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Author’s Note

Not much to say here but more kinky shorts to get the blood going. Obviously, most of these have a darker element to them, so if you don’t like that, don’t read it!

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.

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

Please subscribe to my profile on Amazon, and follow me. I recently started an Instagram account (@juliagwenslater), though I’m not really a social media person. I just can’t get into it, but feel free to add me and once in a while I try to post a picture of myself.

Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.
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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 kids, I had recently discovered sissification novels, and whilst I never really had an inkling that I was submissive or into anything strange in the past, I just somehow fell into this feet first.

As a thirty-five-year-old man, you’d think that I’d have sorted all this in my head already, but I had always been plain, boring, I never thought to check what I like in bed and such. Sex with my wife, Kaitlin, was always so-so, nothing spectacular, and yet she never complained. It was all just very, calm, normal. Then this year I was gifted a Kindle with Kindle Unlimited for the year, and I thought, wow, free books!

Kindle Unlimited has a huge selection, and yet, you have to sift through to find things which really grab you. It was completely by chance that I came across a female domination cuckold romance novel, and that got me hooked. Soon, I was searching out other femdom and cuckold novels, and that led me to sissification. The moment I read about normal men being turned into sissies, I loved it. It just spoke to me in a way nothing had in the past.

My reading list expanded and I found myself going through three or four books per week. Whenever Kaitlin and I had sex, I found my mind wandering, imagining her telling me she was cheating, putting a bra on me as we fucked, telling me she’d burned all my male underwear and all I could wear were panties, and finally, that she was leaving me for a better man, and that she would tell everyone I was a sissy.

After months of reading the porn, I then began wanking to sissy porn, moving onto hypnosis, trying on my wife’s sexiest panties, which were a red lace pair, and eventually, stopping at a sex shop to buy poppers to sniff whilst watching sissy hypnosis.

I was spiralling, my addiction growing, but I couldn’t stop it. After wanking the first time with the poppers, watching dark hypnosis which told me to have gay sex, I panicked, wrapping the poppers bottle in tissue paper and hiding it in the bin. I told myself then and there, I needed to stop, to get out of this bizarre loop, to be normal, but then an hour later, I found myself horny again, fishing out the bottle from the bin and hiding it in a personal drawer.

This horniness/confusion continued for several weeks, but always seemed to grow inside me. That led me to looking for sissies on social media, and eventually following a good few on Instagram. I wondered if my wife ever noticed, but given she wasn’t a fan of Instagram, she didn’t.

Of course, algorithms being what they are, social media began to offer me things connected to transgender people and sissies, and then one day, up popped an advert for FairyFlirt Pink Layered Ruffle Cake Hem Pleased Lace Satin Ruched Kawaii Panties. They were the perfect sissy panties, and I found myself feeling desperately sad that I didn’t own them.

For weeks, I kept going through the Shein app, finding more and more sissy panties, adding them to basket, but never having the courage to pull the trigger and order them. Until one day, I knew my wife would be away on a business trip for two weeks and I could time the delivery. On top of that, I had a huge discount voucher, which meant I could buy a lot, get free delivery, and save nearly seventy percent. It was a no-brainer. I must have ordered ten pairs of different panties, bloomers, French knicker, all in ruffled satin and lace, all in variations of pink.

The moment they arrived and I could try the on, I was in heaven. I lay there in them, sniffing poppers, masturbating to sissy hypnosis, and I knew there was no going back. They were so perfect, so comfortable, and so, so, pretty.

The problem now was, I was so lost in my world of satin and lace, whenever Kaitlin and I fucked, I was unable to picture anything else than me being dressed in my sissy lingerie, and her being fucked by men, and then meant that I was shooting my load fast; and in some cases, literally two strokes.

“Someone’s horny.” She would joke, but I had to hope she didn’t mind.

“I guess I’m getting old.”

“Exercise helps.” She told me, and that was it.

Eventually, even the panties weren’t enough. I began ordering bras and bralettes matching them, nighties, stockings and suspender-belts, and eventually, a proper sissy maid dress from eBay.

Now, our house was pretty big, and I had my own little room. In that room, I called the mancave, I had an old school arcade machine which had a coin locker at the bottom. That was where I hid my sissy stuff. Nobody checked there, so it was all well hidden.

For the time-being, I only dressed when I was alone and only for a few minutes to wank, then it all went back in the hiding place. However, my wife had another trip coming up, and my kids were at their grandmother’s. That meant, I had three days to myself. This time, I ordered some cheap make-up, and a cheap blonde costume wig. I even bought some pink high-heeled shoes from Shein that fit me well.

The moment I was alone, I dressed up, did my make-up, then learned to walk in the heels, which took time. Eventually though, I was prancing around my house in my sissy maid dress and my ruffled sissy underwear without a care in the world.

And that was when my neighbour looked out of her window, wondering who the blonde was. My wife was a brunette, so it couldn’t have been her. Then she saw my face and realised everything.


TWO

At this point, in any sissy story, you’d expect the neighbour to come knocking with a smirk and say something like, “I know your secret, and now you’ll have to serve me.” Chance would be a fine thing. No, my neighbour was an annoying Karen, with a short blonde bob haircut, a pear-shaped body, and she was wildly right-wing, Christian, and I think she was a racist. I did know she was homophobic and transphobic, and when she saw me prancing around in my sissy clothing, she felt offended and down-right disgusted.

Funnily enough, the Karen’s name was Karen. Karen Middling, or as I came to know her, Karen Meddling. We tried to befriend her when we moved in, and she seemed friendly, inviting us over to dinner and such, but we soon found out that she only did that to find out information about us. Then the trouble started.

The grass wasn’t cut to the right height. The hot-tub we bought offended her. We didn’t visit church. Our tree was dropping apples on her yard. Our apples weren’t the right kind. Our kids were too noisy. And so on, and so on. I hated her, and I knew Kaitlin hated her too.

I didn’t find out that Karen had seen me through Karen. I found out by receiving a picture text from my wife. “Is that really you??? What the fuck, Ollie?”

Karen had texted my wife and outed me. She wrote to her saying that I was a pervert and needed god in my life Kaitlin would’ve called if she could, but she was stuck in a meeting.

“Fuck! Babe, I’m sorry, I was reading sissification porn and I wanted to see what the fuss was about.” I wrote back.

“So you went all out and bought the whole damned outfit? And to be prancing around for Karen to see! Fuck! I’m so embarrassed!”

I was shaking, I was scared, but for some reason, I was really erect. Still, I knew I needed to deal with this, before Karen did something stupid, like post it to Facebook. I scrambled to undress and put on male clothes, washing off the make-up, and then stomped over the Karen’s house and banged on the door.

“What?” She sneered when she opened.

“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.

“Not right now you’re not, but you have the picture and you could end up texting my boss or posting it on Facebook. That’s called leverage, and I won’t stand for it!”

She stared at me, fuming. “Fine. You don’t call the police and I’ll delete the photos.”

“Fine.” I accepted, and then I watched her deleting the photos from the device. What I didn’t think of at the time, was that she still had them in her outgoing messages to Kaitlin.

“Why do you dress like that? It’s disgusting! You’re a man, act like it, not like a woman!” She snapped.

“One, even if I was trans, that’s none of your business, but for your information, I was dressed as a sissy.”

The Karen snorted and scoffed. “You certainly are a sissy.” She meant it as an insult.

“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 at her.

For the first time, I saw Karen flinch, and then, instead of shouting at me, she said, “Wait, so, why dress up for that?”

“Because it is humiliating for a man to be turned into a sissy, and it essentially forces submissive males to dispose of their masculinity, to make them weak and subservient.”

“Huh.” She mused. “That’s…” She let her voice drift off, before coming to her senses. “It sounds perverse. You sound like a pervert! Leave me alone!” She snapped, moving to shut the door.

“Then you leave me alone!”

“Close your damned blinds then!”

The damned woman left me fuming, and taking her advice, I did do exactly that, closed the blinds. Still, whilst I wanted to change back into my sissy stuff and enjoy my little sissy mini-break, I was scared of Kaitlin Facetiming me and seeing, so instead, I waited until evening when she called from her hotel room.

“I had expected to see you in your women’s clothes.” She frowned. “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 stuff. I began reading about cuckolding, stories about wives cheating on submissive husbands and forcing them to watch or hear about it, and that led to sissy stories, where wives turn their husbands into maids.”

She sighed. “Is that what you want? Because I don’t think I’m the woman to give it to you.”

“No!” I said quickly, although my gut hurt to say it. “I just wanted to see what it felt like to dress like one.”

“And?”

How could I say that I loved it? How could I say I wanted to live as a sissy forever? “It wasn’t bad. 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 look, one which was challenging me to tell the truth, but then she looked 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, but there was a touch of venom to my words. It was too dismissive of her, to much of a lack of interest. She could have at least asked about it, read something, before just dismissing my new interest.

Our call drifted into work, news, how the kids were at her mom’s and such, but I just wanted the call to be over. The moment it was, I changed into the sissy lingerie and then put on a pink with white-lace overlay, layered babydoll, not bothering with the wig and make-up, and then made myself some dinner before watching a movie on TV.

I decided to move up to bed at around ten and continue watching up there, however, there was something bugging me, a strange feeling that someone was still watching, even though the blinds were shut.

Taking a peak from the side of the blinds, I could just about make out dark figure looking over from the bedroom of Karen’s house, and given that she was a divorced woman living on her own, I knew it could only be her. But what made me curious was the fact that she was deliberately looking for me, and something about it didn’t feel like she was looking to complain this time, but rather out of curiosity.

I decided to ignore her and focus on myself, but after several moments, I was drawn back to the window, using my little finger to pull the blinds back. This time, she’d completely pulled back her net curtains and had the television on in her room. However, every so often, I saw her face peek around, checking if I was there or not.

Now, at this point, I should point out that at five years older than me, Karen was anything other than what I would call attractive. She had a persistent scowl on her face, overplucked eyebrows which had been tattooed back at some point, and had that dumpy figure. And although her breasts were huge, I never saw her out of those high-collared blouses. But overall, it was her preachy attitude that bothered me, the fact that everyone had to be sensitive to her, but she was not expected to be sensitive to them.

That said, I kind of wanted her to see me in the nightie. I wanted her to see me dressed up, and I’m not entirely sure why.

Working up the courage, I stood and pulled up the blinds, walking about in front of the window lit up by the light of the television, bright enough to be seen, probably not bright enough to be photographed well. Sure enough, she peeked across and this time, she held herself on my body, watching me.

This continued for about five minutes, then something happened. She turned on her bedside lamp and stood up. She was in a white cotton nightie, long. As moved in front of the window and for some reason, she looked nervous, like she was being stupid. I’m not sure why, but I too turned on a light and when she saw me, she made a sharp intake of breath, but then she dropped her hands away from her bosom.

We just stood there, staring at each other, and then I raised the hem of the nightie and revealed the large ruffled bloomers, angling my backside for her to see. In return, her hand moved up to the strap of her nightie and with some moment of trepidation, she pushed it down, moving to the other and doing the same, before pulling the nightie down to reveal her huge tits.

Karen was flirting. She may have been anti-trans homophobic and everything in between, but something about my story had turned her on, and the only explanation I had, was the female domination aspect. It made sense really. This woman wanted to be in control of everything, to boss people around, and that was probably why her husband left her, but to have a man in her life that she could literally own, that was different.

I should’ve put a stop to it, told her no, that I was a married man, but right at that moment, I wanted this horrible woman to own me. I wanted her to make me her bitch.

She pinched her nipples, then moved her hand down to her crotch and pointed a finger, making a wanking sign. She wanted me to masturbate for her.

At that moment, my eyes searched for any possible hidden camera, and seeing nothing, I pushed my panties down a little to pull out my cock. Again, her mouth opened in a gasp, but then it slowly closed and her tongue popped out to lick her lips.

Her hand moved down again, bunching up her nightie and pulling it up, revealing her pussy, a neatly trimmed landing strip of blonde above it, which surprised me. I watched her fingers dance on her clitoris, push into her pussy, as I rubbed my erection.

And then, suddenly, she stopped, froze, and a smile appeared on her face, as if realising something. Suddenly, her nightie was down and she was moving towards the bedroom door. Lights turned on in her house and that was when I realised something myself. Karen was on the way over.


THREE

I needed to shoo this woman away, get rid of her. I certainly didn’t want to have an affair with her! And yet, my body trembled as I saw her walk over, a thick jacket over her nightgown. I ran downstairs, ran to the door, not daring to turn on the light, and then when she appeared and rang the bell, it took all my courage to open it.

I wanted to tell her to go away, to say something, but instead, I just stepped back, letting her in and shutting the door. We stared at each other, her chest heaving with obvious excitement mixed with nerves, and then she just dropped the jacket, pulling the nightie down and off, revealing her body, which whilst pear-shaped, wasn’t as pudgy as I had initially thought.

“Are you ready to be my bitch?” She asked with a smirk.

I almost told her to fuck off, but instead I stood there, 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 up and became harder than it had ever been. I finally was able to speak. “How do you know about this stuff?”

“You think I didn’t read about it after you left?” She laughed. “I’m going to be honest, this turns me on more than I thought. Now, are you going to submit, or should I expose you to everyone?”

The idea of being blackmailed and controlled turned me on, even to this woman, but my brain was moving at a million miles per hour. How on Earth could I cheat on my wife? And yet, as my knees gave way and dropped my body down, I knew that I wasn’t in control of anything anymore.

“Good sissy.” She purred, pushing a chubby foot in front of me. I quickly kissed it, and as I did, she lifted it and began pushing toes into my mouth, eventually even her foot as she mouth fucked me with it. “Upstairs, let’s go.”

She grabbed my hand and pulled me up. Once in my bedroom, she pushed me to the bed, then climbed over my head, lowering her pussy to my mouth. I didn’t hesitate; I pushed my tongue out and began licking. God, she was the wettest woman I’d ever eaten, she was clearly turned on.

“I’m going to make you my sissy.” She purred. “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 pussy.

“Of course you do, you disgusting little pervert.” She said, and then felt her hands on my cock and balls, gently stroking me, before grabbing and twisting my balls painfully. I moaned as the pleasure of the pain rolled through my body, I didn’t want this to stop. “Why does hurting you feel so good?” She asked, as she bunched my balls up and began slapping them. “Where has this been all my life?”

Then, out of nowhere, she began to clench her legs as her first orgasm hit. Immediately after, she jumped off and turned around, before lowering her pussy on my cock. Never had I cheated on my wife, but I couldn’t say no to this woman, I had simply accepted her as my Mistress.

“Oh, Yes Mistress!” I cried out as she rode me, reaching for my nipples and twisting them.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this.” She laughed.

“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, lost in the pleasure of her tight wet cunt on me.

She grabbed my hands and pulled them to her huge G-cup boobs. They were so heavy, so full, I just wanted to bury my face in them.  Instead though, she leaned down and took my face in her hands and kissed me, pushing her tongue in my mouth. We moaned together as I had the best sexual experience of my life, and this time, there was no quick-shooting; it was as if my brain was telling me to make this last as long as possible.

Once again, she let out a cry and arched her back, clenching on my cock. “Oh my god, I’ve never cum this much!”

As she continued to ride me, she continued to pinch my nipples as she stared into my eyes, then she slapped me around the face. “Wanna drink my piss later?” She asked.

“Yes Mistress!” I gasped, making her smile with 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 dick spoke for me. “Yes! Yes Mistress! I need it!” It was all too much. “I’m gonna cum!”

“Cum, baby, fill me with your cum!”

The moment my cum filled her, she came once again, then fell on me, both of us panting. I wrapped my arms around her, giving her light kisses on her shoulder and face, until her lips moved to mine and we kissed for several minutes.

“Can I spend the night?” She asked.

“Sure.” I said, too far gone to say no.

“I want you to lick my pussy. I read cuckold sissies do that, to clean their Mistresses.”

“Yes Mistress.” I said, moving down her body and licking her dirty cunt. It was so wrong but so right!

Eventually, I climbed back up and we began kissing again, then she broke off and lay back, smiling. “God, I haven’t felt so alive in so long!” She giggled. “I won’t tell anyone, obviously. The idea of blackmailing you turned me on.”

“Me too.” I admitted. “I wish we could make it come true.” I said.

“Do you mean that?” She asked, looking at me with hope in her eyes.

“I mean, obviously we can’t.”

“Oh.” She sighed.

“But…well, we can roleplay.”

“So we can do this again?” She asked with another smile.

“Yes Mistress.” I smiled back at her.

“Good. Well sissy, go get me a glass of water. I’m parched.”

“Of course, Mistress.”

I ran down in my sissy outfit, returning with two glasses of water. We stared at each other as we drank, then as she put it down, she said, “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. Today, Kaitlin said she doesn’t want to see me like this.”

She nodded. “I wouldn’t have either, but the more I read about it, the more I understood it. 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.

“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 my wanted to laugh at her hypocrisy, the other part felt so submissive and low being with this woman, that it made me want to tell her to just get it over with, to ruin me, to expose me as a sissy and take 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.

The following day, I was alone once again, she had work to do, and I was meant to have been working from home, but once again, I found myself wanting to dress up, so, like the day before, I dressed up in my sissy maid dress, wig, and make-up. Sure enough, a half-hour later, I received messages from Karen, pictures of me again.

“Very nice, sissy. Come over and clean my house. Now!” She wrote.

“Yes Mistress.”

As I worked, vacuuming her house in my heels, she held her phone up, recording with a smirk. I asked her why she was filming, and she said for blackmail leverage, but then gave me a wink which suggested it was just roleplay. Eventually though, she opened her legs and pulled her skirt back and told me to get licking. I dived between her legs, and as I licked, she filmed. More leverage. In fact, even when she told me to fuck her, she filmed me pushing my cock into her pussy, making sure to pan up to get my face in the picture.

“You like fucking your Mistress, don’t you?” She purred.

“Yes Mistress!”

Of course, when we took time to chat, she told me it was just roleplay, that the idea of blackmailing and eventually exposing me got her off. I had to admit, it got me off too, but I was glad that she and I were aligned that it was just roleplay, and not reality.

In the evening, when my wife called, I was back in my normal clothes and without make-up. The topic of my dressing up didn’t come up, it was just a normal boring call about nothing. The moment it was over, I was back in my sissy stuff, back in make-up and the wig, and Karen was over at my place. It seemed we couldn’t get enough of each other.


FOUR

My trysts with Karen continued in secrecy for some time after that. I hid most of my sissy stuff at her place, and she even invested into some items of her own, a crop, leatherette trousers, a latex dress, nipple clamps, and even a strap-on dildo to peg me with. In fact, she fell into the dominatrix role like a duck to water, so much so, she was giving me tasks throughout the day.

Our favourite play was blackmail. She would send me tasks telling me if I didn’t do them then she’d expose me and my cheating, and so I would do them. At the beginning, it was basic stuff, like getting changed in front of the window, or drinking my own piss. Then she wanted me to wear panties under my jeans when my wife was home, again, not too difficult a task. Masturbating in front of the open window when my family was downstairs, that was a little challenging as I had to worry someone might walk in.

Then there were the hard challenges. First, it began with going over to her place to lick her pussy or fuck her, whilst my family were home. That was hard because I had to lie about where I was going and hope they didn’t want to go with me or check. Then she told me I needed to come over but I had to be in full lingerie, bra, stockings, and so on.

And then came the one I hadn’t been expecting, especially not from her.

“Go down to the sex shop with the gay darkrooms and suck a cock, get evidence.” She wrote.

Okay, that was a massive step up, and one I wasn’t sure I could do. So I wrote back, “I think that maybe a little far.” I told her, my heart racing, hoping she pushed back.

“Do it, or else, sissy.” She wrote.

Still, I needed to challenge her. “Are you serious now? Like, this blackmail play or not?”

I watched the dots appear, my heart racing. “Do you want me to be serious? I want to be… I don’t want this to be play anymore.” She wrote.

The problem was, she’d left an out for me. My cock was rock hard and I was horny as hell, so I began to wank and as I wank, I wrote; “I want you to do it all. I want you to dominate me, blackmail me, and then ruin me!” But try as I might to press send, I just couldn’t do it. I came and the moment I did, I deleted my text. “I’m sorry, I can’t do it.”

“Okay…” She wrote back, nothing more.

The problem was, Karen wasn’t completely stupid. She’d been reading, studying, and she had read about the inconsistencies of a man’s libido when he cums. As such, she decided to move things to the next level.

A few days after that, I was over at her place, fucking her, and after I came in her and licked her clean, she did something surprising. She pulled out a chastity cage and locked me up.

“Karen!” I cried. “I can’t wear that! What if Kaitlin sees? What if she wants to have sex?”

“Does she initiate sex?” She asked.

Hmm… She had a point. Kaitlin never initiated sex. In fact, if we went weeks without sex, she never said a word. I would just need to make sure she never saw the cage.

And then I began to receive texts from Karen. Pictures of her in corsets she’d purchased, in suspenders, and finally, one very bizarre one, a video of her making out with a fat brunette woman. For someone so homophobic, her tastes had changed dramatically.

Still, all of this had a massive impact on my libido, and soon, I was dizzy with excitement. Then one day, when we were alone together, she had me all dressed up in my sissy outfit, with her in a sexy red satin and black lace corset, as she pegged me, and she asked, “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 lost in my horniness, there was no way of saying no. “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 leaned over and took my phone. “Better yet, record yourself saying that, saying that you aren’t playing, that you want it all.”

I did everything she asked, and I said it without hesitation. I had signed my death warrant.

For the next week, everything seemed to continue as normal. Then one day, she removed my cage and told me that she wanted to fuck. We did, I came, she didn’t even make me lick her. She just kissed me and sent me home, the cage still sat there on her bedside cabinet. Of course, without the cage, I went back to wanking and of course, my libido shifted again.

Then came the message, the task. Go to the gay cinema and suck a cock, send proof. Again, I pushed back, but this time, she made it clear she wasn’t playing. She texted me the video I’d sent her, saying I wanted the blackmail to be real.

“Do it, or I ruin your marriage.” She wrote.

My whole body shook in fear. She was serious. If I came clean to Kaitlin, she’d divorce me and I’d lose everything. I had no choice. I drove into town, to the sex shop, paid admission to the cabin area, and walked around. There were two men there looking rather bored.

I walked into a booth and saw porn playing on a small screen. The whole place stunk of poppers and sex. Beside me, I heard someone enter the other booth and through a glory hole, I saw movement. Then a finger popped through, curling. He wanted my cock, whereas I wanted his. That wouldn’t work. After a few moments, he got the message and left.

In the end, I had to wait nearly an hour for new people to show up, but when they did, I had my first cock. The moment it pushed through, I readied my phone, knelt down and then videoed myself sucking it. I did a few sucks before stopping and pressing send to Karen with the message, “Done.”

Immediately, she wrote back, “Don’t see cum on your tongue or face…”

So, I bent back over and took the cock in my mouth and sucked it. It wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be, and honestly, knowing that I was being forced to do it made the whole situation feel so hot. I began to get off on it, and wished I had poppers with me.

After the guy came, he zipped up and left, whilst I photographed myself and sent it to Karen. “Disgusting gay sissy!” She wrote back. “Suck five more.”

Being honest with myself, I was glad she wrote that. I walked back into the store and bought some poppers and went back into the now busy corridor. Instead of going into one of the cabins, I moved on through to the main cinema area and took a seat on one of the red leatherette sofas watching the gay porn paying on the big screen. As the cinema began to fill, a man about twenty years older than me, sat beside me, and after some moments, he pulled his cock out and slowly began to rub it, occasionally giving me a side-eye. Then, to make it more obvious, he jiggled it in my direction, a clear signal he wanted my attention.

I cracked open the poppers and sniffed deeply, and then the moment the high hit, I leaned over and began sucking, moaning around the smallish cock as I sucked and slathered it.

One thing happens when you start making public sexual displays, it attracts attention. That was what happened here, and soon people were stood over us, wanking and watching. As I moaned, sucking, I felt hands touching me, rubbing me, and then a hand undoing my belt. Poppers were placed under my nose and once more, I became lost in the moment. I didn’t even care that my pants were pulled down, my panties exposed which made the men murmur in excitement. I didn’t even notice when they were pulled down and my hole fingered.

The cock in my mouth came and the man stood. I remained on my hands and knees, panting whilst someone else sat, exposing their cock to me. I immediately took it in my mouth, without hesitation. Once more, poppers were under my nose and the finger that was in rectum disappeared. I kept sniffing, the bottle remained, longer than I usually sniffed, left to right, right to left, I sniffed and sucked, until I was lost in the biggest haze of my life, my heartbeat loud, my face hot, my whole body weak and limp as I just moaned and sucked.

Movement behind me, not that I really cared or noticed, and then pressure at my anus. A finger again? No, something bigger, something larger. More poppers again and my high rolled over and increased, and suddenly, whatever was knocking at my door was in, the sting burned but I didn’t care, I just moaned as the dick pushed inside without stopping. Soon enough, I was panting, yearning for more as the stranger’s bareback cock used me. The cock in my mouth came quickly, and this time, the new person in front of me didn’t sit but rather presented my cock so he could fuck my throat.

My first gay experience and I was spit-roasted, used. The popper-high came down but I was so into this feeling, I didn’t once consider the consequences. All I thought about was that Karen would likely want to see this. I reached for my pocket by my knees, pulling out the phone and switching on the camera, handing it to the guy using my mouth. He understood.

To my left, someone placed the poppers under my nose again, just as the man in my arse came. Immediately, he was replaced, the new guy using the cum of the previous to gain easy access.

I spent two more hours in that place, getting used from all sides, but in the cold of the night, I began to realise what I had done. Instead of feeling horny, I felt guilty, I felt stupid, and I was scared I’d given myself a disease.

Of course, I sent the video to Karen later that night, when I was horny again, masturbating in the bathroom, and she felt the whole thing was hilarious, but did note that she wouldn’t fuck me again until I got tested.


FIVE

The clinic tested me with some new type of test and I came up clean for all STDs, much to my relief. They noted I’d need to continue to be checked, but then started me on a drug called PrEP, saying that as long as I took it regularly, it would work. The moment I read more about the drug and its success, the more relaxed I felt about what I did, and the more I wanted to go back. In fact, I began to wish I could go there fully outfitted as a sissy. It seemed Karen felt the same way.

Three weeks after I was last there, Karen gave me a new mission. I had to go get fucked in the gay cinema dressed in my sissy outfit, with make-up and a wig. The problem here was, it was a Saturday, my family was home, and my stuff was at Karen’s place. Getting changed there and then driving to the gay place would be very challenging. As usual now though, I had no choice.

I ended up telling Kaitlin that I was going out with my friend Mark, and she didn’t question it. I then drove right from my house and parked around the corner, three doors down; it was the best I could do. Then, I walked back to Karen’s house.

Of course, Karen helped me change, telling me what a good and well-behaved sissy I was, and how she was looking forward to watching me take all those juice cocks.

“Wait, are you going with me?” I asked.

“Yep! I want to watch.”

“I thought you were homophobic?”

Her smile disappeared and it was replaced by a sad grimace. “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 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.

“You love me?” I asked, my lips curling in surprise.

“I do.” She laughed. “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, then she looked back at me with sad eyes. “Will we ever be together?”

It was something that I’d thought about a lot recently, about my boring, sad life with Kaitlin, versus the fun I was having with Karen. Part of me thought that it would be less fun to be partnered with her, that the sneaking around was what made it fun, but the other part of me imagined a life of total servitude to her. I decided it was time to make the possibility a reality. “That’s really up to you, Mistress.” I said, the implication clear. If she wanted me, she could make it happen quite easily.

She smiled but said nothing further, but the sparkle in her eyes told me she understood.

We left her house under the cover of darkness, down our empty street. Curtains did not twitch, so I knew I hadn’t been seen, but even so, I kept my head down. We could’ve gone in her car, but that wasn’t the challenge. Still, we made it to my car and off we went.

Once again, in the cinema, it didn’t take long for men to take an interest in me, especially dressed as I was, but it also seemed that many were bisexual, because whilst Karen watched me get pummelled from both ends, men began touching and feeling her, until she gave in to her emotions and let them fuck her. It was a wild night where I saw my lover sniff poppers along with me, and take cock after cock, laughing and giggling as she enjoyed the fun. She had come a long, long way.

Over the next few weeks, the visits to the cinema together became more frequent. Like me, she started on PrEP too, and that freed her inhibitions further. Suddenly, we began talking about swingers clubs, sex parties, orgies, she wanted to try it all.

Of course, Kaitlin began to notice things. First of all, she noticed I was going out more often. She didn’t seem to mind that because at least I had friends. Then she noticed that she wasn’t washing any of my underwear; that was because I washed my panties myself so she didn’t need to. That in turn led her to check my underwear drawer where she found the panties. She never said I wasn’t allowed to wear them, she just didn’t want to see me in them, but she was surprised to find I didn’t own any male underwear anymore, and she was surprised to find stockings and bras.

Finally, and this was the thing that made her question everything, she noticed how friendly I was with Karen in the garden, that we would say hello and smile at each other, and that made her wonder.

At the same time this was going on, the tasks from Karen began to get tougher. She ordered me to donate my shirts to charity and began gifting me blouses instead. Then the trousers needed to go, replaced by trousers which zipped from the side or back. And then my jeans were replaced by female jeans…should be the same, right? Nope, the zip was on the other side.

Things reached a head when she sent me an order stating I needed to paint my nails and wear eyeliner permanently, and find a way to tell Kaitlin, and I told her that I couldn’t do it.

There were two things I didn’t know by this point, things I would find out shortly. One, Kaitlin had already confronted Karen and told her to leave me alone. Kaitlin didn’t know the ins and outs yet, but she knew something was going on. Two, Karen had begun throwing up every morning… Based on the calculations, it was thanks to me. Yes, Karen wasn’t on birth control, she was pregnant with my child.

We had agreed with Karen that there would be no safe words, no stop words and no begging. If I said no to something, then that would be it, ruin. My brain capacity in this case wasn’t great and I still believed I had some wiggle room.

After I told her I couldn’t do it and begged her to understand, she wrote nothing back. Ten minutes later, I began to hear one ding after another downstairs, followed by Kaitlin screaming. “What the actual fuck??? Ollie you fucking motherfucker! You’re dead!”

I moved into Karen’s house less than an hour later. I arrived, dropped to my knees and stared up at her smiling face. “Are you ready to spend the rest of your life in servitude?” She asked.

“Yes Mistress.” I told her, and suddenly, I felt like I had to smile. She’d really done it. She’d outed me not only to Kaitlin, but my parents, my work, my friends, even the neighbourhood. I’d lost everything, and gained everything.

Karen made enough money as a real-estate agent to keep me as a slave, and with my skills as a programmer, I was able to work part-time remotely for bonus cash. I would be a full-time nanny to our child, although Karen made it clear that she would not tell the her that I was her daddy. I would always just be the nanny.

Of course, the longer we were together, the more Karen embraced her dominatrix role, and the more open she became. She even decided we should march together in the gay pride parade. In elections, she voted for the party which offered the most freedom; she was truly a changed woman. If anything, it was all worth it for that, to see her smile every day, and when she smiled, she was the most beautiful woman in the world to me.

As part of the divorce, it was agreed that Kaitlin and I should sell the house. She didn’t want to live next to me anyway. It was a shame that I wouldn’t get to see the kids anymore, but I understood.

Shortly after the divorce, Karen and I married in a small registry office. Both of us wore wedding dresses, and she insisted that as part of the process, I change my first name from Ollie to Allie. It was fine by me. From now on, I was sissy Allie.

The neighbourhood knew me as sissy Allie, and over time, they all greeted me as such. But why were they so happy with me?

Well, to answer that question, you need to understand what Karen was like. She was the nuisance of the council, the nuisance of the estate, and the nuisance on the Facebook group for the area. She complained about anything and everything, and blocked people’s planning applications. People hated her. Overnight, she became a different person. She even apologised to everyone and helped put a lot right. If all it took was this bizarre BDSM relationship, then the people accepted it. And that was why when they saw Karen walking me in fetish ballet heels with my hands in enclosed satin sissy mittens, in a bonnet and a tiny dress which didn’t cover my belly, let alone my rump, on a leash, they smiled and stopped to talk.

So how is my life now as a ruined, exposed, sissy slut? It is a dream! It is the best possible life, with the best possible woman. She may have been a Karen, but now she’s my Karen…my Mistress Karen.

THE END


Ruined in Twenty-Four Hours

ONE

I was at work when the package arrived. Sandra, my girlfriend, didn’t tell me that it had arrived, but I found it when I arrived home, the contents spread out on the table, my hot brunette girlfriend’s eyes puffy from crying. There, spread out all over the table were packs and packs of pink items, satin, white lace, black lace, dresses, a bonnet for Christ’s sake, all clothes which were hyper-feminine. In front, packaging list from the Chinese website the items were ordered from. Gay sissy kawaii, girlie panties, open-anus/crotch for easy access. Gay sissy pink maid dress with tulle petticoat, short. The list continued, and the word gay printed over them made it clear these weren’t for her.

There was just one really big problem. The package wasn’t mine. I never ordered any of this, heck, I didn’t know something so over-the-top even existed. Before we could even exchange a word, I looked up at the top of the list and there was the address. Candy Petersen, 221 Bennett Road. We lived at 221 Bennett Lane, it just so happened that my surname was Petersen.

“This isn’t mine.” I said suddenly.

“Uh-huh?” She scoffed. “Candy? Is that your tranny name? Am I just your beard?”

I actually laughed, because this 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 actually found the whole thing hilarious. The driver had cocked up, not me, not anyone else.

My reaction to the whole thing gave her pause. I was not a good enough liar to be faking this, and she knew that. So she leaned forward and grabbed the ripped grey package the stuff came in, and sure enough, there was the address. Then she pulled out her phone and searched 221 Bennett Lane, and found a Craig Petersen lived there.

“Oh my god, babe, I’m so sorry!” She gasped. “Fuck! I opened someone else’s package! Oh my god! I feel so stupid!”

“It wasn’t your fault.” I laughed. “But I guess we need to wrap this back up.”

“Bennett Lane isn’t far, we can drop it off.” She said. “At least we can apologise.”

“He might be embarrassed.” I warned her. I then picked up a silky pair of pink panties, embellished with lashings of white lace, pink bows. They did look pretty, but on a girl, I couldn’t imagine wearing them.  “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, whilst you were at work. It’s usually a man who is subservient to a man or a woman, who wears hyper-feminine stuff in order to be humiliated. I mean, 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.”

Again, I burst out laughing. “We fucked five times last night. Our sex life is bonkers. Do you think that is a sure-fire sign that I’m gay?”

With a giggle, she shrugged coyly and looked away, her huge innocent green eyes sparkling under the kitchen lights. “I guess not. Sorry.”

“It’s fine. This is actually really funny.” Then I sighed, still holding the panties, then putting them down quickly as if I might catch something. She stared at me, made another giggle and then sighed, the one you make when you realise you were being silly.

“Wanna try one on?” She asked.

My answer should’ve been, no way, why would I want to do that? But for some reason, I ended up saying, “No, they aren’t mine.”

“He won’t know!” She sang.

“They’re someone else’s knickers, and I’m sure he doesn’t want me to put them on!”

Rolling her eyes, she said, “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, but Sandra and I were young, in our late twenties, had been together for a couple of years, and really moving forward in our relationship, and yet, we still had a very active sex life and were completely open about our fantasies. Generally, Sandra liked me to be dominant, controlling, to spank her, even cuff her and playrape sometimes, but never had she shown an ounce of dominance towards me, and that was fine, even though I would’ve appreciated a little leather, latex and leash sometimes.

With a sigh, I pulled off my jeans and boxer shorts, grabbed the pink sissy briefs, and pulled them on quickly before I could change my mind. And annoyingly, two things happened immediately. One, they felt fucking amazing, and the moment they were on, I just didn’t want to take them off; and two, my cock stretched upwards so hard that they were stuck coming out of the top.

Her eyes widened and then she began giggling. “They actually look mega-cute on you! Oh my god! So pretty!” Then she did the weirdest thing, she grabbed her phone and took a picture.

“Stop!” I screamed, pushing the knickers to the floor. “Why did you take a picture? Delete that!”

She began laughing, pulling the phone back as I ran 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. They did feel fucking good on me, the feeling of the satin, so smooth, so tight on my skin, felt amazing. If she found it sexy, then maybe we could get a pair, just to fuck around in. “Well, if you like it, maybe we can order a pair. Just one though!”

She saw right through me, stood and smiled, kissing me on the tip of my nose. “Sure sissy, we’ll get you a pair.” She said, sarcastically.

“Hey, stop that!” I warned.

“Or what? Is the little sissy gonna spank his pretty Mistress?” She scoffed, but then she laughed, pushed my shoulder and then kissed me. “I love you, silly. Come on, let’s get this packed and delivered.”

In our rush, I’d completely forgotten about the pair I’d worn, which lay on the floor under a chair in a crumpled mess. We packed what was on the table into a black plastic bag, sellotaped it shut, and then walked the six-hundred metres to Bennett Lane, and rang the doorbell.

The door was opened by a tall blonde man, slim but muscular, with neatly combed short hair. He was in ripped jean-shorts and a tight black workout vest. “Hello, can I help you?” He asked politely.

“Erm, are you Craig Petersen?” I asked.

“Oh, no, that’s my boyfriend. He isn’t home right now.” The man said. He was clearly gay, with a very affected camp voice, and camp movements. I wasn’t sure if he was just like that, or if that was his way of putting himself on display. “Is something the matter?”

Sandra spoke up. “I’m afraid there was a mix-up with the post, and I, erm, opened one of his packages.”

Clearly, the man knew the contents of the packages immediately and gave a little giggle which he quickly hid behind his hand. “Oh my!” He gasped.

“Yeah, erm, you see, my boyfriend here,” she looked at me, “is Chris Petersen. And we live at 221 Bennett Road.”

None of this was lost on the man who got it 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 out of the doorway of the terraced house, letting us into the immaculately clean, minimalist house. We took a seat on a lovely red velvet sofa whilst he offered us a cocktail. And he knew how to make them.

It turned out that his name was Grant and was a professional barman at one of the best gay bars in the city. As Grant mixed me an Old-Fashioned, and a Mai-Tai for Sandra, he listened to the story, how she opened the package, saw the package list, and assumed it was my way of coming out.

“I assume you aren’t gay?” He said to me for good measure.

“Sorry, no.” I said, though I wasn’t sure why I apologised.

Grant looked me up and down, and then sighed in a desperately hurt, animated way. “Now that’s the real crime here.” He said. Then cocked his head and asked, “Not even a little bit? Never wanted to try?”

“I don’t think so.” I said, blushing, looked over at Sandra nervously, as she tried to stifle a laugh.

“Shame!” Said Grant.

We went through the whole story, leaving out the end, of course, as I didn’t need them knowing I tried on the knickers. We just finished, when we heard the door go, and in walked Craig…or should I say, Candy?


TWO

I say Candy, because Craig was dressed in a sissy dress. Purple latex with black lace, and black petticoat, he looked pretty in a way, well made-up, but still looked masculine. He was clearly older than all of us there, maybe in his forties, whereas Grant looked mid-twenties. Even though the dress was garish and over-the-top, there was an elegance about Candy. The closest thing I could compare him to (and I use him because he still went by he/him), was Hyacinth Bucket from that old British TV sitcom.

We handed him the package whilst Grant filled him in, but the sissy didn’t seem to be embarrassed and even laughed along with our story.

“Aren’t you forgetting something?” Grant asked Craig.

“Oh, sorry Master.” Craig said, dropping to his knees and kissing the man’s feet.

As we stared in shock, Grant explained. “He’s in training. Just a month into his submission, so he still forgets. Whenever he sees me, he must kiss my feet as a greeting.”

“I see.” Said Sandra, now looking wistfully.  “How did you two meet?”

“Oh, so Craig was married to a woman, and he essentially got her into the standard stuff in a femdom marriage.”

I didn’t know what that was. “Femdom?” I asked.

Before Grant could answer, Sandra answered for him. “Female domination. When the wife is dominant and the husband submits.”

“Oh.” I said, a little surprise my girlfriend knew that.

Grant smiled at Sandra, perhaps trading a hidden message, and continued. “So, the usual stuff happened, cuckolding,” he paused and looked at me, “where the wife fucks other men in front of the husband, has lovers, that sort of thing.”

I nodded, smiling, as if that was just a normal thing to know. “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? Ends up calling time on their play. But Craig here, he wanted to continue, had the hunger for it now, but he couldn’t cheat with another woman. So, whilst on a business trip, he downloads Grindr. Sure, he wasn’t into men, but he thought, it didn’t matter, so long as he could submit. And submit he does. Initially, it’s the occasional blowjob, fine right? Then Grindr isn’t doing it for him, so he started going to gay darkrooms, blowing guys there, and that is where he discovers poppers.”

I needed to stop the story, I didn’t know what poppers were. Once again, somehow, my girlfriend not only knew what they were, but also how they made you feel. How? Well, it turned out she used to use them at raves when she was younger, something else I didn’t know.

Grant continued. “So, he starts watching sissy hypnosis, sniffing poppers to get really deep.”

“That can’t work!” I practically shouted. “I mean, 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. But, you’re right, hypnosis doesn’t really work that way, especially not this stuff, but brainwashing kinda does. And with the poppers, Craig was really going at it, rinsing his mind over and over with this stuff, until one day, he invites a dominant man to his hotel room and gets fucked for the first time. And that was when he discovered the most pleasurable experience of his life.”

Rather than interrupt his flow, I kept my thoughts to myself, but for some reason, I couldn’t fathom how gay sex could be pleasurable. I mean, I once had a cut down there after a bad stomach flu, and boy, did that fucking hurt. How could it possibly be fun? But, rather than insult this couple’s sex life, I smiled, nodded, and let him continue.

“He began to get deeper and deeper into it, until one day, he couldn’t even get it up for his wife anymore. Soon, sex with men wasn’t just something he wanted on business trips, he wanted it all the time. Suddenly, he’s turning up at gay bars in town, namely, my gay bar. At first, he arrived as a man, until he found out we had lockers and changing rooms, and then he was dressing up. Soon, I came to know sissy Candy, we became friends, then lovers, and eventually, he left his wife for me.”

For a moment, we sat in silence, our mouths open in shock at such a bizarre story. Then just as I said, “That’s…”

“So hot!” Gasped Sandra.

My eyes darted to hers. I was about to say anything other than hot. I was about to say insane, or ridiculous, or anything, at least, I thought I was, but then I turned and nodded, “Really hot.” I said.

Grant offered us another cocktail and before I could decline, Sandra gleefully accepted. Whilst he worked on those, Craig opened the package, pulling out each item and checking it against the order. He seemed to have no hesitation pulling it all out in front of us, and whilst I knew he knew we’d seen it all, I would’ve expected a certain amount of discretion on his part, but he showed zero signs of embarrassment.

He frowned a moment, then checked the order and then the packing list. “Hmm…looks like they left off an item.” Craig mused.

“Really? What?” Asked Grant.

“Nothing really, just a cheap pair of sissy briefs.” Then Craig looked up with the first signs of embarrassment. “I know, I know. I shouldn’t be buying from China, but really, that’s the only place you can buy proper sissy stuff without being bled dry.”

I smiled. “It’s fine.” I said, though I wasn’t sure why. Then I realised what he had initially said. “Oh…” I frowned, looking at Sandra who stared back with questioning eyes, until it finally dawned on her too.

“Oh, they didn’t forget those. We just forgot to pack them up.” She said. “We’ll pay you back. How much were they?”

Craig was a little taken-aback. “Don’t be silly. Why would you pay for them? Just drop them off when you come by next.”

I thought that was that, but to my horror, Sandra continued and not in the way I’d hoped. “No, you see, Chris tried them on. So it’s probably best we keep them.”

My mouth dropped open in horror, and I stared at my girlfriend, seeing the playful smirk on her face. She’d done this deliberately. This was turning her on!

“Oh well,” Giggled Craig. “Keep them. Consider them a gift from me.” And then to add insult to injury, he looked at me and said, “If you ever need anything else, I’m happy to share…everything.”

From that point on, things got…weird. Instead of calling time on the evening, when Grant suggested ordering some food, instead leaving, Sandra said yes. I tried to say it was a Friday night, surely Grant had to work, but he said he wasn’t on duty tonight until midnight. “I work midnight till six AM on a Friday and Saturday night.” He explained.

Grant gave Craig permission to drink with us, as he couldn’t drink and he didn’t want us drinking alone. For the half-hour that we were waiting for the food, we talked about our normal lives, our boring jobs, Sandra as a dentist, me as data scientist. It turned out that Grant was not only a barman but was part owner of the bar, though he kept a back seat from the administration because he wasn’t much of a numbers guy.

Craig wasn’t a full-time sissy maid, much as he wanted to be. Instead, he worked sales for some car dealership downtown. Said if we wanted a discount on a new car, he could arrange it for us.

Then, the conversation returned to sex, with Sandra asking about the whole cuckolding thing. We listened as Craig explained how it was actually a lot of fun, that his wife loved it. They had a regular lover, a black guy with a huge dick, and that she was mega into it. “It made her powerful, like she could do anything. My submissive was sealed when that happened, because she loved it all so much.”

“So what caused her to change her mind?” Sandra asked.

“Marvin, the lover, he ended up falling in love with some girl, decided to end the relationship. She was heartbroken, and I was just starting my sissification journey. She had a crisis of conscience and began to think about what she was doing. Instead of just accepting the fun, she went into full meltdown and just wasn’t the same after.” The look on Craig’s face suggested he missed her but had accepted his new role in life.

As the alcohol flowed, Sandra became wilder, and I’ll admit, I relaxed a lot more. These two were really nice people, although Grant didn’t give up the flirting. He repeatedly pointed out that anal sex was better for men, more pleasurable, and that sucking cock was like sucking on a lollipop. Whilst Sandra didn’t encourage him earlier in the evening, after a few drinks, she whooped and laughed, asking if I didn’t want to suck on a meat lollipop.

Somehow, as the night wore on, it was suggested we continue the party at Grant’s club. I was a little drunk already, and not wanting to be a downer, agreed to go. However, Sandra couldn’t just leave it at that.

Craig was changing for the party, going from a sissy maid dress, to a sissy party dress. What’s the difference? I was about to find out. He walked downstairs in a tiny pink satin and tulle dress, with a ridiculous propped up ballet-style pink petticoat, complete exposing his pink satin and lace panties, the rear of which were completely open in a heart. The front of his panties had bulge which looked anything other than a dick. Of course, Sandra had to ask.

“It’s a chastity cage.” Grant said, moving in front of the drag-painted sissy and pulling his knickers down to reveal a waxed crotch, and a small, flat metal cage, under which hung two balls. “I don’t need his cock, so I keep it locked up. He’s a bottom bitch.”

“Oh! Kinky!” Laughed Sandra, before looking at me with a cheeky smirk. “Maybe I should lock you up. Make you a bottom bitch.”

“I have a spare cage if you want? It’s plastic, well, resin, but works fine.” Said Grant.

Sandra began clapping gleefully. “Yes, yes!”

My mouth didn’t move. I should’ve put a stop to it, but my dick was throbbing hard as I realised my girlfriend was about to lock me in chastity. Whilst Craig ran upstairs to get it, Sandra told me to take my jeans and boxers off. I tried to reason with her, but she wouldn’t hear of it and told me to stop being a sourpuss. I bowed to the pressure, just as Craig returned, holding a tiny black cage.

As my clothes fell to the ground, my erection stuck out. All in the room smirked, as Craig said, “Well someone seems to like it.”

“He’s not very big, dear.” Craig told my girlfriend, which whilst it caused me to blush, my cock jolted in excitement. Sandra noticed.

“Yes, he’s rather pathetic.” She sighed in mock dissatisfaction. “Maybe I should find a real man to look after me.” Again, my cock jolted up and down in excitement.

“Oh, I can introduce you to a lovely bisexual man tonight.” Grant said. “He’s lovely, and loves cuckolds.”

“Wonderful!” Sang Sandra, and for a moment, I wasn’t sure if she was still playing or not. “In the meantime, what are we going to do about that?” She asked.

“Oh, don’t worry!” Said Grant, and then clicked his fingers. Immediately, before I knew what was happening, Craig was on his knees and sucking on my cock. After getting over the initial shock, I had to admit, fuck, he was good!

“Wow!” Gasped Sandra, rubbing herself in that way that suggested she needed to cum. “That’s so fuckin’ hot!”

The sissy’s mouth was too fucking good, and stood there with my pants down, I thought my knees might buckle, it was that good. My hand found his head, running through his long hair. Earlier I thought it was a wig, but he’d actually grown out his hair and bleached it platinum blonde. That was pretty hot, I thought. Holy shit, I have sissy panties at home now, my sissy panties. I’m going to be a sissy for Sandra. And maybe she’ll get laid tonight by another man, that would make me a sissy cuckold. Fuck, that was hot! I want that! I want it so much! The thoughts escalated until I couldn’t take it anymore. I let out a long gasp and came in Craig’s mouth.

I flopped down on the soft as Craig swallowed, basking in the afterglow of my orgasm for a moment. But before I could think too much, I felt hands on my cock and balls. I opened my eyes to see Grant kneeling there, expertly threading my balls through a plastic ring, before pushing a tiny cage over my shrunk, flaccid cock. With a click, a lock was slid into place, and a key removed. He handed it to Sandra.

“There you go.” He said. “I have the other one, for safe-keeping.”

“Perfect.” Grinned Sandra, giving me a naughty little side-eye.

I’ll admit, I was a little down, a little against this after climaxing, but it didn’t take me long to recover, and for some reason, I found myself desperately horny again. Sandra’s sudden switch into bashful, playful, innocent but dominant did something to me too. She still had that girly feel to her, but there was a strong dominance I hadn’t expected. It was clear that she was enjoying this, enjoying the role.

“Honey, now you’re wearing the cage, I think it is only right that you dress up nice and pretty for tonight too.” Sandra said sweetly.

I had enough commonsense to say no. “I’m not wearing a dress!” I snapped.

“Fine, but you can wear pretty panties and a bra!” She snapped back. “Be a good little sissy and go with Candy to put them on.”

I wanted to argue with her, but my dick was leading me again. “Okay.” I mumbled.

“Excuse me?” She said, arms on hips in an angry pose.

It was obvious what she wanted to hear, but I wasn’t sure I could do it, not in front of the others. However, as always, my dick combined with alcohol led the way. “Yes Mistress.”

“Good sissy!” She grinned.


THREE

The club was not huge by any means, but it was loud and it was packed. I was surprised to see some women there too. Still, I was in a gay club, in a t-shirt and jeans which covered a lacy pink satin lingerie set, bralette, ruffled French knickers, matching high-waist suspender-belt, and stockings, and whilst I wanted to say I hated it all, it felt spectacular. But what made it feel extra spectacular? Well, that was an after-thought by Candy when he saw me naked.

“You need to shave.” He said.

“I shaved this morning.” I complained.

“No silly!” He said effeminately. “Your body. You need to shave your body. Come on, into the bathtub, I’ll do it for you.”

It wasn’t really shaving. He used a gel which killed most of the hair which he was able to scrape off. Gone was the hair from my balls too. I didn’t care, hair grows back, but I will admit, the moment I put on that lingerie and felt the softness against my smooth body, I knew it had me, I knew there was no way I’d be going back. It was a defining moment, yes, probably amplified by the alcohol in my system, but as I stood there in front of Candy, I shivered and moaned, and he smiled, a knowing smile, one that suggested he remembered his first moment too.

Then the most bizarre thing happened. As I stood there in just the pretty lingerie, just the two of us alone, Candy stepped forward and placed his lips on mine, just a little, barely touching. Instinctively, I pulled back, but he stopped me, whispering, “Hey, hey, hey, relax, it’s just us, nobody us, nobody to judge. Just relax, nobody will know.” It calmed me, and when his lips touched mine, I touched them back, pushed closer, and he opened his mouth pushing his tongue forward. I met it, and then when I felt his hands roam, touch the satin and lace, trailing softly along it, I turned my head and melted into his embrace, mewls of need in that moment, soft, effeminate. I was turning…

His hand clasped on the satin and the lacy ruffles on my backside, then he pulled back and smiled at me. “Now you know.” He said softly.

“Yes…” I whispered, gulping.

“You want more, don’t you?”

I nodded, unable to reply in words.

“It’s electric. It captures you, when inside you haven’t realised what you truly are. You know now, don’t you?”

“I do.”

Again, that smile, as his hand slid under my panties, a finger trailing down my crack. “What are you?”

“A sissy.” I breathed.

Lower now, near my hole. “What are you?”

“A sissy.”

Rubbing on my star, threatening. “What are you?”

“A sissy.” It penetrated me and I rested my head on his shoulder. Then it pulsed in and out. God, it felt amazing. I’d been so wrong; so very wrong. “A sissy.” I said again, without promoting. “A sissy, I’m a sissy, I’m a sissy.”

“Yes, baby, yes.” He breathed, then we kissed once more.

The two didn’t question what took us so long. I felt I had to make up some excuse, so I said I shaved, but Sandra simply shrugged.

In the club, Grant mixed us drinks but when we went to pay he refused to take it, saying something about meeting the most wonderful people ever in a meet-cute. I liked that. Sure, I was being taken places I haven’t expected, but I liked it. It was new, it was different, but it made me feel good, and that was what was important.

During the night, we danced to some awful music, but I won’t deny it was fun. Candy seemed to know everybody so every immediately got to know us. Of course, men were coming onto me, but Candy made it clear that I was with Sandra, though not that I was straight.

Eventually, Grant came over with a huge black man, tall, a very kind smile, massive muscular arms. “Sandra, Chris, this is Drake. He’s the guy I was telling you about.” Grant said.

“Nice to meet you both.” Drake said, a deep, sexy voice. “I understand you’re thinking about getting into the cuckolding scene?”

I was about to say we weren’t, when a clearly smitten Sandra spoke first. “Definitely! We’d like to start asap.” She purred, placing a hand on his chest. She was clearly drunk.

Chuckling, Drake took her hand, removing it from his chest. “Well, tell you what sweet-thing; why don’t you discuss it with your boyfriend, tomorrow, and then if you are interested, give me a call. I’m recently single and looking to get back into a long-term cuckold relationship, and you are both very beautiful.” He said, reaching a finger up to me and running the back of it gently down my cheek.

“And you don’t wanna play now?” Sandra asked, pouting a little.

“Honey, I’d love to, but I want this to be special. Let’s spend tonight getting to know one another, and then if you still wanna play, then we can set a date.”

This man was smooth. He could tell Sandra was drunk and he wasn’t going to create a situation where someone felt forced or regret the next day. I asked Drake to excuse us, took Sandra aside and said, “Honey, 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.

Seeing this, Drake stepped forward. “Tell you what. Leave her with me for now, I’ll get her some water, and we’ll find a quiet spot to chat. I promise, I’m not even gonna kiss her until I know she’s really okay with it.”

“I think we’re both okay with kissing.” I laughed.

A wide smiled appeared on Drake’s mouth. “Are we now?” He asked, and then to Sandra’s whoops, Drake leaned forward and planted his lips on mine, pulling me in for along, passionate kiss. “You’re right. You are clearly okay with kissing.” He said, leaving me stood there, breathless.

The last thing I heard as Drake walked my girlfriend away, was Sandra saying, “So hot!”

A hand grabbed mine and I looked up to see Candy smiling, pulling me towards a doorway. There was a look at the bar and when I turned, I saw Grant smirking in our direction. I wondered what was happening, as I was pulled into a doorway and down some metal stairs.

The sound of thumping music faded into the distance, and I found myself confronted with a new sound, moans and slapping skin. The red corridor lined with men making out faded into darkness. Before I knew it, I was pushed against a wall and lips were on mine. I knew what this was, I knew who it was, and given we had already kissed, I went with it. But as soon as my kiss with Candy began, it also ended, and once more, I was pulled further into the darkness.

Eventually we came to a stop, it was still dark but I could make out outlines now. Candy was working my belt, working the button and the fly, then pulling on my t-shirt. I should’ve worried where I might find my clothes after, but to my surprise, he pulled me to a curtain and behind it a low red light and some lockers. He opened one and threw it inside, before turning his back to me and presenting the zip to his dress under his long hair. I ran my fingers down, unzipping him, and soon after, we were stood there, in our sissy lingerie, whilst he was locking the device, typing a code I didn’t see.

I thought we would walk back out, but instead, he turned me around, pushing me forward a little, then he reached down to my panties and pulled on a little hidden zip along my crack, so small that I didn’t even know it was there. I wanted to say that I didn’t need a zip, I wasn’t going to do anything, but he just smiled and shushed me, before placing his lips on mine again.

In his hand, he still held one thing, one item he had from his handbag. A little brown bottle that I knew as poppers. Taking me hand, he walked me back out into the darkness, into a room alive with people kissing and fucking. I could see more here, a haze of red light, but still dark.

A hand grabbed Candy, someone he knew, pulling him into a kiss. It was clear to me that this was a place for gay men to have sex, a place I didn’t belong, but before I could run, hands grabbed me, hands pushed on my shoulders, and a cock was fed into my mouth.

The poppers were placed under my nose. “Sniff.” Candy said softly.

The rush made me moan, made me slobber over the cock in my mouth. I’d gone from coming home to find panties which weren’t mine, a crying girlfriend who thought I was secretly gay, to actually becoming gay, all in one night. And yet, as cocks came closer, I found myself reaching for them, readying them, moving between them. I couldn’t get enough, I sucked one, moved to another, moved to another. It was so fun, so right, I just couldn’t comprehend why it felt so good. I didn’t find these men attractive, but this wasn’t about that. I felt submissive, I felt that it didn’t matter what I was, because in the end, I was just one thing…a sissy. I was there, in sexy sissy lingerie, sucking cock, where I belonged.

A fat lubricated finger penetrated me. It was used like a hook, pulling me up. I moaned as I slobbered and sucked, more poppers bringing back the quick high. Then, the finger came out, the panties stretched open. Instead of saying stop, I took the hand of the man I was sucking and made him hold my head, forced him to force me not to speak. He understood; he held me tight, made sure I couldn’t move away. “Just take it.” I heard the man growl, as his friend pushed the fat head of his cock into my rectum. I hissed in pain, not believing it would fit, but the man kept on pushing, kept on moving inside as my bowels made room for him. Until finally, I felt him, pressed against me.

He didn’t move, just held me. More poppers, and then he began moving, and it felt like every single pleasure centre in my body had been activated. It was the most amazing source of pure pleasure I’d ever felt, better than any sex with a woman. Why was this? How was this fair?  We were given a penis to procreate, a penis that created pleasure from a single area, and yet if we wanted to feel pleasure throughout our body then we needed a man to fuck us?

To my left, Candy was receiving the same treatment, getting ploughed hard. Without a cock in his mouth, he was moaning, eyes closed as he bounced back against the cock. I realised I was doing the same, I was moving trying to get more into me. Fuck! I was completely taken, mind and body.

The cock in my mouth exploded, filling me mouth with a mostly tasteless fluid; but it wasn’t the taste that turned me on, it was the knowledge that I was a cocksucker, a cum-drinker.

One night is all it took. There was no going back from this, no giving it up. One night.


FOUR

I awoke with my girlfriend lying on me spreadeagle, the way she did after a particularly rough night. She stunk of stale alcohol and sweat, but then again, so did I. The whole evening was a blur, and to be quite honest, I didn’t even remember getting home. But then as I looked down at myself, seeing the pink satin lingerie lining my smooth body, bits of the night began to return and I found my cock trying to get hard…but it couldn’t.

“Oh yeah.” I said to myself, reaching down to pull back the panties to reveal my cage.

I bit my lip a little, thinking back to the two hours I spent in the dark rooms, getting fucked over and over, and I began grinning. It was the wildest night of my life, the craziest, but I didn’t want it to be the last.

Shuffling out from under Sandra, I made my way to the bathroom where I reluctantly slid the lingerie off and jumped in the shower. The hot water cascading over my body seemed to be washing away the hangover, but did little to wash away the want from the previous night.

As I dried off, I stared at the crumpled lingerie lying in the wash basket and sighed, I couldn’t wear it today, not dirty. For a moment, I thought about putting on some of Sandra’s, but then I remembered, there were the new ones still lying on the kitchen floor! I ran down, grabbed them and pulled them up my legs, shuddering in delight and the relief felt by an addict finding another fix.

Still, I was missing the rest, but that would need to wait until it was washed.

After dressing, I went downstairs and prepared a fried breakfast for us both. I was already done eating when Sandra walked downstairs looking worse for wear. She groaned and drank two glasses of water in quick succession, then sat and stared at the plate of food as if it wanted to kill her.

“What a fucking night!” She groaned. “I lost count of how many cocktails I had.”

“Do you remember it?” I asked with a sympathetic smile.

“Yeah, I don’t forget, even drunk.” She said. “You disappeared for a while. Where did you go?”

I hesitated, wondering whether or not to tell her, then decided the truth was best, and hope she dealt with it okay. “Craig took me downstairs to some darkrooms. I… sucked cock and got fucked.”

She didn’t seem surprised, and her lips curled up into a pained smile. “Did you enjoy it?”

“Yeah.” I admitted, not saying anything further.

“That’s good.” She nodded. “Drake was nice. I want to fuck him.”

“You should.” I replied, really wanting it. As I said, I was changed, I couldn’t ignore what I’d learned.

“Are we crazy?” She asked suddenly.

“Do you think we’re crazy?” I replied.

After a moment’s thought, she 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. I love that we made new friends. I loved you in the lingerie.”

“I loved the lingerie.” I admitted.

“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, I want to serve you!”

There was a pause as Sandra ate, then she nodded and chewed, and after swallowing, she 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 again. “This is making me super horny. Drake wants to fuck me, he wants to fuck you. I want that too.” But a thought occurred to her. “There is one risk, of course, and that is friends and family finding out. You know that will be a nightmare.”

The whole question of family and friends made my stomach twist in knots. I knew the moment my parents found out, they would disown me, and I’d most likely lose all my friends too. In my mind, I desperately wanted to keep this a secret. Sandra, however, felt differently.

“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 you are coming out as transgender. That way, we can get you out in public in sissy dresses.”

“I don’t think that’s a good idea. I think our private life should be that.” I told her.

“No. No doing this by halves. We won’t do it immediately, I’ll let you get things in order, have whatever private conversations you need, but then once we have the dresses and such, then I want it to be public. I don’t want to end 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, holding my burning cheek.

“No going back. No safe words. No messing around. Deal?”

“Deal, Mistress.” I nodded, my dick trying hard to get hard, but failing miserably.

This was all happening so fast, especially given how she was just a few hours ago when I came home to find her crying. But as I had that thought, she seemed to read it, explaining that whilst we had a good relationship, our sex life was all over the place. That we had sex a lot but never really found something that made us click sexually. For the first time, we were both on the same page, and not only that, but it made her heart race more than anything else in her life.

“All last night, I pictured all the things we could do together. I pictured us growing old together, but with you in sissy dresses. I thought about ways we could quit our jobs, make money on Onlyfans, and really just enjoy our lives. I don’t need kids, there are enough people in the world…”

I finished her thoughts. “And with the world the way it is, we could all be dead tomorrow.” I admitted.

“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 our point of view, of how we feel, of how it will make us closer, well, is it crazy?”

“No.” I smiled.

She smiled back. “I’ll give you a week, a week to get your affairs in order, and after that, we go public.”

“What if I lose my job?” I asked.

“You’re a data scientist in a world where AI is now king. I’m not worried, and you shouldn’t be either.” She laughed.

“True.”

Her smile became 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 to the Shein website, where we selected plenty of sissy lingerie for me, as well as few puffy pink dresses which could double as sissy dresses. However, the real sissy dresses were found on a combination of Amazon, Aliexpress, and eBay. Sure, we could order from Birchplace, but they were so expensive for the same things, it really wasn’t worth it.

The dresses would take time, but Shein would be fast. In the meantime though, we decided to head out to the store to see what was available in local lingerie stores.

Sandra had zero qualms about making sure staff knew the items were for me. In fact, she admitted to them that she was sissifying me, and that we were looking for items which were overtly feminine in nature. For the next half hour, an older saleswoman brought me various items in pink, peach, and purple, usually satins, sometimes see-through chiffon, all lacy. She clearly understood the assignment, and knew not to bother with the pretence of privacy.

After leaving the lingerie store with three large bags of nighties, panties, bras, suspender-belts, waspies, corsets and stockings, we moved on to another store. I was now in a pink bralette, stockings and suspenders that I was ordered to wear out, and that helped with the next task; finding skirts, blouses, tops and dresses, which could work as sissy clothing. The best stores for that were ones aimed at young adults, and surprisingly, the staff there were seemingly very knowledgeable about sissies and the sissy lifestyle.

The young women serving us were rude and bossy, exactly how I expected dominant women to be. Although they giggled from time to time, they would pass me skirts, croptops and camis, with a snap, “Here, put this on! And be quick about it, sissy!”

“Yes…of course.” I mumbled.

“Speak up, sissy!” The other snapped. “Yes what?”

“Yes Madam.”

“Yes Mistress!” She wasn’t my Mistress, but Sandra found it all so funny, that she told me to address them as Mistress.

It was a Saturday so the store was busy, and whilst the majority of customers were students and young adults, all found it hilarious to see the sales staff bossing me around, and making me parade myself in shiny pink outfits.

We found several items which could be considered sissywear, and as I moved to change out of a hot pink and black-lace satin cami-crop-top and matching mini-skirt, a sales assistant named Judy said, “You’re going to make him wear it out, aren’t you?” She said to Sandra.

Sandra hadn’t considered that, but she couldn’t show weakness to the girl, so nodded. “Of course!”

I leaned close. “But Mistress! The skirt doesn’t even cover my stocking tops! I look like a whore.” I whispered.

“But you are a whore!” She loudly, making the others giggle. “Otherwise you wouldn’t have let all those men rail you last night in the gay club!” Now the giggles had turned into excited gasps as more women gathered round to hear this juicy gossip. “Don’t worry girls.” Sandra said with a smile. “My new lover, Drake, is coming over tonight to give me a proper seeing to, as this one’s little pee-pee is all locked up.”

Laughter erupted all over the store. I was so embarrassed, so humiliated, but so turned on, more than I’d ever been. Still, I felt my dick trickle a little bit, and I knew it wasn’t cum. I was so embarrassed, I’d peed myself a little. Thankfully, it went into the gusset so no-one noticed.


FIVE

Watching Drake with Sandra awoke more in me than I had expected, and that was maybe a little naïve of me, given how everything else had affected me lately. From the moment she had me dress her in the sexy black lingerie, to the moment I opened the door for him, dressed in my slutty pink outfit, with my new blonde wig, my heavily made-up face, to the moment I watched the two of them embrace, I knew that the change in my life was complete.

At first, I served them drinks and the knelt in front of them on the sofa as we all talked. Drake explained the dynamics of the cuckold relationship, listened to how we perceived our new lifestyle and then explained what he expected to get out of it.

“Short-term, I want a regular lay. I want to know I can visit or you can visit, and we can get each other off. Long-term, I’d like a woman I can call my own, and a sissy I can call my servant and my lover. Eventually, I’ll expect you to be my partner.” He said to Sandra. “Now, you mentioned you aren’t married yet. Do you plan to?”

Sandra shrugged. “This morning I kind of said we would, why?”

“Well, don’t. My preference here would be for you to eventually marry me, if this works, and for Chris to be our permanent sissy slave.”

“Oh!” Sandra gasped, and then her lips curled into that sinister smirk I’d come to love from her these past twenty-four hours.

“Either that, or we eventually break him and turn him into a gay sissy whore. I know that Grant is looking for a third for their group.”

This time, there was a different look to Sandra, a spark in her eyes like when she had an idea. She didn’t answer him though, didn’t say yes or no, so I was left wondering what she though. Still, there was no way she would let me go, she loved me too much.

Instead of talking further, she pulled the big black man’s face to hers and the two began clicking. Drake’s hand pointed to me and then to his black trousers, and I immediately sprang to action. The moment he was naked, he waved his big black cock at me and I lowered my mouth to it.

“That’s it baby, suck cock, like you’re meant to.” Sandra purred.

I closed my eyes and focused, moaning and enjoying the feeling again, until I heard the clicks of photos being taken. I opened my eyes, seeing Sandra grinning as she focused the camera on me. Then she started speaking, “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 he’s in that!” She giggled. “Anyway, sorry to break this to everyone over livestream, but I thought I’d share it now.”

My heart raced but instead of screaming at her, I simply moaned and got into sucking more. Suddenly, I didn’t feel embarrassed, but rather, relieved. And as I continued sucking, I heard her make a phone call, talking to Grant, asking if he really was looking for another sissy. “You are? Wonderful! Chris and I are breaking up, so you can come get him whenever you like, if you want him? You do? Excellent.”

Again, my cock jumped in the cage, as Drake laughed and asked why so quickly, to which Sandra replied that there was no time like the present, and if she wanted to play with me, she knew that Grant would let her. In other words, she could have her cake and eat it.

On the coffee table, my phone began to vibrate. I looked to see my dad calling, but Sandra told me to leave it, to focus on my job. I went back to sucking, and then when she felt he was ready, Sandra pushed me away violently and said, “Now fucking watch a real man fuck what you’ll never have again.”

The phone kept ringing so Sandra told me to pick it up, but as I began to listen to my parents scream at me, Sandra began to moan and yelp loudly, screaming how great it was to have a real man’s cock in side me, and then shouted, “You know Chris! Like all those men’s cocks you had up your arse last night!”

My dad ended the call without another word. He was done with me. Looking at my phone, I had messages from friends, family and colleagues, asking what the fuck I was doing? And telling me to not contact them again. She’d exposed me, ruined me, sissified me, and I felt so light, so free.

When the doorbell rang, I knew exactly who it was. I ran to open it and jumped into Grant’s arms, kissing him deeply. After inviting them in, Grant watched Drake fuck my now ex-girlfriend, and then told me to get to my knees and suck. I did, sucking hard on Grant’s huge dong, knowing that I’d be getting it daily from now on, knowing that I was truly just a gay sissy whore from now on.

Grant and I left the house with bags full of my new sissy clothing. The male clothing stayed behind. Sandra, wrapped in Drake’s large arms, told me we were definitely done. “I’m going to make a try with Drake, and if that doesn’t work out, well, there are plenty of real men who will want this. I’d say don’t ever come back, but I know you’re going to 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 have all your contacts to fuck with you.”

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 too. Oh my god, I never knew I was such a slut, but I love it!”

I loved it too. I knew that deep down, I’d be back with her, that this with Grant was temporary, that this was the game, but I loved it all the same. And if that meant being gay for a while, I was fine with that two.

As we made for the door, she jumped up and ran to me, kissing my cheek and whispering, “I love you, 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, Grant pulled a collar and leash from a bag and clipped it on me. “You’re mine now, 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, that she changed her mind, he didn’t even hesitate. And neither will you. You think we didn’t know you lived at 221 Bennett Road? We saw you weeks ago and loved how pretty you were, and loved the coincidence of names. We realised, hmm, maybe you just need a little spark, so we sent the lingerie to your house. Not only were we right about you, but it seems we were right about her; and after a few nights with Drake, she’ll never want you back. Just accept the fact that this little game is no longer a game. You’re mine, now and forever.”

My smile dropped. He was serious. But it was too late. It was all, too late.

THE END


The Lesbian’s Sissy

ONE

I’ll be the first to admit, I have a little bit of a complex about my girlfriend leaving me and going back to being heterosexual, and that came about after my relationship of five years with June came to an end, with her deciding she wanted to be with a man. As a lesbian all my life, that hurt more than if she left me for a woman, I guess I felt like I somehow failed my cause.

After a year with Michaela though, things were looking good. She loved me and now we were buying a place together, but still, I had a little voice in my head telling me that it was only a matter of time until she went back to men. Yeah, like June, Michaela was heterosexual when I met her. You see, I have thing for turning straight girls gay. I guess that’s why I’m scared they’ll go back.

Let me clear here. Nothing Michaela said or did up to that point made me thing she was going to leave me, and yet in my mind, I heard that voice calling out to me, “she’s gonna leave you.” Buying a house together was my way of showing commitment, at least, that was what I told her, but really, it was my way of forcing commitment out of her, and even that wasn’t enough to quell the voices in my head.

The house we’d bought was built in the early 1900s and was renovated in the late eighties. It was in desperate need of renovation again, so I set it whilst Michaela went to work. I didn’t need to work, I had Onlyfans where I did nothing but masturbate and occasionally post videos of Michaela and I making out, but it paid very, very well. Men were pussies, they loved lesbians and couldn’t stop fantasising about them.

The house was two stories, with a huge garden in the suburbs of our small city, and when we bought it, what we loved was the small cellar underneath the house, because it would be the perfect place for storage. I found it a little annoying that the cellar wasn’t bigger, but we got the house in auction on the cheap, I couldn’t complain.

My first task was clearing out the mess in said cellar, and as I worked, I tried to focus on anything other than the thought that maybe my PA girlfriend was sleeping with her boss, or a colleague, any man, and was about to leave me, but nothing helped. I knew the only answer was to see a psychologist, but I guess I was just glad that these scenarios only existed in my head, rather than being passed on the Michaela.

The first oddity in the house came from behind an old set of shelves. I pulled the tall unit away to reveal a red brick wall, clearly a bricked-up doorway, as the rest of the basement was made from grey stone. I banged on it, trying to gauge how thick it was, only to find it gave a simple thud. It was thin.

Currently, the basement was a long corridor about two metres wide. The house itself was nine by nine metres, so realistically, I would’ve thought the basement would be the same. A doorway to another part would prove me right, but it did make me wonder what I might find in there.

The house had changed hands multiple times since the eighties, with the last owner a single man who owned a chain of restaurants. During COVID, he went under, struggled to find work, and in the end, couldn’t pay his mortgage. That didn’t mean he wasn’t some sort of mass-murderer…or the previous owners.

I finished cleaning it out and waited for Michaela to get home to discuss. Of course, when she saw it, she became excited, telling me to get the sledgehammer.

Now, at this point I should point out that whilst we were lesbians, neither of us were butch, if that’s what you’re thinking. I’m a tall goth brunette, with implanted breasts a tiny thin waist, and like to keep myself looking quite feminine. Michaela has long curly red hair, Russia roots, so high-cheekbones, slim, maybe a tad too slim, and long legs that go on for days. But, given that we both climb and do pole dancing, we’re strong.

The moment the first brick went, I tried to look through but only saw darkness. “What are doing? Just break it down!” Michaela laughed.

“I’m trying to see if there are any skeletons!” I said, though the air didn’t smell like rotten flesh.

I continued to hammer the bricks, until finally, with the wall down, I was able to see a red-tiled floor. I reached inside and found a switch and turned it. There was a long buzz and then old yellow fluorescent tube lights stuttered to life, barely. And then there we stood, face to face with what was clearly an old BDSM dungeon.

“Holy shit!” Michaela gasped, a smile growing on her face. “Look at all this!”

“I know! Fuck!” I laughed. This was not some cheap shit, this was handmade BDSM furniture, racks of latex and leather, whips, chains, hooks; crocodile clips connected to a box the size of a car battery, cages, and then shelves and drawers lined with satin and lace underwear, all that classic eighties style. On another shelf were massive party dresses, like, satin little girl dresses.

“They’re sissy dresses.” Michaela informed me. “Submissive men wear them. It’s called forced feminisation.”

A buzz ran down my spine, like a little piece of knowledge that would become critical in my life had been imparted on me, though at that moment, I didn’t really know why. I just stared at it all.

“Please tell me we’re keeping it.” Michaela gasped, holding a huge strap-on dildo.

“Oh hell yeah! Fuck, can you imagine my viewership if we used it?” I laughed.

She paused and then grinned slowly. “You know, we could both make a lot of money here.”

“Oh yeah?” I smiled, stepping closer. “Wanna 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 wanted to scream and lash out. Here it was, she wanted men back in her life. I knew it would come. Before I could say anything though, she continued.

“I could be really evil. Make them our footstools, our toys, really make money from them.”

Hold on…I thought, this wasn’t a bad idea. “You’d be home with me, running the dungeon?” I said.

A darkness flooded my girlfriend’s face, a darkness I didn’t know was in there. She smirked sadistically. “Yes! I’d reopen this place and make the men our little playthings, make them realise the future is with women, and make the men suffer.”

Oh my god, had I misunderstood Michaela all this time? Clearly there was something there, I just hadn’t noticed. All that concern and worry left me in an instant, and what was left was excitement at the fact that we could do something unique together.

Before we could do anything with the dungeon though, we needed to renovate the house, and that would take some time, but now, I had real motivation to get it done, and fast.

To begin with though, Michaela and I bundled everything in the dungeon that could be boxed, into boxes, and moved them upstairs. Michaela said she would wash and disinfect everything in there, and throw away anything that needed throwing away. I was a little concerned about the dildos, but we did note that there were many which were still boxed, not even opened, so we agreed to throw away most of the older ones. At the end of the day, the eighties weren’t a great month for diseases, so we really didn’t want to bring any old diseases back.

Next, we chipped away the bricks and returned evened off the broken stone wall, in order to fit a door frame and a door, and then with the door shut, Michaela cleaned up the entire dungeon, and gave the walls a fresh lick of black and red paint, whilst I fixed up the small part of the basement. It took a week to get the basement done properly, but gone were my early plans to make it a storage space. No matter, we had an attic for that, it just needed floorboards.

Over the following months, we went room by room, fixing up the place, starting with the kitchen, and whilst we were doing that, an external company to fix the roof and outer walls.

Six months later, the house was done and the dungeon looked amazing. “You think we should just find someone, or should we use it ourselves first?” I asked, a bit nervous that I really didn’t know what I was doing. It turned out that neither did Michaela.

“Maybe let’s find some BDSM porn?” She asked.

The problem there was, we spent a few minutes watching some kinky German porn and became mega horny, so ended up fucking. It kept happening so Michaela came up with another plan. “If we’re going to learn, then that’s hire a dominatrix to come over and teach us.” She suggested.

The dominatrix who accepted our offer was named Mistress Xenia, but really, her name was Linda. She had been involved in the BDSM space for about a two decades and whilst she was retired from the industry, she still liked to go to parties, munches and such, and was a counsellor for those trying to incorporate it into their lives.

When she arrived at our house and saw the old studio, she burst out laughing. We wondered what was funny, so she told us the story.

“This was one of the first proper BDSM studios of the time.” She explained. “It became famous because politicians and film stars visited it. The owner at the time, Jenny Whiplash, wanted to make a bit of money before her retirement, so at the end of the eighties, she ended up selling her story to the rags.” The rags being the old tabloids. I made a mental note to look it up.

For the next couple of hours, Linda showed us how to wield a crop, a cat of nine-tails, where to hit, and then things to look out for when using other implements. She told us to steer clear of the old electrosex device, explaining it was too old to be safe.

Both Michaela and I were recipients of Linda’s ministrations and whilst we weren’t masochists, the whole situation made us very horny. After Linda left, promising to return, we both ran to bed where we made love for the rest of the day.


TWO

The addition of BDSM and fetish content to my Onlyfans account sent my tips and subscriber numbers soaring. But it was Michaela’s content which really took off. Considering she was new to Onlyfans, I had expected that it would take time for her numbers to lift, but a combination of my promotion, together with the very graphic content she had, and the fact that anyone wanting to make the trip could visit her for a session, really drove her numbers up.

Michaela quit her job after a month of working as a dominatrix, and I’d never seen her happier. Her whole demeanour changed, becoming more self-confident, more powerful, even more fun in bed. With that, her wardrobe changed too, moving over to latex and leather, darker outfits, lace, kink, and harnesses.

This change was huge, but at the same time, it did nothing to silence the voices in my head that told me that she would eventually leave me. I knew the right thing to do would be to talk to her, but I was too insecure to raise it with her.

Then one day, Michaela was contacted by a fetish clothing company in Canada to be their model. They offered her an all-expenses paid three-week trip to Canada, where she would not only do several photoshoots, but also attend the Montreal Fetish Week. Of course, Michaela begged me to go with her, but it was the same time that the company was coming to do the roof. Given how difficult it had been to find the company, I didn’t want to delay it, so, I was left behind.

Three weeks away from my girl was going to be torture for me. There was so many scenarios going around my head, so many possibilities, but I tried to be strong, focused on my content, focused on me.

It was Sunday, the day after Michaela had flown to Canada, that the doorbell rang. Outside stood a nervous-looking skinny man, hopping from foot to foot as he looked up and down the street. He clearly didn’t want to be seen.

“Yes?” I asked upon opening the door.

“Oh, um, I’m here for my appointment with Goddess Trixie.” He mumbled, his face glowing red with embarrassment.

“Goddess Trixie cancelled all her appointments.” I replied firmly. “You should’ve received an email.”

“Oh.” He pulled out his phone and frowned as he searched his inbox, then moved to spam and found it there. “Oh.” He said again. “Shit, sorry.”

He began to leave and an idea suddenly popped into my head. What if I gave Michaela a man, a man that we could both control and own? “Stop! Come back!”

With wide eyes, he returned to me. “Y-yes?”

“What’s your name?” I asked him.

“Thomas…Tom, ma’am.” He replied, eyes darting from left to right.

“Come inside, Tom.” I said, stepping to one side to let him in, then shutting the door behind him. “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 began to blush then looked away. “Not really, ma’am, but she seems to like it.”

I frowned. One of the first things Linda taught us was to understand that client’s kinks. If Michaela was doing things for herself, she’d lose her clients. “What do you like?”

“Humiliation, mainly.”

“Psychological domination.” I noted, and he nodded. “Have you ever worn women’s clothing, Tom?”

“No ma’am.”

“Would you like to?”

“N…No ma’am.” He replied, though he then tightened his legs together, clearly the idea got him excited.

I smiled, this was interesting. “Come with me, to the dungeon.”

He followed behind me as I led him down. Clearly he hadn’t expected me to get involved with him, but at the same time, he wasn’t about to give up the chance to get his kink satisfied either.

As he stood there, I circled him, then nodded with a smirk. “Get naked.” I said, then watched as he stripped down with trembling hands. “Do you know who I am?”

“Yes Mistress.” He replied. “You’re Theresa, Trixie’s girlfriend.”

I nodded with a smile. “You know I’m a lesbian, right?”

“Yes Mistress.” He nodded.

His body was smooth and I knew that was Michaela’s doing. She wouldn’t tolerate body hair, but I was strange that she hadn’t feminised him. I walked over to the racks of satin lingerie, picking up a pink satin and lace teddy and taking it back to him. “Put that on.”

Gulping, he looked it over and then nodded. “Yes Mistress.”

The moment he pulled it up his body, I knew I had him. His little dick sprang to attention, tenting the soft material, clearly enjoying the feeling of the eighty’s lingerie. I had to admit, looking at him, I saw potential. He was slim, but also had feminine features, seemed like a prime sissy if ever there was one. But it was as I was staring at him that I noticed something, the faintest of indentations on his left hand. He was married.

Logically, that should have told me to drop it, to send him on his way, but instead, it got me thinking. Perhaps I could use this to control him, to make him our toy.

I took a pair of pink self-holding sheer stockings and made him sit down, and then I rolled them up his legs slowly, softly, rubbing them gently. “Does that feel good?” I asked in a soft, sexy purr.

“Y-yes Mistress.”

“Do you like being Mistress’ 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.”

With his face all dolled up, I put a long blonde wig on him and smiled, “So pretty.” I said. Actually, I wasn’t lying. Made up and in the lingerie, he looked like a pretty hot woman. “Tell me sweetie, what would your wife think if she saw you like this?”

His cock leapt upwards. “What? My…my wife?” He asked, fear in his eyes.

“Yes, your wife. You’re married, aren’t you?”

Another gulp, then a sharp, swift nod. “Yes.”

“So?”

“She’d be angry. She’s…” He sighed and looked away, a look of disappointment and sadness. “She’s recently found god.” Ah, one of those. “So she wouldn’t approve.” Excellent.

“Well, you’re going to be a good girl from Mistress, aren’t you? That way nobody has to find out.”

“Of course, Mistress!” He gasped.

“You like it, don’t you? When I threaten to out you? Should I take pictures of you? Would you like that?”

His heaving chest made it clear that he was beyond turned on; it was the fear that drove him, the fear of public humiliation, that turned him on. “Yes Mistress.”

I pulled out my phone and began taking pictures, telling him to pose and smile, which he did, getting into the feeling of being a good sissy. “How much time do you have?”

“Oh, I only pay for the hour. I can’t really afford more.”

“Today’s session is free, darling. So how much time do you have?”

The idea of a free session made everything taste a little sweeter. 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, and if you are a good girl, then you’ll get a little reward.”

For the next two hours, I watched him prance around the house in the lingerie, vacuuming, dusting and washing. He hand washed each floor, each toilet, and he did so without a complaint. The whole time, his cock was erect. Still, I made sure to engage with him, spank him for mistakes, kick him, even spit on him. Then, when he was in the bathroom, I pissed on his face and told him to lick it up. He loved that!

“What do you do for work, sissy?” I asked him.

“I’m between jobs right now.” He replied. “I’m looking for something.”

“What is it you did?”

He shrugged. “I was an IT support technician. Nothing spectacular.”

“Networking, that sort of thing.”

“Yeah.”

This was my in, my way of keeping this guy around, transforming him, and eventually, convincing him to become my little bitch. By the time Michaela got home, I’d transform Tom into Tammy, the dirty little sissy slut who would do anything and everything for his mistresses, and then I’d give him to Michaela as my present. You want a man, Michaela? Well here’s one we can both play with.

“Tammy,” I said, getting him ready for his new name. “How’d you like a job?” I asked him.

His eyes widened. “Doing what?”

“Helping me with my networking, working cameras for my Onlyfans, running my accounts and also starring as my sissy plaything.” I grinned at that last part, but then realised it might scare him off. “In a mask, of course.”

The mask sealed the deal. “That sounds like a dream come true!” He gasped. “But what would I tell my wife?”

“Nothing. Standard corporate job. You’ll be hired by my company, TM Entertainment Management, and if she looks that up, it looks like a legitimate company. My guess is that she cares little about where you work, but that you have a job.”

“You’re right, Mistress.”

I grinned. “One thing. You work here as Tammy, not Tommy. You’re a sissy from now on, is that clear? I’ll be providing you your uniforms and I own you, is that all understood?”

This time, he grinned. It was a dream come true for him. “Yes Mistress.”


THREE

Tammy’s first full day as my employee began at nine in the morning with him changing into a tiny pink sissy dress and putting on make-up. That saw me telling him to remove it and try again. It took him nearly all morning to get it right, which meant punishment for wasting valuable work time.

With a leather gimp mask on so nobody could recognise him, I proceeded to not only beat him on camera, but also fucked him in the arse with a strap-on, before placing a sizeable butt-plug inside him. The rest of the day for him was spent editing the footage of him and promoting it across social media.

Day two was better, with the make-up right first time. He then began recabling my house, making sure that network was available wherever I went. Again, we found time to play on camera, this time, I was a little kinder, making more of a femdom humiliation experience, rather than a sadistic adventure.

“You like being Mistress’ little toy sissy? You like being a sissy?” I asked.

“Yes Mistress!” He’d reply.

On day three, he began to relax just a little, getting comfortable in my company. This meant that I could begin having meaningful conversations with him. I found out that he and his wife were trying for children but we unsuccessful, mainly because he struggled to maintain an erection. His wife didn’t comment on it, though he knew that she had to be getting frustrated.

“Maybe you’re gay.” I suggested.

“No!” He cried. “I just wish she was dominant.”

I stared at him, his slim body, and I wondered if sissifying him was the right thing to do. Yes, he looked like a great sissy, but given his height, he would look even better as a slutty girl. The one problem his had was his belly. Sure, he was slim, but his belly needed firming up. His belly button with round but I wanted it straight and vertical, and for that, he needed to workout.

“I’m going to begin training you.” I told him. “I want you to have a tight, skinny little waist, and for that, you’re going to exercise and you’re going to wear corsets.”

“Yes Mistress!” He replied excitedly.

The problem for me was, after hours, he was home and eating the usual crap. It was time to control him completely. “You will not eat carbs. At home, vegetables and proteins, no rice, no potatoes, and certainly no bread! Is that understood?”

He gulped, but then nodded. “I can say that I had a physical and I need to cut out sugars.”

“Good.”

We worked out every day that week, with the corset a way of not only controlling his weight, but also monitoring progress. With each day, he became more open to new ideas, and as the week progressed, his involvement in the videos became more pronounced.

The weekend would be a problem, but for the first weekend, I decided not to press, otherwise, it might scare him off.

On Monday, he was back again, and I had a plan for him. “I have a friend coming over for a video. I need you to take good care of her. You’ll be joining us.”

I didn’t tell him that the friend was a drag queen who often played at the gay club I frequented. Lola was game for anything, and when I told her about the submissive sissy who was in a loveless marriage she was only too happy to help on his feminisation journey.

“You’ve seen who follows me, and you’ve seen that my face is behind a paywall.” I explained.

“Yes Mistress.” He nodded.

“So, I’d like us to try without the mask.” He began to panic, so I held up my hands. “You’ll be in thick make-up, a wig, you’ll be unrecognisable.”

His chest heaved in fear, but there was no denying it turned him on. “Okay, Mistress, I trust you.”

The first thing I needed to do was get that little cock of his into a cage. I wondered if there was a way to keep it locked up permanently, but at the same time, I knew they were trying for a kid, so that wouldn’t be easy.

Still, seeing him locked away did something for me. I was a lesbian, yes, but the skinny runt was actually growing on me. On top of that, he was taking his diet and exercise seriously and already I was seeing the impact on his belly.

“How did you convince your wife that it was your idea to shave your hair?” I asked him.

“I took up swimming.” He said, blushing.

“Clever.”

When Lola arrived, Tammy was shocked, and it didn’t take him long to put two and two together. However, rather than run, he simply accepted it, nodded and asked me again if anyone he knew would see the video. I assured him they wouldn’t…not yet anyway, I didn’t add.

I knew that anal would be too much too soon, but getting him to suck on Lola’s huge dick was surprisingly easy. So much so, that I had to wonder if I wasn’t right about him, that he was secretly a closet homosexual. I hoped that I was wrong, because if I was right, my plan might ultimately backfire.

Still, I had plenty of footage of my new sissy sucking cock, and that was important, because no I had real leverage.

“I’m going to need you to begin finding a way to come in on the weekend.” I told him to his horror.

“But…my wife…”

“Think of an excuse.”

“Mistress, I can’t…”

I leaned close to his face and smirked. “Do you like me, Tammy?”

“Yes Mistress!”

“Do you like the control I have over you?”

He paused, deciphering my words, and then he sighed a little. “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 replied, barely audible.

“Good. I have video of you sucking cock. I own you, do you understand that?”

He began to shiver, fear mixed with arousal written all over him. “Yes Mistress.”

“Find a way, or I’ll destroy your marriage.”

That was only Monday, and I had him already. Now I needed to begin to plan his downfall, and ready him for it.

Each day, Lola returned and he performed like a natural. He sucked cock, and eventually, he took it like the best of them, begging for more, deeper, as Lola took his virginity. I zoomed in, catching the moment she creamed his backside, telling him to push the cum out so the world could see what a little slut he was.

He managed to tell his wife that he needed to work the Saturday, and I had Lola make sure there were plenty of boys from the club to take him. It was a three-hour video, three hours of gay action, men using the sissy, taking him, showing him what a slut he was, and rather than behave like the nervous sissy he was, he played his role perfectly, dressed in the little Hooters outfit, a bimbo look to him, with that beautiful freshly flat and slender little belly. He gasped and cooed as each cock took him, not once complaining.

That afternoon, he even giggled as he helped edit it all.

“Mistress?” He began. “Goddess Trixie gets back in a week.”

“Yes, she does.”

“What’s the plan?”

“For?”

“Us?”

I wasn’t sure I understood his question. “What do you mean?”

“You and me. I wanted to continue to serve you. I think you understand me better than her.”

I smiled, finally getting what he meant. Yes, I understood what he needed, and it really didn’t matter that I was a lesbian, I knew a slut when I saw one. I was turning him into more than just a sissy, I was turning him into a prissy bimbo, one who was a giggly airhead, and he loved it.

“The plan is, you are going to come to work on Monday and we’re going to continue your transformation.” I said. “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 servant.”

He licked his lips. “I should tell my wife.” He said, nodding. “Break it to her easy.”

“No.” I said instantly, then grinned. “Where’s the fun in that?”

It would be too boring to just break up with her. I wanted that prim and proper conservative to see the downfall of her husband. I wanted her to see the pink and the lace, and to know that I owned him now.

He went home that night with his cock in chastity and wearing pink French knickers. His orders were to burn all his male underwear, and to make sure his wife saw him doing it, but not to tell her why.

On Monday, he arrived wearing a pair of lacy satin bloomers I’d sent him home with. I asked if his wife had seen them, to which he promised she hadn’t. Apparently, she saw him getting rid of his male underwear but said little about it, probably assuming he’d bought newer stuff.

“You’ll start wearing bras from today.” I said. “Don’t let your wife see.”

Again, he acted in videos, but this time, no men were involved. Instead, I had him lick my pussy after I pissed on his face.

The one thing that I knew was that Michaela didn’t watch my Onlyfans videos, because not once did she ask about Tammy. That was fine by me, it would be a great surprise for her when she got home, and that date was getting closer. It was time to move things along, and that meant getting Tammy ready to become a full-time sissy.


FOUR

It seemed Tammy struggled with this task more than getting railed by gay men. He wasn’t even dressed up as a sissy, instead, e was in a metallic pink mini-dress, with black fishnet stockings, and black high-heeled shoes. His nails matched the dress, and his make-up was perfect. With the blonde wig on, nobody could tell this wasn’t a hot woman. And yet, he was frozen, unable to go shopping with me.

If I wanted her to become our sissy, I needed her to be ready to go public. But there was more to this. I had found out where his wife worked, and whilst he wasn’t aware, we were going to go shopping there.

Eventually, after a quick cigarette, he calmed enough to head out. Sure, he wasn’t a smoker, not originally, but Michaela and I were, and if we were, then he would be too.

Initially, we went to a lingerie store where we selected some sexy items. The staff talked to him as if he was a woman, which calmed him. It wasn’t until we were all paid up that I said to the saleswoman, “Did you know this was a transvestite?”

Tammy’s face went red with embarrassment, but the girl smiled and said, “Really? No! I was actually mega jealous that someone could be so hot! Fuck, now I’m more jealous! So not fair.”

The nice comment put Tammy at ease and if anything, she had a bit of a spring in her step. This continued at each shop we went to, with me outing her in each and receiving surprised compliments back. With each store, Tammy actually began looking forward to hearing what they said about her.

But then we arrived at a shoe store, a store Tammy instantly recognised. Stood there at the back, serving a customer, was his wife.

“I can’t!” He hissed at me.

“You will, or I will out you anyway right now, and it won’t be pretty!” I snapped fiercely.

As Tammy and I walked in, looking at some boots, we heard a soft female voice ask if she could help us. We turned to see a short, plump woman with black hair. It wasn’t Tammy’s wife.

For the next fifteen minutes, Tammy and I tried on various shoes as Nela, Tammy’s wife, buzzed around serving other customers, not paying us any mind. Once we were happy with everything, we moved over to the cash-desk where the other lady proceeded to cash up the items.

“Christine, these items are all mixed-up in inventory. It says we have size five in stock but I can’t find them anywhere.” Said Nela to the other woman.

“Oh, I know where they are. Erm, can you cash up these ladies and I’ll take care of it.” The woman who served us said.

Immediately, I felt Tammy tense up. “Relax.” I hissed.

Tammy’s wife looked up at us with a smile before returning to scanning, but mid-scan, she looked up again and stared right at Tammy. Still, her smile didn’t disappear, instead, she smiled even more, then returned to scanning. Eventually, she handed the bags to us and told us to have a lovely day.

I felt Tammy sigh with relief once we were outside the store, that was until she heard Nela call out. “Ladies, just a moment please!” We turned around as Nela approached holding a receipt. “You forgot your receipt.” She said with a fake smile, the smile most shopkeepers and salespeople have. But as we thanked her, she grabbed my wrist and said, “I don’t know what this is, or why my husband is dressed like this, but I think we need to talk.”

My heart sunk. I knew there was no way out of this, and that my grand plan was going to come to very sudden and bitter end. “I suppose you’d better come over to my place, then.” I gave her my address.

“Fine. I’ll see you both after my shift ends at four.” She said, still with that insipid smile, but then she turned to her husband and said, “Though I must admit, I’m impressed.”

With that, she turned on her heel and left. For a woman who had found god, she looked awfully sweet, with that curly blonde hair, the bouncy A-line skirt, and her sexy little body, I found my pussy getting wet imagining her in bed. Still, that was unlikely, much as I could dream.

Of course, Tammy had a full-on meltdown. “Get it together, Tom.” I said, using what I considered his deadname to get him to understand I was serious. “One way or another, you’re our bitch now, not hers. Your marriage is effectively over anyway.”

“But she’ll tell everyone! My parents!” He cried.

“You think I wouldn’t?” I burst out laughing. “Bitch, your male life is over, don’t you get it? You’re a submissive sissy bimbo, and that’s all you are from now on.”

When we arrived home, I made him try out all his outfits on camera, even telling my followers that his wife caught him and was on her way over. They loved that.

Sure enough, around four-thirty, Nela arrived, that sickly sweet smile still plastered on her face. I invited her in, walking her into the living room, and then called for Tammy. When Tammy stepped in dressed up in a pink sissy maid outfit, Nela audibly gasped. I had a feeling from the gasp that there was more to Nela than met the eye.

“Tea?” I asked Nela.

“Yes please.”

“Sissy! Two teas, and hurry up!” I snapped.

Tammy looked at me in horror, knowing what I expected. He was unable to stop himself. “Yes M-mistress.”

Once he left the room, I turned back to Nela and 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 in it?”

She shrugged. “I did. Do really. I’m strict with him at home, but it’s never enough, and frankly, I really can’t be bothered. I just wanted a kid, but he can’t even give me that, and I don’t even know if I want that anymore.”

“What do you want?”

She looked away wistfully. “I’m actually not sure. Nothing really makes me happy. Even religion bores me.”

I knew what she was talking about. For a long time, when I was trying to find my sexual identity, I just felt bored with everything. Men pissed me off, straight women got on my nerves, and lesbian girls my age were just pathetic. I just needed someone to hear me but nobody did. In the end, I got on with straight women better than gay ones, and weirdly, it was straight women who fell for me.

“Are you gay?” I asked her.

“I don’t know. Maybe.” She shrugged. “I do know I like my husband better like this.” She smiled. But then the smile fell away. “How much is he paying you though?”

“Nothing.” I said. “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. “Like, really earning?”

“The job is real.” I nodded. “He handles my network, my IT, my cameras, but he’s also my cam-slut.”

The smile returned. “Onlyfans?” She asked.

“Yes, but I’m a lesbian, so I dominate him on cam, have him serve men.”

“He’s slept with men?” She giggled.

“I wouldn’t say slept…”

The door opened and Tammy walked in with the tray, putting it down and pouring the tea. He then stood there obediently, so I dismissed him. Once the door was shut, Nela asked to see some of the videos, so I opened up my account via the phone and showed her the footage of Tammy getting gangbanged. She didn’t bother to hide her arousal as she watched, and then she said, “What do you get out of this?”

I decided I needed to be honest. “I had planned to out him, ruin him, and force him to be our live-in slave. He was meant to be a present for my girlfriend.”

“Why?”

I inhaled, knowing I needed to tell the truth, even though I’d never admitted it to anyone. “I am scared my girlfriend is going to go back to men, just like my last one, so I decided to give her a sissy one to play with.”

Nela actually giggled as she blew on her tea. “Has she ever given you reason to believe she’s going to leave you?”

“No.” I admitted.

“So you’re insane.” She laughed.

“A little, yes.”

“Good.” She said finally, after taking a sip. “That makes this easier.”

“What?” I asked, wondering if she was going to pull a gun on me.

“I want to lick your pussy.” She said, and my mouth dropped open. “I’ve never been with a woman before, so I want to try you. If I like it, then I will let you have my husband, in fact, I’ll help you ruin him, on one condition.”

This was not at all what I expected, but I’ll admit, she had me intrigued. “Go on.”

“If I like it, then I want to join you here, with your girlfriend. You help me discover who I am, my sexuality, my likes, dislikes. It’s a package deal, Tom and I as your bitches to play with, to teach.”

“To own?” I asked, with a smirk.

“Perhaps…” She purred, placing her cup and saucer down and standing. I did the same. “Maybe…let’s…” She stepped closer and then ran her fingers down my side. “Start with a kiss?”

“Sounds like a plan.” I purred.


FIVE

Michaela had been expecting me to be waiting for her at the airport, instead she found a tell, sexy sissy in a metallic purple sissy micro-dress, exposed sissy panties and stockings, ridiculous high-heeled ballet fetish shoes, crazy giant matching bow on his head, and a padlocked dildo gag in his mouth, holding a sign for Mistress Trixie. She stared at Tammy, wondering what the hell was going on, until it finally clicked. “Tom?” She gasped.

He nodded, put the sign under his arm and then took her suitcases, leading her out the building, as people watched in shock.

“What the hell is this?” She asked him, but he simply shrugged and pointed to the gag which was firmly lodged in his mouth. “Did Teri put you up to this?” He nodded.

The gears were going around her head, and slowly, confusion gave way to understanding. She began to giggle as he loaded the cases into the car and set off home. The drive took two hours and whilst she tried to call me multiple times, I didn’t pick up. I needed to get things ready at home.

Getting Nela into the latex bodysuit wasn’t easy, especially with all her new piercings. In the few days she’d been with us, it had been quite the ride. One thing was for certain, Nela was not boring in bed. Once she got going, she was a lunatic; loud, aggressive, and very, very wet. Tammy got to see a completely different woman than he was used to, but when we finally sat down to talk, each was great for finding out a little about themselves.

It turned out that Nela was a switch. She enjoyed being submissive with me, though she was a brat, meaning she deliberately fought back in order to draw out my aggression, but with Tammy, she was a sadistic bitch who loved to make him cry.

One thing we hadn’t done yet, was out him to the world, to his friends and family. I had wanted to, but Nela told me that it would be better to wait for Michaela, to all share in the fun.

When Michaela arrived, she found me stood there in a black latex mini-dress, with Nela on her knees, collared and leashed. Michaela stood there, taking in the scene, then looking back at the sissy, then she said, “His wife?” She asked.

“Yes.” I replied.

“Our plaything?”

“Both are.”

Michaela began to grin. “You really know how to make a girl wet.” She said, walking over and kissing me deeply, then turning to Nela, bending over, and using a finger to pull up her face, kissed her too. “Know how to lick pussy?”

“Yes Goddess.” Nela replied with a cheeky purr.

“Good. Your husband got me very turned on.”

Tammy was not allowed to watch as the three of us fucked for most of the morning. He busied himself preparing lunch and cleaning the house, knowing that the life as he knew it was over. It was only as he was working on the lunch that he realised that Michaela’s arrived signified something very important; he was about to be exposed, and there was nothing he could say or do to stop it. No safe words, no stop words, his fate was sealed.

For the first time in over two weeks, he began to shake again, to cry, and as he did, he caught his own reflection in the over door. ‘What the fuck am I doing? I’m about to ruin my life!’ He thought.

As us girls came down for lunch, Tammy broke down, collapsing to his knees. He begged us not to expose him, that he wasn’t even sure he wanted to be a sissy. “Please, just let me go?”

We gave each other a look, but it was Nela who broke first, breaking out in a laugh which echoed through the house. She then picked up her phone and pressed send on a pre-defined email and set of messages to everyone they knew, her parents, his parents, all his friends. “There’s no going back Tammy.” She laughed. Then she pulled out old packets of birth control, pills she hadn’t taken since before she tried to get pregnant. “Michaela, would you like to do the honours.”

“With pleasure.” Michaela said, popping out two pills at once and walking over to the sissy on his knees. “Two pills to start you off. To start your transition.” She said. “Open.”

Even though Tammy sobbed, he obediently opened his mouth and swallowed the pills.

“How does it feel, sissy?” I hissed. “Knowing your wife is a lesbian now, and you are just a feminised bimbo who sucks cock.”

He began crying again, but as he did, I bent over and unlocked his cock. It instantly sprang to life and I told him to wank. It was so bizarre, seeing him bawling his eyes out in front of us, whilst wanking off like a crazed pervert.

As he began to climax, he cried out. “Thank you Mistresses! Thank you! Thank you!” He said, just as his phone began to buzz. There was no going back now, he knew it, he knew his life as a man was over. It clicked, and finally, he stopped crying, and instead, he smiled, that bimbo smile I’d trained in him. “Thank you, Mistress!” He said in a girlie voice, curtseying.

“No problem. How about we ask the boys over to rape you?” I sang.

“Oh yes pwease Mistwess!” He gushed.

“Then go get ready and I’ll give them a call.”

The sissy skipped out of the room, as the girls burst out laughing. “You’ve officially broken him.” Nela laughed.

“Good.” Said Michaela. “I saw so many sissies in Canada, I did wonder what it was like to own one.”

It made me think though. “What if we could get more? But instead of appealing to sissy husbands, we appeal to their wives. What if we could find bicurious wives to convert?”

Both Michaela and Nela grinned, then reached out and held each other’s hands. “We’re game.” They said together.

I placed my hand on theirs. “Excellent.” I grinned sinisterly.

THE END


The Sissy Victim

ONE

I was walking back from work when they grabbed me and pulled me into a van. I tried to fight them off but they were too strong, masked men, how could I? I was a skinny guy with no muscles, just a normal guy. But I was just a normal guy, what would three guys want with me?

As we drove, the men cut my clothes off me, chopping them up, before gagging me. Then they began dressing me up in pink satin and white lace lingerie.

“I thought he was meant to be shaved?” One of the men said.

“I guess that was a mistake…” Another replied.

Again, I tried to cry out, to stop them, but the gag just made everything I said sound like a garbled mess.

The men continued, putting stockings on me, dressing me up in a strange pink mini-dress, all puffy and smooth, covered with white lace. Next, a blonde wig, and make-up, before finally, pink high-heeled Mary-Janes.

Eventually, we pulled up at some sort of warehouse, where I was dragged in and thrown on a dirty mattress. The buff men began stripping down rubbing their cocks, and stepped towards me. I was about to be raped, I knew it. The moment the cock was in my throat, I felt sick and confused.

A door opened and the sound of clicking approached. “Well, husband dearest, I have you now! You’re going to be my little gay sissy bitch, and…” The woman’s voice stopped. My eyes caught hers, her gorgeous green eyes, her smoky make-up, her long black hair, tiny waist and huge tits, and that dominance she had suddenly changed into fear. “Who the hell is this?” She screamed.

Instantly, the man withdrew from my mouth, and the man just lightly pressing into my anus backed away. “Er…what?” Said one of the men.

“This isn’t my husband!” The woman screamed, scrambling to untie me. “I’m so sorry! I’m sorry! Please, don’t go to the police.”

I rubbed my wrists and stood, feeling the flared skirt waft around. “What the hell?” I cried out.

“It was meant to be a sex game.” The woman told me.

“What kind of sex game involves this?”

“My husband is submissive, and well, I was going to sissify him.” She explained. “Please! It’s a mistake! None of us want to go to jail. I’ll pay you! I have money!”

I shook my head, she genuinely looked scared, so I sighed and shook my head. “You can pay for my clothes that you ruined.”

“Of course. Can we take you somewhere?” She asked.

Being honest, I didn’t really want them to know where I lived, so instead, I called my wife and told her to come pick me up. As we waited for my wife, Marie, the woman, Kylie, told me that she was a high-powered lawyer, but rarely had time to explore her kinky life with her husband, so when they did, they went big. She explained the sissy mindset and the game they were playing. It felt weird to be sat there with this beautiful woman dressed in this pink sissy outfit, but there I was, and all I could think about was how comfortable the outfit was, how good the soft lingerie was.

“How do I get this all back to you?” I asked her.

“Oh, keep it, bin it. It’s fine.” She smiled apologetically.

Eventually, Marie arrived and saw me. Initially, they burst out laughing, until I told her what happened, and that was when she turned red with anger, screaming at Kylie that she was a disgrace, but I calmed her down.

“It’s okay Marie, I forgave her. It was a genuine mistake.” I explained.

Before leaving, Kylie gave me her phone number and told me to reach out if I ever needed anything, legal advice, anything.

As my wife drove me back home, she bombarded me with questions. I explained everything again from beginning, filling in the explanations from Kylie about her husband and the definition of a sissy. Marie was angry that men had essentially raped me, but I assured her that apart from my mouth, no penis had violated my anus, which was sort of true, though not completely.

Once home, we pulled into the drive and I didn’t really think about the neighbours seeing me in the sissy outfit. We just got out, waved to the neighbours and walked inside without a thought.

“Take that off and I’ll bin it.” Marie said.

As I began to strip down to the soft lingerie, I felt a little guilty about binning an outfit I actually enjoyed wearing. It made me wonder if I was a sissy myself inside. I had never thought about wearing women’s clothes, but this just felt good on me.

Once I was down to the lingerie, I heard my wife sigh. “I don’t like wasting things though.” She said. “Look, take it all off and 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 but only for one reason. The huge satin panties, with ruffled lacy edges pulled tight around my waist and thighs, were so comfortable that I couldn’t bear to get rid of them, so in the end, I stuffed them into my underwear drawer with a promise to deal with them some other time.

During the week that followed, I found myself thinking about what happened a lot. Gone was any anger towards Kylie and the men that did what they did, and I even found myself getting excited by the memory. The feeling of the penis slowly entering my anus sent a buzz into my belly and weirdly, I found myself masturbating to the memory of the cock pushing down my throat. It wasn’t an unpleasant taste, if anything the man tasted very clean, recently washed. I supposed that they had to be, if these were professional sex-showmen.

Also during that time, I found myself researching Kylie Mathis, discovering that she was indeed a founding partner in Mathis, Pedersen and Coyle, one of the largest law firms in the city. This woman was rolling in money, but at the same time, kept herself very private. It was no surprise that she seemed very nervous about getting the wrong man involved in her kinky little sex game.

It was about this time that I actually received an email from Kylie, from her private email. It was a bit strange that she knew my private email address, but I had to assume she had ways of finding out anyone’s email.

“Just wanted to check you were okay and didn’t need anything.” She wrote. Clearly, she was scared of retribution, but I wasn’t that sort of person. It was a sex-game gone wrong, nothing to worry about.

I wrote, “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.” Did she just quote Toy Story?

“I won’t see if hasn’t left any lasting effects, but let’s just say, no negative lasting effects.”

“Well…that’s interesting.” She wrote, and then followed up with, “Did you keep the dress and underwear?”

I found myself licking my lips; somehow, I felt that she wasn’t asking in order to get them back. “Marie collected them, was going to bin them, but then decided to offer them away. Not sure what happened with them, maybe she forgot and they’re here somewhere.” I almost wrote that I’d kept the panties, but I couldn’t bring myself to write it.

She didn’t write back, but her messages did make me remember the panties in the drawer. As I was home alone that day, I decided to put them on. I walked back to the bedroom and opened my underwear drawer, pulling back the neatly placed boxer shorts, placed there by Marie after a recent laundry day, and there, I found the panties, except, instead of being in the crumpled mess I’d left them in, they were clearly laundered and folded. Marie had washed and put them back!

This made me wonder. I opened my sock drawer and pulled all my socks back, and there, in the back of the drawer, bundled together, were the pink stockings, the lacy trim clearly visible. Next to them, the satin and lace of the thick suspender-belt.

My heart thumped. Why had she put them in the drawer? Had she found the panties and decided I wanted to keep them, or did she want me to wear them? I was so confused, and yet, the confusion turned me on.

But wait! That wasn’t everything. The drawer under my socks was where I kept my sports stuff. That was still there, but the drawer under that had been empty previously. I pulled it open and there, on its own, was the bralette, soft pink satin, thick white lace. She had given me a bra drawer.

I turned and almost in a daydream, I walked over to my cupboard, pulling my suits to the side, where I found the sissy dress, neatly laundered, ironed and hung.

Instead of putting on the panties, I walked back down to the laptop and wrote a message to my wife. “Saw you put the sissy stuff back. Why?”

For a long ten minutes, I received nothing back, until she wrote, “You kept the panties. Why?”

I decided to go for broke and tell the truth. “They felt good.” I wrote.

“You looked good.” She wrote back. And there it was, the reason she kept the stuff. “After I calmed down I thought about how you looked, thought about the game Kylie played, and I’m not going to lie, after knowing you were okay, it kinda turned me on. Do you mind?”

“No.” I wrote. “I turns me on too.”

“Good. Wear the underwear and let me know if you still feel good in it. If you do, then we can maybe get you some more.”

“Okay.” I wrote without hesitation; I wanted this too.

By the time Marie got home, I had spent the day wearing the full lingerie set. I’d told her, obviously, so when she got home, she simply grinned and said, “Show me.”

I stripped down to the sexy lingerie and her chest heaved. Once I was stood there in the pink satin and white lace, she pounced on me, her mouth mashing against mine. I moaned as her hand rubbed my cock through the soft material, sending a buzz through me. Why did this feel so good, so right?

As we fell back onto the sofa, she pulled my cock out and her skirt up, pulling her little white thong to the side and dropping her smooth, shaved pussy onto my four-inch erection. Then, we an arch of her back, she rode me, pulsating her hips back and forth, riding me to an orgasm. Every so often, her hands found the satin of the bralette, pinching at my nipples or rubbing my chest.

After her orgasm, she grinned and focused on me. Finally she was more vocal, talking to me. “So you like being my little sissy? You found your sexual identity, huh? To be my little submissive sissy bitch? You like that? Tell me!”

“Yes! Yes, I love it!”

“We’ll buy you more underwear. More knickers. Sexy little things, to remind you that I’m the one in charge here.”

“Yes Mistress! Yes!”

“Mmm, Mistress, I like it.”

I couldn’t take it. I shot my load deep inside her, and then she collapsed on me, her hands on my shoulders.

“That was so hot!” She gasped.

“Yeah! I loved it!”

We kissed for a moment, before she rolled off, grabbing a tissue and stuffing it between her legs. “Wow.” She gasped again.

“Did you mean it? We’ll get more lingerie?”

She looked at me with a smile but then shrugged. “I think there’s no reason not to. It’s fun, and you are cute. But you need to shave that body. It doesn’t work with the lingerie.”

“True.”

We had a bath together where after she shaved my body completely. I put the panties back on and she gave me an old pink satin nightie of hers. It was plain but it was a start, and then we went back downstairs to cook dinner together.

“What about the dress?” I asked.

“What about it?”

“Do you want me to wear it”

She looked at me with a smirk. “On the weekends, for a bit of kinky play, why not? Why, do you not want to?”

“I kind of do.” I admitted with a blush. “But what about the wig?”

“I kept that too, don’t worry.” She paused, putting down the knife she was using to chop an onion. “Honey, I have been reading about sissies and female domination, and I have to admit, it’s a fucking turn-on. If you are okay with it, I’d like to give it a try, for real, because I think Kylie and I are more alike than I first thought.”

To be completely honest, I never really saw my wife as anything other than my wife. Marie was a very sexy woman but she never really dressed for her body, usually wearing frumpier clothes, or suits. Underneath all that though, she had a smooth, tight body, with big breasts and a curved firm bum. Her brown hair was kept shoulder length, formal, and yet, I still remembered when she had it long, playful.

Over the years, Marie has focused on her career, and as a young woman in upper management, she was proud to have progressed up the ladder in the way that she had, and I was proud of her. For me, career wasn’t that important, and I found that the more I ignored career progression, the more it found me anyway. I worked from home, on the whole, and led a global development team, but I never aspired for that; I just always wanted to create.

The problem was, the more Marie focused on her career, the more she adapted herself to how she thought she needed to be seen. I told her to dress for herself, rather than how she thought she should for the role, but she never listened, believing that in order to succeed in a male-dominated world, she needed to show class and restraint. In my opinion, the opposite was true these days, with many women who dressed for themselves being seen as gritty and commanding respect.

It was time to raise the subject again. “Honey, if you and Kylie want to be more alike, then I suggest you read more about her. She’s a really big name in the legal profession.”

“Hmm…” Marie replied, thoughtfully. “Good idea.”

I hoped that would be enough for her to see how Kylie dressed, because not one of her pictures had her in anything other than sexy, stylish clothes, many with leather or latex involved.


TWO

Funnily enough, it turned out that Kylie’s law firm represented the corporation for whom Marie worked, not that Marie reached out to her. It was just an interesting coincidence. Over the following week, Marie researched Kylie and indeed discovered her style, agreeing that perhaps it was time to update her own wardrobe.

My wardrobe found an update too, except we decided not to blow the bank account on kink. As such, Shein became a great place to buy cheap sissy panties and underwear, and soon my drawers were packed full of full cut briefs, shorts, and bloomers.

On the weekend, I wore the sissy dress and cleaned the house and generally served my wife, although she found it hard to sometimes break into bitch mode, and I sometimes struggled to be a complete servant. Still, it made us horny which led to us fucking, which was ultimately the point.

Still, with the dress in the wash, all I had was the lingerie and quite honestly, I wanted to wear the dress during the day when I was alone. Researching sissy dresses online led me down a rabbit hole, all leading back to China, and at that point, I really wasn’t sure what size to buy. The dress Kylie had given me fit me like a glove, which was odd.

I decided the best way to handle this would be to reach out to Kylie, which meant admitting that I was a sissy. And yet, there was something quite exhilarating about admitting that, even to myself, but especially to her. So, I dropped her an email, explaining I wanted to buy myself some dresses, but not knowing where or how.

“Wonderful!” She wrote back immediately. “I’m so glad our little encounter led to new horizons! As to the dresses, I have a lady who makes them for me. They are a little pricier, obviously, but they are good quality, as I’m sure you have noticed. The ones online are pretty on photo, but when you get them, you often find the quality lacking. If you like, I can arrange a meeting with her at my place?”

The question gave me pause. Why at her place? Why not at the dressmaker’s place? Why not my place? I had a feeling that this was Kylie’s way of once again involving me in her lifestyle. And yet, the first time had turned out to be a life-changing adventure.

Still, I knew better than to go behind my wife’s back, so I dropped her a message and told her everything.

“I think it would be good to get some more dresses for you, but at the same time, we have a mortgage and bills to pay. I’m not sure we can go throwing money away on kink-dresses that are only going to get used every other weekend.” She wrote. All good points, but in my heart, I didn’t want this to be an activity for every other weekend. Just as I was about to answer that, she wrote again. “That is, unless you want to be my sissy slave more often?” There was a smiley after that.

“I do.” Was all I wrote.

“Well…that changes some things, but if we make this investment, then we do it properly, not like this weekend. I suggest one week on, one week off for the start. But for the week on, you fully submit. No arguments, no question, and I commit to the role as your mistress, agreed?”

I gulped as I read, feeling my cock engorge. I too had been reading about sissies, and I’d been reading about something else too. “I agree, but then no sex during that week, no masturbation. Chastity for me.”

“That can be arranged…” She wrote.

“And I want you to find a lover.” I wrote quickly, pressing send before I could back out.

The reply took some 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 lie and say it doesn’t turn me on.” She wrote. “Tell Kylie you’ll meet her.”

So, I wrote to Kylie, and she was swift in her response. “Eight PM, my place, and bring your lovely wife. Do not be late! Mistress Kylie.”

That evening, I wasn’t sure how to dress, but Marie made it very clear; if we were going to Kylie’s place, then I was to wear the dress, wig and make-up. Once again, I was walking to the car in a sissy dress, but this time, I was acutely aware of how I was dressed, and aware that the neighbours would see me.

“All dressed up again, I see.” Chuckled Mr Henderson, the elderly neighbour.

“Er, yeah, costume party.” I said.

“Oh yeah?” He chuckled. “Where’s Marie’s then?”

“No costume party, Mr. Henderson.” Marie countered. “I’m making Trev into my slave.”

“Good for you, honey.” He laughed.

We drove off through town, getting looks from people at traffic lights. I felt sure the people looked the same way when she drove me home the first time, but back then, my mind was someplace else. And yet, this public humiliation was turning me on, and worse, Marie knew it, occasionally reaching down to feel my dick and giving a little chuckle at how hard it was.

“We need to get you that cage.” She noted.

Eventually, we pulled up in what we knew as billionaire’s row. Huge houses hidden behind high walls, large, manned gates, and long driveways. As we drove in our Honda Civic, we felt terribly out of place, and yet as we approached Kylie’s address, we saw the huge wrought iron gates swing open for us, and a guard give us a nod.

The house was a huge brown brick affair, far too big for just one family, in my opinion.  As we pulled up behind a yellow Lamborghini, Marie and I shared a look, one of contemplation, if this wasn’t all just a huge mistake.

The front doors opened and two women stepped out, dressed in long black satin maid’s uniforms. They didn’t look like sissies, so we just assumed they were the usual staff. I wondered how much they were paid to keep their boss’ lifestyle a secret.

“Marie! Trevor!” Kylie called out, her stiletto heels clacking on the marble foyer. “Trevor, you look as wonderful as I remember you.” She said, kissing Marie on each cheek and then looking me up and down. “Better, in fact. The hair is gone, I see! Excellent! Now, I know you’re new to this, so let me explain. Whenever you greet a Mistress, you must be on your knees, then bend forward and kiss each foot gently, is that clear?”

I looked over at Marie who smirked as she watched how I would behave. Instinctively, I did as I was told, dropping to my knees and kissing each of Kylie’s feet. The smirk on Marie’s face became a knowing smile.

“Very good.” Said Kylie. “I dare say a natural. You may stand. Follow.”

As we walked into the house, we came face to face with four sissies, stood patiently with their hands out, each holding a tray with a different bottle and empty glass.. Each of them were masked in latex gimp masks, yet wearing wigs over them. Marie made a slight gasp but I knew it wasn’t from surprise; it turned her on.

“Marie, please help yourself to a drink of your choice.” Kylie said, and then just as she said it, another sissy appeared, this time without a mask. I knew that this was her husband. He looked shockingly similar to me. He too was holding a tray, but on his was a champagne flute with a pale-yellow liquid in it. “Sissy, my husband here is holding a special drink for you. Of course, you are under no obligation to drink it, but it would make me tremendously happy if you did.”

“Is that what I think it is?” Marie asked, looking at the glass full of urine.

“Yes, it is. My piss.” Smiled Kylie. “If you feel this is too far, then I’ll have my husband take it away.”

Marie’s eyes darted to mine, but then she said, “I’ll leave that up to Trevor.”

I gulped. Part of me wanted to drink it, to show my obedience, but part of me didn’t want Marie to think any less of me. In the end though, the submissive part of me won out. I stepped over to the glass and picked it up. Kylie’s smirk matched my wife’s. Marie wanted me to do it.

“To new and unexpected friends.” Kylie said, raising her own glass after Marie chose a glass of red wine.

As the others drank, Marie watched as I put the glass to my lips and began pouring the urine in. It was surprisingly light, not too bitter, with a hint of a glass of wine she perhaps had earlier. I downed it quickly, with Kylie telling me she could get me a fresh glass later.

“Yvonne, my dressmaker, will be here shortly. She’s running a little late. Have you eaten?” Kylie asked.

“Yes, thank you.” Marie replied.

“Then let’s sit. Tell me, I hope you have forgiven me for the faux pas with your husband?”

Marie smiled. “I suppose I should be thanking you, actually. It really opened our eyes. In fact, Trevor suggested I seek a lover, not something I’d have considered to be honest.”

Placing a hand on Marie’s leg, lightly, Kylie gasped in delight. “Oh, you must! Cuckolding is some of the most fun you can have in a sexual relationship. Cheating itself is boring, but seeing that look in your husband’s eyes when he watches a big strong bull take you is second to none!”

“Well, I’ll certainly consider it.” Marie grinned, giving me a side-eyed check.

“You work at Delta9 Software, correct?” Kylie asked Marie.

For a moment, Marie seemed a little taken-aback, but then it dawned on her that Kylie was not a woman to do things by halves. It was likely that she ran a background check long ago. “That’s right. I’m Director of Process.”

“Two steps down from the CFO. Not bad for…thirty?”

“That’s right.” Marie smiled proudly.

“You know that Ken Doughtey retires soon.”

Marie was acutely aware that her CFO boss’ boss would be retiring, but she knew her name wasn’t even in contention. One, she was too young, and two, the position would likely go to someone who played golf with the board. “Yes, I’d heard.”

“I play golf with Jim Simmons from the board. If you like, I can put in a good word.” She smiled. “My understanding is that he’s under a lot of pressure to diversify the leadership. A young female upstart like you could really make an impression.”

“Wow! I mean, yes! Please!”

“Of course…” Kylie’s hand returned to Marie’s leg. “There are more ways us women can help each other. I’d like to believe that we can be open with each other.” She said, moving her hand into the inside of Marie’s thigh. “I think, we can share…ideas…”

It was clear what she was after and Marie seemed only too happy to let that happen. Her nervous smile became a smirk of understanding, as she let her legs fall open. Without waiting for the next prompt, she slid her hands down to her skirt, pulling it all the way up, then pushing down her little black panties.

“Good girl.” Kylie purred, leaning over and placing her lips on Marie’s, as her fingers entered my wife’s cunt.

The two made out for several minutes as us sissies just stood there, watching. Kylie’s fingers danced around Marie’s pussy, moving faster and faster, until finally, Marie cried out, almost sobbing as her orgasm hit.

“Good girl…very good girl. You like mommy’s fingers in you?” Kylie purred.

“Yes…mommy.”

“Mmm.” They kissed again. “Hear that sissy? Looks like Marie knows which side the bread is buttered. Do you?” She clicked her fingers, and into the room walked a huge tall black man, in a Venetian mask. His massive cock lay flaccid, swinging heavily as he walked. “Why don’t you show us if you are happy to carry on from where you left off the other week, or if you are too scared to accept what you are?”

Again, my panicked eyes found Marie’s, but once again, Kylie was fingering her with her right hand, squeezing an exposed breast with another. Marie’s eyes locked on mine, her teeth gritted as she rode wave after wave of pleasure, but now she was challenging me; if I can let a woman play with me, you can play with a man.

I stepped closer to the man as he closed the distance too. Then, I took a deep breath to try to calm my raging heartbeat, then dropped to my knees and took the cock into my mouth, sucking it to life.

“Oh yes.” I heard my wife gasp. “Suck it. Suck that cock.” She was enjoying it. She wanted this from me, she’d been awoken.

The encouragement from my wife was all I needed to hear. I focused on what I was doing, focused on the feeling of the huge dong expanding in my mouth. I even moaned a little bit once it became rock solid, like a prize for a job well-done. His huge hand grabbed my head, his hips pushing himself forward, using me as a receptacle for his pleasure.

And yet, just as soon as he had started choking me with that thing, did he stop, pulling out and walking over to Marie, who was now slouched forward, her knees bent, legs apart. With almost pleading eyes, she looked up at the man, whilst Kylie pinched at Marie’s nipples, and then the man entered my wife. I was officially a cuckold.

“Come watch.” Kylie whispered, reaching out a hand. I shuffled closer to watch, as Kylie held onto my hand. “Isn’t it beautiful?”

“Yes.” I gasped.

The man pounded my wife’s pussy, making her scream and shout in abject bliss. I’d never seen my wife like this, never seen her so used, so out of control, and yet, she looked so perfect doing it.

“Fuck! Fuck!” Marie screamed, her back arching as another orgasm hit. “He’s so good! So good!” She panted.

“He’s yours to play with whenever you like.” Kylie told her. “He’s my gift to you.”

“Really?” Marie gasped.

“Yes. He works for me, he’s a lawyer, submissive to women, dominant to men, a true sex slave, and a true bull. Aren’t you Devon?”

“Yes Ma’am.” The man grinned.

“You call him, and he’ll be there for you. He’s your lover.”

“Oh, this is the best present in the world.” Marie gasped, getting ready for another orgasm.

To my right, I saw Kylie’s husband nod, so Kylie stood and took my hand. “Yvonne is here. Come, let’s give your wife some privacy.”


THREE

When Yvonne showed up at my house with the ten different dresses, she insisted I try each of them on to check the fit was correct. The chubby blonde woman fussed and fiddled with each of the kinky little silky dresses, making sure the shoulders puffed out, that skirts flared, that petticoats sat correctly. And when I asked for the bill, I was shocked to find that it had already been settled by Mistress Kylie. Although I shouldn’t have been.

It had been over three weeks since that night, and since then, everything had changed. Gone was any idea of one-week on, one-week off, as Marie settled firmly into her role as Mistress. Kylie was a regular visitor, or we were a visitor of hers, all for intensive training, not only of myself, but also Marie in her role as a dominant Mistress.

The other person who had become a regular visitor was Devon. When he became Marie’s lover, I thought that meant the occasional fuck session, but I didn’t realise that meant dinner dates, theatre visits, and flirty texts. Devon was no lover, he was a boyfriend, and for some reason, that made me very nervous.

Of course, I raised my concerns with Kylie, but she told me not to worry. “You are a caged sissy. You don’t have sex with Marie anymore, but you need to make sure she is taken care of. Part of that is you serving her, working for her as her servant, her maid, but the other part of that is ensuring she has a partner to take care of all the things you can’t. That means her happiness and the ability to speak to a man on an equal footing. You know, in your heart, you are not that man anymore, correct?”

I looked away, an intense feeling of hurt and arousal deep in my heart. She was right, I didn’t want to see myself as an equal, I was a sissy. “You’re right.”

She smiled at me. “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 hand me over to Mark, my lover. My sissy hasn’t slept in the same bed as me for nearly a year. It’s just how it is, and he enjoys that.”

“But what does he get out of it?”

Again, that knowing grin. “Trust me, he has more sex now than he ever did with me. And you will too.” Suddenly, my memory of how we met came about. More sex now…but not with women.

“You made him gay?” I asked.

She shrugged. “Perhaps. I don’t think it makes sense giving it a name. He’s no longer human. He’s just…a thing…like you. Your rights and opinions, they don’t matter to anyone. But that’s the way you want it, isn’t it? You don’t want me to care about you, same as you don’t want Marie to care about you. You just want to serve, don’t you?”

I sighed, and feeling my stomach churn with excitement, my body shiver with fear and lust. The more I thought as myself as nothing, as a tool, as a servant, the more I felt a freedom I’d never felt in myself before. “Yes.”

She grabbed the back of my hair, pulling it back sharply. “See. Just give in to your desires and you will never need to worry about your happiness again.” And then she leaned over and let drool drizzle from her mouth into mine.

And so, I now had dresses, but Yvonne wasn’t done there. She pulled out plastic bags and began collecting all my male clothing. I knew better than to fight, knew better that this was all I deserved.

After she left, I sat there, the crinkling noise of the puffy, ruffled dress which bunched up heavily around me, and I wondered if this was really what I wanted, really where I wanted to be. It wasn’t a slow burn change, but a sudden loss of control. My research told me that Kylie was one of the most successful lawyers in the city because she could manipulate anyone, that she got away with so much that others could not. Men and women were putty in her hands, and certainly, Marie was.

Whenever we were alone, Marie sang praises about Kylie, about how perfect she was, and yet, was she? I thought back to the day I was kidnapped off the street. Okay, I believed that was a genuine mistake, and yet, did Kylie manipulate her mistake to get a different outcome? When life gives you lemons, make lemonade. Was I becoming lemonade?

That evening, my wife came home and excitedly asked me to model the dresses, but instead, I sat her down and said we needed to talk. “I’m scared.” I told her.

She took my hands and smiled. “Okay. What’s scaring you?”

“I’m scared we are being manipulated by Kylie. I’m scared I’m becoming something I didn’t really want to be? She took all my male clothes away, I can only be a sissy now! What if this whole thing was planned when she made the mistake?”

My wife smiled at me and nodded. “Okay, let’s calm down a bit. First, it was my idea for Yvonne to take your male clothes, because I want you to be a full-time sissy. That said, I’ve had them put in storage, not thrown away, so if it isn’t what you want, then we can bring them back.

“Now, taking Kylie out of the equation, taking everyone else out of the equation, just you and me now. Are you having fun?”

I thought about it. There was no denying that I was having fun, but it was the fear that bothered me. “Yes.” I admitted.

“Okay. Look, I know it is a lot at once, but if you really are struggling so much, then we can hit pause at any time. But first, let me tell you how I see things.

“I think Kylie met you that day and felt guilty for how things went down. However, I think she met you and realised that you and her husband are very alike. What you don’t know is that it was her husband who got her involved in this lifestyle, in BDSM, and it was her husband who suffered terribly with depression and a lack of self-worth before they began.

“What she told me was, that when she met you, you didn’t seem all that disgusted by what was happening, and when you had a cock in your mouth, you actually closed your eyes and sucked. You seemed very comfortable in the clothes. The problem was, she didn’t recognise all that until after, so she decided to write to you to see if you were okay. As part of that, she wanted to see how you would respond, and if you were still thinking about it all. It became clear that you were. I think you can agree?”

I sighed. “Yes.”

“Look, I like my life. I liked the life we had, and if we need to go back to that, I really don’t mind. But, I love this. I love the game. I love that fact that I have my husband by my side to play it. I love dominating you and watching that look of gratitude on your face when I humiliate you. You don’t see it, but I do. I say or do something horrible to you, and you just look so…blissful.

“What you are feeling right now, is shame. Take shame out of the equation, and now just remember that your wife, the love of your life, loves you even more for what you’ve become. So what do you feel?”

I smiled. She was right, if I ignored everyone else, and thought back to how Marie responded to all the situations, yes, I didn’t feel shame, but pride.  But then there was what Kylie said, the gay stuff, losing my wife, divorce…

Again, she chuckled. “All stuff which can be discussed. I love you for you, not your cock. For me, if we never released it again, it would be fine. That said, I don’t want you to go without sex, that wouldn’t be fair. So, given your cock is locked up and you are not allowed to fuck another woman, then finding men to fuck you is the next best thing. But try not to look at it as gay, bi, straight, but rather see yourself as a sex toy. I think that is why Kylie is talking about divorce, because in the business world, she cannot be seen as a single woman, and she certainly can’t expose herself as having a sissy husband. If she stays married to him, then people will certainly ask, so the best option is to divorce him and marry her lover.”

That actually made a lot of sense. But at the same time, Marie was not some big business figure, and I said that.

She cocked her head in a manner that suggested I shouldn’t be so sure. “Well…Kylie has been massaging the idea of me being CFO with the board. If that pans out, then they will run a background check as the company is big enough that they cannot be placed in a compromising situation. In other words, I can’t be blackmailed.”

“Oh.” I said, trying to work out what was being said.

“So…they will begin the selection process in the next few weeks, and my name will likely be thrown into the hat.”

“Oh…” I mumbled, putting two and two together. Essentially, that would mean that she would need to ensure any blackmailable situation would need to be resolved before that happened. “But…I’m already a sissy…” I said.

She smiled softly, a pained and apologetic expression. “Yes, and I want you to know, no matter what, it changes nothing between us. So, we have a decision to make, don’t we?”

“But…can’t we just put the sissy stuff on hold until after the selection process is complete?”

“No honey. Either we stop completely, or…”

“Or we divorce and then I continue as your servant.”

“Correct.” She said, squeezing my hand. “If we do it after, then I’ll be in a similar position to Kylie now, but later it might raise questions. Better to get it over with now.”

“But it’s so fast…”

“You don’t need to make a decision now.” She said, kissing me.

We had a normalish evening, even though I cooked and pranced around in my sissy dress. Then, in the evening, she unlocked my cock cage and climbed on my dick, pushing the layers of my petticoat back.

“Why don’t we make a game out of it?” She asked. “How about if you cum fast, then we divorce and you become a full-time sissy, and if you last longer than thirty seconds, then we go back to normal?”

I don’t know why, but I said yes, and yet, my head was a mess. One said hurrying me, one said slowing me. But that wasn’t what made me cum fast…

As my wife rode me, grinning at me, she said, “Do it baby! Cum for me! Let me ruin you, make you my sissy bitch! Divorce me and never be with a woman again! I know you want it. You know I want it.”

“You want it?” I asked.

She burst out laughing. “More than anything!”

I came instant. I didn’t even last ten seconds. She climbed off me and then lowered her used pussy on my mouth.

“I knew it.” She said, chuckling.

After I washed my cock, I came back to the bed and held up the skirts so that she could put my cage back on; but instead of the black plastic one, there was a different one waiting. It was metal, small, flat, with a tube. She pushed the ring on, the clicked the little metal piece in place. I didn’t see the normal brass lock there, but rather a piece of metal in the same shape, with a small plastic clip attached.

She pushed the metal piece in the lock and then turned the plastic piece until it broke off and the metal inside click. “That’s a permalock. It won’t ever come out and can’t be manipulated out with this cage.” She explained. “But just to make sure.” I watched her press metal clips into place around the gaps in the cage, before pushing a tube into my cock. “The tube will help you urinate and can be removed for cleaning and such.

“And the cage?” I asked.

“Can’t ever be removed.” She said with a grin. “It’s what you want, Trev. Just admit it now, enough playing around. Tomorrow, I’ll speak to Kylie and we can begin the divorce proceedings, but I promise you this.” She took my hands. “I promise you, I will always love you and I’ll never leave you. We just can’t be married.”

“Okay.” I said with sadness. I understood, I just had to come to terms with it.


FOUR

It was odd really, being a bridesmaid at my ex-wife’s wedding. Even more odd, was kneeling with my head down at the foot of the bed in the honeymoon suite as Devon used her over and over. And yet, I didn’t feel sadness that I’d lost my wife to this man, because I didn’t really feel like I’d lost her. Rather, I had transitioned to a new type of relationship.

Over the weeks following that night, following our conversation, we had a further frank discussion about what she expected from a sissy slave. We agreed that going forward, there would be no more kissing, no more intimacy from her towards me. It was important to separate our old life from the new one, and my new role, and that meant accepting myself as a slave. Secondly, that meant that she would treat me as such, which meant politeness and niceties ceased to exist between us, and I would need to accept it. I did. Finally, punishments would be extended towards minor infractions too, which meant any time she felt I didn’t live up to her stands, she could decide on any type of punishment. “That could be a physical punishment, or one which involves your public humiliation.”

The moment the promotion became official was the moment I officially quit my job. It was felt that my money was no longer needed and my time was better spent serving, so that was what I did.

Over the following weeks, Devon became an increasing fixture in our household, and one of the things that was introduced was oral service. It was agreed that she was not a rapist, so I would not be forced to have sex with a man until I said I was ready, but that said, the only television I was allowed to watch was gay porn, so it was clear what she wanted from me.

On the weekends, we spent time with Kylie and her other slaves. She too divorced her husband, and whilst Marie and Kylie enjoyed themselves with Devon and Kylie’s lover Mark, I joined the others to clean the house and serve.

It turned out that the women who had greeted us when we first arrived were actually women who voluntarily joined as submissive servants. They were paid a real living wage, lived in the house, and were regularly subject to beatings in a proper dungeon. Apparently, most stayed just a few months because they would end up meeting a master or mistress as a BDSM party and leave, usually with a nice payout and a secure NDA.

Evenings at Kylie’s mansion were…difficult. Sissy Alex, Kylie’s ex, was openly gay and often joined male servants in bed. As we shared one large room, I spent hours watching and listening to them fuck, with many of the men and Alex, trying to convince me to join them. For now, I was able to distance myself from those activities, believing that the moment I did, there was no going back.

It was odd. Alex was a maid now, a full-time servant, even went out as a sissy to shop; and yet, he had more freedom than I did. He would tell Kylie that he had plans for Friday night, and she just accepted it. If I tried the same, Marie would ask me what plans, and for the life of me, I didn’t know how to answer. I hadn’t kept in touch with my friends or family and why would I? I was a sissy now.

That was a topic which came up repeatedly. It was another area where Marie wasn’t going to move until she felt I was ready to move. The only time she made me speak to my family about things was with my divorce. Of course, that came as a shock to everyone, but I found a way to deal with it, stating we were staying friends.

The deeper I went into submission, the deeper the expectations of my ex-wife. At the beginning, I didn’t need to go shopping, eventually she said I should, so I would take the car and go to the supermarket furthest away where nobody knew me. But eventually, she ordered me to hand over my driver’s license; sissies don’t drive. This meant I had to walk to the shops, and that led to neighbours stopping me to ask what was going on. I came out as transgender.

Of course, there was one neighbour who loved it. He never stopped bugging me, that old coot. Mr Henderson was a widowed all man with thick grey stubble and silver hair. He was a neat gentleman who was constantly in his garden, but he did have a thing for crossdressers and ladyboys, he admitted. “Ah, the time I spent in Bangkok.” He reminisced.

He loved his stories and surprisingly, the one-time Marie didn’t mind me not doing my chores, was when I was talking to Mr Henderson. She always had a thing about helping the elderly, so it wasn’t surprising that she liked me spending time with him, and honestly, if it saved me from doing something like cleaning the toilet or being down on my hands and knees scrubbing the floor, then so be it.

Eventually though, Mr Henderson became Mr Henderson the dirty old coot. Soon, I would walk by the fence and feel his fingers pinch my bum, then a spank, or he’d ask when I was going to give him a kiss. Eventually, he full on waved his long thick cock at me and asked if I wanted to give it a suck. Marie found it hilarious but didn’t tell me to act on it.

Then came a weekend when Marie was away with Devon, Kylie and Mark, and I was left home alone. In order to make sure I didn’t misbehave, Marie gave Mr Henderson a key and told him to check up on me. I knew this, of course, and I told Marie that I didn’t feel safe knowing he wanted me.

“No longer my problem.” Marie laughed, before spitting on me, something she enjoyed doing, that and making me drink her piss. Marie was getting increasingly sadistic in her nature, but that was my fault…I told her I liked it when she was really mean to me once.

I didn’t hear the door open that Saturday, but I did feel the cold heavy hands on my backside. “Cold out.” Henderson said, his mouth right next to my ear. Suddenly, his wet tongue was licking it. “Come on honey, get on your knees and give it a suck.”

I turned around and found his cock was already out, his pants around his ankles. “Mr Henderson, Marie said I didn’t need to do anything I don’t want to do.”

“I know.” He nodded. “Ain’t nobody here though, so nothing to fear. Just try it. You’ll like it.”

The logical response would be to tell him to fuck off, but I couldn’t do it. This man was here at the request of my Mistress. She gave the orders, and whilst she hadn’t told me to have gay sex yet, I knew that if she did, I would. Somehow, in my moment of confusion, the old man worked that out. “Oh, you need to be ordered. You need to be forced?”

I stared at the cock, getting harder, and then nodded quickly, as if I didn’t then, then I never would. He grabbed me and threw me to the floor, just like those men did when this all began. The moment he had hold of my head and forced his cock down my throat, I moaned, remembering how great that felt the first time. All of this, everything that kicked it off, was because I enjoyed that feeling of being taken.

For the next ten minutes, he used my mouth, fucked my throat, made me his gay cocksucking bitch, and I moaned as if my life depended on it. Then, he pushed me backwards before grabbing my ankles, forcing me onto my front. My skirt was pushed up, my panties down, my hole exposed, and on it, I felt the dribble of spit and thumb massaging it in place. “No going back now.” He growled, positioning himself and pushing forward.

That feeling of the head of the cock prising open the hole came back. It was the most unique feeling, but one which had stayed with me this whole time. It was the sensation that had been holding me back, making me question if I wasn’t making a mistake with everything, not because I was, but because it had been missing this whole time. And now it was back, and the more he pushed in, the more I realised that I was complete; that he was right, there was no going back now.

Anal sex hurts at first, but not for long, not long enough to matter. Soon, that sting is replaced by a feeling of the sheerest of bliss, an activation of every pleasure centre in the body. All the nerve endings come together and are stimulated, joined with the g-spot buried deep inside, telling the brain that the whole body is in ecstasy.

As I lay there on the floor, the old man fucking me far faster and harder than any seventy-year-old should, I just felt my face rub on the carpet below, a huge grin on it, safe in the knowledge that I’d made the right choice, that I was exactly who I was meant to be.

Mr Henderson could go for a very long time, but when he came, he came with a bang, flooding my rectum with his thick sperm. I moaned out, screaming expletives, telling him how perfect he was, and I just heard him chuckle and say, “I thought you’d love it.”

“Does that mean we can do it again?” I asked, as he spun me around to give me a wet kiss, his stubble scratching my face.

“I was going to ask the same question.”

Henderson didn’t leave that weekend. He couldn’t fuck me for another hour, but we sat together, drinking beer, whilst I kissed and nuzzled his cock, nursing it back to life. I served him as I served my wife, but with the sexual element that no longer existed with Marie.

There was no going back for me anymore, and it made no sense to pretend I was someone else. As a sissy, I needed to come to terms with the fact that I was no longer male, nor was I female. I just…was.

The first person I called to say that I had been with a man, was Alex. He giggled and cooed with glee, talking about all the fun we could have together. We spent over an hour talking about experiences, and the reason why he was able to go out without issue came out. Alex went to gay cruise clubs to get laid.

When Marie came home on Sunday, I admitted everything. I told her that I was ready, that I’d had gay sex and that I was now ready to admit that I was gay. She was so happy for me, and in celebration, she had Devon fuck me in front of her.

Devon had already admitted to being bisexual long ago, so for him, to have two girls to fuck was just a benefit. Marie cooed as she watched his massive dong stretch me, and gasped when I begged for more, harder.

“You are a fucking gay slut!” She laughed. “I love it!”

“I love it too, Mistress!” I admitted.

“You know, before we married, I did wonder if you weren’t a closet homosexual.” She told me. “Seriously. I guess I was right. I’m glad I was.”

The following day, Marie made me call my family and friends, and come out as a gay transvestite. Some of my friends asked if I was going to transition, but I said not, that I wanted to continue to look male but dress as a woman. My parents were disappointed, of course, but said nothing further. Most of my friends said they supported my decision, but I knew I wouldn’t hear from them again. One or two of the girls simply knew, with one saying, “She made you a sissy, huh?”

“Yeah. I’m a sissy.”

“Good.”

It was good. I was glad.


FIVE

Male clothes felt weird. The boxer shorts were uncomfortable, and scratchy. How could I have ever worn these? But it was all part of the game, part of the show. I could tell Alex felt uncomfortable too, and honestly, it looked odd, him in a suit, but that was what they had asked for, that was what was going to be on camera.

Of course, I recognised the van when it pulled up, and whilst I tried to put on a show as the men grabbed us, I also had to try not to laugh, knowing that they were filming this.

The suits were cut off, the annoying boxers destroyed, and then I felt panties and stockings being pulled onto my legs. I allowed myself a sigh at that point, enjoying the feeling of the smooth fabric once again, what bliss.

By the time we arrived at the old warehouse, we were dressed and made up, our bleached blonde hair released and cascaded to our shoulders. On the floor were two mattresses, and stood watching were masked men, lots, and lots of masked men, too many, more than Kylie had promised. This was going to be a long night. Even Alex seemed concerned.

And still, as I was pushed onto my knees, a cock throat fucking me, and another pushing inside, I knew I had no say in this. I was just a sissy, I didn’t have rights, I couldn’t cry rape, I already gave that up after Henderson took me. I told Marie, I’m no longer human, I’m just a thing, a sex toy, use me however you like, discard of me however you like.

After man number ten, some of the men began removing their masks, their sweaty hair a symbol that the summer heat was getting to them in that huge old space. I recognised one of the man, an old school colleague, or rather, a former bully. When I stared up at him, he smirked, he knew too.

I was on PrEP, obviously, and prophylactic antibiotics against other diseases, so these men could use me how they liked. There was no real limit, that was explained clearly. They could piss on us, beat us, but no blood, nothing illegal. They took it to heart. We were thrown around, hung by our wrists and fucked, whipped, spanked, slapped and fisted. Nothing I hadn’t already experience more than once, all stuff I’d come to love.

It was a year since that fateful afternoon when the van grabbed me, and so much had changed. I knew that somewhere in the building, watching from a distance, my ex-wife sat with her husband, and with Kylie, both women holding their pregnant bellies, discussing the future.

It had been Marie who had first suggested that she didn’t want her child around a sissy, and Kylie who had agreed. Kylie was the first to implement changes, putting her house up for sale to move into the country, and telling Alex that he would be rented out to a gay friend of hers, and in the end, he rented me too. This event was meant to be our last hurrah, our way to say goodbye to our Mistresses.

Marie came to pick me up the following day. My anus was sore, I stunk and I was bruised.

“How are you feeling?” She asked on the drive home.

“Everything hurts.” I said, laughing.

“But you had fun?”

“Yes.”

“Good.” She was quiet for a moment, then she said, “I think we should end the game here.” She said. “I think it’s time to go back to normal.”

“You’re pregnant with Devon’s baby.” I pointed out.

“I know.” She admitted. “I know. But I don’t want to lose you. I didn’t expect to get pregnant, but I always said, I love you and I’m doing this for us. Without you, it makes no sense.”

“What about Devon?”

“We’ll divorce.” She shrugged. “He’ll find someone else, and he can remain a part of his daughter’s life, but I don’t love him like I love you. So, I’m giving you and out. End it all here.”

I gave it some thought. I loved her, and no, I didn’t want to leave her for some gay guy. And yet, I remembered the feeling of the boxer shorts the other day, and I realised, I didn’t want them either. “I don’t want to wear boxer shorts.” I said to her, and to my surprise, she smiled.

“What if you didn’t need to?” She asked me.

“I’m listening.”

But she didn’t speak. We drove home, pulled up and to my surprise, found that it was just the two of us. She’d sent Devon away so that we could talk, and on the kitchen table were two boxes.

“These are the hormones needed for you to begin your transition.” She said. “What if…” She paused, grinned, and reached out her hand, taking mine. “What if you became my wife?”

I bit my lower lip, thinking about the implications. I never wanted to be a woman, never wanted breasts, but at the same time, I no longer wanted to be man in that sense of the word. If this was the way I could stay with her, then so be it.

“Will you remain my Mistress?” I asked.

“Oh, of course. You’ll still be a submissive bitch…but you’ll be a real bitch. Hormones at first, then sexual reassignment surgery.” She said. “You will not get to keep your cock.”

That was a huge ask, not that I could use my cock today, but that changed everything. She was telling me I’d be fully transformed.

And yet, as she laid it out for me, I found myself becoming excited.

“Put it this way.” She said. “You either do this, or forget being rented to a gay guy. There is a gang in Russia who will take you.”

I laughed at her joke, but she didn’t. “Wait…are you serious?”

“Deadly. You do this, or you become a gay whore for the rest of your life. Those are the options.”

“You’re evil!” I gasped.

She grinned sadistically. “You love it.”

I sat back, mouth open in shock. This was the woman I fell in love with, and now she was threatening to turn me into a woman, or a gay whore for the Russian mafia. I shook my head and pictured it, being drugged, beaten and then used, no-stop, over and over, on the cheap, just fucked and fucked and fucked…and fuck! Now I wasn’t sure what I wanted…

Her chest was heaving now, I could see she was thinking about it too, working herself up. “Why don’t we do a competition?” She said. “If I can make you cum, with your cage on, then you leave with the Russian, tonight. If not, then you stay and become my woman.”

“Deal!” I said immediately.

She grinned, took my hand, and led me up to the bedroom. There, I watched her put her strap-on on, but then I saw something else, a vibrator.

She fucked me hard and fast, as the vibrator rested on the head of my cock in the cage. She pounded me. “Cum baby! I changed my mind, I want you to cum! Please! Cum! I want it so much, I could masturbate so much knowing you are a junked up whore somewhere in the world, being used and abused over and over!”

“Fuck! Mistress! Make me cum!” I begged.

“Yes baby yes!” She cried.

“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 to get a better view and stepped on a small twig. It hardly made a sound, clearly the man getting fucked hadn’t heard, but the man fucking had, as he slowed a little, looking directly in my direction. I wasn’t sure if he could see me through the leaves, until I saw the faintest of smirks on his lips. His eyes never left mine as he began fucking the man harder, harder than before, slamming in and out and making the man cry out. He grabbed onto the man’s shoulders, pummelling hard and fast, until with a deep groan, the balaclava-covered man’s eyes closed, sealing his release.

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 ripped down my pants, whipping out my cock and rubbed it hard, imagining the man, him grabbing me, throwing me to the floor and taking me over and over. I came within seconds, but the moment I did, I felt awful, guilty, and stupid. I wasn’t gay! That wasn’t me! Why was I thinking about this stuff?

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, to be in control. Grabbing my hair, he slammed his cock into my mouth, jamming it down my throat, choking me, and as I tried not to throw-up, he moved his hips back and forth, using my throat as a make-shift pussy. My eyes watered, I didn’t know what to do, and yet, I suddenly found my hands around his hairy thighs, rubbing them.

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 drizzled on my hole, then came the pressure, his huge cock which dwarfed my own, began forcing its way inside. I let out a cry of pain and that saw the knife on my neck as he told me to shut the fuck up. As he moved further inside me, he relaxed a little. The pain changed, morphed into pressure, fullness, and eventually, a pleasure I’d never known.

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 this wasn’t one of those cheapo knives you found in gift shops. It was fairly dull and even as he pressed it against my neck, it didn’t feel like it was making a mark; but it did serve a purpose, a purpose of intimidation, and much as I hated to admit it, it was that which turned me on most. Losing control, handing everything to this man.

Each thrust inside me made me moan and beg. “Please don’t! Please stop!” I said, knowing I didn’t mean a single word.

“Never. I can do what I want to you! You’re my gay pussy now!” His words just turned me on more, made me need it more.

I never touched my cock, I didn’t need to. I felt the cum drizzling out of me, filling my briefs without doing anything, and still he continued, and still I wanted it. Finally, with a gasp, with a pull on the knife, forcing me up a bit, he buried himself inside me to the hilt, and came; warm splatters of his seed filling me.

“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 that I wouldn’t go, that there was no way this guy knew where I lived, and yet, as the evening approached, I found myself going through my wife’s drawers looking for her little metallic pink shorts, knowing that he had suggested pink shorts. I knew that I would need to stick to the back paths to the forest, that way it would be highly unlikely anyone would see me, and when I headed out in my white t-shirt and the pink shorts, I felt my heart race for more than the thought of getting raped again, but because I would be doing so in women’s hot-pants.

The man was where he’d said he would be, and once again, the knife was in play. Of course it was, it was a necessary prop in this façade of me begging no, and him taking me anyway. He chuckled when he saw the shorts, but instead of just pulling them down or making me get on my knees, he gently felt me up, circling me, cupping my buttocks, then my crotch, feeling how excited I was.

“Very sexy.” He said. “Almost a shame to pull them down.” And yet he did, slowly, only to sigh a little when he saw my briefs. “Panties next time. Something silky, lacy, pink.”

I didn’t respond. Next time? Surely there wouldn’t be a next time!

“Knees, suck.” He ordered, and I dropped down, taking him in, sucking gently.

The knife waved beside me as he fiddled with a bottle. Then, before I knew it, the bottle was under my nose and he was telling me to sniff. I sniffed three times, then I heard him sniff. My face began to feel warm and my ears made a swishing sound of my heartbeat, but as I breathed out, I was overcome by a huge sense of erotic excitement, a fundamental need to suck and be fucked. I moaned around his cock, slobbering and sucking with an intensity that I didn’t even know I had inside me. What was this wonderful feeling, and why did it last such a short amount of time?

As he pushed me away and turned me around, he handed me the bottle again and told me to sniff more and keep sniffing. I did exactly that, after removing the childproof cap, and as I sniffed and felt the warmth return, he pushed into me. The pain from before returned but I cared less, instead enjoying the sexual bliss of being taken whilst high from what I later found out were poppers.

He didn’t hold back, he was too horny, so was I. He fucked me hard and fast, no play, pure intense fucking. I couldn’t stop myself, I begged him for more, told him I loved his cock, begged him to make me his gay slut, and he promised he would, and then some. What had I become?

Once again, I felt my dick drizzle, and then I felt him cum inside me. But instead of just leaving, he pulled me up, put the knife to my side and said, “Now kiss me.”

Kissing a man felt so different than kissing a woman, and yet, it felt right, it felt good. The feeling of the bristles, the domineering intensity of his tongue pushing into my mouth, showing me he was the boss, his hand cupping my backside. I didn’t want it to stop, so it didn’t. I moaned as the kiss continued, feeling his cock return to life.

This time, he pulled me towards a tree and told me to hold on to it. I arched my back, presenting my hole, and he used his cum as lubrication to re-enter me. Having already cum once, he could use me far longer now.

“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.” He sneered. I felt a shuffling behind me as he fucked, like he was reaching for something. “Look back at me and tell me you love my cock.”

I turned and said it, and only then did I realise he was recording me with his mobile phone. Still, I was so invested in the feeling of him doing me, I didn’t complain, instead I said, “Yes! Yes Master, make me your gay bitch!”

Once again, he came up my arse, then turned me around and kissed me again, before pushing me to my knees. “Suck.”

I wasn’t too interested in sucking him after it had been inside my arsehole, but at the same time, I found it hard to say no. With my stomach churning, I leaned forward and sucked, my eyes looking up at the mobile phone as I bobbed my head up and down, bringing him back to life. Then, with his dick hard once again, he sat back and leaned on a downed tree, making me climb on and ride him like a slut. He videoed the whole thing.

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 though, that I looked out of the window to the street below, and standing there in the shadows, barely lit under the orange streetlamps, was a figure, looking up at me. I knew exactly who it was. He’d followed me home, and now knew where I lived. This was very dangerous, and for the first time, my fear was genuine. I’d put my wife and my home at risk to a dangerous criminal.

The following day, I decided to skip my run. It was a rare moment of strength where I forced myself to stop with the dangerous games. Part of me worried the man would show up at my door, but no such thing happened.

The day after that, I felt better about myself. I’d been strong and come out alive. The guy probably didn’t want me going to the police. If I could be strong one day, I could be strong the next.  But at the same time, I couldn’t stop running, I had to keep exercising, so I decided to run during the day instead.

I went upstairs to my sports drawer to get my jogging pants out, but when I opened it, I was surprised to find the pink shorts laying there. I was certain that I’d returned them to my wife’s drawer, so how had they found their way into my drawer. The only logical explanation was that my wife knew and she’d put them there, but something in my gut told me this wasn’t the logical explanation.

The run didn’t feel like a good idea anymore. In fact, leaving the house didn’t feel like a good idea. Instead, I took the shorts, returned them to my wife’s drawer and left it at that.

The day after I felt sick for two reasons. One, something didn’t feel right at home, and two, my body was so used to exercise, not running was literally making it wonder what was going on.

I decided to force myself to do the run, so I opened the drawer again, and surprise, surprise, there were the shorts again, this time, they weren’t alone. Next to it was a pink runner’s bra, complete with scalloped trim around the breast area. I gulped, then shut the drawer, wondering what to do.

In the end, I knew the man had broken in. I knew he was doing this. If he could get in my house at night, he could do a lot worse than plant clothes. I needed to face him.

Going out in the pink shorts and bra was going to be tough, so instead, I wore my normal shorts, but took a small backpack with me with the pink clothes. The moment I was out of sight of the house, I changed into the women’s shorts and bra, and hid the backpack behind an old stone wall.

“Where have you been?” The man asked when he grabbed me.

“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 pulled my shorts down. “But no panties again.” He sighed, then spanked me hard. “Naughty bitch.”

“You didn’t leave me any,” I snapped back.

“Huh, what are you on about?” The man asked, and he seemed genuinely surprised. That made me wonder, what if I was wrong? What if he wasn’t the one leaving the clothes? What if was Debbie? Did she know somehow?

I didn’t have time to answer. Instead, I dreamily found myself on my knees sucking cock, sniffing poppers. This time though, there was no knife, just a phone recording me as I moaned around the cock, licking and gasping as I desperately tried to taste him. I played my role well, turning around, leaning on a tree, bending my back, begging for him to stuff my hole.

He fucked me twice that evening, and strangely, it left me wanting more.

Still, when I got home, I found myself wondering about who had placed the pink clothes in my drawer. If it was him, how did he get in? There was no sign of forced entry, and he genuinely seemed surprised. If it was Debbie, how did she find out, and what did she know?

Over the next few days, the man and I met every evening. It became my routine, to the point that I told him that I was thinking about returning to noon runs too, my way of saying I wanted to be fucked more often. I was addicted to the feeling of his cock, to the way he controlled me.

It was on one of those noon fucks that he gave me a present. A pair of pink satin and white lace tap panties. “I got tired of waiting for you to get some of your own.” He told me.

Again, that he bought me panties made me think about two things. One, was this masked man my boyfriend now? And two, if he was willing to buy me panties and hand them to me, then that meant it was even more unlikely he broke into my house to give me the bra.

And then came another confusing point though. It was Saturday, and Debbie had a Pilates class. I heard her opening and closing her drawers, so I went to check what the problem was.

“Oh, I can’t find my pink shorts.” She sighed. “They must’ve fallen down the back. I’ll wear the black ones and find them later.”

Shit! That meant she wasn’t the one who gave them to me. Someone had been in my house, I was sure of it, but how?

That evening, as the man fucked me, I decided to ask him directly. “Have you been inside my house?”

“What? No. Why? Is that what you want? You want me to break in and rape you in your sleep?” He asked with purr.

“No…” I dropped it, let him fuck me, and then as we kissed after, I told him the truth, about the pink shorts and bra.

He looked as confused as someone could in a balaclava, then he said, “I genuinely haven’t been in your house, but you know there is 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 had been watching us the whole time, getting off on our play, and perhaps waiting for his own moment. The realisation dawned in the man’s eyes too, but instead of the look of shock that I had, he began to grin as he realised the fun was only just beginning.


THREE

My sexual adventures continued over the next two weeks and during that time, newer, stranger things began to happen. Panties began to appear in my underwear drawer, not normal panties like Debbie wore, but huge boxer-short sized ones, in pink satin, trimmed with lashings of lace and boys, or bloomers down to the knees, French cut, and such. Clearly, the person who was breaking into the house was buying them for me, but why?

I decided I needed to find out what was going on. For now, the person wasn’t doing anything dangerous, but I didn’t know how they might react and at the end of the day, I didn’t want to cause Debbie harm. So, I checked every single ingress point.

The front door was a security door with double locks, so it couldn’t have been that. Then the windows were mainly modern ones with latches, so short of breaking the windows, that was unlikely. The backdoor was old, with an old-fashioned lock. It had to be that. Anyone who knew how to pick a lock could open it, but it was surprising that he was locking after…unless he already had a copy of the key.

There were three keys to that door. I had one, Debbie had the other, and then one more was kept in a drawer for leaving with people when we were away. I looked for it in the kitchen, and sure enough, it was gone. The intruder had a key to the backdoor.

And still, I didn’t change the lock. I didn’t even add a lock. It was risky, I know, but in my gut, I didn’t get the feeling this man wanted to hurt me, it was some sort of bizarre sexual fetish, and it seemed I was on board with it.

The number of items in my drawer continued to grow, bras, nighties, stockings. This man had to have been spending a small fortune on me, and so far, the only person benefitting was the other man in the mask.

Then came a break, a chance to move things along. Debbie was going up north for two nights and would be leaving me alone. That night, I dressed up in my new lingerie, deliberately putting on an open-back lacy satin jack-strap, a short babydoll nightie, then switching off the light and going to sleep. Sure enough, at some point during the night, I felt a hand on me. The room was lit by the moonlight, but I was facing the window, and the intruder was behind me.

I didn’t dare move. I just let the man rub his hand over me, feeling me in the satin, until suddenly the hand moved up and then wrapped around my mouth. The bed creaking and beside my ear I heard heavy breathing, and then, the feeling of a huge cock pushing into me through the open rear of the panties.

There was no lubricant and I was dry down there, but it seemed that was how he wanted it, he wanted it to hurt. I tried to speak, to tell him I had lube, but my voice just became a muffled noise.

The pain was excruciating, but there was no way to stop him, he was too big, too heavy, too strong. I felt like I was being split in two and his cock just kept going, pushing deeper and deeper, until finally with an “ah”, he was all the way in.

Suddenly, I was flat, face down on the bed, a hand covering my face as he rode my rear harder than any other time before. It was brute force, painful, and yet desperately sexy, the best sex I’d ever experienced. Maybe it was the psychological aspect of it, but I found myself moaning over and over as the brutal rape of my arsehole continued for nearly a half-hour. He had stamina, that was for sure.

After he pulled out of me, I said nothing, just lay there feeling used, in a good way. His big hands prised my buttocks apart and then holding them with one hand, I saw the flash of a camera take pictures of the cum pouring from there. Then with a final spank, he moved away.

I lay there for a moment, wondering what to do next, and then I turned and found the room empty, but my underwear drawers open. I stood, looking around, but he was gone, so I looked in the drawer and saw all my panties, now joined with others, but no sign of one thing…my male underwear.

The following afternoon, on my run, I met up with my usual masked man. Based on the person who had fucked me last night, I knew it wasn’t him, so as we kissed, I had a prepared note for him, knowing that there was a possibility that my attacker was watching me, and I slipped it into his pocket.

About a half-hour after I left the forest, my phone rang. “Hey, got your note.” The man said.

“Yeah, thanks, sorry but I need to speak to you. The guy visited me last night. In fact, he’s been breaking into my house and leaving me panties and stuff, but last night he fucked me for the first time.”

“Mate, that’s hot, but you really should go to the police.” He warned.

“I know, but… I don’t know if I want to.”

He paused, then sighed, “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, that sounds like a good idea.”

That night, the man in the mask followed me home from the woods, but as we approached the edge, he took his mask off. He was actually a normal looking guy, maybe even a bit geeky. “Nige.” He said his name was. I felt a bit guilty for ruining the pretence but it had to end at some point.

Of course, our night alone together meant making out and fucking almost the entire evening, eventually falling asleep at one. In fact, I was almost certain the other guy had seen the two of us together and wouldn’t come.

I was awoke to the feeling of a huge cock entering me, and for a moment, I thought Nige had woken up, but when I opened my eyes, I found him staring at me from the other side of the bed, bound and gagged. He looked scared, unsure what to do, just staring in horror.

The cock pounded me, slamming in and out harder than before. He was trying to prove a point, trying to show that he could do what he wanted to me, and nothing was going to stop him. But then he moved me around, forcing me towards Nige’s dick, and then I felt his hand push me down to his dick. I was made to suck Nige whilst the huge man continued to use my anus, sucking Nige until he exploded in my mouth. When the unknown man came inside me, I expected him to leave, but by that point, Nige was erect again.

Huge hands pulled me up, moving me over Nige’s cock, forcing me to sit on it. For the first time, I could see my attacker in all his form. He was overweight, almost grossly, which made me wonder how he was able to move around so softly, but his cock was giant, impossibly large. Over his face, he wore a leather gimp mask, complete with zips. The man was frightening, and yet when he pointed to his cock, I leaned over and sucked.

This wasn’t a one and done situation tonight. I was fucked until the sun began to rise, and then before the man dressed and left, he kissed me passionately, his fat, heavy tongue owning me.

He only spoke once, just before leaving, when he turned to Nige and gently peeled off the duct-tape from his mouth. “Train him, make him our sissy whore.” Was all the man said.

“I…I will.” Replied Nige.

After the man left, I undid the rest of the bindings, freeing Nige. As he rubbed his wrists, he gulped and then nodded.

“I think you need to think this through.” He told me.

“Why?”

“I think he’s turning you into a sissy slave.”

“What is that?” I asked, oblivious to the term.

“Look it up.” Nige said, dressing. “I should go home.”

“What did he mean train him?” I asked.

“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, clearly giving it some thought. “I don’t think he wants to hurt anyone, physically.”

“Thanks.”

We kissed and then he left, we me lying there wondering what the fuck was going on. Of course, with all this sexual activity, I was horny again, so I ended up wanking, and as usual, the moment I came, was the moment I panicked.

When Debbie came home later that day, I decided to tell her the truth, mainly because it would be very difficult to hide the growing amount of lingerie in house, but also because I discover two new additions to the closet…big pink satin French maids’ dresses.

Of course, Debbie was furious with me, not only for cheating, but also for putting our lives at risk. She told me to call the police, but I kept saying no, until she finally asked me why. I broke down, started crying and said, “Because I’m enjoying it!”

Debbie stared at me, confused, but then calmed a little and frowned. “Do you want us to break up?” She asked.

“No!” I said. “I don’t understand any of it, I just know I can’t stop this. I’m horny all the time, I want to fuck you all the time.”

She cocked her head at me. “Wait, what?”

“Yeah. This just…makes me want to fuck so much. I don’t fuck, well, them, they fuck me. Penetrate me.”

Suddenly, Debbie was clawing at my belt, pushing me jeans down to reveal the pink satin and white lace suspender-belt, the white lace-trimmed stockings, the huge big satin bloomers. She stifled a laugh, pushing the panties down to pull out my hard cock, then lifting her skirt, she pulled her knickers to the side and sat on my cock.

We fucked several times that day, and then when I said I was going for my run, she helped me dress, making me wear one of her pink tennis skirts on the run, even putting some eyeliner on me. “I want to watch.” She said.

When Nige saw me approach with my wife next to me, I could see him hesitate. He was in the balaclava again, but there was a nervousness. “She’s here to watch. She knows everything.” Suddenly, the nervousness disappeared. Nige liked an audience.

Debbie sat on a tree-trunk and masturbated as she watched Nige use me hard. She saw my need, my reactions, and she nodded, knowing there was no stopping this. Then, once it all concluded, she said, “You can use him and train him, as requested, but remember that I’m his wife.”

“Fine by me.” Nige shrugged. “What about the other guy?”

“That’s you guys’ problem, not mine.” She laughed, causing Nige and I to share a confused look.


FOUR

The spare room was smaller, but she had moved all my sissy things here. On her door, she’d put up a large handwritten sign saying, “He’s in the spare room,” with an arrow pointing in my direction. Sure enough, that night, I felt the bed creek and the cock enter me. The intruder had found me.

He’d been fucking me for over an hour when I turned to see a figure in the doorway. Debbie was stood watching, her hand stroking under her nightgown as the big man took me. It was a strange situation to be in, but I could see the look in Debbie’s eyes, the one that suggested she knew the man wouldn’t harm her.

He didn’t stay long, just the hour and a bit, before leaving, but as he did so, he handed more sissy dresses to my wife and said, “He needs to start wearing these. He’s a sissy bitch, he should dress like one.” She didn’t reply, just took the dresses.

The next day, she sat me down and sighed, taking my hand. “Obviously, this is a lot of fun, but it’s very risky. He’s clearly asserting ownership of you, but you are my husband. The lingerie is fine, but dresses are a bit much. As such, I want you to say no to him, tonight.”

“What if he doesn’t come back?” I asked, knowing it was a stupid question.

“He will. He’ll keep coming back.”

That day, she didn’t join me on my run, but did make me wear the skirt and bra again. It was odd that she was against the dresses, but did make me dress up for the run. Nige used me as he usually did, but this time, he did something new. “I received a message from an unknown number, said I needed to do this. Open your mouth.” He then pointed his dick at my mouth and released his piss. I was in such shock that I shut my mouth, and in doing so, he dowsed me in it. I was covered, so I quickly opened and drank some more. It wasn’t bad, it was just unexpected.

When Debbie saw me, see simply rolled her eyes and walked away. There was something odd about her, like she’d given up.

That night, I was back in the spare room again, and this time, the man turned up earlier, whilst I was still awake. He didn’t say a word, just clicked his fingers and I dropped to my knees and opened my mouth. I knew he wanted to piss in me, that was what I was being trained for. I drank it down without question, then took his cock in my mouth and sucked it to firmness, before assuming the position.

“I own you, you realise that?” He told me.

“Yes Sir.” I replied.

“I have all the pictures from your friend’s phone. I have all your friends contacts, your family’s, your wife’s work, everything. I own both of you. I also know things you don’t know.” I turned my head to him as he fucked me. “About your wife.”

“What?” I asked.

“She’s cheating on you, with her boss. They’ve been cheating for a while. He’s a married man, rich, has a lot to lose, so does she.” He chuckled. “You need to explain to her that she needs to cooperate, or she’ll lose everything, is that clear?”

“Yes Sir.” I said, my stomach churning.

“Start wearing the dresses, or else.”

He fucked me until the wee hours of the morning, filling me with cum and urine, spanking me for not behaving as he wanted. Then before he left, he walked into the master bedroom and woke my wife up, showing her a picture. Then, he walked out.

“What the fuck was that?” Debbie asked me, her voice panicked.

“He has pictures of you, with Eric.”

Her eyes went wide. “Fuck! Fuck! I’m sorry! I…”

“Babe, it’s fine. I cheated, you cheated, so what? But my concern is that he is threatening to out me and ruin you if you don’t cooperate. I need to start wearing the sissy dresses.”

I expected her to say something else, to fight back, to say go to the police, but she just sighed and nodded. “You’re right, you need to start wearing them. I…I need to get used to the fact that I won’t have the man I married anymore.”

That day was the first day I was in a sissy dress. I was home alone, walking on a project, sitting there in the puffy pink dress, when I heard the backdoor unlock. I walked into the kitchen, just as the man walked in, in his gimp mask, carrying a suitcase. “Some more dresses and things for you.” He said. “Greet me.”

I dropped to my knees, kissed his feet, then opened his pants and pulled out his dick, sucking on it, then I turned around and let him enter me.

He didn’t leave that day until a few minutes before my wife got home. I missed several conference calls because he wouldn’t let me go, and I knew this was going to become an issue. Like it or not, we needed my job, without it, we would not be able to pay the mortgage.

Then in the evening, when I went for more run, I found the man there, with Nige. The men seemed chummy, like they’d been talking, laughing was they pissed on me, spanked me, tortured my balls, and then fucked me senseless.

I was getting lost in this world, and I was quickly realising that I needed to deal with it, lest I lose everything and destroy my wife’s life too.

Unfortunately, the man’s visits became a daily occurrence, until such time that my wife was arriving home to find him there. On top of that, I was receiving warnings from work that my absence was getting noticed.

Eventually, I began to see less of Debbie. With the man in the house, she found herself staying in the city, in one of the corporate apartments, probably approved by her boss so that they could fuck. That was all fine, but it meant the man no longer even left, and bit by bit, I began to notice his things filling the drawers in the master bedroom, as my wife’s slowly disappeared.

I lost my job the following week. I wasn’t surprised, I hadn’t even worked for some time, but according to the man, he had a plan that would resolve my money concerns. For now though, he was dead set on using me for anything sexual or semi-sexual, right down to being his footstool for the entire duration of a movie. He’d moved in and made the house his own, and I was just his sissy slave.

It had been over a month since I’d seen Debbie, in fact, I hadn’t even heard from her. Not that I had time to think about that. Nige was over a lot, using me together with the man, but joining him were other men, and that was when I noticed things.

It was after three men had used me, gangbanged and beaten me, that I saw Nige about to leave, and the man counting out money, handing a small amount to Nige. So, I confronted the man, and all he said was, “You’re making more than enough to cover the mortgage, and I cover food and utilities.” He shrugged. “Don’t worry though. I already sold my apartment and paid off Debbie’s part of the house. She transferred it to me.”

“Wait! Debbie sold you her half?” I gasped. “You live her permanently?”

“Yes.” He chuckled.

“But…I don’t even know your name. I’ve never seen your face.”

“You know I’m called either Sir or Master. My face, you are not allowed to see, and as to who I am? Well, I’m your boyfriend and owner, and you are my gay sissy whore.”

I stared, open-mouthed at the man, and then closed it, gulped and then nodded, feeling my cock rise. He reached down and rubbed it.

“I will never cage you. You are free to masturbate as much as you like. But you are mine, and I will protect you and care for you. Debbie will send the divorce papers soon, but know this, if you put a foot wrong, I can and will let everyone know what you are.”

The words should have stung, put fear in me, but all they did was accelerate the excitement and joy that I felt. The sex was amazing, I loved being a slut, but what I loved most was the way this big man held me, his strong arms owning me, showing me what a useless little sissy I was.

That night, as he took me to bed and made love to me, I knew there was nowhere else I wanted to be, other than with him, in bed. The things he could do with that huge cock, the way he trained my arsehole for his fist, the fact that I was willing to do anything for him, right down to drinking his piss instead of him using the toilet, showed me what I really was, a disgusting sissy slut.

For the next months, I serviced men on a daily basis for my master. I became a true whore, never really leaving the bedroom, just taking man after man. Bit by bit, the neighbours found out what I was, it became the subject of gossip, and anytime someone did see me with my ridiculous pink dresses, my bimbo blonde hair, my over-the-top make-up, prancing around in high-heels, they whispered and talked about the gay prostitute living next door to them.

I no longer ran, of course, but that was fine, because I was having so much sex, there was no chance of putting on weight.

But, the parties, the orgies, and the non-stop sex was having an impact on me. The house didn’t get cleaned as often as it should have. The garden was an unkempt mess, and on top of that, the man was giving me some sort of drug to keep me going, and I felt sure my teeth were suffering for it.

Neighbours complained to the police, but without solid evidence, we could do what we wanted in our own house, and it wasn’t as if prostitution was illegal.

Then, one day, the man was gone. I woke up to find he had moved out, and once again, I was all alone. But that wasn’t just how he had left everything…


FIVE

The shiny pink shorts sparkled in the moonlight as I ran, my feet bouncing against the dry earth, a satisfying thunk under-foot. The exercise did me good, kept me concentrated, having not had a hit of the drug for nearly two months. It was also odd to have Debbie back in the house, especially as a housemate, rather than my wife, but we were good friends, and she also took the role of dominant housemate pretty well.

When the man, who Debbie later told me was called Luke, left me, I fell into a pit of depression. I did everything for him, sacrificed everything, and he still left. Nige was a shoulder to cry on, but he just tried to muscle in on what Luke left behind, when what I really needed was a friend, and so I called Debbie.

Debbie and her boss fell out and she found a new job, but was living in a small apartment. So, I suggested she move back in. Of course, given that I was gay, there was no way we would get back together, but we did come to an arrangement whereby she would keep me in line, order me around, make sure I kept the house clean, the garden trimmed and such.

Over time, we sort of mended relations with the neighbours, not massively, but to the point where they complained less.

The other thing Debbie did, was manage my clients. She made sure that background checks were run, and that I went for regular screenings and signed up for the safe-prostitute certification. It was odd for both of us at the beginning, to come to terms with the fact that I was a full-time hooker, but she helped me move from the cheap sissy style, to more of a classier sissy, with latex outfits, betting types of clothes, and eventually, that meant a better standard of client. When we combined that with the money I began making on Onlyfans, I asked Debbie to quit her job and become my full-time manager.

Of course, I continued my relationship with Nige, but never did he move in. I don’t think I really needed a full-time boyfriend, I was getting so much sex from my clients, what I really needed was a friend. It turned out that Debbie felt the same way, enjoying the occasional fling but always wanting to come home to me.

In the end, Debbie and I remarried, under the proviso that we would never have sex again, and that our marriage would never interfere with our normal lives.

Nobody came to our wedding except Nige and few friends in the gay community. Why? Well, that was because of what Luke did when he left.

When Luke decided he was done with me, he did what he had threatened to do. Every single picture and video of me was distributed to everyone I knew. The whole world knew I was a gay sissy whore, and not only that, they knew about Debbie and her flings. Luke pressed the nuclear button, and to be honest, I’m kind of glad he did.

If Luke hadn’t ruined Debbie too, then she might not even have picked up my call. We wouldn’t have chatted, and we wouldn’t have found a relationship that worked. In the end, our lives falling apart was what was needed to bring us together.

It was about a year later that news broke about a man in the north who had been arrested for sexually assaulting a man in forest. The news talked about a Luke Jenkins who had been the subject of a targeted police operation for a while. I felt a little guilty for not turning him in sooner, but at the same time, I realised that I needed to discover myself, and I knew that without him, I wouldn’t have.

My runs in the forest continued, this time in full feminine regale, full make-up, but they always ended up in the popular dogging site where Nige was waiting with his masked friends. It was the only time men could fuck me for free, so usually there’d be ten or so, ready to use me, and I knew, somewhere hidden in those trees, was Debbie, masturbating and recording.

For me…the man opened up the best me, the sissy me. I would never go back.

THE END


Bimbofied for the Wife’s Boss

ONE

Everyone in the whole company hated Ivan Jennings, but nobody more so than me. At the same age as me, thirty-two, the guy had no business becoming CEO, but given that his dad died and left him the company, 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, promoting me through the ranks as a woman, and relying on my insights. But, he loved his son, and whilst he knew Ivan had issues, he still wanted to do everything for him.

The poor man wasn’t even dead a week and already Ivan was making changes, becoming the bastard we expected him to be. People quit, running from the ruin and collapse of a great manufacturer of printers, but I couldn’t do that. At my age, as a woman, I was paid very well. There was no company in the world that would hire me for the same money, or put me in an executive position. To my frustration, I was stuck with the bastard, even though my husband, Paul, told me to just quit. Yeah, I could quit and we’d lose the house.

The problem was, I earned, Paul didn’t. That wasn’t really his fault, I encouraged him to follow his dream and setup as a freelance graphic designer, but that meant money came in or it didn’t, nothing constant, and we couldn’t rely on that to pay the bills.

So, I was stuck with the arrogant arsehole who work-shadowed me for so long under his dad’s leadership, who constantly flirted or harassed me in some way, who never actually did anything other than surf the internet or fuck interns. Basically, what I needed to do was hold on until the company became so badly off, that someone bought us.

Except, that wasn’t 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 old-school hardware folks, but in their place, Ivan began hiring top software engineers, AI specialists, and renewing the sales teams. He then moved me from SVP of Global Accounts to CCO and had me design an entirely new sales program 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, so Ivan was able to win just with buzzwords, but more of a shock, he followed up on it.

In the space of six months, I’d 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, not that I was proud to do so.

Then one day, the launch of Magellan came about. It was the thing he had been promising, real self-learning AI for document control and certification. It would revolutionise modern communication, ensuring encryption would always be one step ahead of any hacker, and he wanted me to be the keynote speaker.

Of course, that meant working alongside him, with him till late, working on the pitch, the presentation, the show. And annoyingly, every moment I spent with him, made me actually respect him more, until the begrudging respect, became like.

It was when we were celebrating the completion of the main pitch that I felt his hand on my leg. A week ago, I would’ve slapped him, told him off, but not this time. Instead, I just rested my head on my hand that I had perched on the desk and smiled, running my hand through my long blonde hair. I watched that smirk of his grow into a grin, a grin I would’ve found smarmy and sick a week ago, now I saw an attractive man, buff body, chiselled jaw, a self-assured leader, and instead of slapping him, I opened my legs, feeling his hand move up to the lace of the self-holding stockings.

I opened a little further as he moved his face closer to mine, and I moved closer to his. Now his fingers were negotiating my panties, little silk black thong being moved to the side so that he could enter my sopping cunt. I moaned into his mouth, tilted my head and then 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 to an orgasm, my face all smiles as the first hit, make me laugh at my own infidelity. Never had I thought about being unfaithful to Paul, but at the same time, I didn’t really feel like this was any of Paul’s business. I worked hard to get where I was, never once using my body for it, but now I was working for a man who clearly thought of sex differently, and honestly, 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 just wanted to be able to know that he was a powerful man with a small cock, but it wasn’t to be. Ivan’s cock was not only huge, but it looked sculptured, rippled and yet powerful, like a muscleman’s arm. And when I put it in my mouth, it even tasted good; by good, did he wash it before, 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. Why oh why did the arrogant asshole 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 didn’t matter how he fucked me, top, bottom, from behind bent over the table, reverse cowgirl, it really didn’t matter. Somehow, every single fucking move he made, made me cry out in ecstasy. This man was a sex good, and he could go all night.

I lost count of how many times I came that evening, but I knew he then asked me if I’d had enough and when I said I had, he came in me instantly. It felt like he could cum on demand, it was just like that.

We still had work to do, and once we’d straightened up, it was all back to business. I tried to maintain the professionalism he had, but all I could think about was that fucking cock and how much I wanted it in me again. It became so obvious to him that he chuckled, slowly unbuttoned my blouse and then removed my bra and said, “Keep those lovely C-cups out, and focus on the task, and 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, 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, 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, so I ran upstairs and jumped straight in the bath. By the time he came to see me, I was already submerged under a thick layer of bubbles.

“How was work?” He asked.

“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.

Over the next few days, my tryst with Ivan exploded into a full-blown affair. Our lunches ended up being trips to his apartment, private meetings became fuck sessions, I would blow him under the desk during conference calls. The one thing that became very apparent was that when he was with me, all the other affairs and harassment issues stopped.

I began changing too. My skirts became shorter, my dresses flirtier, my lingerie classier. I’d like to say I was careful about how I presented myself in front of my husband, but I know he saw me, gave me questioning looks when I dressed, and when I said I was going to be home late, he no longer asked how long I was going to be, but rather just said that he loved me.

Then one day, on a business trip with Ivan in Berlin, he suggested I get my nipples pierced. I should’ve said no way, but instead, I just said, “Is that what Master orders?”

He grinned as he realised what I was offering. “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.

As he nodded thoughtfully, he slipped his hand down to my buttock and squeezed it. “Then I want you to come clean to Paul.”

I gasped, but weirdly, I couldn’t say no. “I will, but I want to know what you expect. Do you expect me to leave him?”

His laugh surprised me. “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’d known. 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, to tell him to fuck right off. There was no way I would treat the love of my life like that.

“Is that understood?” He asked, taking my hand and placing it on his cock.

I gulped, and then 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 lover. I wanted to hate every syllable from his mouth, but instead, it just made me wet, wetter than I’d even been. As we fucked that first night, he told me to imagine Paul in pink satin, prancing around like a full-on homosexual, effeminate, camp, with a exaggerated lisp, licking Ivan’s balls as he fucked me. I fucking came over and over listening, and in my mind, I knew I wanted that too.

The moment I came back from that trip, I felt horrible. Paul was such a nice guy, we that messy ginger hair, he was a simple man, just interested in his art, never did a single thing wrong. He didn’t deserve this treatment, and I didn’t deserve him. And yet, I was in two hearts, looking at him, I felt sorry for him, but 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.

“Fine.” I said, not expanding further.

That night, when I climbed into bed, I wore a white silk robe. As I lowered myself onto his cock, I pushed the robe off, exposing my freshly pierced nipples.

“When in Berlin…” He chuckled, but in his eyes, I saw what he saw, 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, and 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, but he 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. Then my mind drifted, my husband in the sissy lingerie and dress we bought in Berlin, the stuff I had hidden in an attic, and I found myself climaxing on my husband’s tiny, useless cock.

“He wants me to do things.” I told him.

“Like the piercings?”

“Not just that. Not just to me.”

He nodded, and then pushed me off him. For a moment, I was scared, confused, thought he didn’t want me, but he told me it wasn’t 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.

And so, the following day, the chastity cage arrived and I locked my husband up. There was something desperately satisfying about locking him up, like I had validated my desires. Of course, I told Ivan. He was very happy with the progress.

Paul and I discussed submission, talking about things he liked, but what came out of it was, he just wanted to know that I was having sex with another man. But that wasn’t enough for me; Ivan had put a bug in my brain and I knew I wouldn’t stop until I had it.

I never thought of myself as an evil woman, tough, yes, but not evil. However, being with Ivan had woken something up in me, a strength and confidence in myself that I lacked before. I had awful imposter syndrome before, but now, I felt like the boss bitch I deserved to be.

In the week that followed, Ivan and I fucked regularly, and I made sure Paul knew each and every single time. The way Paul excitedly lapped up the information was mindboggling, but it warmed my heart to see the way he was embracing his submission. In that week, Paul and I didn’t fuck once, and why should we? I was getting great sex from Ivan, and I really didn’t need Paul’s useless thing in me.

Then came the day Ivan decided to drive me home from work. Though he didn’t say it, I knew why he wanted to drive me home, and I had to rub my thighs together to stop the fluid from leaking from my pussy.

I was tense as we walked into our little house, expecting Paul to say or do something manish, but instead, he stuttered submissively, welcomed Ivan to our home, offered him a drink. Ivan said nothing.

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 demonstrating with arrogance who was in charge. Then he broke off and grinned, turning to Paul. “Get undressed. Slaves can’t be in male clothes in the presence of a master.” Then he turned to me. “That goes for you too.”

“Yes Master.” I grinned seductively.

Ivan came prepared. From his laptop case, he pulled the collar and leash he’d bought in Berlin, strapping it onto me and attaching the leash. “Bark, bitch.”

“Woof, woof!” I barked.

He grinned and looked at Paul. “How does it feel to know I can make your wife do anything?”

“Hot, Sir.” Paul replied.

From the way Ivan looked at Paul, I had a feeling he thought the Paul didn’t believe him. “Bitch, piss on the carpet.” Ivan said, and without hesitation, I urinated all over the entrance carpet, to the shock of my husband. “Anything.” Ivan reiterated.

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, a vain attempt by his cock to get hard.

“Strip me.” Ivan said, and when I moved forward, he pushed me back. “Not you. Him.”

Paul’s hands trembled as he moved to undo Ivan’s belt, gently manipulating the buckle, then the clip of the pants and pulling them down. He folded each item of clothing with respect, not just to the clothing, but the man from which he removed them.

With a tug on the leash, Ivan told me to lead the way. I knew what he wanted, so I crawled in front of him, up the narrow staircase to the bedroom, where I climbed up on the bed and remained on all fours. Paul followed behind, kneeling once again when he arrived.

“Suck.” Ivan said to me, presenting his cock to my mouth. I didn’t hesitate, proudly displaying to my husband just how much I needed this glorious shaft in my mouth.

My eyes locked with Paul’s and I could see the mix of emotions running through his body. I knew are that moment Paul probably hated himself, wished he didn’t find all this exciting, but at the same time, he couldn’t help but feel the fire burn inside him, the want for cuckold submission, and I was going to stoke that fire.

Ivan pushed me away with a growl, manhandling me into position so he could take me. 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, and frankly, I loved it. For all the times I hated Ivan’s arrogance, this wasn’t one of them. If anything, I was falling for his power, his self-confidence, and 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, and when my eyes caught Paul’s, I saw fear and excitement. 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.

“You see, you little bitch? You see?” I snarled at my husband, not feeling slightly 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, pulling at it painfully.

“No Mistress!” Paul shouted.

“You’re pathetic.” I spat. “Fucking loser.”

“Yes Mistress!”

My words were turning me on more, Ivan too, making him bigger inside me. I liked insulting my husband. Sure, I loved him, but that he was willing to accept, no, wanted to be treated like this, made me buzz with excitement.

Even though I insulted and humiliated Paul, I found myself reaching out to him. He shuffled forward and held my hand as my lover took me, used me like a dirty rag. It may have been a moment of love, but I also wanted him to be reminded that I knew he was my husband and was letting this happen anyway.

“Do you like it, bitch?” I asked, then spat on Paul’s face. “Leave it there. Do you like it, being a wimp nobody?”

“I love it.” He panted, his chest heaving up and down.

“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.

“Hear that?” I smiled. “How does that make you feel?”

“Horrible.” Paul admitted with sadness, but 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 bottom drawer of that cabinet and open it.”

Paul shuffled over and pulled on the long drawer, revealing sealed packets of pink satin and white lace. He opened one and pulled out a pair of satin sissy briefs, complete with ruched backside. “But…” I knew what he was about to say, about to complain about. He didn’t want this, didn’t 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. “Put them on.”

He slid the knickers up his legs with tentative hesitation, then 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, and then nodded. There was a slight tingle, like goosebumps from him, and I knew that even though he complained, that he didn’t want it, he liked the feeling, liked being forced. He’d be forced, all right. I had vicious ideas, ones I wouldn’t dare imagine a few weeks ago, but now, they dominated my mind.

The third orgasm of the period hit, and this time, I could feel Ivan was close. He flipped me over and grabbed my throat, knowing I loved to be choked. As I gasped for air, he unloaded inside me, filling me with his luscious cum.

“It’s time.” I said softly, reaching over to Paul and brushing his hair. “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, shuffling between my legs as Ivan lay beside me and locked his lips on mine. I let out a light moan and touched Paul’s head as he suck the copious amount of cum from my cunt. This was what I wanted to feel, to feel my lover’s cum leave my body and drop directly into my husband’s mouth. Now I knew for certain I had him where I wanted him, and it also meant that Ivan knew that I was ready for the next steps.

We had discussed Ivan’s bisexuality at length. He didn’t find men attractive, but he had a thing for ladyboys and transgirls. But his ultimate fantasy was to take a married couple, separate them, and turn the husband into a bimbo tranny lover, and then have both girls as his own. When he told me that plan, I was hesitant, scared, but he promised that he would marry me without a prenup, ensuring that I was covered no matter what. Half his assets, half the company.

“What about your cheating?” I asked.

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’s 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, to the point that yes, I did see a future with him; but now I saw the future he saw, with my soon-to-be ex-husband, as our sissy bimbo plaything.


THREE

We both knew we couldn’t rush Paul, that was why we didn’t make Paul suck Ivan’s cock or anything like that, that first night. If we rushed, pushed too hard, then Paul would bolt, we knew that. So, softly, softly, catch-a-monkey, we needed to introduce ideas.

At first, I didn’t push the panties, other than when Ivan came to visit. Paul complained, obviously, the first few times, but after some time, it became automatic. The moment it became automatic, I could introduce the idea that given that Ivan fucked me at work, then it made sense for Paul to wear the panties then too. Again, complaints, but he did it.

So, Paul pretty much only wore panties, and 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. “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, and 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, so out in the rubbish his underpants went. And that opened up room for the next item on the list.

Ivan was due over again, and whilst I readied myself for my lover, Paul pranced around in large pink satin bloomers. I stood, walked to that bottom drawer and pulled out a packet I had waiting. 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, to give himself time to think, to reevaluate what we were doing. He needed a moment of freedom to convince himself that we were being crazy. I couldn’t afford to give him that time, I needed him soaked in submission, to be dreaming of it, 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 doesn't 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, and 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 you, 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, and 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 hadn’t been expecting that speech and he had no answer to give. He knew that everything I said was right, and 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 and took the bralette from my hands and pulled it over his head.

If I wanted to, I could’ve gone much further, but I wasn’t so stupid, I knew that his fears hadn’t magically disappeared, I’d just kept his mind busy for a moment longer. But perhaps just a little more, just something nice. 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. “And 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.

“Fine.” He snapped.

“Excuse me?” I roared.

One thing he hadn’t experienced yet was punishment, although he knew I owned a riding crop from my days horse riding, he just hadn’t put two and two together. But now he was. “I…I’m sorry Mistress!”

“Get over the fucking bed!” I seethed.

“Y-yes M-mistress,” he gasped, as I stomped out of the room and down to where I kept my riding things. Minutes later I was back and I didn’t hesitate to lay into him, thwacking his backside with timing intensity, listening to his sobs as I used whipped him through gritted teeth.

After forty or so hits, I stepped back, panting heavily from the physical exertion, but also from the sexual excitement I felt at my sadism. And looking down at the puddle of cum underneath Paul, I knew he felt the same.

“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 whipped me hard in Berlin, he told me it was called subspace, floaty, detached, dreamlike, euphoric, or trance-like. But I also remembered how I felt after I crashed after, shaky. At the time, Ivan pulled me to him, held me.

Dropping the whip, I pulled Paul to me and hugged him. “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, and 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 then watched as he filled with the pull straps on the front of the bralette, pulling on them tight and tying up into a bow. I smiled a little as he then cupped his non-existent breasts, knowing that one day, he’d be doing that to real ones.

“Go shave babe.” I said.

He smiled, but it was more of a conciliatory frown, and then left to the bathroom.

Of course, he couldn’t manage everything by himself, so I came in to help him with the hard to reach places, but after he dried off and put the bra and panties back on, I saw his face, saw what he felt, that moment of realisation, the sensations on his skin, and that was the moment he realised that being a sissy had benefits.

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 lying there on the floor. So, he trolled through the packets, finding several suspender-belts, until he found the thick pink satin with white-lace trim one, and then clipped it around his waist. I watched him roll-up the stocking, taking care to pull it up and actually impressing me with his first-time skill…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 lingerie, prancing around with renewed purpose. Having admitted that it felt good, there was no point pretending to dislike it.

“You look very pretty, Paula.” Smiled Ivan.

“Thank you, Sir.” Said Paul, but I could see being called Paula had shaken him a bit. I needed to get control of the situation.

To do that, I sucked Ivan in front of Paul, my eyes drifting to my husband so I could check on him. Watching me suck cock calmed him, get him focused on something else. What I hadn’t expected was for Ivan to cum so quickly, filling my mouth so fast and with so much, that my cheeks bulged.

Ivan’s eyes caught mine and I knew what he wanted. Sure, Paul had sucked cum from my cunt, but he hadn’t done this. I worried that in his unstable state, this might cause a problem, but at the same time, I just couldn’t 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. But as I moved to kiss him, he opened his mouth and tilted, ready for it. Like it or not, like me with Ivan, he could not say no to me.

The cum poured into Paul’s mouth and then our tongues danced around it. He moaned, the sexual energy too much for him to deny. Then, with it all deposited on his side, he swallowed.

“Thank you, Mistress.” He whispered.

“My pleasure, slave.” I smiled, beamed with pride, and that seemed to make him a little more confident.

That evening, after Ivan ploughed me and deposited a new load inside me, Paul didn’t even hesitate. He moved over and licked me clean. However, there was a new challenge now. Clearly, Ivan had arrived with the intention of moving things along, or perhaps, it was the lingerie, making him want to do more. His cock remained close by, right by Paul’s face, and Paul knew it. He knew what was expected of me, which was why he spent more time licking me, his eyes questioning if this was really what I wanted.

I blinked at him. One long notice to him, telling him that what Ivan wanted, was what I wanted. But as I felt his body shake, I knew I needed to step in, another pep talk. “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 won’t leave any one of us happy.”

Still his eyes held mine, this time unblinking, then he sighed and looked away, nodding, before in one movement turning and taking Ivan’s softening cock into his mouth, a tear running down his face.

Ivan knew this was a difficult moment for my husband, so held his head gently and said, “Wow, you’re really good. This is so hot. You’re amazing.”

The words woke something in Paul and suddenly his eyes closed and his sucking increased. Now his head bobbed and moved up and down the semi-soft shaft, until suddenly, Ivan’s dick came back to life, and that in turn, made Paul feel proud of his efforts.

It was a different man in front of me now. Paul was holding on to Ivan’s thighs, moving his head and moaning around the cock. His eyes opened and he looked up at Ivan, looking for approval. “Amazing.” Smiled Ivan, and Paul smiled too, closing his eyes again and continuing his efforts.

I leaned closer, smiling too, stroking Paul’s back. “I’m so proud of you honey. You’re doing such a good job sucking my lover’s cock.”

“Mmmmhmmm.” Slobbered Paul.

“Such a good little cocksucker, aren’t you?”

“Mmm…”

“I’m gonna cum.” Gasped Ivan, and Paul increased his intensity rather than backed down, until with a grasp and a roar, Paul unloaded into my husband’s mouth.

Finally, after swallowing, Paul sat back panting, before grinning. I hadn’t expected him to enjoy that as much as he did. Later, when we were alone, he told me that it felt like an achievement, that his making Ivan cum showed how skilled he was, how useful he could be. I told him that I was proud, proud to call him a skilled sissy cocksucker.


FOUR

The lingerie became a daily part of Paul’s life, and replaced all remaining aspects of his underwear. No more undershirts, that was replaced by bras, slips and camis. Socks were disposed of in favour of stockings, and never, ever tights. And then I decided changes needed to be made to his body, albeit slight.

Paul wasn’t ever a big man, slightly smaller than me, slim too, but like any man, he had a little podge where I didn’t, which meant that we couldn’t easily share clothes. Ultimately, I wanted him in sissy and slutty bimbo clothes, but I knew we needed to get him there psychologically, and for that to happen, he needed to be in traditional female clothing. Sure, I could have just bought him some, but I hoped we wouldn’t need them for months, just weeks, so it didn’t make sense. Better would be to get him down to my waistline.

I implemented rules. No more beer and alcohol, no white bread, and if possible, no wheat at all. Brown rice replaced white rice, and he was allowed no more than one potato as a side. In fact, I wrote down everything he ate.

Any guilt I felt about what I was doing went out the window when a doctor friend of mine told me that it was all good for his health anyway.

“Look, type-2 diabetes is on the rise, and it’s not just because of sugar.” Tara explained. “We’re eating far too many simple carbohydrates, and not enough complex ones.”

I calculated Paul’s calorific intake normally and found he was at over three thousand a day. Being young, he had a decent metabolism, so it didn’t really show, but Tara warned that it would, if it wasn’t already impacting his internal organs.

Paul’s new intake was set at one-thousand-six-hundred. I knew that was too low for long term, but I would adjust accordingly later. What I needed to do was remove the podge. Luckily, removing wheat and beer has an amazing impact on the body. In a matter of three weeks, with exercise, Paul was about to put on my jeans. That was what I was 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, knowing it would happen, no matter how much he complained.

At first, he went for the jeans, and that was fine, I let him, observing how he behaved. But then one day, he reached for the smarter black trousers, pulling them on and frowning at the lack of pockets and the side zip. They were a little thinner and if you looked carefully, you could see the straps from his suspender-belt.

It was clear that he was finally finding himself.

Then, one evening, I told him we were joining Ivan for dinner. I didn’t give him any instruction, just watched as his mind filtered through the noise, went through several moments of reflection, then stood and moved to get changed.

A half-hour later, he walked downstairs, wearing an ivory, lace-trimmed plunge blouse, pink bra, and my hot-pink trousers that did little to hide the stockings he wore below.

“You look wonderful.” I smiled.

“It’s what you want, right?” His voice was small, weak, like him.

“Yes it is. But I think you want it too, don’t you?”

“Yes.” He nodded. “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 then I nodded quickly, keeping myself together. “Of course, girlfriend.”

As we walked through the streets from the car park, our shoes clicked on the ground. Even though his heel was short, he still lack confidence, but it was his idea, not mine.

“People are looking at me.” He hissed.

“Do you know them?” I asked softly.

“No.”

“Then fuck them. You look amazing, own it femboy.”

When Ivan saw him, his grin spread across his face. As we approached the table, Ivan stood and leaned in to kiss me, then moved to Paul and to my surprise, did exactly the same. At first, Paul was surprised by the passionate kiss, but then he closed his eyes and went with it. He was almost there, almost ready to be completely turned.

Dinner was actually polite and cordial, no master/slave communication, but rather a genuine get-to-know one-another for us and Ivan, where he actually had an in-depth conversation with Paul, talked about his art, discussed paintings for his house. However, as dinner ended, Ivan brought up the real reason for the dinner.

With my hand in his, Ivan said, “Paula, I’d like you and Diana to divorce.”

I had expected Paul to flinch, get angry, do something crazy, but he just sat there. “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 sat listening, and then reached out and took Ivan’s hand, then smiled. “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.” Said Paul softly. After a few moments though, he said, “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. That wasn’t 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 couldn’t have been prouder of him…well, I could. Watching him in the lingerie on all fours, giving feedback to my lover as Ivan’s huge cock entered him, letting him know when to pause, when to push. But once Ivan was all in and began moving, that was when I was most proud.

“Oh my god, it’s better than I ever imagined! Oh my god!” Paul cried. “Yes Master, I’m yours! Divorce me Diana, make it all happen! You were right! You were so right about everything!”

Our weekend was one long sexfest. We sidelined the BDSM for a weekend of loving, kissing and fucking. I had never seen my husband so engaged with us. On previous visits, he always seemed standoffish, nervous, but not after that night, no, he was vocal, happy, laughed, moaned and begged for more. 

On Monday morning, as I prepared for work, Paul did something which warmed me to my core. He opened up his cupboard and from a dust-cover he retrieved one of his sissy maid dresses, pulled a blonde wig from a packet, and then sat down to do his make-up.

“Are you my sissy, Paula?” I asked him.

“Yes Mistress.” He giggled.

“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.

Of course, not every day was so easy. Paula had days where he couldn’t come to terms with his femininity, so he resorted to the most masculine trousers I had, but usually that only lasted a few hours. However, I knew that couldn’t last, it had to be fixed.

In the end, I scheduled time with a therapist that Tara recommended, one which understood the BDSM community. The one thing I had to make sure of before the final stage, was that Paul was right in the head, to make sure he wouldn’t harm himself. For now, Paul assumed that nobody would know about his transformation, that his friends would see him as a man, or his parents would assume he was as normal, but I knew that couldn’t happen, I knew I had to out him, to make sure everyone knew he was a sissy bimbo.

Paul spent several sessions with Helen, the therapist, until finally, she invited me to speak to her.

“He’s enjoying himself, he’s enjoying everything, and he wants to be pushed further.” She told me.

I could sense a but. “But…”

“But…” She said with a 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 such fetishes. The problem with him stems from his previous relationship. They engaged in quite a successful cuckolding relationship, but then his partner got cold feet. They stopped doing it but then she began to question how Paul could do it in the first place, and ultimately, she left him.”

“Bitch.” I spat.

“Yeah, I kind of get her too though. They were young, uncertain. Anyway, your lifestyle sounds fun, but you need to make it very clear to him that it is a lifestyle, not a game. It’s who you are, what you want, how you want to live, no going back.”

I sighed. What could I do to prove myself to him? But then an idea came to me.

On the way home, I stopped by a tattoo parlour and asked for a quick tattoo on my bicep. ‘Owner of Sissy Bimbo Paula.’

Paula gushed when he saw it, an immediately began crying with happiness. I took his hand and then explained that for me, none of this was a game. “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, and I want you to be my girlfriend, my best friend, my lesbian lover. But I want us to be together forever, no changes.”

He sighed, and then smiled. “Then I’ll be the girl you want me to be. No more trousers, just pink satin and lace.” He giggled.

“My gorgeous little airhead.” I said with a laugh, but then I said, “If you are ready, then I think it’s time we begin your transformation.”

Another sharp intake of breath, and 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, her huge comical mounds, fresh implants, propping up the covers, his huge, inflated lips and filled cheekbones giving him a look which made him look like the legendary Pete Burns from Dead or Alive.

He’d never be the same again, never would he call himself a true man, but that was what I loved. We had progressed so far, but there was still so much left to do. For now, Paula had had sex with Ivan, and only Ivan, but I wanted him to be so much more, to be a bimbo slut. For that to happen would take work, primarily on Paula’s ego.

For now, Paula rested, he’d need to rest for some time, and after that, he’d need to get used to who he was now. When he first saw himself, he cried, saying it was too much, but there was a lot of swelling, which had since gone down. It was my job to make him feel better about himself, and that was what I did for the next two weeks, telling him how much I loved the new him.

It also helped that we were living in Ivan’s huge condo now, a modern fortress with all the best amenities. Having a sixty-five-inch OLED TV in your bedroom can make the recovery just a little better.

As he began to improve though, the OLED TV found a better purpose, something other than catching up with an episode of The Pitt. Soon, the smart TV functionalities were set for one thing only, porn; specifically, gay porn.

I needed Paula in the headspace of cock, cock, cock, and he knew that well enough. Instead of painkillers for this period, we switched him to Ketamine and other hallucinogens, mixing in this with a constant dose of gay porn and sissy hypnosis. Whilst I doubted hypnosis like this would work, I did believe that by forcing him to watch it non-stop, over and over, it would begin to rewire his brain.

By the time Paula was able to return to day-to-day life, he was craving cock. Ivan had been withholding it, increasing the craving Paula had. Soon, when I saw him around Ivan, he was practically begging for anal, to suck cock, and still, Ivan said no.

It was time for the next phase, making Paula a bimbo.

Obviously, Paul wasn’t a stupid man. He was a talented artist who did well in school. Sure, he’d never be a brain surgeon, but certainly he wasn’t a bimbo. In order to make him a bimbo, I’d need him to want to be a bimbo.

There was once an interesting story about Paris Hilton that she behaved the way she did for the role, but was really a very intelligent person. I needed Paula to be that girl, I needed him to want to give him his intelligence.

The best way to do that was to give him a treat whenever he did something silly. I would tell him to speak in a high-pitched voice and giggle, he would roll his eyes but eventually, he did it. Whenever he did, Ivan rewarded him, allowing him to suck cock or get fucked. Over time, Paula began to realise that he could get cock more often if he played the gay femboy, so began to affect his voice, make it camp, be more animated. The moment he did that, we hired two guys to come use him. He loved it.

Eventually, the sissy hypnosis videos were interspersed with bimbo videos, showing him the benefits of being an airhead. He began sniffing poppers a lot more often, and when he wasn’t sniffing poppers, he was smoking hash. I made him drowsy and giggly, which helped with his transformation.

This morning was the biggest change yet. With his long blonde hair styled into pigtails, his make-up on thick, pink and sluttish, his pink dress, his little pink and white croptop, his flat pierced belly, and the pink PVC fetish boots, Paula pranced around with short steps and a swing of his hips. His G-cup breasts seemed to bump into everything, he really did look ridiculous, I loved it.

But that wasn’t the big change. It was the way he almost constantly giggled at everything, and then he spoke, that insipid, sugary sweetly voice, over the top, crazy, but perfect.

“Wow Paula, you look great.” I said.

“Tee-hee. Thank you, Mistress!” He sang. “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.

Something had clearly clicked in him. This was exactly what I’d been going for.

That afternoon, I left him in the club, where two strong men strapped her onto a small kneeling bench which forced his arse in the air. His skirt fell forward, exposing the little petticoat and the satin panties, the rear of which was missing for easy access. Tara had given me something called PrEP some time ago, so I was less worried about him.

It was around ten in the evening when I received a phone call from the club, saying that they needed to run Paula to hospital. Apparently, he was going to the bathroom and fainted.

My heart sunk, whilst this was a lot of fun up till now, I certainly didn’t want him hurt.

I called Tara and said to meet me there. Thankfully, when we arrived, Tara was there already and told me not to worry. “It seems he’s been mixing a lot of drugs lately, and today inhaled too many poppers. They gave him something to counter it, then they’re going to do a brain CT.”

“Why?”

“They are concerned that with the level of use lately, he’s done damage. The constant overuse of such 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.”

Indeed, Paula damaged his brain. It was nothing serious, but his IQ was way down. “A little bit further and he’ll be perfect.” Tara told me.

“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 dumb bitch who never seemed to get upset about anything. He didn’t read anymore, didn’t even draw anymore, which was a shame, but in its place was a sexually charged bimbo who’d do anything for cock.

In the end, Ivan got what he wanted. He wanted a strong, sexy wife, and a bimbo lover who he could play with. And play with, we did.

The cock cage eventually came off. It no longer mattered if Paula came or not, because he never lost his libido, and that was good, because in bed, the three of us could all fuck all night long, and we all loved it.

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.

All of Paula’s family, parents, brother, sister, cousins, uncles and aunts were stood waiting to see what was going on. Next to them, old school friends, colleagues, people who knew Paul. And then, to fanfare, out stepped Paula. Nobody recognised him, of course, until he made the announcement.

The room erupted, with most of the family and friends disgusted by the huge transformation. Paula looked like an extreme bimbo dolly, and they couldn’t handle it…except a couple of Paula’s friends, a few who remained behind to ask if Paula did more than just look hot.

“Oh…he’s a bimbo. You can do whatever you want with him.” I told them.

Their grins and erections told me 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 but to move in with them. You see, I was a student in the university of my hometown. Mum and dad divorced some years ago, mum moved away and because of school and stuff, I stayed with dad. Eventually, I started university when dad got sick.

By that time, mum had remarried a guy who I hated with a passion. He was one of those alpha male types, constantly in the gym, constantly telling me to go to the gym. Sure, he had a hot daughter, which made her a hot step-sister, tall, goth, black hair, looks like Jenna Ortega, but she was evil, hated me, and constantly bullied me.

Anyway, I needn’t have worried. I was in university, right? Well, the problem with that was, dad was dying. Very sudden pancreatic cancer which meant he was done-for. I was heartbroken, because dad was great.

I moved into the halls of residence during year one, having sold dad’s house, then planned to rent a place for year two. I thought it would be easy, but in retrospect, I shouldn’t have sold dad’s place.

Nothing was available. There was a housing crisis and the simple fact was, unless I was willing to commute over an hour every day, each way, then there was nothing available.

Of course, mum was quick to tell me to move back in with them, but I couldn’t bare living with Mike and Lilith. Unfortunately, with nowhere else to go, I was forced to accept.

At first, Mike and Lilith were actually nice to me, rallying around the grieving son of his late father. But it seemed that even that had a time limit, and eventually, I began hearing how I needed to bulk up, or from Lilith, I heard how I was a pussy.

Lilith was the same age as me, but she’d already completed university and was now working on her Ph.D. Why? Well, she her IQ is somewhere in the hundred and eighties, which should have made her clever enough to know not to bully, but for some reason, she appeared to get off on it.

The change in my life began on a Saturday afternoon. Mum and Mike were away for the weekend and Lilith was out with friends. I was home studying and quite honestly, bored. So, I decided to do my laundry.

It was down in the laundry room that I found the silkiest little black panties, but weirdly, the front appeared to be bulged, as if worn by a man. I knew these weren’t mum’s and certainly wouldn’t fit Mike, so they had to be Lilith’s, or maybe a lover’s, since I knew she didn’t have a boyfriend.

One of the ground rules in our house was that I wasn’t allowed in Lilith’s room, but today, I needed to check what was going on. Entering her dark, purple-walled room sent a chill down my spine, but still, I pressed on. I carefully opened drawers and cupboards, finding her goth clothes, sexy lingerie and such, until eventually, I found magazines, old fetish magazines, black and white, and then others, feminisation magazines from some publisher called Centurian. Stuff about transsexuals, transvestites and sissies.

The more I looked around, the more I realised Lilith was a dominatrix. Whips, latex, chains, leather and toys, she clearly had a thing. Okay, so my step-sister was kinky, she got off on dominating men. I’ll admit, that was hot. My first girlfriend was dominant, not to these sort of extremes, but I liked her take-charge nature.

There was one thing about the room were the cameras and lights. It took me a moment but then it clicked. My step-sister was a cam-girl.

I left the room but I did so only after grabbing one of the magazines. It wasn’t that I was overly interested in the content, but rather I wanted something to use as leverage against Lilith if she continued to bully me. But once in my room, the moment I started reading it, reading about the wives who feminised their husbands, or the men who turned into little cock-sucking sissies, I found my cock hard. It wasn’t the men becoming women part that turned me on, but rather the obvious dominance of the women.

The door banged signalling Lilith’s arrival home, so I quickly hid the magazine in a drawer and opened my laptop, pretending to be working. Thankfully, she didn’t enter my room, going straight to hers.

I decided to try to look for her Onlyfans account, but it was hard enough trying to find her Instagram. She had a personal Instagram, but that was just the usual stuff under her real name, but what I needed to do was find her work one.

First of all, I decided to go through her contacts, her connections, but each one led me to another boring account. Clearly, she wasn’t connected to her professional account, so I decided to check her friends. There was one friend she constantly hung out with, a bitchy-looking tattooed girl from Poland who I knew posted kinky content. So, I clicked her name, finding that she had four other professional accounts.

After scrolling through each, I found what I was looking for. ‘Ready to serve, cuck? My best friend and I want you to drink our spit and take our cocks.’ Then there were a tonne of hashtags, including one for pegging. But it was the tag that interested me. LilDemonGoddess. It was her.

Clicking the profile, I found what I was looking for, noting the pictures and videos of Lilith spitting on the camera, or dancing in tight leather and corsets, waving whips and crops. And then, something caught my eye. In one of the videos, she was dancing in a dark red silk dress, and then she began jerking her hips, as if fucking someone. ‘My cock is definitely bigger than yours!’ It said on the screen, and there was a bulge, a huge bulge.

Was Lilith transgender???

At the time of her page was a Linktree link which led to several areas, including OnlyFans, but also a livecam site. I didn’t have an OnlyFans account and didn’t want to start one, fearing that was a spiral I didn’t want to get into. So, for now, I clicked on the livecam link, and of course, it took me to DemonGoddess Lilith’s area, showing her as currently offline. However, expanding her profile told me everything.

‘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!’

I had my answer. Never had I suspected she was transgender. Sure, her voice was a little deeper, but she just sounded like a bored goth girl, nothing shocking. I’d seen her C-cup breasts once as she came out of the shower, they looked real enough…

And then it clicked. I never looked down, her breasts distracted me, but if I closed my eyes and thought back to that day, I did see a lump in her towel, although it could have been a fold.

I don’t know why, but knowing the Lilith was transgender made me feel a little less upset with her regarding how she treated me; especially given that she was also a dominant. Perhaps she thought she was doing me a favour, perhaps saw something in me that I hadn’t seen.

That evening, I walked out of 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 asked.

“What?” She snapped again, this time as the door swung open.

“No, well, it’s just, we’re home alone, so, I wanted to know if you wanted to go for dinner, just you and me.”

She eyed me with suspicion. “You never want to hang out with me.”

“Well, we’re both adults, I think we can talk normally. We’re family now, right?”

Still she eyed me, but then a grin formed on her mouth. “Fine. I know a Korean place. Give me an hour though, got things to do.”

“Sure,” I nodded.

Her door closed slowly, her eyes on mine the whole time, and then I returned to my room, closing the door. Once again, I opened up the cam site on my phone and logged in, creating a fake login ID, ‘SamBridges99’, after my favourite video game character. Then, logged in, I paid a small amount to be able to access VIP content, and click on her name, which had a green dot next to it to show she was online. This was her thing to do then.

She was dressed in a leather corset, black stockings, and black leather panties, which would explain why she had been in a robe when she opened the door. On the bed was a metal tray and some strange scissors or pliers, however, when she picked them up there was a joint in it, which she smoked.

‘Welcome SamBridges99.’ Came the message, which I assumed was automated. ‘Why don’t you leave me a tip and then maybe I’ll show you my tip?’

Did I want to see her cock? I mean, why else was I there, right? Yes, I wanted exact proof that she had a cock, to know that my step-sister was transgender. So, I dropped a tip, and suddenly, I was in a private chat window with her.

‘Wow! Bigger tipper! You must really be hungry for cock… But what else are you hungry for, Sam?’ She wrote.

‘To serve a dominant TS Mistress like you!’ I wrote, thinking 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 needed to think, fast, for some reason I needed to lie, even though it really didn’t matter, she couldn’t know it was me. ’20,’ I wrote and pressed send, realising I’d put my real age.

‘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?’

For a moment, my fingers hovered over the phone, then I remembered the magazine and pulled it out. ‘Sissification, forced feminisation,’ I read further, ‘consensual non-consent’.

‘CNC?’ She wrote, ‘like blackmail, or rapeplay?’

Rapeplay sounded a little too much, so I went with blackmail, not really understanding what she meant by that.

‘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 wrote, hoping she’d just get her cock out already.

‘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.’

And then something happened and the private chat window became a chat room. Suddenly, my phone was asking if I wanted to share my camera. I quickly pressed no, relieved that it even asked me, but still, her camera came up. She knelt up on the bed and slowly pushed down the leather panties, and in all its glory, up popped her huge cock, and by huge, I’m not exaggerating. This thing was beer can big!

“You like it, sissy?” She asked softly, a purr as she rubbed it. “Come on, suck it for me baby. Come be a good sissy and submit, come suck my cock. Or would you prefer it up your arsehole? I bet you would. Come on them, come to me and do it.”

I wondered what she meant by come to me, but reasoned it was just roleplay. So, I sat quietly, watching.

“Do you like my cock?” She asked.

‘I love it,’ I wrote back, and I don’t know why, but I felt like I meant it. There was no denying that Lilith was one of the most attractive girls I’d ever seen, but with that cock jutting out of that tall, thin body, it just all seemed so right! To be honest, I was surprised that someone like Mike allowed it, given that he came across as completely the opposite type to support a transgender woman.

She began to wank faster, and as she did, so did I. She began to tell me how much she looked forward to dressing me up, to turning into the sissy she always knew me to be. God, she was great at this roleplay stuff. Then she began panting, getting close, as was I.

“Oh, I’m gonna stuff that tight little arsehole!” She screamed. In fact, she shouted so loud that I could hear her through the wall, which I never remembered happening before.

We came at exactly the same time, but once I did, I felt rotten, dirty, a creep for perving on my step-sister, worse for perving on a transsexual’s cock.

I shut the window on the phone and quickly cleaned up before heading to wait downstairs. Fifteen minutes later, Lilith was downstairs in black fishnet stockings, a black lacy mini-skirt, and a black tight satin and lace blouse. Completing the ensemble, black lace gloves. She actually gave me a warm smile when she arrived. “Ready?” She asked softly.

“Yeah! You look great.” I said, trying to be nice.

“Thank you, Rich, I really appreciate that. 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.” She smiled.

“Indeed! Let’s go!”

So, with her arm interlaced with mine, we set off to discover a newfound friendship neither of us had been expecting.


TWO

The conversation was surprisingly pleasant, with Lilith telling me about her time at school, about the death of her mum, and how she didn’t get on with my mum at first, but soon discovered that she was good for her dad. In turn, I told her about my dad, about how we were both quiet types but we loved gaming, he was a big PC gamer.

“You love your PC, right?” She smiled. “Always on it.”

“It reminds me of dad.” I told her, and she reached out a hand, holding it.

“That why you’re studying computer science?”

“Yeah. I want to program something for dad one day, something that will make me remember him forever.”

“That’s nice. I can code a bit too.” She said. “If you ever need help, let me know.”

I always forget that she’s a genius. “What can’t you do?”

“Lots of things. I don’t get on with people too well, as you’ve noticed. I guess that’s why I studied psychology, to understand myself better, but yeah, things distract me. But you’re right, there’s something cool about coding. Relaxing perhaps. Still, I prefer my games on my console.”

“Never got into them.” I said. “Although, I kind of wish I had a PS5 right now.” I chuckled, knowing the sequel to my favourite game ever was a Playstation exclusive.

“You can play on mine, sometimes. When I’m there.” She smiled, but then her smiled turned into a grin. “I have a great game on it. I played the original, but the sequel is even better… I think I was addicted to it at one point.”

“Oh yeah? Which one?” I asked.

“Death Stranding two.” She replied.

I gulped, and she grinned at me. “I love that game.”

“I know.” She said in a singsong voice. “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 wasn’t from the spicy Korean food. Something told me this wasn’t just a casual conversation about games, but a hint to the fact that she knew it was me spying on her. But surely not. Surely, she couldn’t know it was me.

She continued. “Do you know what else I picked up over the years?”

Another gulp. “N-no?”

“Networking. It’s like building a puzzle, it’s great. I actually was the one who convinced the council to lay the fibre optic to the house, and networked it.”

FUCK! I knew where she was going with this. I just knew it, knew what was coming next. She knew that I was SamBridges99.

“So when I saw the external IP address of one Sam Bridges was exactly the same as mine…” She smiled.

“Stop! I’m sorry. I just…I didn’t know, and I wanted proof.”

She nodded slowly, taking a forkful of food. “What gave me away? Were you snooping through my things?”

“Well…not at first. I saw your panties in the laundry and wondered why there was a bulge in them. So, I went up to your room…”

“Snooped…”

“Yes, snooped… And saw your magazines. So then I looked on Instagram, found the connection to your mate, checked her connections, and found your professional account.”

There was a look of surprised awe at the work I’d put in. “You weren’t lazy in your research. That’s good.”

“When did you find out it was me?” I asked her.

“I wondered when I saw the name, then when we went private, I saw the IP.” She smiled, but she didn’t sound angry. “So? What did you think? Impressed?”

She was being kind and honest with me, so I felt she deserved the same back from me. So, I sighed and then nodded. “You’re huge.”

“I know.” She grinned.

“And the whole gig you have going on. It’s pretty cool. Does it make you a lot?”

There was a slight frown and then a shake of the head. “I mean, I don’t need to work right now, it’s paying school, but that’s about it. Maybe it will pick up, I’ve only been at it for about six months.”

“Does my mum know?” I asked her, and she burst out laughing.

“That I’m trans? Of course she does. I actually thought you did, I never really hid it.”

“I didn’t. You’re so beautiful, I never considered you once were…” I left the rest of the sentence hang.

“Oh! Thank you! You know, I’m glad this is out, because I think this will bring us closer together. And, now that we can have fun and fulfil your fantasy…”

My eyes widened. “Wait, what? I wasn’t serious!”

Once again, she laughed. “Oh please! Yes you were. Look, you don’t need to be embarrassed. Honestly, I respect you a hell of a lot more for engaging in the fantasy.”

The jeans I was wearing were suddenly tighter as my dick tented them, but still, I was too scared, too straight to actually do it. So, I simply said, “Can we change the subject?”

Again, she giggled and then nodded. “Sure. I get it, it’s fine. But, you find me hot, so I’ll take the compliment.”

“You are! Honestly, I always thought you were the hottest girl I’d ever seen.”

“Ah, Rich. That just makes me want you more now.”

The heat of the blush on my face felt like I’d been stood too long in front of a fire, but rather than make me nervous, we moved onto safer topics, life, movies, politics and so on. We actually found that by talking together, we were a lot more alike than we thought, and I really felt closer to her. And yet, as we left the restaurant go home, and she pulled me too her, tight, to avoid the cold, I just wanted to wrap my arms around her and kiss her. I didn’t though.

“Well, thanks for a lovely night.” She smiled, kissing my cheek when we arrived home.

“Thank you. I really liked this. We should do it more often.”

“We should. Hey, and if you wanna play DS2 on my Playstation, let me know. I don’t mind.”

Honestly, I could play DS2 all night long, but I didn’t want to intrude, not tonight. So, I said thanks, I’d take her up on it one day.

“Right, so, I’m off to make some money off horny submissive men.” She smiled, then skipped towards her room before stopping. “By the way, I have a lovely pink and black nightie which would look lovely on you, if you want it?”

“Errrr…no, thanks.”

“Let me know if you change your mind.” She sang.

In my room, I tried to put the sexual images of Lilith out of my mind, focusing on the game I was playing in my room. However, every few minutes, my head turned to the wall connecting our rooms, knowing that she was there in sexy dominatrix clothing, showing off to random strangers, when I was right here and could be watching.

It became too much for me, so I stripped down to my boxer shorts and climbed into bed, opening the livecam service on my iPad this time. I knew that when I logged on she’d know it was me, but I couldn’t stop myself, I was too horny.

There she was, in all her glory, her pierced breasts out and propped up by a three-buckled underbust corset, her huge cock dangling there.

‘Hey.’ She wrote.

‘Hi.’

‘Thanks again. I really had a lovely night with you.’

‘Me too.’ I wrote back, then, ‘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 and get on your knees, and I’d gladly feed you this cock.’

‘I can’t. I’m sorry.’

‘You will, one day.’

I felt sure I wouldn’t, but she seemed so confident. ‘I won’t, but 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, but right now, your masculine brain is telling you not to. It’ll break, one day.’

I wanted to write that I hoped she was right, but in the end, I just wrote, ‘I don’t see it…’

‘You know, it’s quite boring in here, alone though. If you want, come play DS2 and chat to me here, if you don’t mind me doing this.’

Could I do it? ‘I’ll be off camera, right?’

‘Duh!’

A few minutes later, after some deep contemplation, I walked into her room and looked at her on the bed, that huge dick hanging there, the sexy big breasts. Of course my dick sprang to life, tenting the boxer shorts, which made her smile, but she just nodded towards the television at the back. “Over there.” She said.

“Won’t the people hear?” I asked.

“I’ve turned the microphone off. If someone pays for a private session, then I’ll let you know.”

I turned on the console and added myself as a user, before going to the game and starting it. The graphics were amazing, and like most Kojima games, I knew this would be mindblowing.

“Look at that fucking view.” I gasped as the game moved into pay mode.

“I know. And the soundtrack is gorgeous too.”

The good thing about me playing and her camming, was that she was behind me, so I couldn’t actually see her. It helped because if that wasn’t the case, I don’t think I’d have been able to play anything.

We talked about the game, then TV shows and all the things we hadn’t covered over dinner, and every so often, I shut off the sound so that she could do a session with a paying customer. Eventually though, shutting off the sound wasn’t enough, and I found myself pausing to watch.

Seeing Lilith fucking herself with a dildo, or telling a man that he was a fucking pussy wimp and that she was going to destroy him, or ruin his homelife, was such an amazing experience. One guy wanted her to turn him into a prostitute, to which she said that he was far too ugly for that, but if it was what he wanted, she’d do it. It was all fantasy, but she did say that some men sent chastity keys, or pictures of IDs.

“I pretend to blackmail them, but I wouldn’t really out them.” She explained.

“Really? Why not?”

“I’m not risking jailtime for someone I don’t know. It’s still illegal. I’d do it to you though, because I like you, and I know you. If you wanted it, that it.”

“Hmmm…”

It was gone two in the morning when she ended the session, having posted some stuff to OnlyFans, too. I was so engrossed in the game that I didn’t notice that she was lying on her belly on the bed watching, until I felt her breath on my neck.

“Oh, I’m sorry. I guess it’s late. I’ll save here.” I told her.

“No, don’t. I like having you here. Stay, please. I like watching.”

“Okay.” I smiled.

I played for a little longer, until suddenly, I felt her lips on my neck, giving me small kisses. Still, I played on, until I couldn’t any longer, paused and turned, placing my lips on hers. We kissed for a little, then she stood, walking over to me, her erection jutting out in front of her, then as I sat there on the floor, she stepped astride of my legs, grabbed hold of my head, and guided her cock towards my mouth.

I was too far gone to say no, too invested in my step-sister, so I opened and let her take control. She didn’t go hard, just gently in and out with the head and a little more. Then, bit by bit, she pushed more in and told me how to take it without choking. “I’m in your throat now, do you feel it?”

I blinked yes.

“This is so nice.” Her hips moved, using my mouth as she panted and moaned, but after a few minutes, she pulled out and reached down for my hand, which I gave her. “Come to bed.” She whispered.

“Okay.” I replied, barely able to speak.

We lay next to each other, kissing, our dicks banging into each other, touching. Then, she leaned back, reaching to the bedside table, and turned off the light, before grabbing something else, then turning back to me and kissing me further.

A moist finger rubbed my anus, leaving slimy lubricant all over it. Her finger slid inside, making me moan, but she just pushed and pulled, adding another, stretching, before pulling out. “Turn around.” She breathed into my ear.

I turned onto my other side and she grabbed my hips firmly, pulling me closer. “Is it going to hurt?” I asked.

“I’ll go slow. It will hurt at first, but it will feel wonderful later. Ready?”

“Yeah.”

The pressure from her cock was intense, pushing against me hard but refusing to go in. Then with a sudden sting, the head pushed in, making me let out a yelp and a hiss. She paused, not moving, and soon the sting became a throb, so she pushed on. The pain increased and then decreased, replaced by a sudden fullness, until that fullness became pleasure. It was the most intense but amazing feeling I’d ever had.

Her hand reached around, gently stroking my far smaller cock as she fucked me. “I can’t believe we get to do this.” She whispered, kissing my neck.

“Me neither, but it’s so good. Don’t stop!”

“I won’t. Fuck, this is so good. You’re so tight. I love it. Love your little arse.”

Eventually, fucking on the side wasn’t enough for her, so she rolled me to my stomach and began slamming into me harder, thrusting with all her might. I told her how amazing she was, how perfect, how much her cock filled me, and she encouraged me, telling me that I would be the perfect receptacle for her cum. Moments later, after a loud, crashing orgasm, I was. I felt her hot, sticky mess fill me, pushing inside with pulse after pulse.

“That was perfect.” She gasped, rolling off me. “Just what I needed.”

“Oh…” I moaned, feeling strangely empty without her inside me. “I never knew I needed that.”

“Spend the night with me?” She asked with a warm smile.

“Gladly.” I said, rolling over to kiss her whilst squeezing my buttocks to hold in her cum. “But I need to use the toilet.”

“Mmm…hold it in. I have another one in the tank.” She giggled, pulling my hand down to her cock.


THREE

When my mum and Mike returned from their trip, they expected to come home to find us at our throats, but the only thing in our throats the past twenty-four hours were our cocks. Instead, what they found were the two of us laughing and joking together, as we played EA FC on her PS5.

“Well, I never thought I’d see the day.” My mother gasped, smiling.

“We found common ground.” I told her, trying to focus on the game, and subsequently almost scoring.

“Yeah, common ground.” Lilith agreed. I’m not sure if she said what she said next to knock me off my game, but if she did, it worked. “Just so you know, Erica, by common ground, he means my cock.”

“LILITH!” I shrieked, taking my eyes off the game to give her a look, as she ran off with the ball and scored.

My mum rolled her eyes but seemed unfazed. “At least you can’t get her pregnant.” She told me.

“Er,” Lilith interjected. “You mean, at least I can’t get him pregnant.”

Mum stepped away. “Way more information than I needed to know, young lady, but glad you found a way not to fight all the time.”

As the door to the room shut, I chuckled. “I can’t believe you did that.”

“Please! You loved it!” She laughed. “Besides, better it’s out in the open than sneaking around.”

“What about your dad? He won’t punch me for defiling his daughter, will he?” I asked, knowing that he had been fully supportive of her transition as a child and was very protective of her.

“Nah, he’ll be fine.”

The game end in a loss for me, not that I minded. She put her controller down and pulled me in for a kiss, then broke it and said, “How would you feel about letting me fuck you on camera?”

“With a mask?” I asked.

She gave me a look that said I’d disappointed her. “Come on! Nobody’s going to recognise you, and if, 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 don’t have a tiny cock.” She laughed, slapping my arm.

“Compared to yours it is.” I said.

Leaning close to my lips, she said, “Yours felt pretty good in me earlier, little or not.” Then she kissed me again. “Come on. I’ll give you a share of the profit, and people will love it.”

“Fine.”

Giggling, she jumped up and locked the door, then told me to get undressed, that she needed to groom me first. I wondered what she meant by that, but I soon found out as she led me to the bathroom where she proceeded to use hair removing cream on my body.

Fifteen minutes later, I was cleaned up and moved to the bed, and she joined me in a lacy black corset, stockings, with her dick out.

When she started the cam software, I expected something more exciting than just a chat window, but that was all it was, with a few more controls. Of course, she began typing replies to people who wondered who I was, stating that I was her step-brother, and sub-slut. Sure enough, that got people going, with loads asking her to whip me, spank me, have me suck her dick and such. All good, but without payment, we were just going to sit there, act playful, but do nothing.

Eventually though, someone paid big money to see me suck her cock, then he added money to see me get fucked. “He wants me to dominate you, to make you my bitch.” She said. “But you’re already my bitch, aren’t you?”

“Yes Mistress.” I gasped as her cock entered me.

“You need to start dressing the part though. Our client wants that too. See?”

I looked across to see him tip to sissify me, but whilst submitting to my hot dominant step-sister felt hot, I knew that it wasn’t something I wanted long-term.

Eventually, she came in my arse, but still the man was tipping, wanting to see me in lingerie and make-up. “You need to do it!” She told me. “You have to.”

At the end of the day, this was her job, so I decided to just accept and go along with it. So, she walked over to a cupboard and opened it, pulling out a package and throwing it to me. From it, I pulled out a frilly pink and white pair of satin shorts, pulling them up my legs. With it, a matching pullover bralette, and a matching suspender-belt. She then handed me a pair of silky white stockings, which she helped roll up my legs and clip onto the belt.

The lingerie shouldn’t have felt as good as it did, but on my smooth shaved body, it was soft and overtly comfortable. She then added a little make-up to me, before we returned to camera.

Everything felt different. Every touch on my leg, touch of my satin-covered bum, everything felt so…intense. Okay, there was something to all this. No, I didn’t want to become a woman, like her, but could I have it both ways?

“I stole one of your magazines.” I admitted.

“I prefer borrowed.” She smiled. “And yes, I already know. You can help yourself to the others if you like. I think it’ll come in handy as you learn to become a sissy.”

“I’m scared.” I admitted.

She nodded. “You should be. It’ll 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 are really. But you will be far happier if you give yourself up to me.” She grinned.

“Why?”

“More sex, for one. Two, you will feel less of a burden on yourself. You give up control, which frees you from 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 surprised me, as just a week ago we were at each other’s throats, and yet, I’d always been attracted to her; had she felt the same way and used aggression as her way of shielding herself from me? From potentially the wrong person? I asked her exactly that.

“Yes,” she replied. “I thought you were just another 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 stuff with.”

I frowned; that didn’t sound like love, that sounded like some spoiled brat’s toy she could eventually toss out.

“No, silly. There has to be love and attraction. This is stuff we would enjoy together.”

The idea that I could live my life as some sort of sissy doll to this sexy transsexual girl turned me on, but the fear of what my life would become felt heavy on my chest. “I don’t know…”

She rested a hand on my leg. “Shhhh… Honey, don’t make a split-second decision on yes or no, just be in the moment. Right now, you and I together, having fun, right?”

I visibly relaxed. “Sure.” I smiled.

“Good. What happens, happens.” She said, leaning in to kiss me. “Now, for the cameras for now, you are my bitch and you’ll behave as such, is that clear?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Good girl.”

For the next hour, people paid huge tips to see her whip me, have me suck her cock, and then use my arse whilst she poured out one sentence after another about how she was going to keep me dressed in pink, have my lips blown up, dye my hair blonde, and turn me into a full-on dolly. The more she told me this and fucked me, the more I got into it; until…

“Yes Mistress! Yes! Do it to me! Do it for real! Force me!” I cried out.

She paused a second in my rectum. “Are you serious now?”

“Yes! Lilith, I want it but I can’t force myself to accept it. I need you to do it for me.”

“Then I will. No going back?”

“No going back.” I said, knowing that my confidence only came from how turned on I was, but reasoning that any other time, I wouldn’t be able to admit my feelings.

That evening racked up the highest intake of earnings she’d ever had. In fact, she’d earned almost as much in that one night as she normally would in a month. And that was another push for me, another piece of motivation, because at the end of the day, it didn’t really matter what people thought about me, if I was earning money.

“Of course, you’ll get your fifty percent.” She told me.

“I don’t want fifty percent.” I laughed, and then I had an idea. “Do me a favour. You keep it all.” She gave me a queer look, wondering why I would want to give up free cash, so I explained. “I’m not saying to keep it, keep it. I want you to hold onto it. You will provide me with the items I need to dress up, make-up and such, and if I need money, I will need to ask you for it, and explain why I need it.”

She licked her lips and then began to smile. “So, I’d manage your life, completely?”

“Yes.”

“I like it. I like it very much.” She purred, leaning in to kiss me.

We fell back on the bed and made love, this time just for us, not the viewing public. This was far more intimate, no nastiness, other than the occasional whisper of what was coming, or how she was going to enjoy having a pretty little bitch to play with, but I knew that behind those words was the hidden meaning of what she really wanted. I’m looking forward to have you as my partner.

That night, when I fell asleep in her arms, I did so in a puffy pink satin layered babydoll, complete with white lacy overlay. The feeling of the soft material on my body made we feel like I was falling asleep wrapped in love, and with her arms holding me tight, I knew there was nowhere else I wanted to be. In just a few short days, I’d gone from hating my step-sister to falling in love with her. I almost said it, almost whispered it to her, but it just didn’t want to leave my lips, so instead, I shuffled closer to her and felt her sigh with contentment.

She was right. Even after I climaxed, I didn’t feel the guilt I had felt earlier for putting on the lingerie, the fear. Instead, I felt a strange feeling of acceptance, that this was right for me after-all.

Behind me, she purred and sighed again, and I did the same, rubbing up against her. “Don’t.” She said sleepily.

“Don’t what?” I asked.

“You know what.” She giggled.

I pushed back again and then I felt it, her dick stiffening. The bedside clock said three in the morning, it was late, but I couldn’t get enough of her. We’d fucked five times already, so in for a penny…

“Fine, but you do the work.” She sighed, sitting back and pulling up her little black chiffon nightie.

With a giggle, I jumped up and sat over her, sitting carefully back until her cock lined up with my hole, then dropped myself onto her. The pain of entry was no longer there, giving way to sheer pleasure from moment one. I wondered if I could ever go back to being straight, and as I moved my hips on her cock, I realised that ship had sailed, along with my masculinity.


FOUR

Walking around the university campus with silky lingerie under my clothes wasn’t on my bingo card for this week, but that was exactly what I was ordered to do by Lilith and somehow, I couldn’t find it in me to say no. The weekend with her was so perfect it was all like a dream, and the weird thing was, that my improved relationship with her had led to an improved relationship with Mike too.

If anyone noticed the outline of the lacy bralette under my t-shirt, or caught a glimpse of the wide satin and lace suspender-belt which extended up past my belly-button, they didn’t say, and that made me a little more comfortable. Perhaps, I could get away with it.

When I arrived home on Monday, everyone was out except Mike. Mum had to work late, and Lilith was out with one of her friends, also trans, it turned out, so that left me alone with Mike.

“How about I order a pizza and we watch a movie?” Mike offered.

“Sure.” I shrugged.

“Oh, er, Lilith left you a note. Think you should read it.” He said with a smirk, handing it to me.

‘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 gulped. Did I really want to lounge around with my stepdad in a sissy outfit? But try as I might to rebel, I couldn’t. The moment I saw the short pink ruffled, lace-trim sissy party dress, with the tutu underneath, and the short puffy sleeves, I knew I had to wear it, had to try it at least. It was a sissy dress in the truest of forms.

When I returned downstairs, Mike smiled at me but said nothing. I tiptoed around submissively, trying not to be noticed, but every so often, I noticed Mike sneaking looks. When the pizza arrived, he told me to grab a couple of forks for the salad he’d made, and then the unexpected happened. As I was leaning over the drawer, I felt his heavy, warm hand grab my backside. I froze, unsure what to do, unsure how I should react, but still, he squeezed, massaged, stroked the satin, until fingers moved the panties to the side and suddenly, his fat finger was moving in and out of my hole.

I grabbed the counter, but instead of saying no and pushing him away, I leaned forward a bit, arching my back, not daring to turn to look at him. Before I knew it, the finger was removed and I felt something else there.

Mike’s cock was as big as his daughter’s. He pushed in me with ease, unsurprising given my muscles there were quickly becoming used to Lilith’s cock.

“We shouldn’t be doing this…” I breathed.

“I can’t help myself. You’re so sexy.” He replied, fucking me now.

“Nnnnggg…oh fuck me, yeah, fuck!” I gasped. “I just don’t want Lilith upset.”

“She knows. I asked her a moment ago via text.”

“Oh. Oh fuck, and my mum?”

“Don’t worry about her.”

That didn’t answer my question, but I was too far gone. His cock was too good, he was too sexy. As he moved me to the floor, forcing me to my knees, I wondered how I’d reached a point where the two who were most hated in my life had become the two who were giving me so much pleasure. His cock slid in and out of me with practiced ease, using me like the sissy slut I was surely becoming. Yes, this was me now, this was what I needed.

There was no movie night. After he came in me, we ate pizza and salad and he told me how proud of what a pretty little slut I was becoming. I blushed and said thank you, unsure of how my stepfather calling me a pretty little slut was right, but still I accepted it, and it made me buzz with glee.

After we ate, I sucked him and then he fucked me on my bed, and I moaned like a bitch, begging, no pleading for his cock. He told me that he was going to use me whenever he liked, that I was his sissy whore now, and I said I was, that he could. I didn’t know what else to say, I just didn’t want this feeling to end.

He was done with me by the time Lilith arrived home. I’d been fucked four times, and then she wanted some too. With her father’s cum still buried in my arsehole, she pushed inside me and asked how I enjoyed it. I told her it was amazing, that I never wanted to go back. “You don’t have to baby, you’re our sissy now.” She said into my ear, kissing my neck as she pummelled my arsehole at what felt like a million-miles-per hour.

The next day, Lilith demanded I wear lingerie again, but this time, the bra she made me wear was underwired. I whilst they only created small mounds, they were still mounds. I tried to tell her I couldn’t, but that just got me ten swats of the crop.

When mum saw me in the morning, she just looked at me and smiled, saying nothing about it. However, the moment we were alone, she told me how happy to hear that I had a good night with Mike. I wondered what she meant by that. Had Mike lied and said we had a movie night? Or did she know the truth? The problem was, she didn’t let on, and I really didn’t know how to ask her.

If my Monday was normal at college, Tuesday was not. However, there was no bullying or anything like that, just a group of friends asking what was going on, and if I was trans. The concept of saying I was a sissy slut was beyond comprehension, so I decided the easiest answer was by saying yes, I was experimenting with my gender, and so came out as queer for now. Everyone seemed to accept that, and then began asking if I was going to dress up in women’s clothes to class.

I hadn’t considered dressing in women’s clothes to college, but the idea no longer felt foreign. However, sissy dresses were certainly not something I saw myself wearing to class, and if I was to dress in feminine clothes, I’d need them to be a bit more subtle.

I raised this with Lilith when I got home to which she seemed to have a different view. “You’re a sissy, as such, you’ll dress in sissy clothing.” Then she sighed. “Of course, I’m not going to send you to college in pink sissy dresses, but I do expect you to wear skirts, lace blouses, and very feminine, extravagant clothing.”

That relaxed me a little. “This is just all so fast.”

“I know.” She nodded. “It’s hard, I know, but it’s about ripping the band-aid off, and it’s about trusting me to know what is best for you. In college, nobody is going to give you trouble. If they do, there’ll be a bigger group who protect you. It’s not like school. You’ll be fine, I promise. As to here at home, my daddy and I will protect you.”

That evening, I wanted to sleep with Lilith, but I also had an essay to write and that had to take priority. And yet at around midnight, when I heard a light knock on the door, I jumped up with my nightie swishing as I ran to the door, hoping it was Lilith to give me a welcome break, instead, I found my mother stood there.

“Hey, saw your light on. Everything okay?” She asked. She didn’t once comment on the nightie, or my newly painted nails. It was as if nothing about me had changed for her.

“Yeah, just finishing an essay. Shouldn’t you be in bed by now?” I asked, noting she was in her long black satin robe.

“Off to sleep now.” She smiled. “Um, so, I know about what happened between you and Mike. I thought about talking with you this morning, but I thought it better we talk now.”

“Oh…” I said, sitting on the bed.

“You understand that Mike is not Lilith’s biological father, right?” She asked.

My eyes widened in surprise. “What?” I gasped. “Wait, what do you mean?”

She sighed and looked away, blushing with embarrassment. “Your dad and I were, well, too similar. He was submissive, like you, and he liked a woman who could take charge, dominate,” she explained, and I grimaced at the thought that my dad was a sissy like me. “The problem was, I too am submissive. I tried to be the dominant wife he wanted, but it just didn’t work. I met Mike online and things went from there.

“Mike is dominant and bisexual, and he really likes sissies and transgender girls. Lilith was already transitioning when she met Mike, and she officially moved in with us on her eighteenth birthday. She started out as submissive, shared the bed with us, but over time, those needs changed and she began to want to dominate. We didn’t want to kick her out, she was part of the family, so Mike, her daddy said that she would stay, remain his submissive, but she would need to find a sissy for the family.”

I looked up at her when she paused. “Please tell me I was never meant to be that sissy.” I gasped.

She rolled her eyes. “Of course not, but it has happened that way, and from what I understand, of your own volition.” Mum placed a hand on mine. “Sweetie, I love and respect you, so if you say that you don’t want this to continue, it won’t. However, I would like it very much if you will accept Mike as your daddy. He will never be your father, but a sexual daddy would be wonderful.”

“Isn’t it a bit weird?” I asked her.

“Only if you make it. We won’t be doing anything together, don’t worry. It’s you, him and Lilith. I might be present, if that’s okay? But I promise, nothing else.”

I sighed. It was all so much, so much information. I also felt a little manipulated, as if this was all planned, even though she promised it wasn’t, but how could I be sure? How could I be sure Lilith and Mike didn’t plan this the whole time?

“It all feels strange.” I said.

“Lilith told me something in private.” She said, smiling.

“What?”

“She loves you. Like, really loves you. She said she feels like a crazy girl around you. I’ve never seen her like that.”

That was something, I supposed, and really, it was how I felt about her too. And yet, it wasn’t Lilith who had given me the truth, in fact, she seemed to have perpetuated the lie, and I wasn’t sure I could forgive that.

Still, I needed time to think about it all, to process it, so I thanked mum, gave her a hug and sent her on her way. Unfortunately, Mike followed in five minutes later. He said nothing to me, just shut the door and stood there naked. I stared at him, the anger flowing through me, but all I found myself doing was dropping to my knees and sucking on him.

It was when Mike was entering me that the door opened again, and Lilith stepped inside. Again, no words spoken, just a penis fed into my mouth. For the first time in my life, I was being spit-roasted by two cocks and much as I should’ve hated it, I wished it wouldn’t ever have to end.

I fell asleep in Lilith’s arms that night, and the last thing I heard was her saying that she loved me. Betrayal still held firm in my heart, but it was very difficult to stay angry with her, not when her warmth made me want to do anything in the world for her.

The next morning, I had to the chance to speak with my mother alone. “Mum, tell me something.” I began. “What do you want for me?”

“To be happy.” She said immediately.

“No. I mean, do you want a sissy son or not?”

She paused and looked away, contemplating her answer. “I think my first answer stands. Do I want a sissy son? Yes, of course I do. You’re the best version of you when you are like that, I see it in your eyes. Look at you, in one of Lilith’s old ivory blouses, a black skirt, lingerie clearly visible, make-up on, and your back is straight, standing proud, pushing the breasts you don’t have, out. You love this! I love this! Yes, I want her to make you a sissy, but selfishly, I have another reason for you to be a sissy.”

“What?” I asked.

“To be with you longer. If you become Lilith’s sissy, you become Mike’s sissy, and defacto, my sissy. Which means I get to keep my son in my life a little longer. Even better, I see you happy, and you get to see me happy. So yeah, sweetie, just go with it. Stop worrying, stop doing what I did and trying to fit in with a world which you don’t even like. Be in the world you do like.”

What she said made complete sense. For the first time in my life, I ventured out into the world with a renewed sense of purpose. I would be Lilith’s sissy. I would be Mike’s sissy. It was time to accept who I was and to stop playing at being a man.

When my friends saw me in my outfit, they cooed and said how cool I was, but I stopped them. “Guys, this isn’t me.” I told them. “This isn’t how I want to dress.”

“So why do you?” Asked Sandy, a friend.

“Because I was scared to wear what I really want to wear.”

“Which is?”

“Guys…” I took a deep breath. “I’m a sissy. I want to dress as such, wear the dresses, dress in pink.”

The group laughed, but not at the fact I wanted to be a sissy, but at the fact that I was too scared to do it. “You realise, we’ll always support you, right?”

“I didn’t realise that.” I admitted.

My friend Tom stepped forward and placed a hand on my shoulder. “I get it. Change is hard and I’m sure we would all worry about what our friends thought. But I want to make it clear to you and everyone here, no matter what, we have your back.”

They were right. I only needed to look at how I would react to realised how they would react. Yes, we had each other’s back. It was time for me to finally accept who I was. A sissy.


FIVE

The evening I came out formally as a sissy, was the night my mother got to see her husband kiss me. It was the night that I got rid of all my male clothing, the night my mother helped me order sissy clothing, the night I asked Lilith if I could move into her room, and she agreed. It was the night I told Lilith that I loved her and wanted to be with her forever, and she told me the same.

Daily, I dressed in pink. Pink latex skirts, pink crop-tops. I wore breast inserts to give me large G-cup boobs, and made sure to use lip plumper under my heavy make-up. My hair was dyed blonde and extensions were added until my hair grew out.

My friends now knew me now as Sindy, that was how I wanted to be called. Essentially, I embraced my bimbofication. That night when I came back from college, I sat down and told Lilith everything. I told her how hurt and manipulated I felt, and I told her that I forgave her, that I understood.

“But if we are going to do this, then let’s do it right.” I said. “No half-measures. I want to be a bimbo for you. I want to wear high-heels, tight short skirts, croptops, and I want the body for it.” Of course, Lilith was over the moon, it was exactly what she wanted too, and what her customers online wanted.

Next, I needed something from Mike, or daddy as I would call him. “I need you to train me. I don’t want muscles like you, I want a tight body, slim long legs, firm belly.”

He loved that. “Of course, I want you to be my sexy girl.” He said, kissing me.

It was odd, that first night, making love to Lilith and daddy in the master bedroom, with my mother sat there in the armchair watching. But it was trial by fire. If I could manage this, I could manage anything. I could manage it, and it was the first night of the rest of my life.

Whilst I wouldn’t be sharing the master bedroom so often to move in, it was decided changes needed to be made and a larger bed was purchased. There would be nights when all four of us slept there, and I did get to see both Mike and Lilith fuck my mother. I actually didn’t realise that Lilith was also bisexual until that moment.

By the end of college, nearly a year and a half later, I was fully transformed. Gone were the breastforms, replaced by implants. My hair was long and styled, and some light plastic surgery enhanced my bimbo-like looks.

Whilst Lilith remained my dominant and lover, we were more like best friends usually. Holding hands, going to movies, going to dinner, shopping, and making love. Our online presence exploded to the point where money rolled in, and we were getting sponsorship offers.

It seemed though, that mum’s desire to keep us around for as long as possible was going to go unfulfilled. Whilst I dearly loved Mike, my daddy, Lilith and I were receiving too many offers to ignore, offers to model and further our brand. We were on the road more than we were home, to the point that we hardly saw Mike and my mum.

Our huge online presence only continued to grow, and soon enough, we had over a million followers on Instagram. That meant we bought our own place, but still took to the road when we could.

It was still interesting though. As a person who lived as a bimbo to promote the idea of bimbo-sissification and dollification, I kind of left everything behind. My studies and desire to development my own game disappeared, replaced by an interest in make-up, fashion, and such. But it was the person who started me on this journey, who reminded me to find myself too.

“I want you to create a game.” Lilith said. “An adventure game.”

“O….kay….” I said, confused.

“You can play as two different people. One, as a dominatrix who needs to find, ensnare and sissify a male, and two, as a male who tries to escape sissification.”

I snorted out a laugh. “Why would someone want to escape?” I laughed. I knew I didn’t.

“Doesn’t matter. It doesn’t matter if no-one else plays it. I want to play it, because you will have written it.”

I gave that some thought, and then nodded. “On one condition.”

“Give it to me.”

“Marry me.” I said.

The grin which spread across her face made me warm with delight. “Of course I will!” She purred, kissing me.

The woman who I had despised so much, turned out to be the best thing to ever enter my life. I loved Lilith, and I loved being her little cock slut. I loved being a bimbo doll for her, and I loved the fact that to celebrate my proposal, so was going to take me to a gay bar to get properly pounded. Why spray champagne when you can spray cum?

THE END
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