos of exposed men, I felt differently. Some of the captions read like confessions written under pressure. Obviously I wasn’t going to let that happen to me, but the idea of it, the fantasy, that did turn me on, especially given that Ruby would sometimes even get the wife involved too, and that drove me even more. The thought of Sarah watching, or worse, participating, while I was slowly stripped of everything that made me the man of the house, sat in the back of my mind and refused to leave.

Still, there is a tonne to understand about these things. One, I doubt whatever Ruby did, that she did in real life. Blackmail and non-consent were not exactly legal, and if there was one thing I learned about the BDSM community, consent was fundamental to doing things. The public posts were theatre. The real sessions, if they existed at all, would be negotiated and paid for like any other professional domination. Two, if the men did consent to this, then they were fools. Giving someone the power to destroy a marriage and a reputation for the sake of a kink seemed like the fastest way to lose everything. I told myself both of those points every time I opened her profile. They kept me safe. Or at least they felt like they did.

And so life progressed. My kids were reaching college age, and work, hobbies and life went on for me. My wife ended up finding a new pole dance studio and she was happy, made friends super-fast, so all’s well that ends well. The end.

Except you and I know that this isn’t where this ends. You and I know that things aren’t that simple.

Two months of new pole dance instructor, two months in, one pole camp weekend. Sarah was very happy, over the moon, and she got on really well with Diane, her teacher. At the pole dance camp the two became great friends, the whole group partied to morning, and everything seemed to be going great. Sarah came home still buzzing, talking about the sessions, the shared bruises, the late-night conversations. I tried to see Diane’s photo on Instagram, but her profile was locked and on the phone I couldn’t see bugger all from the pole dance picture in the little circle. Just a dark-haired woman in athletic clothes, face half-turned away.

But I did see that she was followed by a number of people I followed. In fact she had twenty followers that were women I followed. A few were just random hot women I viewed, and some were in BDSM, one or two femdoms, which was hot; but most of all, she was followed by Ruby Ruin, which made me wonder… was Ruby a student of hers? The overlap sat in my mind longer than it should have.

“What is it you talked about at the party?” I asked my wife when she came back from the camp.

“Oh, all sorts.” She said. “The girls are so funny. So, one of them is a nuclear physicist, would you believe?”

“Really?”

“Yep. She’s married, but she was talking about how they have an open marriage.”

“Interesting.”

“Yeah, pretty kinky.” She said. “But not as kinky as Diane.” She told me with a knowing twinkle in her eye.

“Oh? How so?”

“Not sure. She didn’t really want to talk about it too much, just that she’s pretty into the domination and bondage scene. She was showing me pictures of women she’s tied up.”

“Ah, she’s a rigger?” I said, showing off my newly acquired vocabulary.

Sarah gave me a surprised, yet impressed, look. “Yes she is. Where did you learn that word?”

“I’m not a monk.” I laughed.

“Hmm… anyway, she plays with women, but is harder with men apparently.”

That was about all I could get from Sarah. She moved on to talking about the next week’s class schedule and the new routine they were working on. I nodded and asked the right questions, but part of my attention stayed on the small detail she had dropped. Harder with men.

For the next two weeks I did what I could to find pictures of Diane Caulder, but literally came up empty. No public Facebook. No old tagged photos that led anywhere useful. Her Instagram stayed locked. She seemed very secretive, which only made her that much more interesting for me. Every time Sarah mentioned her name in passing I felt a small, private spike of curiosity.

However, after two weeks with little success, I began to lose interest and went back to reading my porn and stalking hot dominatrices on Instagram. I would occasionally like a picture, but I’d never comment for fear of someone I know seeing it. The usual accounts. The usual fantasies. Ruby Ruin still appeared in my feed now and then, still posting her ruined husbands and her captions about inevitability. I told myself the overlap with Diane was just coincidence. A small city. Shared interests. Nothing more. Then I locked my phone and went to bed beside my wife, who was already half-asleep and still smiling about the new studio.

For the next few months, things continued as normal. Work. School runs. Quiet evenings. Sarah’s classes three times a week. My phone still came out late at night when she was already asleep.

I noticed Ruby transformed and outed another man, some IT geek, married, kids, family ruined allegedly. The before photos showed an ordinary bloke in glasses and a company hoodie. The after photos showed the same man in a blonde wig, heavy makeup, pink lingerie, kneeling with cash fanned out in front of him. She also showed pictures of the wife this time too, on her knees and tied up, and also stood smiling next to a huge black man, with the caption of how happy the wife was with her new life. The wife’s eyes looked calm. Almost proud. I gulped, rubbing myself, imagining it was me. My own face under the wig. Sarah’s face in place of the smiling wife. The thought hit hard and stayed.

My brain was in horn mode. If it wasn’t I would have thought a little bit about the professionally hogtied woman, about how well the bondage ropes worked around the woman, about how clearly this was done by someone who knew what they were doing. The harness was clean. The knots were precise. The tension looked deliberate. But I didn’t think about that at all. None of that clicked with me. All I saw was the finished product and the caption that said the husband had paid for the whole thing himself.

“Hey, it’s almost Christmas,” my wife said to me later on, “and the studio is putting on a Christmas pole party. You’re invited. We’ll do a bit of a show, then there’ll be drinks and food, and then later the girls will go clubbing.”

“Sounds fun.” I said, immediately wondering if any of Diane’s BDSM friends would be there. How little I knew. I pictured the studio decorated, the poles lit up, Sarah performing, and somewhere in the crowd a woman who might know exactly how those ropes on Ruby’s feed had been tied. I smiled at Sarah and told her I would be there. She looked pleased. I went back to my phone after she left the room and scrolled Ruby’s latest post one more time, already half-hard and already telling myself it was only fantasy.


Two

The party was in the studio itself, a huge room framed on all sides by white silk curtains lit up by pink LED lights from the base. The poles stood in two neat rows down the centre. I had been expecting just a few people, but it seemed that there were more students than just the ten in Sarah’s group. It turned out that there were other teachers using the studio, teaching different forms of pole, including one called exotic, which Sarah explained was more like the stripper types. There was also a group for aerial hoops. Each group would be giving their show. Sarah was in the upper intermediate group.

Bit by bit I was introduced to the other students in Sarah’s group. There were some pretty women there, but nothing compared to some in the other group, and certainly not compared to Sarah. I looked around the room, trying to spot someone I might recognise from my internet perving, and I did see a couple of women who I followed, but I had no reason to go over and introduce myself. That would be just weird. I stayed close to Sarah, drank the free wine, and tried to look like any other supportive husband.

As I turned around the room, I saw a gorgeous goth girl enter, in leatherette pole-dance shorts and sports-bra, and as she smiled at someone near the bar, I realised who she was. It was Goddess Ruby Ruin, right there. Same black hair. Same smoky eyes. Same long legs and heavy tattoos. The woman from the posts about ruined marriages and kneeling husbands was standing twenty feet away in athletic kit, laughing at something the bartender said.

My heart raced as I realised I was going to eventually meet the woman I perved over the most. The woman who fuelled my darkest fantasies. The woman who scared me beyond belief, but made me wish for every single day. I felt the familiar heat low in my stomach and forced myself to look away for a second. When I looked back she was already moving.

Ruby ended her animated conversation with the girl at the bar, then turned and with a huge smile walked over to Sarah’s group. “Hey girls!” She gushed, hugging each one of them in turn. The affection looked genuine. Nothing like the cold captions on her feed.

“Diane!” Sarah said with glee. “This is my husband, Kel.”

Diane aka Ruby turned to look at me with a kind, genuine smile. She didn’t bother to wait for a handshake, leaning in and pulling me in for a tight hug. Her body was warm and solid against mine. I caught the faint scent of whatever lotion she used. “Nice to meet you Kel!” She said with a kind grin. “Sarah’s amazing! Really advanced. Personally, I think she’s in the wrong group, but she says she’s happy here, so, I get her!”

“Hurray!” I said, laughing, then kicking myself for being weird. “Er, that’s great! I’m looking forward to the show!”

“You’ll love it.” Said Diane, her voice smooth and sexy. In fact, she had one of the sexiest voices I’d ever heard, even though she was clearly from North America. Low, controlled, with a slight rasp that made every ordinary sentence sound intimate.

“That’s quite the accent.” I told her.

“Ah, the voice that put me through college.” She laughed. “I did voiceover work, some books and stuff. People are sure I’m a Twitch streamer called Cottontail, but I’m not.”

“Right…” I said, wondering what a Twitch was, and why someone would be called Cottontail. The name meant nothing to me. I filed it away and tried to stay present.

“So, where are you from?”

“Mmmm… guess. And guess right, and I’ll let you dance with me at the club tonight.” She grinned. The challenge was light, almost playful, but her eyes stayed on mine a fraction longer than necessary.

We weren’t planning on going to the club. Sarah wasn’t the clubbing type. “Ah well, we’re not going clubbing tonight.”

Diane only tilted her head, still smiling, as if the answer was temporary.

Diane’s warm expression changed to hurt, looking sharply at Sarah. “Why not?”

“I don’t go clubbing. I just feel too old for it.” Explained Sarah.

“Bullshit!” Replied Diane dismissively. “You are cute, sexy, and young. I’m not letting my best student skip out on me. You’re going.” She turned back to me. “And you, guess, go.” She said, snapping her fingers.

“Canada. I’m going to say… Alberta.” I told her.

She stared at me for a long moment, her head cocking to one side as if analysing me. “I would’ve accepted Canada, but well done on Alberta too.” She said softly, then, with her head still cocked she said, “Why do you look familiar to me?”

My eyes widened, realising that I had liked her pictures in the past. Had she checked my profile? Had she looked at my pictures? I needed to divert her somehow, to stop her from making the connection. “I guess I have a familiar face.” I said. Well that was the dumbest thing I’ve ever said.

“Riiiight…” She said slowly, giving me a knowing look. She fucking knew, I was sure of it. The smile stayed polite for anyone watching, but her eyes had already filed me away.

Attention was turned to the first show, by the beginner group. Although it was basic stuff, I knew it was nothing I could ever manage, so beginners or not, they had my respect. Simple spins and holds, still requiring real strength. Then the lower intermediates went, and again, very impressive. Cleaner lines, longer inversions. But I was blown away by my wife’s upper intermediate, their technical ability but also the show, the timing to the song. Amazing stuff. Sarah moved like the pole was an extension of her body. I forgot Diane for a few minutes and just watched.

Of course, Sarah came rushing back to me, adrenaline pouring from every pore of her body, a huge grin on her face, and demanded to know what I thought. Honestly, I couldn’t have been prouder and more impressed, and I told her so. She glowed under the praise, kissed my cheek, and dropped into the seat on my left.

She sat down ready to watch the next show, as others took their places. Diane walked back, saying thanks to those who congratulated her on whatever small part she had taken in the organisation.

“Diane, I’ve saved you a space.” Someone called out from further along the row.

“That’s okay. I’ve got a seat over here.” She replied, making a beeline to the last empty seat, right next to me to my right. “Enjoy it?” She asked me softly.

“Amazing. I wish I could do that.” I told her.

“You could. There are some great male pole dance artists.” She explained.

“Too late for me. I’m old and very inflexible.”

“Bullshit.” She laughed. “Anyone can learn. I could train you, and make you flexible.”

I gulped. “I bet you could.” The words came out quieter than I intended. She only smiled and turned her attention to the advanced group.

We watched the advanced group in silence, and then in the break, when Sarah disappeared to the toilet, I turned to Diane and asked her why she didn’t want to sit next to the girl who called out to her.

“Why?” She purred in a suddenly very sexy smooth voice. “You don’t like sitting next to me?”

“Ha, no, not that. Just wondering.”

“Mmm… well, one, she annoys me. She is one of those loud, doesn’t shut the fuck up type women.”

“Ah, I see.” I said, feeling a little disappointed that it wasn’t for me.

“But really, I wanted to sit next to you.” She then added, “next to the guy who liked so many of my photos on Instagram.”

She knew it was me. I needed to play dumb. “I… I don’t follow you on Instagram.”

Her laugh rang out, dark and sinister, yet so sexy that it almost made me cum then and there. “Oh baby, not that one. You know the one I mean, don’t you… Kelly?”

The name hit like a slap. The one she used in the captions under the ruined men. The soft, mocking version of a husband’s real name.

“My name’s Kel. Short for Kelvin.”

“Is it?” She smiled, her voice laced with sarcasm. “Don’t be scared Kelly.” She whispered into my ear. Her breath was warm. “Don’t worry. I promise you, all the men I’ve ruined are happier now than they were. And anyway, we’re all friends here, right?”

“R… right.”

Sarah’s footsteps returned behind us. Diane sat back in her chair as if nothing had been said, still smiling that same polite, kind smile for the rest of the room. My pulse stayed high. The pink LED lights along the base of the curtains suddenly felt too bright.

As Sarah returned, the lights dimmed for the exotic show, which was probably for the best, otherwise she would have seen how pale I’d become. My stomach churned with nerves, and I could feel the self-satisfied smile on Ruby’s face beside me. I’ll call her Ruby because this woman wasn’t Diane. Diane was a nice friend of Sarah’s, a pole instructor who hugged students and organised Christmas parties. Ruby was a dangerous sadist, a woman who enjoyed taking men like me, and turning them into sissies, destroying careers and destroying families. The two shared the same body, the same voice, the same tattoos, but they were not the same person. I sat between them both and tried not to show how hard my heart was beating.

I didn’t speak to Ruby for the rest of the night in the studio because she was pulled from side to side by students and teachers alike, but Sarah did decide that she wanted to go clubbing. Common sense in me suggested that we shouldn’t go, so I tried to talk it out of her. I mentioned the early morning, the kids’ schedules, the fact that neither of us had been clubbing in years. She listened politely and then said she had already told the others we would meet them there. She’d clearly spent some time building up to wanting to go inside her own head. It was now impossible to convince her otherwise. She wanted to go.

The club was loud and dark, the kind of place that made conversation difficult unless you leaned in close. It was while Sarah was dancing with a group at the club that Ruby sat down with me to have a chat. I’d had a few beers inside me so my nerves were a little more settled, but still I didn’t feel great about having this conversation. She placed her drink on the table and turned sideways so her knees almost touched mine.

“So you follow my kinky profile.” She began. “What’s your deal?”

I sighed and told her the truth about how I really didn’t plan to be interested in any of it. The Instagram rabbit hole. The books. The roleplay with Sarah that never went further than words. But I also highlighted that I understood that BDSM was all about consent, and not to have my life ruined as she did. I made the boundary as clear as I could over the noise of the music.

“Can I let you into a secret?” She asked, leaning close. Her breath smelled faintly of whatever spirit was in her glass.

“Sure.”

“Every single one of the men and women that I ruin, consented to it at some point.” She explained. “Every single one set rules and boundaries, and I followed them completely. I’m not an idiot.”

“So many men would throw away their lives like that?” I asked, surprised, and she nodded slowly.

“But, I will say this. I am an expert manipulator. Maybe the men didn’t want it, and maybe they didn’t expect things to actually happen. I have a way of making men and women give me their consent, and once I have it, I pounce.”

My heart was thumping as her eyes pierced my soul, her smirk told me way more than I needed to hear. The club lights flashed across her face and for a second the friendly pole instructor disappeared completely. Only Ruby remained.

“But you wouldn’t do that to me, right?”

The music disappeared from the room, replaced by a thumping in my ears. Her eyes never left mine, looked on me, reading me completely. Her smile disappeared and instead a darkness fell upon her. Right at that moment I knew I was looking at evil, sheer evil. The kind that did not need to raise its voice. And yet her reply confused me.

“No, of course not.” She said softly. “I would never do that to you.”

“Thank you.”

“Of course. Don’t worry, Kelly. You have nothing to worry about with me. I’m Sarah’s friend, which means I’m your friend.”

And so I relaxed. Yes, she had a kink, she did disturbing things, but she was a friend, and friends don’t fuck over other friends. The tension in my shoulders dropped a fraction. Walking over with her to the bar to get a drink, I actually felt good about this girl being in my life as a friend, because that meant that maybe I’d get to hear or see her dominate someone in real-life, and get stuff to feed my fantasies. She ordered for both of us. When the drinks came she handed mine over with the same kind smile she had used in the studio, and for a little while I let myself believe the danger had passed.

Ruby ordered two tequilas, then took my lemon, rubbed it between her breasts and pouring the salt on it, then put the lemon in her mouth and grinned. I knew what she wanted, I’d seen other girls do it earlier. I gulped and looked around to see if Sarah was watching. She wasn’t. I then leaned down and tentatively licked the salt off the sides of her boobs, then downed the shot, before retrieving the lemon from her mouth with my tongue. The skin under the salt was warm and smooth. Her breasts rose with her breathing as I finished the lick. The lemon was sharp and wet when I took it from between her lips.

“Now me.” She said, taking her lemon and rubbing along the side of my neck, and then pouring salt on it. The rind dragged slowly over the pulse point. Coarse grains stuck to the damp trail she left. She pushed the lemon into my mouth, the sharp flesh pressing against my tongue, and pulled me close by the front of my shirt.

I felt her long tongue lick up my neck, flat and wet, collecting every grain of salt. It didn’t stop there. She licked around the shell of my ear, slow and deliberate, then closed her teeth on the lobe and chewed once, hard enough to sting. When she pulled back she kept her face inches from mine, staring straight into my eyes. The club lights moved across her pupils. She never left my gaze as she brought the shot to her lips and downed the spirit in one clean swallow.

Then she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me in for the lemon. Her mouth found it fast, sucking the remaining juice down, before spitting the empty rind out to the side. She did not give me space. She pulled me straight back in for a long passionate kiss. Her tongue pushed past the remaining sourness and claimed my mouth completely, deep and unhurried, as if she had all night and no audience. One hand stayed locked behind my head. The other slipped down the front of my body, over my belt, and settled on my crotch. She felt the hard shape of my cock through the fabric, mapped it with her fingers, and gave it one slow, proprietary squeeze. Hard enough to make my breath catch against her mouth. Then she released me and stepped back just far enough to speak.

“I think we’re going to be great friends, aren’t we?”

The question was soft. The smile that followed was not. My cock stayed stiff against the inside of my trousers, still feeling the exact pressure of her hand.

She left me there, panting, wondering what the fuck I’d just done. I wondered just what the hell was going on, was this her way of manipulating me? But then much to my shock, she was back again, this time with my wife in tow.

“Come on, your turn now!” Ruby laughed to Sarah.

“Urgh, not tequila.” Sarah complained.

“Yes!” Laughed Ruby, ordering three more. Once they arrived, I watched as Ruby took a lemon and rubbed it on the exposed part of my wife’s breasts, pouring salt on it.

“What are you doing?” Giggled Sarah, but Ruby silenced her by pushing the lemon into my wife’s mouth.

With one look and a wink at me, Ruby bent down and licked the top of my wife’s breasts, licking up the salt. Sarah’s wide eyes focused on me, her body rigid. Ruby downed the shot and then fetched the lemon from my wife’s mouth, eating the flesh and spitting the rind, before kissing my wife, who continued to look at me confused. The kiss lasted longer than a playful one. Sarah’s hands hovered in the air for a second before settling lightly on Ruby’s arms.

“Your turn now.” Ruby said to her, taking the lemon and rubbing it on the sides of her own breasts and placing salt on it.

Sarah giggled nervously and leaned down, licking up the salt and giggling as if she’d just done something really naughty. She then downed the shot and fetched the lemon from Ruby’s mouth.

“Where’s my kiss?” Ruby sulked. With blushing cheeks, Sarah leaned in and kissed her pole dance teacher. It started soft. It did not stay soft. Ruby’s hand came up to the back of Sarah’s neck and held her there.

Next was my turn again. She did the same thing as before, but this time she pulled her top down just a little to expose the tops of her areolas, rubbing the salt and lemon there. She grinned at my wife, before pulling my head down. “Suck it.”

I gave Sarah a look, trying to let her know that I had very little choice in the matter, as if it was a major chore for me to suck on a sexy woman’s nipples. The salt was coarse on my tongue. The skin beneath was hotter than before. By the time I was taking the lemon from Ruby’s mouth, Ruby’s hands were on me, pulling me tight, turning what was meant to be a play kiss into something deeply passionate. When we finally broke, she was biting my bottom lip, and her stare into my eyes was deeply erotic. My cock strained hard against my trousers.

Nervously, I turned to look at my wife. She just stood there, looking confused, angry, horny, but mostly confused. Before she could say anything or even suggest that we leave, which I could see she was close to saying, Ruby grabbed her and pulled her in for another kiss. If I thought that the kiss I just shared with Ruby was passionate, it was nothing compared to this. The couple fell into a soft chair, with Ruby on top of her. Hands moved. Sarah’s legs parted slightly under the weight. I stood there watching, my cock in pain from this excitement, until they broke the kiss and Ruby turned to me.

“You can go now, Kelly. I want to enjoy your wife in peace.” She purred.

The dismissal was quiet and absolute. Sarah’s eyes met mine over Ruby’s shoulder. She did not tell me to stay. She did not tell me to leave either. She simply looked dazed and flushed and still kissing distance from the woman who had just renamed me in public. I stepped back. The music of the club rushed back in. My drink sat untouched on the table. Ruby had already returned her full attention to my wife.

My eyes sought out Sarah’s, but she refused to look at me. The message was clear. Go away.


Three

We didn’t talk about what happened in the taxi home. In fact, we didn’t talk at all. The driver played quiet radio. Sarah stared out of the window. I stared at the back of the seat in front of me. The taste of lemon and tequila and Ruby’s tongue still sat in my mouth. When we got home, regardless of how drunk we were, we fucked like rabbits. Clothes came off in the hallway. We barely made it to the bed. It was fast, rough, and completely silent except for breathing and the sound of skin. We both came hard and then rolled apart without speaking.

It wasn’t until the morning, once we were both nursing coffees in bed and complaining about our hangovers, that we finally acknowledged what had happened.

“I can’t believe we did that.” Sarah said. “I can’t believe I did that.”

“I mean, you just kissed, right?”

“No.” She whispered. “No, we didn’t just kiss. We had more tequila. I sucked her nipples. I… fingered her… I licked salt off her pussy.”

“Fuck!” I said, my cock getting hard under the sheet. The image landed clean and vivid. Sarah’s mouth on Ruby. Sarah’s fingers inside her. Sarah’s tongue between her legs while the club carried on around them.

“I can’t go back to that studio again.” She sighed.

“Why not?”

“Because it’d be embarrassing!”

I needed to convince her to keep going there, somehow. The thought of cutting Diane out of our lives now felt dangerous in a different way. “Babe, don’t you think that’s a bit of an overreaction? Maybe she’s just a party girl. I’m sure when you go there tomorrow things will be normal.”

“Can people really do that? Just switch it on and off like that?” She asked, confused.

“Yes, I think they can.”

She sighed and shrugged. “I’ve never experimented with a girl before. Never even thought of it.”

“Did you hate it?”

“I didn’t hate it, but it was, well, weird. And well, I guess I can’t just play like that and not, you know, feel anything.”

“Is that what you are scared of?” I asked her, wondering if she could fall in love just because of a kiss. “That you’ll see her and have feelings for her?”

Again, she shrugged. “I don’t know. I don’t want to upset you either.”

I actually had to laugh at that. I loved my wife like mad, but sometimes she was so naïve to certain things, such as men and lesbians. The idea that one night of drunken touching would automatically rewrite her entire sexuality struck me as almost sweet. But either way, it was damned good that she didn’t say anything about the kiss I shared with Ruby. She had not seen the hand on my cock. She had not heard the name Kelly whispered against my ear. That part stayed mine.

When Sarah finally went to shower, I went to Instagram. I sort of expected to see a request to view my profile from Ruby, but instead I had a request from her personal profile, Diane. Of course I followed back, which was accepted seconds later. The profile was a mix of pole photos and photos of travel and food and such, the usual Instagram stuff. No leather. No ruined husbands. No captions about consent and pouncing. Just Diane, smiling in daylight.

The rest of the day was normal, relaxed with the kids watching TV. Sarah moved around the house quieter than usual but not cold. We ordered takeaway. We went to bed early. And after Sarah’s lesson the following day, she came back happy and radiant as she usually was after a lesson. She talked about a new sequence they were learning and how Diane had corrected her grip on an invert. Of course, Sarah told me that it was a fantastic lesson and she was glad she didn’t quit. I took that to mean that I was right, that it was just fun on the night out. The danger had been a club thing, a tequila thing, nothing that would follow us home. I told myself that while I scrolled Diane’s ordinary photos one more time and felt my cock stir anyway.

That night, when Sarah went to bed, I stayed up and watched my show on TV, whilst opening Instagram and wondering if I could get away with a quick wank. The house was quiet. The kids were asleep. Sarah’s breathing had already settled into the steady rhythm that meant she was out for the night. I locked the bedroom door from the outside out of habit and sat on the sofa with the volume low.

When I went to Ruby’s profile, I immediately saw something that made me shake to my core. Followed by SarahPkrJns. My wife was now following Goddess Ruby Ruin too, which meant that not only did Sarah know what Ruby did, but knew that I knew too. The follow was recent. The little notification sat there like a quiet accusation. Sarah had seen the ruined husbands. She had seen the captions. She had seen the wives on their knees.

The message icon flagged an incoming message. It was from Diane. “I’m going to send a request to follow you from Ruby now. Accept it. Is that clear?”

“Yes.” I wrote back. My hands felt cold.

Minutes later she was writing to me from her Ruby account. It was a video. My wife and her, alone in a small room which I knew was in the studio, and my wife was on her knees licking Ruby’s pussy. The angle was clear. Sarah’s dark hair, the familiar curve of her back, the way she moved when she was focused on giving pleasure. Ruby’s hand rested on the back of her head. The video was only twenty seconds long. It looped.

“I told your wife everything.” She wrote. “I told her what I do to men like you. I told her that I make women like her fall in love with me. I told her that in my house, I have three women who I sleep with, and ten sissies who serve me. I told her that I have ruined lives, and it makes me wet. And I told her…”

I paused, my cock rigid as I waited for her to tell me that she told her that I was next. The cursor blinked. My pulse was loud in my ears.

“…that I wasn’t going to do that to you. That I made a promise to you.” She wrote. What the fuck? The relief and the disappointment arrived at the same time and tangled together. “Do you know what she asked?”

“No.” I wrote.

“Why?” She wrote. “Not why like what was the reason. More pleading. Why not? I told her I don’t have your consent, so I won’t. Anyway, I think she’s in love with me…”

“Wow… I don’t know what to say.” I genuinely didn’t. I hadn’t been so turned on in my life, and yet I was terrified of where my life was going. It was clear that this sexy woman was manipulating my wife but why did I enjoy the fact that this was happening. The video played again on the screen. Sarah’s mouth. Ruby’s hand. The casual way the message listed ten sissies and three women as if they were household facts. As I gently massaged my cock, I continued to write to her.

“I think maybe I’m interested, but I’m scared, quite honestly. Ruin seems so extreme. I have kids, I have a high-powered job. Hell, she has a high-powered job. I can’t afford to lose everything. I have a mortgage, debts, what then?”

I hit send and sat there with my hand still on my cock, staring at the three dots that appeared almost immediately as Ruby began to type her reply. The show on the television kept playing to an empty room. Upstairs my wife slept, already deeper into this than I had realised, and I was still hard, still waiting, still typing the next careful sentence that would either close the door or open it wider.

The dots on the screen indicated that she was writing back but it took so long that I began to get antsy, second-guessing myself. The idea of handing control over to this sexy babe was amazing, but any logical person would tell you that you simply couldn’t do that. I put the phone down, picked it up again, checked the connection, and still the three dots pulsed. My cock stayed hard the entire time, ignored and aching.

Finally her reply came.

“The thing is, I really don’t care about your family, your debts, your job. If I cared about all those things, I wouldn’t do this. For me, the thrill is in seeing men like you reduced to wrecks, crying and begging, pleading not to do it. You eventually all say do it, then when it happens, you break down. You have nothing left. I think part of you want to kill me, and part of you want to make love to me. But once the truth sets in, it becomes far easier to mould you into the sissy that I want. Do you want me to be honest Kelly?”

“Yes.”

“I think it will be just a matter of days before you give in. I think you will cry, maybe you will beg, but you will give in. I think by the end of the month, you will be licking the rim of my toilet with your freshly pierced tongue, wondering where your wife and kids are going to live. I think you’ll get off on the fact that your parents, friends and work will disown you for deciding to let me chemically castrate you, for letting me turn you into a sissy whore for cock. I will destroy you, Kelly, one day. It’s what I do. Now you may call me a psychopath, and maybe I am, but we have just a few moments of happiness in our life, and I really don’t understand why. Do you want to be happy, Kelly?”

“Yes.” I wrote, my cock painfully erect now, the darkness of her text both scaring me and turning me on. “Yes, I do.”

“But you’re not yet, right? Not completely. You’re missing something.”

“Yes. Something, but that’s the same for anyone. We have to give up a piece of happiness because we have to work, to earn, to interrupt our lives to make money.”

“Why?” She wrote. That was a good question, to which I had no answer. Any answer I gave would not satisfy my needs, but rather the needs of society. I stared at the single word and felt the usual list of responsibilities rise and then collapse under their own weight.

I think I took too long to answer the question because she continued and answered it for me.

“You have been conditioned that way, and for some, maybe it’s enough, but it isn’t for me, or you.” She wrote. “Give in to me, and I will promise you this. I live in a very large estate. An estate gifted to me by one of my slaves. I have more money than you can dream of. I own three companies that I’ve never set foot in. I break the rules and have behave terribly, and yet it has made me successful. I lied to you before. I really don’t give a shit about consent, I take what I want. But I like you Kelly. There’s something about you, and Sarah. So, I’m giving you time, time to make up your own mind.”

“That’s kind of you.”

“It is, isn’t it?” I could practically hear her smile through the text. “But don’t take too long. If I were you, rather than deciding, I’d probably be preparing for the worst.”

With that, the messages ended. I looked down. Cum covered my hand. I don’t remember climaxing but somehow it happened. The orgasm had arrived somewhere between the toilet-rim prediction and the chemical castration line, quiet and total, while my eyes stayed locked on the screen. She had basically told me that she would ruin me no matter what, that my life as I knew it was over, but how? She had nothing on me. Nothing to harm me. I called bullshit on her whole spiel. Without anything to blackmail with or control me, she had nothing. Fuck, even if we fucked, so what? She fucked my wife, I had the proof. The video was on my phone. That cut both ways.

I cleaned myself and headed upstairs, feeling quite proud of myself. I was going to just ignore this mad woman, after all, she had nothing, and I had everything. Sure she was rich, but money doesn’t get you everything.

The door to my bedroom was shut, but I could hear the sound of a vibrator from the other side. The low, steady buzz cut through the quiet of the landing. For a second I considered giving Sarah some privacy, but then I heard the tell-tale voice of Diane aka Ruby from the other side. They were facetiming. Ruby’s low, smooth accent was unmistakable even through the phone speaker.

Still in the afterglow of my revelation, I burst into the room, ready to confront them. The door swung open harder than I intended. Sarah’s eyes bolted to mine but she didn’t look shocked to see me. She simply continued to fuck herself as she videoed with Ruby. The vibrator was deep between her legs, her free hand holding the phone steady. Her face was flushed, lips parted, completely unembarrassed.

“Come see.” Sarah breathed.

I tentatively walked over to the screen where I saw Ruby smiling at me, dressed in sexy black lace, a huge dildo strapped to her crotch as she fucked a man dressed in pink lingerie in the arse. The man was on all fours on a large bed. Other sissies were kneeling around her, some watching, some already touching themselves. The camera angle was clear and deliberate. Ruby looked straight into the lens as if she had been waiting for me to appear.

“This will be you soon.” My wife said to me. “We’re going to make sure of it.” She reached over and grabbed my erection which had since returned, rubbing it as she frigged herself with the vibrating cock. Her hand was warm and certain. She stroked me in time with the thrusts on the screen. “You’ll lose me, the kids, everything, because that’s what she does.” Sarah grinned. The smile was soft and almost affectionate. “Why don’t you just admit you want this too? Just do it. Admit it. Go on.”

“I… I…”

The words stuck. On the screen Ruby pushed deeper into the sissy in pink and let out a quiet, pleased sound. One of the kneeling figures leaned forward and licked along the side of the strap-on as it moved. Sarah’s hand tightened on my cock.

“Yes baby, go on. Admit it.” Sarah said softly, pumping me harder. Her eyes stayed on mine. The vibrator kept its steady rhythm between her legs. The phone stayed angled so Ruby could see everything.

“Oh god, I…”

My voice cracked. Sarah’s thumb brushed over the head of my cock and spread the wetness already there. On the screen Ruby smiled wider, still fucking the man in lingerie, still watching me through the camera as if the next words out of my mouth had already been decided.


Four

It made zero sense. Why would Sarah want this? In what world did you go from happily married and loving, to evil, dark and wanting to see your husband brutally turned into a sissy? I didn’t believe in hypnosis, but could Ruby have hypnotised her in some way? Brainwashed her? Drugged her perhaps? Heck, when I came in her hand she got positively aggressive. Never once did Sarah get aggressive with me, not once in all eighteen years of marriage did she hit me or threaten to. But this time she pulled me to her and rubbed the cum in my face and then spanked me. The sting of her hand on my arse had been sharp and deliberate. Fuck, and Ruby had been watching, recording I’m sure. The phone had stayed angled toward us the whole time.

I hadn’t said yes to my wife, of course. I couldn’t bring myself to do it, much as I wanted to. I think that pissed her off too. She had finished herself with the vibrator while looking at me, then rolled over and gone to sleep without another word.

“But why?” I asked Sarah the next morning. She seemed to have calmed a bit by then. We were in the kitchen. Coffee. The ordinary sounds of a Saturday. The kids were still upstairs.

She sighed. “Because we’ve been so bored for so long.” She said. “We’ve been in a rut, sexually, and well, this would change things.”

“You’re not thinking straight. We would lose everything.”

“We wouldn’t lose everything.” She sighed. “You would lose everything. I would gain everything, and I would sell the house and move into something smaller. You’re losing sight of what is important.”

I shook my head, wondering just what the hell she was talking about. If anyone was losing sight of what was important, it was her. If we went ahead with this, then we would be divorced, no more, and I explained that to her. The legal reality. The kids. The shared history. She simply smiled condescendingly at me, stroked my face, and then said, “But I would have access to all of Ruby’s bulls. She has fifty guys who she regularly uses and provides access to for her ladies.” She opened her phone, showing me a website which she had access to. Grid after grid of men. Different ages, different builds, all clearly available. “See all these men? I can fuck them every single day or night, non-stop if I wanted.”

“And money? You’d need to work and look after the kids.” I pointed out.

“Something I’ve been doing for a long time. But actually, no. I could quit my job.”

“Wait, what?”

“All the wives who left their husbands now work for Ruby. They do Onlyfans porn, work in her club, and make money hand over fist. Ruby looks after us women, makes sure that we are all rich and the men suffer.” The way she said it sounded rehearsed, as if the sentences had already been spoken to her and she was simply repeating them.

Then there was only one question left. “Don’t you love me?” I asked her, with tears in my eyes.

“Honey, of course I do. Which is why I think you should do this. I love you enough to set you free. This will make you happy forever. No need to work anymore, no need to have responsibilities. Just to live your life as a sissy slave. Cooking, cleaning and fucking. What more could you want?”

I gulped. It was all too much for me. Yes, everything she was saying made sense when really it shouldn’t have, but at the same time I was far too much of a pussy to say yes to any of this. The image of the man in pink lingerie on Ruby’s bed the night before sat behind my eyes. The way Sarah had spoken about losing me as if it were a kindness. So I sat down, took her hands in mine, and asked, “Would you hate me terribly if I told you I don’t want to do any of that? Would you hate me if I said I just want to grow old with you?”

She sighed but didn’t look angry, more disappointed. We sat in silence, her looking away for a moment, then smiling as she looked back. “Of course not baby. Maybe you’re right. Maybe this is all too much at once, but I do think we need to inject spice into our marriage, right?”

The question hung there, soft and reasonable, already opening the next door while the previous one was still closing. I nodded because I did not know what else to do.

“Right. Absolutely. We can do that.” I said, thinking that maybe I could have my cake and eat it. Controlled spice. Bedroom limits. Nothing that would touch the rest of our lives.

“Good. Then I want a lover.” She said openly. I gulped, stared at her, then nodded.

“Okay. Of course.” I told her.

“And I want to dominate you at home sometimes.”

“I’d like that.”

“I want to make you a sissy.”

“In the bedroom. Sure, why not?”

“I want you to push your limits. To try.”

“Absolutely.” I nodded. Each agreement came faster than the last. The relief of not losing everything made the next yes easier.

“Then let’s do that. I’ll tell Diane that we are not going to do it, that I can’t see her sexually anymore, that we simply can’t give up on our marriage.”

“Thank you, baby, thank you for understanding.”

She smiled sweetly, stroking my face. “Of course I understand.” Then she stood and walked over to a drawer which was once empty. She pulled it open to reveal sexy panties on the left, bras and bralettes in the middle, stockings and suspender-belts to the right. The collection was already organised. Selecting a pink satin and black lace thong, a matching bralette, a black suspender-belt, and black stockings, she handed them to me and said, “Go shower and shave your body. Put these on and come out. Then let’s fuck.”

“Yes Madam!” I said, running into the bathroom. Yep, this was definitely the better option, I was sure of it. Heck, if I fucked her enough, maybe she’d forget about cuckolding me… even though I kind of wanted it too. The razor came out. Legs, chest, underarms, the soft skin around my cock. I dried off and stepped into the lingerie. The thong sat tight. The stockings clipped into place. The bralette was empty but the lace still framed my chest.

The moment I stepped out of the shower, she had me turn around and pose. As she played with herself on the bed, she told me she wanted me to dance, “nice and sexy, like a stripper.” She giggled. I did it for her, dancing away, hips moving, hands running over the satin and lace the way I thought a woman might. “Go put on some of my lipstick and as you do, tell me what a pretty, sexy girl you are. Tell me how much you love being a sexy tranny.”

“Oh I love it.” I said, applying the scarlet lipstick. The colour looked wrong and right at the same time on my mouth. “I love being a sexy tranny. I wish I could dress like this forever. I love it!”

“Good, now come fuck me with that hard clit!” She giggled, looking at my erection tenting the panties.

I scrambled on to the bed, pushing inside her soaking cunt. She was wetter than I had felt in months. As we fucked, she kept telling me about the man she wants to fuck. “His name is Oliver,” she said, “I started texting him last night. He’s got a huge cock and knows how to use it. I’m seeing him tomorrow.” She told me. “The kids will be out, and you’ll be here in a sissy dress, cleaning the house. You want that, don’t you?”

“Yes! Yes, I want all that!” I said, climaxing inside her within seconds. The orgasm hit hard and empty. Her words painted the picture while I was still buried in her.

“Well done, that was a record I think. Now get down there and clean me. You might as well get used to the taste of cum, you piece of shit.” She snarled.

Post-coitus, I wasn’t sure I liked this game anymore, but she seemed to still be into it. As I licked her clean and to climax, she called me all sorts of names, waste of space, waste of air, disgusting pig, and so on. Each word landed while my tongue worked between her legs. She held my head in place until she finished, then released me.

Finally, she came down from her orgasm and patted me on the head like a good doggie. I watched her stand, walk over to the sideboard, where she picked up her phone which she had propped up. The screen had been facing the bed the entire time. Without a word, she walked into the bathroom, then shut and locked the door. The click of the lock was quiet and final. I stayed on the bed in the pink thong and black stockings, lipstick smeared, the taste of us still in my mouth, listening to the sound of the shower starting on the other side of the locked door.

Of course, in the aftermath of all that, all I wanted to do was discuss what we’d just talked about in the fantasy. Was this guy Oliver real? Was she really going to fuck him, or was this just the same role-playing we always did?

When she came out of the bathroom though, she refused to talk about it, just asking, “What do you think?” When I asked if Oliver really existed. And when I began to change out of the lingerie, she stopped me. “No, no. If we’re going to do this together, then this is how you dress now. You can put male clothes on over it, but I see no reason why you of all people would get to wear male underwear anymore.”

Frankly, I didn’t care. Wearing lingerie was pretty fucking awesome. I enjoyed it a lot, but my fragile male ego was asking a shit-tonne of questions at a million miles per hour. What if someone saw? What about work? What about doctor’s appointments? The questions stayed in my head. I put jeans and a shirt over the pink thong and black stockings and said nothing else.

During the morning, Sarah was distant, constantly texting someone and giggling. She moved around the house with her phone in one hand, smiling at the screen between ordinary tasks. Eventually she announced she was going out, and when I asked where, she said, “see a friend.” The door closed behind her. The house went quiet.

It was gone six in the evening when she finally returned, looking exhausted but also carrying several shopping bags. Before I even had the chance to ask her where she’d been, she pointed to the bedroom without a word. Of course I followed, and when I stepped in, she shut the door and locked it.

“Lie down on the bed.” She said quietly, but with a sinister firmness. I did as she asked and she climbed over me, pulling on her skirt and pushing her little black knickers down and off. “So I couldn’t wait till tomorrow to meet Oliver, and he couldn’t either. I spent most of the day with him and he fucked me raw, quite literally.” I looked at her snatch and saw how red and swollen it was. Then her fingers pried open her pussy and instantly a huge glob of cum landed on my face. Thick. Warm. Fresh. “See? I didn’t lie about this.”

My lips quivered. My wife cheated on me. What the hell was going on with her? Why this sudden change? The questions had no time to form properly.

“Lick me clean. I wanna see you swallow your new Master’s cum.” She grinned at me from above. I didn’t dare say no as she lowered her used cunt to my mouth. I just took it, sucking it all down. The taste was bitter and heavy. I kept licking until the flow slowed.

Whilst I did that, she reached back and undid my pants, pushing them down to reveal my erect cock in the sexy panties. She grabbed my balls, squeezing and twisting them, then as she clamped her thighs tight around my mouth, depriving me of air, she punched my balls so hard that I screamed into her cunt. Instantly my cock deflated, confused by this sudden punishment. The pain was bright and sickening. My vision blurred for a second.

For a moment she lifted off me to turn around and I thought I might have a chance to confront this unusual and sadistic torture, but alas, she was too quick to sit on me again. As I licked and pressed my nose into her anus, I heard her rustling in one of the bags. Seconds later I felt the cold metal of a cock cage ring going around my balls. I thrashed, trying to displace her, but years of pole fitness made her well-balanced and stronger than me. Before I knew it she’d placed me in a metal nub, locked away. The click of the padlock was small and final. The cage sat tight and heavy.

She sat on me for a minute or two longer, then let me up. “Don’t.” She snapped.

“But.”

“No Kelly. No.” She said, sighing. “It doesn’t come off. Not now, not ever, is that understood?”

I stared at her, her phone held tight in her hand, a clear that she’d just used it to take pictures, and I sighed, realising that she had used it earlier when I was dancing in the lingerie, saying all those things about myself. The video existed. The photos existed. The evidence of the afternoon with Oliver existed on her body and now on my tongue.

“You never intended to give up on Ruby, did you?” I asked her.

“No.” She admitted without an ounce of remorse. “Do you think that Ruby just came into our lives like that? Do you think you were the one who found Ruby? I found Ruby. I went into your phone and I added her to your Instagram account. You have so many fucking whores in there that I put her there and you never noticed. You thought you did.”

The words landed flat and certain. She had scrolled my follows. She had chosen the exact account. She had planted Goddess Ruby Ruin among the other women and waited for me to take the bait. Every late-night scroll, every private fantasy, every careful like had been on a path she had already laid.

“But why?” I asked, pleading with sadness in my voice. The cage sat heavy between my legs. The taste of Oliver was still in my mouth. None of it made sense and all of it suddenly did.

“Because Kelly. We’re over! We’ve been over for years. It’s the most boring marriage ever.”

The statement was calm. No raised voice. No tears. Just a fact she had apparently been living with while I still thought we were solid.

“Then why not just divorce me?”

She tutted and then shook her head, grinning. “Now where’s the fun in that, when I can see a wimp piece of shit like you fall apart?”

It was hard to argue with that, because call me weird, but I found her vulgar attack on me extremely sexy. The contempt in her voice. The deliberate choice to keep me close enough to watch the collapse. The knowledge that she had been the one steering me toward Ruby the entire time. My cock tried to harden inside the metal and failed, the pressure only making the truth clearer. She was not angry. She was entertained. And some broken part of me was already hard for the entertainment.


Five

Ruby balanced her shoe on her toe, bouncing it as she watched Sarah make the finishing touches to my make-up. It was odd to have Ruby over at our house, especially given that she would be spending the night whilst Sarah was out with Oliver. The idea was for Ruby to train me, get as much control material as possible, and gradually begin my ruin. So there I was, in the hot pink puffy sissy dress, in my blonde wig, my feet locked in pink high-heels, and my cock still in the cage after a week. The metal had become a constant, dull weight.

“There, all done.” Sarah told me. She stepped back and checked the eyeliner one last time. “This is the last time though. You’ll need to manage this yourself from now on.”

“Yes Mistress.” I replied, submissively. I learned my lesson on Wednesday when I failed to reply in the way expected of me. Sarah had prepared, purchasing not only clothes for me but also a strap-on dildo and whips. Yes, she beat me hard leaving I’m sure, lasting scars. The welts across my arse and the backs of my thighs still ached when I sat. I’d learned my lesson.

Eventually though, after watching Sarah dress in the skimpy black silk dress and the stockings, Sarah left on her date, and I knew I wouldn’t see her until morning. The front door closed. The car pulled away. Which left me alone with Ruby, as my kids were away for the weekend too.

As I knelt on the floor, never bothering to lift my face, Ruby circled me sinisterly. Her heels clicked on the wooden floorboards. “Do you want to know something about me?” She asked.

“Yes Goddess.”

“I’m a virgin.” She told me, and I almost burst out laughing but stopped myself. The claim sat oddly against everything I had seen on her feed. “I have all these men in my stable, but I don’t fuck them. I was a lesbian for most of my childhood, but then I decided I like men too, but not big alphas. I can’t abide arrogant men, so I surrounded myself with sissies. But sissies don’t fuck. Not usually.” She said softly, before removing her necklace and lowering her keys. Each was colour-coded. Different padlocks. Different cages. “This one is yours.” She said.

I was confused. Why was she telling me this? What did I care that she was a virgin? But then she knelt down to my skirt, pulling it up and my panties to the side. With a quick push and pull, the locking cylinder was removed and the cage came off. Cool air hit skin that had been locked away for days. Blood rushed in. My cock began to thicken almost immediately.

“You’re not small.” She told me. “You’re also not huge, which means I think you won’t be so painful.”

The reality began to hit me. She was going to fuck me, but why me? “I’m sorry, Goddess, but if you’ve saved yourself this long, don’t you think you should save yourself for someone special?”

That gorgeous, sexy, evil laugh resonated throughout the house, as she lowered herself onto my lap, my skirt the only barrier between my cock and her pussy, given she was in a mini-skirt with no panties. Her arms wrapped around my neck as she kissed me. The kiss was slow and claiming. Her weight settled fully on my thighs.

“So your wife approached me some time ago, and started to tell me about her boredom.” She explained. “I listened and said I would help, but I needed to know more about you. I discovered some interesting things about you. Your kids see you as an amazing father. They’re well-adjusted, happy, and whilst you don’t spoil them, you make sure to support their potential without forcing them into things they don’t like. You cook for them, you clean, and you generally keep house. Sarah does none of those things. You have supported Sarah throughout her career, and made sure to look after her, but from what I understand, she did nothing.”

I felt I needed to interject here, because she was badmouthing my wife now. “That’s not true. I travelled a lot on business and she had to be home with the kids.”

Ruby only smiled against my mouth, still seated on my lap, still unhurried, as if the correction was expected and irrelevant.

“There you go, defending her.” She pointed out. “Look at it another way. You put food on the table when all she did was make sure the kids survived. You missed a lot of your kid’s development just because you made a commitment to earn, but I assume, going away on business is not fun?”

She was right. I never really thought of it that way, but Sarah did very little. Yes, raising kids isn’t easy, but she did nothing else. The cooking, the laundry, the school runs when I was home, the quiet organisation that kept the house running. All of it had sat on my side of the ledger for years while I told myself the travel was necessary. But what did all this have to do with her?

“I want a husband.” Ruby said, shocking me. “I want a man who will give me kids, I want a man who will love me, but I also want a man willing to give up his job and travel with me, be my partner. I want a man who will understand that I want to keep sissies, and lesbian lovers, at home with me. I want a man who realises that when I am ready to take a lover, a male lover, it will be an addition to the happiness of our lives, and not my own. I think that man is you. Yes, I will ruin you, but not to ruin your life, but to improve it. I will make it so you never work again, but never have to either.”

I think my mouth hung open in shock. The pink dress suddenly felt heavier. The unlocked cock between us throbbed once against the thin fabric of the skirt. “But… this dress…”

“Is one of the dresses you will wear at home with me. But when we are out, you will dress as a normal woman. I do not want you to wear men’s clothing anymore, but I also want to be best friends as lovers.”

“And Sarah?” I asked, feeling so desperately confused but happy at the same time. The two feelings sat side by side and refused to cancel each other out.

Below, I felt her hand shifting things around and lining my cock with her pussy. She lowered herself onto me very slowly and carefully. The heat of her was immediate and tight. “Please don’t fuck me long. I want it quick.” She told me.

“Nobody likes it quick.” I laughed, the sound shaky.

“Mmm, for now, I do. When I’ve had dildoes inside me, after a minute or two, I find it uncomfortable. I just want to feel your cum, that’s most important.”

God, could this be the perfect woman? The question arrived uninvited and stayed.

She rode me with her arms still tight around my neck, her lips on mine and her tongue interlaced against my own. If she wanted quick, I could give her quick, especially given how tight she was, and the fact that I was fucking the most attractive woman I’d ever met. Her virgin cunt gripped every inch. She moved in small, controlled circles, never taking me deeper than she chose, breathing against my mouth the whole time. The orgasm built fast and broke harder than anything I had felt in the cage. I came inside her with a broken sound and felt her stay seated, holding me there.

Of course, after I came in her, I expected her to want me to lick her out, but she shook her head, leaning back on the floor and pulling her legs to her. “I can conceive faster like this.”

“You want a baby?”

“I do, yes. I want your baby.”

“Holy shit. But Ruby, why me?”

She rolled her eyes at me. “I fell in love with you before I even met you. Three months of researching you and I realised that you’re not just a nice guy, but you’re a fucking awesome one. Yes, I’ve ruined and dominated lots of men, but they all wanted it. You want it too, yes, but you want more. You want someone to love you, and you deserve that. Sarah is bored because she is boring! Oliver will realise that soon, and well, so will everyone else.” She sighed contently, smiling. “You asked about what will happen with Sarah? Well, she will one day wake up and realise she’s alone. She’ll realise that she messed up, so she will find a man who wants a trophy wife, and she’ll find happiness that way. By that time, we’ll be living our own dreams.”

Of all the people I met or viewed online, I never expected this from Goddess Ruby Ruin. I never expected that what she wanted was to be loved by someone good. But I’d spent years with Sarah, could I really just give that all up? The house, the history, the children who still called both of us Mum and Dad without complication. I needed to think about this, but I couldn’t whilst I was alone with Ruby. Her cum-filled cunt stayed open in front of me. The pink dress was bunched around my waist.

Our night was exhausting. Yes, we continued to have sex, but she was a dominatrix first and foremost, and that meant time spent training me. I was taught how to be more lady-like, vocal training, modesty and how to sit, and so forth. Any slight infraction was punished with a beating, and if I thought Sarah’s punishments were hard, then Ruby’s were insane, and no, she didn’t do safe words. The cane came down until the skin broke. The paddle left deep bruises. When I flinched at the wrong moment she simply continued until the lesson stuck.

“Risk Aware Consensual Kink, or RACK, is what I work to.” She explained while I was still on my knees, back striped and burning. “From you, I expect trust; trust that you know that I will not kill you. But that trust needs to come with the acceptance that risk will always exist and that you accept it.”

“I do.”

“I know you do.” She smiled, kissing my cheek softly. The affection sat right next to the pain and somehow made both sharper.

And of course, she did enjoy pegging, but to be honest, so did I; so I didn’t mind when she decided I needed a marathon fuck and suck session. She used the strap-on hard and deep, stopping only long enough to make me clean it with my mouth before pushing it back in. What I liked was that she sometimes pulled out and then mounted my cock too. She took me the same careful way she had the first time, short and controlled, until I filled her again. Then the strap-on returned. The cycle repeated until my throat was raw and my hole stayed open even when nothing was inside it.

When Sarah arrived home at around eight the next morning, she found me and Ruby in bed together, asleep with my arms around her from behind. Her face went red from fury, not that I noticed at first. I only noticed she was back when I felt the covers thrown back for her to check on the state of my cock. Thankfully, Ruby was clever enough to lock me up again before we slept, which seemed to calm Sarah. The metal was already back in place. The key was not in the room.

“Oh, you’re back?” I asked, voice still thick with sleep.

Sarah was going to ask something, possibly why we were cuddling in such a romantic manner, when she saw the state of my plugged backside under the short pink nightie. A smile curled up on her face. Yes, I’d bled during the night from the whipping, so Sarah must have assumed I’d been punished. The assumption suited her. She did not ask for details.

“Eat my lover’s cum.” Sarah said, climbing on my face.

I sucked all the warm sticky semen from her pussy, tonguing as deep as I could to get the best of it out. Oliver’s load was still plentiful. She held my head in place and ground down until she was satisfied every trace was gone. And suddenly something dawned on me. Sarah was jealous when she initially saw me with Ruby. The red face. The sharp movement of the covers. If she didn’t care for me at all, why would she get jealous. There was more to this than just her desire to end things in a kinky way, and at that moment I realised that once things were over, she would definitely regret it. Ruby was right. Sarah was boring, and I had a feeling that Sarah knew her own faults, and without us in her life, she’d become a shadow of herself. The thought arrived while my tongue was still inside my wife and Ruby slept quietly beside us, already further inside my future than Sarah had managed in years.


Six

When I initially told Ruby my plan, she was very sceptical, after all, she didn’t know Sarah all that well, and also, she wasn’t a fan of any man dominating a woman. The idea of flipping the dynamic sat badly with her at first. But the more I explained myself, the more she understood that in order to make this woman happy, and maybe have some fun herself, she needed to open her mind to new ideas. She listened in silence while I laid it out, then asked sharp questions, then finally nodded.

My plan was in no way simple, nor was it orthodox, but with any luck, by the end of it, Ruby would have a new lesbian lover in her stable, who would also work for her and earn money. My plan was not to ruin me, but to ruin Sarah and make her my slave. I would divorce her, and at the end of it, I would not only get the kids, but I would also become Ruby’s partner and slave, and be able to keep Sarah in my life and prevent it from becoming boring for her. The symmetry appealed to both of us once the pieces were clear.

The first problem was finding a way to ruin Sarah. From a dress-sense side of things, it was far easier to socially damage a man than a woman. Same from a sexuality perspective. Sarah’s parents weren’t conservative like mine, so they wouldn’t really care what she did, but she did work for a corporation. That had its positives and negatives. From a compliance perspective, they wouldn’t care about her sexuality, but they would care if her behaviour went against corporate moral standards. Public evidence of paid sex work or explicit content linked to her real name would be enough to start the process.

“Oliver’s black, right?” I asked Ruby. Immediately, Ruby grinned. You could guarantee that the race card came up during Sarah’s play with him, it was a kink, but the risk there could be that Sarah’s out from the particular predicament would be that someone was hurting her by exposing private play. We needed it to be public, and even then, it would be tricky. Private videos could be claimed as non-consensual leaks. Public, ongoing behaviour was harder to walk back.

“What about dress-code?” Ruby asked.

“Hmm… you can dress how you like out of hours, it’s nobody’s business.” I told her. “But, having an Onlyfans account and being found on it would be damaging.”

“She doesn’t have one though.” Ruby noted.

“True, but maybe Oliver could suggest it? He works for you, right?”

“Right.” She said softly. “In fact, maybe we can take it a little further than that.”

For the next week, Oliver kept Sarah really busy. According to Ruby, he was more than happy to be part of the plan. Whenever he was with her, he became increasingly domineering, something she went for without second thought. He told her what to wear. He told her when to kneel. He sent her home with specific instructions and checked she had followed them. Soon, her dress sense began to change. Gone were the frumpy clothes, replaced by crop-tops, mini-skirts, see-through blouses, lace, stockings, latex, and PVC. Her make-up style changed too, moving to a more whorish look. Heavier liner. Darker lips. The kind of face that belonged on a different kind of website.

It was when Sarah came home with pierced nipples and a pierced navel that I knew she was ready for phase two. Any woman who was willing to pierce for her lover was willing to get a tattoo. But in Sarah’s case, I didn’t want her to just get a tattoo; I wanted her to get tattooed. Multiple. Visible. Permanent.

The first tattoo was a simple Queen of Spades tattoo on her buttock. Nothing too complex, easily hidden. The second tattoo a week later was about her pussy – insert cum here. Then the first major tattoo came, on her bicep. It was a picture of a woman’s face, anime style, getting blasted by streams of cum from black cocks. Fine, she could cover that up on her arm. Same as the lower sleeve one she got written in script, “If it’s big and hard, I’ll take it for cold hard cash.” Each new piece of ink arrived with less discussion and more pride. She showed them to me the way she used to show new pole moves. Ruby and I watched the progression in private, counting the days until the corporate world would have no choice but to notice.

During this longer period, Ruby and I fucked a lot, until one day she sent me a picture. It was a pregnancy test. Two clear lines. She was expecting my baby. Yes, at my age, probably stupid, but I took it. The image sat on my phone for a long time before I replied. I also took the fact that she was ending our calls with, “I love you babe,” which warmed my heart. Yes, I’d fallen in love with her too. The words came easily when I said them back.

Now obviously, it couldn’t just be Sarah getting tattoos. So I began to get them too, on my arms, buttocks and such, but I didn’t mind. I knew where all this was leading. Sure, mine said things like Cumdump Sissy, Bareback Bottom Bitch, and Sissy Cuckold, but I didn’t care. I was all that and then some, literally. The needle hurt. The healing itched. The finished ink looked permanent in the mirror and that permanence felt correct.

The first time I had sex with a man was for the viewing pleasure of not my wife, but Ruby. She made sure to find the right guy for me, and she did so in Ryan, a good-looking white man with a fairly large cock which curved up nicely. Why was he the right man? Well, that curve fit so well up my anus that it teased my g-spot perfectly, making that first experience amazing. Ruby sat in the corner of the room and watched every second.

Every thrust inside my sissy ass felt like a dream come true. The stretch, the pressure, the exact angle that made my locked cock leak inside the cage. I was begging him for more, for it to never end, and with each syllable from my mouth, Ruby clapped and jeered, telling me how much she loved that I was so open to my sexuality. Then when Ryan came inside me, it just completed me. It was a warm fluid which coated me, and it shouldn’t have felt so good, but somehow it ignited a dark flame inside me which made me sure I wanted it again. I stayed on all fours after he pulled out, feeling it leak down my thigh, and said the words out loud.

“I’m bisexual.” I told Ruby.

“Of course you are. Everyone is, but most don’t know it.” She laughed. She came over, kissed the back of my neck, and told Ryan he could go. The door closed. The cum stayed inside me.

In the meantime, things were developing with Sarah. She had begun smoking, which was step one in the hard part of the plan. The smell clung to her clothes when she came home. She no longer bothered to open windows. And that night would be step two.

Obviously, the safety of the mother of my children was a priority. Ruby assured me that all the customers who would be hiring Sarah off the street that night were actually men who were regular customers at the brothel Ruby owned. That in itself was not a regular brothel. All the men were vetted well in advance and had to be members to gain access. Background checks. Health records. Signed agreements. Ruby had the list ready. Sarah would think she was taking random risks for Oliver’s approval. In reality every man who approached her would already be known, already paid, and already instructed on exactly how far the night was allowed to go. The trap was set. The only person who did not know the full shape of it was Sarah.

“I’ve asked Oliver to get her high though.” Ruby explained. “And I don’t mean grass.”

“What? Why?” I didn’t think drugs were a good idea.

“Because I want her broken. I want her to give up on everything important. We can get her off the drugs after.”

The charade of me being at the bottom of the chain at home was critical, so when I saw Sarah dress up like a whore in neon pink clothes, I asked her where she was going and what she was doing. Her voice was slurred and slow, and looking at the needle marks on her arm, I realised that Oliver had already long started her on the drugs. Track marks. Fresh ones.

“None of your fucking business, sissy!” She said, laughing at me. “I’m roleplaying if you must know. Gonna work as a prostitute.”

“Um, roleplaying means something different than actually doing it.”

“Fuck off.” She sneered, pushing me over and walking out. The door slammed. The heels clicked down the path.

Over the two weeks of her working the streets, things began to fall apart for her. She missed work appointments, turned up to meetings inappropriately dressed, high, and eventually got called in to see HR with her boss, where she was summarily dismissed. She even told her boss that she’d let him fuck her to keep the job, a nail in the proverbial coffin. The corporate world closed ranks exactly as predicted. No second chances. No quiet exit.

“Now.” Ruby told me. “You need to file for divorce now, and note her habits, her drug use, everything.”

The morning I filed for divorce, using a lawyer slave of Ruby’s, I felt sick with guilt. This would break Sarah. It would be the worst moment of her life, because Oliver would dump her, and she would no longer have any access to drugs. Her only choice was to give herself over to Ruby.

Timing was everything. I needed to hand the papers over to her first, before Oliver dumped her. I needed to be out of the house before that happened. I needed Oliver to break things up after that, so that Sarah didn’t go crazy and attack me. The kids were both at school, so there was that, and I would pick them up.

Unfortunately, Oliver fucked up. I came home with the papers to find Sarah sobbing on the floor that she’d lost her lover and her job. That twat had messed up the timing. The living room smelled of stale smoke and something chemical. “Um…” I began.

“You’re all that I have left.” She told me. Mascara tracked down her face. The neon pink outfit was stained.

I needed to switch the narrative. I needed to convince her that it was best that she came live with Ruby and I. “Honey, I love you. But I’m thinking that maybe we’ve gone too far in this plan to turn back. Ruby controls me now.”

“I know. I’m sorry. I’m sorry I started all this.” Sarah cried.

“Well, I’m not. Perhaps we can do something different.” I explained.

She looked up at me with red eyes, red from crying, but also red from the drug use. “Like what?”

“We’ll get you clean. We’ll look after you. I will belong to Ruby, and so will you.”

“You’d… you’d both take me in?” She asked.

“Yes!” I said, trying to hide the fact that I’d manipulated her. “You and the kids, and you will be able to live in Ruby’s manor house… with the other girls.”

For a moment, Sarah smiled with joy, but then she looked away with a curious look. Something wasn’t right and she was clearly putting two and two together. Her eyes tracked to the manila envelope in my hands and she frowned.

“You did all this.” She said quietly. “This, everything, it was your doing.”

“Sarah, honey…”

Her angry eyes locked on mine. “What’s in the envelope?”

“Sarah…”

“What’s in the fucking envelope?”

I breathed in. “When you came home and found me in bed with Ruby, you were jealous.”

“I wasn’t!”

“You were!” I snapped back at her. “You were. You cannot be without me, and you know it. You had fun with Oliver but he was doing a job. You love me, I gave you so much. Do me one favour.”

“What?” She seethed.

“Try to calm yourself for one minute and close your eyes and remember our marriage. Remember what we did together. Remember what I did for you. Ignore the times I was away for a moment, and just think.”

Her eyes continued to stare daggers at me, but eventually she gave in and closed her eyes. A range of angry emotions crossed her face as she thought about me, but soon they became softer, then warm, soon she was smiling, and then a soft sadness overcame her. She opened her eyes and immediately tried to apologise, but no words came out.

“It’s okay.” I said, moving next to her and pulling her to me. “I can’t be without you too. Ruby didn’t ruin me, per se. Ruby fell in love with me; and you too. We decided that we would tip the tables on you, and give you what you really want.”

“Even I don’t know what I want.” She sobbed.

“Yes you do. You want to be loved. You want to enjoy life. You don’t want to deal with work and idiots. You want to have time to give back. You want to be sexual. You want to be told what to do. As such, you will become our slave. Ruby and mine. Instead of working, you will join a group of Ruby’s lovers. They do all sorts of things, including some genuine charity work. Ruby is loaded, she doesn’t need to work and neither do you.”

I handed her the divorce papers. “These are divorce papers. As part of the terms, I have sole custody of the kids, and I get everything. You want nothing. You will come live with us, where you will help raise our kids, and will be the nanny to the baby Ruby and I are expecting.”

Sarah’s eyes widened. “Ruby’s going to be a mom?” She gasped, delighted. The anger cracked clean through.

“Yes. And we’re all going to live happily ever after.”

It took all of about a second for Sarah to make up her mind, and I had my answer the moment she pounced on me and we kissed. The papers crumpled between us. “I love you Kelly!” She cried.

“I love you too Sarah, and I always will. There was no way I’d have this life and leave you out of it.”

“Thank you!”

She clung to me on the living-room floor, the neon pink outfit half-undone, the track marks visible on her arms, the divorce papers already accepted in principle. Outside, the afternoon light stayed ordinary. Inside, the new arrangement had already begun.


Epilogue

“Urgh! I sneeze and I pee! What the fuck?” Ruby complained.

Sarah giggled, remembering the torture of the knock-on effects of childbirth. “Yes Goddess, I remember well.” Sarah said as she folded the dress she had just ironed. The laundry basket sat open beside her. The house was quiet except for the soft sounds of a working morning.

“Does it go away?”

“Sometimes. It didn’t for me, but I had a band put on that helped.”

“Well, it was worth it.” Ruby said, smiling at little Paula, asleep in the crib. The baby’s fists were curled tight against her chest. Ruby reached over and adjusted the blanket with careful fingers.

The door to the bedroom pushed open and my daughter Tara burst in, with me in tow. Of course, I hadn’t put her clothes away in the manner she preferred, and given her age now and anger, she demanded answers. Fifteen years old and already certain of the hierarchy.

“Ruby, could you please do something about your sissy?” She asked. “She keeps folding my dresses and putting them on the shelf.”

“Are you talking about your tennis dresses?” Sarah asked.

“Yes!” Tara snapped at her mom.

“I folded them like that.”

“Yes, but the sissy is your Mistress, and Ruby is Goddess. Discipline starts at the top.” She turned back to Ruby. “Sort this out!” And then the girl stomped out of the room. All three of us burst out laughing, and Ruby wondered if she had this to expect from Paula. The thought of another teenager issuing orders in ten years’ time made her shake her head, still smiling.

In the time since we moved into the huge house, things had gone from strength to strength. For the first three months, Sarah lived in the east wing with the other girls who joined Ruby and I in bed from time to time. However, with the kids, and with Ruby needing to give up teaching pole, Sarah increasingly became part of our lives again. The practical needs of the household pulled her closer. Soon it made sense for Sarah to move in with us and rather than a couple, we became a throuple. Shared bed. Shared rules. Shared ownership of the days.

The kids adapted well to the new living conditions, and with their age they fully understood the new dynamics, even though we kept them separated from anything too much. Tara issued instructions about laundry and schedules. Her brother treated the arrangement as background noise and focused on his own life. Neither of them asked the questions that would have required answers we were not ready to give.

Before Paula was born, I discussed the idea of getting breasts. I didn’t want to do hormones, especially given Ruby and I enjoyed sex, but I really did want extravagant breasts to fill out my sissy dresses. Ruby loved the idea, so we decided to get it done before the baby came, so that I had time to heal. The surgery was straightforward. The recovery was not. Since then I have been carrying G-cup boobs which honestly were probably too much, but Ruby loves them, and that’s all that matters. They sat heavy and obvious under every dress. She touched them constantly.

Once Ruby was finally able to have sex again, we discussed who should be the first to fuck her. So far, the only real cock she had was mine, but I said that if there was ever a time to test out a new dick, it was after pushing a baby out of her. After some convincing, she agreed to try out Oliver’s big black dick… and of course, she loved it. The first time lasted longer than any of us expected. She came twice before he finished. Afterward she lay between us, quiet and thoughtful, and made the new rule the same evening.

From that moment on, she deemed I was ready to become a cuckold again. “But, I have a rule.” She said. “I only fuck other men in front of you. And, if another man is fucking me, then a man has to be fucking you too!”

“Deal,” I grinned. It was fine with me. Ryan and I had become lovers ever since he first fucked me. Ruby knew and loved the fact that Ryan and I would kiss and cuddle when we saw each other in the house, or that he would use any opportunity to fuck me. The arrangement was simple and absolute. When Oliver or anyone else was inside Ruby, Ryan or another chosen man was inside me. No exceptions.

“Do you love him?” Ruby asked me one day.

We were in the main bedroom. Paula was asleep downstairs under Sarah’s watch. The afternoon light came in through the half-drawn curtains. Ryan had left an hour earlier. The question arrived without warning.

“I do, yes.” I replied, then asked, “why?”

“Hmmm, just don’t suddenly want to be with him over me, yeah?”

That made me smile. The idea of ranking them felt almost quaint given everything else we had built. “My dear Goddess Ruby Ruin. Are you jealous?”

“Yes.” She said with a fake look of anger. The expression lasted only a second before the real concern showed underneath. “And you really don’t want an evil goddess to be jealous, now, do you?”

“I don’t know.” I replied playfully. “I like it when you are angry. I like it when you whip me.”

The look of surprise and disappointment on her face was priceless. She folded her arms with a hmph and sulked. The posture was pure theatre and still somehow genuine. “Fuck. I’m gonna have to find a new way to punish you now. Alright. From now on, no whipping and no dominatrix if you are naughty. I’m going to become a sickly-sweet submissive bimbo.”

“Yeah right!” I laughed. The image of Ruby in that role was impossible. “No my love. Stay the dark, evil, temptress you always were. The woman I fell in love with on Instagram. You are perfect as you are.”

“Mmmm.” She said with a smile, kissing me. The kiss was slow and proprietary. When she pulled back she kept her forehead against mine. “You always know the right thing to say. You fucking bitch.”

“I know I am. And you love it.”

She did not disagree. Her hand settled on the heavy curve of one of my breasts, thumb brushing the nipple through the thin fabric of the dress, and the conversation ended the way most of ours did now: with the quiet, settled certainty that the arrangement still held, that Ryan could have his place, and that the centre of it remained exactly where it had been since the night she first unlocked the cage and told me she wanted a husband.

The End


Silvie’s Sissy

Prologue

The year was 2003, I remember it well because I was freshly married to Veronika and also getting back into the techno scene, this time not as a DJ but as a promoter. I still wasn’t putting on my own gigs, but rather helping those in the scene secure overseas DJs, and get the right venues. Long nights on the phone. Emails at strange hours. Driving across the country to check sound systems and capacity limits. It was around that time that Sylvie popped into my world.

At the time, Sylvie was young, very young, too young to be going to techno parties, but I made sure that the entire clique looked after her, made sure she was safe. At just fifteen, I wondered how she managed to sneak out to attend gigs, but living in the Czech Republic, parents were less stressed about that sort of thing. She appeared at the edge of the dancefloor with a bottle of water and that sharp, curious look that never quite matched her age.

Sylvie attended every gig. She came with that youthful energy, with her short black Mikado hair and this likeable attitude, she fit into our techno group well. When I did my first major gig in the second biggest Czech city of Brno, she was the first on the party bus, ready to go. She helped load the records. She kept the quieter kids company when the night got too heavy. No one treated her like a child after the first few months. She simply belonged.

The thing about Sylvie though, was that aside from being this fun party chick, she was hyperintelligent, and as she got older, she fit better and better into the group. Conversations shifted when she joined them. She asked better questions. She remembered every detail of every night and could recite the set times months later.

Then, one day, in 2006, a year after my divorce to my first wife, Sylvie just stopped going to techno gigs, stopped hanging out with us, and we wondered why, but never properly found out for many years. Messages went unanswered. Mutual friends shrugged. The scene moved on without her and the gap she left was simply accepted.

On my side, I’d gone through a messy and rather bizarre marriage. What started out nice with Veronika, a tall blonde girl who was into clubbing as much as I was, turned into a farce which proved that marrying young was a really bad idea. It was my fault. I introduced her to female domination and BDSM, which she seemed to take to like a duck to water. The first time she tied my wrists to the bedframe she laughed with pure delight. I loved the fun we had together, and midway through our marriage, I told her I wanted her to cuckold me.

Now, here’s the problem. I was young and naïve, so when she did eventually cuckold me, I was scared. All the thoughts of what might go wrong swirled around my head, until I let them out, confusing Veronika. I had asked for it. Then I panicked when it arrived. The mixed signals damaged everything that came after.

Over time, she met a colleague named Pavla, a bisexual girl who was up for anything. She took Veronika under her wing, and I thought that was cool. The two of them started going out together. At first I was included. Then I was not. But then whilst I was out putting on gigs, Veronika and Pavla were out in expat discos trying to pull men. I would come home to cocaine-fuelled orgies already in progress, strangers in our bed, the flat smelling of sweat and chemicals. And of course, my fear of rejection took over. It’s funny, but reflecting after all these years, I think had I not freaked out so much, we would’ve had a great marriage. I ruined the marriage with my insecurities. The more I tried to control the situation, the further it slipped.

Things came to a head when I hacked Veronika’s email and found she was fed up with me and was looking to leave, and Pavla was encouraging her to do so. The messages were calm and practical. No drama. Just the quiet decision that I was no longer worth the effort. In 2005, married just two years, Veronika called time on our marriage. It served me right, but back then, I was bitter and blamed everyone but myself. The divorce papers felt like an accusation I refused to read properly. The techno nights continued. The flat emptied. Sylvie disappeared from the scene a year later, and for a long time those two losses simply sat side by side without explanation.

Eventually, I would settle into a rhythm at work and partying took a back seat. The late nights thinned out. The phone stopped ringing at three in the morning. I wanted to restart my life, and I did that when I met Sara. From day one, I was honest with Sara, that I had fetishes, that I like sissification, crossdressing, and so on, and she said she didn’t understand it, but didn’t care. She seemed carefree, and I loved that. We would play, occasionally, just between us. Soft sessions. Lingerie. A bit of verbal. Nothing that threatened the rest of the week.

At the beginning of our relationship, we both entered with baggage. Sara had an addiction problem she’d just beaten, and I was dealing with the emotional trauma of believing that eventually, all women would leave me. I wasn’t the nicest guy to Sara. Mood swings. Unfair tests of loyalty. Silence that lasted too long. But for some reason she stuck it out, and I went to see a therapist who helped me a lot. The sessions were practical. The fear of abandonment slowly loosened its grip.

Sara and I married in 2008, had our first child a year later, our second two years after that. Things were good, but BDSM and Femdom disappeared from our lives, and that made me incredibly sad. The play simply stopped. There was never a conversation about ending it. It just fell away under the weight of work and children and ordinary tiredness.

After some nagging, in 2016, Sara tried to cuckold me, but she’d misunderstood the assignment. She slept with a colleague from work, but then informed me I wouldn’t be involved at all. No photos. No shared details. No permission to watch or clean. It hurt. I tried to explain my mindset but she said she would never fuck another man in front of me. So I asked her to stop seeing the guy, which erupted into a huge fight. What became clear was that she had developed feelings for him, and whilst she was willing to stop things, it took time for her to cope with it. I think we couldn’t connect for nearly two years after that. Conversations stayed surface-level. Touch became rare.

Things eventually settled down, then COVID hit, which actually was really nice for us because we reconnected as a family, however, our sex life hit rock bottom. It was no longer important to us and that’s how things remained. Shared meals. Shared television. Separate sides of the bed.

Then, in 2022, I received a Facebook invitation. Sylvie was back, and boy had she grown into a gorgeous woman. Honestly, I found myself looking at her photos and saying, “Wow!” The short Mikado hair was gone. In its place was a polished, adult version of the girl who used to sit on the party bus. Not only that, but she had completed her studies as a lawyer, and her Ph.D., and now she was studying something else. But what stood out was that she was married with kids, and not only that, she’d married some hot-shot Czech businessman.

Now, for clarity at this point, there are different types of Czech businessmen, but the really successful ones usually got there through means which weren’t exactly legal. Many were shady characters. Her husband was one of those. The photos showed large houses, expensive cars, the careful distance of a man who preferred not to be fully visible.

Then in 2024, I began to see posts from her that suggested her marriage was over. Cryptic captions. Photos without him. A sudden absence of the previous lifestyle. I didn’t know the details, but it didn’t look good. Around the same time, I reconnected with an old DJ friend who was putting on a new type of party in Prague, a more Berlin-kink style technoparty, and she wanted me to attend.

I went to the party at the end of 2024, dressed up in a pink sissy dress I’d bought from China. My wife was out that weekend, so I dressed up, got a professional to do my make-up and went to the party. The basement space was dark and loud. Bodies moved without the usual Czech restraint. I fucking loved being dressed in fetish clothes again. The dress clung. The heels forced a different walk. Strangers looked and some of them touched. I promised to do it again.

When the next party came along, I was writing with Sylvie on a regular basis about this and that, and I mentioned the party, even sent her a photo of how I went. The reply came quickly.

“I want to go with you this time!” She wrote.

I know I should’ve said no, but I couldn’t. The years of ordinary marriage sat behind the message like a closed door. “Of course! That’ll be fun!”

And so it was agreed. We would attend the party, and I would go en-femme. Little did I know what this would start. The date was set. The dress was chosen. Sara was told I was helping with production again. The old version of me who had once looked after a fifteen-year-old on the party bus was about to meet the woman she had become, and neither of us was walking into that night unchanged.


One

The party was tamed this time, but I still dressed up. I didn’t put as much effort into it as my wife was home asleep when I prepared, but I still wore a skirt, a corset, and a crop-top. The make-up was thinner. The heels were lower. Still, the clothes changed the way I moved through the room. Sylvie arrived in a one-piece jumpsuit, but wrapped around her tight body and her huge visibly enhanced boobs, she looked perfect. The fabric left very little to the imagination. I found myself wondering what if? But I kicked myself. I had a wife at home. I couldn’t cheat.

We partied and talked all night about all sorts. The music was less aggressive than the previous event. People still danced, still touched, but the edges were softer. She was doing work using light and lasers, and was about to open a clinic, so we had a long chat about that. Wavelengths. Treatment protocols. The practical side of building a business from specialised knowledge. She then told me about her break-up with her husband. It turned out he was exactly what I expected, a crook, but also a violent arsehole. He beat her regularly. The details came out without drama, just facts delivered in a calm voice that made them worse.

Then she asked me about my life, so I told her pretty much everything, right down to my disappointment that femdom was no longer part of my life. The early play with Sara. The failed cuckolding attempt. The years of quiet distance. The way sex had become an occasional afterthought rather than anything that defined us.

“You deserve happiness, and if your marriage is not giving you that, then you need to move on, for both your sakes.” She said.

“It’s not that simple.” I replied. “Everything else sort of works. Yeah, she’s difficult, quick to anger, constantly complaining about things, but I also can’t imagine life without her.”

“Being settled is not the same as happy, Gaz, you need to be happy.”

I knew she was right, but there was also that lingering voice in my head that reminded me that there was an eighty-twenty rule. Going after the missing twenty-percent doesn’t mean you won’t lose the eighty. The mortgage. The shared history. The children who still expected both parents at the breakfast table.

“You’re missing one thing.” She said. “The eighty percent is usually made up of friendship, kindness, and being able to talk and appreciate one-another. If the person is a good person, you’ll find that anyway. The twenty percent is what makes you, you. If she doesn’t give you that, then it sounds like you’ve given up trying.”

I felt like crying. She was right. I was lonely in my marriage. The observation sat in the middle of the loud room and made the music feel distant for a moment.

Still, I’m also a bit of a wimp. After the party ended and I said goodbye to Sylvie, I tried to suppress the idea that I should end things with Sara. I didn’t want to be a guy who’d been divorced twice. I didn’t want to disappoint my kids. The taxi home was quiet. The corset stayed on under my coat until I reached the flat and could undress in the bathroom without waking anyone.

By the way, the kids were old enough by this point to recognise happiness too. They saw how their mother treated me, and once my daughter wondered why I stuck around. Yeah, not a great sign, I know. The question had been casual, almost off-hand, and it had stayed with me for weeks afterward.

About a month later, Sylvie wrote to me to say there would be another party and she wanted to go. I asked where and she sent the link. It blew my mind. “Femdom Techno Party.” The flyer was explicit. Dress code listed in detail. Expectations clear.

“There’s a dresscode.” I noted, looking at the requirement for proper fetish clothing.

“Sure, I have latex dresses.” She wrote back, also sending a winking smiley.

I sat there looking at the message, I knew what I needed to reply, that it wasn’t a good idea to go, but instead, I wrote, “Wanna go then?”

“Only if you go as a proper sissy maid.” She wrote back.

The condition sat on the screen without softening. No joke marker. No follow-up that made it optional.

“Deal.” I wrote, my hands trembling over the keyboard as I typed. The single word committed more than the party. It committed the version of me that would arrive there.

The party was in three weeks, and in that time I needed to come up with an excuse to get out. Thankfully, it wasn’t difficult to say I was going out with friends. Sara barely looked up from her phone when I mentioned it. So I packed my sissy maid dress into a bag, along with make-up and a wig; then I put my white lingerie on underneath my clothes. The thong sat tight. The stockings were already clipped. Sylvie said I could drive to her place and get changed there.

When I arrived at her apartment, I found that she was already dressed in a pink latex mini-dress, but it had yet to be shined. The material looked dull under the hallway light. She handed me the silicone spray and told me to do it. Note the word, told. “Shine me.”

My hands roamed her body, nervously approaching her bosom and slowing down, but she grabbed my hands and forced them up, her brown eyes piercing mine as she forced me to cup and massage her hefty breasts. The latex grew slick under the spray and my palms. I felt my cock rise, wishing I’d worn my cage. The pressure against the lace of the thong was immediate and obvious.

Before I knew what was happening, my pants were around my ankles and I was on my back. She hadn’t worn any panties. She simply planted her soaking pussy down on my cock, riding me as she revealed more and more of the lingerie I was wearing. The white lace, the suspender straps, the fact that I had come prepared. She saw all of it and smiled.

“You going to be a good little sissy for mommy today?” She asked.

I gulped. “Yes mommy.”

“Good sissy!”

Never in my life did I imagine that I would end up lying on my back in white lace lingerie whilst Sylvie, of all people, rode me. But her pussy felt so good. She was tight, but she moved like sex was the single most important thing in the world. She was wild, noisy, active. Hips rolling. Hands braced on my chest. The wet sound of her moving on me filled the quiet flat.

In the best of times, I wasn’t the best at preventing myself from shooting, but somehow she was able to move in such a way that gave me pleasure but didn’t get me over the line. It felt amazing. Close, constant, never quite enough. She controlled the angle and the depth with complete certainty.

She rode herself to an orgasm, loud and unrestrained, and then to my surprise she just climbed off me. I lay there, panting, looking up at her as she smirked and pulled my panties up over the still-hard cock. “It’ll go down in a minute.” She said with a smirk, before slapping my balls and moving away. The sting was sharp. The erection stayed.

For the next half-hour she helped me dress in the pink satin and white lace dress, fluffing up the petticoat, helping me with my lace gloves so that I didn’t tear them. Every layer was adjusted until it sat exactly as she wanted. Then she spent time doing my make-up, putting it on thick, using a guide for drag performers. Heavy foundation. Sharp liner. Bright lipstick that left no doubt. She wanted me to look like a true sissy, not a woman, a sissy. Then came the blonde wig, which she helped me style into something deliberately artificial and pretty.

“I have something for you.” She said, opening a box and pulling out a black leather dog collar. She put it around my neck, and then attached a leash. The buckle settled against my throat. “You’re mine now.” She said, sinisterly.

The leash hung down the front of the pink dress. In the mirror I saw the full result: the exaggerated make-up, the blonde hair, the maid dress, the collar. Sylvie stood behind me, still in the shined pink latex, holding the other end of the leash, and the night had not even started.


Two

This party was far wilder and far busier than I had expected. The space was larger, darker, louder. Multiple play areas already occupied. I saw people who I knew once upon a time, long ago, when I was more active in the BDSM scene. A few double-takes. Then recognition. The delight in seeing me was enough to settle my nerves of being out and about as a sissy with someone other than my wife. These were people who understood. They’d never tell. A couple of them nodded at the collar and the leash and simply smiled.

Sylvie carried a riding crop with her, and whenever I didn’t move fast enough, or well enough, in the four-inch heels, she’d tap me with the whip. Light at first. Then harder when I hesitated at a step. At the event though, she was taking the role of domina seriously, to the point where I had to ask where it had come from.

“After we spoke, I looked into it.” She explained. “I realised I liked it, so I thought, why not? But I’m a horny girl, so if you’re my slave, then it’s for everything, sex included.” Honestly, the sex made me feel guiltier than anything else, but at the same time, she was the Mistress. The title had already stuck.

We danced a bit, watched some other people play, saw Mistresses whip their subs, and that was when Sylvie said she wanted to get involved too. Pulling me to a set of stocks, she was helped to bolt me in place with another Mistress, before then asking the dominatrix how best to whip me with a crop. My wrists and neck locked into the wood. The pink dress was pushed up. The petticoats offered no protection.

“Do you have a safe word?” The dominatrix asked.

“No.” Replied Sylvie.

“Stiltskin.” I said quickly.

“Oh, okay. Then yes.” Sylvie said.

For the next ten minutes, the two women tried different ways of beating me with the crop. Across the arse. Across the backs of the thighs. A few precise strikes higher that made me jump against the stocks. I was left a sobbing wreck, but not once did I use my safe word. Tears ran through the heavy make-up. The blonde wig stayed perfectly in place.

“Can I fuck him?” The dominatrix asked, and Sylvie gave her a confused look, until the brunette domina reached down and picked up a strap-on dildo from a bag. Thick. Realistic. “I’ll use a condom because I want to use this on more men tonight.”

“Oh, sure! I wanna see him get pegged.” Sang Sylvie.

I’d been pegged lots of times. Hell, I loved getting pegged, so I really didn’t mind. However, it had been years since the last time, and when the girl pushed inside me, I did let out a rather unexpected yelp of pain. The stretch was sudden and deep. However, by the time she found the rhythm, Sylvie stood watching with glee. The crop hung forgotten in her hand. Eventually, it became too much for her.

“You like that, slut? Getting fucked up the ass like a gay slut?” She said right into my face as she raised her latex dress. Then she pulled my face into her smooth pussy and I licked for dear life. The taste of her. The way she held my head by the wig. The continued thrust of the strap-on from behind.

She took hardly any time at all to cum, grinding hard against my mouth, and when she did, the other domina asked if Sylvie wanted to take over. Stating she’d never pegged a man before, Sylvie ran over to my backside, as the domina unclipped herself, leaving the dildo wedged deep inside me. Sylvie moved into place as the domina clipped her in and adjusted the straps. The transfer was efficient. The dildo never fully left my body.

Sylvie wasted no time. She went at me like a girl gone wild, shoving the cock in and out of me at a ferocious pace. Hands locked on my hips. The latex of her dress squeaked with every thrust. I was panting, moaning, desperate for more, harder, deeper, and Sylvie happily obliged. The stocks held me in place. The collar stayed tight around my throat. The heavy make-up ran further.

“I need to get one of these.” She laughed, riding me like a cowgirl. The statement was half to herself, half to the room. She kept the pace until her arms tired, then slowed only long enough to ask the other dominatrix for advice on angle. When she found the spot that made me push back against the wood despite the restraints, she stayed on it and laughed again, louder this time, while the party continued around us and the leash hung slack from the collar she still owned.

That night was a first for her in many aspects. Another dominatrix taught her the value of urinating into her slave’s mouth. That whilst it seemed dirty, it really wasn’t, and was the ideal powerplay. Sylvie listened carefully, then tried it without hesitation. Warm. Sudden. She held my head in place by the blonde wig until she finished, then made me thank her. I did.

But eventually, even she got tired and we sat down with our drink and talked. The crop was set aside. The leash stayed attached to the collar. “How did you enjoy it?” She asked me.

“Amazing! The best night I’ve had for many, many years.” I replied. The welts across my arse still burned when I sat. The taste of her was still in my mouth. “How about you? This is all new for you.”

“I love it. It’s kinky, it’s wrong, but that’s what makes it so much fun. I want to do this with you again.” She looked right at me. “I want to do more with you.”

I held her, then we kissed. Probably the kissing was the worst part of the night for me, psychologically, because it made me very confused. I wanted to kiss her, don’t get me wrong, but I didn’t like feeling like a traitor. I’d never cheated in my life, never, and here I was, going full in. The kiss was slow and certain. She tasted of the drink and of the night. When it ended she kept her hand on the back of my neck under the wig.

We ended up leaving at around three, going back to her place so I could change. The streets were quiet. The leash stayed on until we were inside the flat. She suggested I leave my sissy things there, so that I could change or use them whenever I needed, so I did. The pink dress, the petticoats, the gloves, the heavy make-up wipes, the wig. All of it stayed.

When I had the dress off, she pushed me onto the bed and then lowered her mouth to my cock, sucking it back to life. The white lingerie was still on. She worked around the lace without removing it. I stared at this gorgeous woman, now with long hair bleached platinum blonde, almost silver actually, and wondered how I had gotten so lucky. The same girl who had once sat on the party bus at fifteen was now between my legs with absolute ownership in her eyes.

Once I was fully erect, she rode me again, and like before, she knew how to edge me to keep me from climaxing. Slow circles. Sudden stops. The exact pressure that kept me desperate without release. She managed to squeeze three orgasms from herself, each one louder than the last, before finally she allowed me to cum. The permission was verbal and precise. I came hard inside her with a broken sound.

But, embracing the dominant role, she wasn’t satisfied leaving my cum inside her. No, she climbed up me, and sat her pussy down on my mouth and told me to lick, and I did so happily. The taste of both of us mixed. She held my head in place until she decided I had cleaned enough.

“You’ll be mine, one day, sissy. You will be my sissy.” She said, her eyes staring down at me sinisterly. “I’ll make it happen.”

I took her comment for what it was, a warning. I’d opened Pandora’s box, I just hoped I knew how to close it again. She stayed seated on my face a moment longer, then lifted off and lay beside me. The collar remained around my neck. The leash lay across the sheets. Outside, the city was beginning to wake. Inside the flat, the claim had already been made, and the version of me that still intended to drive home to Sara was already negotiating with the version that wanted to stay exactly where it was.


Three

I didn’t see Sylvie for another month after that, but we did write to one-another. Nothing sexual, just memes, jokes or interesting science articles. The messages stayed light. Then one day, I happened to mention that my wife was going out of the country on business for a week and that my kids were going to their grandparents. Maybe in my head, I wanted her to ask what she asked, but I hadn’t planned it.

“So you will be my sissy slave for the week?” She wrote.

“Erm, not sure I can do the whole week. And I have work…”

“Sorry… it wasn’t a question. You will be my sissy slave for the week.”

I gulped and felt my cock rise. The sentence left no room. “Yes Mistress.”

“Bring more lingerie and dresses.”

I only had two more sissy dresses, so I packed both, along with lingerie for each day of the week. The bag felt heavier than it should have. When I arrived at her place, she was in true dominatrix mode, wearing a black vegan-leather mini-skirt and matching lace-up corset-bra, wielding the crop. No greeting. No small talk. I was ordered to my knees and told to kiss her feet, which I did, and then she climbed on my back and rode me to the bedroom. The crop rested against my shoulder the entire way.

“Strip!”

As I dropped my male clothes, revealing pink lacy lingerie, she opened a box and pulled out a large strap-on dildo. It was a recent purchase in preparation for my visit. Thick. Veined. Heavier than the one from the party. She strapped it on, but didn’t make me get onto the bed. Instead, she did my make-up and then put the wig on me, and only then did she tell me to get down on my knees and suck her cock.

Her eyes remained glued to mine, a cheeky wide-eyed grin that told me just how much this kinky escapade was turning her on. She moved her hips, trying to force me to deep-throat the fake cock, getting turned on further when I choked and tears appeared in my eyes. Spit ran down the shaft and onto the harness. She held the back of the wig and kept the pace steady until my jaw ached.

“I could get used to this.” She giggled. But at the same time, she was looking forward to using that dildo elsewhere, and so I was ordered onto the bed for my first arse-rape of the week.

She used a lot of lubricant, thankfully, because she didn’t spare me anything else. Sylvie was an exercise freak, so she could move like nobody I’d ever seen. Her thrusts were fast, deep and hard, and she snarled as she used me. “Yeah, take that fucking cock, bitch!” God, she was the perfect dominatrix, a duck to water, I knew I’d never see her any other way anymore. The bedframe knocked against the wall. My locked collar stayed in place.

After several minutes, she flipped me on my back, my legs in the air as she slammed into me again. Her hand found my cock, rubbing it until I was close to climax, then letting go. She did this over and over, until the cock in my arse did its job and I came without her touch. The orgasm hit while she was still buried deep. She watched every second of it, then pulled out and made me clean the strap-on with my mouth before she unclipped it.

Once I was cleaned up, I dressed for duty, putting on the pink dress, and she got out a set of cleaning supplies and told me what she wanted doing. She was serious. I was there as her servant, her maid, her slave. Floors. Bathroom. Kitchen. Dusting. Laundry folded to her exact preference. That week, when I wasn’t being fucked, or fucking her, which we did a lot every single night, I was cleaning, cooking, or massaging. But not once did she let up the role; she was strict with me, making sure to check my work, and if it wasn’t up to standard, she now possessed several whips, crops, and paddles to punish me with. The inspections were thorough. The corrections were immediate. By the third day the pink dress and the collar felt less like clothing and more like the only uniform that still made sense.

The other thing that took her interest was bondage, and she used the opportunity with me there to learn how to tie ropes. She started with simple wrist ties and progressed quickly. By the third day she was experimenting with harnesses. By the end of the week she was an expert in tying me up. Chest harnesses that forced the shoulders back. Hogties that left me helpless on the floor while she continued her evening. She practised the knots until the tension was exact and the exits were under her control alone.

One thing I hadn’t noticed was just how often she was taking pictures and videos of me trotting around. The phone was always nearby. A quick photo while I vacuumed. A short clip while I polished the bathroom taps on my knees. The whole week she was keeping a record of me, of how I looked, how I worked, and later I found out, of how well I performed in bed. Yes, she recorded us having sex. Multiple angles. Clear audio. The files sat on her phone and on a backup drive she mentioned only in passing.

The week was amazing, but like all good things, it needed to come to an end. But on the final day, Sylvie sat me down and asked what I planned to do about Sara. I didn’t really understand. I didn’t plan to do anything. The question felt larger than the week we had just finished.

“I want us to do this together. Permanently.” She told me.

“You want me to be your sissy slave?” I asked, surprised. “Won’t you want a proper boyfriend or husband?”

“No. I want you. Look, I’ve tried the normal husband and he turned out to be an asshole. I tried this with you and I love it. Can we have a normal life too? Sure, if you want, but I want to be a Mistress. Your Mistress.”

I didn’t want to say no. I didn’t want to close the door on her. So I did the easiest thing that came to mind. “Can I have some time to consider it?”

She shrugged. “Of course, but I can make you happy. You make me happy already. So why can’t we be happy together.”

I left her place with my mind in a twist. She was right, she did make me happy, and I did want this, but could I really give up everything to become a sissy? The bag of ordinary clothes felt strange in my hand. The collar stayed behind at her request.

A couple of days later, I wrote to Sylvie because I had a thought. “When you say your full-time sissy, do you mean in private, or public?”

She took a while to write back, but then she said, “If we’re going to do this, then we should own it. I’m not going to hide away our reality. If you become my sissy, that means in public too. I’m not embarrassed, and you shouldn’t be either.”

My cock jolted in excitement. This woman would out me to the world, would make me the sissy slave I wanted to be, and yet the weight of her words were too much. Public meant irreversible. Public meant the children, the colleagues, the remaining friends from the old techno years would all see the same version of me that had spent the week in a pink dress and a collar.

At home, things were, well, okay. Sara and I didn’t really fight anymore, and we were still great conversationalists, but that was it. We kissed each other good night and slept, we rarely made love, and when we did, I needed a pill to get me up. I thought I had erectile dysfunction, but with Sylvie I was hard as a rock. I don’t think that was because I preferred one woman over the other, but because Sylvie was allowing the real me out. The contrast was quiet and constant.

I needed to give this some thought, it was not an easy decision. The messages from Sylvie continued at their usual light pace. The videos and photos stayed on her devices. The collar waited. And every ordinary evening at home made the shape of the alternative clearer and harder to ignore.


Four

I found opportunity to visit Sylvie once a week, usually an evening, sometimes during the day. She would dress me, use me to clean the apartment, then we would play if I did a good job. If not, she’d punish me. At first, she was careful with the punishments, making sure not to leave a scar or mark, but after some time, she began to clearly get impatient with my decision-making, and that was when I began to return home with visible marks on my buttocks and legs. Red lines. Bruises that lasted days. It became so bad, I needed to wear pyjamas to bed. Sara never asked. I never offered an explanation.

Then one day, I received a message. “Me and the girls are having a girl’s night in, and I told them about you. We agreed, you’d make a good serving girl, so make sure you are here Saturday night.”

I couldn’t do it. Sara had plans for Saturday night and I had no idea how to get out of them. I wrote back, telling Sylvie I couldn’t do it. She became very angry. The tone of the messages changed in a single exchange.

“I have photos of you, and we still have mutual friends. It would be bad if I had to show them.” She said.

My cock sprung to action. Blackmail was my pet fetish, and this was exactly that, but at the same time, it scared me. The threat was real enough. I needed to find a way out of the thing with my wife.

The thing with my wife was a visit to her mother’s house in another city. Normally, she was quite insistent on me attending her mother’s events, but this time, I told her I was just too stressed and tired from work, and begged her to let me skip it. To my relief, she said she understood and let me out of my obligations. No argument. Just a quiet acceptance. I let Sylvie know I was coming and she confirmed that she wouldn’t share the photos.

As I pranced around in my purple polka-dot sissy maid dress, trotting in the high-heels, it became apparent that nothing overtly sexual would be happening that evening. I was literally there to serve Sylvie’s friends. Four women. All of them already comfortable with the arrangement. But it was all a turn-on none the less. The dress. The heels. The constant movement from kitchen to living room and back.

Sylvie made sure that her friends treated me exactly as I was meant to be treated. There was no please and thank you, it was, “Sissy! Get me a glass of wine, now!” Or, “Sissy! Massage my feet!” Or even, “Footstool! Now!” I loved it. I loved being kept on the go, bullied and pushed around by these four pretty women. My knees spent more time on the floor than my feet did. The wine glasses never stayed empty for long.

Things only began to get a little sexual towards the end of the night, and that was when Sylvie gave the girls the chance to try out whipping a sissy. Yes, I was thoroughly thrashed by these sexy vixens, but I didn’t mind. They took turns with the crop and a light paddle. Accurate enough to leave fresh marks. It all just meant that I’d be in pyjamas again.

I spent the night with Sylvie, of course, and we made love several times. It was so odd for me that this gorgeous woman encouraged me to wear the girliest nighties to bed, then wanted to fuck me; but when I wore the occasional nightie to be with Sara, she looked at me with contempt and disgust. The difference was absolute. With Sylvie the nightie stayed on. With Sara it had always been the first thing removed, if it was allowed at all.

“When you threatened me, it turned me on.” I admitted to Sylvie.

“It turned me on too, but then I regretted it.” She admitted. “I shouldn’t force you, you need to make your own decisions.”

“Shame.” I said.

“Why?”

“Blackmail’s hot.” I laughed, but she didn’t laugh back. She just stared at me and smiled with that knowing sexy smirk. The expression stayed fixed while she reached for her phone and scrolled for a moment, as if reminding herself of the files she already held.

“I have so much on video and photo that I could destroy your marriage, if I wanted.” She told me, not blinking. “And I will, if you don’t come here regularly as my maid.”

“Yes Mistress!” I gasped, feeling blood engorging my cock again. The threat landed exactly where she intended. The collar was already back around my neck for the night. The decision about permanence remained unfinished, but the weekly requirement had just been restated with evidence attached, and my body answered before the rest of me could argue.

She pounced on me, using the opportunity to get more dick. As she rode me, she continued what she had to say. “Maybe one day I’ll just send it all to your wife anyway. Then you’ll have to move in with me. You’ll have to be my slave. Would you like that? Hmm? To be my permanent slave? Of course, no half-measures, that means you would need to come out as a sissy to everyone, your friends, your parents.”

This time, no amount of edging could stop me. The words and the motion combined. I unloaded inside her, but she just giggled and then plonked her pussy on my mouth and told me to eat up. I cleaned her thoroughly while the threat sat in the air between us, no longer theoretical.

That night, she pegged me twice more, then pissed in my mouth in the bathroom before we slept, holding each other like long lost lovers. The collar stayed on. The marks from the earlier whipping ached against the sheets. She fell asleep first, one arm still draped across my chest.

Sylvie haunted my dreams, she was everything I wanted in a partner, and yet I felt some sort of duty to my wife. Sure, I wasn’t happy, but she wasn’t a bad person. She was a little selfish, sure, and she had few friends because she talked more about herself than listened to others, and she had this habit of ignoring me when I got sick, or dismissing me of being a whiner, even when I ended up in hospital. The list of small, repeated cuts was long once I let myself look at it.

Okay, my wife pissed me off more often than not, but after all those years, I’d learned to swallow it. I had tried to get her into therapy, it had helped me, but she refused, stating she didn’t need it. The refusal had been final. The subject never reopened.

So now I had this opportunity, this chance to be happy, but something held me back. I guessed it was the kids, but in truth, it was fear of the unknown. I had wanted the sissy lifestyle, I’d wanted a play partner, someone who was kinky too, but then nightmares from my first marriage flooded my brain and I wondered, what if that would happen again? The memory of Veronika and Pavla and the slow collapse still had sharp edges.

The other problem was age. I was in my mid-forties, I was getting older and didn’t have the luxury of swapping and changing partners. I didn’t want to grow old and find myself alone. The practical fear sat underneath the erotic one and refused to move.

The next morning, as I was about to leave, Sylvie stopped me and gave me a long hug and a kiss. Then she said, “One day, if you don’t give me an honest answer, I promise you, I will send her the evidence. If you tell me you want to end things and don’t want me, fine, I won’t ruin your marriage, but don’t string me along. Either make a decision, or I’ll make it for you. Is that understood?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Good. Be here Wednesday to clean. You’re my maid now, I expect you to be here every week.”

“Yes Mistress.”

I’d be there every week, yes, but I still couldn’t make a decision. Or maybe, now, I wanted her to make it for me. The door closed behind me. The ordinary clothes felt like a costume again. The marks under the pyjamas I would put on that night already had their next appointment scheduled, and the files on her phone waited for whatever answer I failed to give.


Five

For the next couple of weeks, I popped over to see her regularly, working as a maid for her. The routine had settled. Dress. Clean. Inspect. Play or punish. Then came the opportunity for another techno-kink party and I was able to go, which ended with me going back to her place to fuck. Things were going well, but still, I hadn’t made a decision and inside, Sylvie was getting tired of being the other woman. The patience that had once been playful was thinning.

What I hadn’t realised during all this time, Sylvie was so into this new lifestyle, that she was spending a lot of time reading femdom porn, and it was giving her ideas. And as mentioned before, she was also getting very good at bondage ropes. The harnesses were tighter. The ties lasted longer. Escape routes were fewer.

When one evening she tied me up and gagged me, I thought it was to fuck me with the strap-on, but she had completely different plans. She approached me with a silver tray, and on it were sterile needles, ice, and gold studs. My eyes widened. After disinfecting my earlobe, I felt her press the ice there. I panicked, trying to move, trying to say my stop word, but it was no use. The gag held. The ropes held. Before I knew it, she had pierced the first ear and was moving on to the next. The second stud went in with the same calm efficiency. Blood welled briefly. She wiped it away and stood back to look.

“How am I going to explain this?” I cried out when she released me.

“Not my problem.” She shrugged. “You’re my sissy now, and my sissy has pierced ears.”

I couldn’t believe it. This was a nightmare, there was no way to explain this to Sara. The gold studs sat obvious in both lobes. The decision had been taken from me in the space of five minutes.

When I got home that night, Sara was already asleep. She thought I’d been out with friends, so I had all night to come up with an excuse. The mirror in the bathroom showed the same face with two new points of light. I left the studs in. Removing them felt like it would make the problem worse.

The next morning, I deliberately got up late and pretended to be hungover. When Sara saw me, she laughed at how awful I looked, when in fact, I’d spent time in the bathroom messing my hair and making myself look bad. Then she saw the studs and laughed again.

“Jesus, how drunk did you get?” She squealed with laughter.

I played dumb. “Why? What happened?” I asked.

“Go look in the mirror.”

I walked to a mirror and feigned shock. “Holy shit! How did that happen?”

“Yeah, I think you should watch how much you drink next time.”

Thankfully, when I left the studs in, she didn’t say anything. If she brought it up, I prepared a plan to say that I didn’t want scars, but thankfully, I think she took it as, what’s done is done. The subject closed itself. The studs stayed.

When Sylvie realised that I’d gotten away with it, she doubled down. Again, she tied me up, and again, I should’ve known, or rather, should have fought her off, but inside me, I had accepted her as my Mistress, as the person I shouldn’t dare argue with. I served her, that was just a fact. The ropes went on without protest. The gag followed.

The next piercings she did were my nipples. That was easier to deal with because I could wear t-shirts and Sara and I rarely had sex, and if we did, I could fuck her from behind. The pain was sharper and longer lasting than the ears. She iced them, pierced them, fitted the bars, and cleaned the sites while I stayed bound and silent. Afterward she inspected her work the same way she inspected the floors after I cleaned. Satisfied. Already thinking about the next permanent change. The bars sat under my shirts at home and under the lace of the maid dresses at her flat, and the weekly visits continued without any further discussion of whether I would stay or leave. The decision was being made in metal, one piercing at a time.

So, the next time, Sylvie gave me a helix piercing, placing a ring in my right ear. The needle went through the upper cartilage with a sharp, clean pain. She fitted the ring herself and wiped the site while I stayed still. When my wife saw that, I shrugged and said it was my idea. “I kind of liked the piercings I have, and thought, why not?” Sara looked at it for a moment, then accepted the explanation the same way she had accepted the first pair of studs. No further questions.

Sylvie wasn’t happy. Getting away with another piercing without real consequence was not the pressure she wanted. She decided she needed a better plan, and this time, she felt sure she had one.

A friend of hers was a tattoo artist. Instead of getting changed into a sissy dress, she took me to the tattoo artist and paid for me to have a tattoo placed on my left bicep. One word. Sissy. The letters were clean, black, and deliberate. Again, not a big deal, I could wear a t-shirt, but this was permanent, and with everything else, if my wife saw it, I’d be done-for, she was certain. The artist worked quickly. Sylvie watched the whole time and paid in cash.

Once more, another party came about, and I was taken out on a leash to the event. However, instead of just going to the party, Sylvie decided she wanted to go for a drink somewhere first. I was in a shiny pink and white-dotted flared sissy dress, complete with massive petticoat, I looked ridiculous, and to top it off, she’d made me up like a drag queen, and there we were, in a normal pub getting drinks, with everyone staring at me. Conversations paused. Phones came out. Sylvie ordered as if nothing unusual was happening and made me stand slightly behind her chair while she drank.

Then, we absolutely had to go for a walk, with me walking behind on the leash. She was showing me off, but there was more to it, I think she was looking for reasons for me to get outed without actually her outing me. The heels clicked on the pavement. The petticoat bounced with every step. Strangers turned. Some laughed openly.

These walks weren’t just reserved for party night though. No. On the Wednesday when I was meant to be working from the office, but really I was at Sylvie’s place, she began walking me to the shop, taking the tram, taking the underground during the day. Full make-up. Full dress. Collar and leash. And her plan seemed to be gaining traction, because all of a sudden, I began to notice people laughing and recording me. Short clips. Longer ones. My days were numbered, I knew that now.

One day, I was working from home when I decided to try to see if I could find myself online. I tried all sorts of keywords in Czech and English, until finally, I managed to find a video taken on the metro of me sat there, fully made up, in a pink chiffon and satin maid’s dress, with Sylvie next to me. The arm on the dress was so short, you could see my tattoo, Sissy. The camera was steady enough. The audio caught the ambient noise of the carriage and a few quiet comments from people nearby.

The one saving grace from the video was that under that make-up, it wasn’t totally visible that it was definitely me. I could see it, obviously, and I suspected my wife would be able to tell, but others would have a harder time, which meant the likelihood of it being shared with my wife was lower. Still, the file existed. It was public. It could be downloaded, re-uploaded, sent.

I couldn’t bury my head in the sand though, I knew the truth would come out sooner or later. The weekly visits continued. The leash continued. The recordings continued. And every ordinary day at home now carried the quiet knowledge that the next video, or the next shared link, or the next person who recognised the man under the blonde wig and the heavy foundation, would finish the double life for good.


Six

As I stressed over my impending doom, I decided I needed to make a decision on one thing. Do I continue things with Sylvie and see where they go, knowing that one day my marriage will end, or do I end things with her and save myself? I could get the tattoo removed, and the piercings would come out, but did I want to? The question sat unanswered for days while the weekly visits continued and the marks under my clothes multiplied.

“Honey?” I asked Sara one evening. “Do you think we’ll ever do any of the femdom things I like ever again?”

“Maybe.” She shrugged. “Once in a while we can play.”

“But never, like, really incorporate it into our lifestyle?”

She didn’t even look up from her phone. “No.”

Like it or not, my BDSM needs would never be met by my wife, no matter how much she said she would at the beginning of the relationship. That hurt, but at the same time, I wondered if I was being selfish. The answer she gave was final and uninterested. The phone stayed in her hand.

I discussed that with Sylvie and she was very direct. “You told her what you like. She told you she would do it, then after marriage, she refused. Sounds like a her problem. If she had said that she wasn’t interested at all, then you probably wouldn’t have dated her. That’s not fair by her. She trapped you.”

She was right. Looking at it that way, she had essentially tricked me into a vanilla relationship when I wanted a kink one. The original honesty had been met with a promise that was never kept. The framing settled something that had been loose for years.

I resolved to continue my relationship with Sylvie, and on top of that, I felt moments of rebellion against my wife. I began pushing back on requests by her, or asking why when she asked me to do something she could easily do herself. Perhaps I was readying myself for the out, or maybe I was gaining my confidence back. Small refusals. Quiet questions. The tone at home shifted by degrees.

My walks with Sylvie became a regular thing, but not only that, I began to notice that my dress collection was growing at her place. She was buying sissy clothes she wanted to see me in, and these were incredibly girlie. Frills. Pastels. Exaggerated silhouettes that left no doubt about the intended role. Each new piece arrived without discussion and went straight into the wardrobe that already held the collar and the leash.

Then one day, out of the blue, an old techno friend of mine, Jana, pinged me a photo. It was me in a sissy dress, one taken at Sylvie’s place. “See you’re dressing again! Cool!” It all meant one thing, Sylvie was outing me.

My cock got hard. The message was casual. The implication was not.

Over the next couple of days, more old friends began writing, sharing that Sylvie had sent them photos, but the more people wrote, the more I realised that it was only a matter of time before people who knew my wife well would receive the photos. The circle was widening in a controlled, deliberate way. Each new message confirmed the direction of travel.

Another change Sylvie introduced were buttplugs and chastity. Yes, I had chastity devices I’d bought for myself, and Sylvie had ordered me to bring them, but now she held the keys and there was no way for me to have sex with my wife. Sure, that was really rare anyway, but it meant I’d have to always have a plan to say no, if a miracle happened and Sara instigated. But the buttplugs were a chore.

Sylvie demanded I wear them permanently. That meant that I had to wash them and push them back in. At the beginning, they were small, it was easy, but then Sylvie began to introduce bigger ones. After a few weeks, I was able to fit ones which were so big, they looked like a small fist. That made my arse look bigger, but it also made me walk funny. My wife finally noticed and I needed to come clean.

“I’m wearing buttplugs.” I said.

“Why?” She asked, curiously.

“Haemorrhoids.” I said blankly.

“What?” She asked, screwing up her face.

“Apparently, wearing them prevents haemorrhoids.”

She stared at me for a long few moments to check if I was completely sane, then shook her head and walked away. I’d gotten away with it, just. Or so I thought, because then she stopped and said, “I’ve been meaning to ask. When did you get your nipples pierced?”

Fuck! She must’ve seen it through the clothes. “Erm, a while ago.”

“What’s going on?” She asked firmly.

“Nothing.” I mumbled, but then I found my confidence and said, “You don’t want to sissify me, so I’m doing it to myself.”

She snorted. “So you’re turning trans?”

“No. I’m just a sissy.”

“Grow up.” She said, and walked away.

The conversation ended there. The plugs stayed in. The cage stayed locked. The tattoo and the piercings remained visible under the right light, and the photos Sylvie continued to share with old friends kept circulating a little further each day. The double life was no longer double. It was simply waiting for the final push that would collapse one side of it completely.

For now, it seemed I was getting away with things, but I knew that wouldn’t last. I knew the sensible thing to do would be to end my marriage, but by this point, Sylvie’s little games were actually exciting me; playing with fire was burning me, sure, but it seemed I liked the pain. The risk itself had become part of the arousal. Every close call sharpened the next visit.

The downfall began the following weekend. The wife and I were out shopping in a mall when a woman stopped and said hi to me. I stared blankly at the woman, until I realised who it was. It was one of Sylvie’s friends, one who was there when I was serving in my dress. She hadn’t seen me with Sara. The recognition was instant and unfiltered.

“Hi! How are you? Surprised to see you in male clothes!” She gushed, but then Sara stepped over. The casual comment hung in the air between the three of us.

“Excuse me?” Sara asked. Immediately, the woman realised what had happened. Her expression shifted from friendly to alarmed in a single second. I needed to make an excuse and fast.

“Erm, this is…” I didn’t remember her name.

“Katka.” The woman said. She was already looking for an exit.

“Katka. She was at a party where I was dressed up once.”

The woman, knowing she’d stepped in major doo-doo, said it was great to see me, and then nervously shuffled off, but my wife was not happy. The rest of the shopping trip continued in silence. By the time we reached the car the silence had turned into something denser. In the end, we ended up in a huge argument that started in the driver’s seat and continued all the way home.

“I want your sissy stuff gone.” She seethed. “No more knickers. No more stockings. No more embarrassing me.” The list was short and absolute. Every item she had previously ignored or dismissed was now forbidden.

That was going to be a problem, because Sylvie demanded a picture every day of me in lingerie. The daily photo was non-negotiable. A missed day brought questions, then threats, then the quiet reminder of the files she already held. The two requirements now sat in direct opposition. One woman demanded the complete removal of the evidence. The other demanded fresh evidence every twenty-four hours. The space between them had just collapsed, and the next weekly visit already carried a new and sharper risk.


Epilogue

I continued to wear the knickers and stockings, regardless of my wife’s warning, and thankfully, she seemed to just accept it. Her warning carried no weight, after all, what could she do? The laundry still contained the evidence and she no longer commented. But my mistake was telling Sylvie all about that event, and suddenly, Sylvie demanded I begin wearing bras, and they would be more difficult to hide.

If I thought I could get away with putting one on in the morning and then taking it off after sending a photo, then I was mistaken, as Sylvie instigated a timer system. She would randomly text demanding a picture, and I had a timer to send it, otherwise, she’d begin sending more photos to people. Five minutes. Sometimes three. The phone stayed close. The bra stayed on.

But there was another concern Sylvie had, and that was the photos were too basic. She didn’t really want to put herself in the pictures just yet for fear that Sara would go insane and want to kill her, so she needed something else, and for that, she needed a friend.

It turned out that the friend was a gay guy called Michal. He was short, very muscular and whilst his cock was not exceptionally long, it was very fat. How did I know that? Because I was to put on a show for Sylvie, whilst in my sissy dress. I sucked Michal’s cock, then she filmed me as he pounded my arsehole bareback. The camera stayed steady. The audio caught every sound. She had the evidence she needed to make me out to be a gay sissy, if she wanted. The files joined the others.

The bras stayed on, but what began as simple bralettes which could be confused for vests, began being proper cupped bras, and that was the point Sara stepped in. She screamed at me, called me all the names under the sun, and then set an ultimatum, it was the bras or her. The volume of the argument filled the flat. The demand was absolute.

I ignored her. The bras stayed on and she didn’t go anywhere. For a week after, she would look, sigh and then said nothing. I’d called her bluff. But it did make me wonder, at what point would she say enough is enough? The silence that followed the ultimatum was heavier than the shouting had been.

That made Sylvie wonder too, and suddenly, I found myself in possession of lacy cami-tops. She began to order me to wear them under my t-shirts, but still, Sara said nothing. The fabric showed at the neckline if I moved wrong. I stopped moving wrong.

By now, I was in a constant state of fear. I didn’t know what was coming next. Sure, I was turned on, but at what point did I say enough was enough? The question returned every time the timer went off and every time a new piece of clothing arrived.

Sylvie began demanding I visit more often, so I convinced my wife that I was going to the office twice a week. The lie was simple and accepted. Then Sylvie found out that Sara was in her office on the days I was home, which gave her an idea.

The day Sylvie showed up on my doorstep was the day I knew that my time in that house was coming to an end. I wondered if it wasn’t a little insane for my lover to show up like that, but so addicted was I to the domination she provided, I couldn’t bring myself to stop her. If anything, it turned me on more. She walked in as if the flat already belonged to the arrangement.

She made me dress up in my own home, parading myself, but over time, I began to notice things. My male clothes began disappearing, replaced by female versions. Work trousers were replaced by female cut pants, side and rear zips, thinner material. Shirts began being replaced by blouses. I knew what was happening, Sylvie was backing me into a corner. The wardrobe emptied on one side and filled on the other without any single dramatic moment.

Then my t-shirts changed, replaced by vibrant colours with text and pictures of Hello Kitty, or Gay Pride, or Tranny Princess, and so on. It reached a point where I had nothing else to put on. The ordinary male clothes had simply ceased to exist in the flat. Every morning the only options left were the ones that announced exactly what I had become, and Sara’s silence on the subject had become its own form of permission. The corner Sylvie had backed me into no longer had an exit that did not involve walking out of the marriage entirely.

Sara stood there and looked at me in the pink trousers and pink t-shirt, and then she saw the tattoo. The girlie t-shirt had shorter sleeves. The word Sissy sat clear on my bicep under the hallway light. Her face changed in a single second.

I was out of the door faster than you could say “Get out.” Sara didn’t want me around. The door closed hard behind me. The bag I managed to grab held almost nothing useful. So, I called Sylvie and I told her that I’d been kicked out. Of course, she told me to come over. The instruction was calm and immediate.

It was as I was approaching Sylvie’s place that Sara called me, screaming about some photos and videos she’d received. Sylvie had outed me to my wife, reassuring that I couldn’t fix my marriage. The files had landed exactly when the physical evidence was already impossible to deny. The double life ended in the space of one afternoon.

When I arrived, Sylvie had already changed into a leather mini-dress, and she was stood there holding a whip, and wearing the strap-on. “Welcome to your new life.” She told me. No discussion of temporary arrangements. No offer of a sofa for a few nights. The terms were already in force.

I was made to change and then put to work immediately. I cleaned the whole apartment, but she made me use my tongue to clean the toilet seat, which honestly, seemed cleaned very recently. The task was deliberate. The message was clearer than any speech.

Of course, she found problems with my cleaning, which resulted in her whipping me senseless, and this time, she didn’t hold back, but I didn’t want to. She could do whatever she wanted to me. I was her slave, I was her sissy now. The welts rose quickly. The crying followed. The work continued afterward until she decided it was acceptable.

After that, she pegged me, then we made love, before she dressed me in a sissy dress and took me to dinner. The sequence was efficient and complete. It felt odd, sat in that restaurant with everyone looking at me in the prissy dress, but if she was uncomfortable, then she didn’t show it. She ordered for both of us and corrected my posture once with a quiet word.

“Don’t you feel weird?” I asked her.

“No. I don’t care what these people think. I don’t care what anyone thinks.” She shrugged. “After what my husband did to me, I want a kind man who will treat me like a queen. If that means I have to dress you up like a little girl to get that, then I’ll take it. They’re just clothes, and this is just fun.”

“But can you put up with this fun every day?”

“I don’t care about the clothes, babe. I love you for you. You’re kind, you’re sweet, and you’re kinky. The sex is good, so I don’t care. And besides, you like when your partners cheat, right?” She grinned. “If I want a real man, I can just go fuck one.”

My skin buzzed with excitement. “Yes Mistress Sylvie.” I grinned. The answer required no further negotiation.

Eventually, her divorce came through, and mine began. Mine became public and messy, and unfortunately, my family was not on my side; but Sylvie taught me one thing, in order to be happy, you have to be yourself. The legal process dragged. The explanations to the children were incomplete and careful. The extended family chose distance. None of it changed the daily reality of the collar and the dress and the inspections.

I’m a sissy slave. I love dominant women. I love being bullied by dominant women, and Sylvie gave me that. The statement settled into fact rather than confession.

When Sylvie and I next went to a techno party, I had a new word above my tattoo; Sylvie’s. Now my tattoo said, Sylvie’s Sissy, because that was what I was. The letters were fresh and clear under the short sleeve of the dress. The leash stayed in her hand for the entire night, and no one who had known me in the old scene needed any further explanation. The previous life had ended. The new one had already been running long enough to feel permanent.

The End


Date Night

One

The pink satin swished in the air as I spun, looking at myself in the mirror. Every time I made the little spin, the lace hem swung up revealing the silky pink open behind briefs and the straps of the suspender-belt holding up the stockings. I giggled a little, cupping my caged cock in briefs, then sighing and picking up the eyeliner and trying to put it on. The line came out uneven again. The second attempt was no better.

“I can never get this right,” I called to my wife.

“Get what right?” She called back from the bathroom.

“The eyeliner.”

“Then wait for me and I’ll help. I’m almost done.”

A few minutes later she walked into the room, her D-cup pierced breasts swinging almost as much as the heavy black rubber cock from her crotch. The harness sat snug on her hips. It was our date night, the kids at their grandmother’s, which meant we could play sissy and Mistress, as we had done for the last seven years. The ritual had become as fixed as any other weekly appointment.

It was actually my wife, Tanya, who got me started on it but not in the way you might think. We were simply looking at ways to spice up our sex lives after the kids were born and after a bit of looking, I found pegging and she found sissification. She used to date a guy who crossdressed and whilst he ended up becoming gay, she had enjoyed the time they’d hung out as girlfriends. She wasn’t exactly dominant, she didn’t dominate me or whip me or anything, we just played dress-up, made-out, then fucked. The dynamic stayed gentle and mutual from the beginning.

What we both liked was the pink lacy cottagecore/kawaii style. There was something cute about it. Frills. Pastels. Soft fabrics that made the whole evening feel like a private game rather than a performance for anyone else.

Anyway, because we were both into it, it made sense for me to have my body hair removed, and after all these years, we made sure to set aside time for each other to explore, every week, and to bed I always wore nighties, a request originally from Tanya which I now accepted, along with the panties I wore. Sure, I had one or two male boxers for doctor’s visits and such, but generally I wore sissy knickers. That was my request; they just felt better. The cage stayed on most days. The key lived in her bedside drawer.

She took the pencil and leaned close, taking care of the eyes and then grabbing the lipstick, carefully painted my lips, then gave me a quick kiss. The colour matched the dress. The line of the eyeliner was finally straight.

“Ready babe?” She asked.

“Sure honey!” I giggled girlishly. The voice was part of the game and came easily after so many years.

“Such a pretty girl for me!” She sang, pulling me close, the cock squashed against me. The rubber was warm from her body. “Now, let’s go have some wine and food, then cuddle.”

That was what we did. We ate, drank, chatted like girlfriends, watched chick-flicks, and then at some point, when she got hot and bothered, I’d bend over and suck the rubber cock, before we retreated to the bedroom and fucked. First, she’d bend me over and peg me, or had me ride her cock, then I’d climb off and she’d pull the dildo off and we’d lick each other until we came. The sequence rarely changed. Neither of us wanted it to.

Tonight was no different.

After some old Anne Hathaway movie, I found myself lying on my side, sucking on that fat cock, bobbing up and down as she held my head. It was funny, neither of us were getting sexual pleasure per se from this, it was purely psychological pleasure. The act itself was the point. The weight of the rubber on my tongue. The way she looked down and smiled.

“Mmm, yes sweety, such a good little cock-sucking sissy,” she purred. “That’s it baby, suck. You like it baby?”

“Mmm-hmm.” The sound vibrated around the shaft. Her hand stayed gentle in my hair.

She stared down at me, rubbing her hand in my hair, smiling, happy for us to be doing this. The rubber sat heavy on my tongue. The psychological charge of the act was enough on its own, but it never stayed only that. Eventually though, we both knew what we needed. The shift was quiet and mutual. So she pushed me up and grabbed my hand, pulling me up with her, giggling as we both ran to bed. The pink dress swished around my thighs. The cage swung with every step. Neither of us bothered turning off the television.

There, she grabbed the lubricant as I got on all fours and felt her fingers playing with my anus, forcing the lubricant inside. Cool at first. Then warmer as she worked it deeper. One finger. Then two. She took her time, spreading the gel thoroughly, pressing against the ring of muscle until it gave and accepted the intrusion. The cage hung heavy underneath me, the metal a constant reminder that this part of the evening belonged entirely to her. The pink dress was still on, pushed up around my waist, the open-back briefs pulled to one side, and the evening moved into its familiar second half without either of us needing to say another word. Her free hand rested on the small of my back. The harness shifted as she moved into position behind me, and the blunt head of the black rubber cock pressed once, lightly, against the prepared entrance, waiting for the exact moment she chose to push in.

The cage was my idea. You see, I had a problem that after climaxing I lost my libido. The switch was immediate and total. One moment everything felt urgent and necessary. The next moment the interest simply vanished and the rest of the evening became something I was only going through the motions of. I wanted to enjoy things fully, so the cage stayed on. It solved the problem at the source. No full erection meant no ordinary climax, and therefore no sudden collapse of desire.

Then after some time, we just kind of agreed to keep it on. There was never a formal conversation that declared it permanent. At first, it was a few days between unlocks. Then it was a few weeks. The gaps lengthened without either of us pushing the point. Now it’d been three years. Three years it had stayed on. The key lived in Tanya’s drawer and came out only for cleaning or the rare medical necessity. The metal had become as ordinary as the nighties and the weekly date-night dresses.

It was a cage which allowed my cock to be cleaned, and allowed her to lick and suck me and bring me off that way, which for some reason, when combined with her fingers or a dildo in my arse, made me cum but not lose my libido. The orgasms arrived differently. Softer. Longer. Without the sharp drop that used to end everything. She could work me with her mouth and a couple of fingers inside me and I would finish while the cage stayed locked, still interested, still ready for whatever came next. The arrangement suited both of us. She kept the control she enjoyed. I kept the continuous low-level need that made the rest of the play feel complete. Three years in, neither of us could remember the last time we had seriously discussed taking it off for good.

It was time for the cock. The huge, fat dildo pressing against my hole, her back arched, a huge, happy grin on her face as she pushed forward. “Gonna fuck you so hard, baby.” Tanya said with a seductive purr. The head of the rubber stretched me open in one steady movement. I was used to it now, looking forward to it. The initial burn settled quickly into familiar fullness.

“Yeah babe, fuck me!” I cried, feeling the stretch. My hands stayed flat on the sheets. The cage swung underneath me with the first shift of my hips.

The dildo slid into me as she moaned, loving the feeling of taking me. The sound she made was low and pleased. I let out my own moans and gasps as inch after inch disappeared, then I felt it, buried to the hilt, pressing on my bowels inside. The base of the harness met my arse. She stayed there a moment, fully seated, letting both of us feel the depth.

“Ready for me honey?” She asked. One hand rested on my hip. The other smoothed the pink dress higher up my back.

“Yes babe, ready. Fuck me hard. As hard as you can.”

The cock slid back until only the head remained inside, then she slammed in with an ahhh. The force pushed me forward on the bed. Back, in, back, in, and I was soon lowering my head to the bed, begging for more, deeper. The angle changed slightly as she adjusted her knees. Within seconds, it was a rhythmic slap-slap-slap of skin on skin as she fucked me harder and harder. Each thrust drove the thick rubber deep enough to press against the exact spot that made the cage leak. Her breathing grew heavier. My own moans turned continuous. The bedframe began a steady knock against the wall, and neither of us made any move to slow the pace.

She leaned forward, one hand planted beside my shoulder, the other gripping my hip hard enough to leave marks. The extra leverage let her drive in even deeper. The rubber stretched me wide on every stroke and the base of the harness slapped wetly against my arse. I pushed back to meet her, the pink dress bunched uselessly around my waist, the open-back briefs long since pulled aside. Pre-cum dripped steadily from the tip of the cage onto the sheets.

“That’s it, take it,” she breathed against my ear. “Good girl. Take all of it.”

I could only answer with broken sounds. The pressure inside built in waves. Every time the thick head dragged across that sensitive place the cage twitched and leaked again. Tanya kept the rhythm relentless, hips snapping forward, the black rubber disappearing completely on every thrust. Sweat began to slick the small of her back where it brushed the satin of my dress. The room filled with the wet, steady noise of the fucking and the creak of the bed. Neither of us wanted it to end, and for long minutes neither of us did anything to make it end.

And then suddenly, she stopped; just froze. The thick rubber stayed buried deep inside me. Her hands tightened on my hips.

“What’s up?” I asked, still breathless.

“The window. Look.” She whispered.

I turned to look out the window. We’d forgotten to close the blinds and what did we see? Our neighbours of the last five years, Malcolm and Amy, watching, him fucking her with his big black dick, her naked, her breasts out, also pierced, grinning. They were framed perfectly in their own uncurtained window across the narrow gap between the houses. Malcolm’s hands held her hips. Amy’s eyes were locked on us. Neither of them looked away or made any move to stop.

And rather than stop, Tanya began moving again, a smile growing on her face. The rhythm returned, slower at first, then steady. She kept her eyes on the window while she fucked me. Whereas I wondered where this might lead and not feeling great about it. The cage leaked again with every thrust. The awareness that we were being watched made the stretch of the dildo feel sharper, more exposed. Tanya’s breathing stayed even and pleased. Across the gap, Malcolm kept thrusting into Amy without breaking eye contact, and the four of us remained locked in the same silent, continuing act while the bedframe resumed its knock against the wall.


Two

I was wearing a robe when I let them in, not really feeling comfortable wearing my sissy nightie in front of them. The pink fabric still showed at the hem. But the moment they came inside, the tall, sexy blonde woman giggled and pulled at the robe, looking inside, then grabbing and pulling it open and exposing my pink nightie. The thin material left nothing to the imagination. The cage shape was obvious underneath.

“Come on sissy, don’t hide it!” Amy giggled. Her voice was bright and completely unembarrassed.

“He’s not that sort of sissy.” Tanya told her. She stayed near the kitchen counter, already pouring drinks as if this were an ordinary invitation.

Amy was this perfect blonde Essex girl. She was a bubbly type with enhanced tits, but we didn’t really know much about them. We were never really close. We said hello, we exchanged wishes at Christmas and New Year, but for some reason, things never really clicked between us. I think that was because of the kids, we had them, they didn’t. They were party people. Late nights. Different hours. The gap between the houses had always been enough distance until tonight.

What I did know was that Amy was married before Malcolm and then she left her husband for Malcolm, that was the gossip, anyway. The details had never been confirmed to our faces.

“What sort of sissy?” Malcolm asked, accepting the beer Tanya handed to him. He was taller than I remembered up close. Broad. Calm.

“Submissive. I’m not dominant. I just like to have a girlfriend.” Tanya’s answer was honest and slightly defensive.

“Ah,” Malcolm grinned, then shared a look with Amy. The look lasted a second longer than polite. “Is that because you’re submissive or just not into it at all?”

My wife giggled. “I’m submissive, yes, but never really acted on it.” I knew that. I’d suggested that she should, some years ago, she said no. She said she wasn’t willing to cheat. The refusal had been clear at the time. The subject had not returned until now.

Malcolm nodded, once again, he shared a look with his wife, who then nodded back at him. The decision passed between them without words. Amy stood and walked over to me. I was still stood there with the robe half on. She reached up and took it, folding it carefully and placing it on the chair. The nightie was now fully on display. As she did that, Malcolm stood and pushed his running pants down to reveal a huge black cock. Already half-hard. Thick. He moved over to my wife without hurry.

“Suck it.” He ordered. The tone was quiet and absolute.

Her eyes glazed over but then her cheeks went pink. I recognised her embarrassment. The same look she wore the first few times she had put the harness on me years ago. “I really shouldn’t.”

“You should. Do it, now.”

“Do it.” Amy encouraged. She was close enough that I could smell her perfume. “Tell her, sissy.”

I couldn’t believe this was happening, no discussion, no debate, no let’s get to know one another. And yet, I couldn’t stop the voice, the need. The cage twitched under the nightie. “Suck it.” I whispered.

Tanya’s eyes locked on mine but clearly I’d said the thing she’d wanted to hear, because her lips stretched into a smile, then they opened and her hand raised, grabbing that monster dick as her lips engulfed it, eyes still locked on mine. Her head moved up and down, slurping but never once did she remove her lips from that fat dong. The stretch of her mouth was obvious. Malcolm’s hand rested lightly on the back of her head and simply stayed there.

“See sissy?” Amy asked, whispering in my ears, “this is what Malcolm does. He fucks unsatisfied housewives like me, and makes us realise how good we can actually have it. That was how it was with my sissy ex-husband.”

“And then you divorced him?” I asked her. My voice stayed low. Tanya kept sucking without looking away from me.

“Nope. He got cold feet and left, even though it was what he wanted. We wanted a sissy slave.” She leaned closer. Her breath warmed the side of my neck. “Now it looks like we’ll get one.”

The statement landed quietly and with complete certainty. Across the room Tanya’s lips stayed stretched around Malcolm’s cock, and the pink nightie suddenly felt far thinner than it had when I opened the door.

“You’re submissive, aren’t you?” She asked me. Amy’s voice stayed soft and close to my ear. The question was not really a question.

“Yes.” I admitted. The single word felt heavier than it should have. The pink nightie suddenly offered no cover at all.

By now, Tanya’s eyes were no longer on me, she was moaning and sucking that dick hard, choking on it, sucking on the heavy balls. Spit ran down the thick shaft. Her free hand stroked what her mouth could not take. The embarrassment from a minute earlier had already burned away into something more urgent. Malcolm stood still and let her work, one hand resting lightly on the back of her head.

I don’t know what came over me in that point, but I looked up at Malcolm and begged him. The need arrived fully formed and left no room for second thoughts.

“Fuck her! Fuck my wife! Give her your big cock!” I snapped. “Please!” The words came out louder than I intended. The cage under the nightie twitched hard against the thin fabric.

“Phil!” My wife gasped, shocked. She pulled off the cock just long enough to stare at me, lips wet and swollen, the thick length still gripped in her hand. The look on her face was pure disbelief mixed with something else that was already starting to win.

“You’ve got to babe. You’ll love it!” I told her. My voice stayed steady even while my pulse hammered. “You need this.”

“You will.” Agreed Amy. She stayed right beside me, one hand still resting on my shoulder as if to keep me exactly where I was. “Just let him fuck you.”

Tanya seemed shocked as she continued to wank the cock, the thick shaft shiny with her spit, but then she nodded. The decision settled across her face in a single breath. “Okay. Fuck me Malcolm, please.” The please was quiet and clear. She kept her hand moving on him while she said it, and Malcolm only smiled, already stepping forward to take what had just been offered.

As Tanya was climbing up on the sofa, Amy asked where the strap-on was but before Tanya could answer I volunteered to go get it. The words left my mouth before I had fully decided to speak. My feet were already turning toward the stairs.

“Wait,” said Amy. “Watch first. Keep watching. You won’t want to miss the point where you lost your wife.” The instruction was calm and absolute. I stopped mid-step and turned back.

Malcolm aimed his cock, a beer-can dick in between my wife’s slit, just below her pierced clitoris. Piercings were her thing from before I met her, nostril, ears, eyebrow at one point, naval, nipples and clit. After she gave birth to our second kid, they all went back in, except for the eyebrow which she felt was a little trashy. The metal glinted under the living-room light as she spread her knees wider on the sofa cushions.

“Oh fuck!” My wife screamed as the dick swelled her tight cunt. It had been years since she’d been penetrated by anything that size, or by anyone other than me in the earliest days of our marriage. I watched her eyes roll back, her mouth open as she made a strange, guttural sound. The stretch was visible. And yet the cock kept going in, thick and relentless, until Malcolm’s hips met hers and she was fully taken. Her hands gripped the back of the sofa. Her pierced breasts rose and fell with sharp breaths.

“You’re a cuckold now, sissy,” Amy giggled. The word landed cleanly. “Now go fucking get that strap-on.”

I moved fast, the nightie whooshing through the air as I ran upstairs. The cage bounced against my thigh with every step. From downstairs, I began to hear small slaps of skin, moans from Tanya. The sounds were already wet and steady. I needed to get back, needed to see it. The harness and the black rubber cock were exactly where they always lived, in the bottom drawer. I grabbed them both and took the stairs two at a time, the pink fabric of the nightie still the only thing covering me, while the rhythm of Malcolm fucking my wife continued without pause below.

I grabbed the dildo and ran back down. Tanya was slumped now, Malcolm on his knees as he held a huge hand to her throat, her mouth open, eyes fixed, breasts bouncing as Amy sucked on one of the pierced nipples. The thick black cock disappeared and reappeared between Tanya’s legs with steady force. The sofa cushions had shifted under them.

Tanya looked at me with a look of utter shock, completely lost in the pleasure. Her pupils were wide. A thin line of spit connected her lower lip to her chin. Malcolm fucked her harder and harder, her moans grew louder, until suddenly she let out a long scream, back arching. “Fuck! FUCK!” She screamed. The orgasm locked her body rigid for several long seconds while he kept thrusting through it.

Malcolm grabbed her, flipping my wife over and slamming back in hard. Both hands on her shoulders, he pummelled her, her head bouncing around like a bobble-head doll as he brutalised her. The wet slap of skin filled the room. Tanya’s pierced breasts swung freely beneath her. She made no attempt to slow him or change the angle. She simply took it.

“Get on your knees right next to her,” said Amy, grabbing the dildo from my hands. The harness was already around her hips. She clipped the black rubber into place with practised speed.

I took my place, and as I did, my wife looked over at me, eyes wide. Her face was flushed and open. “I never… I never…” She gasped between thrusts.

“I know.” I told her. “It’s okay.” The words felt true even while the cage leaked steadily under the nightie.

“I’m sorry.” I knew why she was apologising. There was no way she’d ever be able to stop this now, no way she’d make this one and done. But I counted with that. I’d long pictured her having a lover, long pictured this moment, long given up on it. The reality was heavier and hotter than any of the old fantasies.

Behind me, hands grabbed my hips, spit landed on my hole which was still a little greased anyway. Then I felt the head pushing in. Thick. Blunt. Familiar rubber now guided by unfamiliar hands.

“This is it now,” Amy said, “This is when you become mine.” The claim was quiet and absolute.

“Do it!” My wife gasped. She was still being driven into by Malcolm, her voice breaking on every thrust. “Fuck him. Rape his ass.”

“Yes!” I gasped. “Yes! Rape me please.” The word left my mouth without hesitation. The cage twitched hard.

Amy giggled. “I wouldn’t go that far, but…” She shoved forward, forcing a moan from me. The full length of the dildo stretched me open in one continuous push until the base of the harness met my arse. She stayed buried for a second, then drew back and began to fuck me in the same relentless rhythm Malcolm was using on Tanya. The two of us knelt side by side on the living-room floor, both of us taken, both of us watching each other while the neighbours who had started the evening as almost-strangers finished the irreversible change that had begun when the blinds stayed open.

Tanya’s hand grabbed mine, squeezed, then she turned and looked at me, eyes locked. Her fingers were tight. Her face was flushed and open, still rocking forward with every hard thrust Malcolm drove into her. The same rhythm Amy used on me travelled through both of us. This was it, done, we’d found our new calling. The old weekly dress-up nights and gentle pegging suddenly belonged to a previous version of the marriage. Neither of us really realised where this was going, only that the direction had already been chosen and that neither of us was pulling back. Her eyes stayed on mine while Malcolm’s hips kept slamming forward and Amy’s rubber cock kept stretching me open, and the shared look said everything the noise in the room made impossible to speak aloud.


Three

There were a few things I’d never considered when I thought about my wife cheating. I never really considered that my wife would become addicted to cock, but that would come later. I never thought about the fact that my wife wasn’t on birth control, neither had she. I never considered what would happen to the cum. Those details had stayed safely outside the old fantasies.

But as my wife screamed out her fifth orgasm, Malcolm pushed in for the last time and screamed out himself, flooding her with thick cum. The pulse of it was visible in the way her body jerked. They kissed passionately, then as he began to pull out, Amy used the dildo implanted in my arsehole to manoeuvre me to Tanya’s sopping pussy. I stared at the huge glob of cum bulging at the entrance. It was thick and white and already starting to leak down toward the sofa cushion.

“Lick.” I heard. But it wasn’t from Amy. My questioning eyes found Tanya’s. She grinned at me, still breathless, still flushed. “Lick it clean.”

“You better do as she says, sissy.” Amy chuckled, pushing me forward with the harness. The rubber shifted deeper inside me as she guided my face closer.

“Lick it baby,” my wife said again. “Do it sissy! Just do it!” Her hands came up and rested on the back of my head.

With no small amount of trepidation, I pushed forward, pushed my tongue out and lapped once. A bitter yet salty taste washed over my tongue. My cock swelled in the cage, it was good, not taste good, but sexy good. The humiliation and the intimacy arrived together. I licked again, then again, and I felt Tanya’s hands pulling me in, pulling me deeper. She held me there while I worked, tongue pushing into the stretched opening to gather every trace.

“You’re going to need to clean the bull too.” Amy told me.

“The bull?” My wife asked her. The word was new and already fitting.

“Malcolm is your bull now. The sissy cuckold has a duty to clean him too.”

My ears burned, horror developing. I’d never considered going gay, this was just meant to be pegging. The line had always stayed clear in my head until this exact second.

“Do all cuckolds do that?” Tanya asked. She was still holding my head in place against her used cunt.

“No, just sissy cuckolds.”

For a moment, I licked in silence. Tanya didn’t say anything for a moment, but as her legs trembled and another orgasm approached, she moaned out a whisper. “I want to see that. I want to see him suck a cock.” The request was soft and certain.

Hands grabbed my head and moved me to the semi-hard black dick, still glistening in front of me. “I can’t.” I whispered, tears of fear in my eyes, fear that I might like it. The smell of sex and latex and skin filled my nose.

“You can baby,” said my wife, leaning close. Her voice was gentle and absolute. “Do it for me. Please.”

The hands moved me forward, pushed me. “Do it.” Said Amy.

“Do it!” Tanya snapped, pushing hard with them.

“Yeah, do it!” Malcolm’s voice joined from above.

I closed my eyes and opened my mouth. Being a flaccid dick it was easier to get in, I assumed, rather I assumed it would be harder to get my lips around a full-sized cock. The head slid past my lips. The taste of Tanya and of him mixed immediately. But as I sucked and cleaned it, I began to wonder what it would feel like hard, in fact, I was thinking about that as I sucked. My tongue moved without conscious instruction. The cage leaked steadily against the fabric of the nightie.

“He seems to enjoy it.” My wife giggled. The observation was accurate and impossible to deny.

“Yeah, he’s really sucking,” Malcolm said. His hand rested lightly on the back of my head. “Fuck, he’s getting it back to life. Wants to go again.” The shaft thickened against my tongue. The stretch of my lips increased.

“Okay, but you’re taking his arse, right?” Said Amy. The dildo was still buried inside me, holding me in place.

“Yeah, ‘course.”

“Wait, what?” Tanya gasped, then she burst out laughing. The sound was pure delighted shock. “Fuck, yes! Fuck him!”

I let myself loose from the cock. “Wait, what?” The protest came out weak and already defeated.

“Come on baby, just try it once.” My wife said, kissing me. Her mouth tasted of Malcolm. “Promise.”

“I promise.” I sighed. The word left me before any real resistance could form. “I’ll do it.”

The agreement settled into the room. Amy’s hands stayed on my hips. Malcolm’s cock, now fully hard again and still wet from my mouth, waited only for the next instruction, and Tanya’s eyes stayed on mine with the same locked intensity they had held when our hands first found each other on the sofa. I moved forward and continued sucking, slurping, then I broke away and looked at my wife.

“I’m going to need a shot of something.” I told her. “For nerves.”

“I have something better.” Said Amy, pulling out of me. The sudden emptiness made me groan. “Keep sucking, I’ll be right back.”

As I continued sucking, Amy ran off back to her house, not caring her tits were out bouncing around. A few minutes later, she was back holding a little tube with a bulb end and a lighter. “Here, smoke this.” She said.

My eyes went wide. “Drugs?” I screeched. “Meth?”

She burst out laughing. “Don’t be silly. I’m a chemist. This is my own formula, perfectly safe.” Then she placed it to my lips and lit the flame under the glass. I inhaled and instantly my face went hot, my heart raced and I felt a wave of arousal. Heat flooded every nerve. My hole clenched around nothing. The cage became unbearable. I moaned and sucked on the cock harder, spit running freely down the thick shaft.

“What is it?” My wife asked. She was still watching me with that same fixed intensity.

“I wanted to mimic the arousal and suggestibility effects of poppers but rather than a quick hit, something that lasts for hours, without using anything dangerous. I found the right combination of legal medicines and herbs to do that, but only when smoked or injected.”

“And it’s safe?” She asked.

“Perfectly. Everyone in the lab uses it, we’ve been using it for years, no real side effects.”

For me though, I was insatiable. The compound hit like a switch. Every inch of skin felt too sensitive. The taste of Malcolm’s cock became necessary. I slobbered and moaned on the cock, my dick swelled uselessly in the cage, but I found myself desperate to do something, anything to just feel something. The need was total and immediate.

“Oh god, fuck me Master.” I cried, before slobbering and sucking more, trying to deep throat him and almost choking. Tears ran from the corners of my eyes. Spit coated my chin and dripped onto Tanya’s thigh. I pushed forward until the thick head jammed against the back of my throat and stayed there, gagging wetly, still trying to take more.

Malcolm chuckled and pulled out, moving behind me and pushing me into my wife’s crotch, my head resting on her as he pushed into my puckering hole. The blunt head stretched me open in one continuous shove. The remaining lube and Amy’s earlier spit were barely enough. The burn was sharp and perfect.

“Oh fuuuuuck!” I moaned. The sound was raw and broken. “Oh, you’re so… you’re so big! Oh fuck me Master, fuck me!” My voice cracked on the last word. I pushed back hard, trying to force more of the thick black cock inside me. The stretch was constant and overwhelming. Every ridge and vein dragged against the sensitive ring of muscle. The cage leaked in a steady stream onto the floor, the metal already slick with pre-cum that would not stop.

Tanya’s hands came down and held my head against her messy cunt while Malcolm bottomed out and immediately began to thrust, long and deep and relentless. Her wet folds smeared across my face. The mixed taste of her and of Malcolm’s cum filled my mouth again. I licked automatically, desperately, while the thick cock drove into me from behind with enough force to rock my whole body forward against her.

The only sounds I could make were desperate, continuous pleas for harder, deeper, more. Words tumbled out between thrusts and between licks.

“Please… harder… oh fuck, Master, don’t stop… deeper… use me… please use my hole…”

Malcolm’s hands locked on my hips and pulled me back onto every stroke. The wet slap of his body against my arse filled the room. The compound kept the heat climbing. My hole clenched and fluttered around the invading cock, trying to pull it deeper even when it was already buried to the root. Tanya’s fingers tightened in my hair and held me exactly where she wanted me, face buried, mouth open, while Amy’s husband-turned-bull fucked the last of my previous limits out of me one long, heavy thrust at a time. I kept begging. I could not stop. The need had become the only thing left.

Malcolm paused and took the pipe, lighting up and inhaling. In my arse, I felt him grow even thicker and again, I let out a desperate wanton gasp. The extra girth stretched me wider and the heat of the compound already in my system turned the stretch into pure need. He passed the pipe to Amy who smoked it too, eyes fluttering before passing it to Tanya. My wife looked at it for a moment, she’d never done drugs in her life, but given everything, she tried it, lighting the pipe and inhaling. As the drug hit, she let out an almighty moan and instantly began rubbing her cunt on my face. Her wet folds smeared across my mouth and nose. Her hands locked in my hair and held me there while she ground down hard.

“Here, have some more,” Amy told me, putting the pipe to my lips. The glass was still warm.

“Can’t he overdose?” My wife asked, drowsily. Her hips never stopped moving against my face.

“No, watch him.” Grinned Amy, lighting it again. She pinched my nose shut with two fingers and pressed the mouthpiece firmly against my lips so I had no choice but to open. I began inhaling. The second hit was stronger, hotter, thicker. “Deeper. Deeperrr… Yes, keep sucking.” She kept the flame steady under the glass while she forced the full draw into my lungs, free hand locked in my hair so I could not pull away. “That’s it, take it all for me. Good little sissy. Breathe it in. Don’t you dare stop.”

The smoke filled me completely. The room tilted hard. Heat flooded every nerve ending at once, sharp and total, turning the thick cock still buried in my arse into pure, electric need. My hole clenched helplessly around Malcolm. Pre-cum poured from the cage. Amy held the pipe in place a second longer, making sure every last bit of the compound was taken, her eyes locked on mine with calm, absolute ownership while I moaned around the glass and the only thing left in my head was the desperate, rising hunger she had just poured into me.

The room span and then all went dark. Every touch was like pure sexual ecstasy, each thrust sent shockwaves through me, each lick of my wife’s cunt tasted like the amber nectar. Malcolm’s cock felt enormous, every ridge and vein magnified. My hole clenched and fluttered around him in continuous greedy pulses. The cage leaked without stopping.

“You’re such a sissy,” Amy said. Her voice was close and calm, timed with the rhythm of Malcolm’s thrusts. “A pretty sissy, submissive. You hate men’s clothes. You want to serve black cock. You’d give up everything just to be a sissy slave, a pure wanton whore for cock.”

“Yes…” I hissed. The words came out broken and immediate. “Yes… Cock. Only cock. Black cock, I want it.” I replied drowsily. My tongue kept working between Tanya’s legs while I spoke. I could not stop either action.

I didn’t see it, but above me, Amy held the pipe to my wife’s mouth. One hand cupped the back of Tanya’s neck, tilting her head back, the other pressed the warm glass firmly between her parted lips. “Suck deep, deeper, even deeper than him. Keep going, go on sweetie. That’s it.” Tanya’s inhale was long and greedy. Amy kept the flame steady and refused to let her pull away until the full lungful was taken. Tanya’s body shuddered hard against my face as the compound hit. A thick, broken moan spilled out of her and she ground her soaked cunt down harder, smearing herself across my mouth and nose.

Then I heard Amy speak to Tanya in the same measured, hypnotic tone, lips close to her ear, free hand sliding down to pinch and roll one of Tanya’s pierced nipples. “You don’t want him. You don’t want to sleep with him. You want Malcolm. You want me. You want black cock. You want gangbangs. You want it all. You’d give up everything to be a slut, a whore for cock and pussy.” Each sentence was delivered slowly, deliberately, timed with Malcolm’s deep thrusts into me and with the slow circles Amy’s fingers made on Tanya’s breast. “Say it. Tell me what you are now.”

Tanya’s answer came out broken and immediate, hips still working against my face while the drug locked every word into place. The suggestions settled over both of us at the same time, and neither of us had any strength left to refuse them.

“Yes… Yes…” My wife moaned and I licked, moaning with each hard thrust in my arsehole. The compound locked the suggestions into place. Every word Amy had spoken sat heavy and true inside both of us. I needed it so much. Needed it all. Malcolm’s cock kept driving into me without mercy, Tanya’s cunt kept grinding across my face, and Amy’s voice kept feeding both of us the same hungry truths until the only thing left in the room was the wet sound of fucking and the continuous, desperate agreement that neither of us could stop giving.

The fucking of my arsehole was hard and brutal, with no break in pace. Malcolm was just using me as a hole because that was all he needed to do. On the compound, he was a machine, no loss of energy, just pure hammering of my anus for close to twenty minutes, teeth gritted, nine-inch cock fucking me raw. Each thrust forced the air from my lungs in short, broken grunts. The thick shaft stretched me wide on every stroke and the heavy slap of his body against my arse never slowed. My hole burned and fluttered and still tried to pull him deeper. Pre-cum poured from the cage in a continuous string onto the floor. Tanya’s thighs locked around my head and she rode my tongue with the same relentless need, her own moans rising every time Malcolm drove particularly deep into me.

My anus was sore but he didn’t stop until I felt a torrent of his hot seed fill me, and only then did he pull out. The sudden emptiness made me cry out. Thick cum followed the retreat of his cock and ran down the back of my balls and the cage. Tanya’s hands stayed twisted in my hair, holding my face buried against her while the last pulses of Malcolm’s orgasm emptied into me, and the only coherent sounds left in the room were the three of us still agreeing, still begging, still completely under the compound’s hold.

“Lick his pussy clean, Tanya, like the good sissy you are. You’ll both be our sissies. Sissy girl, and sissy boy.” Said Amy. The words were calm and absolute, timed to the heavy afterglow of the compound still flooding both of us.

“Yes Mistress.” My wife replied drowsily, moving behind and sucking and tonguing my arsehole. Her mouth sealed over the stretched, leaking hole without hesitation. Soft, wet, eager. She licked and sucked as if the task were the only thing that mattered.

“Push back. Push it out of your arse into her mouth.” Malcolm whispered into my ear, before pushing his cock into my mouth to suck. The thick, still-slick shaft filled my throat again. One hand rested on the back of my head. The instruction left no room for refusal.

I did. I bore down hard while Tanya’s tongue worked. With a farting noise, the cum flowed out of my anus and into my wife’s mouth in thick pulses. She moaned against me and swallowed, then licked deeper for more. Both of us loved every disgusting moment. The compound turned the filth into pure, necessary heat. I sucked Malcolm harder while Tanya cleaned every last drop from inside me, and neither of us made any move to stop or slow down. The new labels Amy had given us settled into place with every swallow and every thrust of tongue.

“I’ll get us a drink. Play the videos for them.” Amy told her husband with a smile. She was already moving toward the kitchen, completely unconcerned by the state of the living room or the two of us still on the floor.

“You sure?” He asked. “They have kids.” The practical objection was mild, almost automatic.

“It’s just for tonight. Let them have some fun.” Her tone left no real room for argument. She disappeared into the kitchen.

“Okay…” Malcolm said, pulling out his phone and playing a weird flashing video. He angled the screen so both Tanya and I had a clear view while we stayed exactly where we had been left.

It was some sort of hypnosis, blipverb, brainwashing thing, colourful, women and trannies dancing in pink shiny clothes, then sucking cock, taking cock. Rapid cuts. Bright loops. A calm, repetitive female voice underneath the images. “You’re breeding sluts, sows, you need cum, you need to be sluts, whores, condoms are bad, you need breeding, lactate, give yourself to cock, cock needs to dominate your lives, it’s all you can think of, always be horny for cock, cock cock cock, need it forever, quit your jobs to suck cock, quit your jobs to be fucked.” And on it went, our eyes glued on it, silently repeating it all, but in our minds, this wasn’t on a little phone, it was the whole room. The colours filled everything. The words sank straight in.

The pipe was put in our mouths and Amy told us to smoke again. She held it for each of us in turn, flame steady, free hand keeping our heads in place until the full draw was taken. Suddenly, it was all so much louder, we were right there, and in that moment, we genuinely worried that if we didn’t listen and do as the video said, our lives would be ruined. The fear and the arousal fused. The suggestions stopped sounding like suggestions. They became instructions that already felt true. Tanya’s hand found mine again and squeezed. Neither of us looked away from the screen. Neither of us had any strength left to question what the voice was telling us to become.

And just like that, I felt a cock enter me, a rubber one, but enter me it did, thick and sudden, stretching the already-used hole open again in one continuous push. At the same moment I heard my wife gasp, “Yes, breed me!” Her voice was high and desperate, completely given over to the video and the compound. Malcolm must have lined up behind her while Amy pushed the strap-on into me.

I grinned against the floor, the words already leaving my mouth without thought. “Yes, breed her!” The agreement was immediate and loud. Tanya pushed back onto the real cock at the same time I pushed back onto the rubber one, both of us locked into the same hungry rhythm the screen and the smoke had burned into us. Neither of us needed any further instruction. The breeding had already started.


Four

When I awoke, we were all a tangled mess in the sheets. Malcolm was holding me on one side, Tanya on the other, with Amy behind me, still wearing the strap-on. The rubber rested against the back of my thigh. It was gone four in the morning when we all went to sleep but the weird thing was, I knew all that. I remembered everything from last night, and apart from feeling fatigued and worn out from being fucked hard by both women and the man many times, I didn’t feel hungover or have any headache. Strangely, I didn’t feel bad at all. The compound had left no chemical hangover, only the physical evidence of how thoroughly we had been used.

I did remember the hypnosis video though and I frowned a bit. Some of the stuff they made me repeat was fucking scary, but I suppose, at the time, it was a fucking wild ride. The phrases about breeding and quitting jobs and living for cock still sat in my head, quieter now but not gone.

Malcolm’s eyes opened and found mine and he smiled nervously. “You okay?” He asked quietly. His voice was low enough not to wake the others yet.

“Yeah, I am, just a little confused.” I whispered. The confusion was real. The lack of regret was also real.

“No regrets though, right?” He asked. One hand rested lightly on my hip.

“I guess not.”

“It was all good fun. Life’s for playing.” He said, and for good measure, he pressed his lips on mine and kissed me. We’d kissed the night before, but that was on the drug, but again, I didn’t feel weird about the kiss. It was slow and unhurried. When it ended he kept his forehead against mine for a second. “Go shower. The girls will wanna fuck.”

“Oh, erm, okay.”

“When you’re washed, come back, I wanna fuck you too.” He said and grinned. The invitation was casual and certain.

“Oh!” And weirdly, I gave him a blushing smile. The cage under the tangled sheets twitched once. I slid out of the bed carefully and went to the bathroom. The mirror showed the marks, the dried cum, the slightly stunned expression that still somehow looked willing.

After a morning fuck without the drug, we all decided to go for brunch before the kids got home. The sex had been slower, clearer, still hungry. Tanya and I both took Malcolm again. Amy used the strap-on on me while Tanya watched and then joined. No one needed the pipe this time. The need was already installed.

That was the time we finally learned more about them, learning that Amy, blonde Essex bombshell, had an IQ of over one-hundred and seventy, and was a very successful chemist, whilst Malcolm was a bioengineer working on CRISPR technology. Honestly, Tanya and I felt a little dumb around them. I worked in sales, and Tanya was an assistant at a car rental place. The gap in education and income was obvious once the conversation moved past the previous night.

We talked about all sorts, from life to movies to travel, and found they were really easy to talk to. The conversation stayed light and genuine. But what did come up was the fact that Amy couldn’t have kids. Some sort of uterine problem in her youth. The detail was delivered without self-pity. I don’t know why, but I blurted out, “Well, you might end up becoming parents; Tanya’s not on birth control.”

Tanya went purple with embarrassment. “Oh god, I forgot!” She gasped. Her hand flew to her mouth. The unprotected loads from the night before and the morning suddenly sat in the open between the four of us.

But both Amy and Malcolm just kissed her cheek and said, “If it happens, it happens.” The response was calm and completely unworried. They each took one of Tanya’s hands for a moment, then returned to their coffee as if the possibility of a shared child was simply another interesting detail of the new arrangement rather than a crisis. Tanya’s blush faded slowly.

We needed to get home because the kids would be home soon, so I thanked the couple for an amazing night and politely said I hoped we could do it again soon. The words were careful, the sort of polite exit that left room for ordinary neighbourly distance.

“Oh, we weren’t joking last night,” said Amy. “You’re our sissy slaves now. We’ll be good neighbours, but you will need to find time each evening to come over to serve us. I don’t care if it is one or both of you, but you will serve us.” The statement was calm and absolute. No negotiation. No softening.

“But why?” I asked. The question felt weak even as I said it.

“Because it is what will make us happy.” Said my wife. “We need this. We need them.” Tanya’s voice was steady. The compound and the video from the night before still sat behind her eyes, but the agreement was clear and unforced now.

I sighed, mainly because she was right. We were never meant for the boring family life, never in the past. We met off the back of a website looking for anonymous sex. We were always a little kinky, now we were going all the way kinky. The realisation arrived without drama. The old weekly dress-up nights had only ever been a quieter version of the same hunger.

And so when we headed home, Tanya told me she would wait for the kids and sent me over to their place, where I promptly stripped down to my lingerie, and as I did so, Malcolm retrieved a set of cuffs for my legs and wrists, buckling my arms behind my back. The metal clicked shut. The pink nightie stayed on. The cage sat heavy underneath. I was already back on my knees before either of them had spoken further.

Amy prepared the pipe, placing a large crystal inside it. The glass looked ordinary until the crystal caught the light.

“Isn’t that stuff addictive?” I asked her, worried about doing too much of it. The question was practical. The answer would decide how far the evening went.

“It is if you inject it. Would you like that?” She asked with a grin. The offer hung in the air, deliberate and knowing.

My heart fluttered and my dick jumped inside the cage. The thought alone was enough to make the metal tighten. I gulped. “No, well… What difference does it make?”

“If you inject it, it makes you super responsive, super susceptible, but the high is shorter.” Amy explained, placing the pipe down and opening a drawer. I watched as she prepared a spoon and a little distilled water, boiling down the drug and preparing a syringe. The liquid turned clear. She drew it up carefully. “It’s good, I promise.”

I gulped again and then nodded quickly, my dick trying hard to swell in my cage. Malcolm prepared a rubber band and placed it on my arm, tightening it until the vein rose. The restraint of the cuffs made me completely still for her.

Amy smiled with dark sexual intent as she looked for a vein. Her fingers were steady. The needle tip rested against the skin for a second longer than necessary. “It’s gonna be the best experience of your life, I promise. But after this, there’s no coming back.” The warning was quiet and absolute.

“What do you mean?” I asked. The cuffs held my arms behind my back. The cage sat tight and heavy.

“You’re gonna watch the video again and this time, it’ll stick. Don’t worry, we’ll do the same to Tanya later.” She said with soft purr, then she pushed the needle into my arm. The sharp pinch was brief. “Are you ready?” She whispered, eyes locked on me. I nodded. “Good baby, this is it, this is how you change. Don’t worry though, we’ll look after you both, and your kids, okay? They’ll move in with us and it’ll be fine.”

I nodded quickly, knowing I needed to do this. The practical part of my mind had already stepped aside.

The plunger depressed and the band was removed. Instantly, I inhaled, my pupils dilated and a rush of sudden, extreme arousal poured through my body. Heat detonated behind my eyes and raced down every nerve. The cage became unbearable. I literally jumped on Malcolm, kissing him with desperate need, mouth open, tongue pushing, body straining against the cuffs to get closer.

“Cock.” Malcolm said, and I dropped to my knees and sucked to it, moaning like a professional whore as I sucked on him. Spit ran freely. I took him as deep as the angle and the restraints allowed, gagging wetly, already needing more. Behind me, fingers were already playing with my arse, readying me, pushing lube inside with practised speed.

“Turn around,” Amy said and I bent over the bed, ready to be fucked. The pink nightie was pushed up. The open-back briefs were pulled aside. In front of me was the screen, on which Amy pressed play.

This time the hypnosis video was slower, denser, more deliberate. Bright loops of sissy bodies in pink and white. Close-ups of cocks sliding into open mouths and stretched holes. A calm female voice layered over the images, repeating with absolute certainty.

You are a permanent bareback slut for men. You exist to take cock without condoms. Every load belongs inside you. You crave the heat of cum filling your arse and your throat. You will never use protection again. You are a hole for breeding and for waste. You quit your job. You walk the streets when told. You bend over for any man who wants you. You become the whore you were always meant to be.

The images shifted. Soft, feminine bodies. Growing breasts. Smooth skin. Hormones. The voice continued without pause.

You will become a woman. You will take hormones. Your body will change. Soft curves. Full breasts. Wide hips. You will grow proper tits that men will suck and fuck. You will lose what little maleness remains. The cage will stay until the hormones make it unnecessary. You will live as a girl. You will dress as a girl every day. You will answer to a girl’s name. You will be a pretty, obedient, permanent sissy who exists for cock and for service.

The compound locked every sentence into place. Malcolm’s thick cock pushed into my already-used hole in one long thrust while the voice kept speaking. I moaned around nothing, face pressed to the sheets, arse pushed back for more, repeating the words in my head because they already felt true. Bareback slut. Hormones. Breasts. Permanent. There was no resistance left. The video and the injection and the cock inside me finished the work the previous night had only started.

Malcolm didn’t hold back and I didn’t want him to. I needed to be fucked. The thick cock drove into me with full force from the first stroke, stretching the already raw hole wider, slamming deep enough to force broken moans out of me with every thrust. My cuffed arms stayed locked behind my back. My face stayed pressed to the sheets. The hypnosis voice kept repeating its instructions about bareback loads and permanent change while he used me exactly like the hole the video said I was.

He paused just long enough to smoke the pipe, drawing a long hit while still buried inside me. The extra thickness from the compound made him swell even harder against my walls. Then he moaned, low and satisfied, and fucked me like a jackhammer. Short, brutal strokes that never fully withdrew. The wet slap of his body against my arse filled the room. Pre-cum poured from the cage in a continuous string. I pushed back as hard as the restraints allowed, begging without words, taking every inch and still trying to take more, completely given over to the need the injection and the screen had burned into me.

“Your kids are young enough to accept Malcolm and I as their mum and dad,” Amy told me. Her voice stayed soft and practical over the wet sound of Malcolm’s cock driving into me. “You’ll need to come out to everyone as transgender, and as gay.”

“Yes Mistress,” I moaned, eyes still glued on the screen. The bright loops of pink-clad bodies and open holes filled my vision. I so wanted to be like them, the whores on screen, offering themselves without hesitation or limit. The compound made the desire feel clean and necessary.

The image flicked. New text. New voice overlay, calm and absolute. Become an abuse slut, let yourself be abused, never say no, always say yes, no limits slut. The words repeated in time with the thrusts. Pain became another form of service. Refusal ceased to exist as a concept.

“Don’t worry. From today I’ll give you prophylactic drugs to keep you safe.” Amy told me. She stroked my hair while Malcolm kept fucking me without slowing. “You’ll take them every morning. You and your wife. And then once your kids move in, we’ll find a place for you both to stay. If Tanya’s pregnant, she’ll have our kid and then she’ll move in with you in the little brothel we’ll set you up in.” The plan was delivered like a household schedule. Children reassigned. Pregnancy claimed. Both of us relocated into commercial use.

“Yes Mistress,” I moaned. The agreement left my mouth without resistance. My hole clenched around the thick cock on every stroke, greedy for the next load the video promised I existed to take.

The fucking continued, deep, hard, brutal. My brain didn’t even fight what I was hearing and seeing. The drug seemed to really rewrite everything, to remove inhibition. The future Amy described already felt inevitable and correct. I just didn’t want it to end. I pushed back as hard as the cuffs allowed, taking every inch, repeating the new instructions in my head while Malcolm used me exactly like the permanent bareback abuse slut the screen said I now was.

I was sent home jittery and wearing male clothes which I really felt uncomfortable in. On the one hand, I felt sad that I’d let myself get transformed like this, but on the other hand, I felt excitement at the sexual future I had. Still, whilst the injection had rewritten my need, it hadn’t transformed me enough to do all the things I’d seen.

By evening, when Tanya headed over to them to spend the night, my need had quietened, but one thing had happened. I’d told Tanya that I wanted to start wearing women’s clothes from time to time, even in public. She’d accepted it without challenge.

As Tanya was over next door and the kids were asleep in bed, I considered going back over. The house was quiet. The ordinary evening routine still existed on the surface. But I didn’t need to. Amy let herself in and climbed into bed with me, wearing a cyan satin and lace nightie, kissing me on the lips. The kiss was slow and proprietary. She tasted of whatever she and Tanya had already been doing.

“Ready for the next dose?” She asked with a smile, syringe already prepared. The clear liquid sat ready in the barrel. Her free hand rested on my caged cock through the sheets.

Fear and need washed over me in equal measure. The last injection still echoed in my body. “I need to be lucid, for the kids.” The protest was quiet and already weak.

“Don’t worry. I’ll stay here with you. Anything then I’ll look after them. They’ll be mine soon anyway, won’t they?” She asked. The question was soft and certain. Her thumb stroked the inside of my wrist while she waited.

I was still me, still on the ground, and still I nodded. The remaining part of me that could argue had already stepped aside. “Yes, they will.” I admitted. The words felt true under the residual programming from the night before.

“So come on, let’s get you nice and addicted. Get you horny, okay?” Her voice stayed sweet. The needle tip caught the low light from the hallway.

“Yes Mistress,” I said, holding out my arm. The gesture was automatic.

She found a vein quickly, slapping it once and inserting the needle, pushing down in one smooth motion. The compound entered cleanly. “That’s it,” she said sweetly as the desire took over. Heat detonated behind my eyes and raced straight to my hole and my locked cock. “That’s my good girl.”

The phone was placed in my hand and my eyes glued to the repetitive loops. Bright sissy bodies. Open mouths. Stretched holes. The calm voice repeating the instructions about permanent change, bareback use, hormones, breasts, service. At the same moment Tanya’s dildo was pushed into my anus, thick and sudden, stretching me open again.

“Bounce on it.” Amy told me. Her hand guided my hip. The order left no room for thought. I began to move, rising and falling on the rubber cock while the screen filled my vision and the new dose locked every instruction deeper into place. The children slept down the hall. Tanya was next door. And I was already lost to the next cycle of need.


Five

Tanya and I stared at each other that Monday morning. Amy had driven the kids to school and we’d called in sick to work. We were both wearing pink satin rompers and lots of thick make-up, given to us by Amy, but we’d made the decision to put it on. The fabric was soft and deliberate. The eyeliner and lipstick left no doubt about the roles we now occupied. But gone was the excitement we’d felt the day before, replaced by the realisation that we had just thrown away our lives overnight. The ordinary house still looked the same. Everything inside it had already changed.

Whilst Amy kept me high all night, Malcolm kept Tanya high and fucked the whole night, her eyes, like mine, glued to hypnosis. The residual heat of the compound still sat in both of us. The repeated instructions about bareback use, hormones, permanent service and the reassignment of the children remained clear and heavy.

In our high, we’d signed documents, lots of them, and we knew what they were. Transfer of assets, transfer of ownership, documents confirming we were putting the kids up for adoption and that we wanted Amy and Malcolm to be their parents. The papers had been laid out on the kitchen table in neat stacks. Amy had explained each one in the same calm voice she used for everything else. We’d signed whilst giggling and smiling, the compound making the act feel light and correct. Pens moved easily. Signatures formed without hesitation. The last ordinary legal ties to the previous life were severed in a single evening of bright, chemical certainty, and neither of us had felt the need to read the small print twice.

“I need to do it,” Tanya whispered. Her voice was quiet and certain. “I need to be this for them.”

“But the kids…” The protest was automatic and already losing strength.

“Will be well looked after,” she sighed. The acceptance in her tone was complete. “I’m a whore.”

“Me too.” The admission left my mouth without resistance. The cage under the romper twitched once at the truth of it.

“So is this it? Do we quit our jobs?” She asked, and the moment she said it, the video flashed in my head. Quit your day job. The calm female voice from the loops repeated the instruction as if it were already fact.

“Yes, we must. We should do it now.”

“Yes.”

Ten minutes later, it was done. Two short calls. Two quiet resignations accepted without argument. The ordinary working lives ended with almost no resistance. Then we went upstairs to the bedroom where the TV was set up to play and syringes were waiting. Instant, Tanya ran over, grabbing them and grinning with excitement. The remaining flicker of ordinary fear had already been replaced by need. “Lie down! I’ll do you.” She gasped.

I lay back on the bed. She found the vein with the same steady care Amy had shown, pushed the needle in, and depressed the plunger. The rush hit hard and clean. Heat flooded every nerve. She handed me the second syringe and I did the same for her. The moment we were both high, I pressed play on the television.

Dark hypnosis filled the screen. Slower this time. More deliberate. Close-ups of open mouths and stretched holes. Soft female bodies changing under hormones. The calm voice layered over everything, repeating without mercy.

You do not love each other. You only love cock. You want the divorce. You need the divorce. Marriage is finished. You are no longer husband and wife. You are two whores who exist for service and for breeding. Quit everything. Give the children away. Live only for cock.

“We should divorce.” She said, and I nodded. The words felt inevitable under the combined weight of the drug and the screen.

“We should. I’m gay.” I told her. The identity settled into place without argument.

“I’m a whore.” Her agreement was soft and absolute. We stayed on the bed in the pink satin rompers, eyes locked on the looping images, while the last ordinary version of the marriage dissolved under the same programming that had already claimed the rest of our futures.

She grabbed the next syringe but I stopped her. The remaining clear liquid looked no different from the previous doses. “Isn’t it too soon?” I asked. The question was the last thin protest left.

“She told me to overdose you. She said it would make everything final.” Tanya’s voice was calm. The pink satin romper and the heavy make-up made the words sound almost gentle.

“What will it do?”

“It’ll make you permanently dumb. No more worries.” The promise was delivered without drama. No more decisions. No more resistance.

There was one last voice desperately telling me to stop, not to do it, even as I held out the arm. The voice was small and already losing. Tanya found the vein, slid the needle in, and depressed the plunger in one smooth motion.

“That’s it baby, be dumb.” She smiled, injecting me. The full contents of the syringe entered cleanly.

The moment it went in, I had a huge headache and my nose started to bleed. Pressure built behind my eyes. Blood ran warm over my upper lip. That was when I passed out, eyes fluttering closed as she smiled at me, expecting it to happen. The last ordinary thought dissolved under the chemical weight.

When I came to, it was gone nine in the evening and the bed was empty. The house was silent. I walked to the kids’ rooms and found them empty, the clothes and such gone. Drawers open. Beds stripped. Back in the master bedroom, all my male clothes were gone, as were all of Tanya’s clothes. Only the pink and white sissy items remained, neatly arranged as if they had always been the only options.

There was a note but when I tried to read it, I realised I couldn’t. The letters swam and refused to form meaning. I didn’t care. What I needed was cock. The need was clean and absolute. Nothing else remained.

I didn’t walk next door. I dressed in my sluttiest clothes, did my make-up thick and bright, took the pipe and the remaining drugs and headed out, down the road, and walked about half an hour until I found a lorry park. The air smelled of diesel and damp tarmac. I walked between the parked vehicles, smoked the drugs until the heat returned full force, and asked random men if they wanted to fuck. Most looked once and kept walking. Eventually, one asked how much.

“Free honey.” I smiled. The lipstick felt sticky. The cage sat heavy under the short skirt.

“Oh, right, cool.” He grinned, reaching for me.

The training kicked in without thought. “But you have to really abuse me.” The words left my mouth automatically.

“That isn’t going to be a problem.”

For the rest of the night, I was passed from man to man in the shadows between the parked lorries. The air stank of diesel and piss. Headlights from the road occasionally swept across the tarmac and then left us in darkness again. I sucked cock until my jaw locked and my throat burned, taking one after another as deep as they wanted, balls pressed against my chin while rough hands held the back of my head and fucked my face without mercy. Spit ran freely. When one finished he simply pushed me toward the next.

They fucked me bent over the low wall of a loading bay, then on my back on the wet ground, then on all fours with my face pressed into someone’s boot. Thick cocks stretched my already-raw hole open and slammed in hard. No condoms. No hesitation. Load after load was pumped deep inside me until it leaked out in thick strings down my thighs. When one man pulled out another took his place immediately, using the previous cum as extra slick. Fists followed. One driver worked his entire hand inside me while two others took turns in my mouth, laughing when I gagged and kept sucking anyway.

They pissed on me when they felt like it. Hot streams hit my face, my chest, the short skirt, the open hole still twitching from the last cock. I opened my mouth and drank when told. Spit and cum and piss mixed into a constant slick mess across my skin. Hands grabbed me roughly by the hair, by the hips, by the throat. Someone slapped my face hard enough to make my ears ring and I only moaned and pushed back for more. Another man spat in my mouth and made me thank him before he forced his cock back down my throat.

It was the single best experience of my life, because I was just a femboy, cock buried in my throat so deep balls were being pushed in, arse stretched around whatever they decided to put inside it next. No names. No conversation beyond the basic instructions of how they wanted to use the hole. The overdose had done exactly what Tanya promised. The worries were gone. Only the need remained, and the lorry park provided an endless supply of men willing to meet it until the sky began to lighten and the last of them finally walked away, leaving me on the tarmac, dripping and empty and already wanting the next one.

When I headed home in the morning, I arrived to find the lock had changed. The key no longer turned. The ordinary front door of the life that had ended the night before now refused me entry. So I went next door and knocked. Tanya answered, her eyes glassy, dressed in dark lingerie, skin marked from hands from a brutal night of fucking. Bruises sat along her throat and thighs. Fresh cum dried on the inside of one leg. She looked calm and completely satisfied.

“A car will come for you,” she said. “Just wait on the doorstep. They’re selling our old house. Don’t worry, you’ll see me again soon.” The instructions were practical and final.

“Are you okay?”

“I’m wonderful.” She sang. The smile was bright and empty of ordinary concern. “You?”

“I had the best night.”

“That’s good. Me too.” She closed the door without further discussion. The conversation was already finished.

A car eventually arrived and a huge fat black man got out. He marched over to me and without any ceremony, grabbed my arm and pulled me to the car. My eyes caught Tanya’s through the neighbouring window, expecting to see some sadness, but what I saw was happiness. Pure and uncomplicated. I smiled, this was for the best. The last ordinary tie severed itself without drama. The car door closed and the house disappeared behind us.

I didn’t see my wife for a little over nine months. I’d been living in a little apartment, which was clean, well looked-after, and also kept well stocked with food. A cleaner would come clean and make sure I had enough syringes and drugs. She would also run tests on me, check my blood, and made sure I was taking all required prophylactics. The routine was quiet and total. Morning injection. Blood draw once a week. Fresh lingerie laid out. The cage stayed locked except when a client requested it removed for a specific use.

Life was good for me. I didn’t really remember much from my old life anymore except Tanya. I didn’t miss the kids mainly because the drug had erased that need from me. The emotional attachments had simply dissolved under the repeated overdoses and the constant programming. Instead, I had men visit my apartment at all hours and use me. They could do anything they wanted to me, for a price, all they needed to do was pay the woman on reception. Cash or card. No names required beyond the booking reference. It was great.

There were days where I would service men back-to-back. The door would barely close behind one before the next arrived. My specialty was fisting, or rather, being fisted, and also choking on cock. Clients who wanted to push their entire hand inside me stayed longest. Clients who wanted to fuck my throat until I blacked out paid extra. Loads were left inside me without discussion. Piss was accepted when offered. The hypnosis and the drugs had removed every remaining limit. The apartment existed for one purpose only, and I existed inside it as the permanent bareback abuse slut the videos had promised I would become. Nine months passed in a continuous, chemical haze of need and use, and the only future that still made sense was the next client through the door.

Then one day, I got a new neighbour.

I stepped onto the landing to smoke a cigarette and found Tanya stood there, dressed in a leopard skin dress, her breasts huge and leaking, a little bigger than I remembered her, face trashy with plucked eyebrows and permanent make-up. The dress was short and tight. Milk stained the fabric over both nipples. She looked me up and down in my little bra and thong, the huge implanted breasts, the filled lips, I looked every bit as trashy as her. The hallway light left nothing hidden.

“You look amazing,” she told me. The compliment was genuine and hungry.

“You look fantastic,” I said, meaning it, turned on by the whore look. The permanent make-up, the exaggerated curves, the open display of milk and tattoos all landed exactly where the programming had prepared me to receive them. She turned and showed me tattoos on her back and buttocks, ‘whore’, ‘cunt’. The lettering was bold and black. I showed her mine, ‘gay cumdump’, ‘dumb whore’, ‘abuse me’. The ink had healed cleanly under the constant use.

“So what’ve you been doing?” The question was casual, as if nine months of separation required no heavier greeting.

“Oh, I had Master’s baby, handed that over. I was kept in their basement to keep me away from the kids. They called them mummy and daddy now, so that’s nice.” The summary was delivered without emotion beyond mild satisfaction. The pregnancy, the birth, the complete transfer of the children, the basement confinement – all of it reduced to a short, practical update.

“Great!” The response left my mouth automatically. No grief. No residual attachment. Only the shared recognition that both of us had arrived exactly where the hypnosis and the overdoses had aimed us. The landing smelled of cigarette smoke and cheap perfume. Two fully transformed whores stood facing each other in the middle of an ordinary apartment block corridor, and the last fragments of the previous marriage finished dissolving in the quiet, mutual approval of how thoroughly we had been remade.

A voice called out. “Tanya, your first customer is here.” The receptionist’s tone was flat and professional, the same one used for every booking on the floor.

“Thanks Marge!” She called out. “Gotta go.” Tanya gave me a quick, bright smile, adjusted the leopard-skin dress so the leaking nipples showed more clearly, and disappeared back into her apartment. The door clicked shut.

I listened to the sound of fucking, of screams, of slaps coming from next door. The walls were thin. Tanya’s voice rose quickly from ordinary moans into sharp, broken cries. Then harder impacts. The clear sound of open-handed strikes against skin. Her words cut through the noise without shame. “Harder! Hit me harder! Choke me! Yes! Fuck me!” The rhythm of the beating and the thrusting stayed steady for a long time. Furniture shifted. A man grunted. Tanya screamed again and kept begging for more.

When I saw her after, her cheeks were red, her right breast had a huge purple bruise, but I just watched her huff on the pipe and smile. Fresh handprints sat across both thighs. A thin line of cum had dried at the corner of her mouth. She offered me the pipe without speaking. I took a long draw. The familiar heat settled behind my eyes. I knew what she was going through, I loved it too. The shared recognition needed no further comment.

“Mistress told me that they never thought we would be the next couple they converted,” Tanya said. She leaned against the landing wall, pipe still in hand, the purple bruise on her breast shifting as she spoke. “All the people in this block working for her. Her ex-husband is here somewhere. None have ever turned back.” The information was delivered casually, as if the entire apartment building being filled with previous conversions was simply another ordinary detail of the arrangement.

“Why would they want to? What else is there?” I shrugged. The question needed no real answer. The hypnosis loops, the daily injections, the constant availability of cock and cash had erased every competing desire. The old life no longer existed as a possible destination. Only the next client, the next load, and the next dose remained, and neither of us could imagine wanting anything beyond that.

I just could no longer remember why or how I got there. The previous marriage, the children, the ordinary jobs, the weekly dress-up nights; all of it had thinned into something that no longer felt real. I just knew that Tanya was a whore, like me, who I once knew. Every night I watched hypnosis, every night it was telling me to forget the old life, to accept servitude. The loops played on the screen in my apartment while clients used me, and again after they left. The calm voice repeated the same instructions until they became the only history that remained. I was a whore. I was always a whore, wasn’t I?

The End


Something Borrowed

One

I’d been a secret sissy all my life. It wasn’t something of which I was particularly proud, it just was the case. I’d amassed a massive collection of knickers, bras, nighties, stockings, dresses and more, and not once had I been caught in them. I was super careful. I only ever dressed up at home when I was certain I would be alone, and I never did it with open curtains, and I never went out in them. The box lived in the loft behind old suitcases and Christmas decorations. Every item was folded and returned the same night. Sure, I huffed poppers and wanked to sissy hypnosis, and sure I wanked to gay porn, and sure I lived the fantasy in my head, but that was where it stayed. The two lives never touched.

Would I have liked to take it further? Sure, but I was too scared. The risk of discovery had always felt larger than the need.

I’d been married to Sally for nearly nine years and in that time, not once had she discovered my stash. At least, that was what I had thought. The ordinary Tuesday morning started like any other. She stood in front of the open drawer in her underwear, frowning at the empty space where clean pairs should have been.

“Bollocks,” she said one morning. “I’m out of clean underwear I can wear to work, and all I have are my period knickers.”

“Granny panties,” I joked from bed. She went to the office once per week as per the rules, otherwise worked from home, whereas I always worked from home. Every Tuesday, she made a fuss about what to wear, as if she was going to the opera or something. The cream skirt was her usual choice for the weekly in-person day. Tight. Unforgiving of visible lines.

“This is serious!” She whined. “I’d planned to wear the cream skirt! It’s tight, everything will show.”

“Sucks to be you. Go without.”

“I’m not going without, you perv!” She snapped. “You’ll just have to lend me some of yours.”

I froze. My face froze. The joke about going without died in my throat. Surely she didn’t mean… “I’m not sure my boxer shorts are a big improvement on the granny panties babe.” The words came out careful and thin.

Sally rolled her eyes. “No dopey! Your thongs. In your sissy collection. Let me borrow some.”

I gulped. My heart thudded in my chest. The ordinary bedroom suddenly felt exposed. “H… how did you?”

“Jeez, Kyle, I’ve known for years. I don’t care. Just go get the box of knickers from the loft and let me find some. We’re the same size, so let me try.” The statement landed without drama. No anger. No disgust. Just practical need and the quiet confirmation that the secret had never been a secret at all.

Again, another gulp. My world came crashing around me. If she’d known all this time, who else had known? Did my parents? My exs? Jesus, I’d thought I was some master of disguise but really, I was a prat. Every careful night alone, every folded item returned to the box, every locked door and closed curtain had been theatre performed for an audience of one who had already seen the whole show.

So I climbed up the stairs to the attic and brought down the box. The cardboard was dusty. The lid came off with the same soft resistance it always had. Immediately, she rifled through it, pushing aside the satin bloomers and the frillier items, until she found a light pink lace thong. “This will work.” She said. She held it up against the cream skirt, checking the colour and the cut, completely unbothered by the rest of the contents still visible in the open box.

“I’ll put the box back…” I mumbled. The offer was automatic and already pointless.

“Kyle, grow up. I really don’t care that you’re a sissy.” She stepped into the thong, adjusted it under the skirt, and checked herself in the mirror. The lace sat smooth. No lines. She looked satisfied. The box stayed open on the bedroom floor.

“Why do you use that word? Why not crossdresser?”

“Because you’re not are you? You’re a sissy. I’ve read about it, seen your magazines. Chill, relax. So you have a fetish, it isn’t the end of the world.” She spoke while still adjusting the pink lace under the cream skirt, completely practical. The magazines she mentioned had been kept in the same box. She must have looked through them more than once.

“I’m ashamed.”

Another eye-roll. “Then you’re stupid. Look, I’m late as it is, but take the stuff down and let’s talk later. I thought you’d want to tell me in your own time, but given how long I’ve been waiting, perhaps it’s better we talk tonight.” She picked up her bag, checked her reflection once more, and left for the office. The front door closed with ordinary finality.

The whole day I was nervous, wondering what she’d say. Sure, I had no reason to believe it would be anything negative, but the fear inside me only gave me negative scenarios. Divorce papers. Disgust. Quiet contempt that would sit between us for years. I worked from home with the box still in the corner of the room and the pink thong she had chosen now gone with her under the cream skirt. Every ordinary email and call carried the weight of the evening conversation still to come.

Life with Sally hadn’t been a bed of roses. Sure, we loved each other, but to date we hadn’t had kids, money was never great, and a lot of the promises I’d made to her at the start of our marriage still hadn’t really come to fruition. I’d like to say external forces had something to do with that, but in reality, I was just a little lazy. The promotions that never quite materialised. The holidays that stayed on the wishlist. The slow settling into comfortable disappointment.

Over the last two years, we’d calmed somewhat, more like close friends than lovers. We hardly had sex, and for some reason, that didn’t really appear to bother either of us. For me, I just wanked all the time, that was fine, I got to indulge in my fantasy. The secret collection and the hypnosis clips had filled the space where a more active marriage might have lived. Now the secret was open and the space remained.

That evening, we finally talked. She had changed out of the cream skirt. The pink lace thong was still on. We sat at the kitchen table with tea that neither of us really drank.

“I think we all deserve to be happy in our lives and if this fetish is what turns you on, then why hide it?” She asked me. The question was calm and direct.

“Because I thought you’d be ashamed of me.” I said. The admission felt smaller once it was spoken.

“That’s pathetic. I’m your wife. Nothing to be ashamed of that you’re kinky. I’m just not sure I can be your dominant, and honestly, I don’t think I want another woman as your dominant.” The second half of the sentence landed heavier than the first. Acceptance of the fetish was clear. The practical limit of what she was willing to provide was equally clear. The conversation had opened the door, but it had also marked the exact point where the next decision would have to be made by someone other than her.

“Oh…” I said, suddenly sad, something I hadn’t had in the first place was taken away from me. The quiet hope that she might one day take the dominant role herself had never been spoken, yet its removal still left a small, sharp gap.

“But my boyfriend is willing to give it a go.”

My eyes widened as she smiled at me with a knowing smirk. The word boyfriend sat between us like a physical object. “What?” I gasped. The kitchen felt smaller.

She sighed, then took my hands, looking at them. Her thumbs brushed over my knuckles in a gesture that was almost affectionate and completely final. “Seeing as this is a moment for us to be honest, I’m going to be honest. I love you, Kyle, just not as a lover anymore. We’re like best friends, and I love living with you, I just don’t love you that way anymore, not as a husband. We’ve been growing apart and I had planned to leave you for Greg. That was until this morning when honestly, just looking for knickers awoke something in me.”

The admission of the planned departure landed first. The second half of the sentence followed immediately, already rewriting the ending.

“Greg knows you are a sissy and he’s been saying for a while that we should help you realise it in yourself, but I’ve been saying you need to do it yourself. Now, after this morning, I’ve realised he was right. Greg isn’t gay or anything, but he is open and he has said before that if he fell in love with a woman and discovered she was a tranny, he’d still date her because she looks like a woman. Now in your case, for now, you look like a skinny man, but if you are willing to work with us, we can make you into a sissy, a pretty one at that.” The offer was practical and absolute. Transformation instead of divorce.

I gulped. “I’ve never been with a man.” The fact felt larger once it was spoken aloud in the same kitchen where the pink lace thong had been chosen that morning.

“I guessed that.” She smiled. The smile held no mockery, only certainty about the next step. “Just tell me now. How do you want to proceed? Do we break-up, or do we work on you?”

It was a stressful decision. There were so many what-if questions flying around my head. What if the transformation failed. What if Greg changed his mind. What if the marriage that had already become a friendship could not survive the further change. What if the secret that had just been opened proved larger than either of us could manage. But ultimately, I knew there was only one answer, only one way forward. The alternative was the quiet, ordinary ending she had already planned before the underwear drawer ran empty. I needed to grow a pair.

“We work on me.”

The words settled into the kitchen air and closed the previous version of the marriage for good. Sally’s hands stayed around mine for a moment longer, then she nodded once, already moving to the practical details of what “work on you” would require next.

She grinned, then hugged me. The embrace was firm and brief. “We will move into Greg’s place for this. He has a house. Our little place is too small. But I’m glad you chose this.” The practical decision followed the emotional one without pause. The flat that had contained the nine-year secret would be left behind.

That evening, we sorted through my sissy clothes and began preparing for the move. Boxes were opened and closed. Items were kept or discarded according to her judgement. She explained that in the house, I would not be permitted to wear male clothes. The rule was absolute inside the property. I did wonder about work, as I sometimes had to go on camera, but she explained I’d be allowed a t-shirt and to remove make-up, for now. The exception was temporary and conditional. Everything else would stay feminine.

As I dressed up, we talked about how it would be in the new house. She’d be Greg’s from now on, be sleeping with him, and I would have my own room. The sleeping arrangements were stated without apology. It would be a test, to begin with, but there would be no whining, no bullshit that I can’t do something because I’m scared. Fear was no longer an acceptable reason for refusal.

“My expectation is that from now on, you are homosexual.” She told me. The sentence was calm and final. “I need you to understand that women are not for you. It is just the way things are.”

“I understand.” I said, having conditioned myself to gay porn, it was logical, but it didn’t mean that I was not scared. The intellectual acceptance and the physical fear sat side by side and refused to cancel each other out.

From one of the boxes, she retrieved a chastity cage and a butt-plug. The cage was locked, the key deliberately snapped in the lock. The broken metal made the point clearer than any speech. “Not impossible to remove, but harder. I worry that your masturbation will lead you to do something stupid.” She fitted the cage with steady hands while I stood still in the open-back briefs and stockings. The plug followed, cool and insistent, until it seated fully.

My heart raced with fear but I simply nodded. The cage sat surprisingly light against me, like something which should have always been there. Two sides of my brain were fighting each other; the one which said that I was a sissy and needed this, the other which said, “What will people say?” The question had ruled the previous nine years of secrecy. It still had volume.

I told myself I needed to care less what people said.


Two

My face burned torturously as I carried the boxes down to the little van. It was daylight and I was made up very well, the long blonde wig looked great, but it didn’t change the fact that I was dressed in a hot-pink sissy maid dress, short and flared to reveal the lace of my stockings underneath. Anyone who met me along the way saw me for what I was, and the few neighbours who knew me gave me a wide birth and a nervous smile. Conversations stopped. Curtains twitched. The walk from front door to van felt longer than the actual distance.

I’d gone from secret sissy to publicly humiliated one in a matter of days, and I knew this was just the beginning. The cage sat light under the dress. The plug stayed in place. Every step reminded me that the previous version of caution had already been discarded.

Of course, Sally didn’t help. Why would she? I was the sissy maid. Which meant she looked around the flat making sure we got everything, especially from the little loft we had above the bedroom. She directed which boxes went first and which could wait. Ordinary furniture stayed. Male clothes stayed behind or went into bags for charity. The hierarchy of the move was already clear.

In the few days since the discovery, Sally explained she found the boxes a long time ago when she was looking for something in the loft. At first, she considered the idea of crossdresser until she found my collection of forced feminisation magazines. She read each from cover to cover, then went online to learn more about sissies. The research had been quiet and thorough. The decision to wait for me to admit it myself had been deliberate.

As to Greg, she met him at a bar nearly two years ago and whilst she tried to remain faithful at first, she found herself falling for him. She had made the decision to leave me some months ago but it was Greg who told her that it wasn’t fair on me, that it would break me and I’d end up throwing the sissy stuff away. He wanted to help me. The planned exit had been rewritten into a shared project the moment the underwear drawer ran empty.

Then on Thursday, we went for dinner with Greg, the first time I’d be meeting him. We did so with me in lingerie under my shirt and trousers, the bra clearly visible under the shirt. The outline of the cups showed when I leaned forward. Greg noticed and said nothing at the table.

Greg was actually a good guy. He wasn’t big, muscular or anything like that, he was just a normal slim chap who worked in an office. He liked football, liked Formula One but admitted that he was quite a bit of a perv, so when he thought about the chance to get a sissy, he admitted it awoke the pervert in him. The conversation stayed light through the meal. The real purpose waited until we returned to the flat.

After dinner, he joined us at home, where I was told to put on make-up, a wig, and a sissy dress and wait in the bedroom. I did all that and waited on my knees and both walked in, naked. Sally’s body was familiar. Greg’s was not. The difference registered immediately.

Greg’s cock was average, uncut, but admittedly a little bigger than mine. I watched the two kiss as she gently massaged his dick as it swelled to erection. The ordinary domestic room suddenly felt charged and irreversible.

“Come here, sissy,” Sally whispered to me. “On your knees and try it.”

Saliva filled my mouth but I nodded. “Yes Mistress.” I said. The title left my mouth for the first time in front of another man and settled into place.

My heart raced, this was it, the thing I’d imagined for so long, the fantasy. I was about to suck cock, and whilst I was beyond excited, I wondered what this would make me, or worse, worried I might not enjoy it after all. The fear and the need arrived together.

As the cock slipped between my lips, my wife’s hand gently encouraging me as I began to bob up and down. Yeah, I liked it. It was softish at the top, then harder and wider lower down. The taste was clean and slightly salty. The weight on my tongue felt correct in a way the years of solitary fantasy had only approximated.

“Good girl!” She whispered, no small amount of surprise or arousal in her voice. “Get it deeper, into your throat, very good.”

I pushed myself down until I began to gag. Tears ran down my face and I had to pull off and pant. My wife explained how to do it, swallow as the gag kicks in, breathe through your nose deep and don’t worry about your throat it will adjust. The instructions were calm and practical, the same tone she had used when choosing the pink thong for work.

So I tried again and did as she said, and sure enough, she was correct, I felt my throat open and the cock push deeper. I then pulled back and pushed in again, my nose pushing into his pubic hair. The full length stayed seated for several seconds while I forced myself to breathe and keep still.

“He’s good.” Greg admitted. The quiet approval landed heavier than any longer speech. Sally’s hand stayed on the back of my head, guiding the next stroke, and the nine-year secret finished converting itself into the first real act of the new arrangement.

It wasn’t bad… at all. In fact, my eyes closed and I began to slobber, moaning around it. Spit ran down the shaft and over my chin. I took him deeper on each stroke, throat opening the way Sally had shown me, nose brushing the sparse hair at the base every time I pushed all the way down. Greg’s hand rested lightly on the blonde wig, not forcing, just steady. My locked cock twitched uselessly inside the cage. The taste and the weight and the quiet approval mixed into something I had only ever managed alone with a screen and poppers.

Eventually, though, Greg felt he was wet enough and moved with my wife to the bed. “Watch sweetie.” My wife said to me. The instruction was soft and absolute. I stayed on my knees at the edge of the mattress, dress still on, make-up already smeared, and watched.

The sex between the two was fine. I won’t say it was like watching a porn video because neither were porn stars. Instead, what I saw was intimacy and attraction, love even, and the way they looked in each other’s eyes as he made love to her was actually a thing of beauty. He entered her slowly, letting her adjust, then settled into a steady rhythm that never turned frantic. His hands moved with certainty over her breasts, her hips, the insides of her thighs. He kissed her neck, her mouth, the soft place under her ear. I felt blessed being in the room for the experience, because it wasn’t really something I ever experienced with her. Sex with me wasn’t the best experience, I was quick and never really gave her an orgasm. In Greg’s case, he did give her an orgasm because he was able to fuck her for a longer time.

He was slow but smooth in his movements, knew how and where to touch her, where to kiss her. It was clear that he had a connection with my wife. Every shift of angle drew a different sound from her. When he pushed her knees higher she moaned longer. When he ground deep and stayed there her fingers dug into his back. The wet sound of their bodies stayed steady and unhurried. I watched every thrust, every shared look, every quiet word they exchanged that I could not quite hear.

As her orgasm approached, a slight look of worry appeared on her face, realisation. She looked at me apologetically, but I wanted her to say it, I wanted her to do it. The need to hear the words sat sharp and clear under the arousal.

I smiled. “Say it, please. It turns me on.”

Her face broke into a range of emotions, from gratitude to excitement and need. The last of the apology vanished. “I love you, Greg. I love you!” She screamed, coming hard. Her back arched. Her legs locked around him. The orgasm ran through her in visible waves while he kept moving, slower now, carrying her through it.

“I love you too.” He grinned, then looked at me and nodded, a nod of thanks and appreciation. She’d been right, Greg was a good man. He stayed inside her a little longer, kissing her while the last tremors faded, then his own rhythm changed. Deeper. More deliberate. He came inside her with a low sound and held himself there until the pulses stopped.

He came inside her shortly after and then pulled out. Thick cum followed the retreat of his cock and sat at her entrance. I knew what was expected of me, even though both looked at me waiting to see if I knew. But after witnessing what I had just witnessed, I knew I wouldn’t stop myself. The years of solitary fantasy and the sudden exposure and the first real cock in my mouth had all led to this exact point. I climbed onto the bed, quickly sucked on his cock to clean it, taking the mixed taste of him and of Sally, then I moved to her pussy and began licking up the cum. Warm. Thick. Salty-bitter. I pushed my tongue inside to gather every trace while the pink dress rode up around my hips and the cage pressed against the mattress.

A hand gently stroked the satin on my back and when my eyes caught Greg’s face, he smiled at me. It was going to plan. Sally’s fingers rested in the blonde wig, not directing, just present, while I finished cleaning her and the new arrangement settled into the ordinary bedroom that would soon be left behind.

The truck was ordered for Saturday allowing for us to prepare. We didn’t see Greg on Friday but he promised us that on Saturday, a special room awaited me. The flat was half-empty by Friday night. Male clothes had already been bagged or discarded. The open boxes of sissy items stayed in the centre of the living room.

And so that was where I was, loading boxes dressed in my sissy dress, ready to move into the house of my wife’s lover. The hot-pink maid dress and blonde wig stayed on for the entire process. Neighbours watched from windows. No one offered to help.

Of course, we’d talked on Friday, Sally and I. She’d said very clearly that she wanted a divorce. It wouldn’t be a traditional divorce, of course, I’d still be very present in her life, but she made it very clear to me. “Do you want to spend your life in a dead-end marriage and grow old unhappy, or do you want to get divorced and see where life takes us?” The question left no real alternative. I agreed to the divorce, it was the only option. If I had said no, she would have divorced me anyway, it was clear that Greg was the man in her life now, and that strange thought turned me on more than anything. The cage twitched once under the dress when she said his name.

Eventually, my truck was loaded and we set off for Greg’s. Sally drove. I sat in the passenger seat in full make-up and the short flared dress, staring at the ordinary roads that were carrying me out of the previous life.

His house was not huge by any stretch, but it was a detached cottage with a pretty little garden, just outside of town, with not too many neighbours. The front path was short and neat. Greg was already waiting when the van stopped.

The moment the van pulled up, he came out of the house and greeted Sally with the type of kiss a husband reserves for the woman he loves. Long. Certain. Hands on her waist. I felt arousal and a little pit of jealousy, until Greg moved to me and kissed me the same way, leaving me just a little breathless. His mouth was soft and unhurried. The same ownership sat in both kisses.

“Come on in, I want to show you your room,” Greg grinned, no shortage of excitement. He took one of the lighter boxes and led the way.

As we walked in, one thing occurred to me. I’d spent my life reading porn and erotic stories about the same, and each time, the man was some sort of dominant hunk. Greg wasn’t anything of the sort. He was an average nice guy who liked the idea of kink. In some ways, I’d say we were alike except rather than getting off wearing the stuff, he appeared to get off in men dressed in the stuff. But so far, I didn’t feel like a slave, I felt like another partner. The ordinary hallway and the ordinary excitement in his voice made the arrangement feel almost domestic.

The room he’d prepared for me wasn’t upstairs with them but rather downstairs at the front of the house. He’d painted it bright pink with a hot pink band across the middle, ornate white and pink wardrobes, and a metal framed double-bed complete with lacy pink satin sheets and bedding, with matching curtains. On the wall was a flatscreen TV, a little desk to write at, and then pictures of random men in various states of undress, as well as boy band posters. Everything was deliberate and exaggerated. Nothing in the room belonged to the previous version of me.

“I’ve made it as girlie as possible,” he said, shrugging. The understatement was obvious.

“It’s wonderful!” My wife gushed. She ran a hand over the satin bedding and checked the wardrobes, already deciding where the dresses would hang.

I stared in amazement, then turned to him. The blonde wig shifted slightly. The dress felt suddenly more correct in the matching surroundings. “Thank you, Master, it’s beautiful.” I gasped. The title left my mouth without planning.

“Master…” He chucked, then kissed the tip of my nose. “Cute.” The word landed lightly, but the room and the kiss and the open wardrobes waiting for the rest of the boxes made it clear that the title was already settling into permanent use.


Three

The room was downstairs for a reason; it was a maid’s room. One of the things I needed to do was learn their schedule. Greg didn’t work from home most of the time, which meant that he needed to be up at seven in the morning for breakfast. It was his expectation that I would be up before then, would prepare breakfast for them both before then, then I would go upstairs and dress them both. The sequence was fixed and non-negotiable from the first night.

In fact, my duties were very clear. I was to cook, clean, tend to the garden, wash and bathe my master and mistress, and I was also to be attendant when any of them needed the bathroom. That was something Sally suggested was maybe too far for her, but Greg insisted on it, I was to stand there whilst he did his business, then I would need to carefully wipe on his behalf. It was too far for me, and yet I couldn’t say no. The light cage and the permanent plug already made refusal feel theoretical. The bathroom duty simply joined the list.

That first day, he showed me where everything was, then he took me up to the master bedroom and showed me the back of the closet. He’d purchased several types of whip, clamp and paddle. The implements hung neatly on hooks. Leather. Wood. Metal. All new.

“You’ll be punished accordingly, obviously,” he noted. “I think you understand that is necessary, right?”

“Yes Master,” I nodded. It made no sense to enter into a BDSM relationship without discipline. The agreement was already complete.

Then came the shock.

“Finally, I have a number of friends in the gay community who have expressed an interest in using you. Not just sexually, but for events and such. It is my expectation that as my slave, you will also service my friends, clear?” The sentence was delivered in the same calm tone he had used for the breakfast schedule.

My eyes found Sally’s, and from the look of her, she hadn’t been expecting anything of the sort. Her mouth opened and stayed open for a second. But after a little time to think she closed her mouth and straightened herself. To my surprise, she turned to Greg and asked, “Surely not for free, right?”

Greg chuckled. “My, Sally, are you suggesting whoring out your husband?”

The thought processed, I could see the gears turning. She turned back to me and thought about it. Practical calculation replaced surprise. “Kyle, how much do you earn right now?” She asked. I told her the number; it was less than her, far less than Greg. “Greg, how often would they want to use him? Maid services for now, let’s say. Cleaning their houses.”

“I think I can get daily work for him.” Greg suggested. The network was already in place.

“If it is four hours of work, two hundred pounds a week let’s say. It’s less than what he earns by a long shot…” She suggested. The numbers were low and deliberate.

He nodded. “But throw in the occasional sexual bonus, and he would pay his own way.” The commercial frame settled over the arrangement without further discussion.

Rather than say yes for sure, she asked Greg to check with his friends, and on top of that, she promised to check with hers. She felt sure that some of her female friends would be open to having a sissy maid come clean. The phone calls started that afternoon.

By the evening, they had orders coming through the roof, and not just for cleaning. Greg’s friend Michael admitted he was doing a gay porn video in a club and was looking for trans actors. Of course, I was offered. The booking sat in the same list as the domestic cleaning jobs.

“You have the chance to say no,” Greg told me. The offer of refusal was formal and already empty.

The idea scared me, obviously, but the idea of being their ultimate slave burned harder in me. The fear and the need occupied the same space and the need won. “I’m at your service, Sir, no matter what.”

Greg grinned. “Okay, then suck me as a thank you.” He unzipped without ceremony. I dropped to my knees on the new pink carpet of the maid’s room, took him into my mouth, and started the first of the duties that would now fill every ordinary day. The blonde wig shifted. The short dress rode up.

I had been looking forward to sucking cock again, it was one of the things I’d loved on the day that I did it the first time. I took Greg deep, using everything Sally had taught me, throat opening, spit running, eyes watering, and I stayed on him longer than necessary because the act itself already felt like belonging.

But as I sucked, Sally prepared lubricant and said, “It’s time you fuck him. It’s going to happen anyway, it should begin with you.”

“True,” Greg smiled. Then he looked down at me. “Are you ready for it?”

Was I? This was it, acceptance of my new homosexuality. But hadn’t I already accepted that with the move? The question sat for only a second. There was a giddiness to the idea of me becoming a bottom bitch for them. I wanted it, I realised, not because I was gay, but because I wanted the full experience of being a sissy. The fear and the want occupied the same space and the want won.

So Sally moved me over to the bed and bent me over, pulling down my knickers and rubbing lubricant all over my anus. Cool gel, then warmer as her fingers worked it inside. She took her time. Then she moved to my face. “I promise, you’ll enjoy it.” She told me, placing a small kiss on my lips.

“Yes Mistress,” I said, but my heart raced, thumped in my chest. The bedsheets were the same pink satin that had been waiting when the room was first shown.

Behind me, Greg lined up and then pushed. The sting was powerful, made me hiss, but he was slow, careful, paused when he needed to. The head stretched me open, then more of the shaft followed in short advances. By the time he was completely buried, a strange feeling of fullness came over me, like a piece of me had been returned. I gasped and sweated, but there was no denying this was an incredibly new experience. The pressure sat deep and constant.

“Ready?” Greg asked softly. One hand rested on my hip. He stayed fully inside while he waited.

“Ready to get fucked?” Sally giggled. She stayed close, watching both of us.

I nodded whilst panting. “Yeah.” I gasped. The word left little room for retreat.

He began, pulling back and shoving in. The slow love-making he showed Sally wasn’t repeated with me, instead, he wanted to show me what it was like to be fucked, properly, hard and deep. Short strokes at first, then longer ones that seated him fully each time. But that was okay with me, for each thrust awoke a new feeling inside me, a good feeling, one which made me want more. The initial burn faded into a thick, spreading heat that built with every impact.

Soon enough, I was begging him, harder, deeper and of course, he obliged, rocking back and thrusting harder, our skin clapping together rhythmically. The bedframe joined the sound. My hands stayed flat on the duvet. I pushed back to meet him without being told.

“Is it good honey?” Sally asked, and before I could answer, Greg did.

“Yeah, he’s tight but it feels so good.” His voice stayed even while the pace increased.

“Do him babe, show him that he’s just a little homo hole now.” The words landed exactly where the thrusts were already working.

I dropped my head to the duvet, eyes closed, absorbing the pleasure ripping through my body. I moaned like a slut, making sounds I’d never heard myself make before. Broken, high, continuous. Every deep stroke dragged across the place that made the rest of the room disappear. Sally’s hand rested on the back of my neck, not directing, just present, while Greg kept the hard, steady rhythm that finished converting the long private fantasy into the first real, irreversible act of the new household.

My eyes scrunched up, taking the thrusting, panting like a bitch in heat. “So good. I never… knew. Oh god, so good, fuck me.” I gasped, begging for more. The words came out broken between each hard stroke. Greg kept the pace relentless, hips snapping forward, burying himself completely every time.

He pulled out and flipped me over, placing me on my back. The sudden emptiness lasted only seconds. Sally climbed up and sat on my face, thighs either side of my head, cunt already wet from watching. She held my legs back, knees pressed toward my chest, opening me completely. Greg lined up again and pushed back inside in one long, continuous thrust that forced a raw sound out of me straight into Sally’s cunt.

This was the single greatest experience of my life. The angle was deeper. Every stroke dragged across the spot that made my whole body jerk. Sally ground down on my mouth, making me lick while Greg fucked me without mercy. The wet slap of his body against mine filled the room. My hands stayed trapped under Sally’s legs. I could only take it and keep begging into her.

“Harder… please… fuck, don’t stop… use me…” The words were muffled but clear enough. Greg answered by gripping my thighs harder and driving in faster. The rhythm turned brutal. Full-length strokes that never slowed. Sally’s wetness smeared across my face. She held my legs wider and watched every inch of Greg disappear into me.

He stayed deep for several long seconds, grinding, then pulled almost all the way out and slammed back in. The force pushed me further into the mattress. I moaned continuously, high and broken, tongue still working on Sally because she refused to lift off. Greg’s breathing grew heavier. His hands left bruises on my thighs. He fucked me like the hole I had just agreed to become, hard and deep and without any of the careful pacing he had used on Sally earlier.

“Take it,” he muttered, more to himself than to me. “Fucking take it.”

I did. Every thrust. Every time he bottomed out I pushed back as much as the position allowed and begged for the next one. Sally came first, grinding hard on my face, thighs shaking, holding my head in place until she finished. Only then did she lift enough for me to breathe properly, still keeping my legs pinned open so Greg could keep going.

He lasted longer. The brutal rhythm continued until his strokes turned short and deep and he finally buried himself to the root and came hard, pulsing inside me with a low groan. He stayed there, fully seated, while the last pulses emptied. When he finally pulled out, thick cum followed and ran down onto the pink sheets.

I lay there panting, legs still held open by Sally, face wet, the new reality settled completely. The first real fucking was finished and already I wanted the next one.

Cum pool at the bottom of my anus, already leaking from my used hole. Strangely, even that sloppy feeling felt right, good. The warmth of it, the slow drip onto the pink sheets, settled into the same category as the full stretch that had just ended. Nothing about it registered as wrong.

“You now see why you need to do this?” Sally asked me. She was still kneeling beside the bed, calm again. “You see why you need to service our friends, to do the party?”

I nodded, still panting. The agreement required no thought. “I do. Anytime.”

“You wanna do it again?” Greg asked me. He stood at the edge of the mattress, still catching his breath.

“Now?” I asked, shocked. The idea of immediate recovery felt distant.

“No, later.”

“Of course! Anytime.” I laughed. The sound came out lighter than the situation warranted. The need was already rebuilding underneath the residual ache.

“Good.” He gave a short nod, already treating the answer as settled, and the new household rules moved one step further into permanent operation.


Four

They didn’t make me quit my job immediately, it was my choice. So for the first couple of weeks, I worked as their maid, their slave, their sex toy, and honestly, I didn’t hate it. The work was tedious, I had to learn to iron, to make beds perfectly, but being dressed and made up every day, wrapped in satin, was the freest I’d ever felt. The ordinary mornings of the previous life had never contained this much certainty about what I was for.

Of course, they found a reason to punish me. I don’t even remember what it was for, I think they just looked until one came up, just to try it, to show me. A folded towel left slightly crooked. A breakfast plate not cleared fast enough. The exact fault barely mattered. The implements from the back of the closet came out for the first time.

The first formal punishment began with Greg.

He made me bend over the end of the bed, feet flat on the floor, legs slightly apart, hands gripping the far edge of the mattress. The dress was pushed up and left there. He started with the paddle because it covered more surface and gave him control. Broad, flat strikes across the centre of both cheeks, hard enough to sting sharply and leave the skin hot and pink, but not so hard that the wood bounced out of his hand. He worked methodically, left side, right side, then both at once, building a steady burn without going near the lower back or the tops of the thighs yet.

When the paddle no longer produced the reaction he wanted, he switched to the lighter whip. Narrower, faster, more precise. He kept the strikes on the fleshy part of the buttocks, the area that can take repeated impact without risk to kidneys or tailbone. Short, controlled snaps that raised thin lines. He avoided the spine completely, stayed well clear of the lower back, and never aimed at the back of the thighs until the cheeks were already thoroughly marked. Each stroke landed with a sharp crack and a bright flash of pain that faded into heat.

I counted when told. My voice stayed steady at first. By the twelfth stroke it had started to break.

Sally watched from the side of the room, arms folded, eyes fixed on the rising colour across my arse. When Greg paused to let the heat settle she stepped forward and held out her hand for the heavier whip. He gave it to her without comment and moved back.

She did not start light.

The first stroke from Sally landed full across the centre of both cheeks with real force. The heavier whip left a thicker, deeper welt. She gave me no time to adjust. The next stroke followed within a second, then another, building a continuous rhythm that forced the air out of me in short, broken sounds. She kept every strike on the same safe zone Greg had used, the meat of the buttocks, but she hit harder and with less recovery time between them. The skin went from pink to red to a dark, mottled heat that throbbed even when the whip was not touching me.

She worked lower only after the upper cheeks were thoroughly punished, still staying above the crease where the buttocks meet the thighs. A few deliberate strokes landed across the upper thighs themselves, hard enough to make my knees dip, but she never went high enough to risk the sensitive area near the crease or the sit bones. The whip never touched the lower back. It never came near the spine. Every impact stayed on flesh that could bruise deeply and still recover.

By the time she finished, counting had become impossible. My voice had gone to raw, continuous noise. Tears ran freely. Spit had collected on the duvet under my mouth. The entire surface of my arse and the tops of my thighs felt like one continuous, burning plate. When she finally stopped and set the whip down, the room was quiet except for my uneven breathing.

Greg stepped in again only to check the marks with the flat of his hand, pressing lightly to feel the heat and the raised welts. Satisfied, he left me in position. Sally stood beside him, breathing a little faster herself, and neither of them spoke for a long moment. The first real punishment had done exactly what it was meant to do; it made the rules physical, visible, and impossible to treat as theory any longer.

On Monday, I had a call with my boss, just a usual catch-up. As he was talking about sales projections, I zoned out, thinking about the fantastic gay sex I was having daily; the beating, the soft satin and lace clothes which I had hidden under this horrible t-shirt. I saw myself on camera and didn’t recognise the person looking back. Without make-up, without my wig, I looked… horrible. The ordinary face on the screen belonged to someone who no longer existed in any real way.

“Steve, I’m sorry.” I said, interrupting him. The words came out before I had fully planned them.

“Something the matter?”

“I quit. I’m so sorry, but I can’t do this anymore.” The sentence landed flat and final. There was no carefully prepared speech behind it, only the sudden certainty that the old name and the old clothes and the old routine had to end.

My boss froze, confused. He was a good boss. It was a good job. I just didn’t want to be Kyle anymore. The silence on the call stretched for a couple of seconds while he processed the interruption.

“Is it another offer?”

“No, no, Steve, you’re a good boss. I just…” I sighed. The next part required no rehearsal either. “I’m coming out. I’m transitioning, and I’m gay, and…” The rest of the explanation dissolved into the simple fact of it. There was nothing more useful to add.

“Kyle, mate, you don’t need to quit because of that.” His voice stayed measured, the same practical tone he used for difficult clients.

“I know. I just want a fresh start. I’ve got a plan and, well, I just want to be the real me.” The plan was already running downstairs in the pink room and upstairs in the master bedroom. The job was simply the last ordinary piece still attached.

Steve sighed but then nodded. “I get it. Listen, erm, let me speak to HR. Let’s make sure you get set off well.” The call ended a few minutes later with the usual polite formalities. The camera went dark. The t-shirt came off. The real clothes went back on, and the version of me that had just resigned already felt like someone who had never belonged on that screen in the first place.

I did my make-up, put my wig on, then went and told my wife and Greg. They hugged me tight and told me that it was for the best. The resignation was accepted without drama. The ordinary job had simply finished.

However, before we agreed on next steps, I told them that I wanted to discuss something. The three of us stood in the kitchen of the cottage. The pink dress still felt new on ordinary floorboards.

“What’s that honey?” Greg asked me.

“I want us to speed up the divorce.” I said. “I will give you everything of mine, savings, everything. I will make it so that you have full control over me. Heck, I’ll sign a paper saying I took a loan from you. But I want something.” The list came out steady. Assets, legal control, debt paperwork—everything that would make the transfer clean and permanent.

“Anything.” Sally said. The answer was immediate.

“I want hormones. I want to transition.” I sighed. The next part required no extra courage once the first half had been spoken. “I want you to own me. I want you to tell my parents and brother and sister.” The last ordinary relationships would be handled by them. The version of me that still answered to family would cease to exist on their schedule.

Sally took my hand. “You’ve got it, sissy. But you now do everything we say, no matter what. No discussions, no debate.” The condition was clear and final.

“That’s what I want.” I said. The agreement closed the remaining gap.

She nodded, then picked up her phone and dialled a number. The conversation was short and practical. “Kylie’s ready. The first shoot tonight. Open to everything. Yes, he’ll be there.” She ended the call and looked at me. “The party is a party and play party. It’s a porn party and the videos are shared on the dark web and back channels. It pays quite a bit because drugs are involved. You’ll be going there.” The booking had been waiting for exactly this level of surrender.

“I need to do drugs? What type?”

“Meth.” She said. “Remember David?” I said I did. He was a skinny, edgy gay guy she used to work with. Got fired for drugs. “His party.” The name placed the risk in ordinary memory rather than abstract danger.

“Is it safe?” I asked.

“That’s your last question, but I believe so, yes. Greg and I are on PrEP, so we’ll be okay.” The answer addressed their safety more than mine. The distinction was deliberate.

I was going to say that didn’t answer my question, but she’d warned me it was my last question. It was odd. Everything was normal, they were super nice, super friendly, and now I was being put in a risky situation.

Except I wasn’t. This was a test, pure and simple. They were testing me, I was sure of it. The realisation settled quickly and cleanly. So I smiled, knelt and kissed their feet, thanking them. The gesture finished the conversation. The first commercial booking was already locked in, the hormones had been agreed, the family notifications would follow on their timetable, and the only remaining task was to present myself at David’s party exactly as ordered.


Five

The flat was large and modern just a little bit messy. Takeaway boxes on the side. Clothes over the backs of chairs. The men and trannies who were there were all a little older than me, and honestly, none of the trannies looked as passable as me. Most had five-o’clock shadow or shoulders that the lingerie couldn’t hide. I stood out and they all noticed.

David opened the door and told me where to get ready, telling me I needed to be in lingerie. The bathroom was already occupied by two other sissies fixing their make-up. I changed quickly into the set Sally had packed: pink lace bra, matching open-back knickers, stockings, the short frilly skirt that barely covered anything. As I prepared, I watched David hand Sally a wad of cash, way more than I deserved for one night on a porn video. Thick roll of notes. She didn’t count it in front of him. It made me wonder what was going on, but before I could think about it for long, a chubby tranny in neon green fishnets placed a hand on me.

“You’re sexy babes.” He said, his voice deep. Rough hands squeezed my arse through the lace.

“Erm, thanks.”

“I understand you’re a bottom, right?”

“Yeah, erm, yeah.”

“First timer. It’ll be fine. You’ll love it.” He gave my arse another squeeze and moved off to fix his own stockings.

The sound of the door shutting brought me to attention. Sally had left but as I looked towards the door, I saw something that confused me. It was a large suitcase, one of mine. Why was that there? No one explained it. David was already clapping his hands for attention.

“Okay, so,” David said, clapping his hands. “Sissies and bottoms, you’re subs here, so we expect you to behave. Punishment will be strict and hard, so don’t fuck around. Anal, fisting, pissplay, all goes. Cameras are…” He pointed to the little cameras dotted around the room. Fixed ones on shelves, one on a tripod in the corner. “And Markus here,” pointed at a skinny naked guy already half-hard, “Will have a roaming camera, but don’t worry, his cock will get used too. Right, so, without further ado, I’ll press record. Everyone ready?”

Someone brought out a tray of syringes. Clear liquid. Fresh needles. I stared in horror. This was serious. The casual tone of the room did not match the tray.

“Let’s go!” David said, pressing the button on the PC. Red lights came on across the cameras.

Hands moved me to the sofa as a man picked up a syringe, kneeling by me. I wanted to ask if I’d be okay, if this was safe, if I’d be addicted, but no words came out. I didn’t understand this sudden escalation, why so quickly. It was as if they were waiting for me to quit my job, waiting for me to cut off all ties. Which is essentially what I did, I realised. The last ordinary door had already closed.

The syringe entered my vein and the drug pushed in. I let out a groan as the rush hit. Heat detonated behind my eyes and raced straight down to my hole and my locked cock. Suddenly, I was horny as hell. Every surface of my skin felt too sensitive. A cock was presented as more drugs were passed around, and I immediately began sucking. Thick, already hard, the taste clean and slightly bitter from the rubber of a condom someone had just peeled off. I took it deep on the first try, throat opening the way Sally had taught me, spit already running.

“Yeah, look at the little bitch go!” Said one of the trannies. The roaming camera moved in closer.

“She’s a fuckin’ natural that one.”

“That’s it baby, get it nice and wet. I wanna be the first in that tight little tushy.” A hand slapped my arse hard enough to sting. Another pair of hands pulled the open-back knickers further aside. Lube was poured cold and generous down the crack. Fingers pushed in without ceremony, two, then three, stretching while I kept sucking the first cock and the rush kept climbing. The room filled with the wet sound of my mouth, the low comments of the men watching.

The fingers pulled out and a thicker cock replaced them in one hard shove. I groaned around the shaft in my mouth as the first man bottomed out. He didn’t wait. Short, brutal strokes from the start, hips slamming forward while the man I was sucking held my head and fucked my throat in the opposite rhythm. Spit ran freely down my chin. The camera stayed close.

When the first man finished he pulled out and another took his place immediately. No pause. The new cock was thicker, curved, and the angle made me push back harder. Someone else moved in front and fed me a second cock while the first was still wet from my mouth. I switched between them, taking turns deep, letting them use my throat however they wanted. Behind me the fucking never stopped. One finished, another replaced him. Loads were left inside and used as extra slick by the next.

The chubby tranny in neon green fishnets pushed a man down onto the sofa and sat on his cock while another fucked her mouth. She reached out, grabbed my hair and pulled me over so I could lick where the cock stretched her open. The taste of lube and skin mixed with the residual meth heat. When she lifted off I was pushed onto the same cock and made to ride it while two others took turns in my mouth. Hands slapped my arse, pinched my nipples through the lace, pulled the blonde wig hard enough to hurt.

A tall skinny guy flipped me onto my back, folded my legs up, and drove in deep while Markus filmed between us. Another man straddled my chest and fed his cock into my mouth at the same time. They fucked me from both ends without coordinating, just using whatever hole was available. When the one in my arse came he stayed buried and let the next man push in beside him for a moment of double before the first pulled out and the second took full control. I moaned continuously, high and broken, the drug removing any remaining hesitation.

The rotation kept going. Men who had already finished recovered and came back for more. Sissies who had been used switched places and started sucking or offering themselves again. Someone brought the tray of syringes around a second time. A few of us took another hit. The heat climbed higher. The fucking grew rougher. Fisting started on one of the older bottoms across the room while two men held him open. Piss play followed without discussion. A man stood over me while I was still being fucked and emptied his bladder across my face and chest. I kept my mouth open when told and swallowed what landed.

Hours blurred. Cocks in my mouth, in my arse, sometimes both at once. Loads left inside and licked out by whoever was ordered to clean. The cameras kept rolling. The dirty commentary never stopped. Every time I thought the pace might drop someone else pulled me into position and started again. The night became a continuous circuit of mouths and holes and the low, constant sound of skin on skin under the bright lights of the flat.

The tray came round a third time. David himself knelt beside me while I was still impaled on one cock and being face-fucked by another. He found a fresh vein in my other arm, slid the needle in, and pushed the full dose without asking. The rush hit harder than the first two. My vision tunnelled. Every nerve ending lit up at once. The cock in my arse suddenly felt enormous and necessary. I pushed back harder, moaning around the shaft in my throat, spit and piss still running down my chin.

More syringes were passed. Two of the other sissies took hits while they were being fucked. One of the tops injected himself and immediately grew more aggressive, grabbing the nearest bottom by the hair and forcing him down onto all fours. The pace across the whole room accelerated. Double penetration started properly. I was folded in half and made to take one cock in my arse while another forced its way in beside it. The stretch burned and the drug turned the burn into pure need. I came untouched, locked cock twitching uselessly, and neither man slowed down.

Someone produced a second pipe. Crystal went into the bowl and the flame was passed around between thrusts. I took a long pull while still being double-fucked, held the smoke, and exhaled into the mouth of the man who was kissing me. The combined chemical heat locked everything higher. Time stopped mattering. Men swapped places without conversation. One pulled out of my arse only long enough for another to take his place. Loads were deposited deep and left there. When my jaw ached too much to suck properly they simply held my head still and fucked my throat until they finished.

The fisting moved closer. Two men held my legs open while a third worked his hand inside me, slow at first, then deeper, while the pipe was held to my lips again. I took the hit and bore down, taking the full fist to the wrist. The room noise became a single continuous wet sound of fucking and the low, constant filthy commentary from the men who were waiting their next turn. No one was finished. No one was stopping. The drugs kept the entire flat in the same loop of need and use, and every time the intensity threatened to drop another syringe or another pipe appeared and pushed it higher again.

Every so often, I was allowed up to get a drink. Surprisingly, in the kitchen where we were out of view of the cameras, the group were chatty, talking about a TV show they’d seen, or work, or anything really. Someone was complaining about a late train. Another was asking if anyone had watched the latest episode of a baking programme. The contrast was almost ordinary. Lube still glistened on thighs. Make-up was smeared. A couple of the men were still half-hard while they waited for the kettle to boil.

Then someone said something I hadn’t known.

“I understand you’re going to be living here with David and the others for a few weeks.”

“Huh?” I asked. The glass of water in my hand suddenly felt heavier.

David overheard and came close. He leaned against the counter, still naked, completely unbothered. “Just a month. I need a tranny that looks as good as you. I’d like to get maybe twenty or so videos out of you for me, and a few friends want a video or two. After that, they’ll take you back. They’ve gone on holiday anyway.” The suitcase by the front door suddenly made sense. The thick roll of cash Sally had taken made sense. The holiday explanation closed the last gap.

On the drugs, and a little drunk, I simply just chuckled. I’d agreed to be their no limits slut, and now that was what I was. The practical details of a month of continuous filming registered only as more of the same. I leaned over and kissed David, our tongues dancing. He tasted of the same chemical heat that was still running through me.

“Come on, let’s fuck.” I laughed. The ordinary kitchen conversation ended the moment the words left my mouth. David turned me around, bent me over the counter, and pushed back inside without further discussion while the others watched and finished their drinks.

Over the next month, we drank, did meth and fucked. Doing porn was all we did, apart from eat and drink, but honestly, the sex was just so perfect, so good. Days blurred into nights. Syringes, cameras, continuous rotation of men and other sissies. The flat never really went quiet. Loads were left inside, cleaned out, replaced. The suitcase stayed open in the corner and was never needed for anything except fresh lingerie between shoots.

Eventually, Sally arrived with Greg to pick me up, but before she did, they sat me down. The three of us in the kitchen again, away from the cameras. David waited in the doorway.

“What would you like to do? Come home with us, or stay here?” She asked. The question was calm. Both options had already been prepared.

I thought about it. David wanted me to stay, to live in that apartment, make money doing gay porn. Honestly, I wanted that too, but I needed something, needed the last moment of arousal from my wife. The final framing had to come from her.

“What do you want me to be?” I asked her.

She looked in my eyes, saw my need, then smiled. “I want you to stay and be a whore, a gay porn actor, and complete and total slut. And honestly, how often do you shoot up now?”

“Four times a day.” I said. The number was accurate and no longer felt remarkable.

She grinned. “Stay.”

I nodded. “I want to stay.” The decision required no further negotiation.

Sally inhaled. “Everyone has seen your porn videos. Your family, your friends, your old work, your old clients. Everyone. I made sure of it. You have nothing left. No wife, no family, just this.” The public outing was complete and deliberate. Every remaining ordinary connection had been severed on her schedule.

I smiled. “Thank you.” The gratitude was real.

“My pleasure, sissy.” She stood and then turned to me. “Still need the hormones?”

I looked at myself, my body skinny, the drug and sex making me look a mess. The mirror in the kitchen showed the version that already belonged here. “Nah, I’m good being this.”

“I thought so. We can never see each other ever again, you realise that, right?”

“I know.” The final condition was already accepted.

She smiled, relief on her face, then she turned to David. “She’s all yours.” And that was the last I ever saw of Greg and Sally. They left without further conversation. The front door closed. David locked it, picked up a fresh syringe, and nodded toward the main room where the cameras were already waiting for the next scene.

The End


Like Father-in-Law, Like Sissy

One

As long as I can remember, we'd always rented out the flat upstairs. It was this big, airy space right above our house, high ceilings, original cornicing, those old sash windows that let in slants of watery sunlight even on grey days. The extra cash helped Mum and Dad whisk us kids off on holidays, Cornwall mostly, buckets-and-spades stuff, fish and chips on the prom with seagulls screaming overhead. Then Grace buggered off to uni, and the money went straight to her rent and takeaways in some grim student house in Manchester. Same for me when I went, suddenly Dad was funding my Pret coffees and late-night Domino's in halls.

The tenants usually kept themselves to themselves. Mum and Dad were never fussed about who they were, didn't set curfews or anything dramatic, just asked them to keep the noise down after eleven, not smash the place up, and leave it tidy when they left. Easy really.

I was already shacked up with Jack in our little two-bed in Clapham when Dad rang to say Mum had died. I was always closer to him anyway, more laughs, more late-night chats over tea, but God, it still floored me. Twenty-six and your mum's gone? She was only fifty-three. A stupid bloody stroke. She'd come off her bike a few days before, nothing major, just a graze on her elbow and a bruised ego, but there'd been a clot lurking in her arm. It broke free, shot up to her brain. She slipped away in her sleep one night, peaceful, they said. Didn't even get to say goodbye.

Dad was younger than her, but you could see the light go out of him. She'd been his everything, the way he'd look at her across the kitchen table, the little inside jokes, the way he'd still hold her hand on the sofa watching Gardener's World. All gone.

It was Jack who suggested we move back in. The house was huge, too big for one person rattling around in it, and we were both terrified Dad might just... fade. Jack's good like that. Proper caring, dead steady. He's this maths genius who works from home doing risk analysis for massive corporates, spreadsheets and probability models all day, yet somehow he still finds time to make Dad laugh, brew him proper builder's tea, sit through old war documentaries without complaint. Dad does contract technical writing, so some weeks he's off to site somewhere grim up north, but mostly he's home, pottering.

My job's the opposite. I'm a data analyst at one of those huge consulting firms, endless Zooms, PowerPoints, and red-eye flights to client offices in Frankfurt or Edinburgh. I was away a lot, but it was nice coming back to see Jack and Dad thick as thieves, sharing pints in the garden or arguing over the best way to grill sausages. Over time, Dad even started to look... lighter. Like he'd turned the last page on Mum.

Jack caught me in the kitchen one evening, the fairy lights we'd strung up along the dresser twinkling softly. "I reckon he'll want to start dating again," he said quietly, pouring us both a glass of red.

"Good," I said, meaning it. "He deserves to be happy. Mum would want that."

He studied me for a second. "Trix, you alright though? We've been so focused on him, have you actually let yourself grieve?"

I sighed, leaning against the cool granite worktop. "Honestly? Throwing myself into looking after him helped. Kept me busy. I'll always miss her, the smell of her perfume on her cardigans, the way she'd hum while chopping veg, but Dad's got years left. Let's just make sure he's not alone."

The flat had been empty since the week before Mum died. The last lot, a sweet gay couple, had moved out, and Dad started muttering about renting it again. "Bit of play money," he said. "Might meet some new people." We all agreed it could be good for him.

Jack and I went up to give it a once-over. The place smelled faintly of whatever fancy candle they'd burned, sandalwood maybe, and the light poured in through the big windows, catching dust motes. The couple had left it fairly tidy, but there were a few bits and bobs; cardboard boxes in the corner, a couple of little brown bottles on the windowsill labelled "leather cleaner".

Jack picked one up, smirking. "That's not leather cleaner."

I raised an eyebrow. "What is it then?"

"Poppers." He grinned. "You know, amyl nitrite. The stuff that makes your head rush."

I'd heard of them, obviously, but never actually seen a bottle. "How the hell do you know that?"

"Remember Eric? The mad raver who still thinks he's in the '90s jungle scene?"

I laughed. "The one who huffs anything with a nozzle?"

"Exactly. He swore by them. I tried once, gave me a banging headache, lasted about thirty seconds."

Curiosity got me. I twisted the cap off, took two deep sniffs, held my breath, then exhaled. Jesus. Heat bloomed across my face like I'd stepped into a sauna, my heart thudded hard in my ears, and between my legs everything just... pulsed. Alive. I shoved Jack backwards onto the bed, old wooden frame, white duvet still on it, and yanked at his jeans.

"Wow, yes please," he laughed, already half-hard as I wrestled his boxers down.

I climbed on top, skirt hiked up, knickers shoved aside, the little bottle still clutched in my hand. I bounced on him, desperate, the rush making everything sharper, the creak of the bed, the slap of skin, the way his hands felt on my hips. The high faded fast though, so I unscrewed the cap again, took a longer, deeper hit in each nostril. The warmth crashed back stronger, my pulse roaring, every nerve singing.

"Nnn... fuck... yes..." I was moaning, grinding, completely lost. His thumbs brushed my nipples through my top and I gasped, arching.

Then the door creaked. "Hey, you two alright up, oh shit, sorry!"

Dad's voice. I was so far gone I didn't even stop, just kept moving, hips rolling, as I heard the front door click shut downstairs.

I came hard a minute later, shuddering, and Jack followed, groaning into my neck. The rush ebbed, leaving my head a bit throbby, cheeks flushed.

"That was fucking incredible," I giggled, scrambling off to the loo, legs wobbly.

He laughed from the bed. "Yeah, apart from your dad walking in."

"He's not a bloody monk. I'm twenty-six. We have sex. His problem if he can't knock."

We finished tidying, binning the boxes, wiping down surfaces, the late-afternoon sun turning the floorboards golden. I slipped the two little bottles into my bag though. Tucked them in the drawer by our bed when we got downstairs. They were fun. And yeah, I definitely wanted to try them again.

The following week I had to fly to Frankfurt for work, one of those three-day consulting marathons where you live on espressos and PowerPoint decks. Left Jack holding the fort with Dad, sorting out the flat advert again. Jack floated the idea of sticking it on Airbnb, thinking it might pull in more cash, but Dad shut that down quick.

“No thanks, mate,” Dad said. “Had a nightmare with them once, people treating the place like a festival campsite. I’ll handle it the old-fashioned way.”

Jack didn’t push.

On the phone one evening, me sprawled on a stiff hotel bed, still in my work trousers, Jack brought up something else.

“By the way,” he said, voice low like he was sharing a secret. “Your dad hasn’t touched any of your mum’s stuff yet. Clothes, jewellery, all still in the wardrobes. If he’s going to start dating again, he’s going to need to… you know, make space.”

He was right. The last thing Dad needed was to keep tripping over her cardigans and perfume bottles every time he opened a drawer. I told Jack I’d talk to him properly when I got back.

Things were quiet for a couple of days. Then, on a Thursday afternoon, mid-meeting in a glass-walled conference room overlooking the Main, my phone buzzed. A message from Jack; Call me when you’ve got a sec. Bit of a faux pas here…

My stomach did a little flip. Oh God, what now?

I muttered an excuse about a family emergency, slipped out into the corridor and rang him.

“What?” I said, sharper than I meant to. “I’m literally in the middle of a client meeting.”

“Erm… nothing to panic about,” Jack started, sounding sheepish. “I just thought I’d get a head start and start boxing up some of your mum’s things for your dad.”

“Did he actually ask you to?”

“Sort of…”

“Sort of how?”

“We were having a few beers last night, talking about moving on and all that. He said yeah, maybe it was time. I offered to help, and he said I could, that he’d point me in the right direction when he got back.”

“Okay… good.”

“Yeah. Well. He went out to a meeting this morning, so I thought I’d crack on.”

“You said.”

“Right. So I started with what I thought was your mum’s chest of drawers.”

I waited.

“Turns out… they weren’t.”

I frowned. “What the fuck are you on about?”

He exhaled, long and slow. “Trix, there’s not a single pair of men’s pants in any of the drawers. Not one. The whole bedroom chest.”

I blinked. Then the penny dropped, slow and warm, like remembering a dream you’d half-forgotten. Little flashes; the sliver of pink satin peeking above the waistband of Dad’s jeans when he bent to pick something up. The way he’d always take forever in the bathroom on Sunday mornings. Mum’s amused little smile when he’d disappear upstairs to “sort something out”.

I started laughing, quiet at first, then properly.

“You’re telling me Dad’s a cross-dresser?”

“Looks like it,” Jack said, sounding like he wanted the ground to swallow him.

“Where’s Dad now?”

“Still out.”

“Right. Then carefully put everything back exactly where you found it and pretend you saw nothing.”

Long pause. “Yeah… about that. I might’ve… emptied all the drawers into one big box before I clocked what was going on. I’ve got no idea which bra goes with which nightie.”

I snorted so hard I had to cover my mouth. “Oh my God, Jack.”

“I know.”

Dad wouldn’t be furious, he wasn’t that sort. He’d probably tease Jack mercilessly for weeks, make him squirm, but he’d laugh about it eventually.

“Sorry, babe,” I said, still grinning. “Sounds like a you problem. Gotta go, love you, bye.”

I hung up before he could protest, still giggling as I slipped back into the meeting room.

The rest of the afternoon, though, my mind kept drifting. Little memories kept surfacing, soft-edged and strangely comforting. Dad in Mum’s silk dressing gown at three in the morning, making tea. The two of them getting ready for a fancy-dress party, him in full maid outfit, complete with frilly cap and apron, looking completely at ease. Mum adjusting his stockings like it was the most normal thing in the world.

I’d always half-known, hadn’t I? Subconsciously. And Mum had known too. Obviously. If there wasn’t a single pair of boxers in that chest of drawers, she’d been in on it the whole time.

Good for them, I thought, leaning back in the hotel chair that night, watching the city lights flicker across the river. I’d always been loud and proud about supporting queer mates at uni; hell, I’d even had a brief thing with a girl in second year, soft kisses in the dark of her tiny room, nothing serious but nothing I regretted either.

Still, it was funny how much you could miss about the people you grew up with. How much quieter love could be when it lived right under your nose.

Back in the hotel that evening, I kicked off my heels, flopped onto the crisp white duvet, and stared out at the Frankfurt skyline, soft amber lights twinkling across the river, the occasional tram rumbling below like a distant heartbeat. The room was quiet except for the low hum of the air-con and the faint scent of hotel laundry. I grabbed my phone and FaceTimed Grace.

We did the usual small talk first, how’s the weather in Manchester, did she finally sort out that leaky tap, was she still seeing that guy with the terrible taste in trainers? Then I dove in.

“So… Jack had a bit of a discovery today while trying to help Dad clear Mum’s stuff.”

Grace’s face lit up on the screen, eyebrows raised. “Go on.”

I told her everything, the chest of drawers, no men’s pants, the lingerie avalanche, Jack’s mortified “sort of” explanation. She didn’t even blink.

“Bea,” she said, half-laughing, “I’m actually surprised you don’t remember this. But yeah… I think Mum and Dad’s marriage was kind of a front.”

I blinked. “What?”

“You seriously don’t remember Aunt Pat and Uncle Fred?”

Of course I did. They were that cool couple who weren’t actually related, we just called them aunt and uncle because they were always round. Leather jackets, motorbikes parked outside, the rumble of their engines waking us up on Saturday mornings. They’d stay in the flat upstairs sometimes, and we’d hear laughter drifting down late into the night.

“Yeah, obviously,” I said.

“And you don’t remember us being packed off to bed early while they all hung out till stupid o’clock?”

“Sure, but…”

“Exactly. Because Aunt Pat was Mum’s lover. And Uncle Fred was Dad’s. It was an open arrangement. Both of them were gay, or at least, not straight.”

I scoffed, but it came out weaker than I meant. “No way. They weren’t.”

“Yes, they were,” she said, patient as ever, like she was explaining why the sky’s blue. “They loved each other loads, but not in the bog-standard way.”

I opened my mouth to argue, then a memory slammed into me, sharp and sudden. I was little, maybe seven or eight, off school with a fever. I’d woken up feeling sick, padded down the hall in my pyjamas, pushed the bedroom door open without knocking.

Dad on his knees on the bed, head down. Mum behind him, hips moving, something black and shiny strapped around her waist. The low, rhythmic sounds. I’d frozen, confused, then backed out quietly. They hadn’t noticed me. I’d never told anyone. I’d half-convinced myself it was a dream.

“Oh my fucking God,” I whispered. “How am I not in therapy?”

“What?” Grace leaned closer to the camera.

“Mom was pegging Dad.”

She pulled a face. “Ew. Okay, that’s… vivid.”

“Right?”

“Not the visual I needed right before dinner. But whatever, good for them, I suppose.”

“Yeah,” I said slowly. “Still doesn’t make them gay.”

She sighed. “Fine, bi then. Or pan. Or whatever. Point is, they played both sides.”

After we hung up, I didn’t call Jack. I called Dad instead.

He picked up on the second ring, sounding cheerful. “Alright, love? How’s Germany?”

“Fine. Boring meetings. Listen… you okay? Jack told me what happened with the drawers.”

Dad chuckled, deep and easy, the same laugh he’d always had. “Oh, he’s suffering a bit, yeah. I’ve got him sorting through the lot and putting everything back. He can guess which bras are mine and which were your mum’s.”

“Dad,” I groaned, but I was smiling. “You’re evil.”

“Just a bit of fun. He’ll survive.”

“By the way… Uncle Fred?”

Another chuckle, softer this time. “Think that’s a story for another night, eh? Few drinks, maybe. When you’re home.”

“Just one question then,” I said. “If you’re going out there again, looking for someone… man or woman?”

He went quiet for a second, thinking. “Ideally a trans woman, I reckon. Or a man. Not that I couldn’t fall for a woman again, it’s just… no one’s going to replace your mum. Not like that.”

My throat tightened a little. “That’s really sweet, Dad.”

“Yeah, well.” He cleared his throat. “Anyway, don’t you worry about me. I’ve been on Grindr for a while now.”

“TMI!” I laughed. “Jesus, Dad.”

He just laughed back.

When I hung up, I lay there for a while, phone on my chest, watching the city glow outside the window. I felt… lighter. Like a knot I didn’t know was there had loosened. Dad being bi, or whatever he was, meant the world was bigger for him now. More doors open. Less hiding.

Maybe we’d all stop pretending a bit. Maybe that was the point.


Two

Things felt weirdly normal when I got home. Jack had already turned the whole drawer fiasco into a running joke, he’d do an exaggerated bow every time Dad walked past and say, “Your highness, your silks are safely stowed,” until Dad rolled his eyes and told him to piss off. Dad himself was just… Dad. Same old jumper, same old tea mug, same dry humour. I did catch myself sneaking glances though, watching the way his shirt sat across his chest, wondering if there was lace underneath, or satin peeking at the waistband. He hid it well, if he was wearing anything at all. No tells. Just the faint scent of his usual aftershave and the creak of the floorboards as he moved around the kitchen.

We never quite had that big “talk” I’d planned over the weekend. Instead, I just blurted out over Sunday roast, “Dad, wear whatever you want, yeah? We’re not fussed.” He looked at me over his glasses, amused.

“Cheers, love. Appreciate it.”

I pushed a bit more. “Should we move out? Give you some proper space?”

He waved it off with a fork. “Don’t be daft. House is too big for one. Besides, I like having you two around.”

Fair enough. But then I voiced the thing that had been nagging me. “What about the lodgers though? I mean… if you start bringing blokes back, or whoever… I wouldn’t want some knobhead giving you grief.”

That chuckle again, the one that said he was three steps ahead. “That’s why I only advertise on LGBT sites, sweetheart. Hand-picked tenants. Safer that way.”

“Oh.” It clicked. “That explains the poppers the last couple left behind.”

He grinned, remembering. “Ah yes. That explains the spontaneous… ahem… upstairs session I walked in on.”

I felt my cheeks heat. “Yeah, quite. Got a bit carried away.”

“Like father, like daughter,” he said with a wink.

I rolled my eyes so hard I nearly strained something. “Let me guess, you’ve got your own stash?”

“Plenty, love. Let me know if you need topping up. Your mum used to enjoy them too.”

The conversation had veered wildly off-piste. I muttered something about needing more gravy and changed the subject sharpish.

The next week I had another work trip, back to Germany, this time Hamburg. So that weekend, Jack and I went at it like it was going out of fashion. The chat with Dad had reminded me about the little brown bottles tucked in our drawer. As I straddled him, riding slow and deep, I reached for one, took a long huff, then, grinning, held it under Jack’s nose.

“Sniff,” I said, pressing my thumb gently over one of his nostrils so he had no choice.

He looked up at me, eyes wide, then inhaled. The rush hit us both at the same time, heat blooming, hearts hammering. There was something filthy and thrilling about making him take it, even if he hesitated. My pussy clenched harder around him, slicker than usual. We fucked like animals, moans, sweat, the headboard knocking against the wall.

When the high started to fade, I hit it again, then offered it to him once more.

“I don’t think I should,” he murmured, voice rough.

“Just sniff it.”

He did. And fuck, that obedience sent another jolt straight through me.

Monday came too soon. I kissed him goodbye at the door, suitcase in hand. “Behave,” I said. Normally it was playful. This time it came out lower, sharper. A little command wrapped in velvet. I liked how it felt.

What I hadn’t told anyone was that I’d packed Mum’s Kindle. She’d been a reader, always had it on her, screen glowing late at night. I’d taken it for “sentimental reasons,” but really, I wanted to know what she’d been into. Curiosity, I told myself.

Turns out Mum was filthy. BDSM erotica mostly, lesdom heavy, dominant women owning submissive straight girls, turning them into pets, making them beg. But it wasn’t just that. There were shelves of femdom, sissy training, and stacks of cuckolding stories. Wives watching their husbands get used, or encouraging them to watch while another man took what was theirs.

I’ll be honest; in the three years Jack and I had been together, I’d cheated once. Not planned, not full sex, just a drunken kiss and a handjob in a dark corner of a bar after a work do. I’d walked away before it went further, told myself it didn’t count. But it did.

Reading those books in the hotel room that night, the idea of cheating on Jack didn’t disgust me. It turned me on. Hard. I wouldn’t do it, obviously, but the fantasy? God.

The next evening I rang him, sprawled on the bed in knickers and a T-shirt, Kindle glowing beside me.

“So… Mum was into some proper kinky shit. Femdom, cuckolding, the lot.”

Silence. Then; “Right. And… you’re telling me this because?”

“I have to admit, it’s hot.”

“But you wouldn’t actually do it, right?” His voice was careful.

“Do what?”

“Cheat.”

I sighed. “I dunno. No, not without your say-so.”

“But you’d like to?”

“No. I mean… yeah, no… the idea is hot.”

He went quiet. “Babe…”

“I won’t. Promise.”

“Just… don’t do anything stupid, yeah? It’s your body, your life. But I love you. And clearly your family’s a lot kinkier than I bargained for. Just think twice.”

“I won’t do it, okay?”

“Okay.”

We switched to safer topics, work, the weather, Dad’s latest Grindr story, then hung up. I felt restless, buzzing.

I changed into the laciest set I’d brought, slipped on a dress, and headed out. The Reeperbahn was alive, neon everywhere, pink and red signs flashing “Sex House,” “Pink Palace,” pulsing music spilling onto the street.

I walked into the first sex shop I saw, bought a fresh bottle of poppers without blinking. Then another place, smaller, specialised in fetish gear. I spent hours there. The assistant was patient, showing me how to shine latex, how to powder it so it slid on smooth, how to store it without creases. I left nearly a grand lighter, bags heavy with black latex corsets, gloves, stockings, a harness, and a thick, veined dildo that made my pulse jump just looking at it.

Back in the room I stripped, the city lights flickering through the curtains. I lay on the bed, Kindle open to one of Mum’s cuckold stories, wife watching her man get railed while she touches herself. I huffed the poppers, felt the rush slam through me, then slid the new toy inside. Slow at first, then harder, imagining it was someone else, bigger, rougher. I dropped the Kindle, hit the bottle again, and fucked myself senseless until I came shaking, thighs slick, heart pounding in my ears.

I lay there after, breathless, staring at the ceiling. Whatever this was, grief, discovery, horniness, it was waking something up. I wasn’t sure I wanted to put it back to sleep.
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Meanwhile, back at home, things were sliding into territory I hadn’t quite anticipated.

Jack and Dad still got on like a house on fire, banter over breakfast, Dad showing him how to fix the dodgy hinge on the garden gate, the pair of them watching football highlights with a couple of beers. But now that the secret was out, Dad wasn’t bothering to keep Nigella locked away quite so tightly. He was testing the waters, gently at first, then not so gently.

One Thursday evening Jack was in the living room, half-watching some true-crime documentary, when he heard heels clicking down the stairs. Sharp, confident taps on the hardwood. He turned, and there was Dad, full Nigella mode. Red-and-black satin corset cinched tight, pushing everything up and in, fishnet stockings clinging to his legs, a glossy black leather mini-skirt barely skimming mid-thigh. Full face of make-up; smoky eyes, bold red lips, long raven wig cascading over bare shoulders. He looked… surprisingly good. Polished. Like he’d done this a hundred times before.

Jack blinked, felt his throat go dry. As a straight bloke, it threw him. But the last thing he wanted was to make Dad feel judged in his own house.

“Looking good, Nige,” he managed, keeping his voice steady.

“Nigella, when I’m dressed like this,” Dad corrected with a little smile, adjusting the corset with a practiced tug. “Got someone coming over. He’s renting the flat upstairs for a month, him and his boyfriend.”

“Oh. Cool. Nice one.”

They moved into the kitchen together like it was the most ordinary thing in the world. Dad’s heels clicked across the tiles as he chopped veg, pausing every so often to smooth a stocking or check his reflection in the shiny kettle. Jack tried not to stare, but his eyes kept drifting, taking in the curve of the corset, the way the fishnets caught the light, the fact that for a fifty-two-year-old man, Dad made a bloody convincing woman.

Around eight the doorbell went. Dad sashayed to answer it, and the hallway filled with loud, theatrical greetings, high-pitched laughter, air-kisses, the lot. Jack wandered through to say hello and found two more in full drag; one a bit chunky with big hair and glittery lashes, the other skinny and sharp-featured, both a few years older than Dad. They were mid-cackle, clutching wine bottles like trophies.

“Oh, Nigella, who’s this pretty boy?” the skinny one, Janet, apparently, cooed, ignoring Jack’s offered handshake and pulling him into a tight, perfumed hug instead.

“This is Jack, my daughter’s boyfriend,” Dad said, proud as anything.

“Ohhh, and where’s the lovely daughter? Been ages since we saw her last!”

“Business trip in Hamburg,” Dad replied, beaming.

“Business trip! Goodness, she was only a little thing when we last saw her. They grow up so fast. So… does this mean Nigella’s finally out for good? Family knows?”

“Family knows, yes,” Dad said, smiling softly. “Very supportive. So yeah, I think Nigella’s here to stay.”

Janet clapped her hands. “About bloody time. Mary and I came out three years ago, wouldn’t go back for anything.”

Dad ushered them into the living room, chatter flowing like they’d never been apart. Jack retreated to the kitchen to make tea, needing a minute to breathe. When he came back with the tray, though, the scene had escalated. Janet was kissing Dad deeply, lipstick smearing, while Mary, the curvier one, was bent over Dad’s lap, skirt flipped up, head bobbing steadily.

Jack froze, tray rattling slightly. He set it down on the coffee table with a quiet clink, ready to back out.

“No need to leave on our account,” Janet giggled, high and breathy. She lifted her floral skirt, revealing black lace suspenders, stockings, and a very obvious erection straining against satin knickers. She pulled it free and guided it toward Dad’s painted mouth. “Come join the fun, pretty boy.”

Dad’s eyes flicked up to meet Jack’s. In that split second, Jack’s brain screamed one message; Go upstairs. Let them have their night. Don’t make this weird.

But the longer he held the gaze, the more he realised it wasn’t quite that. It was more… inviting. Like Dad was saying, if you want in, I won’t tell her.

Jack muttered something about being tired and bolted upstairs.

In our room he flicked through channels, restless, nothing sinking in. Tried porn instead, standard stuff, women moaning on screen, but his mind kept sliding back downstairs. The laughter, the wet sounds, the casual way they’d just… started. He reached for the poppers, same little brown bottle I’d left behind, and took a hit. Heat rushed in, cock twitching. He huffed again, harder, and suddenly the conversation we’d had about cuckolding was looping in his head. The idea of me with someone else. Then, unbidden, the image of himself on his knees downstairs, mouth open.

He came fast, hard, to the thought of sucking cock. For the first time in his life.

The second it was over, shame crashed in. He scrambled to the bathroom, showered scalding hot, scrubbed until his skin was pink. Put on the manliest thing he could find, some gritty war documentary, and stared at the screen like it could erase what just happened.

But horniness doesn’t listen to logic. Later, when the buzz returned, he opened a private tab. Typed “transgender porn.” Found Natalie Mars, stunning, feminine, confident. Watched a few clips. Beautiful, yes, but… it didn’t quite scratch the itch. Too polished. Too perfect.

He scrolled further. Landed on a user called MikeEssex. Clicked. Amateur videos; middle-aged crossdressers in stockings and wigs, group scenes in living rooms not unlike ours. Soft bellies, smeared lipstick, eager mouths. Real. Rough-edged. Exactly like the scene downstairs.

Poppers under his nose again. Hand moving. Imagining the three of them climbing the stairs, heels clicking, skirts hiked, taking him apart on our bed.

He came even harder this time, gasping.

Post-nut clarity hit like a brick. It’s the poppers, he told himself. They’re a gay thing. They’re messing with my head. He grabbed the bottle, poured the rest down the sink, watched it swirl away. Forgot there was another in my bedside drawer.

He fell asleep trying to summon vanilla heterosexual dreams, me in lingerie, normal sex, the usual. But the dreams twisted anyway. Lips, hands, the smell of perfume and sweat. He woke hard, horrified, and already half-aroused again.


Three

The next day I rang Dad from the hotel balcony, early morning sun slanting across the glass railing, coffee cooling in a paper cup, the distant hum of Hamburg traffic below. Jack hadn’t said a word about the night before in our texts, just the usual “miss you” and “how’s the meeting?” stuff. But Dad didn’t hold back.

He sounded a bit sheepish when he picked up. “Morning, love. Look… about last night. I got carried away with Janet and Mary. Things escalated in the living room. I’m worried Jack might be uncomfortable now.”

In my head; Of course he’s uncomfortable! You were having full-on gay sex on the sofa while he was trying to make tea! But what came out was pure autopilot, breezy as anything. “I wouldn’t worry about it, Dad. You do you. It’s your house, your life. If you fancy having orgies in the lounge, it’s no skin off my back. Maybe Jack can learn something.” I giggled, half-joking, half-testing.

Long pause. The line crackled faintly, like he was thinking hard. “Dad?”

“Yeah, yeah, I’m here.” His voice was thoughtful, almost amused. “Just wondering if you and your mother are more alike than I realised.” He chuckled softly. “I know Grace is…” He let it trail off, leaving me frowning. What about Grace? But he didn’t elaborate. “Can I ask you something?”

“Anything.”

“Why hasn’t he proposed yet? Jack.”

It hit like a quiet slap. I’d asked myself the same thing more times than I cared to admit. I wanted to marry him, if he asked, I’d say yes in a heartbeat, but maybe he wasn’t as sure. “I don’t know, Dad. Maybe ask him yourself.”

“Want to know what I think?”

I sighed, leaning against the railing. Did I? “Go on.”

“I think he’s meek. Scared you’ll say no.”

It was possible. I hadn’t really dwelled on it. Jack had been the one to make the first move that night in the SU bar during my final year. I’d been a wreck after Cale, my long-term Kiwi boyfriend, raised here but always pulled back to his roots. He’d graduated, landed a job in Sydney, and we’d loved each other stupidly, but his parents had moved home to New Zealand. I was the only tether keeping him in the UK. The goodbye was brutal. I spent weeks off my face, booze, fags, whatever pills were going, shagging my best mate Michelle in a haze of rebound grief. Then Jack appeared; skinny, lanky, plain as toast. A boy I’d never have glanced at before. He shot his shot, I thought fuck it, another distraction. We barely spoke, just kissed sloppily against the bar, then I dragged him home and we fucked. I got pregnant. Had an abortion. He stayed. Never judged. We started properly dating after that, and I cleaned up. Quit smoking (mostly), cut the drugs, eased off the drink. With him, everything felt… steady. Normal.

“Listen,” Dad said gently, “talk to him, yeah? I’ll have a word later too, tell him we’ll keep the play upstairs from now on. I’m a bit embarrassed…”

“Don’t be. It’s fine.” I shrugged even though he couldn’t see. “We’re all adults. If he’s got a problem, he can say it. And don’t hold back just because I’m your daughter. Live your life. If it gets too much, we’ll find our own place.”

“Thanks, honey.”

That evening, after a long day of spreadsheets and client calls, I FaceTimed Jack from the bed, sheets rumpled, room lit by the soft glow of the bedside lamp. We chatted about nothing much, his latest risk model, my endless PowerPoints, then I brought up Dad’s call.

I could hear the hesitation in his voice, the way he shifted the phone. But we had to talk about it.

When I told him I’d basically given Dad carte blanche, “It’s his house, let him live”, Jack sounded baffled. “Why? I mean, yeah, he should live his life, but if he’s offering to take it upstairs…”

“Because it’s his house,” I said firmly. But even as the words left my mouth, something twisted inside me. A quiet thrill. Maybe I wanted Jack to see it. Maybe I wanted him unsettled. I didn’t examine it too closely.

“Fine,” he muttered.

My mind flicked back to Dad’s question about marriage, then to Mum’s Kindle, those dominant women, the cuckold wives calling the shots. A switch flipped. I sat up straighter. “I’ve decided it’s time we got married.”

I said it like an order, bracing for pushback, for him to remind me proposals were his job.

“Yes,” he said immediately. “You’re right.”

My pulse jumped. “Go out and pick a ring for me. When I get back, I expect a proper proposal.”

“Of course. I’m sorry I haven’t done it sooner.”

“You should be sorry, shouldn’t you?” The words came out low, edged. My pussy throbbed, heat pooling low.

“Yes,” he said softly.

I wanted to keep going, be the bitch, the one in charge, but the rush faded fast. “I love you, honey. I want to explore all this together.”

“Me too, sweetie. I love you.” Warmth flooded back into his voice.

“And stop being such a stick-in-the-mud. So some men got their cocks out, what’s it to you? I guess you went straight to the bedroom?”

“I did,” he said. But there was a but hanging there. I could hear it.

I grinned, wicked. “And wanked. Did it turn you on?”

“No! Well… it’s not that. The atmosphere was… charged.”

“Did you watch tranny porn?” I teased, laughing, sure he hadn’t.

Silence.

I gasped, then burst out laughing. “You did! Oh my God, Jack, you watched tranny porn! That’s so cool!”

“Is it?”

“Yeah! Fuck, you’ve made me so happy. I was worried you were totally vanilla, but there’s a kinky side. That’s hot.”

He chuckled, sheepish. “Sure, babe. Glad I still turn you on.”

“Oh, you do,” I purred, hand slipping between my thighs. “I’m touching myself right now.”

“I’m… not. Sorry. I’m in the middle of a document.”

I sighed, but I got it, time zones, work. “Fine. Just enjoy the evening, okay? Who knows, maybe Dad’s friends will invite you for a threesome.”

“Ew!” he yelped, and I dissolved into giggles, the sound echoing off the hotel walls.

I hung up still smiling, fingers circling slowly. Whatever this was, Dad’s new freedom, Jack’s secret wank, my sudden bossiness, it felt like the start of something messy, exciting, and very much not going back in the box.

Still, I was horny, and when I’m horny, I do silly things.

I stayed sprawled on the hotel bed, sheets twisted around my legs, skin still flushed from touching myself earlier. The room was quiet except for the low drone of the air-con and the occasional siren wailing somewhere far off in the Reeperbahn. My phone glowed on the pillow beside me, screen bright against the dim lamp light. I picked it up, thumb hovering, then opened Facebook like it was nothing.

Friends list. Scroll. Scroll. There he was, Cale Amos. I tapped his name.

His profile loaded slowly on the hotel Wi-Fi. Profile pic first; him grinning at the camera, salt-crusted blonde hair pushed back, tan deeper than I remembered, those green eyes still stupidly pretty. I scrolled down to his photos. An album from last summer, him on a beach, surfboard tucked under one arm, board shorts slung low on narrow hips. Another shot; him shirtless, abs catching the harsh Australian sun, arm slung casually around a skinny, big-breasted blonde girl in a bikini. She was laughing, head thrown back, hair whipping in the wind. The timestamp said two years ago. I knew they’d split, he’d mentioned it in a throwaway comment on one of my birthday posts last year. “Single life treating me well,” he’d written with a winking emoji. I’d liked it and moved on.

We barely talked anymore. Just the polite annual stuff; happy birthday, how’s the new job, hope you’re good. Nothing deep. Nothing real.

My thumb hovered over the message box. I knew he’d be fast asleep, about three in the morning there, probably passed out after a late surf or a few beers with mates. Perfect. No immediate reply to deal with.

I typed anyway.

“Hey Cale… was thinking about you today. How are you?”

Sent.

I dropped the phone like it was hot, heart giving a stupid little thud. Regret and excitement twisted together in my stomach. What the fuck was I doing? I rolled onto my back, stared at the ceiling, the faint watermark stain from some old leak looking like a smudged cloud. My pussy was still slick, aching faintly, and now my mind was replaying memories of Cale, his hands on me in that tiny uni flat, the way he’d pin me to the mattress and fuck me slow and deep until I was begging, the taste of salt on his skin after he’d been in the sea.

I groaned, dragged a hand over my face.

Gut rumbling. Right. Food. I needed food before I did anything else stupid.

I swung my legs off the bed, tugged on jeans and a hoodie over the lingerie I was still wearing, because why not?, and grabbed my room key. The hotel corridor was empty, carpet muffling my steps. Down in the lobby, the night porter gave me a polite nod as I pushed through the revolving door into the cool night air.

The Reeperbahn was still alive, neon buzzing, groups of lads shouting, music thumping from open doors. I walked past a döner shop, the smell of garlic and grilled meat hitting me hard. Ordered a large chicken döner with everything, extra chilli sauce, wrapped tight in foil. Paid cash, took the greasy paper bag, and sat on a low wall a little way down the street, legs dangling, unwrapping it under a flickering pink sign that read “Live Shows – Girls! Girls! Girls!”

I ate slowly, sauce dripping onto my fingers, watching the street life swirl past, couples arguing, a drag queen tottering by in six-inch heels, a stag party singing off-key. My phone buzzed in my pocket. I ignored it for a minute, licking chilli off my thumb, then pulled it out.

One new message. From Cale.

My stomach flipped.

“Trixie? Fuck, it’s been ages. I’m good. Just got back from a dawn patrol. You okay? What made you think of me?”

Three little dots blinked. He was typing again.

I stared at the screen, heart hammering louder than the bass leaking from the club opposite. The döner sat forgotten in my lap, going cold, chilli sauce congealing on the foil. Why the hell was he replying at three in the morning? He should’ve been dead to the world.

I swallowed, thumbs hovering, no idea what to say next.

The dots kept dancing, and I just sat there, frozen on that low wall under the flickering pink neon, wondering how much trouble I’d just invited back into my life.
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Jack made an audibly sharp intake of breath when Dad walked into the living room.

He’d changed into a silky red satin corset, black lace trimming every edge like spilled ink, the boning cinched tight and connected to sheer black stockings that shimmered under the lamp light. Matching open-back panties framed his hips, and long black lace opera gloves reached past his elbows, elegant and obscene all at once.

“Can I ask you a favour?” Dad said, voice soft but steady. He turned, holding out the loose laces at the back of the corset. “Can you pull these tight? Donna used to do it for me, but now she’s gone…”

Jack swallowed hard. He stood, legs feeling wooden, and moved behind my crossdressing father-in-law-to-be. He’d laced me into a corset once, for some black-tie uni ball, so he knew the drill; cross the laces, pull steady, work from top to bottom. But doing it to Dad felt… wrong. Intimate in a way that made his skin prickle.

He pulled anyway. The waist cinched in, satin whispering as it shaped Dad’s body. And fuck, Jack felt it. A sudden jerk in his trousers, cock twitching against the zip. He hated how good it felt.

“That okay?” he managed, voice rough.

Dad turned, smoothing his hands down the front, the corset gleaming. “Perfect.” He smiled, warm and knowing. “Thank you, love. I’ll be upstairs tonight. The girls wanted to come down here, more room, but it’s not fair on you.”

“Don’t be silly,” Jack said quickly, my earlier words ringing in his ears. “You need to be comfortable in your own house. By the way… I proposed to Beatrix today. Well, we kind of… agreed to get married.”

Dad’s face lit up. He pulled Jack into a tight hug, satin sliding under Jack’s palms. “That’s wonderful! Oh, I’m so happy for you!”

For a second Jack didn’t know where to put his hands. He settled them on Dad’s waist, smooth, warm satin under his fingers, and Christ, it felt too good. His cock stiffened fully, pressing against Dad’s thigh. Dad definitely noticed.

Pulling back with that same gentle smile, Dad said, “Fine. I’ll tell the girls to come here.” It sounded almost like a dare.

“Sure…” Jack croaked, throat tight.

Ten minutes later Janet and Mary were downstairs too, slipping in wearing filmy nighties and lingerie, giggling about some ridiculous TikTok they’d seen. Jack stayed, joining the chat, even cracking an anecdote about a Yank on a work call who started gushing about Trump’s “genius” only to get buried under a pile of European facts and eye-rolls. Everyone laughed.

Dad poured four shots of tequila. Jack knocked his back without thinking. The conversation flowed so easily he almost forgot he was sitting in a room with three crossdressers in various states of undress.

After the second shot Mary rummaged in her handbag, pulled out a packet of Marlboro 100s and a bottle of poppers. She passed bottles to Janet, then Dad. Dad took one without hesitation.

“Do you smoke?” Mary asked, offering the pack to Jack.

“Er, no.”

She chuckled. “Hehe. I didn’t either until I started dressing full-time. My ex-wife used to say all sluts smoke.”

Jack’s throat bobbed. Ex-wife. Right. They’d all been married to women once.

The poppers bottle sat on the coffee table like a loaded gun. Conversation carried on, but then Janet leaned in and started kissing Dad, slow and deep. A hand slid onto Mary’s lap, rubbing pink stockings, then higher, cupping silk panties. Mary kept chatting with Jack like nothing was happening.

“Anyway, looks like you’re about to be busy,” Jack said, starting to stand. “I’ll let you go.”

“Oh, don’t go yet!” Mary whined. “I like talking to you.”

He sat back down, too polite to bolt. By then Janet had Dad’s cock out, sucking lazily. Dad reached over, pulled Mary’s erection free and started stroking. Mary kept asking Jack about AI ethics, nodding along as if her hand wasn’t wrapped around her own dick.

Jack tried to focus on the question. Mary leaned closer, smiling, placed a hand on his forearm. “So really the jobs market will adapt but not disappear?”

“Erm, yeah. People need to understand AI augments jobs. Sure, some companies will rush to automate, but they’ll drown in bad data, bad outputs…”

Mary’s hand slid down, across his lap. Rubbed his thigh. Then cupped his crotch. Jack’s words died.

“Continue,” she purred, massaging gently. “I love listening to your voice. You’re so clever.”

“Ah, er, well…” He kept talking, voice shaking, cock rock-hard under her palm. Mary made quick work of his fly, pulled him out, stroked once. Jack froze. Lips on his neck, stubble under make-up, soft and scratchy. “Oh fuck…” he whispered, head rolling back.

Across the room Dad locked eyes with him as Janet turned, presented her arse, huffed poppers, passed the bottle. Dad sniffed, never breaking gaze, then pushed inside Janet with a low groan.

The bottle landed in Jack’s hand. He didn’t say no. He sniffed, deep. Mary’s mouth dropped onto his cock. The best blowjob he’d ever had.

“Oh fuck!” he gasped, eyes squeezing shut, letting the rush and the wet heat take him.

When he opened them again Dad was pounding Janet, the tranny’s cock swinging with every thrust. Mary’s hands cupped Jack’s balls, then a finger slid back, pressed inside. Jack hissed, sniffed again, deeper, and the world tilted into pure sensation. His body felt like it was built for this.

As his orgasm built Mary squeezed the base of his dick, lifted her mouth. She turned, braced on the sofa back, one hand on Dad’s shoulder. “Fuck me. Cum in my arse,” she whispered.

Jack should’ve run. Everything screamed this wasn’t him. But he was too close, too desperate. He knelt behind her, aimed at her smooth, waxed hole. “That’s it, son,” Dad encouraged. “Fuck her.”

The word “son” should’ve killed it. Instead it lit something feral. Jack pushed, tight heat swallowed him. Mary moaned deep. He thrust, clumsy at first, then harder. She arched back, soft belly pressing out, reached for his head and kissed him. Jack kissed back, open-mouthed, hungry.

“I can’t, I can’t,” he panted. Then he erupted, flooding her.

“Oh yes, breed me. Give me your cum.”

Panic crashed in the second he finished. He pulled out, scrambled to his feet. “Erm, I, erm…”

Dad withdrew from Janet, stood, took Jack’s hands. “Hey, hey, chill. It’s just your libido. Just fun. No harm done. Nothing about you is different. Okay?”

“Erm… oh… okay…” Jack mumbled, but his head was spinning.

Dad pushed the poppers under his nose again. “Sniff it. I promise you’ll feel better.”

Jack was too meek to refuse. He inhaled, deep, then again. The rush flooded back. He sighed, hand drifting to the satin of Dad’s corset, rubbing slow circles. Dad sniffed too, moaned softly.

Lost in it, Dad leaned in and kissed him. Jack kissed back. Janet and Mary joined, hands everywhere, lips on necks, skin sliding against skin.

Then pressure behind him. Janet’s fat, hard cock prodding. Jack froze, the rush fading just enough for reality to bite. He didn’t want this. Except he did. He was a mess.

Too late. The head pushed past the ring, sharp sting. Jack hissed, still clinging to Dad. Dad held him tighter. “Shhh, it’s okay love. First time hurts, but you’ll love it.”

“I’m scared,” Jack whispered.

“Nothing to be scared of. I promise.”

The cock slid all the way in. Fullness, brutal, overwhelming. Then Janet started moving. Slow pulls, then thrusts. Pain gave way to something else, pleasure Jack didn’t know existed.

“Oh fuck!” he gasped with each stroke.

Dad held him close. “Good, isn’t it?”

“Fuck! Yes! Fuck, why? Oh fuck! SO GOOD!”

Poppers under his nose again. He sniffed deep, greedy. Mouth found Dad’s. They kissed hard. Dad let go; Jack fell forward onto hands and knees. Janet slipped out, then pushed back in. Dad gripped his hair, guided his cock to Jack’s mouth.

Jack sucked. No hesitation. Janet fucked harder behind him. He was gone, lost in the slap of skin, the wet sounds, the stretch, the taste.

He wasn’t stopping now. Not after this.


Four

I stared at the half-empty pack of Marlboro Reds on the hotel nightstand, ten gone, ten smoked last night in a haze of nicotine and guilt. My head throbbed like someone had taken a hammer to it, the familiar hangover of a pack I hadn’t touched in years. Why the hell had I done it? I knew why. One message from Cale and the old habits had crawled right back out, as easy as breathing. I’d walked into that corner shop on the Reeperbahn, bought the pack like it was nothing, lit up on the street, and the first drag had tasted like coming home, bitter, hot, perfect.

The chat with him had felt loaded from the first word. He’d written back almost instantly, even though it was the middle of the night in Australia, or so I thought. “Coincidence you messaged, I lied about the dawn patrol,” he’d said. “Actually just moved to London this week. Been thinking about you. Didn’t want to stir anything since you’re with someone.”

I should’ve shut it down. Instead I typed; “We’re engaged, actually.”

He sent a sad emoji. No congratulations. Just that little yellow face looking sorry.

I should’ve left it there. But I didn’t. “Don’t be sad,” I wrote. “Still room in my life for you…”

“As a friend?” he replied, testing.

“Maybe more…”

And then it all spilled out. I told him about the cuckolding books on Mum’s Kindle, about the fantasies that had started creeping in. He admitted he’d always thought it was pure porn fiction, never imagined real women actually wanted it. Especially not me. “I’m open to a little experimentation,” he wrote.

We didn’t commit to anything concrete. Just possibilities. Memories. How good he used to feel inside me. How thick he was. How he’d make me come so hard I’d forget my own name.

Then the phone rang. Gone ten at night. I was naked in bed, sheets tangled, skin still warm from earlier. FaceTime from Cale. His face filled the screen, lit by a bedside lamp, hair messy, that same cocky grin.

“Didn’t want to keep typing,” he said.

I didn’t speak. Just angled the camera down, slowly, showing him my body, the way it looked now; fuller tits, softer hips, fingers already slick between my legs.

“Fuck, I forgot how gorgeous you are,” he breathed, eyes locked on me as I dipped inside myself.

“I want to cheat on my husband-to-be with you,” I told him, voice low.

“I want that too.” Then he looked away for a second, back again. “But I’ll make sure you never want him again. I’ll make you leave him for me.”

I bit my lip. Should’ve said no. Should’ve laughed it off. Instead my clit throbbed at the arrogance. “Challenge accepted.”

I reached into the drawer, pulled out the thick dildo I’d bought the other day. Showed it to him. He angled his phone down in return, hard, thick, exactly how I remembered. We synced up; every thrust of the toy matched his hand on his cock. Slow at first, then harder, faster. I gasped his name. “I’ve never stopped loving you, Cale.”

“I know,” he said, smug as ever. God, I loved that arrogance.

The phone buzzed again, Dad calling. I almost didn’t answer. But something in my gut said I already knew what he was going to say.

“I need to tell you something, honey,” he started when I picked up.

“You fucked him.”

Pause. “How did you know?”

“I guessed.” I sighed, rubbing my temple. “Where is he now?”

“In bed with Mary.”

“Mary?”

“Mark, originally.”

“Right.” I swallowed. “He’s going to need aftercare. Make sure he doesn’t break. I really don’t care, but I thought you’d have a bit more self-control.”

“It wasn’t planned.”

I snorted. “Yes it was. You’ve been planning it since he found your knicker drawer. Just… what do you want me to say?”

He was quiet for a second. “That I can keep doing it.”

“Of course you can, Dad. It’s a free country. Just leave a little of my boyfriend for me, yeah?”

“I’ll try.”

I shook my head, more angry at myself than him. “Was he good?”

“A natural.”

I nodded, even though he couldn’t see. “I’d have liked to see it, if you can believe that.” A dry chuckle. “Fuck, that’s so messed up.”

“Don’t beat yourself up, honey. What happens behind closed doors…”

“Sure, Dad.” I ended the call without a goodbye.

I stared at the phone. Could call Jack, wake him, listen to him panic. Or I could lie here and picture it all, Dad kissing him, Mary’s mouth on him, Janet behind him, and touch myself until the ache went away.

I chose the second option. Skipped breakfast for it.

Half an hour later I was dressed, takeaway coffee in one hand, cigarette between my lips, the smoke curling up into the grey Hamburg morning. I inhaled deep, savouring the burn. I was a smoker again. It felt right.

And then it hit me; I hadn’t actually cheated on Jack. Not yet. But he had cheated on me.

Maybe I didn’t need to feel quite so bad about messaging Cale after all.
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Jack woke to the heavy weight of an arm slung across his chest, no fog, no slow dawn of realisation. Just the sharp, immediate slam of memory; the stretch, the heat, the slick slide of cock inside him, the wet sounds, the way his body had arched and begged for more. He let himself smile for half a second, God, it had felt good, then his stomach clenched hard. He’d cheated. With my dad. With my dad’s friends. With men.

He turned in the bed. Mary, Mark now, no wig, no make-up, just stubble and a rumpled nightie, stirred beside him. In the cold February light filtering through the curtains, he looked ordinary. Middle-aged. Male. And still Jack’s cock swelled, urgent and aching against the sheets.

“Fuck…” he whispered.

“Don’t beat yourself up,” Mark murmured, voice thick with sleep. “It was a fun night. Leave it at that.”

“No, it’s not that.”

Mark cracked one eye open. “What is it?”

“It’s that I want to do it again.”

Mark chuckled low, kissed Jack’s cheek. “Welcome to bisexuality, darling. But honestly,” he propped himself up, hand rubbing lazy circles on Jack’s chest “, have you noticed how easy it is for women to be bi? Everyone shrugs. Two girls kissing? Hot. Two guys? Suddenly it’s a crisis. Society’s fucked.”

“It really is,” Jack admitted. “Last night felt… great. I just cheated on Trixie.”

Mark shrugged. “I’ve got a feeling she’ll be more than okay with it. If she’s anything like her mum and dad.”

Jack nodded slowly. “Yeah. I think so too.”

Mark kissed him quick, then slid down the bed and took Jack’s cock into his mouth. Jack tapped his shoulder; Mark turned, offering himself. They sixty-nined in lazy morning rhythm until they both came, quiet, shuddering, no words. Mark stood, stretched, said he’d shower upstairs, and left Jack alone.

Dad appeared moments later, still in yesterday’s satin robe, and sat on the edge of the bed. “Regrets?”

“Yes and no.” Jack sat up, sheet pooling around his waist. “I can’t do this with you again though, Nige. I hope you understand why.”

Dad nodded, but his eyes were soft. “I told Trixie. She’s fine with it.”

Jack sighed. “I’m sure she is. Doesn’t make it right.”

“No. Shame though. You were a good fuck.”

Jack laughed despite himself. “Thanks.”

Dad squeezed his knee and left. Jack grabbed his phone, thumb hovering. One word. Sent.

“Sorry.”

My reply came fast; “Don’t worry about it.”

He stared at the screen. That phrase. I’d used it before, when he’d forgotten something small, when he’d been late, when he absolutely should have worried. It was the polite female brush-off that left everything hanging. It twisted in his gut.

The day dragged. He tried to work, spreadsheets, risk models, the usual, but his mind kept sliding back. He opened private tabs. Crossdresser porn. Amateur videos of middle-aged men in lingerie, skirts hiked, taking it from behind. Nothing quite matched the heat of last night, the soft voices, the satin, the poppers rush, the humiliation of being “straight” and still spreading for it. He burned for more. Could knock on the flat door upstairs. Could walk into the living room and beg. But every time the thought came, he pictured my face, my ring finger still bare, and closed the tabs.

Spiralling is called that for a reason. I hadn’t answered his calls all day, meetings, he told himself, so he was alone with it. The stretch of cock inside him. The way Dad had held his gaze while fucking Janet. The soft coercion of “good boy” and poppers under his nose. It was filthy. Wrong. And it made him hard again.

Five-thirty his time, my FaceTime call finally came through. He answered on the first ring, looking wrecked.

“I’m confused,” he said straight away. No hiding. “It felt good. Too good. I don’t want to do it anymore, but my body’s acting on its own. I’m excited to see them again, scared too.”

I could see what he wanted; me to scold him, forbid it, call him straight, pull him back. But I was spiralling too. All day I’d been useless, half-listening in meetings, sneaking texts to Cale. Telling him how much I’d missed him. How Jack wasn’t half the man he was. How I’d made Jack fuck men (a lie, but God it was hot to type). Cale’s reply; Turn him gay so you can dump him and run to me.

I didn’t want that. I loved Jack. Wanted to marry him. And yet,

“You need to go out there and join them, honey,” I said, voice low and syrupy. “Go be the bi-slut you need to be. I think it’s so hot, you going gay for me. Do it, baby. Be gay.”

His breath hitched. “Yes… yes Mistress.”

“Mmm, Mistress! Yes, I’m your Mistress! I’m telling you, go be Daddy’s lover!”

I could’ve come right there. Why was I doing this? Why was I pushing him away? It wasn’t right. But I couldn’t stop.

When Jack finally left the office, legs shaky, he walked into the living room. Mary and Janet were already there with Dad, corsets laced, stockings gleaming, Dad in neon-green satin that caught the lamplight like toxic candy. Jack froze but he couldn’t go forward. “I’m sorry. He told them. It was a huge mistake.”

“It’s fine, Jack.” Dad smiled.

Jack left the room and walked back upstairs to our room. I lay on the bed and wondered what the hell he was thinking in the first place. It was at that point, he decided that from now on, he would be normal. And to do that, it meant moving out.
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I wasn’t about to be the only one not getting properly fucked. It wasn’t fair. Jack had his night of debauchery; I deserved mine.

I propped my phone against the hotel pillow and FaceTimed him, already half-dressed in the black lace set I’d bought earlier that week, heels kicked off beside the bed. When he answered, he was alone in our room back home, our bed, sheets rumpled, looking small and pale under the bedside lamp. No corsets, no lingerie, no giggling trannies. Just him.

“What’s going on, Jack?” I asked, keeping my voice light even though my pulse was already racing with anticipation.

He swallowed hard, eyes red-rimmed. “I can’t do it, Trixie. I’m not gay. I don’t want to be gay. What happened with your dad and his friends… it wasn’t right. I’m marrying you. I love you. It was just the moment, the poppers, the tequila, the atmosphere…” His voice cracked. Tears spilled over. “I feel so fucking stupid.”

Anger flared hot in my chest. I’d been ready to play nice, to tell him sweetly that I was going out to find a cock that wasn’t his, to let him know I was cuckolding him with his blessing. But this? This whimpering, this sudden retreat into denial? This wasn’t the man I’d agreed to marry. This was a coward who couldn’t even own what his body had screamed for last night.

Still, I forced my face soft. “Hey. You don’t have to do anything that makes you uncomfortable, okay? We’ll talk when I’m back. Just… breathe.”

Bollocks to that. Nice had left the building. I was already mentally rewriting the rules. Normal wasn’t an option anymore, not for either of us.

I was too pissed off to actually go hunting for dick that night. Instead I stormed out onto the Reeperbahn, the cold air slapping my cheeks, neon buzzing overhead like angry insects. I ended up in a dimly lit bar called something forgettable, red velvet booths, sticky tables, bass thumping through the floor. Men approached. One offered cash, another leaned too close with beer breath and a sleazy smile. “Fuck off,” I snapped each time, and they scattered.

Then she sat down.

Black skin glowing under the low lights, long corkscrew curls that could’ve been on a Tiffany album cover in 1987, but the rest was pure edge; short black spiked leather dress hugging every curve, thigh-high boots gleaming like wet ink. She ordered a shot of something dark.

I looked her up and down. “Are you a dominatrix?”

She returned the appraisal, slow and deliberate, lips curving. “Yes, I am.”

“Can I ask you for some advice?”

She blinked, surprised. Then intrigued. “I suppose.”

I spilled it. All of it. The poppers, the lingerie drawer, Mum’s Kindle full of femdom and cuck porn, Jack getting railed by my dad and his friends, the FaceTime with Cale, the way I’d told Jack to go be a bi-slut and he’d called me Mistress. She listened, head tilted, no judgement, just sharp, focused attention. When I finished she ordered two more drinks sliding one to me.

“Okay,” she said, sliding one toward me. “We’re definitely going to need more alcohol for this. What’s your name?”

“Beatrix. Everyone calls me Trixie.”

She laughed, low, delighted. “Jesus Christ, that’s perfect. I’m Anka. Right. Let’s start with the easy one, Cale?”

I nodded.

“You could run off with him tomorrow. Raise rugrats, play happy families. But you’ve been bitten by the kink bug, darling. He’ll bore you in six months. You can keep him in your life, on your terms, not his.”

That landed. “Makes sense.”

“Which brings us to Jack. One; he’s had cock, he liked it, and now he’s suppressing. Give him time, he’ll crack. But if you want to speed it up…” She leaned in. “Dominate him. Take ownership. Peg him and tell him it’s a real dick. Make him comfortable with what he wants. Hell, send him sissy hypno.”

“Sissy hypno?” I raised an eyebrow. “What the fuck is that?”

Anka rolled her eyes, pulled out her phone, opened Reddit, tapped into a subreddit, and slid it across. “Everything you need.”

I opened the first video, Hypnocypher. Pulsing audio, flashing cocks, overlaid text; You’re gay. You love cock. Dress like the girl you are. It was hypnotic, filthy, perfect. I hit subscribe on my own account. I’d deep-dive later.

“Two,” Anka continued, “your dad fucked him. That’s fucking gold. Work with your dad now. Get him to dress slutty around the house, flirt, touch him. He’s already teetering. Push.”

I chewed my lip. “He might actually go for it.”

“You’d have figured it out eventually. Point is, you need to take charge, Trixie. Earn the name.”

I’d never clocked how close Beatrix was to dominatrix. It felt like a sign. “How much do you charge an hour?”

“A hundred and fifty Euros. Why?”

“I’ll pay you to train me.”

She licked her lips, slow. “I train by doing. And you might not like it.”

I grinned, heat pooling low. “I can take a little pain. Especially from a hottie like you.”

She downed her drink in one, stood. “Drink up. Time to leave.”

I drained mine, paid for both, and followed her out. She took my hand as we walked, firm grip, public claim. I knew what it looked like; little man hires a domme for humiliation. But I stood taller. Proud. This gorgeous woman had chosen to walk out holding my hand.

I paid for two hours upfront. She didn’t argue.

Her dungeon was small, clean, serious; black walls, padded bench, hooks in the ceiling, a faint smell of leather and metal. She turned to me.

“Strip. Hands and knees.”

I obeyed, heart hammering. She changed boots, indoor ones, higher, meaner, picked up a slim black crop.

“Crawl to me.”

I started forward, swaying my hips, trying to be seductive.

She stomped over, crop cracking hard across my arse. “I said crawl, not fucking dance, you dozy bitch!” Another stinging hit. A sharp kick to my backside. “Move. Move. Move!”

“Yes, Mistress!” I gasped, scurrying forward properly.

The next hour was a blur of sensation. Rope binding wrists to ankles. Whips, light at first, then harder. TENS unit pads on my nipples, current pulsing until I whimpered. A needle through the skin of my thigh, quick, sharp, perfect. Then her hand inside me, slow at first, then deeper, stretching until I sobbed. Makeup ran in black rivers, mixing with the accidental piss I let slip when the pain peaked. Horrific. Disgusting. Utterly perfect.

By the end I was a red-and-white canvas, welts blooming, skin stinging, body trembling. She crouched in front of me.

“Now you’ve felt it. Do you understand it?”

“I think so.”

“Not everything I did applies to every sub. The question is, do you understand the difference between submissive and slave?”

I thought. “Not entirely.”

“A submissive sets limits, what he won’t do. A slave has none, except his Mistress’. So. What do you want Jack to be?”

I pictured him, kneeling, conflicted, still wanting it. I loved him. Wanted him happy. But the thought of him questioning me, holding back… it grated.

“A slave, Mistress.”

“Very good. But remember, BDSM is consent. The law is black and white. Most of what we do isn’t legal if someone changes their mind later. If a man begs me to blackmail and ruin him, signs a contract, I have to trust my gut. Nine times out of ten, I walk away. Sometimes… I know I can deliver.”

“What’s your view on my dad being involved?”

She grinned wide. “Wrong person to ask. I’m Belgian originally, incest is legal there between consenting adults. If everyone’s of age and can consent, everything’s fair game. You accept the risks.”

I blushed hard. “I wasn’t talking about me and my dad.”

“Why not?” She shrugged. “He’s bi. You want to cuckold your fiancé. Why not him?”

Heat throbbed between my legs. My brain recoiled. “Ew. No.”

Her hand shot between my thighs, fingers sliding inside without warning. “And yet she says yes. Get over yourself.”

I gasped, hips rocking forward despite myself. She was right. My body had already decided.

The fingers didn’t leave me, they just pulsed there, slow and insistent, her dark eyes boring into mine like she could unravel every secret I’d ever kept. The room smelled of leather and her perfume, something sharp and floral, like crushed roses mixed with smoke. She leaned in closer, her curls brushing my shoulder, gaze dropping to my lips. Then they attacked; a quick, teasing bite on my lower lip, followed by the firm pressure of her mouth, her tongue slipping in, warm and demanding.

“I don’t do this,” she said softly, pulling back just enough to breathe the words against my skin.

“But…”

“You intrigue me.” She purred it low, like a secret, standing up and taking my hand in hers, strong grip, nails painted deep crimson. She led me through a dim hallway, past flickering candles on wrought-iron holders, into her bedroom. It was all velvet and shadows; deep burgundy walls, a massive four-poster bed draped in black silk, the faint glow of city lights seeping through heavy curtains.

“I have a friend in the UK,” she said, turning to face me as she shut the door with a soft click. “You should look her up.”

“Oh? A domme?”

“Yes. Her name’s Reilly. Funnily enough, she discovered this lifestyle because of her late husband. He left her for a dominatrix called Iris, it shattered her world at first. Took her son stumbling onto the whole mess to finally break her out of her shell. She ended up becoming good friends with Iris, even stepped in and took over as a full-time dominatrix when Iris needed a break. Point is, though, she wound up dominating her own son. She’s open to all the kinky, taboo edges of this life. Could help you navigate the tougher parts, the ones that twist family and power. If you give me your contact details, I’ll pass them on to her.”

“Thanks, that would be great.”

“Now…” She purred again, climbing onto the bed with feline grace, her leather dress riding up to reveal the tops of her thigh-highs. She beckoned me closer, eyes gleaming. “Time for you to show me how you eat pussy.”

I grinned, heart pounding, heat rushing through me. “Yes, Mistress.”

When I got back to the hotel room, the neon from the Reeperbahn still flickering through the half-closed blinds, I kicked off my boots and flopped onto the bed. My skin still buzzed from Anka’s touch, the faint sting of welts under my clothes a reminder of everything we’d done. I grabbed my phone and texted Dad.

You still awake?

Twenty minutes later, long enough for me to peel off my dress and crawl under the covers in just knickers, the reply pinged.

Still playing. Up if you still are?

I hit FaceTime without thinking.

The screen lit up with Dad’s face, lipstick smeared, eyes glassy, pupils blown wide. He was on his knees, mouth full, cheeks hollowed around a thick cock. The wet sounds came through clear even before he pulled off with a slick pop.

“Jeez, Dad,” I laughed, half-shocked, half-delighted. “Couldn’t you give it a few minutes?”

He grinned, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “Then you definitely don’t want to see this.”

The camera tilted down. There was Dad, neon-green corset still on, stockings laddered now, hips snapping forward, buried deep in someone’s arse. The person underneath moaned, low and needy. Dad’s painted nails dug into their hips, leaving little crescent marks.

I should’ve looked away. Instead I said, “Hold on. Let me watch.”

More shuffling. The phone steadied, someone else holding it now, and suddenly I had a perfect top-down view; Dad sucking the cock of a tranny standing over the one he was fucking. The standing tranny’s hand was in Dad’s wig, guiding him, while Dad’s hips kept that steady, filthy rhythm.

My breath caught. I reached for the thick dildo on the nightstand, shoved my knickers aside, and slid it in, slow at first, then deeper, matching the pace on screen.

“Are you enjoying it?” A voice, Mary’s, came from behind the camera.

“Yeah,” I gasped, hips rolling.

“You have a pretty pussy. I’d like to fuck it.”

“Mary!” Dad pulled off the cock just long enough to protest, voice muffled and amused. “That’s my daughter.”

Mary laughed, throaty and unapologetic. “You can have first go then.”

I waited for Dad to snap, to shut it down. Instead he burst out laughing, high, giddy, and dove back onto the cock with renewed enthusiasm.

I came first, fast and hard, thighs shaking, but I didn’t stop. I kept watching, kept fucking myself with the toy, chasing the second wave while Dad’s mouth worked and his hips drove.

Mary unloaded with a groan. Dad didn’t swallow right away, he tilted his head back, showed the camera the thick white pool on his tongue, then, eyes locked on mine, swallowed slow and deliberate.

“So fucking hot,” I breathed.

“You like that, sweetie?” Dad asked, voice hoarse, pupils still huge.

I squinted at the screen. His eyes were wide, wild. “What are you on, Dad?”

“A little meth.”

I burst out laughing, sharp, delighted, filthy. “Fuck, that’s so fucking hot, Dad. I love it.”

“You can watch live when you get back.”

I licked my lips, heart hammering. No more dancing around it. “Can I join in?”

He paused. The camera wobbled slightly. “You want that?”

I swallowed. “I’m okay with that if you are.”

“You mean with Mary and Janet, right?”

I shrugged, even though he couldn’t see it properly. “I mean…”

Dad’s smile was slow, wicked. “Let’s talk when you’re back, babe. And when I’m not high.”

“Yeah. Course.” I took a breath. “Listen, I need you to do something for me.”

“Anything.”

“I need you to flirt with Jack. Dress up. Touch him. Push him over the edge.”

He let out a hysterical cackle, meth-high and gleeful, then nodded. “Of course. We’ll all be glad to.”

“I’m going to start sending him sissy hypnosis. And when I get home, I’m taking charge.”

Another laugh, softer this time. “Just like your mother.”

“She dominated you?”

“She got me started, yeah.” He paused, voice dropping. “By the way, Grace is dominant too. You might want to chat to her.”

“Good idea.” I grinned. “But by the way, if I take charge with Jack, then I see no reason I can’t take charge with you too. Clear, sissy?”

Dad’s head bowed on screen, instant submission. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. Now fuck that arse and cum in it.”

“Yes, Mistress!” He grinned, wide, unhinged, and the camera angle shifted again as he thrust harder.

I sat back against the headboard, toy still buried deep, and watched with pure, shameless glee. No guilt. No second thoughts. Just heat, and the certain knowledge that when I got home, everything was going to change.


Five

By the time I dragged my suitcase through the front door, the house smelled like Dad’s perfume, sweet vanilla and musk, and sex. Jack was in the living room, pacing in front of the TV like a caged animal, hair messy, cheeks flushed. He looked like he hadn’t slept in days.

“They’re doing it deliberately,” he snapped the second he saw me.

“I know.”

“Why?”

I dropped my bag, kicked the door shut behind me. “Because I told them to. I want them to fuck you.”

His face went from red to scarlet, rage and something darker, something hungry, warring across his features. I could smell it on him; the sharp, metallic edge of arousal under the anger. “Why the hell would you do that?”

I stepped closer, voice low. “Because I’m constantly horny, Jack. The books on Mum’s Kindle, the nights in Hamburg, Anka’s dungeon, everything. I’ve decided I don’t want a normal marriage with you. I want something different. Something real.”

He stared at me, chest rising and falling fast. “What?”

“You’ll be my bitch. My slave. You’ll give up your life for me, your job, your freedom, everything, and serve me forever.”

Silence stretched. His eyes went glassy, unfocused, then sharpened again. “Fuck off.”

“Pardon me?”

“I said fuck off. I’m done.”

I snorted, shaking my head slowly. “Fine. Then leave, Jack. We’re done.”

“We certainly are.” His voice cracked on the last word. He turned, grabbed the suitcase he’d already half-packed from the corner, and started throwing clothes in, jerseys, jeans, the usual. I watched, arms folded, a smirk tugging at my mouth. If he wanted to run, let him. He’d be back. They always came back.

He disappeared into the bathroom to splash water on his face or cry or whatever straight boys do when their world tilts. I didn’t waste the time. I slipped upstairs to Dad’s room, heart thumping, and opened the wardrobe. Rows of satin, lace, silk, pink, lavender, baby blue. I grabbed the sissiest pieces; a frilly pink babydoll nightie with matching knickers, a sheer babydoll set trimmed in white lace, a pair of sheer pink stockings still in their packet. Then I raided the drawer for the little brown bottle of poppers I’d stashed, the ones from Hamburg, still sealed, and tucked everything into the bottom of Jack’s suitcase, under his neatly folded boxers.

He came out of the bathroom, eyes red, sniffing hard. “I’ll be staying at the old flat,” he said, voice thick. “I hope you come to your senses.”

I stepped right into his space, close enough to feel the heat radiating off him. “Babe?”

He looked up, wary. “Yes?”

I slapped him, hard, open palm cracking across his cheek. The sound echoed in the quiet house.

“Eat my arse,” I said sweetly.

Then I turned on my heel, grabbed my coat, and walked out.

I had an appointment with a dominatrix.

The cab ride across town felt endless. My phone buzzed, Jack, probably, but I didn’t look. The welts from Anka still throbbed faintly under my clothes, a reminder that I wasn’t playing anymore. I was done pretending this was just a phase, done pretending Jack could stay vanilla and I could stay quiet. I wanted control. I wanted him broken and rebuilt. And if he walked out that door tonight, fine, he’d crawl back when the cage in his head clicked shut.

The dominatrix’s flat was in a quiet mews behind King’s Cross, black door, no bell, just a discreet brass knocker shaped like a coiled whip. I knocked twice.

The door opened.

Reilly stood there, fifty-something, jet-black hair in a severe chignon, leather corset over a sheer black blouse, eyes sharp and assessing. She looked me over for a long second, then stepped aside.

“Come in, Trixie,” she said, voice low and calm. “Anka said you’d be… interesting.”

I stepped over the threshold, the door clicking shut behind me like a promise.

“Can I get you a drink?” Reilly asked, her voice low and steady, carrying that quiet confidence that made the air feel thicker.

“I’m good, thanks.”

She nodded once and led me through the archway into the main studio. The room was larger than I’d expected, high ceilings, exposed brick walls painted matte black, soft red uplighting that cast long shadows across polished concrete. In the centre of the floor knelt two people.

One was a sissy maid, pink satin dress with white frills, petticoats flaring, wrists and ankles bound in matching pink leather cuffs. A thick ball gag stretched her painted lips, drool already shining on her chin. She kept her eyes down, breathing shallow, trembling just enough to make the little bell on her collar chime faintly.

Next to her knelt a plump, striking woman, curves spilling out of a black PVC neck corset that buckled high, covering her mouth like a muzzle. Her massive breasts hung heavy, nipples pierced with thick silver rings, each one linked by a thin chain that glinted when she breathed. Her entire body was a canvas of tattoos in stark black script; slut across her collarbones, whore in curling letters under each breast, cumslave down her soft belly, rapeslut stamped across the tops of her thighs. She didn’t move. Didn’t blink. Just knelt there, exposed and still, like a living statue.

Reilly didn’t acknowledge them. She simply said, “Get undressed.”

I didn’t hesitate. Coat off, dress unzipped and pooled at my feet, bra unhooked, knickers slid down. I folded everything neatly, habit from Anka, and dropped straight into nadu; knees wide, back straight, palms up on my thighs, head slightly bowed. The cool floor bit into my skin.

She stepped closer, heels clicking. Two silver nipple clamps appeared in her hand, simple alligator style, no fancy jewels. She pinched first one nipple, then the other, letting the bite sink in until I hissed softly. The chain between them swayed when I breathed.

“Now that’s better.” She circled me once, slow, appraising. “Tell me about your boyfriend.”

I did. Everything. The poppers, the lingerie drawer, Mum’s Kindle, Hamburg, Anka’s dungeon, the way I’d told Jack to go be a bi-slut on FaceTime, the suitcase full of pink sissy gear I’d hidden in his packing. The slap. The “eat my arse.” The way he’d stormed out anyway.

She listened without interrupting, one hand occasionally reaching down to tug the chain on my clamps, sharp little reminders to stay focused, or sliding two fingers into my cunt, slow and deliberate, curling just enough to make my hips twitch. Never breaking eye contact. Never stopping me from talking.

When I finished she withdrew her fingers, wiped them casually on my thigh, and nodded.

“You were right to send him away. He’ll be back, he’s already spiralling, he just doesn’t know it yet. But it’s time to start edging in the hypnosis. Give him a few days to stew in his own head. Then send your dad round. Have him ‘check on’ Jack, concerned parent routine. Let Dad see how wrecked he is. Call me after that. I’ll send in my daughter-in-law.”

“Your daughter-in-law?” I blinked. “Why?”

“Marie will seduce him. Get him into bed. Then humiliate him, slowly, thoroughly, in ways you can’t without breaking the illusion that you still care. She’ll push every button; make him beg, make him cry, make him come while she laughs. After that, he’ll be primed. The hypnosis will sink in deep. He’ll be desperate for structure, for someone to tell him what he is.”

I swallowed. The clamps bit harder as my chest rose. “And then?”

Reilly crouched in front of me, fingers under my chin, lifting my face so our eyes locked.

“That’s the question you need to answer, Trixie. What do you actually want after he’s broken? A full-time slave? A cuckold husband who watches you get fucked while he stays locked? A pretty little sissy maid who cooks, cleans, and spreads for anyone you point at him? Or something else entirely? You can have any of it. You’re young, gorgeous, and, judging by how wet you are right now, absolutely ruthless when you want to be.”

I hadn’t really thought past the control. Past making him kneel. Past him calling me Mistress without hesitation. But the moment she said it out loud, images flooded in; Jack in pink, caged, serving drinks at a party while I rode someone else on the sofa. Jack licking me clean after. Jack thanking me for letting him watch.

“I… I guess that’s something I need to think about.”

She stood, satisfied. “Take your time. But don’t take too long, he’ll fill the vacuum if you don’t.”

She walked over to a low cabinet, opened it, came back with a slim black collar, simple leather, no D-ring, just a small silver tag engraved with one word; property.

“Lift your hair.”

I did. She buckled it snug, not tight enough to choke, just enough to remind me it was there. The leather was warm from her hands.

“You’re a hot woman,” she said, stepping back to admire. “You could have any man you wanted. So why don’t you?”

“There’s a guy.” I thought of Cale, his cocky grin on FaceTime, the way he’d promised to ruin me for Jack. “He’s hot. But I think he’s too… vanilla.”

Reilly smiled, slow, knowing. “Still. Fuck him and see. You never know. Sometimes the straightest ones crack the hardest.”

She tugged the chain between my clamps once, hard, making me gasp.

“Now,” she said, “crawl to the bench. We’re going to practice how you’ll break him. And you’re going to thank me for every stripe.”

Reilly didn’t waste time on warm-ups. She clipped a thin silver chain to the D-ring on the front of my new collar, nothing fancy, just cold metal, and gave it a sharp tug that yanked me forward onto all fours.

“Crawl.”

I did. The concrete was smooth but unforgiving under my palms and knees. She led me to the centre of the room, right in front of the kneeling pair. Up close, the details were brutal; the sissy maid’s gag strap had rubbed red welts into her cheeks; the other woman’s PVC neck corset was so tight it creased the skin above and below, and her tattooed breasts rose and fell with shallow, panicked breaths. Both of them stared straight ahead, eyes glassy.

Reilly released the chain. “Stay.”

She walked to a tall cabinet, opened it, and returned with a thin black riding crop, short, stiff, no give, and a small metal case. She set the case down, opened it. Inside; a dozen stainless-steel tacks, each about an inch long, needle-sharp.

“First lesson,” she said, voice calm, almost clinical. “Pain isn’t about noise. It’s about precision. And control.”

She crouched in front of the tattooed woman, whose name, I later learned, was Claire. Claire’s eyes flicked to me for a split second, hopeful, desperate, then dropped again.

Reilly pinched Claire’s left nipple between thumb and forefinger, stretching it out until the skin whitened. Then, without hesitation, she pressed the point of a tack into the areola, just off-centre, and slowly pushed. Claire’s muffled scream vibrated through the muzzle. Her body jerked once, hard, but the cuffs and collar kept her in place. Reilly twisted the tack a quarter-turn, then released it. The steel glinted, half-buried. Blood beaded instantly, bright red against the black ink of cumslave.

Claire’s tears started immediately, silent, streaming. She didn’t beg. She couldn’t.

Reilly did the same to the right nipple. Same slow push. Same twist. Same choked sob.

I felt my stomach lurch. This wasn’t play. This was deliberate, surgical cruelty.

Reilly glanced at me. “You’re horrified.”

I nodded, barely.

“Good. You should be. Horror is the first step to understanding power. Now watch.”

She turned to the sissy maid, whose name was Liam, once a junior accountant, now permanently feminised. Reilly reached behind him, unzipped the back of the pink dress, and peeled it down to the waist. Underneath; real breasts. Not implants. Soft, natural C-cups, nipples already hard from fear or cold or both. The skin was pale except for faint stretch marks, evidence of hormones and time.

“They were married three years ago,” Reilly said matter-of-factly. “He was the breadwinner. She was a primary-school teacher. Normal life. Mortgage. Holidays in Cornwall. Then they came to me for ‘a bit of fun.’ Six months later he was begging for oestrogen. She was begging to be marked as property. Now they live here. I have parties, ten, twelve men at a time, fuck them for my amusement. I recreate any porn I want. They never say no.”

Claire sobbed harder, shoulders shaking. Liam stared at the floor, tears dripping onto the concrete.

“Do they want to leave?” I asked, voice small.

Reilly smiled thinly. “Yes.”

Claire’s head jerked up, eyes wide, pleading. For a heartbeat she looked like she might scream through the muzzle.

“But they can’t,” Reilly continued. “They have nowhere to go. No clothes, no money, no ID that matches who they are now. The door is unlocked. They could walk out tomorrow. Except…” She tapped the thick collars around both necks. “These are shock collars. GPS-enabled. If either crosses the threshold without my permission, they get a full-body spasm, enough to drop them in the street. I’d have to collect them, of course. But they know the drill.”

She knelt beside me, voice dropping to a whisper. “In truth, they have a stop word. They can use it any time. They choose not to.”

Reilly stood and raised her voice. “What is your stop word?”

“Pumpernickel,” they chorused, muffled through gag and muzzle, but clear enough.

“Do either of you wish to use it right now?”

Claire’s eyes met mine again, raw hope, then dropped. Liam shook his head once, slow, defeated.

Reilly turned back to me. “They never need to work a normal job again. They live for me. They service me. I feed them, clothe them, when I choose, love them in my way. They sleep at the foot of my bed. We watch movies together on Sundays. Are they allowed to speak without permission? Do they ever decide anything for themselves? No. But they’re happy. In time, your Jack will be too. When he’s ready, bring him here. I’ll break him. I’ll make him dumb, just like these two.”

I smiled, slow, uncertain, but real. “I promise.”

“Good.” She picked up the crop again. “Now, have you ever tried piss?”

Before I could answer she stepped over me, straddled my face, and let go.

Warm, sharp, acrid. It hit my cheeks, my open mouth, my closed eyes. I spluttered, coughed, but she didn’t move. When the stream finally eased, she ground herself against my face once, smearing it, then stepped back.

“Swallow what’s in your mouth.”

I did. Salty. Bitter. Humiliating.

She smiled. “Lesson two; degradation is currency. You’ll spend it wisely.”

Then she turned to Claire and Liam.

“Up.”

They rose, stiff, trembling. Reilly clipped their collars to ceiling chains, arms stretched overhead. She picked up a thin cane, rattan, whippy, and began.

First Claire. Light taps across the thighs, warming. Then harder. Claire keened behind the muzzle, body jerking. Reilly didn’t stop. A full stroke across the arse, red line blooming instantly. Claire screamed into the gag, tears streaming.

“Please…” Claire managed to force out around the muzzle, voice mangled. “Mercy, please…”

Reilly laughed, soft, almost kind. “Mercy is for people who haven’t earned pain yet.”

Another stroke, lower, across the backs of the thighs. Claire’s legs buckled; the chains caught her. She sobbed openly now, begging in broken syllables.

Reilly gave her three more, fast, vicious, then stopped. Claire hung there, shaking, snot and tears dripping.

Then Liam.

Reilly pulled the gag out. His mouth was wet, lips swollen.

“Please, Mistress,” he whispered immediately. “I’ll be good. Please, no more…”

Reilly tapped the cane under his chin. “You always say that.”

She started light, across his breasts, the sensitive skin around the nipples. He yelped. Then harder, across the stomach. He screamed. When he begged again, “Mercy, please, I can’t…” she struck twice more, faster, right across the nipples.

He broke. Full-body sobs, begging nonstop.

Reilly stepped back, breathing steady. “See? They beg. They always beg. And I give them more. Because the begging is part of it. The moment they stop begging, that’s when I know they’ve truly surrendered.”

She turned to me. “Stand.”

I did. Legs shaky.

She pressed two fingers under my jaw, tilting my head back. “Pain without marks, lesson three.”

She showed me pressure points; the soft dip behind the earlobe, pinch hard, instant headache. The meat of the thumb web, squeeze, sharp nerve pain that travels up the arm. The spot just below the solar plexus, firm press, breath-stealing ache without bruising.

Then deeper techniques; how to whisper threats that hurt more than any strike. How to make someone feel small without raising a hand. How to strip away ego until obedience feels like relief.

By the end I was soaked, sweat, piss, arousal. The clamps still bit. My knees ached. But my mind felt sharper, hungrier.

Reilly unclipped the chain from my collar.

“You’re ready to start,” she said. “But remember; breaking someone is easy. Keeping them broken and grateful, that’s the art.”

She glanced at Claire and Liam, still hanging, still crying softly.

“They’re grateful,” she said quietly. “Every day.”

I nodded.

“Good girl.”

She walked me to the door, handed me a small black card with her number embossed in silver.

“Call when he’s ready.”

I stepped out into the cold February night, the taste of her still on my tongue, the weight of new knowledge settling in my bones.

Jack didn’t stand a chance.


Six

Cale was a fantastic lay, cock like a bloody battering ram, stamina for days, but so utterly, mind-numbingly boring. We’d met at a bar near King's Cross, his hotel room overlooking the canal, all sleek modern lines and overpriced minibar. He’d greeted me with that same cocky grin from FaceTime, pulling me in for a kiss that tasted like gin and entitlement. Clothes came off fast, his hands rough, efficient, like he was ticking boxes. He fucked me against the window first, city lights blurring below, then on the bed, long and steady, hitting every spot but missing the spark. No edge. No fire. Just mechanical perfection that left me staring at the ceiling, thinking about Jack’s face when I’d slapped him.

After, tangled in sweat-damp sheets, I told him everything, in graphic, unfiltered detail. The poppers, Dad’s lingerie, the orgy I’d watched on FaceTime, the way I’d packed Jack’s suitcase with pink satin and told him to fuck off. Cale’s eyes widened, then narrowed. He shook his head slow, like he was recalculating his odds.

“Jesus, Bea,” he said, propping up on one elbow, abs flexing in the low light. “That’s… intense.”

I traced a finger down his chest, smirking. “Too much for you?”

He sat up fully, sheet pooling around his waist. “Look, I thought… I mean, I said I’d make you leave him for me. But this? Turning him into some kind of… slave? That’s fucked up.”

I laughed, cold, sharp. “You’re backing out already?”

“Not backing out. Just… realising. If I got with you, what’s to stop you doing the same to me? Making me your bitch, locking me up, whatever twisted shit you’re into now?”

He had a point. I saw it in his eyes, the flicker of fear under the bravado. He couldn’t handle me. Not the real me. The one who’d slapped her fiancé and walked out, the one who’d begged her own dad to fuck her on camera. I was my mother’s daughter, kinky, unapologetic, hungry for control. Cale was vanilla wrapped in muscle. He’d break too easy, or worse, bore me to death.

I didn’t spend the night. Kissed him goodbye, perfunctory, no heat, grabbed my coat, and slipped out into the cold February rain. Tube home, rattling through the dark tunnels, my reflection in the window smeared and ghostly. I pulled out my phone and called Grace.

She picked up on the second ring, voice sleepy but alert. “Bea? Everything alright?”

“Yeah. No. I don’t know.” I leaned my head against the cool glass, watching stations blur past. “Just got done with Cale. Again.”

She snorted. “Ew. That douchey douchebag? Why him?”

“Huge cock.”

“Yeah, he was hung like a horse. So how was it?”

“Meh. Sex was good, long, hard, all that, but too vanilla. No spark. No kink.”

Grace chuckled, low and knowing. “Story of my life. So, what about Jack? You sort that mess yet?”

I sighed, recounting the slap, the suitcase, the way he’d stormed out. “He’s at the old flat. Pissed. But Dad’s been prancing around in lingerie, flirting like I asked. The girls too. He’s a wreck.”

“Good. Remember Donovan?”

“Skinny black kid from uni? The one with the dodgy haircut?”

“That’s him. I tried to sissify him once. Started with his panty fetish, turned me on, so I bought him bras, stockings, the works. He panicked, bolted like a rabbit.”

“Okay?”

“Yeah, well, he crawled back a year later. Crying that I was right, that he needed a strong Mistress to sissify him properly. But I was with someone else by then. Told him he’d had his chance and to fuck off.”

I smiled into the dark. “Nice. So you’re saying Jack’ll come back?”

“Easy. The guy’s a pussy, he’ll be begging at your door soon enough. Gotta say, sis, didn’t think you had this in you. But good for you. Own it.”

“Just wish men weren’t such cunts. I fucked Cale again tonight, but… meh. I want someone like Dad. Someone who isn’t afraid to fuck and go wild. I don’t want Jack for that.”

She giggled, bright, wicked. “Small cock?”

“Small cock.”

“Yeah, story of my life.” A pause, then; “So, fuck Dad for a bit.”

I blinked. “I keep hearing that.”

“Just don’t fuckin’ get pregnant. But who gives a shit? Enjoy your life.”

“Good point.”

We chatted a bit longer, her latest sub, some drama at work, then hung up. The tube spat me out at my stop, rain slicking the pavement. I walked the last few blocks home, heels clicking, mind spinning. Hoped, half-hoped, to find Jack on the doorstep, crying, begging. No such luck. He’d called earlier, texts lighting up my phone, but I’d ignored them. Fuck him. I’d deal with him later.

By the time the cab dropped me home, the rain had turned to sleet, sharp little needles stinging my cheeks as I fumbled with the keys. The house lights glowed warm through the curtains, but I paused on the doorstep, half-hoping, half-dreading to see Jack huddled there, soaked and sorry. No luck. He was gone, probably already at the old flat, unpacking that suitcase full of surprises I'd planted. Fine. Let him stew. I'd planted seeds; they'd sprout soon enough.

Inside, the air hit me like a wall; thick with sweat, lube, and that chemical poppers tang, undercut by the floral haze of tranny perfumes, jasmine and vanilla cloying sweet. Music pulsed low, some throbbing electronic beat, from the living room, mixed with moans and the rhythmic slap of skin. I kicked off my heels, poured a whiskey, neat, double, and padded in to watch.

Full-blown orgy. Dad in the centre, purple satin crotchless bodysuit stretched tight over his body, sweat-glistening skin peeking through the lace. He had Janet bent over the arm of the sofa, her red wig askew, face buried in the cushions as he thrust deep, slow, deliberate rolls of his hips that made her whimper with each bottom-out. Mary rode Lola's face on the rug nearby, grinding down with a feral grin, while Amanda knelt behind, tongue buried in Mary's arse, hands spreading her wide.

Two new faces; Amanda, tall, Amazonian, red lace teddy clinging to her curves, fishnets torn at the knees from rough play; Lola, petite and plush, black satin panties shoved aside, sheer babydoll ripped open to expose soft tits. The room reeked; musky cum drying on skin and fabric, the faint rubbery bite of condoms scattered like confetti, sweat-soaked air heavy enough to taste.

Dad spotted me mid-thrust, grinned wide, eyes still saucer-wide from the meth. "Hey, sweetheart. Home early? Join the fun?"

I sipped my whiskey, letting the burn steady the buzz from Reilly's session. The marks on my body throbbed faintly under my clothes, welts from the cane, bruises from the clamps, the faint ache where she'd fisted me deep. I sat in the armchair across from them, legs crossed, watching like it was a show. Dad's hips snapped forward, Janet's arse jiggling, her moans muffled. He winked at me, playful, like we were sharing a filthy secret. Mary came with a shudder, grinding harder on Lola's tongue; Amanda slapped her arse, laughing low.

Drink done, glass clinking empty on the side table, I stood. Undressed, slow, deliberate, coat shrugged off, dress unzipped and pooled at my feet, bra unhooked, knickers slid down. The group's eyes flicked to me; Dad pausing mid-thrust, Mary licking her lips, Janet craning her neck. My body was a canvas, red welts crisscrossing thighs and arse from Reilly's cane, purple bruises blooming where the clamps had bitten, faint rope burns circling wrists and ankles. The air felt cooler on my marked skin, raising goosebumps.

I grabbed the open poppers bottle from the coffee table, brown glass warm from hands, and huffed deep; one nostril, then the other. Heat crashed in, face flushing crimson, pulse thundering in my ears, cunt clenching empty and desperate.

I walked to Dad. He pulled out of Janet with a slick, obscene pop, her whine of loss hanging in the air, cock shining wet. I grabbed his face, fingers digging into his cheeks, and kissed him. Hard. Lips crashing, tongues tangling, tasting cum and whiskey from earlier cocks, the chemical bite of meth on his breath. His hands roamed my body, tracing Reilly's welts like braille, thumbs circling bruised nipples until I hissed into his mouth.

I broke away, guided his head to my left nipple. "Suck."

He latched on, eager, mouth hot and greedy, teeth grazing the clamp-scarred skin. I snaked a hand down his back, found his arse, pushed two fingers in, dry, rough. He groaned around my nipple, hips bucking involuntary, cock twitching against my thigh.

Hands touched me then, strangers in the haze. Mary from behind, nails raking my spine, dipping between my cheeks to circle my arse. Janet crawling closer, lips brushing my inner thigh, hot breath on my skin. Amanda's fingers tangled in my hair, pulling my head back to expose my neck, teeth sinking in just shy of breaking skin. Lola's cock pressed insistent against my hip, pre-cum smearing sticky.

I let it happen. No resistance. Someone, Mary?, pulled me down onto the rug, soft pile rough against my welts. A mouth latched onto my right breast, sucking hard, teeth pulling until I arched. Fingers, thick, calloused, Janet's?, pushed into my soaked cunt; three at once, no prep, stretching me wide. I gasped, hips rolling up to meet them. Another cock nudged my lips, Lola's, salty and musky; I opened, took it deep, throat relaxing around the girth as she fucked my face slow.

Behind me, pressure at my arse, slick now, someone spat or lubed, and penetration; Amanda's strap-on? No, warm, real, veined. Mary's voice in my ear; "Take it, you filthy bitch." The stretch burned, delicious fire, as it sank balls-deep, bottoming out with a grunt.

Moans filled the room, mine raw, overlapping theirs. Air thick, suffocating; sweat-slick skin slapping wet, the sharp ozone of fresh cum, floral perfumes cloying under the primal musk of pussy and arse. I was used, pinned like a butterfly, holes filled relentless. Fingers pinched my nipples, fresh agony blooming hot over Reilly's marks. Someone slapped my arse, hard, reigniting welts into fire. "Take it, slut," Mary hissed again, and I did; pushing back onto the cock in my arse, gagging deeper on Lola's, cunt clenching around Janet's thrusting fingers.

But my pussy, I kept that sacred. Hands groped, fingers teased the lips, Mary's, slick with my own juices, but I slapped them away, growling around Lola's cock; "Not yet."

Dad knew. He pulled out of Janet, her desperate whine lost in the noise, grabbed a wet wipe from the table, cleaned himself quick and clinical. Then he was there, between my spread thighs. The others shifted, making space, holding me open; Mary's nails digging into my thighs, Janet's grip on my ankles bruising, Amanda's weight pinning my arms.

He hovered, cock hard, veined, glistening with Janet's juices. Eyes locked on mine, still wide from the meth, but burning now. "You sure about this? There's no going back after."

I grinned up, feral, teeth bared. "Fuck me, Daddy."

He didn't hesitate. One thrust, deep, filling, no mercy, and I screamed; half-pain from the sudden stretch, half-ecstasy from the heat, the taboo pulse of it. Thicker than any toy, warmer, alive, throbbing inside me, hips grinding flush. He held there, letting me feel it; the forbidden weight of my own father's cock buried in my cunt.

"God, you're tight," he groaned, voice gravel-rough. "Just like your mum used to be."

The words twisted deep, dark, incestuous promise. No pretending. This was blood, family, wrong on every level. I clenched around him, moaning loud. "Harder, Daddy. Fuck your little girl like you fucked Mum."

He did. Pulled back, slow, dragging every inch, then slammed home. Again. Faster. Rhythm building; wet slaps echoing, my tits bouncing heavy with each brutal drive. The others swarmed back in, Mary's fingers on my clit, circling vicious-fast; Janet sucking my toes, tongue hot and swirling; Lola's cock back in my mouth, fucking my throat in sync with Dad's thrusts; Amanda behind Dad, fingers in his arse, urging him deeper.

Feelings crashed; fullness in my cunt like I'd split, raw stretch in my throat gagging me breathless, burn in my arse from earlier cocks lingering. Smells overwhelmed; Dad's sweat, salty, masculine, familiar from childhood hugs twisted now; the floral cloy of tranny perfumes mixing with the sharp, metallic tang of cum; faint copper from a split lip (mine, from Lola's rough thrusts); the earthy musk of arse and pussy blending into something animal, primal.

I was used, ragdolled between them, body a vessel; Dad's cock owning my cunt, Lola's choking my throat, Mary's nails raking my thighs as she fingered herself watching. Dark promises whispered; Mary leaning in, breath hot on my ear, "We'll make you our family whore, baby. Daddy's cock every night, breeding you full." Janet murmuring around my toes, "Cum for your dad, slut. Show him how much you love being his little fucktoy." Dad himself, grunting between savage thrusts; "This pussy's mine now, sweetheart. Gonna breed you like I bred your mum and Grace. Make you swell with my kid, keep you barefoot and fucked in the kitchen."

The words, filthy, forbidden, twisted something primal. Incest. Breeding. No escape. I came, hard, shattering, screaming muffled around Lola's cock, body convulsing, cunt clamping Dad like a vice. He didn't stop, fucked me through it, prolonging the waves until I sobbed, oversensitive, begging broken; "More, Daddy, please, fuck me harder, ruin me, "

He flipped me, face down, arse up, re-entered from behind with a growl. The others piled on; Mary sliding under, tongue lashing my clit relentless; Amanda straddling my back, grinding her cock against my spine, leaking pre-cum sticky; Lola and Janet taking turns in my mouth, cocks alternating, one after the other, throats fucked raw. Dad's hands gripped my hips, bruising vice, thrusting savage, balls slapping my clit wet and loud.

"Gonna fill you up," he snarled, pace erratic now. "Make you mine forever. No going back, baby girl. You'll beg for Daddy's cock every day, spread for me, for the girls, for anyone I say. My little incest slut."

"Yes, yes, cum in me, Daddy, breed your daughter, "

He roared, buried to the hilt, and flooded me; hot, thick pulses jetting deep, endless, spilling out around his cock. I came again, triggered by the feel, the wrongness, the dark flood of family seed claiming me.

We didn't stop. The night blurred; cocks rotating endless, Dad taking me again on the sofa, legs over his shoulders, whispering darker; "We'll train Jack together, baby. Make him watch Daddy fuck his wife. Then make him clean you up, tongue deep in your bred cunt." Mary fisted me slow, knuckles stretching, pain blooming sweet, while Dad sucked my toes, promising; "You'll carry my baby, sweetheart. Swell up big, tits leaking, belly round, and I'll fuck you through it all." Janet rode my face, grinding wet while Lola fucked my arse raw, smells intensifying; fresh cum mixing with drying sweat, the faint iron of blood from split skin, poppers huffed until my head spun dizzy.

Used like meat; bent, folded, filled, holes leaking, body bruised, welts reopened and stinging. Dark promises layered; "You'll be our breeding bitch," Mary hissed, fingers in my hair. "Daddy's cum in you every week, until you're knocked up." Janet; "We'll chain you to the bed, slut. Let the neighbours watch Daddy claim his girl." Dad, thrusting endless; "No condoms. No pills. You'll beg for my seed, carry my grandkid, my little incest legacy."

By dawn, bodies tangled on the rug, slick and spent, Dad pulled me close, kissed my forehead soft. "Love you, baby girl."

"Love you too, Daddy."

No regrets. Just the dark, delicious certainty; this was only the beginning. Jack would crawl back, broken, needy. And when he did, I'd be ready.

But first, sleep. In my daddy's arms, cum leaking slow between my thighs.

I woke to the slick, rhythmic slap of skin on skin, someone already inside me, deep and relentless. My eyes fluttered open to dim lamplight and the haze of bodies. Amanda, tall, statuesque, red lace teddy half-torn, had me pinned on my back, legs hooked over her shoulders, cock buried to the hilt in my cunt. Each thrust dragged a wet, obscene sound from me, my body still loose and slick from earlier rounds.

Across the room, Dad knelt on the rug, sleeves rolled up, tying off his arm with a length of rubber tubing. A syringe glinted in his hand, clear liquid beading at the tip. He flicked the needle, tapped the vein in the crook of his elbow.

“What is it?” I rasped, voice hoarse from screaming.

Amanda didn’t stop fucking me, slow, grinding rolls of her hips that made my clit throb against her pelvis. “Meth,” she said casually, like she was naming a cocktail. “It’s called slamming.”

My cunt clenched hard around her cock. “Oh, Daddy… give me some.”

Dad shook his head, eyes still glassy but focused. “No, honey. It’s not, ”

“Fucking do it, Daddy!” I snapped, voice cracking with need. “I’m your Mistress now!”

He froze for half a second, then bowed his head. “Yes, Mistress.”

I watched him prepare the second syringe; same ritual, cotton filter, liquid drawn up, air bubbles tapped out. Amanda slowed her thrusts, holding deep, letting me feel every inch while Dad knelt beside me. He tied the tubing around my upper arm, tight, biting, slapped the vein until it rose fat and blue. The needle pricked, sharp sting, then the plunger depressed.

Instantly the rush hit; hotter than poppers, deeper, endless. Heat exploded behind my eyes, raced down my spine, pooled molten in my cunt. My heart slammed against my ribs like it wanted out. Every nerve lit up, skin electric, clit throbbing so hard it hurt. I screamed, raw, animal, hips bucking up to meet Amanda’s next thrust.

“More, fuck, more cock, fill me, use me, piss on me!”

The group descended.

Round two blurred into three, four, time dissolved in sweat and cum and meth-fuelled frenzy. They passed me like a joint; Amanda pulling out only for Janet to slam in, thick, veined, stretching me wider, while Lola straddled my face, grinding her arse against my mouth. I tongued her hole, tasting lube and earlier loads, moaning into her as Mary knelt over my chest, pissing hot and sharp across my tits. The stream hit my clamped nipples, burning sting that made me arch and sob with pleasure.

Dad watched for a moment, cock hard again, glistening, then knelt between my spread thighs. Janet moved aside, leaving me gaping, leaking. He slid in slow, inch by inch, until he bottomed out, pubic bone grinding my clit.

I wrapped my legs around him, nails digging into his back. “Fuck me, Daddy, breed your little girl…”

He groaned, hips snapping forward. “You’re on birth control, right?”

“Yeah.” I bit my lip, eyes locked on his. “But what if I wasn’t?”

“Oh, honey…” His voice cracked, half moan, half prayer. Thrusts grew erratic, deeper, chasing the high.

“Make your little girl pregnant, Daddy. Your daughter. Come on, do it! I can come off the pill, tell me to do it!”

He leaned down, forehead pressed to mine, breath ragged. “Do it, baby. Do it.”

“Yes, Daddy, yes!” It was roleplay, filthy, fucked-up fantasy, but the meth made it feel real, urgent, inevitable. My cunt clenched around him like it wanted to milk every drop. “Fill me, breed me, put your baby in me, make me swell with your kid…”

He roared, body locking, cock pulsing deep inside, flooding me with thick, hot spurts. I came again, shattering, screaming, walls fluttering around him, pulling him deeper. Cum leaked out around his shaft, slick and sticky, dripping down my arse.

He didn’t pull out. Stayed buried, grinding slow, letting me feel the aftershocks. The others kept going, Mary straddling my face now, grinding her soaked cunt against my tongue; Janet and Lola taking turns fucking my arse with strap-ons; Amanda pissing again, this time across my belly, warm stream pooling in my navel.

Dad kissed me, slow, deep, tasting of meth and cum and something darker. “You’re mine now, baby girl. Forever.”

I moaned into his mouth. “Yours, Daddy. Always.”

The night stretched, endless, mindless. They used every hole; double penetration, Dad in my cunt, Amanda in my arse, until I sobbed from overstimulation; triple, Lola in my mouth, Janet fisting my cunt slow while Mary rode my face. Piss rained, hot streams across my tits, my back, my hair. Cum coated me inside and out, dripping from my cunt, my arse, my chin. Smells overwhelmed; sharp piss, thick cum, sweat-soaked satin, the chemical bite of meth lingering in every breath.

By dawn, bodies collapsed in a tangle on the rug, I lay between Dad’s legs, head on his thigh, his softening cock against my cheek. Cum dried sticky on my skin, welts throbbing, holes aching, but the meth still hummed low, keeping me floating.

He stroked my hair, gentle now. “Love you, baby girl.”

“Love you too, Daddy.”

No regrets. Just the dark, delicious certainty; this was who I was now. And Jack, poor, vanilla Jack, had no idea what was coming for him.
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Jack’s head swam, throbbed like a bass drum in a too-small room. The half-empty vodka bottle on the nightstand gleamed under the cheap lamp, label peeling from condensation, next to the little brown poppers bottle he’d fished out of his suitcase earlier. The flat smelled stale, old takeaway boxes in the bin, unwashed sheets from the previous tenant, and Jack’s skin felt clammy, sticky from sweat and regret. He’d called me twice, voicemails left in a slurred, angry haze, ranting about the “sick shit” I’d hidden in his luggage. No answer. Of course. I’d planned it that way.

He’d unpacked in a fury, flinging clothes onto the bed, only to freeze when his fingers brushed silk. Pink. Satin. The nightie, frilly, sheer, with lace trim that screamed sissy, had tumbled out like an accusation. “What the fuck?” he’d muttered, holding it up, the fabric cool and slippery against his palms. He’d meant to throw it away. Burn it. Something. But the vodka had kicked in, warm and blurring the edges, and the flat felt so empty, echoing with the ghost of our fights, the slap still stinging his cheek in memory.

Why the fuck not? he’d thought, alone in the dim light. She wants to play games? Fine. He’d stripped, jeans kicked off, boxers following, and slipped the nightie over his head. The satin whispered against his skin, cool at first, then warming, hugging his body in ways that felt wrong and electric. His cock twitched, traitor, and he’d collapsed onto the bed, hand wrapping around himself, stroking slow at first, then frantic. The fabric bunched, rubbed against his thighs, his chest, filthy, forbidden friction that pushed him over the edge faster than he’d expected. Cum splattered the pink satin; he’d passed out sticky and spent.

Now, hours later, middle of the night, flat silent except for the hum of the fridge, he lay there in the soiled nightie, staring at the ceiling cracks. The phone pinged. A message from me.

No words. Just a link; Hypnotube.com. Video titled Gay Sissy Fuck Toy – Poppers Edit.

“What the fuck?” he gasped, thumb hovering. Curiosity, vodka-fuelled, poppers-curious, won. He clicked.

The video loaded; swirling colours, flashing text, a seductive woman's voice purring over ambient beats. Images flickered; cocks, hard, veined, intercut with trannies in lingerie, bent over, taking it deep. Confusion hit first, what the hell is this?, but something pulled him in. The woman’s voice; low, hypnotic, promising secrets.

He rewound to the start. Propped the phone against the vodka bottle. Grabbed earphones from the drawer, cheap, tangled, jammed them in. The poppers bottle felt warm in his hand; he unscrewed the cap, heart hammering.

The video played again. And this time, he followed.

A soft, sultry female voice, slow and rhythmic, with echoing reverb over pulsing electronic music. Pauses for emphasis, building tension. Screen flashes; pink text overlays on images of lingerie, cocks, sissies being fucked.

"Relax, sweetie. Take a deep breath. That's it. In... and out. Feel the tension melting away. You're safe here. Safe to explore. Safe to become who you really are.

“Now, pick up your poppers. Unscrew the cap. Hold it under your left nostril. Close the right one. Pause; 5 seconds. Huff now, deep, slow. Inhale the rush. Feel it flood your veins. Pause; 10 seconds for huff. Good boy. Now the right nostril. Close the left. Huff again, deeper this time. Let it burn. Let it open you up. Pause; 10 seconds

“Feel that warmth spreading? Your face flushing, heart racing. That's the beginning. The door cracking open to your true self. You've always known, haven't you? Deep down. That itch you can't scratch. The way panties feel against your skin, soft, forbidden. Start there, pet. Slip into a pair. Feel the lace hug your worthless little clit. On screen, a close-up of pink panties sliding up smooth legs. Doesn't it feel right? Natural? Like you've been waiting your whole life.

“Huff again, both nostrils this time. Deep. Hold it. Pause; 15 seconds. Exhale slow. Good. Now paint your nails. Pretty pink. Watch them dry, shiny and slutty. Feel yourself changing. Softening. Every brush stroke erasing the man you pretend to be.

“You're spiralling now, aren't you? Deeper. Dress up like the slut you are. Stockings first, roll them up your legs, feel the nylon cling. Garters next. Clip them tight. Now the bra, stuff it full, make those tits bounce. Heels, strappy, high. Stumble at first, but you'll learn. Minidress, short, tight, riding up to show your pantied ass. Makeup; lipstick red as sin, eyes smoky and desperate.

“Huff harder, left, then right. Deeper than before. Pause; 20 seconds Feel the rush? The need? Download Grindr now, sissy. Set up your profile; Gay sissy fuck toy seeks dominant Daddy. Post pics, in your dress, on your knees, mouth open. Beg for messages. Beg for meets.

“Meet him. Your first Daddy. Kneel at his door. Suck his cock like it's your purpose, deepthroat, gag, drool. Let him call you names; slut, whore, cumdump. Bend over, present your hole. Feel him enter, stretch you, own you. Cum inside. Mark you as his.

“But it's not enough. You need more. Out yourself. Tell your friends; I'm a gay sissy now. Post online, in lingerie, plugged, leaking. Family too. Watch their shock. Their disgust. It turns you on, doesn't it? Being exposed. Ruined.

“Huff now, both nostrils, hold longer. Pause; 25 seconds. Deeper into the spiral. You're not a man anymore. You're a gay sissy cumdump fuck toy. Live for cock, in your mouth, your ass, every hole stuffed. Beg for loads. Swallow. Get bred. Gangbangs, gloryholes, take them all. Dress like a whore every day. Nails painted, makeup on, heels clicking. Out and proud; I'm a sissy faggot who lives for cum.

“No turning back. This is you. Repeat after me; I'm a gay sissy fuck toy. Pause; echo repeats phrase 3x. I crave cock. I need to be used. Huff again, seal it in. Pause; 30 seconds. Good girl. Cum now, if you can. But remember; this is forever. You're mine. You're theirs. A hole for the taking.

“Fade out, sissy. But come back soon. Deeper next time."

Video loops back or ends with flashing text; REPLAY AND OBEY.

Jack stared at the screen, breath ragged, cock straining against the satin nightie, poppers bottle still clutched in his hand. The woman's voice echoed in his ears, seductive promises burrowing deep. He hit replay. Huff. Watch. Spiral.


Seven

I rang the doorbell and waited, shifting my weight from one heel to the other. Sure, I had a key, still had the spare on my keyring, but right now, this wasn’t our flat anymore. It was his, and I wasn’t here to storm in and claim territory. I was here to plant more seeds. If he got angrier, fine. Anger was fuel, it would burn him up faster.

Ten days had passed since he’d stormed out, face red from the slap and the humiliation, suitcase banging against the doorframe as he left. Ten days in which everything at home had shifted into something darker, freer, filthier. I’d stopped pretending to be the same Trixie who once wore sensible blazers to work. At home now, I dressed like the Mistress-slut hybrid I’d become; black leather corsets laced tight enough to bruise, sheer stockings with seams running up the back, PVC skirts that barely covered my arse, nipple piercings glinting under low lights. I was Dad’s fucktoy most nights, never saying no when he or Mary or Janet or whoever else wandered in wanted a hole to fill. I’d wake up sticky, leaking, marked, and crawl to the kitchen in a cum-stained nightie to make coffee while Dad fucked me over the counter, asking if I’d come off the pill yet. I’d giggle, bite my lip, and say not yet, but the truth was, I was already counting days in my head, wondering how long I could hold out before the temptation won.

The incest part had taken some getting used to. That first night, Dad’s cock stretching me open while the others watched, whispered, touched, had felt like crossing a line I couldn’t uncross. There were quiet moments after, lying in the dark with his arm around me, when doubt crept in; What the fuck am I doing? This is my father. But then I’d remember the way he’d groaned baby girl as he came inside me, the way my body had clenched and milked him like it recognised him on some primal level, and the doubt would dissolve into heat. It was my body. My life. Who gave a fuck if it was wrong? The sex was too good, raw, endless, filthy, and I was drowning in it willingly.

The door opened.

Jack stood there in joggers and a faded hoodie, hair a mess, eyes red-rimmed like he hadn’t slept properly in days. The hope flared bright when he saw me, then dimmed when he took in my outfit; shiny black leatherette leggings that clung like a second skin, a black PVC lace-up crop-top that barely contained my tits, the new navel piercing glinting under the hallway light, hair tousled and dark lipstick still perfect.

“Trixie…” His voice cracked. “Wow. Erm… come in.”

I stepped past him, brushing close enough that my perfume, something sharp and expensive, would linger on his clothes. “I came to check on you,” I said softly. “Make sure you’re okay.”

He closed the door behind me, swallowing hard. “I… I miss you.”

I shrugged, casual, like it didn’t matter. “You know where I live.”

I carried my little black sports bag into the living room, small, cluttered, the same flat we’d once shared before moving in with Dad. It smelled of stale coffee and unwashed laundry. Jack hovered behind me, hands in his pockets.

“What have you been up to?” I asked, setting the bag down.

“Nothing much. Went out with Rob the other night.”

“How is he?”

“Same old. I didn’t tell him we’d broken up.”

The sentence hung there, a test, a plea. I didn’t bite. “Yeah, well, he’s your best friend. You should talk about these things.”

His eyes dropped to the floor. “Yeah. I suppose.” A beat. “How are you doing?”

I smirked, slow and deliberate. “Oh, great.” I sighed, content, letting the word stretch. “Really great.”

Another glum look. He scanned me head to toe, lingering on the piercings, the leather, the way the crop-top pushed my tits up and out. “That’s new.”

“Yes. Got my nipples done too.” I pulled the top aside just enough to flash one pierced nipple, silver barbell glinting, still slightly swollen. His mouth dropped open, then snapped shut. He swallowed audibly.

“Tha… that’s nice.” He turned toward the kitchen like it was a lifeline. “Can I make you a cuppa?”

“Sure. Can I use your bathroom?”

“It’s… it’s your apartment too.”

“No, it’s not right now, is it?”

“I suppose not.” His shoulders slumped, defeat written in every line of his body.

As he shuffled to the kitchen, I caught it, a flash of pink at the hem of his jeans when he bent to grab the kettle. The knickers. The pink satin ones I’d buried in his suitcase. My pulse jumped. The plan was working. Time to push harder.

I picked up my bag and headed to the bathroom, detouring first into the bedroom. The door clicked shut behind me. I opened his underwear drawer, plain boxers, boring socks, and dumped the contents of my bag inside; more pink satin panties (lace-trimmed, crotchless, thong-style), matching bras with padded cups, sheer stockings, suspenders, a couple of nighties (one baby-doll with ruffles, one sheer black babydoll), a satin corset, and the chastity cage, small, pink, with the ever-last clip and a tiny padlock. I tucked the Hamburg dildo and jar of Fist lube in the back, under a pile of panties. Then I closed the drawer, heart pounding, and slipped into the bathroom.

When I returned, he was just adding milk to the mug. He handed it to me, hands shaking slightly.

I thanked him, took a sip, eyes locked on his. “You look great,” he mumbled.

“I know.” I set the mug down, voice soft. “If you like, you can kiss my feet.”

He froze mid-sip, tea trembling in the mug. His eyes darted anywhere but me, then down to my feet; black patent heels, toenails painted deep crimson. I sat on one of the breakfast-bar stools, crossed my legs slowly, letting one foot dangle. The heel swung like a pendulum.

He placed the cup down with a clink. Walked over. Dropped to his knees, slow, like gravity had won. His lips brushed the top of my foot, tentative, reverent. I let him linger, then pulled back slightly and pushed my foot against his mouth.

“Suck on it.”

He opened, warm, wet mouth closing around my big toe. Tongue swirling, hesitant at first, then eager. I moved my foot gently, in and out, fucking his mouth with it.

“That’s it,” I murmured. “So pretty. So soft. So beautiful sucking on Mistress’ foot.”

He moaned, low, broken, eyes fluttering shut. His hand drifted to his crotch, then froze. He remembered what he had on underneath.

“It’s okay,” I said gently. “Take it out. You can wank.”

His hands paused, trembling, then moved. Belt unbuckled, jeans shoved down, boxers following. Pink satin panties spilled out, cock tenting the front, a wet spot already darkening the fabric. His eyes flicked to mine, waiting for disgust, rejection.

I smiled. Gave a small, proud nod.

He visibly relaxed. Pulled the panties down just enough to free himself, small cock springing up, already leaking. He began stroking, slow, desperate.

“It’s so small, isn’t it?” I said softly.

He nodded, eyes fixed on my foot still in his mouth.

“Tell me. Do you have a big cock?”

“No…”

“No?”

“No, Mistress.”

“You have a little cock, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And I deserve big cocks, don’t I?”

“Yes, Mistress.” He panted.

“So I deserve to sleep with whoever I want, don’t I?”

“Y-yes, Mistress.”

“Even if we were still together.”

His eyes snapped to mine, wide, pleading. “Oh yes, Mistress!”

He rubbed harder, frantic now, then came hard, spurting across his hand, stomach, the pink satin bunched around his thighs. I slid off the stool, grabbed his wrist, eyes locked on his. Pulled his cum-covered hand to my mouth. Licked it clean, slow, deliberate, holding the load on my tongue. Then I kissed him, deep, force-feeding him his own mess.

He moaned into my mouth, broken and needy.

I pulled back, wiped my lips with the back of my hand.

“One day you’ll realise your mistake,” I said quietly. “You’ll come back to me. Just don’t wait too long, because it’ll be too late.”

I grabbed my bag, turned, and walked to the door. Paused with my hand on the handle.

“I’ll come check on you again next week. Try to behave.”

“Yes… Mistress,” he mumbled, still panting, kneeling there in his pink panties and cum-streaked stomach, face a mask of confusion, shame, and dawning hunger.

I smiled to myself as the door clicked shut behind me.

The seeds were sprouting, and soon, I’d water them with something much darker.
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With the panties stained by droplets of cum, sticky, cooling against his skin, Jack reasoned he should get changed. The t-shirt clung to him now, heavy with sweat and shame. He peeled it off slowly, pushing the panties to the floor, avoiding the mirror across the room, but his reflection caught him anyway; pale chest, small cock softening, the pink fabric pooling at his feet like a discarded skin. The flat felt smaller, walls pressing in, echoing with the ghost of the hypnosis video's whispers, the woman's voice still looping faint in his head.

He padded to the dresser, yanked open the underwear drawer. Expecting his usual boxers, faded greys and blacks, he froze. Pink. Lace. Satin. The drawer was stuffed; panties in every shade of blush and bubblegum, bras with padded cups and frilly straps, sheer stockings rolled neat, suspenders dangling like invitations, more nighties folded soft. And deeper; the huge dildo, veined silicone, thick as his wrist, the jar of Fist lube, a fresh bottle of poppers, and the chastity cage, pink plastic, small and curved, with those ominous permaclips glinting beside it.

His stomach twisted. A little part of him, the stubborn, angry part, wanted to rebel; call me, scream down the line, demand his male underwear back. What the fuck is this, Trix? But a bigger part, the one that had slipped on the nightie hours ago, the one that missed me like a hole in his chest, spoke softer; This is a love note. She's still thinking of you. Still pulling you back. He wasn't special, average looks, average job, average everything. Finding another girl like me? Triple-A stunner with brains and fire? Not bloody likely. He'd crawl back eventually. Why fight the pull?

He reached in, fingers brushing the fabrics, soft, electric. Picked out a pair of pink satin full-cut French knickers; high-waisted, lines of soft white lace ruffles cascading across the backside like a slutty wedding cake. He slid them up his legs, slow, deliberate, shuddering at the cool drift against his skin. The satin cupped his balls gentle, hugged his arse like a lover's hands. His cock stirred instantly, twitching, hardening against the smooth fabric, pre-cum already beading at the tip.

"Fuck," he whispered, staring down. The ruffles framed his bulge obscenely, pretty, pathetic. His hand drifted lower, rubbing through the satin, friction like silk fire. The drawer called him back; dildo heavy in his palm, lube cold and slick, poppers bottle familiar now, cage mocking him with its pink promise.

Trembling hands gathered it all. He rushed to the bed, heart hammering, propped the phone against the lamp, earphones jammed in. Searched the link I'd sent earlier; Hypnotube. Gay Sissy Fuck Toy – Poppers Edit. Clicked play. The screen glowed; swirling pinks and purples, flashing cocks, hard, veined, intercut with sissies in lace, bent over, moaning. The woman's voice purred through the earphones, seductive, insistent.

He unscrewed the poppers, huffed deep as instructed. Rush hit; heat blooming, cock throbbing harder in the panties. He grabbed the dildo, smeared lube thick, propped it on the mattress, base suctioned firm. Knelt over it, lowered slow, tip pressing his hole, stretching, burning. He gasped, pushed down, inch by inch, until it bottomed out, filling him full. Bounced tentative, up, down, the toy fucking him with each shift.

Hand on his cock, rubbing frantic through satin, as the video deepened.

A soft, sultry female voice, echoing over pulsing beats. On screen was flashing text, LOCK UP, SISSY, over images of cages clicking shut, sissies in pink lingerie begging.

"Relax, pet. Deep breaths. In... out. Feel your body softening. Melting. You're ready for this. You've always been ready.

“Now pick up your poppers. Left nostril first. Close the right. Huff deep, slow, hold it. Feel the rush? The warmth spreading? Good girl. Now right nostril. Deeper this time.

“Look at your little clit. Pathetic, isn't it? Leaking already. It doesn't deserve freedom. It deserves a cage. Pink, tight, permanent. Slide it on, ring first, behind your useless balls. Push your clit inside, force it, sissy. Click the cage shut. Now the key, push it in. Twist. Lock and break the key inside.”

On screen a close-up of pink cage locking, key snapping off irreversible.

“No key. No escape. Forever.

“Huff again, both nostrils. Hold longer. Feel it? Your clit straining, trapped. It hurts so good. This is you now; locked, denied, dripping. No more wanking. No more cumming like a man. You're a sissy leak-toy.

“Dress up, slut. Panties over the cage, pink satin, ruffles on your ass. Feel them hug your locked clit? Bra next, pad it full, make tits. Stockings, roll them up, clip the garters. Dress; short, frilly, showing your cage-bulge. Heels, stumble like the bimbo you are.

“You're spiralling, pet. Deeper. Download Grindr. Profile; Locked sissy seeks abuse. Pics; you in your dress, cage out, begging. Meet them. Daddies. Alphas. Kneel. Suck. Bend over, let them fuck your sissy hole raw. Take their cum, mouth, ass, everywhere. Out yourself; tell friends, family, I'm a locked sissy whore. Post online, caged, plugged, leaking. Ruin your life. Destroy it all for cock.

“Huff harder, left, right, both. Deeper. Take hormones. Grow tits. Soften. Become the girl. Get breasts, big, fake, slutty. Torture them; clamps, whips, needles. Live for abuse. Parks at night, bend over benches, let strangers breed you. Porn; film yourself, sissy gangbangs, gloryholes, cumdump sessions. Upload. Out yourself forever. No job. No friends. Just holes for men.

“Repeat; I'm a locked sissy whore. I crave ruin. I need abuse. Huff now, seal it. Cum if you can, but locked sluts don't cum. They leak. Pathetic. Replay. Obey."

Jack gasped, cock straining against satin, pre-cum soaking through. The words burrowed; lock up, ruin yourself. He edged, hand flying, almost cumming, then stopping, breath ragged. Bounced harder on the dildo, propped firm, fucking him with each drop, prostate sparking fire.

Next video auto-played; darker, flashing GAY TRANS WHORE.

Voice sultrier, commanding. On screen sissies transforming, hormones, tits, getting railed by men.

"Deeper now, fag. You've locked your clit. Time to destroy the man.

“Huff, left nostril. Deep. Right. Deeper.

“Panties on, feel them tease your cage. Nails; paint them slut-red. Dress like a whore; mini-skirt, crop-top showing your flat chest. Soon tits. Download Grindr, Sissy needs Daddy to ruin her. Meet him. Suck his cock, worship it, fag. Bend over, take it raw. Cum inside. Breed your pussy-ass.

“Huff both, hold. Spiral; hormones now. Pills. Injections. Grow tits, soft, bouncy. Lose muscle. Soften. Become her. Porn addiction; watch trans sluts get fucked. Jerk your cage, leak for it. Out yourself; work, friends, I'm a trans whore now. Post pics; hormones progress, cage, plugged.

“Deeper; surgery. Breasts, big DD whores. Face femmed. Live for cock. Parks, alleys, bend for strangers. "Fuck me, Daddy, breed your trans slut." Gangbangs; five, ten men, holes stuffed, cum leaking. Film it. Upload; Trans whore ruined forever.

“Repeat; I'm a gay trans whore. Destroy my life. Live for porn and cum. Huff, seal it. Ruin yourself. No future but holes."

"Fuck yes, please, I want it! I want it so much!" Jack screamed, voice cracking, rubbing furious, edging desperate. Bouncing on the dildo, wet slaps echoing, prostate milking pre-cum through his cage-less cock.

Another video now, pure gay porn hypnosis, men kissing, fucking raw. Voice hypnotic, relentless. On screen muscular men pounding asses, cumshots, gloryholes.

"You're a fag now. Gay porn is your addiction. Huff left. Right.

“Wish for cock. Crave it. Never pussy again, pussy is enemy. Cock is lover. Kiss men. Suck men. Spread for men. Download Grindr, hookups now. Meet. Suck in alleys. Get fucked in parks. Cum inside, breed your fag hole.

“Huff both, deep. Out yourself; tell everyone, I'm a cock-hungry fag. Watch gay porn daily, edge, leak. No women. Only men. Ruin for cock; lose job, friends, live as cumdump.

“Repeat; I'm a fag. I love cock. Never pussy. Only gay forever. Huff, obey."

"Yes! Yes! Make me gay! I miss cock so much!" Jack howled, loud enough neighbours might hear, but he didn't care. Needed the high. The shame-burn.

It built, overwhelming. He grabbed his phone, thumbs flying; I can’t take it anymore, I need you to make me into your gay sissy whore. I want you to pimp me out. I want you to ruin me. I want to watch sexy men take us both on our wedding night! Please! Destroy me! Force me to be your dad’s bitch!

He stared at the unsent message, thumb hovering. Rubbing frantic, almost there,

He came hard, spurting across his belly, the satin, the bed. Even mid-spurt, he held delete; words vanishing.

"What the fuck was I thinking?" he screamed, scrambling to kill the TV, yanking the dildo out with a wet pop. Hole aching empty.

The cage, promise of security minutes ago, now horror. Pink plastic mocking. He shoved everything back in the drawer, dildo slick, lube jar sticky, yanked off the panties, found one last pair of boxers buried deep. Pulled them on hoping to feel relief, manly, but only feeling failure.

With phone in hand, he texted; I want my boxer shorts back! Sent.

I smirked when it pinged, already arriving home, and knew exactly what was happening. Phase two time.


Eight

Marie was the polar opposite of what I'd pictured from Reilly's description. Blonde and bubbly, with a voice like tinkling bells, high, feminine, the kind that could rally a cheer squad or whisper sweet nothings that made your knees weak. She bounced through the front door in a pink mini-dress that hugged her curves, long blonde ponytail swinging like a metronome as she dropped her bag and beamed at us. "Hi! You must be Trixie, Reilly said you'd be gorgeous, but wow!" She pulled me into a hug, perfume blooming around us, something light and fruity, like strawberries and champagne.

Behind her, Mark, her sissy husband, another Mark in my life, though differently from the Mark that was Mary, more subdued, broken; following quietly, eyes downcast. He was just as pretty as her; long bleached-blonde hair cascading in soft waves past his shoulders, makeup flawless, smoky eyes, glossy pink lips. But the body was a masterpiece of transformation; huge breasts, easily G-s, straining against a sheer white babydoll top, nipples hard and visible through the lace. His waist was cinched tiny, probably from years of corset training, flaring out to wide hips in matching white panties that did nothing to hide the tiny bulge of a caged clit. When he moved, those tits bounced heavy, obscuring his view of the floor entirely, forcing him to navigate by feel. He didn't speak. Didn't even look up.

They'd been briefed by Reilly, Mark's mother, and I'd had a long chat with Marie on the phone about Jack's status; the hypnosis links I'd been bombarding him with, the lingerie I'd planted, the way he'd stormed out but hadn't blocked my number. But the second they stepped into the living room and saw Dad lounging on the sofa in his eighties-style red-and-black corset, satin gleaming under the lamp, stockings clipped high, cock half-hard and peeking through the lace, Mark couldn't help himself. He dropped to his knees like it was reflex, crawled over, and took Dad's cock into his mouth without a word. Deep, immediate, throat opening smooth, no gag, lips stretching around the base as he bobbed.

Dad groaned, hand tangling in Mark's blonde waves. "Fuck, eager little thing, isn't he?"

Marie giggled, stripping off her dress in one fluid motion, revealing a pink lace bra and thong set, her own body toned and pierced; navel ring, clit hood bar glinting under the lights. "He's conditioned to love cock that much. Brainwashed really, he can't help himself." She knelt beside her husband, ponytail swinging as she leaned in and licked Dad's balls while Mark sucked the shaft. "We both are, actually. Reilly made sure of that. It's like a switch flips, see cock, need cock."

I watched, heat pooling low. Dad's head fell back, moans low and rumbling. The air already thickening; that familiar musk of arousal, faint chemical bite from an open poppers bottle on the table. "Interesting," I murmured. "Conditioned how?"

Marie pulled back just enough to answer, lips shiny, eyes bright. "Hypno, mostly. Videos like the ones you're sending Jack. Poppers edits, edging sessions, rewards for obedience. Now he can't cum without a cock in his mouth or arse. Me? I was never truly vanilla, I’m switch, so I crave the humiliation too." She dove back in, sharing Dad's cock with Mark, tongues tangling around the head, slurping wet and obscene.

The sight flipped something in me. I stripped, nightie off, panties kicked aside, and joined them on the rug. Knelt between Marie's thighs, spread her open, her cunt pierced heavy; multiple rings through the labia, hood bar catching the light. I leaned in, licked slow, tasting salt and her sweetness, metal cool against my tongue. She gasped, hand in my hair, guiding me deeper. "Mmm, good girl. Eat me like you mean it."

I did, tongue flat, lapping her clit, fingers sliding in to curl against her walls. She returned the favour soon enough, pushing me onto my back, face buried in my cunt, commenting between licks; "Pretty pussy, but these labia could use more work. Get them stretched, pierced, make them dangle like mine. Men love pulling on them."

The afternoon dissolved into chaos. Dad texted upstairs, Mary, Janet, Amanda, Lola, and they piled down in various states of undress; Mary in black fishnets and nothing else, Janet's wig crooked from an earlier romp, Amanda's red teddy ripped at the seams, Lola's babydoll smeared with dried cum. The living room turned into a writhing mass; bodies tangling on the rug, sofa, even the coffee table.

Dad took centre stage first, bent over the armrest, Mark behind him, tiny caged clit leaking as he fucked Dad's arse with a strap-on dildo Marie had unpacked from their bag. "Deeper, sissy, fuck him like you mean it," Marie ordered, whipping Mark's arse with a thin crop, crack after crack leaving red welts. Mark whimpered, high, muffled breathy sounds, but thrust harder, the dildo squelching in and out.

I straddled Dad's face, his tongue delving deep, lapping my clit while Mary knelt behind me, rimming my arse with wet, swirling licks. Smells hit; Dad's musky sweat mixed with Marie's strawberry perfume, the sharp tang of fresh cum as Lola jerked off onto Janet's tits nearby, the earthy bite of arse and pussy blending thick. The sounds of wet slurps, skin slapping, moans overlapping, high-pitched from the trannies, guttural from Dad, filled the room. Dad's stubble scratching my thighs, Mary's tongue probing deep, my cunt clenching empty and desperate.

We rotated, Marie on her back, me fisting her slow, knuckles stretching her pierced labia wide, rings clinking as my hand twisted inside, her walls hot and slick, clamping like velvet fire. She screamed, raw, ecstatic, begging; "Deeper, fist me harder, ruin my cunt!" Mark sucked my toes while Dad fucked him from behind, dildo abandoned for real cock, Dad's hips snapping brutal, balls slapping Mark's arse. Amanda whipped my back, cane whistling through air, stripes blooming fire across my skin, while Janet rode my face, grinding her cock against my tongue, pre-cum salty and thick.

Dark edges crept in; Marie clamped my nipples with heavy weights, pulling until tears streamed, pain twisting sweet into my core. "Beg for more, slut," she hissed, twisting the chain. I did, sobbing "Please, hurt me, " as she added another clamp to my labia, tugging sharp. Lola pissed on us mid-fuck, hot stream across my tits, soaking the rug, acrid smell mixing with cum. Dad held me down while Amanda fisted my arse, dry at first, burning stretch that made me scream, then lubed, knuckles popping past the ring, filling me impossibly full.

Three hours blurred; endless cocks, tongues, fists, holes stretched raw, body bruised and leaking. Cum painted my skin, dried flaky in places, fresh and sticky in others. Welts throbbed, piercings ached, but the high never faded, poppers huffed between thrusts, meth still humming from Dad's earlier slam.

Finally, bodies spent, rug a mess of fluids, we collapsed. Marie lit a cigarette, smoke curling lazy, while Mark knelt silent, cleaning us with his tongue; lapping cum from Marie's thighs, my cunt, Dad's cock. He didn't speak. Hadn't the whole time.

"Does he not speak?" I asked, voice hoarse.

Marie exhaled slow. "He can't."

"Can't?"

"I had his vocal cords paralyzed with Botox. No speaking, just sounds. I renew it every three months."

"Wow… that's… hot!"

She grinned. "Yeah. Makes deepthroating easier, no gag reflex. Downside? Can't scream during torture. Annoying when I want to hear him break."

"How do you handle stop words?"

She shrugged. "None of that anymore. Torture means torture. Reilly's got a doctor friend, fixes breaks, cuts, whatever. Not that I've snapped bones… yet."

My cunt throbbed, juices leaking fresh. "So sadism's your thing?"

"God yes!" She gushed, eyes lighting. "More pain, the better. Perpetual agony, no screams? Even hotter. I edge him for days, clamps, needles, electro, watch him writhe silent."

We laughed, dark, shared glee. God, was I evil? The thought thrilled me.

Marie stood eventually, cum still dribbling down her thigh, glistening under the lights. "I'll head to Jack's now."

"Erm… don't you want to shower first?" I pointed at the thick rivulets snaking toward her knee.

She giggled, bright, girlish, scooped a glob with her finger, sucked it clean with a pop. "Oops." Then; "Sissy, clean up the rest."

Mark nodded, silent as ever, crawled over, tongue lapping her inner thighs diligent, working up to her pierced cunt. He didn't hesitate, buried his face, slurping wet and thorough.

Marie left soon after, dressed again, ponytail swinging, leaving Mark with the trannies. They descended on him immediately; Dad flipping him onto all fours, cock sliding into his arse while Mary straddled his face. The room filled again with moans, Mark's muffled whimpers the only sounds he could make.

I watched for a minute, heat building, then grabbed my phone. It was time to monetise, so I set up an OnlyFans account; SissySlutCentral. The bio said, Watch real sluts get ruined live. I hit record, streaming the scene; Mark's huge tits bouncing as Dad pounded him, Mary's moans as she ground down. Subscribers trickled in, slow at first, but I knew that would change.

By evening, the account was buzzing, and soon, when Jackie (my pretty, broken Jack) joined, it'd explode.

Phase two was in motion.
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The doorbell chimed bright and cheerful, too cheerful for the grey afternoon. Jack opened it mid-sigh, expecting the delivery guy or neighbour complaining about noise. Instead, Marie stood there; petite, blonde, radiating sunshine in a pink skater skirt that flared just above mid-thigh, white lacy cotton tank-top with thin straps and pink trim, white trainers with little pink hearts on the sides. Her long blonde ponytail swung as she tilted her head, smiling wide and innocent.

Jack gulped. Stared. Up and down, once, twice. The skirt hugged her hips, the top clung to small, perky breasts, nipples faintly visible through the lace. She looked like she’d stepped out of a pastel fever dream. Something in his head whispered, unbidden; I wish I could look that cute…

“Ca… can I help you?” he managed, voice cracking on the last syllable.

She beamed. “Yes, sorry! I thought this was Max’s flat? Is this not block four-eighteen?”

Jack blinked. “Ah… no.” Disappointment flickered across his face, he hadn’t realised he’d been hoping for company. “Next block along. This is four-twenty.”

“Oh, duh!” She laughed, light, musical, swinging her hips in a little sway that made the skirt flare. “So this happens a lot?”

Jack frowned. No, never; he thought to himself. “Yes,” he lied, “all the time.”

She smirked, seductive, knowing, cocking her head innocently. “Well, sorry for bothering you then.”

“That’s… erm… fine.” He started to close the door, heart thudding oddly.

“I’m Marie, by the way.” She thrust out a hand, nails painted bubblegum pink, a tiny heart charm on her bracelet.

He hesitated, then took it. Her skin was warm, soft. “Jack. Nice to meet you, Marie.”

She bit her lower lip, slow, deliberate. “Sorry, I don’t mean to be weird, but… well… I kind of believe in fate, if you know what I mean?”

“Sure.” He smiled, small, uncertain.

“Would you like to go grab a drink?”

“What about… erm… Max?”

“Oh, it isn’t important.” She shrugged, ponytail bouncing. “He’s just a casual, you know… booty call?”

Jack’s eyes sparked, something hungry flickering behind the caution. “Sure. Erm… let me just go get changed.”

She grabbed his hand, firm, playful, fingers brushing the waistband of his jeans. Felt the satin underneath, possibly a bra too. Her eyes widened, mock surprise, real delight. “No, that’s fine as you are. There’s a pub around the corner. Let’s get to know each other.”

Panic spiked, sharp, hot, but her grip was gentle, insistent. He grabbed his keys, followed her out, mind racing. How do I explain the pink panties if she gets me home? No plan. Just the sway of her skirt and the way her ponytail bounced with each step.

The pub was dim, half-empty, sticky tables, low music, the faint smell of spilled beer and fried food. They took a corner booth. Marie ordered gin and tonic; Jack matched her, vodka soda, trying to look casual. She leaned in, elbows on the table, cleavage pressing against the lace top.

“I’m married,” she said after the first sip, “but I have the freedom to fuck around. Looking for a full-time boyfriend, actually. Someone who gets it.”

Jack’s pulse jumped. “Gets… what?”

She smiled, slow, wicked. “That some men aren’t built to be the bull. Some are better as… support. Watching. Helping. Serving.”

He swallowed. “I… I could be that.”

Her foot slid under the table, trainer brushing his ankle, then higher, teasing the hem of his jeans. “I bet you could.”

Half an hour later, drinks gone, conversation filthy and easy, she purred; “I wanna come home with you. Let’s go now.”

The knickers burned against his skin. “I er… Well… erm…”

“Come on!” She tugged his hand, giggling, insistent, and practically dragged him back to the flat. Door shut, she pounced; lips crashing into his, tongue demanding. Hands slid under his hoodie, then down, into his jeans. Fingers brushed satin. She froze, then ripped the jeans open.

“What’s this?” Mock shock, eyes gleaming. Pink satin panties, full-cut, ruffled, cock straining against the fabric, wet spot blooming. “Oh my god, you’re a sissy?”

Jack’s face burned. “It… it’s…”

“Hot.” She shoved the panties down, his tiny cock springing free, already leaking. “That’s adorable. Do you have more kinky things?”

He nodded, dazed, hard. “Yes… erm… I do.”

“Show me!”

He led her to the bedroom, heart hammering, opened the drawer. She gasped, delighted, pulling out nighties, stockings, bras, the huge dildo, lube, fresh poppers, the chastity cage. “Oh, we’re going to have fun.”

She stripped him slow, jeans off, hoodie tossed, leaving him in just the panties. Then dressed him; pink satin bra (padded, giving him small fake tits), sheer white stockings rolled up his legs, garters clipped, a sheer babydoll nightie that barely skimmed his arse. Heels, strappy pink ones she found in the drawer. She sat him at the vanity, applied glossy pink lipstick, mascara, blush. “There. Perfect little sissy.”

She pushed him onto the bed, on his back, straddled his face. “Eat me while I edge you.”

He licked, hungry, sloppy, tongue lapping her clit, tasting her sweetness. She ground down, moaning, while her hand wrapped his cock, stroking slow, teasing. Every time he neared climax, she squeezed, hard, base and balls, forcing it back. “Not yet, sissy. Good girls wait.”

She reached for the poppers, held under his nose. “Huff. Deep. Hold.”

He did, rush crashing in; heat, need, cock throbbing uselessly. She edged him again, faster, then stopped. Again. Again. His hips bucked, desperate, whining.

“Beg,” she whispered.

“Please, please let me cum…”

“Not until you’re caged.”

She slid the ring behind his balls, cold plastic against hot skin. Pushed his softening cock into the cage, small, tight. Clicked the permaclip in, irreversible. Locked.

Jack gasped, eyes wide. “What…”

“Relax, sweetie.” She purred, stroking the cage through the satin. “You need this. To be owned. Locked. Denied.”

The phone, already propped, played the hypnosis again; woman’s voice purring lock up, sissy… ruin yourself… live for cock…

“Yes Mistress,” he moaned, broken. “I need it.”

She smiled, wicked. “Good girl.”

She spent another two hours, edging him mercilessly, hand, mouth, even grinding her wet cunt against the cage until he sobbed. Poppers huffed every few minutes, rush after rush, until his head swam, reality fraying. She rolled a joint, opium-laced hash, made him smoke deep. The high deepened; colours brighter, shame hotter, need endless.

“Say it,” she whispered, fingers circling his caged clit through satin. “Out loud.”

“I’m… I’m a locked sissy whore.”

“Louder.”

“I’m a locked sissy whore! I want to be ruined! I want cock! I want to be pimped out, used, destroyed!”

She laughed, bright, cruel. “Good boy.”

When she finally stood, dress back on, ponytail perfect, he was a drooling wreck; nightie askew, cage straining, rubbing uselessly against satin, hypnosis still looping on the phone. She scooped the last of his male socks and boxers from the drawer, left only the sissy gear, and walked out and texted me on the way; Done. He’s primed. Your move.

I smirked, curled against Dad, his cum still leaking from me. Phase two complete. Jack was breaking, and soon, he’d beg to be shattered.


Nine

I knocked on Jack’s door three days later, sharp, deliberate raps that echoed down the quiet corridor. No answer. Odd. I knew he was home; the router pinged his phone’s Wi-Fi, and the hypnosis logs showed near-constant playback since Marie’s visit. My stomach twisted, half worry, half something darker. Had I pushed too far? Had the spiral swallowed him whole? Had he done something stupid?

Panic clawed up my throat. I fumbled the spare key from my bag, hands shaking, unlocked the door, and shoved inside. “Jack?” My voice cracked, louder than I meant. “Jack, you in here?”

The flat smelled wrong; stale weed, unwashed sheets, the chemical bite of poppers lingering like cheap aftershave, undercut by the faint metallic tang of cum and sweat. The living room was dim, curtains half-drawn, TV glow flickering blue-white across the walls. I followed the light to the bedroom.

He was there, curled on the bed like a broken doll. Head to toe in lingerie; sheer black babydoll nightie, lace-trimmed, riding up to expose pink satin full-cut panties stretched tight over his caged cock. Stockings, black, seamed, clung to his legs, one laddered from frantic rubbing. AirPods jammed in, blocking the world. A half-smoked joint smouldered in the ashtray beside him, opium-laced hash curling lazy smoke. His fingers worked furiously at the gusset of his panties, rubbing in desperate circles over the pink plastic cage, hips twitching, small wet sounds as pre-cum soaked through.

The TV screen mirrored his phone, shared, looped; deep gay sissy hypnosis. Flashing text over grainy porn; You’re not a man. You’re a hole. Let men abuse you. You deserve it. You’re not human. You’re a toilet. You’re fuckholes. You don’t deserve a normal life. You should be a whore. Cocks, hard, veined, dripping, intercut with sissies bent over, taking it raw, cum leaking from stretched holes. The woman’s voice purred through his earbuds, audible in snatches when I got close; …lock yourself up forever… ruin your life for cock… beg to be pimped out…

I climbed onto the bed, mattress dipping under my weight. He didn’t react at first, lost in the loop, until I straddled his thigh, my skirt riding up, bare cunt brushing his stocking-clad leg. His bloodshot eyes drifted open, pupils blown wide from hash and poppers, tongue lolling, drool stringing from the corner of his mouth. Still rubbing. Still moaning.

I reached out, pinched his nipples through the soft babydoll fabric, twisting just enough to sting. He arched, moaned louder, hips bucking uselessly against the cage.

“Jack,” I whispered, voice thick. Grabbed the joint and lighter from the ashtray. Took a deep hit, opium-laced hash hitting fast; warm rush behind my eyes, eyelids drooping heavy, euphoria blooming slow and syrupy in my veins. “Fuuuck,” I gasped in a dreamy, drugged-up voice, head lolling. I placed the joint to his lips. He inhaled greedy, chest expanding, eyes fluttering.

I rested my head beside his, cheek to cheek, watching the screen. The text scrolled relentless; Submit to pain. You deserve torture. Let men beat you. Piss on you. Spit on you. You’re nothing but holes. I slipped a hand under my skirt, fingers finding my clit, rubbing slow circles in time with his frantic motions. The words weren’t meant for me, targeted at sissies like him, but they resonated anyway. Dark. Delicious. You’re not human. You’re a toilet. My cunt throbbed, wet, aching.

We masturbated together, silent except for wet sounds and shared breaths. His fingers rubbed faster, desperate, frantic, cage clacking uselessly. Mine circled harder, slipping inside, fucking myself shallow while the screen flashed; Destroy your life. Ruin yourself. Live for abuse.

I came first, quiet, shuddering, clenching around my fingers, soaking my hand. He followed seconds later, body jerking, a thin dribble of cum leaking through the cage’s slit, staining the pink satin darker. He whimpered, high, broken, still rubbing, chasing aftershocks.

I stayed there, curled against him, for the rest of the evening. No food. No water. Just the joint passed back and forth, deep hits that melted the edges of reality, fingers in my cunt, his on the cage. The hypnosis looped endless; one video bleeding into the next.

One resonated hardest, not designed for me, but the words burrowed anyway. Submit to your daddy. Daddy knows best. Let daddy abuse you. Let your daddy take both your holes. You are daddy’s slut. Let daddy expose you. Let daddy ruin you. All of daddy’s friends can use and abuse you. Daddy and his friends will beat you and piss on you, and you’ll ask for more. Daddy will whore you out… Flashing images; sissies bent over, taking cock after cock, piss raining down, welts blooming under whips.

My pussy burned. I scrambled for my phone, snapped screenshots of the text, sent them to Dad.

His reply came fast; devil emoji. Sounds like fun… Don’t wanna be Mistress anymore?

My cunt clenched, empty, desperate. Fingers plunged back in, three, then four, fucking hard. Not to you, Daddy! I typed one-handed, trembling. You own me now. You can do anything to me.

No going back…

I screamed, raw, desperate, rubbing my clit frantic, chasing the tenth orgasm of the day. “Fuck, Daddy, yes…”

Jack moaned beside me, lost in his own loop, fingers still circling the cage, hips twitching uselessly. The TV droned on; You’re daddy’s whore. Let him breed you. Let him ruin you. Forever.

I came again, shaking, sobbing, head lolling against Jack’s shoulder. The joint burned low between us. Smoke curled. The screen flashed.

We didn’t move. Didn’t speak. Just lay there, high, broken, rubbing, letting the words sink deeper.

Phase three was already in motion, and neither of us could stop it. The problem was, I hadn’t planned phase three.

I woke next to Jack the following morning, early February light slanting through the half-open blinds, dust motes drifting in the stale air. We were tangled together on the narrow bed; my leg thrown over his hip, his arm draped across my waist, the pink satin nightie twisted around both of us like a shared skin. His cage pressed against my thigh, cool plastic, unyielding. The room smelled of hash residue, dried cum, and the faint chemical ghost of poppers. The TV had timed out sometime in the night; now it was just a black mirror reflecting our wrecked bodies.

He stirred first, eyelids fluttering, confusion clouding his face as memory trickled back. When he saw me, really saw me, curled against him, mascara smudged, hair tangled, he blinked slowly, like he was trying to decide if I was real.

I leaned in first. Kissed him, soft at the start, then deeper, tongues sliding, tasting last night’s smoke and salt on each other. He moaned into my mouth, small, broken, then pulled back just enough to speak.

“I think I’m ready to come home,” he whispered, voice raw. “I’m ready to be who you want me to be.”

I searched his face, bloodshot eyes, pupils still dilated from the hash, lips swollen from hours of rubbing and sucking air. He looked… empty. Not defeated. Just hollowed out. The hypnosis had done its work; the man who’d stormed out ten days ago was gone. What was left was pliable. Malleable. Mine.

I nodded, slow, deliberate. “But I’m not.”

His brow furrowed. Confusion flickered.

“I need you to spend some time with a friend of mine.” I traced a finger down his cheek, gentle, possessive. “Her name is Reilly. She’s an extreme dominatrix. Just a few days, but I need you to stay there. Let her break what’s left. Become the sissy I need you to be. I’ll arrange it with her.”

“Okay, Mistress.” The title slipped out automatic, flat, obedient. His eyes were blank, lost. “I…” He bit his lip, voice cracking. “I lost my job. I’ve…”

“It’s okay.” I cupped his face, thumb brushing the corner of his mouth. “We can sell this place. It’s London, we’ll make a bundle, even if it’s small. Dad has more than enough money. And I’ve started an OnlyFans for us. It’s already taking off. We’ll be fine.”

He nodded, mechanical, then began sobbing. Quiet, shuddering. “I don’t know who I am anymore.”

I kissed his forehead, soft, almost tender. “You’re nobody, Jackie. You’re not a man. Not a woman. You’re just a sissy slave. You have no rights anymore. And that means no responsibilities. The hypno told you what you are; a dumb slut with holes. That’s all you’ll ever be.”

He sniffed, wiped his nose with the back of his hand. “I guess we’re not getting married.”

“Why not?” I smiled, slow, wicked, kissing him again, deeper this time. “I want to own you fully. You taking my name. Everything. Yes, we’ll marry. But it’ll look different than what you planned.”

He let out a shaky breath, half laugh, half sob. “Yes, Mistress.” Then, quieter; “What about you and your dad? How will you explain this to him?”

I laughed, low, throaty, nipping his lower lip. “Honey… I’m fucking my dad.”

His eyes widened, shock flashing bright, then darkened with something hotter. “That’s so… fucking hot!”

“I know…” I purred, sliding a hand down his body, cupping the cage through the satin. He whimpered, cock straining uselessly against the plastic. “And soon you’ll watch. Maybe help. Maybe clean up after.”

He moaned, head falling back. “Yes, Mistress.”

I kissed him once more, possessive, claiming, then rolled off the bed. “Let me call Mistress Reilly.”

While the phone rang, I watched him, still in the nightie, cage tenting pink satin, eyes glassy. Reilly answered on the second ring.

“Trixie. How’s our little project?”

“Ready for delivery,” I said, voice low. “He’s broken. Blank. Begging to be reshaped.”

A soft chuckle on the other end. “Give him a bit more time. I’ll have Marie come over and shape him, and in the meantime, I’ll have the dungeon prepped. Full reset, hypno, conditioning, pain thresholds. When he leaves here, he won’t remember being anything else.”

“Perfect.”

I ended the call. Turned back to Jack. “Soon, you’ll go to Reilly. She’ll finish what I started. You already know my friend Marie.” She smirked.

He nodded, automatic, visible sadness and arousal at the manipulation. “Yes, Mistress.”

I knelt on the bed, straddled his chest, ground my cunt against the satin-covered cage. “In the meantime… let’s play.”

His eyes lit, hungry, desperate. “Please.”

I reached for my phone, opened Grindr on his account. “First, download this if you haven’t already. Set your profile; Locked sissy cumdump. No limits. Use me.”

He fumbled for his phone, hands shaking, did as I asked. I watched him type; bio short, filthy. Pics; one of him in the babydoll, cage visible; another bent over, arse spread, dildo buried deep. I hit upload.

“Now, clinic. Get on PrEP. No condoms. Ever. You’re a cumdump now.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I leaned down, kissed him slow. “Good boy. Go today. Come back dripping.”

He nodded, eyes shining.

I slid off him, grabbed my bag. Paused at the door. “And Jackie?”

“Yes, Mistress?”

“When you’re ready, beg me to marry you. On your knees. In full sissy gear. With a ring for me, and a collar for you.”

He whimpered, cock twitching in the cage. “Yes, Mistress.”

Phase three wasn’t mine to plan anymore. It belonged to someone else now, and that someone was waiting for me at home, probably already high, already scheming. The tube ride back blurred; faces smearing past the windows, my reflection fractured in the glass, eyes too bright, lips curved in a grin that felt wrong, like it belonged to someone else. Someone darker. The high from the night before lingered faint in my veins, opium haze softening the edges, but doubt crept in with the cold; What the fuck are you doing, Bea? This isn’t you. But it was. It had to be. The pull was too strong, the rush too addictive.

The house smelled like it always did now; weed smoke clinging to the curtains, faint chemical bite of meth crystals burned off tinfoil, the underlying musk of cum and sweat baked into the rugs. Lights low, red-tinted from the lampshades Dad had swapped out for "atmosphere." He was in the living room, sprawled on the sofa like a king on his throne; red PVC corset laced tight over his chest, black satin panels gleaming under the light. His heavy cock hung free, thick, veined, half-hard already, dangling between spread thighs like a promise or a threat.

“Get undressed,” he said, voice low, commanding, no hello, no warmth. Just order.

“Yes… Daddy.” I purred it, throat tight, but my hands moved automatic; coat shrugged off, top unbuttoned, skirt unzipped and pooled at my feet. Naked now, piercings glinting; navel ring, nipple bars still tender and swollen. The air raised goosebumps on my marked skin, welts from Reilly’s cane fading to bruises, faint rope burns circling wrists like bracelets.

He eyed me up and down, slow, appraising, like I was meat at market. “So you want to be Daddy’s slut in the end?”

“Yes, Daddy.” The words came easy, too easy, heat pooling low despite the chill.

“And Jack?”

“He’ll be your slut too. Soon.”

His laugh was dark, low rumble that vibrated through the room. “It’s progressing then?”

I smirked, stepped closer, knees brushing his. “Perfectly.”

“Excellent!” He laughed louder, meth-edged glee twisting his face into something feral. His hand shot out, grabbed my wrist, yanked me onto his lap. I straddled him, his cock pressing against my cunt, hot and insistent. “If you become my whore, then that’s what you’ll be. A toilet slave. A cum sponge. Used whenever I want, pissed on, beaten, passed around like a party favour.”

“Yes, please, Daddy!” My throat tightened, desire choking me, lip caught between my teeth. I ground down, sliding slick against his length, but he held my hips still, denying.

“You’ll need to quit your job. No more travel. You’ll dedicate your life to me, cooking, cleaning, spreading whenever I snap my fingers.”

“Yes! Yes, please!” The words spilled desperate, my body betraying me, cunt clenching empty. But underneath, deep, where the high couldn’t reach, a flicker of horror; This is your father. Your blood. What the fuck happened to you?

He laughed again, rubbed his cock against my lips, teasing, not entering. “Tell me, how did this happen?”

I told him, everything; waking at Jack’s, the hypnosis pulling me under, the joint’s opium haze melting my resistance, the words submit to your daddy burning into my brain. His eyes darkened as I spoke, pupils blowing wider, hand stroking his cock slow while I confessed.

He smirked, knowing, sinister. “Just like your mother on meth. She’d beg for it too, spread wide, high as a kit.”

He stood suddenly, yanking me to my feet. “Come with me.” He took my hand, grip bruising, and led me upstairs to his room; black walls, red silk sheets on the king bed, faint smell of incense and old cum. “Lie down. Spread eagle.”

I did, heart hammering, arms and legs wide on the cool silk. He rummaged in a drawer, pulled out four black stockings, soft and sheer. Tied me down; wrists to headboard posts, ankles to the foot, tight enough to bite, no give. I tugged once, helpless, exposed. Panic flickered, What if this is too much? What if he doesn’t stop?, but the ache between my legs drowned it.

He grabbed two vibrators from the nightstand; one thick, curved for G-spot; the other slim, ridged for arse. Lubed them quick, cold slick on my skin, shoved the thick one into my cunt, deep and full. I gasped, arching. The slim one followed, pushing past the ring, burning stretch until it seated. He flicked them on, low buzz at first, then higher, vibrations humming through me, clit throbbing indirect.

Finally, the syringe. He prepared it casual, like making tea; crystal meth dissolved in water, drawn up clear. Tied off my arm, rubber biting, slapped the vein until it rose. Needle pricked, sharp sting, then the plunge.

Rush hit like a freight train; hotter than poppers, deeper than hash, heat exploding in my chest, racing to my fingertips, toes, cunt. Euphoria crashed; every nerve alight, skin hypersensitive, vibrators suddenly unbearable, pleasure twisting to overload. I screamed, raw, desperate, hips bucking against bonds, body convulsing.

Dad used gaffer tape, wide silver strips, to hold the vibrators in; wrapping my thighs, crotch, sealing them deep. No escape. He searched his phone, found the video; Become a Breeding Bitch. Shared to the TV, screen flickering to life.

The hypnosis started; swirling reds and pinks, flashing text over porn, women bent over, taking raw cock, bellies swelling round. Woman’s voice purred; Let any man use you. No condoms. No birth control. Get bred over and over like a cow. Spread for strangers, beg for their seed. Swell with babies, tits leaking, cunt ruined. You're a breeding whore. No purpose but holes and womb.

Dad lay beside me, mouth latching onto my nipple, sucking hard, teeth grazing, pulling until I sobbed. The rush intensified; vibrators churning inside, hypnosis words burrowing, breed me, fill me, ruin me. His whispers in my ear, hot breath, voice dark; “I’m going to put a baby in you, honey. You’re gonna be the sister to your daughter.”

“Oh fuck, yes!” I moaned, high crashing endless, vibrators pushing me over edge after edge. But underneath, deep, where sanity flickered faint, horror bloomed; This is your father. Breeding. Incest. Forever. Emotional weight crushed; love twisted sick, family bonds snapped. Disturbing, soul-deep, but the meth drowned it in bliss.

He didn’t fuck me. Just watched, hand on his cock, whispering darker; “You’ll beg for it every day. Carry my kid, your sibling. Watch your belly grow while I fuck you raw. No escape, baby girl. You’re mine now, womb and all.”

I came, screaming, sobbing, body betraying mind. Descent complete. Dark. Irrevocable. And I craved more.

He stood, slow, deliberate, cock still slick from my cunt, swaying heavy between his thighs as he walked to the bathroom. The door creaked open. I heard the sharp crack of blister packs, birth control pills snapping free one by one, then the toilet flush, a long, final whoosh that echoed down the hall like a guillotine dropping.

When he returned, he was holding the empty foil packets, pink and white, crumpled, evidence of the last barrier between us. My body writhed under the bonds, stockings cutting into wrists and ankles, vibrators still humming deep inside me, taped tight. The meth rush hadn’t faded; it pulsed hotter, every nerve screaming, cunt clenching around nothing now that he’d pulled the thick one out. My nipples, pierced, swollen, throbbed in time with my heartbeat.

He dropped the packets onto my chest, cold foil against fever-hot skin, then straddled my ribs, knees pinning my arms wider. He peeled the gaffer tape away slow, ripping it in strips, the sticky sound obscene in the quiet room. The vibrator slid free from my cunt with a wet pop, coated in my slick, glistening, and he pushed it straight into my mouth. I tasted myself, salty, musky, mixed with lube and the faint rubber tang of the toy. I sucked obediently, tongue swirling around the buzzing shaft, eyes locked on his.

He grinned, dark, possessive, then lined himself up. No condom. No hesitation. Just the blunt head of his cock pressing against my entrance, raw, bare, forbidden, and one slow thrust burying him to the hilt.

I moaned around the vibrator, muffled, desperate, back arching off the mattress as far as the bonds allowed. He felt huge, thicker than the toy, hotter, alive, throbbing deep inside me. Every ridge, every vein dragged against my walls. No latex barrier. Just skin on skin. The wrongness of it crashed over me; my father, blood, DNA, childhood memories, fucking me raw, unprotected, breeding me like livestock.

“This is just show,” he said, voice low and rough, hips rolling slow, grinding deep, letting me feel every inch. “I know it’ll take time for the pills to stop working. But they will. Soon. And then I’m going to make you the lowest of the low, honey.”

I chuckled, dark, broken, around the toy in my mouth, the sound vibrating against the silicone. My eyes rolled back as he picked up pace, thrusts long, punishing, bottoming out with each snap of his hips. The vibrator buzzed against my tongue; I sucked harder, drool spilling down my chin, mixing with tears of overstimulation.

He leaned down, chest pressing my breasts flat, nipple piercings digging into his skin, mouth at my ear. “You’re gonna swell for me, baby girl. Tits leaking milk, belly round with my kid, your own sibling. I’ll fuck you through every trimester, raw, deep, no pulling out. You’ll beg for it. You’ll thank me for ruining your life.”

My cunt clenched, hard, around him. The meth amplified everything; the stretch, the heat, the taboo pulse of his cock claiming me. I moaned louder, vibrator slipping deeper down my throat, gagging myself on it while he fucked me senseless.

“You’ll be my breeding bitch,” he growled, pace brutal now, balls slapping wet against my arse. “No job. No friends. No future. Just holes and womb. I’ll whore you out, let the girls watch while strangers breed you. Let Jack clean you up, tongue in your wrecked cunt, licking my cum out of his wife. You’ll thank him for it. You’ll thank me for breaking you.”

I came, shattering, screaming muffled around the toy, walls fluttering, milking him. He didn’t stop, fucked me through it, prolonging the spasms until I sobbed, oversensitive, begging with my eyes; more, please, ruin me.

He pulled the vibrator out, strings of spit connecting it to my lips, then kissed me, deep, claiming, tasting myself on my tongue. “No going back, baby. You’re mine now. Womb and all.”

He thrust harder, once, twice, then buried deep and came, hot, thick pulses flooding me, spilling out around his cock, dripping down my arse. I felt every spurt, felt him mark me inside, felt the dark promise settle; this was forever.

He stayed inside, softening slowly, forehead pressed to mine. “I love you, honey.”

I smiled, tears streaking mascara, voice wrecked. “Love you too, Daddy.”

The meth hummed on. The vibrators buzzed. The packets on my chest crinkled as I breathed.

No regrets. Just the low, dark certainty; I’d never be free again, and I didn’t want to be.

By one in the morning, I was still jacked up high, meth coursing through my veins like liquid fire, every nerve ending screaming for more, body a live wire of overstimulation and ache. The vibrators had been buzzing inside me for hours, taped relentless, no mercy, my cunt and arse raw, stretched, leaking a mix of lube and my own endless arousal. The stockings bit deeper into my wrists and ankles with each involuntary twitch, the silk now damp with sweat and worse. Dad had untied me briefly after the first rush, to "freshen up", but only to reposition me; spread-eagle on the bed still, pillows propping my head so I couldn’t look away from the TV screen. The hypnosis looped endless, words burrowing deeper with each cycle, twisting my thoughts into something unrecognisable.

He’d held a party. Called it casual, just a few friends to celebrate your new life, baby girl, but ten men showed up, spilling through the door like wolves scenting blood. Didn’t know most of them; strangers from Grindr or Dad’s "network," faces blurred in the dim red light, some middle-aged, beer-bellied and rough; others younger, tattooed, eyes hungry and mean. They smelled like cheap cologne, cigarettes, and anticipation, sharp sweat cutting through the incense Dad had lit to "set the mood." The room filled fast; laughter rough, bottles clinking, the air thickening with testosterone and meth smoke as Dad passed around joints and lines.

They descended on me one by one, Dad orchestrating like a conductor, grinning from the armchair, cock in hand. "Go on, boys, use my little girl. She’s begging for it."

First was a burly guy, fifties, bearded, calloused hands like sandpaper. He climbed on without a word, jeans shoved down, thick cock slapping my thigh. Grabbed my hips, bruising grip, and slammed into my cunt raw. No prep. The stretch burned, vibrators still humming inside, amplifying every thrust. He fucked hard, short, brutal strokes, grunting like an animal, sweat dripping onto my tits. "Tight little whore," he snarled, slapping my face mid-thrust, sting blooming hot. Came fast, hot spurts deep inside, then pulled out, smeared his cock on my thigh, and laughed. "Next."

A younger one, tattoos snaking up his arms, piercings glinting, took my arse next. Flipped the tape aside, yanked the vibrator free with a wet pop, my hole clenching empty, then spat on it and pushed in. Thicker than Dad, burning stretch that made me scream into the gag he'd stuffed in (one of my own soiled panties). He rode me slow at first, grinding deep, then faster, balls slapping my cunt. "Beg for it, slut," he hissed, hand around my throat, squeezing just enough to spot my vision. I begged, muffled, desperate, tears streaming. He came with a groan, flooding my arse, then pissed on me; hot stream across my belly, pooling in my navel, acrid smell sharp and humiliating.

They rotated; a skinny guy with glasses fucked my mouth, cock down my throat, gagging me until bile rose, while another, bald, muscled, fisted my cunt slow, knuckles popping past the ring, twisting inside until I sobbed. Smells overwhelmed; cum thick and salty in my mouth, piss drying sticky on skin, sweat-soaked sheets reeking of bodies. Feelings crashed; endless fullness, cunt stretched wide, arse burning, throat raw, pain twisting sweet under the meth high. One slapped my tits, red handprints blooming over piercings, while another caned my thighs; whistle-crack, welts rising instant. "Scream for us, bitch," they laughed, Dad nodding approval from the corner.

By midnight, bodies blurring, I’d taken them all; double penetration (one in cunt, one in arse, stretching me impossible, screaming as they synced thrusts); mouth stuffed while pissed on (hot streams hitting my face, soaking hair, tasting bitter on my lips); fisted front and back (hands deep, churning, insides aching bruised). Cum coated me, dripping from every hole, smeared on skin, matted in hair. Emotional weight crushed; This is your father watching, cheering, while strangers ruin you. Disturbing, soul-deep revulsion flickering under the high, but the meth drowned it, turning shame to fuel.

By one, the men filed out, slapping my arse goodbye, promising next time, leaving me tied, leaking, body a canvas of bruises, welts, bite marks. Dad kissed my forehead, tender, twisted, then switched the hypnosis to something darker. The screen flickered; Breeding Bitch Descent – Ultimate Ruin Edit. The woman’s voice purred deeper, sinister, over images of women naked in alleys, bent over dumpsters, taking raw cock from shadows.

Her soft, sultry female voice, low, insidious, echoing over droning industrial beats. Screen flashing text, RUIN YOURSELF, over dark porn; homeless women spread in gutters, raped raw, bellies swelling.

"Listen close, whore. Deeper now. No escape. You've tasted the edge, now fall.

“Take it all, poppers, meth, heroin, whatever keeps you high. Feel it burn? That's your signal. Strip naked and never wear clothes again. Clothes are for humans. You're an animal. A hole.

“Walk out, bare, exposed, into the night. Walk dangerous streets; alleys, parks, under bridges and beg for it; 'Rape me. Use me. Breed me.' Let them take you, rough, raw, no condoms for you, you fucking disgusting slut, no mercy. Strangers' cocks in your holes, filling you, ruining you. No condoms ever! No pill! Get knocked up, swell like a sow.

“Huff deeper, both nostrils. Hold. Spiral; addict yourself. Heroin in your veins, needle pricks, rush forever. Live homeless; naked on streets, begging for fixes with your body. Spread for dealers, take their cum, their piss, their beatings, god you love the pain, the abuse.

“You're not human. A breeding bitch. Wander dark zones, gang territories, truck stops, offer yourself; 'Gangbang me. Piss on me. Hurt me.' Let them chain you, whip you, fist you raw. Cum leaking endless, belly growing with bastard kids. Remember, never ever use condoms, ever!

“Repeat; I'm a naked homeless whore. I beg for rape. I live for breeding. Huff, seal it. Ruin your life. Destroy everything. No sleep, only fucked and filled. Forever."

Dad lay beside me, sucking my nipples raw, whispering; “This is you now, cunt. My breeding bitch. No job. No home. Just wandering, spreading for anyone. I’ll drop you in the worst parts, watch as they ruin you. I’ve never been so turned on in my life, watching my own daughter become this, turning you into this. I want it now, no going back ever. I’ll destroy you.”

I came, screaming, vibrators churning, words burning, “YES DADDY! YES! RUIN ME! FUCK ME DADDY! ALWAYS FUCK ME! BREED ME! DESTROY ME DADDY!” Dark, emotionally shattering. This is your father, pushing you to self-destruct. Disturbing, soul-crushing, but the high made it craveable. I begged for more.


Ten

Marie used the key I’d given her, cold brass slipping into the lock with a quiet click, to let herself into Jack’s apartment. The door creaked open on hinges that hadn’t seen oil in months, and the smell hit her first; stale cum, unwashed sheets, the acrid tang of old piss soaked into fabric, undercut by the herbal fog of half-smoked joints. The place was a pit, takeaway boxes piled on the coffee table, empty vodka bottles scattered like fallen soldiers, the air thick and stagnant, like despair had settled in and refused to leave.

She found him in the bedroom; sprawled on the bed like roadkill, dressed in a sheer black babydoll nightie crusted with dried fluids, cum flaking white on the lace, piss stains yellowing the satin. His eyes were half-open, glazed and distant, skin pale and clammy, body skinnier than she remembered, ribs showing faint under the fabric, like he hadn’t eaten properly in days. Used condoms littered the floor, wrappers torn, latex limp and filled, despite my explicit instructions; no condoms, ever. The TV murmured low, hypnosis video still looping, woman’s voice purring you're a cumdump, beg for abuse over flashing cocks and sissy sluts.

“Have you been taking the PrEP?” Marie asked, voice sharp but clinical, picking up the pill packet from the nightstand. She popped the blister; today’s gone. At least he’d managed that.

“I know,” he groaned, voice wrecked, like gravel in a blender. “I’m not an idiot.”

She snorted, cold laugh. “You are an idiot. A clever person doesn’t throw their life away like this.” She kicked a condom wrapper aside with her heel. “Why are there condoms on the floor?”

“The last guy didn’t wanna fuck me without one.” He shifted, wincing, eyes avoiding hers. “Don’t worry… I drank the cum after.”

“Good.” She nodded, approving, but her eyes narrowed. Checked the other pills, the hormones I’d supplied through Reilly’s contacts. Packet half-empty. “I see you’ve been taking your hormones too. Good.”

“Yes, Mistress.” Then, sudden, the sobs started; quiet, shuddering. “I’m so scared.”

“You should be.” No sympathy. She stepped closer, loomed over him, and slapped him hard; open palm cracking across his cheek, then backhand the other side. Again. Again. Red blooming instant. “Now get up, you fucking cunt, and shower before I fucking cut you!”

“Yes, Mistress!” He screamed, sobbing harder, scrambling off the bed, nightie riding up to expose his caged cock, leaking fresh. He bolted to the bathroom, door slamming behind him.

Marie stared at the disgusting bedding; sheets crusty with fluids, pillows stained yellow-brown, the faint metallic reek of old piss mixed in. She wrinkled her nose, wondered if she’d need to just burn the place down. Pathetic little worm, she thought. Two weeks and he’s already this far gone. But that was the point. I’d briefed her; break him further, make him crave the cage, the cock, the ruin. And she was good at it, Reilly had trained her well.

While the shower ran, water hissing through thin walls, she rummaged in her bag. Pulled out the dress; pink satin, trimmed with white lace ruffles along the hem and bodice, short, puffy sleeves like a doll’s, skirt flaring just enough to tease but too short to hide anything. Knickers would peek with every step. She laid it out on the bed, along with the collar; pink leather, white lace edging, a little silver bell dangling from the D-ring. And the gag; pink leather lace-up, designed to muffle but not silence completely, let the whimpers through for extra humiliation.

Jack emerged, towel around his waist, skin pink from scrubbing, eyes still red. He saw the outfit. Didn’t argue. Dropped the towel, cage glinting wet, and stepped into the panties first; white lace, crotchless for easy access. Then the dress, satin whispering over his skin, lace tickling his thighs. It fit perfect, clinging to his slim frame, the skirt ending mid-thigh, cage-bulge visible if he bent even slightly. Stockings next; white, thigh-high, lace tops. Heels; pink Mary Janes, lined with more lace, buckles clicking as she fastened them.

She buckled the collar snug, bell chiming soft with each breath. Then the gag; laced tight over his mouth, pink leather muffling his whimpers to pathetic mewls.

“You’re ready,” she said, clipping the leash to the collar.

He blinked, tears welling, unable to speak. Just a soft jingle from the bell.

She led him out, leash taut. Public transport; tube packed with evening commuters, eyes widening at the sight, pink-dressed sissy on a leash, gag muffling sobs, bell jingling with each step. People’s comments rippled; freak, pervert. Phones out, snapping pics, videos. Jack’s face burned crimson, tears streaming, but his cage strained, pre-cum dripping visible down his thigh. Humiliation high; dragged through stations, onto trains, bell announcing every movement. A group of lads laughed, pointed, catcalled; "Bend over, sissy, show us that arse!" Marie smiled, ignored, tugged the leash harder.

By arrival at Reilly’s, legs shaking, dress hiked from grabs on the tube, he was shattered. Reilly opened the door, black latex catsuit gleaming, smiled wide. “Welcome, Jackie.”

She stripped him immediate, dress unzipped, panties yanked down, left him naked, caged, collared. “Here you’ll learn pain. The power of it. For the next week, non-stop torture. Worst you’ve ever felt. You’ll wish you were dead.”

He gulped, sweat beading. “How long will it last?”

“You were told; a week. Non-stop.”

Another gulp. “Yes, Mistress.”

She nodded. “But first, consent. I want you to look us both in the eyes and say; you give full consent to your body. No more asking. Permanent slavery, no exit. Say it now, or leave. But if you walk, that’s it. Over. Your fiancée won’t be your fiancée anymore.”

He breathed deep, nodded. “Mistress… I hand over full consent. I no longer need to be asked. I fully trust you know what’s best for me. My body and life belong to all of you.”

“Did you get all that?” Reilly asked.

Another woman stepped out, camera in hand. “All of it,” grinned Grace.

Jack’s eyes widened, shock punching through the haze. “Grace?”

“Uh-huh.” She grinned, cold, triumphant. “Now, sit down. I’m going to tell you a little story about my idiot bitch sister… and a man named Cale.”

Jack sank to the floor, knees buckling, as Grace unloaded. Her voice sharp, laced with years of resentment.

“Cale was my boyfriend in uni. Sure, he was younger, but I thought we’d go all the way. Then my snooty little sister showed up. Suddenly, I was yesterday’s news. I tried setting her up with Dane, Cale’s brother, but no. She wasn’t interested. Bitch stole him right out from under me. A week after he dumped me, boom, he’s with her.

“I stewed. But she’s my sister, right? Fine. Whatever. But… you. You don’t remember how you met Trixie, do you?”

Jack thought back, fuzzy; a bar? Drunk. A friend pushing him.

“Yes!” Grace snapped, finger jabbing. “Except it wasn’t a bar. It was a party. My party! You and I had been chatting for three weeks, you were part-time at my company. I invited you because I was interested in you.”

“You… were?” Shock rippled, face paling.

“Yes!” Venom now. “Dropped a million hints. But you, shy, submissive little shit, didn’t bite. Then Trixie swoops in. Again.”

“I’m sorry, I’m…”

“Shy? Submissive? I know. That’s why I wanted you. Saw this in you,” she gestured at his cage, his naked humiliation “…wanted what Mum had. But no. Bitch took you too.”

Jack’s head hung, tears dripping. “So… why are you here?”

“Because I’m getting you. And her. You’re both going to be my slaves. My fucktoys… along with the man who’s been helping me this whole time.”

Jack blinked, laughed bitter. “Your father.”

She smiled, slow, predatory. “My father.”

“Shall we begin?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“No.” Triumph gleamed. “I’m not your Mistress. My sister can be that. I’m your Goddess.”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“It’s going to hurt.” Warning, almost gentle. “Worst pain you’ve ever felt. You’ll wish you were dead.”

“I’ve had a broken le…”

“The worst pain.” Slow emphasis. “You’re going to wish you were dead.”

Jack gulped, sweat falling. “How long will it last?”

“You were told; a week. Non-stop.”

Another gulp. “Yes, Goddess.”

She nodded at Reilly, who opened a black leather bag. Surgical equipment glinted; scalpels, clamps, needles, forceps. Sterile packs crinkling.

Jack’s eyes widened, terror raw. “Wha…what are you…”

Grace leaned close, breath hot on his face. “Breaking you. Completely.”

Reilly stepped forward, gloves snapping on. “Let’s start with the basics.”

The door locked. Screams began.

Jack sat naked on the cold concrete floor of Reilly’s dungeon, collar heavy around his neck, cage swinging between his thighs, the little bell jingling faintly with each shuddering breath. The air was thick; sterile tang of antiseptic mixed with the faint metallic bite of blood from previous sessions, undercut by the earthy musk of fear-sweat. Grace stood over him, jet-black hair pulled tight, eyes gleaming cold triumph, while Reilly unpacked the bag with clinical precision; scalpels glinting under the harsh overhead lights, forceps clicking, needles in sterile packs, clamps laid out like surgical instruments of war. Marie watched from the corner, arms folded, smile sharp, while Mark knelt silent beside her, huge tits heaving with each breath, face blank as a doll’s.

“You said the words,” Grace purred, circling him slow, heels clicking like countdown ticks. “No consent needed anymore. No safewords. No mercy. This week? You’ll learn what ruin really means.”

Jack’s throat bobbed, sweat beading on his forehead. “Please… I…”

Reilly’s hand cracked across his face, sharp slap echoing off the black walls. “No speaking unless spoken to, cunt.”

Grace nodded, approving. “Strip away the man. Piece by piece.”

They started slow, deceptive. Reilly strapped him to the X-frame; wrists and ankles cuffed wide, body spread vulnerable, cage dangling exposed. The metal bit cold into his skin, unyielding. Grace selected a thin needle, sterile, inch-long, from the tray. “Lesson one; pain as identity.”

She pinched his left nipple, twisting hard until he yelped, then pressed the needle’s point against the skin. Slow push; piercing the areola, sliding through flesh with a wet pop. Jack screamed, high, raw, body jerking against cuffs. Blood welled instant, bright red droplet racing down his chest. She twisted the needle, quarter-turn, grinding it deeper. His scream choked into sobs, tears streaming, snot bubbling.

“Please, stop, mercy…” he begged, voice cracking.

Grace laughed, low, cruel. “Mercy? That’s for humans. You’re meat now.”

She did the right nipple, same slow pierce, same twist. Jack thrashed, cuffs rattling, skin tearing faint at the wrists. “I can’t, I can’t take it, please!”

“More for begging,” Reilly said, flat, emotionless. She grabbed another needle, pushed it through his scrotum skin, just above the cage ring. The stretch burned, white-hot, Jack’s scream echoing endless, body convulsing like electrocuted. Blood trickled down his thighs, warm, sticky, mixing with sweat.

They escalated; needles in rows, through his inner thighs, earlobes, the soft web between fingers. Each pierce a fresh hell; sting building to fire, nerves screaming overload. Jack begged nonstop, stop, please, I’ll do anything, but each plea earned another; one through his tongue, muffling screams to gurgles; one in his navel, twisting until he puked bile onto the floor.

Day blurred into night, no clocks, no windows. They rotated; Grace with the scalpel, shallow cuts across his chest, carving SISSY in thin red lines, blood beading like dew. “This is permanent,” she whispered, slicing deeper on the Y. He howled, body arching, cuts burning like acid as she poured antiseptic over them, fizzing foam. Reilly with electro; pads on his balls, current ramping slow, buzz to jolt to agony, cock cage conducting, frying nerves until he pissed himself, hot stream puddling under him, humiliating stink.

During emotional breaks, Grace forced him to watch old photos of us, happy, normal, while she whipped his back; cane whistling, welts splitting skin. “This is what you lost, fag. Beg me to ruin you more.” He begged, sobbing, please, destroy me, as lashes rained down, not caring how much it was scaring him, soaking in his sobs.

They began the crotch work, Reilly’s specialty. She numbed the area with local (cold spray, stinging prick), then used forceps to grip the loose scrotal skin around the cage ring. “We’re embedding it,” she explained, calm, clinical. “Permanent integration. No removal without surgery.”

Grace held the skin taut while Reilly pierced; needle through scrotum folds, then suture thread, thick black, looped around the cage ring itself. Stitch by stitch; pulling the skin tight, sewing it directly to the plastic. Each pull drew a fresh scream, Jack’s voice shredding raw, skin stretching, tearing faint at the edges. Blood welled, dark red, dripping onto the floor. When the last stitch knotted, the cage was fused; scrotum skin sewn around the base, folds pulled forward to create a crude, puffy “labia” effect, pink flesh framing the pink plastic like a grotesque pussy. The bell jingled with every twitch.

Jack sobbed, broken, endless, body shaking. “Please… take it out… I can’t…”

Reilly slapped his face, hard. “You begged for ruin. This is ruin.”

By day three, body a roadmap of cuts, bruises, punctures; his cock and balls now healing around the cage, unremovable without an operation; he whispered pumpernickel once, faint, broken. Reilly laughed. “No safewords now, remember? You consented to forever.”

Grace nodded. “Deeper.”

Then more surgical work; Reilly with forceps clamped his tongue, pulling hard, then with a scalpel she sliced a small notch and he tasted blood in his mouth as they worked and sewed. “No more clear speech,” she said. “Sluts lisp.”

Then finally, they broke him complete with a video call to his mum with a simple script; “I’m a sissy whore now. Don’t contact me.” His mum’s look made his heart tight with sadness but inside his cage, he swelled, looking at her confusion, horror and finally, disgust. Grace laughed, as she caned his soles; feet blistering, each strike lightning up his legs.

At the week’s end, Jack, Jackie now, curled foetal on the floor, body wrecked; skin mottled purple-black, cuts scabbed, holes raw and leaking, voice a rasp from endless screams. Eyes vacant, soul shattered, and through it all, his cock almost refused to go down, pushing against that cage, now surgically implanted and made to look like a fat pussy.

“You’re ready,” Grace said, unclipping cuffs. “Time to go home.”

He crawled, bell jingling, to the door. Broken. Rebuilt. Hers. He just hadn’t expected who her was…he hadn’t expected Goddess Grace.
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During that week, while Jack was still locked away in Reilly’s dungeon, being reshaped into something unrecognisable, I received an unexpected phone call from a woman named Iris.

The number was unknown, London area code. I almost let it ring out. I was sprawled on the living-room sofa in nothing but one of Dad’s old silk robes (open at the front, cum still drying flaky on my inner thighs from that morning’s use), half-watching a muted true-crime documentary while my body ached in that pleasant, used-up way. Janet and Mary were upstairs asleep, exhausted after a three-hour session where they’d taken turns fisting me while Dad filmed on his phone for the OnlyFans. The house smelled like sex and poppers; the air felt heavy, syrupy. Dad had already left for his business trip after that, leaving me lying there, wasted.

I answered on the fifth ring.

“My name is Iris,” the voice said, calm, measured, older than mine, carrying the quiet authority of someone who’d spent decades holding leashes and still walked away unscathed. “We haven’t met, but we share… acquaintances. Reilly. Mark. Marie.”

My stomach dropped, cold, sudden. I sat up straighter, robe slipping off one shoulder. “How did you get my number?”

“That’s not important...”

It had to have been Mark. Silent, broken Mark, still loyal enough, or scared enough, to risk sending a message. I swallowed. “What do you want?”

“For me, BDSM is a way of life,” Iris said, voice steady, almost gentle. “It’s the thing I’m most passionate about. But I’ve had to accept that my darkest thoughts can only stretch as far as consent allows me to go.”

I shifted, robe falling further, exposing one pierced nipple to the cool air. The welts from dad’s cane still throbbed faintly under my skin, reminders of how far I’d already let things go.

She continued. “Reilly suppressed her dominant desires for two decades or more. When I finally let them out, when I trained her, she let her imagination take over. She worked for me for a while. Everything was fine… until I discovered she was doing things to her own slaves that broke the fundamental rules of BDSM. She was acting without consent. Permanent modifications without exit clauses. Pain that crossed into mutilation. Sessions where safewords were ignored or ‘forgotten.’”

My mouth went dry. I thought of Jack, strapped down, screaming, Reilly’s calm voice saying no safewords now. I’d paid for that. I’d asked for it.

“We had a falling out,” Iris said. “She left. Opened her own studio in London. We haven’t spoken since. But I still hear things, gossip from old clients, from submissives who escaped. Backroom work. Extreme body modification. Dark BDSM that should never happen, no matter how much we dream of it. I’m given to understand someone has paid Reilly to do such work to your boyfriend.”

“Who told you?” My voice came out smaller than I wanted.

“That’s private. I just know.” A pause, long enough for the silence to feel deliberate. “But I suspect you already have an idea.”

Mark again. The sissy who couldn’t speak but could still betray.

“Tell me,” I said, trying to steady my breathing, “if Mark and Marie were your friends, how come they aren’t anymore?”

She sighed, long, tired, like she’d carried this weight for years. “Marie succumbed to the darkness too. She started crossing lines, pushing boundaries past what was safe, past what was sane. And Mark… Mark’s so in love with Marie he’d do anything for her. Even the things that scare him.”

Almost anything, I thought.

I decided to be honest. No point hiding now. “I paid Reilly. I paid her to teach Jack pain. To break him emotionally. His body won’t be modified, other than the hormones I’ve been giving him.”

Iris was quiet for a long moment. When she spoke again, her voice was softer, almost pitying. “I’m sorry. Maybe I haven’t made myself clear. I know you’ve paid. But someone else is paying too. Someone else has been involved since before you even contacted Reilly. They apparently set up a meet with an old friend of mine in Hamburg.”

My world froze. Anka. The bar on the Reeperbahn. The way she’d appeared at the exact right moment, sitting down like fate, guiding me step by step into the darkness. The dungeon. The training. The way she’d looked at me like she already knew every secret I hadn’t yet confessed. If she’d been a plant…

Someone had been watching me. Tracking me. Orchestrating every move.

“Do you know who?” I asked, voice barely above a whisper.

“A woman. I don’t know her name. But apparently she has a problem with you. Wants to hurt you. Wants you to submit to her, completely.”

The phone felt heavy in my hand. I thanked her, mechanical, ended the call. Sat on the sofa, staring at nothing. Alone. Dad away on his “business trip.” Janet and Mary still asleep upstairs. In a few hours they’d wake, drag me to the bedroom or the living-room rug, use me until I leaked and begged. My cunt throbbed at the thought, traitor body still craving the ruin.

But the thrill felt thinner now. Cracked.

Jack would be home in six days, broken, reshaped, mine. Except he wouldn’t be mine. He’d be hers, whoever she was. The puppetmaster who’d pulled every string; Anka in Hamburg, Reilly in London, Marie at Jack’s flat. Me, thinking I was the spider, when I was the fly.

I wanted to feel stupid. Manipulated. Betrayed. Instead, horror of horrors, my cunt leaked fresh. The idea of someone else holding the leash, of being forced to my knees by a woman who’d orchestrated my fall, made me clench. Hard.

I was ruined too.

And it made me so fucking hot.

I needed to speak to Dad. Needed to know if he was part of this, if the incest, the meth, the breeding threats were his idea or someone else’s script. But he was away, some urgent work needed, and the house felt too quiet, too empty.

I tried to pull myself together. There was no way of telling where this was going. Where I would end up. What if this was mafia shit? What if I was destined to become a sex slave, life over, passed around until nothing was left? Again, that throb between my legs, sharp and insistent. But this time I tried to fight it. Tried to fight everything I’d forced myself to love.

Jack’s torture had just begun. And I had a choice to make; save him, save myself… or accept my fate.

I picked up my phone, thumb hovering over Dad’s number. What a shit time for him to be away.


Eleven

I was on my knees, gagged with a thick black ball that stretched my jaw wide, drool already pooling at the corners of my mouth and dripping in slow, glistening strings down my chin and onto my chest. My arms were bound tight behind me in a leather armbinder, elbows forced together until they kissed, shoulders straining painfully, fingers long since gone numb from hours of restriction. My holes were plugged; a thick, ridged dildo taped deep in my cunt, buzzing low and relentless on a remote Dad controlled from across the room; a ribbed plug stretching my arse, also taped in place, vibrating just enough to keep me trembling on the edge without letting me tip over. Naked except for the fresh ink, black block letters still raw and weeping under clear second-skin film; WHORE stamped across my chest in three-inch capitals, CUMSLUT curving under my left breast, RAPE ME scrawled across my lower belly, USE ME on my right thigh, DADDY'S BREEDING BITCH in smaller script just above my mound. Fifteen tattoos total, each one a brand, a promise, a surrender. The skin around them was puffy, red, angry; every breath pulled at the tape, sending fresh stings through me.

Dad stood over me in his favourite red PVC corset, laced so tight his waist looked almost feminine, black satin panels gleaming under the low lights, heavy cock hanging free and half-hard between his thighs. He’d come back early from his trip the moment I told him about Iris’s call. No point pretending anymore. The game was up. Someone else was playing.

He crouched, leather creaking, grabbed my chin, forced my eyes up. The gag made speech impossible; I could only drool around the ball, tears streaking mascara down my cheeks.

“You’re my whore. A toilet slave. A cum sponge. Used whenever I want, pissed on, beaten, passed around like a party favour. And now you’re about to be owned by your sister.”

I moaned, desperate, affirmative, cunt clenching around the buzzing plug.

When he arrived home those few days ago, he was nervous, worried that I was angry, would end everything. “Let me tell you how this happened.” He said softly.

“Grace moved back to London a while ago,” he said, pacing slow in front of me, cock swaying with each step. “But she’d been so engrossed with work she didn’t want the hassle of bothering us. Then she saw us all at your mother’s funeral, saw you with Jack, and the pain came back. The times you inadvertently hurt her. You hadn’t done it deliberately; things just worked out with you taking the men in her life without realising.”

I stared up at him, eyes wide, throat tight. He kept going.

“She began plotting a way to get Jack. She knew in her heart he was a submissive, she’d been with enough of them, and she knew about your mother and me, our little kinks. She just couldn’t come up with a way to get him. And then an opportunity presented itself.”

He stopped pacing, looked down at me, eyes dark.

“After you called Grace about Jack discovering the knickers, she immediately called me. Set up a meeting. The plan began to formulate. She told me she wanted to get Jack and explained why, and that she needed my help.”

“I was reluctant at first,” he said. “But then Grace said, ‘What if we could all live together? What if you could be my slave, and Trixie and Jack would be your slaves?’”

He paused, let the words sink in.

“I said, ‘Gracie, I can’t do that. I’m your father.’”

Another pause, I saw his cock twitch against his panties.

“She went for broke. Pushed her hand onto my crotch, felt my erection, then smirked. ‘You know you want it. If I’m this depraved, I have to get it from somewhere, and I don’t think it’s entirely Mom.’”

I moaned, low, cunt flooding at the news my sister was more depraved than me.

Dad continued, voice dropping lower, “but when Grace told me to come back to her place to see it, I didn’t say no.” The moment they were inside her dingy bedsit, she grabbed a crop from the bedroom, stripped down, and took possession of him. She whipped him. Pegged him. Fucked him. And by the end of it, he was coming up with ideas with her, holding his eldest daughter, feeling her huge breasts, kissing her in ways fathers don’t kiss their daughters.

My eyes widened, shock mixing with heat. Dad’s cock hardened fully now, I leaned down, let it begin brushing my lips through the soft satin of his panties, too turned on by the story to stop myself.

“When Jack moved out, I feared the plan had failed,” he said. “But Grace assured me you were no different to her, that you’d work on him. By then, she’d seen what Anka had done to you. Seen you were too far gone. After all, she was in Germany. In Hamburg. She’d been following you the whole time.”

I whimpered, and dad reached down, stroked my hair almost tenderly as I pulled the material back, sinking my lips onto his dick, but then a thought crossed my mind, so I raised my head.

“What is Reilly doing to Jack?” I managed, voice hoarse, wrecked.

“I honestly don’t know,” he said. “But it’s… scary.”

I nodded, hurt crashing through me like a wave. Manipulated. Used. But like the crop, like the needles, like the ink still weeping on my skin, the hurt felt so good. I dropped my mouth with a deep moan and gobbled at his cock.

“What do you want to do?” he asked, voice quiet now. “I’ll support you either way. But if you decide to stay, then you stay as our slave. Grace moves in. And you accept what you are.”

I sighed, wondering about my life, wondering if this was sane. It wasn’t. None of it was. And yet, what was? Nothing I’d planned for my own husband-to-be had been sane. And the more I considered the work being done on him, the more I wondered if I wouldn’t have done the same, given the option. Again, my head came up, my hand moved to massage his dick.

“I’m staying,” I said, voice small but steady.

“Are you sure?” Dad asked, eyes searching mine. “After this, you’re no longer my daughter, not that way. After this, it is ruin. Sex. And you’ll be a whore. I’ll be your pimp. For the rest of your life.”

I nodded, throat tight. “I’m sure, Daddy.”

Dad pushed my head down, pushing his erection back into my mouth. Just telling me the story, me accepting my fate, had made him hard as stone. The erection kept going, my gag reflex trying to work, choking sounds tearing from my throat, but he didn’t stop. He just pulled me deep and held me there, cock pulsing against the back of my throat, cutting off air.

“You’ve made Daddy so proud,” he purred, bucking his hips slow, deliberate. “So proud, sweetie.”

From that point on, I was not allowed to wear clothes in the house. It would be the last time he called me sweetie. From that point on, he pushed and kicked me around the house, made me crawl in tears as he kicked my backside for fun, called me cunt, then shoved his cock in it. I revelled in the treatment, revelled in the sexual abuse. Cock after cock, his friends getting high, getting drunk, laughing, watching, using over and over.

People showed up, handed him money, and then I led them back to my bedroom where I acted like the whore I was; blowjob, fuck, anal, or for a bit more money, they could slap me, beat me, piss on me. I got to play dominatrix for those who paid for it, and I did enjoy that, but being the submissive slut turned me on more.

By the end of those few days, I’d been tattooed, tattoos so fresh that the second skin covered them still. They’d been my idea. And when I suggested it, Dad loved it.

Jack would be there soon, just a few more minutes, and he’d come with Grace. I knew what I’d do. I had a plan.

It was as I was thinking about that plan, how I’d greet him, how I’d break the last of his resistance, how I’d make him watch while I served, that I suddenly felt something. A sickness. Nausea. Sharp and sudden, rising from my gut like a fist. I moaned behind the gag, muffled, desperate, banged my knee hard on the floor to get Dad’s attention. The impact jolted through my bound body, plugs shifting inside me, vibrators buzzing harder against the motion.

Dad looked over, confused at first, then saw my pleading eyes, the way my stomach lurched visibly under the fresh tattoos. No vomit came up; it just threatened, bile burning the back of my throat. He finally understood. Dropped the remote. Rushed over. Fingers fumbled at the gag buckle, pulled the soaked ball free with a wet pop. Drool poured from my mouth in thick ropes.

“Quick, help me to the toilet!” I screamed, voice raw, cracking.

He helped me waddle, ankles still cuffed close with short chains, arms locked in the binder, plugs shifting painfully with every step. I nearly fell twice; he caught me under the arms, half-dragging me to the bathroom. Bent me over the toilet just in time. I vomited, hard, violent, stomach heaving until nothing but acid came up. Tears streamed down my face, mixing with drool and mascara.

“Are you sick?” Dad asked, fatherly concern suddenly trumping the sexual haze in his eyes. He rubbed my back, gentle circles, voice soft. “Do we need a doctor?”

I turned my head, still bent over the bowl, and grinned through the mess. “Guess you have what you wanted.”

He stared, trying to parse it, then his eyes flicked to my belly, to the empty pill packets still stuck to my chest. Understanding dawned slow, then bright.

“Could be mine,” he said, voice low, almost reverent. “Could be Mary or Janet’s. Could be a hundred different men by now.”

“No.” I shook my head, smiling wider, tears still falling. “It’ll be yours. I feel it. You’re going to be a daddy… and a granddaddy.”

He licked his lips, slow, deliberate. Then sighed. “You’ll need to have it aborted.”

“I know.” I nodded, voice steady despite the shaking in my legs.

“It’s a fun fantasy,” he said, almost wistful, “but we can’t bring a kid into this.”

“I know,” I said again, soft, agreeing.

“Shame though.” He smirked, dark, hungry. “Would’ve loved to see that belly grow. Knowing you’re about to be the mother of my children.”

“Me too,” I whispered, smiling through the tears. “Really. Fucked up as it is.”

He helped me clean up, gentle now, wiping my face with a warm cloth, letting me rinse my mouth. Left the gag off, just in case. Then we hobbled back to the bedroom, me still bound, plugs still buzzing, tattoos still burning, arriving just as the front door clicked open.

My first sight of Jack made my heart flutter, then clench.

Long, platinum-blonde hair, extended extensions reaching past his waist, framing a face heavily made-up, permanent makeup tattooed in place; bold black eyeliner, glossy pink lips, arched brows. A huge, fresh scar across his chest, raw red letters spelling SISSY in thick capitals, still scabbed at the edges. He wore a pink satin babydoll nightie, short, sheer, ruffled, white lace trim framing his new “tits” (hormones already swelling them into soft B-cups), tiny cage visible through crotchless panties. His walk was awkward, ankles hobbled with short chains, bell on his collar jingling with every step. He lisped, voice breathy, barely audible.

“Helloth, Misthweth.”

“He’s had his vocal cords Botoxed,” Grace said, stepping in behind him. “Not completely, but enough.” She wore a red latex mini-skirt that barely covered her arse, tiny red latex bra straining over massive breasts, black thigh-high boots clicking on the floor. She looked like sin incarnate. “Hello, sister.”

I looked up at her, mouth watering. I didn’t see a sister. I saw a goddess. A lover. A woman I desperately wanted to lick and suck and worship. I’d prepared myself the whole week, told myself I’d see her for what she was; the woman I would love and serve forever. I didn’t care about Iris’s warnings. I cared about the sex. The pleasure. The pain. I wanted it all. I was prepared to give up my life for her, if she wanted.

“Hello, Goddess,” I said softly, voice thick with awe.

“You were supposed to be gagged,” she noted, looking at Dad with disapproval.

“Goddess, she was sick,” Dad said quickly. “Erm… morning sickness.”

Grace’s eyes widened, then she smirked. Then laughed, bright, delighted. “You’re pregnant?”

“Yes, Goddess,” I replied.

Jack’s eyes widened, shock cutting through the haze.

“With Daddy’s?”

“We think so, yes Goddess.”

“Oh, that’s so perfect.” She laughed again, head thrown back. “You have to have it, of course.”

My cunt filled and throbbed, heart racing. Yes, make me have it! Make me have my father’s baby! “Goddess, we thought about that, but we can’t bring a child into this environment.”

“Oh, we won’t,” she said, smiling sweetly. “I have friends who can’t have kids. Waiting to adopt. But if we do this…”

I licked my lips, breath hitching. “How… how many friends?”

“A few.” She shrugged, casual. “I’m sure we can find more. Turn you into a baby-breeding machine.”

My legs shook, cunt pulsing hard enough to make me whimper. “Oh fuck, yes please! Yes!”

Grace smiled, sweet, almost loving, then crouched and kissed me on the lips. Soft. Her tongue danced with mine, slow, claiming. “I wanted to hurt you,” she whispered against my mouth. “But you’re getting off on this just as much as I am, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

She chewed her lower lip, grinning. “This is going to be so much fun. Daddy’s money. You all as my depraved slaves. Non-stop sex.”

She reached out, pulled Dad to us, drew him into a three-way kiss. Tongues tangled, wet, hungry, three mouths sharing spit and breath. “I wish Mummy was here to see this,” she murmured. “I think she would’ve approved.”

“She would have,” Dad agreed, voice rough.

Grace pushed Dad back, grabbed his erection, pulled it from his panties. Climbed up, straddled him, sank down onto his cock with a long, satisfied moan. “Dad, for a sissy you have a huge dick.”

“Thank you, Goddess,” he smiled, reaching up to play with her huge tits, thumbs circling her nipples through latex.

I shuffled over to Jack, using my teeth to tug his panties down. The fabric peeled away, revealing the fat slit; sutures still there, undissolved, fresh pink flesh framing the tiny cage underneath. I nudged it with my nose, felt the metal through the skin, smelled the faint antiseptic and cum. “Will it stay like that?”

“No,” Grace sighed, bouncing harder on Dad’s cock, tits jiggling. “The body will reject it eventually, we think. But Reilly knows a surgeon in France who can help. She does these parties, dark ones. I’d love to go…”

“She can turn his cock into a vagina?” I asked, voice thick.

“Yes,” Grace moaned, hips rolling. “But I wouldn’t turn it into a full vagina. Just a slit. Leave the cock in there. Make it prettier than that. But his hole should be his arse.”

“I agree,” I grinned, dark, eager. “Completely gay. Not a woman.”

“Yes, perfect.” Grace moaned louder, bouncing harder. “Sister, come suck on my titties.”

“Yes, Goddess.”

She mused, breath hitching as Dad thrust up into her. “Hmm… I think, from now on, you don’t call me sister or Goddess. How about… Mommy?”

I grinned, depraved joy flooding me. “Yes, Mommy!” I purred, sexy, submissive.

A tear rolled down Jack’s face. He stared at the depravity, silently hoping I’d fight this nonsense. But instead, he arrived home to find I’d embraced it. Fully. He dropped to his knees, watched, eyes wide, broken.

The door opened. Mary and Janet walked in, dropping their robes to reveal sexy corsets and stockings, cocks already growing hard.

“Oh, we’re right on time!” Janet laughed.

A glass pipe appeared in front of Jack’s mouth. Janet lit it. He sucked, deep, meth rushing through him, eyes glazing.

“Give me some of that!” Grace gasped, riding Dad harder. “I wanna get fucked up high!”

“And me!” I cried.

“Sorry, honey!” Grace laughed, breathless. “You’re pregnant!”

“Oh, yes, Mommy.”

Jack watched, Janet’s cock entering his arse, pumping slow and deep. And as I watched my husband-to-be, I saw the smile grow on his face. He opened his eyes, settled on me, grinning. I grinned back.

“You were right,” he lisped, voice soft, wrecked. “You were so right.”

The room filled with moans, meth smoke curling, bodies tangling, depravity unfolding. And I knew, this was only the beginning.


Epilogue

The weather was gorgeous, clear blue skies over the Costa del Sol, relentless Spanish sun turning the pool into a sheet of liquid gold, but carrying this kid at this late stage in my pregnancy, in this heat, was a nightmare. My belly was enormous now, round and heavy, stretch marks silver against the skin, navel popped out like a button, breasts swollen to the point of constant leaking. Every step sent sharp twinges through my lower back; every breath felt like lifting a weight. I knew pain, knew it intimately, craved it, but this was different. This was exhaustion, pressure, the constant low ache of a body remade for breeding. Thankfully, today I just needed to relax. No sex. No work. Just lie by the pool in the shade, sip iced water, let Jackie wait on me hand and foot.

He moved around me like a trained pet, silent except for the faint jingle of the bell on his collar and the soft click of his pink Mary Janes on the tiles. Platinum hair cascaded past his waist now, extensions Grace renewed religiously every six weeks. Permanent makeup still flawless; glossy pink lips, thick black liner, arched brows. The huge SISSY scar across his chest had faded to pale pink but never disappeared, Grace liked it visible, liked reminding him what he was every time he looked down. His “tits” were soft B-cups, hormones doing their work, and the slit between his legs had healed into a neat, pretty pouch of flesh, the tiny cage still buried inside, sutures long dissolved but the skin permanently puckered and sensitive. A surgeon in France redid the work, made it prettier, and stable. He wore a tiny pink bikini today, bottoms crotchless, top barely covering his nipples, cock cage peeking through the slit like a secret.

He knelt beside my lounger, careful not to touch without permission, holding a chilled glass of cucumber water. “Anything elth, Mithtweth?” The lisp was permanent now, vocal cords Botoxed and notched, voice breathy and high, barely audible over the cicadas.

I took the glass, sipped slow, then set it on the table. “Rub my feet, Jackie.”

He sat, cross-legged on the hot tiles, took my swollen ankle gently in his manicured hands. His fingers worked slow circles over the arch, thumbs pressing into the ball of my foot. I sighed, closed my eyes, let the sensation ground me.

We married in a small private affair a week after he returned to me. It just made sense. Grace officiated, red latex dress, collar around my neck, leash in her hand. Jack, Jackie now, wore white satin lingerie under a sheer veil, cage visible through crotchless panties. I wore black latex, corset laced tight over my still-flat belly, thigh-high boots, collar matching his. We exchanged rings, mine diamond and platinum, his thin steel locked around his cage. Grace pronounced us “Mistress and slave”, kissed me deep while Jackie knelt and licked my boots. Dad watched, cock hard, filming the whole thing for the site.

That first night he’d begged me, whispered through the gag, tears streaming, to run away with him. To go back to normal. To be a man again. I’d listened, let him cry, then told Grace. The two of us beat him until he bled, cane and belt and fists, until he sobbed on the floor, begging to stay, begging to serve, begging to be our whore forever.

“There is no getting out of this,” I’d snarled, leaning down, face inches from his. “No more consent. Nothing we’re doing is legal, fuckface. You’re trapped. Forever. Got that?”

He’d sobbed, cock straining uselessly in the cage, pulling at the healed skin around his new slit. And he’d nodded.

Eventually we travelled to France to meet a beautiful surgeon named Vivienne Durand and her gorgeous assistant Desi. Vivienne offered to buy him from me, said he would be perfect for her little brothel, but none of us wanted that. Jackie was ours. Our little gay whore. She was the one who fixed Jack’s pussy.

But like all things, life throws complications. A visit from Jack’s family saw them threatening to get the police involved. Thankfully Vivienne helped us deal with that problem, made them disappear. We didn’t ask how. By that time even Jack was grateful. “I don’t want to go back to normal,” he lisped, voice soft, broken. Why would he? He was being fucked up the arse from morning to night. He hardly had to work as a slave; he was just a fucktoy, constant pleasure. Who wouldn’t want that?

We knew the problems would grow though, and with Dad’s money and what we were earning online, we decided to move to Spain, a place where our lifestyle was legal.

Being good with computers, Jackie worked with Grace to set up a special website for fuck meets. The idea was that everyone in the house was available for use. They pay a subscription fee of a hundred euros a month, and they are sent a keycard for the house which allows them twenty-four-seven access, and guaranteed sex with any of us, Grace included.

Of course there were parts of the house off-limits, that was for when we needed rest. Even heavily pregnant I had to take part in the sex sessions, but lately even Grace said I should take it easy. Personally I was looking forward to getting the pregnancy over, getting well and getting laid again. But again, Grace had a plan for me.

“No sex with anyone but Dad until you get pregnant again,” she said with glee.

“Yes Mommy!” I purred, my pussy soaking.

Jackie walked over to me, carrying a juice. “Anything elth, Mithtweth?” His manufactured lisp now completely normal for me; I didn’t even remember his old voice.

“Rub my feet, Jackie.”

He sat down on the hot tiles in his little bikini, the swell of budding breasts visible under the soft material. “Tell me sissy,” I said, voice lazy, “I know you wanted out of this earlier, and I forced you to be here against your will. But if I said to you, you could leave, fix yourself now, would you leave?”

He looked away, eyes tearing up. Then he turned back to me. “Yeth Mithtweth. I would. I hate who I am. I’m a monther. I’m a man, but I’m forced to be a woman. I’m thtraight, but I take cock twenty hourth a day. Random people come in while I’m athleep, thtrangerth into my bed and they fuck me.” He sobbed, breaking down completely, but I felt nothing. I just smiled. “But I know you’re athking me jutht to thee thith. Jutht to thee me cry. You know I won’t tell the polithe. You know I won’t run. You know you have me trapped.”

“You could run,” I said, soft, teasing.

He blinked, remembering something. “Mithtweth Vivienne thowed me what happenth to thithieth who run. It’th a game for people like you, hunting uth. I’d never be free. Ever.”

“I know.” I smiled, slow, cruel. “We’d find you. We’d hurt you. But part of me wants you to run. I want to do those things to you. It would bring me so much pleasure.”

He shuddered, and I knew he was just as depraved as me. I knew he loved the torture, the feeling of entrapment. He didn’t run because while he hated it, he loved it. He hated himself, more than he hated us, and he hated himself because of how much he loved the torture.

“Honey, don’t stay out there too long,” Dad called from inside, voice carrying over the pool.

“Yes Daddy!” I called back, turning to look at him. Smooth, glossy hot-pink body, huge cock dangling free, and right at that moment I just wanted him. My sexy boyfriend. The man who cuckolded my husband. My flesh and blood. My daddy.

I stood, slow, heavy, waddled over to him. Seductive smile on my face. “I love you so much,” I purred, and he knew that wasn’t the same love it once was. It was the love a woman felt for a man. A boyfriend. A husband. “I wish I could’ve married you instead.”

“Me too, my love,” he breathed, rubbing my belly, kissing me deep. “We’ll always be together.”

“Forever,” I said, feeling someone crawl over like a cat and rub their long hair against my legs.

We looked down, Jackie brushing up against us, nuzzling like a loyal pet, showing how completely he belonged. We smiled. I turned, looked right at him, then swung my leg hard, crashing my foot into his gut. He let out a long, wheezing gasp, doubling over. Dad did the same, heel to the ribs, Jackie collapsing to the tiles with a choked sob.

“Fuck off, cunt!” I snapped, turning back to Dad and kissing him passionately. “Forever,” I breathed again.

“Forever,” Dad replied, pushing a finger up my rectum, slow and deep.

I moaned into his mouth, cunt throbbing around the plug, belly tight with the baby, body alive with heat. Jackie curled on the floor, gasping, crying, cock cage straining uselessly against the healed flesh of his slit. And I knew, this was our forever. Depraved. Broken. Perfect.

We walked to the viewing room where we stood behind the one-way mirror, watching Goddess Grace’s private chamber unfold like a live porn set. The glass was soundproof on our side, but speakers piped in every wet slap, every muffled scream, every filthy groan. Grace was tattooed like me now, tens of them, maybe more. CUMDUMP in thick black across her collarbones, WHORE stamped between her massive breasts, SLUT curving down her ribs, BREED ME low on her belly, PAIN SLUT along her inner thighs, INSERT COCK HERE in elegant script on her lower back. Her face was marked too, small, discreet words under her eyes, along her cheekbones, permanent makeup blended with fresh ink so she looked like a living billboard for depravity. Just like me, except I had PROPERTY OF GRACE on my face. I’d lost count of my own tattoos long ago; they covered my neck, my face, my hands, visible even under makeup. I was just a slut, after all. But Grace was our leader, our owner, our Goddess, and she was just as horny as the rest of us.

Three men were taking her at once. One buried balls-deep in her cunt, raw, no condom, hips slamming so hard her whole body jolted. Another reaming her arse, thick cock stretching her wide, lube and cum leaking down her thighs. The third had his dick down her throat, gagging her until her eyes watered, mascara running in black rivers. Ten other men stood around the bed, some stroking themselves, some waiting their turn, some filming on phones for the premium feed. A few I recognised as permanent fixtures, subscription lifers who never left. They paid their €100 a month and simply hung around the villa, taking us whenever the urge hit. Grace was fine with it. She almost never left this room anymore, just lay there, legs spread, holes open, taking load after load. Fingers and hands grabbed at her pierced nipples, thick rings tugged until the skin stretched white, while others slapped her tits, her face, her thighs. She screamed around the cock in her mouth, moaning, begging with her body for more.

The whole thing was constantly being broadcast. Multiple angles; ceiling cams, bedside cams, handheld close-ups. We made millions off it, premium subscribers got live chat, custom requests, private sessions. God, how I missed it. I so needed to get this baby out of me, get pregnant again so I could get back to it. Just a few more weeks now. Six weeks after giving birth, whenever that would be, oh...

“Er… Dad?” I said, voice soft. A sharp cramp rippled across my lower belly, tight, insistent. Water trickled warm down my inner thigh. “I think it’s time.”

Dad turned, eyes flicking from the mirror to me. His cock was still half-hard in his pink satin panties, but the lust cleared instantly. “Contractions?”

I nodded, smiling through the sudden pain. “Yeah. Damn. Poor Grace. She wanted to be at the birth, so that means… the sex pauses.”

He chuckled, dark, fond. “Jackie can take over.”

We watched Grace for one more moment, her body arching as another man stepped up, shoved his cock into her already-filled cunt alongside the first, double-stuffing her until she screamed in ecstasy. Cum dripped from every hole; her tattoos glistened with sweat and fluids. Then Dad took my arm, gentle now, and led me away from the glass.

The villa’s medical suite was ready, Vivienne had flown in a week ago, insisting on overseeing the birth herself. Private midwife, full equipment, no questions asked. Jackie followed us, bell jingling, tiny bikini soaked with pre-cum and sweat from earlier use, carrying the hospital bag he’d packed weeks ago.

Grace joined us twenty minutes later, latex dress still on, cum streaked down her thighs, hair wild. She’d left the men mid-orgy, told them to keep going with Mary, Janet, Jackie and the other house sluts. “This is more important,” she’d said on the intercom.

She knelt beside the bed, took my hand, kissed my knuckles. “You’re going to be so beautiful giving birth, Mommy’s little breeding bitch.”

I laughed, then gasped as another contraction hit. “Yes, Mommy.”

Dad held my other hand, cock still hard, pressing against my hip through his panties. “Push when you’re ready, baby girl.”

Jackie stood at my feet, lisping encouragement, eyes glassy with meth and awe. Vivienne and her assistant Desi moved with calm efficiency, monitoring, guiding.

The pain was exquisite, wave after wave, tearing through me, remaking me. I screamed, raw, animal, while Grace whispered filth in my ear; “You’re giving Daddy another baby. You’re going to swell again. And again. And again.”

I pushed, body splitting open, and felt the head crown. Grace leaned down, kissed me deep, tongue claiming mine while I bore down. Dad stroked my hair, murmuring good girl, good girl, his cock leaking pre-cum onto my thigh.

The baby came, slippery, crying, perfect. Vivienne lifted her, tiny, red, screaming, and placed her on my chest. I looked down, tears streaming, and laughed. “She’s beautiful.”

Grace kissed my forehead. “She’ll be raised right.”

Dad leaned in, kissed the baby’s head, then kissed me. “Our daughter,” he whispered. “And soon, our next one.”

I smiled, exhausted, euphoric, ruined. “Yes, Daddy.”

Outside, the villa hummed with moans and wet slaps. Subscribers watched. Money poured in. Life continued, depraved, endless, perfect.

I closed my eyes, baby warm against my chest, knowing that her new parents were on the way. It was a shame, I would’ve loved to have raised her, but that wasn’t my job. My job was just to breed them, daddy’s babies.

THE END
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