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Author’s Note

I write these books because I enjoy the subject matter and content, and where possible, I tried to live the lifestyle with my husband. Yes, we live a full-time female-led relationship, and yes, he has been sissified (almost) permanently.

What do I mean by that?

My husband is still my husband, and I love him. I’m not a tyrant, even though sometimes the fantasy takes me to dark places. That means, there are times I want to be with my husband. At home, with me, he always wears sissy clothes, and he never, ever wears male underwear. But, sometimes, I just want to be with him as a couple, and that’s fine. We discussed hormones for him, and we discussed permanent chastity, but believe it or not, my husband has a biggish dick, and yeah, sex is fun with him, so it doesn’t make sense to ruin that for now.

These books, for the most part, come from ideas, my own experiences, or stories I hear at munches and so forth. Strangely, there are not many women who love this side of femdom as much as I do, which I really don’t understand. Same as I don’t understand friends who say they want a tough man, a dominant man, then are surprised when he turns out to be a bastard. That said, I know I’m not an amazing author, and I know I won’t be winning prizes for what I write, but I do hope it brings joy to you.

Please subscribe to my profile on Amazon, review if you can, and follow me. I don’t have a mailing list, but I did recently start an Instagram account, though I’m not really a social media person. I just can’t get into it.

Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.
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Prologue

It was my thirtieth birthday, and we’d had a blast. I’d hired out a techno club and thrown an absolute stomper of a party.  You maybe thinking I must have been pretty rich to hire out a club for a birthday party, but actually, the truth was that I’d been involved in the techno scene for quite a while, DJing occasionally, but more often putting on gigs for others. I was an okay DJ, but a way better party organiser. So, getting a club? Easy. Getting top name DJs? Free. Entourage filling the fuckin’ place? Aye mate, banging.

But there is one major negative being involved in this business: women. Not that women are a negative, don’t get me wrong, but finding true love when surrounded by people who want free entry, or to meet the DJ, or just want to look cool by dating someone in the industry, is next to impossible. Honestly, I just wanted to meet a down-to-Earth make me happy woman, and to date, I hadn’t done so.

It seems that a thirtieth birthday party is a great way to welcome in a new era, because everything changed that night.

The smoke machine pumped out a thick haze, made opaque by the flash of a strobe, like cold October morning’s drive. I was downing my third shot with some group of kids who wanted to be seen with the boss, when the smoke parted momentarily to reveal an angel in my midst. The tall brunette seemed out of place in a club like this, but given the closed attendance, I had to assume she was the guest of someone.

She was tall, with long straight black hair, high cheekbones which made me think that she was Slavic, wearing a tight black dress, one usually seen in an office more than a club. But there was a class about her, a class rarely scene by the urban hippies that frequented my parties. The pained expression on her face made me realise that she didn’t really know anyone here, except for whoever brought her here, and she struggled to know what to do.

“Excuse me a sec.” I told the gaggle of partygoers around me.

Approaching the woman, her eyes seemed to be on anywhere but me, either lost in her thoughts or sending me a not-so-subtle message that she didn’t want to be disturbed. But it was my party, my birthday, and I wanted to know who this girl was.

“Hi, I’m Max.” I told her, talking over the loud music.

Her face finally moved down to mine and looked at me, that look that asked who I was and why I was talking to her. She didn’t reply, just looked at me.

“It’s my birthday party.” I said, hoping that might jog her memory as to why she was there.

“Cool.” She replied, complete disinterest in who I was and why.

“Who are you here with?” I asked her.

“Why does that matter?” She thought I was hitting on her. Maybe I was, at that point I wasn’t completely sure, because her arrogance was beginning to grate me.

“Because it’s my party. It’s a closed event, so I’m kind of assuming you came here with someone who knows me.”

The woman rolled her eyes and sighed. Then without another word, she turned and walked away. Had I just unwittingly thrown the hottest woman in the building out, or was she just done talking to me? I decided to follow, see where this chick was leading me, perhaps find out who got her in and why.

I watched her walk over to a heavily tattooed girl working the bar and they exchanged a couple of words. The girl working the bar smiled and nodded, then the two kissed. This wasn’t a kiss your grandmother moment, this was a thank you for the fuck moment. Then the woman in the dress pulled away and walked out the main exit, into the night. That was it, hot woman gone.

“Hey, was she here with you?” I asked the girl on the bar.

“No. I’ve no idea who she is.” The girl replied, shrugging.

“She literally just kissed you.”

“I know.” The girl laughed. “She came up to me about twenty minutes ago and asked if I go down. I said I did, and then she told me she was horny and needed her pussy licked, so I did. She just came and thanked me and said she was leaving.”

I blinked a few times. I don’t think I’d ever heard of a woman doing that, especially not one who looked like that. Rather than question the bargirl more, I ran out the door and up the stairs, hoping to find the woman still there, perhaps waiting for a cab. I was right, she was stood there, leaning against a wall, smoking a joint.

As I approached, she grinned and said nothing, just holding out the joint. I took it, taking a long drag from it and feeling a sudden bizarre euphoric hit from the drug. This wasn’t like any grass I’d ever smoked; she’d laced it with something. How could such a hot, straightlaced broad smoke something so fucking deadly? It made no sense.

In front of us, an Uber pulled up, and the girl finally stood upright, opening the door to the modern Toyota and slipping over to the other side. The door stayed open, and I stood there, holding what remained of the laced joint watching.

“Buddy, you are gettin’ in?” The driver called out.

It was my party, people were there for me, and yet I ignored all that and threw the joint to the ground, climbing in the cab, shutting the door behind me. I looked at the woman, but she didn’t look back, choosing to look out of the window instead. I guess I should have been scared to be with this woman, scared to go anywhere with her, but she had me so intrigued that I didn’t dare say no. Hell, if I turned up dead in a ditch tomorrow, then there’d be an Uber to trace me, and a bar lady who wouldn’t forget a face.

The drive took twenty minutes, and during that time neither of us said a word. I had a million and one questions, but for some reason I felt like a single word from my mouth would ruin the moment. Finally, the cab pulled up outside an upscale tall apartment tower, one that I wouldn’t be able to afford in a million years, and she opened her door. I did the same and followed her.

The darkness outside transitioned to light inside the expensive lobby. We walked past a guard sat behind a long reception desk. The old moustached man looked directly at us but that was the only acknowledgement of presence that he gave us. With my look towards him, I tried to gauge the level of danger I might be in, but he simply stared, blank faced, showing nothing.

A keycard was produced from the woman’s purse. Even though there was a bank of elevators, the walked to a singular one in the far end of the corridor and then pressed the keycard against a small device next to the lift. The doors opened instantly, and she stepped inside.

I wanted to move but my feet were glued to the floor. Everything about this encounter felt so off, red flags as people put it these days, things that told me to leave lest this woman might go full Dexter on you. And yet I so wanted to know more, why she was doing this, what was this life she was leading?

Once I finally made my feet move, I turned to look in the elevator to find her finger holding the door open button. There was a knowing smirk on her face, a hint of evil, like I had made a decision that could end my life. Finally in the elevator, she took her finger off the button and the doors closed.

Her eyes finally met mine and she smiled. Stepping forward, she took the hem of my t-shirt and pulled at it. Automatically, I raised my arms in the air, and she pulled it off. Then she unbuckled my belt and jeans, letting them fall to the floor, revealing my boxers. She then pulled at those and let them fall.  Finally, she stepped back and raised a singular eyebrow. I knew what she wanted from me and as the elevator ascended, I hopped to it, pulling off my trainers and the clothes, until I was stood before her stark naked.

The elevator ride seemed to go on forever, and whilst it was all very warm, I shivered in front of her. I was the type of guy who was skinny but very muscular. The problem was that the muscles looked small, even though I had a six-pack and looked pretty good, I was still skinny. I was also quite proud of my dick, which whilst only a couple of inches soft, grew to a nice above average seven when hard, seven and fat.

If I expected her to get undressed in the elevator too, then I was sorely disappointed. Instead, she stood there looking me up and down like I was a piece of meat, then she walked around me and placed a hand on my smooth skin, probably wondering why I didn’t have body hair. I didn’t really want to tell her that I had an auto-immune disorder that makes it look like I have dandruff all over my body, so decided to have it al lasered off. Thankfully, she didn’t ask.

How high is this fucking building?

The elevator pinged, finally, and she stepped out into a vast penthouse apartment. I don’t think I’d ever been in an elevator that took me directly to an apartment before, but here we were stepping into a wide, massive sunken living room, a huge fireplace on one side and a long window opening up to a terrace overlooking the city.

As I stood looking out at the city, she pushed my chest, making me fall back onto the soft beige sofa. Without a word, she stepped back and reached behind, unzipping the dress and letting it fall to the floor, revealing a beautiful black lingerie set, lacy bra covering two perfect B-cup mounds, a tight pierced belly, upon which was a lacy suspender-belt with six straps, holding up lace-trimmed seamed black stockings. Finally, over that, tiny, shiny black thong panties which pulled into the small cheeks of her firm buttocks. She had a perfect body, toned and sculptured; it was clear that she worked hard to keep herself looking this trim.

She walked over to a bar, pouring out a large glass of scotch, just one, and walking back to me. Then, she placed a knee on either side of me and sat on my lap, her crotch pressed against my rapidly hardening dick. As she took a gulp of the scotch, I wondered where mine was, but I needn’t have wondered long, because she leaned forward and tilted her head, dribbling the liquid into my mouth for me to swallow, together with her saliva. Whilst many might find it gross, my dick stiffened further.

“Happy birthday.” She said softly, reaching down and pulling her knickers to one side, then raising her body and lowering herself onto my erection. I tried to reach up but the moment my hands went up, she slapped them away.

The whiskey glass was put down and then she went, riding me, forcing and grinding her clitoris against my pubic bone as she moved. Her arms rested on my shoulders as she used me, bumping and grinding, making rapid almost abrupt movements on me. Her eyes were closed, her head rolled back as I sat there simply watching her move and writhe on me. Every so often, I could feel ripple-like movements in her pussy, her muscles trained to get the maximum feeling from my cock.

Even her moans sounded refined, soft yet forceful, but getting louder the more turned on she got. Then once her climax hit, I winced, her fingernails digging into my skin, for sure piercing it on the tops of my shoulders, as her moan turned into almost a snarl.

As her orgasm subsided, she leaned forward, placing her lips on my neck. I don’t know why but for a moment I wondered if I’d somehow entered a vampire’s lair; was that it? Was that why this clearly very rich woman pulled me out at night? Would she bite my neck after using me?

No, she was kissing and sucking on my neck, but now her movements on my cock were different, she felt tighter and was able to move her muscle to make me feel like she was milking my dick. I moaned out loud for the first time that night and it was then that I realised what was happening. She had a way of using me to keep me excited but not give me as much pleasure, using me for herself; but now she’d cum, she was increasing my pleasure, trying to get me to cum inside her. It was working.

Her hips moved faster as she sucked on my neck. I moved my hands again, placing them on her smooth olive skin and this time she left them there. Soon, my hands were on her breasts, teasing them, but that just made me want to cum more. She let out a breath into my ear, another mini-orgasm, and this time it was too much for me. As my dick swelled, she moved even faster, then pulled her head back and looked right into my eyes and smiled darkly.

“Cum now.” She said firmly.

“Oh fuck!” I cried, shooting inside her silken pussy.

Without a word, in the true fashion I had quickly become accustomed to, she stood and walked away, disappearing through a large white door. I gulped, wondering if she wanted me to stay or leave, but when after a few minutes she hadn’t returned, I had to assume it was time for me to go.

My shoes and clothes were by the elevator. I walked over there feeling rather silly and quickly dressed, before pressing the button to the elevator and stepping inside immediately. There was one button, zero. I pressed it and sighed, wondering what the fuck had just happened, and why.


One

There was still plenty of time to get back to my party, and when I arrived, I found it pumping. Not one person asked where I had been, well, except for the bar lady. She had seen me going running after the woman, and once I returned, she gave me a smile and had questions of her own. For a moment, I wasn’t sure I was in the mood to share my experience with anyone, especially not a stranger, but I reasoned I had to tell someone, and better her than someone who probably would think me crazy.

“Did you find her?” The tattooed girl asked me.

“Yeah.” I nodded. I wondered if this was the girl who gave her the funky joint I’d smoked earlier. “She was smoking a joint outside. Some weird one, made me feel, I don’t know, zoned out.”

“Probably just some solid hash.” The girl shrugged. “You were gone a while.”

“Nobody noticed.” I told her, scowling at the crowd a bit. “I wonder why I do this.”

“Because you put on great gigs in a time when people are all playing follow the leader. You do shit for yourself, that’s good.”

I’d been putting on gigs at this nightclub for nearly eight years and I didn’t recognise this girl, but she knew me. Was I so shallow to ignore the staff?

“Nah, I’m new, but I used to be a regular customer.” She explained, making me feel a little better about myself. I’m not sure why, but I really hated it when I disappointed people, I never liked to be the bad guy. Bit stupid in the cut-throat club event world, especially when other organisers were jealous of your success.

“She took me back to her place.” I told the girl, who grinned, and for a moment, I half-expected her to fist-bump me. “It was fuckin’ bizarre. She lives in complex over on Rustan Heights. Penthouse apartment. This chick must be loaded. Took me there, never said a word the whole way, I kid you not. Then she pushed me onto the sofa and fucked me, got herself off before getting me off, then disappeared into another room, so I just left.”

The girl on the bar raised both eyebrows, essentially agreeing with me about the fucked-up nature of my encounter. Rather than say anything though, she poured me a watered-down scotch and I drank it down quickly. Unfortunately, before I had the chance to continue the conversation I felt a hand on my shoulder, and my best friend Tristan was pulling me back towards the VIP lounge.

I should’ve just gone home, stewed in my own thoughts, rather than spend time with a group of moochers just looking to get in on the gigs, inflate their egos. But I came back and had to deal with the consequences of my actions. Not one person from that group asked me where I’d been, I was that important to them.

For me, the gig ended early. The moment I could get away, I made my way to the exit where I found the bar lady putting on a jacket. “Leaving so soon?” I asked her, well-aware that I was escaping this depressing pit of hell too.

“They don’t need so many people on bar at this hour.” She shrugged. “I get paid the night anyway, so don’t care. You?” I liked her style.

I shrugged and looked back into the club. “You know how many people noticed I was gone?”

“No, how many?”

“One. You.”

“That sucks. So going home?” She asked me.

“Yeah.”

“Wanna fuck?” She asked. She could’ve been asking for anything, a drink, a hot bath, a meal, but no, she wanted to get laid. Another girl whose name I didn’t know wanting to take me home tonight.

“Why not?” I grinned.

Kate was an okay girl, young, bubbly, fresh. The tattoos on her arms didn’t end there, and when I got to see her naked, I realised she was one of those girls who wanted to cover her whole body with the damned things. Not that I had anything against tattoos, I had one of my own, but I was selective in mine, she’d turned her whole body into a canvas, which was a bit much for me. It’s a bit much for me to stick my dick into a hole under a tattoo that says Spunk Depository above it, but I managed to do it anyway, though I did so wearing a rubber. Something told me I didn’t want my junk shaking hands with all the other depositors who had come before me.

The girl stayed till morning, which bothered me. I wondered if she had some place to go, if this wasn’t something she did in order to get a bed for the night, but then in the morning I found out that she was a student and lived up in the dorms. Apparently getting back this late caused issues with the house guard. I guess I was more a means to an end, rather than a good lay.

When Kate left, the flat felt a little airier than it did minutes before. I didn’t mind women staying over, but quite honestly, I was so stuck on my memories of the mysterious rich woman than I couldn’t wait for Kate to be gone. And the moment she was, I had my laptop out and I was searching for the ownership registries of every damned apartment in the Heights, coming up empty.

Let’s take a step back here. An apartment in Rustan Heights would cost about fifty times what I paid for rent for my apartment. Probably fifty times more to buy too. This was a block used by CEOs, top-market doctors, politicians and the mafia bosses. I had zero place going into that building, let alone the penthouse of one of the four towers, but there I was.

A penthouse. How the fuck could this broad afford a penthouse apartment at the fucking Heights? How old was she? Twenty-eight? Twenty-nine?

And yet still, I needed to know more, I needed to find out who she was, why she just came to my party and found people to fuck. Someone from my group had to know who she was, there was no way for her to get in without someone’s assistance.

The best way to find out was to ask the group chat. I opened WhatsApp and wrote, thanking everyone for the party, as was polite to do, then asked if anyone had a friend in the Heights. I got a few responses that the party was cool, and they’d had a great time, but nobody replied that they knew anyone in the Heights, at least, not for most of the day.

It was about eight in the evening when a girl who I hardly knew but tended to follow us around to gigs wrote privately to me. The girl, Silvia, was young, probably too young to attend the parties, but some of my mates found her at a party and decided to make her their job to look after. Essentially, they made sure she didn’t get drunk, drugged or raped. They were good that way.

“You met my cousin, Layana.” She wrote. “She’s…different. I’m not sure she’ll want to see you again. She’s kinda uppity.”

“Why was she there?” I asked.

“She wanted to see what I get up to at these parties.”

“She’s rich then? Or husband?” I asked.

“She’s rich. She’s like this mega genius when it comes to the stock market, so doesn’t do anything but move cash until she’s made a truckload.” That explained how she could afford the apartment, but I noticed Silvia didn’t answer my question. Something told me Layana was not a single woman, there was something off about that apartment, something that told me she didn’t live there alone.

Rather than press Silvia, I decided to do my own research into the rich hottie. It didn’t take long to find Layana Sheridan online, rich self-made investor who dropped out of college when she made her first cool mill. Weirdly, for a cat who traded online and lived like a queen, she kept herself to herself. There was nothing about her private life, no socials, except for one small Linkedin profile, and nothing to say if she was married or not.

The easiest thing for me to do would be to ask Silvia if Layana was married or not, but for some reason, I got the feeling that wasn’t what Layana wanted me to do, that was if she wanted to see me again. Something told me this was a woman who liked her men to put in the work, something I rarely wanted to do, but for her, I’d make an exception.

Fine, you wanna play cat and mouse, then I’m all for it. The problem was, I was probably the only one playing. She was probably out playing her own game with somebody new, somebody with more promise than some lowlife event promoter.

The next day should have been the day I pulled myself out of my funk, the day I exercised, boosted myself up, drained the drugs and alcohol from Friday night, but nothing I did that day made me feel better. I just thought of the girl, the way she treated me, so tough, dominant, in control. Drugs were bad, sure, but this was a motherfuckin’ addiction the likes of which no drug could replicate. I had to know more.

By Monday, I was writing to Silvia, desperate to find a way to her. However, immediately once I wrote to Silvia, I got a fast response, a fucking smiley face. “Yeah, you want to see her again, you need to prove it.” She wrote.

“That you saying that or her?” I asked.

“Her. She’ll see you again, sure. But she needs to know that you’re all in. She wants to know you’re willing to give up everything good in your life to dedicate it to her.”

This was some fucked up torture shit. What the fuck? I give up my work, my life, for what? An occasional roll in the hay? Fuck that shit! But goddamn if she wasn’t on my mind all the fuckin’ time.

Tuesday, and I was back on the case. I drove to the Heights and parked up, walking into the building and over to reception. Instead of the old fat security guard, two pretty women in blue suits smiled at me as I approached.

“I’m here to see Layana Sheridan.” I told them.

“Do you have an appointment?” Asked one.

“Something like that. I have a feeling she’ll be expecting me.”

“I’m sorry, without a preapproved appointment, I can’t let you in.” She grinned, not once losing the plastic nice gal smile she affected.

“Look, give her a bell and I’m sure she’ll let me in.”

Again, she grinned at me, tilting her head. Then she said, “Are you sure about that, Mr Sullivan?”

My eyes felt like they were swelling out of my sockets. How the fuck did they know who I was? Did they have some sort of facial recognition system there?

Not wanting to find myself arrested by private security, I backed away from the desk, looking over at the armed guard who stood watch in the distance. Gulping, I turned and walked out, wondering just how the hell Layana wanted me to put in the effort if I couldn’t even fucking reach her.

Without any sort of email or normal social media, I had one way to reach out, Linkedin. But I didn’t have a Linkedin profile of my own, after all, you don’t exactly advertise techno events on Linkedin, why would I need one. So obviously, when I signed in, I had zero connections, and zero levels of connection to Layana. Fuck, I couldn’t add her without knowing her fucking email address, and I certainly wasn’t allowed to write to her.

In three weeks, I had a festival due. Sure, I wasn’t the organiser, but I was responsible for one of the stages, which meant my time should’ve been spent working with my team and ensuring things went to plan and not trying to get into the panties of some rando-hottie I met the other night.

I walked back to my car and dialled Silvia’s number. Fuck this, and fuck her, I thought, I was done with this fucking game. If she was interested in me, she’d make a little effort.

“Not giving up already, are you?” Silvia asked, a hint of mischief in her voice.

“This is bullshit. Your cousin has zero online presence, lives in the equivalent of Fort Knox, and is playing games with me. I’m trying to find someone to settle down with, not fuck around.”

“You won’t settle with her.” She told me. “She wants a long-term relationship, sure, but not with one person. If you are still interested in her, then I suggest you do more research. There is more out there, if you choose to look for it.”

By the time I got home, I was determined to drop all this and focus on my work. I wasn’t interested in some nutcase rich bitch who wanted to turn me into a fucking simp for her amusement.

For the next three days, I actually managed to focus on work. The techno stage was going to be awesome, dark, ambient, with visuals to blow dancers minds. I wanted one single powerful laser there, something to wow people at the right moments, and the team went all out.

Come the weekend, I knew I needed to be seen at an event. If I wanted to, I could call anywhere and be put on the guest list, but I really just didn’t want to go anywhere. There was nothing going on in the area, and I really didn’t want to go to a trance event.

Of course, Friday night at home with a beer or three in me meant I found myself horny. I considered calling one of my usual go-to girls, but they really didn’t get my nerves going. In the end, I pulled out my laptop and began researching Layana Sheridan again. After three pages of searches, I really began to wonder what Silvia was talking about, there was little to nothing about the woman in there. However, not willing to give up, I tried delving deeper, until I found an old link for a photo at the local university.

“Dylan Sheridan and Layana Shah at the opening of the new computer centre.” There, in all her glory, was Layana. So, Dylan was her husband, the question now was if he was still her husband.

Silvia was right though. Finding Layana’s maiden name opened up a whole world of information, photos from her past, links to events she took part in, back when she was a champion fencer. But that wasn’t the link I was looking for. That was five pages in.


Two

When you hang around in a diverse environment, such as the techno movement, things do tend to rub off on you. I had gay friends, trans friends, supported people coming out, and had been privy to some pretty kinky things going on in front of me. Not once did I criticise anyone for it, because it just wasn’t done in the techno community. We fundamentally believe that we are free to be whoever we want to be, and that’s that.

However, for years I have openly fucked women and called myself heterosexual. I never dated a dominant woman, nor got involved in anything remotely kinky. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to or would avoid it, I just didn’t go out looking for it because it wasn’t anything that floated my boat.

Finding an old link to a cuckold forum, with the username l_shah1996 was one thing, but that wasn’t what caught my attention. She’d clearly been chatting with someone, and she’d given her first name. That person tagged her on a post and asked her what do you think, Layana? And so, I was able to sign-up and click through her profile, finding a link to a Fetlife profile called, Ilikebisissies.

The profile explained a whole lot about the woman I was dealing with. From her profile, she wrote that she was dominant, sadistic, and married; yes, she was still married to Dylan, albeit Dylan was now her live in sissy maid, and from the pictures she posted, some recent, he was as committed to the lifestyle as he was. She also wrote that she regularly cuckolded him, and she liked to bring men home to fuck so that hubby could lick the cum from her freshly fucked pussy.

Suddenly her disappearing to another room made sense. Dylan was in the other room, and he had eaten my cum from her pussy. I guess I should’ve been disgusted by that, but I really didn’t feel anything, I really didn’t care.

“Looking for a long-term live in lover with big dick. No men, only want a sissy or a skinny boy who will let me sissify him. Has to be bisexual or open to playing with hubby-sissy.” She wrote in one post. Lots of likes, very little replies, interestingly enough.

Finally, though, I sat back and sighed, it was clear what she saw in me, and it was clear what she expected from me. The problem was this wasn’t me. I didn’t want to be a sissy, and I certainly didn’t want to fuck around with some dude.

I texted Silvia that I’d found what she was talking about, and that I was out. She wrote back immediately, asking what I’d found, to which I wrote the Fetlife profile, then sent the username.

“Needed to check.” She wrote back. “Yeah, it’s pretty fucked up, but she’s into that shit. She’ll be disappointed in you though.”

“Why?”

“Because she said you were the perfect candidate.”

“Well, I’m not, and she’s out of luck. Shame, she was interesting, but this is too much.”

There was a pause in the communication, and I had a feeling that she was relaying this information back to Layana. It was odd, because rather than feel relief that I’d closed this chapter from my life, I felt empty, disappointed that I couldn’t continue it. I put that down to my obsession with the most attractive woman I’d ever seen, but maybe there was a little curiosity into what life with her could’ve been like.

The phone pinged again. “Don’t expect her to give up. She says she’s very disappointed in you.”

“She can be disappointed all she likes, but it’s just not for me. Sorry!”

I threw the phone down to the sofa. Disappointed. Fucking bitch, how dare she play games like this? Sure, men could be arseholes, but that didn’t mean she could treat us all like rats in a test lab. Nah, I was done with this shit, time to get my life together and focus on my job, my business.

Rather than mope at home longer, I grabbed my jacket and phone and headed out, grabbing a cab and telling him to take me to the 2nd Floor lounge on Long Street. There were always people I knew at the secret club, but because it had a better standard of visitor, I knew I’d meet a nice girl there. I needed to reaffirm my sexuality, prove that I was a strong dominant man, stupid, I know.

A group of people I knew pulled me to them, one was handing out cocaine, so I did a couple of lines and passed it along. The girl to my right was a hottie called Margo, who I’d fucked before, and from the way she was dressed tonight, in the little pink PVC crop top and skirt, I knew I’d be fucking her again. After a bit of catch-up, some toing and froing flirting, we began making out.

“Wanna quickie in the bathroom?” She asked me.

Did I want a quickie in the bathroom with this girl? No, not really. In fact, on the whole, my heart just wasn’t into it. She was a hot blonde with tits like Sydney Sweeney’s, and yet I just felt empty around her, like I was wasting my time.

Still, I forced myself up and nodded at her, not having the nerves to say yes. We walked into the women’s toilets and into a cubicle where immediately she dropped to her knees, pulling out my dick and rolling her tongue over it. I leaned against the plywood wall and sighed, placing a hand on her head, but for the life of me, my cock was not getting hard. I stared down at the swell of her bosom and thought that might get me going, but nothing. Finally, I did what I should’ve done in the first place and pictured Layana, pictured her in the lingerie, and slowly I began to gain an erection.

In my mind, I was picturing her on the sofa, rocking on me, but this time she was talking. “You’re my little bitch, aren’t you? You wanna fill my pussy so my husband can lick me clean.”

My dick swelled up fast and below me, Margo giggled. She turned around, pulling up her skirt to reveal she was sans knickers. Instantly, I pushed into her cunt, feeling how wet she was. Coke did that to a girl, I knew. Still, I could feel that my erection might not hold if I didn’t get back to thinking about Layana, but this time, my mind seemed to take control, leading me to places I didn’t want to be.

Suddenly, I was picturing Layana taking her bra off but instead of just dropping it, she was threading it onto my body, telling me what a good sissy fuck toy I was. My cock swelled inside Margo, making her cry out about me getting bigger. But the dream didn’t stop there, she was putting nighties on me, calling me a good girl, telling me I’d be a great cocksucker.

The sound of Margo climaxing brought me out of my stupor, and I was glad, because it was leading me to places I didn’t want to go. No way was I ever going to suck cock, and certainly I had no desire to wear women’s undergarments. And yet I knew that my dick became like steel when I thought about it.

Again, my mind drifted, and then out of nowhere, as Layana is riding me, a dick is presented to my mouth. I don’t see a face, I don’t see anything but a crotch, and my head leaning towards it. Layana’s grinning face whispering softly to just do it, become who I’m meant to be, but before I can put it in my mouth, I cry out in real-life, creaming Margo’s pussy.

“Holy fucking shit!” Margo cried, laughing. “That was like, wow! The best!”

“Er, thanks, I guess.” I shrugged, wiping my dick with toilet paper.

“No, really, you got so hard at one point, so big! You like hit every good spot!” The girl gushed loudly.

As we walked out of the cubicle, other girls were by the sink. One, a brunette, gave me a side glance and an envious smile. As I washed my hands, I smiled back, but it was of apology; I was in no state to go two for two, not right now. The sex should have satiated my desires, taken away all these bizarre thoughts, but it seemed that Layana had ingrained herself in me to the point where I couldn’t get hard without the thought of her.

The woman was a witch. She had to be. How else can a woman turn a man’s life upside down after one single moment of passion?

I stayed for a few more drinks, and Margo wanted to go for round two. I cried off, claiming fatigue and alcohol, but really, I didn’t want to allow my brain to go places I didn’t feel comfortable going. As I left the club, alone and confused, I vowed I’d stay a monk for a while if it helped me to get Layana out of my head. Fuck, I’d probably need to avoid Silvia too, something impossible to do when she followed my group around like a lost puppy.

When I arrived back at my apartment block, the three-storey townhouse which needed some TLC and firm investment to restore it back its glory days of centuries past, I felt something amiss. The front door to the building was off its latch, something we had a strict policy against after a spate of break-ins. I should have shrugged it off as a problem to raise at the next tenants meeting, but something told me this was connected to me personally.

I pushed the wooden door open with a creak, turning to check the lock and flipping the switch, forcing it to lock again. Then I ascended the concrete staircase. It was on the flight leading to my floor that I found Layana, asleep on a step with her head leaning against a wall. I took a moment to look at her, the slightly visible piece of skin above a stocking, made visible by the shortness of her leather mini skirt. A leather coat fallen open revealing a lacy crop-top or bralette underneath, piercings on her nipples pushing the material.

Without hesitation, I tiptoed to my door and unlocked it, pushing it open, before returning to the sleeping beauty. Reaching under her, I pulled her up, unsurprised at her light weight, and allowed her head to rest on my shoulder as I carried her inside.

“Where were you?” She asked drowsily.

“Out. I’m a music promoter; I need to go to events.” I whispered.

“Oh.” She murmured, falling back asleep.

I placed her in my bed and then turned out the light, closing the door, before cleaning my teeth in the bathroom and then walking back to the living room where I grabbed a blanket and lay down on my two-seater sofa. At first, I tried to sleep but my brain was going at a million miles-per-hour. Why was she here? Was my saying no really enough to make her demand me, or was she obsessing over me in the same way I was obsessing over her?

The television became my distraction, reruns of old episodes of Friends playing with the sound down helped me relax. I had seen all the episodes so many times that I could literally hear the words being said in my mind, and that eventually allowed me to drift off to sleep, but sleep wasn’t restful.

Visions of Layana played out in my mind, her dressing me in pink clothes, in satin outfits, the things I’d seen her husband Dylan wearing. None of these things were anything that interested me, and yet in my dream, I was skipping and dancing for her like a little girl. I had no desire to be a woman, I was not trans, never had a trans feeling in my life, and yet here I was, dreaming about sliding pretty pink silky panties up my smooth legs.

It was still dark when my eyes bolted open. The TV was still on but was now showing TV shopping adverts on a loop. The beautiful dark green eyes of the woman who controlled my dreams stared into me, like two dark emeralds piercing my soul, and yet her smile seemed to radiate warmth, kindness, unlike the evil behaviour in my dream.

“Come to bed.” She said softly, stroking my face. “Come to me.”

I gulped but nodded. She took my hand as I stood, and I followed her to bed. Once there, we lay on our sides, looking at one another, her hand sliding down between us and sliding into my boxer shorts, tugging at my erection, one I had woken up with. Then with swift movement, my shorts were down, and she was shuffling forward, moving the tip of my penis between the folds of her labia, and then inside her. Not once did her eyes leave mine, but the grin of satisfaction told me what I needed to know, that I’d never be rid of this woman, she wouldn’t let it happen.

“You’re married.” I said softly as she moved against me.

“I know.” She said, as if it was a surprise to her too. “Crazy, huh?” She breathed, placing her lips on mine and kissing me.

“I don’t…” I began, but she kissed me harder, moving her hips up and down my shaft.

“Don’t.” She whispered into my mouth, “just don’t.”

So, I didn’t. I simply wrapped my arms around her tight body and moved with her, enjoying the most beautiful lovemaking I’d ever experienced in my life.


Three

I own two suits and two white shirts. I’m not exactly sure why I own suits, because I don’t work in a job that requires suits, and I literally forgot I had them. I think I got one for a wedding, and one for a funeral. The shirts, well, I own plenty of shirts, mostly shirts for parties, but white shirts rarely make an appearance. I have zero call for them, in fact, black is my favourite colour.

And yet, Layana stood there, holding a large mug of coffee and leaning against the kitchen counter in my tiny living room/kitchen combination, wearing only one of my white shirts, made me grateful for owning said white shirt. There was something so raw and real about seeing a beautiful woman, hair still messed up from a night of sex, yet still looking sexy, stood there in just a man’s white shirt. Layana could wear a burlap sack and still make it look good.

“Why did you reject me?” She asked, after a few sips of hot coffee.

I had deliberately taken a few steps back, seating myself on the edge of my sofa, looking into the kitchen. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to be next to her, I did, but I knew that if I stood too close to her, then she would manipulate me somehow, would touch me, breathe on me, I don’t know, something to make me agree to everything and anything. I was falling for this woman, but I so wanted to be rid of her, to just go back to normal.

“Because I don’t want what you want.” I told her.

“How do you know what I want?” She smirked.

“Because I found your Fetlife profile. I read what you want.”

Again, she smirked, laughed a bit, then shrugged. “Oh Max, you read what you read, but you didn’t understand what you read. It’s very easy to dismiss what I’m after as crazy, but why is living in pleasure such a mad idea? With everything going on in the world today, who are you to say what I’m after is wrong?”

“You see, that’s where you’re mistaken. I never said what you are asking for is wrong, but I said it’s not for me.”

“But I am?”

“Of course you are.” I sighed. She was manipulating me. This was a college drop-out, but I had a feeling she dropped out not because she didn’t understand the subject, but rather because the subject bored her and the college couldn’t keep up with her. “Layana, you’re an extremely attractive woman, but you know that. You’re mysterious, which made me want to know more about you. You’re fun, I’ll give you that, but your idea of fun goes far beyond my idea of fun. You’re going to say don’t knock it till you try it. That I don’t know what I’m missing, and you know what? I’m sure you are right. But my fantasies don’t extend to where you want them to go, so I’ll just say thanks, but no thanks.”

The sexy brunette took another sip from the mug, both hands on the large receptacle, her eyes never leaving mine, unblinking. For a girl who came from nothing, it didn’t take me long to realise how she’d managed to become rich. She was a master poker player, and she played Wall Street like it was Texas Hold’em, but I wasn’t willing to play with her. She was playing poker, when I was more than happy with a quick game of Uno.

Her eyes finally left mine, but only as far as my crotch, a semi-hard dick threatening release from the grey robe I was wearing. I’m man, of course I was getting hard around this woman, the piercings of her dark nipples clearly visible through the thin material of the shirt, the confidence this woman projected, it was enough to make a grown man weep.

“I need to go.” She said, but her voice wasn’t in it. She wanted something else, something to take with her. My guess was her husband knew where she was but not when she’d be home, not that it probably mattered.

She tiptoed around the little breakfast bar that divided my kitchen from the living room, then turned and bent over, grabbing the bar and looking back at me with a sinister grin. I knew what she was asking for, and it was an orgasm, at least, not for her. She wanted to take something back to hubby, a breakfast of champions, and I was the one to give it to her, or him. Of course, I wasn’t going to turn down an offer like this, there was no commitment to anything else but depositing a load inside her.

As I rammed my dick inside her over and over, my hand on her hip, she reached back and grabbed my right wrist, pulling it to her mouth and sucking on my fingers, before placing my hand on her breast, squeezing it tight, the nipple and piercing rubbing against my palm, and then pushing my hand down to her clit. I rubbed her solidly as I pounded her with my cock. She hadn’t been asking for an orgasm of her own, but she was getting one, that was for sure.

Eventually, I pushed my cream inside her, then pulled out and watched as she unwrapped a tampon and pushed it inside, smiling as her eyes never left mine. “That’ll keep it in there until I get him.” She laughed. Regardless of how I felt about her kink, I too found myself laughing but more from the incredulity of what she was doing.

As she returned to the bedroom, the buzzer on my door went. It was eleven in the morning, so I wondered who that might be. Pressing the intercom button, I heard the voice of my best mate Tristan asking to come in. I pressed the door button, knowing he’d meet Layana but that wasn’t an altogether bad thing for my reputation.

Tightening my robe, I unlatched my door and returned to the kitchen to down the rest of my coffee, annoyed to find the cup empty. So, I slid the cup under the machine nozzle and pressed the button, just as the sliding door to my bedroom opened to reveal Layana, looking like she was ready for the day.

“Still not changing your mind?” She asked, taking the cup from the machine and sipping from it.

“Nope.” I replied, taking the cup from her hands. Our eyes were locked on each other, a challenging smirk on her face which should’ve pissed me off but just made me want her more.

The door opened with a creak and Tristan walked in. “Bad time?” He asked.

“No, I’m just leaving.” Layana smiled, not taking her eyes off me. But then she closed them and tilted her head, kissing me with a softness that made me realise that wouldn’t be the last time. “I left you a present.” She grinned and then turned to leave. As she walked by Tristan, she gave him a twiddle of the fingers as a wave and then left.

Of course, Tristan being the perv he is, his eyes followed her long legs and tight buttocks, before looking back up at me. “Who the fuck was that?” He gasped as the door shut.

“Layana.” I said, sipping on my coffee. I would offer one to him, but I knew he didn’t drink the stuff. Yeah, he avoided caffeine like the plague but was more than happy to do three grams of coke, and five pills of ecstasy; but sure, coffee was the problem.

“Do I know her?” He asked. For a moment I wondered if that was a consideration to his mental capacity or rather a general question. I put it down to the latter.

“She was at my birthday party. Silvia’s cousin.”

“Crazy kiddie Silvia?” He asked, I nodded the same. “Is she as fucked up as she is?”

“More so.”

“Change your fuckin’ locks man.” He said, dropping on to the sofa. “Fucking hot though. Crazy ones always are.”

He wasn’t wrong, the hottest chicks I’d ever been with were certifiable, but I also knew there were hot chicks who weren’t crazy, the opposite, they were boring as shit. Thankfully, you’d find those in discos, in dive bars, or on Instagram, and not in techno clubs. Still, this conversation did nothing to forward Tristan to the point of why he was here with me.

“Why are you here man?” I asked, wondering if I’d ever seen Tristan awake before eleven in the morning on a Saturday.

“Ah, yeah, broke up with Becca.” He noted, grabbing the controller to my Xbox. Ah, I thought, speaking of certifiable hotties…

“Why this time?” It was the fifth time in less than three months, and something told me it wouldn’t be the last, not when a girl is so insane that it’s actually fun. I mean, this girl, fuck man, she just did not care, if she was horny, she’d whip out his cock on the dancefloor and just take it. Pink hair…go figure.

“She wants to go to some rave in Croatia, same time as your festie. Told her to go by herself as I wasn’t gonna miss Soundwave. She told me to marry you instead, to which I said I’d never said I’d marry her.”

“Ouch.” I laughed.

“Yeah, didn’t go down well.”

I sat on the sofa and picked up the other controller, as Tristan opened NHL 2025. He’d hammer me again, this was a guy who worked an office job, came home and had the chance to spend time with this girl, but instead spent a few hours gaming. No wonder Becca was pissed with him, but it still didn’t change my opinion of her. The girl was a nutty as a fruitcake.

“What’s her deal then?” Tristan asked.

“Who?” I asked, knowing full well he meant Layana but trying to deflect.

“Silvia’s cuz.” He said. “You seemed a little standoffish. Didn’t look like you were dating.”

“We’re not.” I sighed, then shook my head. “I don’t know man. She’s really fucked up, like massively into fetishes.”

“Doesn’t have to be a bad thing.” Tristan noted, and he was right, I liked a girl in latex, just like the next guy, but sometimes things went outside our comfort zones.

“She’s married.”

“Oh.”

“She’s fucking rich.”

“Oh!” Different oh.

“Her husband encourages her to sleep around.”

“Ah-ha…” He said, followed by what I knew was coming, “So you get to fuck it and then she goes home to hubby. Sounds like a win-win to me.”

“First of all, it? Grow up. Second, she goes home to hubby with my cum in her pussy so that he can lick it out.”

“Ew.” He said quickly.

“Anyway, that isn’t the problem.” I sighed. Did I really want to get into this with Tristan? Let me tell you something about Tristan. At school, he was head of the football team, and I was head of chess club. We didn’t get on, and Tristan was a complete cunt to me. Then I started DJing, and he realised we liked the same music. Then I started getting gigs and all of sudden, he couldn’t leave me side. He became like a manager that I never asked for, helping me with contracts and shit like that. He encouraged me to go to the gym and became my personal trainer, hence the reason why I had the tone I had. But at the end of the day, he became a friend even though at school I was the enemy. I don’t know, maybe I was reading too much into it, but I never really accepted him as my friend.

“What is?” He asked.

Rather than tell him, I paused the game and opened my phone, going to her Fetlife profile. He spent a few minutes reading all her posts, then looking at the photos of what she did to her husband, before closing the phone and handing it back to me. Without another word, he unpaused the game.

“Got it?” I asked.

“Yep.” Was his response. We played in silence for a long time before he said, “but like, you can’t say she’s boring.”

The statement was so out of the blue that I became distracted in the game. Was that some sort of conciliatory statement about her, or was he suggesting that what she was asking for was something interesting? Or perhaps he thought I was considering it?

“I’m not going to do it.” I told him.

“Of course not.” He said, again pausing for a long moment before continuing. “But something tells me she gets what she wants.”

“Not this time.”

We gamed for another hour talking about anything other than my sex life, well, that was not strictly true as I told him where I was last night and who I did in the toilets, but apart from that, we moved on to sports and parties. Then around twelve, he received a text from Becca asking where he was and if he was up for lunch.

“World’s shortest break-up.” I told him.

“Probably not. Probably shorter ones out there.”

“Probably.” I conceded, “but to girls who are as batshit crazy?”

“Yeah, no.”

Finally, I was alone. The door to my apartment was closed and I felt like I could breathe again. A quick walk to the bathroom and I could smell the lingering scent of Layana’s perfume, a reminder of what was a very beautiful morning with a very beautiful woman. I knew this wouldn’t be the last I’d see of her, obsession was like that, and given how she looked at me this morning, I knew she was obsessed, I just couldn’t grasp why.

The unmade bed served as a reminder of the wild night we’d spent together, nights which would likely be wilder if I chose to go to her, to be hers. That was the thing though, right? What did ownership mean? What did it mean to be her slave? I’d seen femdom porn before, seen tough women whipping men, even been to a fetish techno party in Berlin where shit like that went down, and yeah, looks great, but I couldn’t picture myself being the one being whipped.

I sighed, pulling back the duvet so that I could make the bed, and when I did, I saw a tiny piece of shiny black fabric laying on the white sheets. Picking it up, I realised this was the present she had left for me, her used panties. Of course, being alone, I sniffed at them, picking up her scent immediately, smiling, but then as I held the full-cut Agent Provocateur lace-trimmed knickers, I realised there was another reason why she left them there, and my smile disappeared.


Four

The knickers sat on the coffee table in front of the sofa, burning a hole in it whilst I tried to fight the conflicting feeling coursing through my body. On the one hand, my heart was telling me not to give in to Layana, that this was something she wanted me to do, but on the other, my brain was telling me it was just a piece of fabric, that if I tried it on once, in private, nobody would ever know. But that was the test, I was sure, she felt that once I tried on the knickers, I’d want to wear them forever. Maybe I could call her bluff. Maybe I could show her I didn’t need them.

I slipped open the robe and dropped my boxers, snapping up the thin black fabric and pulling them on as fast as I could. Hmmm. I thought. Okay, it wasn’t the most uncomfortable experience in the world. The smooth silk was actually really nice on my dick, and strangely, as much as I expected it to crush my cock and balls, the elasticated fabric expanded and wrapped around them like a soft glove.

Standing, I walked to my bedroom mirror, long enough to get a decent look at myself. I saw it. At least, I think I saw what she saw in me. In the knickers, my small backside looked tight, effeminate. With my smooth skin and slim body, I could pass for a femboy, for sure.

Fuck. In one foul swoop, I’d given her ammunition. She’d ask if I’d tried them on, and I’d lie, but she’d know that I was lying. She’d ask how I felt in them, and I’d lie again, but she’d know that I loved the feeling, she’d know that I wanted to keep them on. I could avoid her, but I knew she’d just show up at my door again. In fact, I had one way out of this, and that was full-frontal aggression.

I pulled off the knickers and stomped to the kitchen where I pulled out an old paper bag from a recent clothes shopping trip. I dumped the knickers in there and placed them in a cupboard. The moment she showed up next, I’d thrust them in her hand and tell her to save her presents. Something told me she’d be back sooner than later.

Still, she didn’t show up that night, even though I spent the whole evening in. Of course, the knickers came out of the bag, and I put them on again. I not only masturbated in them, but I also slept in them. Yes, her obsession was rubbing off on me, but that didn’t have to mean I’d end up a bisexual sissy sex slave to her.

Sundays were kind of special usually, because I would meet up with friends from the group to grab lunch at our favourite restaurant, Ego. The place did fantastic wings, but also a mix of other comfort food that we could pick at whilst we chatted. Everyone from the Techviper team were invited. For me, it was a great opportunity to hear opinions of other parties I didn’t attend, to gather ideas, or to just hear about what went on, and the quality of the DJs. For them, it was a wind down to the weekend before a working week. The great thing about Ego was that my DJs regularly played downtempo sets there, so along with good food and drink, we also had good music too.

Of course, Silvia was a regular there. So, as I was preparing to head out, I looked at the paper bag with the knickers on the counter and wondered if I should take them and give them to Silvia. But honestly, Silvia was a nice girl and really, I didn’t need to involve her in all this. I left the knickers where they were and left.

I suppose I shouldn’t have been surprised when Layana showed up with Silvia, but what did surprise me was the fact that Layana’s husband joined her. Dylan was all smiles to the group. He seemed smart, tidy, wearing a shiny black shirt and tight black jeans, he could’ve been anyone, but I knew what was underneath those jeans. When he was finally introduced to me, he smiled as if meeting his best friend, telling me how much he’d heard about me, how nice I was.  Yeah, how’d you like those cream pies, brother?

“Nice to meet you too, Dylan.” I told him, giving Layana the side-eye.

It was an interesting play, get us all together, tell me what a wonderful happy family we all could be; but it wasn’t going to work. I wasn’t going to let her manipulate me. Enough games, I was done with it. I had an ace up my sleeve, and that was in the form of a hot-to-trot little blonde name Margo.

Yeah, Margo was part of the collective, and she never missed one of these. She also never missed a cue, and in this case, my cue was the sexual tension I displayed towards Layana. Before Layana arrived, I had strategically placed myself next to the blonde, sat there in a tight red dress, one shoulder exposed. My hand landed on her thigh, and I gave it a little squeeze, reminding her that I was good for it if she was. Her smirk told me she was.

When Layana arrived, made all the introductions, then shook my hand and kissed my cheek, giving me that cheeky know-it-all smirk, Margo caught on immediately, going into defence mode. She bolted upright and placed a hand around my waist, jumping in with, “Hi, I’m Margo.” Layana’s emerald eyes darkened slightly, a reflection of the sudden shift in mood.

For the next thirty minutes, over lunch, Margo’s hand never left me, a constant possessive reminder of the fact that I was with her, not anyone else. The thing is, Margo knew what was what. She wasn’t a girl to get tied down to one guy, especially not a next to broke club promoter. But she played the game, knew what I needed her to do, without being told. It was only when Layana left to the bathroom that Margo finally asked me what the deal was.

Obviously, I couldn’t get into the dirty details, I really didn’t need her losing respect for me or seeing me the way Layana did, so I bent the truth, said that Layana was cheating on her hubby and wanted me for that, said I wasn’t willing to be the other guy. Margo got it in one. Layana was the bitch; I was the hero. Yeah, some fuckin’ hero.

After lunch, the restaurant turned into more of a buffet, with people going back and forth, mingling, dancing, drinking. Unfortunately, like all good things, Margo had to leave, she had some sort of exam at university the following day and needed to study. Of course, she asked me if I’d survive without her, I told her I would, but I wasn’t so sure.

The moment I was alone, I expected Layana to make a beeline for me, but I hadn’t expected hubby to pull up to my side and ask how I was taking everything. I had to wonder how well she’d briefed him, how far he was willing to go for her. The way she liked to manipulate me, I shouldn’t have been surprised that he was her lap dog for anything.

“I’m not sure what you mean.” I replied, playing dumb, hoping he would be thrown off the scent of my shame.

“The first time is hard, giving in.” He said. “She’s tough, I know. Plays people to get what she wants, but she’s clever, very clever.”

“What do you get out of this?” I asked him. “She treats you like shit. Fucks other men, makes you dress up all girlie, and for what? What do you get out of it?”

Not once did he look at me, he was staring at his sexy wife dancing next to her cousin, a slinky silver silk dress gliding around her body like water from a waterfall. “I didn’t want this, when I met her in college, but it was this or nothing. I chose nothing, but I couldn’t get her out of my head. Then I gave in for one night, just one I said. She dressed me up in lingerie, put make-up on me, then fucked my brains out. It was the best sex I ever had, not because it was good with her, but the words, the feelings, the movements, the promises, everything was a heightened experience.

“The first time she cuckolded me, I was heartbroken, I was scared, jealous, and yet she did it right there in front of me, talking to me, touching me, keeping me involved. Then after, she made me clean her. I felt sick on the one hand, but at the same time, I felt like I couldn’t get closer to her. The more she did it, the more I wanted her to do it, until I was begging her.”

I nodded, that sounded like her, manipulation and control. “What about the bisexual stuff?”

“She pegged me, a lot, and every time she did, she told me how much better it was with the real thing. Have you ever been pegged, Max?” He asked, turning to look at me for the first time. I shook my head in the negative, though I’d thought about it. “As a man, it is a remarkable amount of pleasure, pleasure that goes on and on…” He drifted off into a sigh. “She was right. When one of her lovers fucked me, it was better than a dildo. It was like being pegged whilst on crack. No, I don’t find men attractive, but she was right, the sex is amazing, and to do it with her, it’s like being in a funhouse.”

“A funhouse can drive you crazy.” I reminded him.

Layana’s eyes made contact with mine as she danced, a sweet grin on her face becoming a seductive smile. If she was a fishman, then I was the fish, then her body was the hook, and her husband was the bait. Well, I wasn’t biting, not yet. I still had some swim in these gills.

“It can.” Dylan said, “but not this one. You don’t know what she’s like at home. She’s not like this, she’s so much more.”

“Why me?” I asked finally, my eyes not leaving hers.

“You are who she has been looking for. She doesn’t find men attractive, but she likes soft boys, men who can easily be transformed. She wants femboys with big dicks, femboys who will fuck her over and over, forever.”

“What about you? You’re not worried about being relegated.”

He laughed, obviously privy to more information than I was. “I fuck her every day, multiple times, and I am not enough for her. She has never lied to me, she always said there would be others, and one day, there would be a permanent live-in, who would fuck her, me, be fucked by me, we’d all fuck together. She promised it would happen, and she promises me that eventually, you will be that person.”

My eyes broke away from hers, a trance broken by coming down to reality in a sudden crash. I turned to him and smiled. “You see, she’s wrong. She has lied to you. I’ve said no, and I mean it. She’s playing games with lives but I’m not playing. I’m done with this bullshit.” I snapped, moving towards the bar to refill my beer, but his hand reached out, grabbing my bicep.

“I said no too. I called her on her bullshit once.” He said, looking right into my eyes, and I knew he was telling the truth. “I didn’t make a difference.”

“I’m not you.”

Alone at the bar, I felt a moral victory, being able to walk away from him. The feeling was short-lived, and soon she was by my side. Layana didn’t say a word, but I noticed her wine glass was empty, so I nodded to Petra the bartender who prepared another.

“I know you tried them on.” Layana finally said, softly. “And I know you enjoyed it.”

“You know everything then, don’t ya?” I snapped.

“Don’t be like that.” She said calmly. “Why are you acting like someone is forcing you to do something you don’t want to do?”

“Because you are.” I told her, turning to look at her, seeing that she looked hurt.

“Nobody forced you to put on the panties, Max. Nobody forced you to fuck me.” She shook her head. “I like you Max, that’s why I’m doing this, not because I think it is fun to manipulate you are force you to do something you don’t want to do. I’m looking for someone to spend their lives with us, not to play with and throw away. What is it you want from life, Max? To party until you’re dead?”

That was probably what I wanted a year ago, but not anymore. But I surely didn’t want what she was offering me. “No. I want to meet someone good, not a party chick. I want to fall in love, have kids, and maybe turn this small business of mine into something profitable. Yeah, I love the scene, I love the community, but I can’t live in a dingy one-bedroom apartment anymore, and I don’t want to wake up alone.”

“You think I want anything different?”

“You have Dylan.”

“I’m polyamorous. I want the same thing you want, but with more people. I’m not physically attracted to men, but I don’t like sex with women, so I want something in between. I’m dominant, I like being in control, but I also want love, and I want to love. If you were with me, if this worked, then yes, love, kids, the life you want.”

“On your terms.” I noted.

“Yes.” She said firmly. “But aside from the clothing, and aside from the fact that I’d want you to expand your horizons, what’s the difference?”

There was so much right about what she was saying, but it was what was wrong that stuck with me. I couldn’t get my head around how I would explain all this to people, what they would think of me, and that was before even thinking about the fact that I was heterosexual.

I sipped on my beer but didn’t say another word. I knew that if I wanted to, I could probably call it quits right there and then. Say the right words to her and she would walk away, and we’d be done, but I just couldn’t bear to cut her out of my life like that. I wanted her in it.

Rather than push me for an answer, I felt her fingers intertwine with mine and heard her sigh. For a moment, a finger grazed across mine. “I need some air.” She said.

“Me too. Let’s go for a walk.”

As we made for the door, she whispered something into Dylan’s ear and he nodded, though he didn’t look entirely happy. We walked hand in hand through a nearby park, neither of us daring to talk. For the first time, Layana seemed vulnerable, but was that all just show for me, trying a new trick in the games she played.

Eventually, she spoke. “I’ll stop bothering you, if you want?” She said it with a sadness that seemed genuine.

“You know it’s not what I want.” I replied. “But I’m not sure I can be the person you want me to be.”

“Oh Max, you already are, you just don’t see it in yourself.” She sighed, shaking her head. Then turning to me, she grabbed both my hands. “What do you want? I’m not going to force you to be someone you don’t want to be. Do you want me to walk away? Do you want to be my friend? Or shall we continue to play cat and mouse until I win?”

I burst out laughing at the rather noisy confidence in which she declared herself the winner in advance. “Until you win?”

She smirked and rolled her eyes. “You winning, is the same as me walking away. Nobody wins. We both end up with nothing. If I win, you win, you just don’t see it that way. You end up fucking me every day forever. You end up living in a luxurious apartment, travelling the world in a private jet, not having to work, or rather not having to sell your soul to make a euro here or there. You can throw the parties you want, not worry if they are profitable or not. Yeah, that.”

“I don’t care about money.” I told her.

“Bullshit. You don’t want to care about money, but you have to. Don’t live the lie. Anyone who says they don’t care about money, doesn’t have any and want to justify why they’re poor. It sucks to not have money, I know, I grew up poor. We live in a shitty world where money talks, that’s it.”

I wanted to argue how wrong she was, but I knew she was right. Everyone knew she was right. The world revolved around money, that was how society was built.

“Tell me what you want me to do.” She said.

I stared into those goes pools of green that were her eyes, and then I decided, in for a penny. “I want to play the game.”

She didn’t smile. She didn’t look victorious, but she did look relieved. Pouncing on me, she pulled me to her, and we kissed with an urgency that almost hurt. As we broke apart, I saw the twinkle of water in her eyes, tears forming.

“Thank you.”


Five

The lunch turned into dinner, as it often did, and although Layana and Dylan stayed the duration, she didn’t come home with me, nor did she invite me back to her place. Like it or not though, the die had been cast, and I was now waiting for my number to come up. By telling her that I wanted to play the game, I had to assume that at some point things would go so far that I would either need to accept them or call time on them. The question was, how far was I willing to let things go, and what were my expectations for this relationship?

If anything, as I lay in bed that night, I reasoned I was probably the bad guy now. She told me what her expectations were, the game was now not if they would happen, but rather if I could convince her to play on my terms. One way or another though, I knew it would end, I just wanted to squeeze what I could out of it.

I shouldn’t have been surprised when the buzzer went at eleven, and rather than check who it was, I simply press the button, then unlatched the door.

“Drink?” I asked as Layana walked through the door.

“Uff, too much wine today.” She said. “Just a sparkling water if you have it.”

As I poured out the water, I watched her put her handbag down, and with it a medium-sized pink and black striped shopping bag next to it. I knew what it was, and I knew what was in it. I assumed she wanted to see me wearing whatever was inside it, but I assumed wrong. She wanted to fuck.

“I can’t stay long.” She told me, glad to find me naked under the robe. She too was naked under the raincoat she had on.

We fell back onto the bed and instantly, she did something unexpected. Her mouth wrapped around my already hard dick, softness and moisture wrapped together as she sucked on my shaft, taking it deep without hesitation. Her eyes never left mine, determined to make me watch what she was doing and how, like some sort of training session.

“You’re big.” She gasped, climbing up and onto me, taking me inside her.

“Thanks, I guess.”

“No, it’s good. I like it. You’re bigger than Dylan, and he’s big too.” She said, riding me.

“I heard you have other lovers.”

She shrugged. “They’re men.” She said, like it was a dirty word. “If I could put a paper bag over their heads, it would help.”

“Just using them for their dicks?”

“Yeah, but I don’t want to anymore. I just want two sissies in my life. Sissies with big dicks who will use me whenever they like.”

“Whenever they like? Kind of defeats what a sissy is for, right?” I laughed.

She smirked at me. “Been reading up, I see.”

“I know a thing or too. Sissies are usually caged submissive wimps.”

“Not for me. They’re effeminate sex gods who have the features of a beautiful femboy, the body of a woman, and the dick of a god. Like you.”

“I don’t look like a woman.” I pointed out.

“No, I don’t want a woman. You should have the features of a femboy. Soft, effeminate, but still a hint of masculinity.” She had very detailed requirements, no wonder when she found someone who fit the bill, she went all out for them. I had to hand it to her, she knew what she wanted.

I felt the muscles in her pussy grind and pull on my dick, working me towards climax. That was unusual as she usually wanted her own first. Not wanting to be out done, I began my own movements, pressing myself up and against her clit, working her. She gasped and grinned naughtily before laughing and then increasing the intensity of her ministrations. I realised that as long as she was on top, she had the upper hand, so tried to topple her, but not only were her hands holding me down, but her leg muscles were insanely strong.

Eventually, it all became too much for me. I came hard inside her, crying out loudly as she giggled and continued to squeeze more and more cum from me, until finally, she sighed and rubbed her hands over my chest.

“That was nice.” She giggled.

“Uh-huh.” I nodded, still panting. “But you didn’t get to cum.”

“Mmm, but maybe you can still make me.”

“I need a moment.” I told her, not able to go so fast.

Again, she laughed. “No silly.” She said, raising from my dick and sliding up over my head. Suddenly it dawned on me what she wanted.

“Uh-uh.” I said. “Nope.”

“Oh, come on.” She laughed again. “It’s your cum. Are you honestly telling me you’ve never tried it?”

I had, of course, all men had. It tasted of nothing, but that didn’t mean I wanted to eat it from her pussy, no matter how sexy that tight slit was. And yet, as she lowered it down to my face, I realised there was little point in fighting this battle. She was right, it was my own cum. One-nil to her. I licked and sucked and swallowed, and as I did, I became erect again; erect at the realisation that not only had this woman made me wear panties, well, convinced me, but she’d also convinced me to lick cum from her used pussy.

She came, of course, but there was no hanging about. It took about a minute for her legs to begin shaking, and when she came, a little jet of fluid left her. It wasn’t my cum, somehow, I’d made her squirt.

Without waiting, she sat herself back on my dick and smiled at me, riding me once again. “Was it so bad?” She asked softly, a single eyebrow raised.

“No.” I admitted.

“You need to trust me more.”

This time, she rode herself to another orgasm, before I too came, and this time when she moved over my lips, I didn’t hesitate. It was, unfortunately for her, a vicious circle, because every time I licked her clean, I found my erection returning, and for her, she seemed unable to leave me with an erection.

By two in the morning, as we kissed and fucked, I asked her what happened to her needing an early night, to which she replied, “fuck it.”

She was still fast asleep in my bed when the alarm went off. I needed her out of the bed and gone because Tristan was driving me to my office this morning because he needed to pick up some fliers for the party. I had a feeling if Tristan saw me there, he’d know that I’d backed down.

“Layana.” I whispered softly. “Layana.”

“Mmmm…” she whined, writhing on the bed. Then without opening her eyes, she pushed on my head, forcing me down under the duvet. “Lick, bitch.” She yawned, although I had a feeling she’d forgotten that it was me she was in bed with. Still, not one to look a gift-horse in the mouth, I did as she requested and licked her to a quick orgasm. That, of course, meant I had an erection, which meant we ended up fucking, which in turn meant I licked her clean again. Thankfully, I was in far too much of a hurry to continue the cycle.

Whilst I prepared something to eat and coffees, Layana hopped into the shower. Then once she was done, I jumped in after then dressed. By the time I came out of the bedroom, Layana was wrapped up in her raincoat and ready to leave. I had hoped she’d be gone by the time Tristan arrived, but no such luck, because Layana was already opening the door for him.

The look Tristan gave me spoke volumes, but of course, he smiled at Layana and said how great it was to see her again. She smiled at him but didn’t offer the same recourse. Instead, she kissed me and grabbed her bag, leaving the Victoria’s Secret bag where she left it hours before.

“Bye Tristan.” She sang, waving, before running out.

Tristan’s eyes followed her out the door and down the stairs, before he spun around on his heal and looked right at me. “Please tell me she was naked under that raincoat.”

“She was.” I admitted.

“Jesus. Fuck, she’s gorgeous, isn’t she? Like, serious, triple-A hottie.”

“Yeah.” I agreed, because she was, but that was as far as I wanted to take things, and I didn’t want him to comment on the bag of lingerie on the coffee table. “Let’s go.” I said, ushering him out.

Although I had a tonne to be getting on with during the day, Layana dominated my thoughts. She had made light work of making me a cum eater, and quite honestly, I could have demanded that she take the lingerie with her too, but I didn’t. In fact, I wanted to see what she’d bought me, if anything, I was a little excited about it.

Then at around noon, I received a message from an unknown number. “I loved spending the night with you. I hope we can do it again soon, but I have plans tonight. Maybe if the plans change, I might stop by for a quickie…well…last night was meant to be a quickie! Love, L.”

I don’t know why, but as I read that message over and over, I felt a warmth travel through my body. This woman had a hold on me like nothing I’d experienced in my life, and yet I knew that I couldn’t have her, that she belonged to someone else. Maybe that was the problem. Maybe I just couldn’t handle knowing that I’d never be number one.

After saving her number, I wrote back, telling her that she was of course, welcome anytime, and to just wake me up if it was late.

“I might take you up on that.” She wrote, sending a wink.

It was gone four and as far as I was concerned, there was nothing pressing that needed my attention. I said goodbye to the few employees I had and headed home. It was bizarre, but the whole day was slow for me, I constantly needed to check the time to see if it was a reasonable time for me to quit. The draw of what was waiting for me was too much. Would this be another victory for her?

The moment the door was shut, I opened the bag, pulling at the laces on top. I don’t know what I was expecting, but I certainly wasn’t expecting a full bag, but that’s what it was. Ten pairs of lacy, satin panties, black, red, pink and purple, Brazilian hip-huggers was what was on the label. Two short satin nighties, one black one with intricate lace on the cups of the bra portion, the other pink, with thick white lace trim. Suspender-belts, stockings, pullover bralettes. It was all too much, and yet, I was alone, the panties felt good, why not try them?

It was midnight when the buzzer went. All the lingerie was in my underwear drawer, and all felt as good as it did the first time, I tried her panties, but just because it was in the drawer, didn’t mean that I would definitely wear it.

Of course, I let her up immediately, unlatching the door, and walking back to the bedroom, knowing she’d be right in. Moments later, I found Tristan stood by the bed.

“What the fuck dude?” He asked.

“I thought you were Layana.” I whined. “What the fuck are you doing here at this hour?”

“Becca…”

“Ah fuck man! Layana might come!”

“Dude! Bros before…”

“Don’t you fucking say it.” I snapped. “Sofa!”

“Thanks man.”

“Fucking bullshit with this bitch.” I called out to him. “And it’s your fucking flat!” I reminded him that she’d kicked him out of his own place. Here I was worried I was about to become a pussy-whipped sissy, but this bitch was kicking him out of his own place! And they weren’t even married!

For the next hour, I tossed and turned trying to get my adrenaline to subside. Tristan turning up had ruined everything to the point that I had to hope that she didn’t show up, because the last thing I wanted to do was turn her away.

Realising it was risky, I grabbed my phone and texted her, telling her that Tristan had showed up needing a place to crash. She sent back a sad smiley face, saying that she was just getting in the car. But then moments later, she texted me back again. “You could come here…”

I could. Did I dare? Essentially what she was saying was to spend the night with her, and with Dylan, but that was asking a lot of me. I wasn’t ready for that, and I told her so. She replied almost immediately.

“No idiot. I have more than one bedroom!”

“Oh.”

“Mmm…but maybe I’ll give you a spanking if you come. I think you’re a bit naughty.”

“Are you drunk?” I wrote back, laughing.

“Tipsy.” She wrote.

“Okay, on my way.”

“I’ll alert the front desk.” She wrote back, and I jumped to action, just as the phone pinged. “Wear something nice, or don’t come.”

I gulped and stared at the text.


Six

The man recognised me immediately and shifted his weight with a groan. She’d clearly informed him that I was arriving, so walked me to the elevator, letting me in. I wanted to let Tristan know I was going but he was fast asleep. Anyway, he knew where everything was, he’d slept there before, so as far as I was concerned, he could manage without me.

I didn’t know what she was expecting from me when she said wear something nice, so I hoped the black stockings, black suspender belt, and black knickers would be enough. I felt the bralette was maybe too much.

The moment I stepped out of the elevator, I found her waiting for me, dressed in black lingerie, in high heels. She smiled at me, strolling towards me, exuding eroticism. I decided to meet her halfway, but as I did, I looked into the living room and saw Dylan kneeling there, head down, face made up, dressed in a puffy, extravagant dress.

“Ignore him.” She whispered to me, kissing me on the lips, whilst undoing my belt.

In just a few moments, she’d see me in my…my…lingerie, and nervous as it made me, knowing the Dylan would see me made it worse, which was kind of oxymoronic given how he was dressed. Still, I couldn’t stop what was happening, I’d come too far, and sure enough, there Layana was, gasping in delight at how I’d dressed for her.

“Oh Max!” She gushed. “Oh Max, you’re so sexy!”

She rushed to pull my t-shirt off, only to look a little disappointed to see me without a bra. Still, she grabbed my hand and pulled me to the sofa where we immediately began making out, regardless of Dylan’s presence. When she dropped to her knees and began sucking me, I could see his eyes move, watching what she was doing. Part of me had a feeling she’d tell him to join in, but that would’ve been too much for me, especially without any alcohol in me at all.

Eventually though, she climbed up and rode my cock, and just like the first time, she did so in a way to gain maximum pleasure from the experience, riding herself to not one but two orgasms. However, this time, instead of continuing on me, she got on all fours on the soft sofa and told me to fuck her. As I did that, she tutted at her husband and he shuffled over, holding his hands.

“I told you he was bigger than you.” She said, softly. “Does that make you jealous?”

“A little Mistress.” He replied.

“Jealous that he’s got a big cock, or jealous because he’s fucking me and not you?”

“Both, Mistress.” He smiled.

I had to admit, with his face made up like that, he looked very feminine, pretty. I could understand what she was going for, to not remove his original features, but to highlight the pretty ones. I’m not sure why, but when he smiled, I felt like smiling too, and that, in turn, made me a little harder.

“One day, if you ask him nicely, maybe he’ll fuck you.” She told him. “Maybe he’ll fill your pretty little bumhole with his lovely spunk, would you like that?”

“Oh yes, Mistress!” He practically sang, and my cock swelled again.

“He likes that too.” She told him. “He got bigger in me.”

“Jesus…” I whispered. The bitch was a human lie-detector.

She giggled. “You can’t hide from me, sissy.”

That was the first time she’d called me that, but it was what was needed to throw me over the edge. With a long, guttural moan, I came, filling her deep with what felt like the largest deposit of cum I’d ever made.

As I feel back, panting, I watched as she rearranged herself so that he could climb between her legs and lick. She placed fingers into her used cunt, pulling out part of the load and rubbed it on his cheek before letting him suck the fingers. But at no point did he look ashamed or disgusted by what he was going, in fact, he was staring into her eyes and smiling, grinning, making noises of appreciation, and she looked back at him with sheer love, such love that made me jealous, made me wish that I was the one showing her such affection.

“Time for bed now, slave.” She said, and he nodded, standing. Turning to me, she pointed at a door up some stairs. “That’s your room. Wait for me there, I’ll just be a few minutes.”

Nodding, I walked up the winding staircase and entered a huge modern bedroom, bigger than my whole apartment. Waiting for me on the bed was a towel, toothbrush and toothpaste, and a sheer, lacy black chiffon babydoll nightie. I cleaned my teeth for the second time that night, then looked at the nightie. “Fuck it.” I said to myself, pulling it over my head.

I ended up waiting nearly twenty minutes for her to arrive, when she did, I found she’d changed into a short pink and black nightie herself, a silk one which didn’t cover her pussy or arse. She climbed into bed with a giggle, glad to see I was wearing the nightie, then gave me a long kiss.

“I have a request for you, but I appreciate it maybe too soon.” She said softly. “I want you to lick my pussy.” She said.

Shrugging, I didn’t see the problem, so I moved down her body before finally, I understood what she was asking of me. There was a reason why she was gone so long, Dylan had fucked her, and now I was to play the cuckold sissy. Yes, I’d eaten my cum and it had meant very little, but this meant a whole lot.

“Please.” She begged.

I sighed, almost panted as my heart raced. She was asking so much of me, so soon, but as I began to lower myself further, I felt her hand on my head, not pushing me, but stroking my hair graciously. Just a half hour ago I was jealous of the way those two looked at each other, but now as I looked up at her, looked at the way she was so glad of where I was going and what I was about to do, I actually felt relief.

The first taste of another man’s cum made me realise that everyone tasted differently. In this case, I got an acrid, salty taste from Dylan’s, but strangely, that didn’t stop me from digging deeper with my tongue. In fact, that I was doing so depraved by my standards, seemed to get me so damned erect that it physically hurt from me to lie on it.

“Thank you.” Layana kept whispering to me, “thank you sissy.” She said.

“My pleasure,” I gulped, “Mistress.”

“Oh!” She cried out, stroking my cum covered face.

We fucked for the next hour, with me eating my cum the first time, and then her going to see her husband the second. Again, she disappeared, and I knew what was going on. Rather than stay there, I decided to be a bit cheeky and go have a look, after all, it was only fair given that he had watched me.

When I got downstairs, I found that she’d left the door wide open. I crept towards the open doorway, and stood peaking in, watching. He was holding her in the air by her hips whilst he knelt and fucked. She was moaning and gasping, just as she did with me, but the difference was that I was watching what looked like a sexy chick with a long dick fucking Layana. In this darkness, in that pink nightie he had on, he did look like a woman, but focusing on his face made me recognise that it was, in fact, Dylan that I was looking at, albeit an extremely attractive version of him.

“Come in Max.” A soft voice said, and I found myself looking right into Layana’s eyes. “Come, watch.”

I walked in slowly, sitting on the side of the bed whilst he looked at me, a smile on his face as he pounded her. Layana took my hand, holding it, before then pushing it and placing it on Dylan’s smooth leg, before letting go, leaving me to stroke his leg.

“Squeeze his ass, he likes that.” She told me, and I don’t know why, but I did it. I reached up and grabbed his smooth hard arse with my right hand. He moaned and instead of turning me off, it made me want to do it more. I wanted to do to with both hands, but from my position it forced me closer to him. Suddenly, I was so close that I felt lips on my forehead; soft, lipstick covered lips. I looked up and just like that, the lips were on mine and a tongue was in my mouth, and I let it happen. “So beautiful.” Layana sighed as I continued to make out with her husband.

He moaned into my mouth, and I knew he was close, but every moan just turned me on more, on top of that, now Layana’s mouth was on my cock. I massaged his buttocks, slipping a finger against his star, pushing inside him just a bit as we continue to kiss.

“I’m gonna cum.” He breathed as we kiss.

“Cum.” I said, encouraging him.

“Yes!”

He buttocks clenched as he unloaded and I just held him, kissing on as he cried out into my mouth. It was the most bizarre experience which shouldn’t have turned me on, but it did, I felt responsible for this man’s pleasure, and it made me proud. I actually smiled as I looked at him. Dylan pulled out and I knew what I needed to do, and this time, without hesitation, I dropped down and licked and sucked at Layana’s used pussy.

A hand stroked my head, and I knew that this time, it was Dylan. I looked up and saw his softening erection bounce in front of me, but that was one step further than I could allow myself to go. I shook my head, but inside I hoped he would forgive me. He smiled and nodded, he understood.

I continued to suck and lick his cum, and as I did, Layana came. The eroticism of what was happening was too much for me, and I found myself climaxing into her mouth. Instantly, Dylan ran to her, kissing her with my cock still in her mouth. Suddenly, a new sensation, a fatter tongue licked and sucking me clean.

“Sleep here?” Layana asked me.

“Yeah, I’m too tired to take stairs anyway.”

I fell asleep in their huge bed, holding Layana from the front as her husband held her from behind. It should have been a strange and uncomfortable experience for me, but it turned into one of the most exciting experiences of my life. She was breaking me, that was sure, but I knew it was just a matter of time until I broke completely, if I allowed that to happen.

The next morning, I awoke to the sound of someone showering. Layana was still in my arms but as I blinked awake, I realised that she was no longer asleep but lying there watching me. Her stare was a little unnerving, no smile, just a blank stare, analytical.

“Are you okay?” She whispered.

Good question. I’d had pleasant dreams, nothing to make me feel bad upon waking, but it was slowly dawning on me that I was in lingerie, in a nightie, and I had just had my first homosexual experience, albeit not entirely. Yet how did I really feel? There was no judgement here, nobody to laugh or wonder if I was normal. Just a highly sexual attractive woman who cared that I was okay, and a femboy-male who was showering.

“I’m okay.” I said, realising I really was. Nothing that happened last night made me feel sick or embarrassed in front of them, but I knew I would never tell my friends what went down.

She kissed me. It was sweet, soft, caring. “What are your plans?”

“I have to go to work.” I told her. “Actually, today I need to drive to the site of the festival to check out the grounds and start making plans.”

“Need company?” She asked.

“You don’t have work?” I smiled and she actually laughed.

“I don’t work. My money works for me.”

“Lucky for some. Sure, please come with me. I need to stop off at home, get changed. What about Dylan?”

“He still works, but I wish he wouldn’t.”

We had a morning fuck whilst Dylan dressed. He watched us, and then once I came, he knelt down in his suit, licked his wife clean, before moving to my dick and sucking it for a bit. In the cold light of day, it made me a little squeamish to see him do it, but instead of focusing on it too much, I just allowed it to happen.

When I got out of the shower, coffee, juice and breakfast was waiting for me, courtesy of Dylan, who had already left for work, so I couldn’t thank him. Then, thirty minutes later, we were on the way to my apartment in Layana’s Porsche, leaving my car at her place.

It was a little earlier than I was used to because of Dylan, so once we arrived at my place, we found Tristan just about to leave.

“I was wondering where you’d disappeared to.” He noted.

“Yeah, whatever. Sort your shit out, Tristan. This will they, won’t they bullshit with Becca isn’t funny anymore. What was it this time?” I asked him.

“Fucked another bird and she came home.” He frowned, and Layana rolled her eyes, letting me continue the conversation whilst she went to the bedroom.

“You utter tit.” I said. “Fix it and don’t come back here asking for a place to stay.”

“Right, yeah.” Tristan nodded. “Erm, thanks anyway. Good to see you, Layana.”

“Bye Tristan!” She called back, and when she heard the door slam, she added, “You utter bellend.”

I walked into the bedroom to find her preparing lingerie from the drawer for me. Her dark smile told me there was no room for discussion on this, but frankly, given the events of the night before, I didn’t really have anything to add anyway. Instead, I stripped down, then slid on the red stockings, suspender-belt, panties, and the bralette, before pulling on a hoodie with the Techviper logo on it, along with black cargo pants.

Layana giggled. “Black cargo pants and a black hoodie. You techies and your uniforms.”

“Can’t exactly wear a French maid’s uniform, now, can I?” I chuckled. She gave me a sulky face.

The day on a field watching the team mark out places for the stage and so forth couldn’t have been the most interesting day for Layana, but if she was bored, she didn’t show it. The whole time she stood by my side and didn’t once complain, even making suggestions or ordering food and drink for everybody without asking. During the afternoon, she laughed and joked with my head of production, Kimiko Fujiwara, and even proved just how amazing she was by conversing with her in fluent Japanese.

When we drove home, she didn’t even question where to go, only what I fancied for dinner. I told her whatever she wanted, then placed my hand on her lap, holding the top of her stockings as she drove.

Something told me the game was over, that she’d won. Could I become who she wanted? That was now very much an open question but yes was definitely an option whereas once it wasn’t.

An hour after we arrived back at her place, Dylan arrived back, all smiles at the fact that I was still there, not a hint of jealousy. He kissed his wife like they were a normal couple, and asked how our day was. Layana talked about the day and what I did for work as if I was some sort of brain surgeon. So excited was she about the details around stage production that she had learned throughout the day, that even I was excited to listen.

“It really wasn’t that interesting.” I assured him, but she shushed me.

“It really was!” She said.

“Cool. I’m gonna get changed.”

Once he left the room, I pushed her a little and told her to stop making me out to be a superhero. She giggled and said one persons boring job, was another person’s interesting one. I couldn’t help it, I had to kiss her, and then of course, one thing led to another, and she was undressing me, demanding my cock.

As she rode me, Dylan came back in the room, this time wearing an extremely short pink satin frilly dress, white stockings, pink Mary-Jane shoes, and plenty of make-up. Without hesitation, he dived between his wife’s legs and began licking, but not at her, at my balls. I moaned as I felt one enter his mouth, sucking and licking.

Layana lifted herself off my dick to allow Dylan to take it in his mouth and suck me for a bit, before she sat on it again, moaning and groaning as his climax approached. Dylan moved around and approached me, kneeling down before placing his lips on mine and kissing me, and then moving to my bralette covered chest, pulling one down to suck on a nipple.

It was going to one of those nights, and I had a feeling that she would take me further tonight than I’d been the previous night.

She came, screaming at top of her lungs as I felt hot fluid surround my throbbing erection. Pulling on my arms, she wanted me up and fucking her in the missionary position, and I was only too happy to oblige, but once she did that, I felt hands on my buttocks, pulling at the cheeks. Warm breath descended on my hole, followed soon by a tongue.

“Oh fuck!” I gasped, taking in the amazing feeling of Dylan’s tongue licking at my anus. “Oh yeah, that’s good!”

The tongue moved up and down the anus, down to my balls, and back up again. It shouldn’t have felt so good, but this sissy was sending me over the edge. I reached back, pulling his head tighter to my anus and he moaned in delight.

“I’m gonna cum.” I gasped, before screaming in delight as I flooded her pussy.

Knowing that Dylan would want to eat my cum, I let go of his head and pulled out, turning my cock to him and then placing a hand on his head. Without hesitation, he took me in and cleaned me before moving onto his wife.

“Like a duck to water.” Layana giggled as I kissed her.

“It’s not what I thought it would be.” I admitted.

“I know. It’s so much better.”

Moving out of the way, I watched as Dylan mounted his wife next. I knew the right thing to do would be to mimic what he did, return the favour, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it, not by myself. Instead, I watched them fuck on that sofa, kiss, and I would touch them both, feeling them, rubbing them. Occasionally, I would kiss Layana, and as I was there, I would turn and kiss him too, it was just natural.

As I sucked on her nipple, I felt her hands on my head pushing me to my left. I turned and saw his dick had come out of Layana’s pussy and was jutting towards me. With a tight firmness, she pushed at my head, forcing me closer, as he moved out. Even though I was pushing back on her hands, I still opened my mouth and allowed him in.

The feeling of a cock in the mouth was strangely good. I wondered if it was some sort of psychological thing, but sucking on a dick should have made me feel off, but instead, I felt good, calm, relaxed. As I bobbed up and down on his penis, I didn’t even notice that her hands were gone, that I was doing this by myself. I didn’t even notice when she slid out from under us leaving me there on my knees servicing her husband. I only really noticed anything when his hand suddenly held me as his dick swelled and began spurting into my mouth and throat, and even that didn’t really bother me as I’d already tried his spunk.

As I sat back, panting, I realised that this couple had transformed me into a completely different person, one I no longer recognised. I knew where this night was leading and they knew that they couldn’t rush me, but the game was over, now it was about collecting all the pieces.


Seven

My throat hurt the next day at work. It wasn’t like a sore throat that I was used to, more like it had been stretched beyond capacity; and why shouldn’t it have been sore. The previous night had seen Dylan skull-fucking me whilst I knelt there in a pink satin babydoll nightie; one of six times I’d sucked him off. Kissing Dylan, cuddling with him, sucking him, that all became second nature, all in the space of a few hours, and once more, I promised to see them again that night.

And then there was the morning. I drove myself back to my apartment to change clothes, all alone, and without any hesitation, I put on a pink bra, pink panties, pink lingerie. It didn’t even occur to me that I could put on anything else, no, I wanted to wear what I knew excited the woman I was falling in love with.

Of course, Kimiko was the first to notice the new me, the first to see the outline of the bra under my t-shirt. She didn’t make fun of me, just asked me what the deal was. I told her that it was a kink that Layana was into, to which Kimiko simply said, “Cool.”

Cool. My life was changing, shifting, I was becoming the person Layana wanted me to be, and it was cool. But inside, I did have to wonder if I wasn’t just a weak person, selling my soul to be with a pretty woman. Would this lifestyle really lead me to happiness, or would depression seep in, taking me back to the dark place I was in just a few years ago.

You see, five years previously, I was hitting the drugs and booze quite hard. My DJing career never really took off, and without a formal higher education, I was beginning to wonder if I even had a future. The girl I loved at the time had left me for some suit, so I was really balancing on a knife edge. Then, I remember I was just done, people around me were cancelling and I had no-one. Tristan was away back then, so I was literally gone.

I did the one thing I thought would bring me a semblance of happiness; I went to a brothel, hired three women, brought a whole load of cocaine, and then proceeded to massively overdose to the point that I ended up in hospital. It was my wake-up call.

That was when I realised, those who can’t do, teach. I wasn’t going to teach anyone anything, but I did know techno and I knew the scene. So, I couldn’t do, in terms of DJing, but I did know people who could. I started a small club night, which grew to be legendary, and the rest was history.

Nobody knew that story, not even Tristan. I never dared tell anyone what happened to me, I never wanted to.

I picked up the phone and dialled a number. “I need to tell you something. Can you meet me for lunch?”

“Of course.” Layana said softly, sensing this was something important.

An hour later, we were in a small Chinese place, sat along in the booth. Layana seemed nervous, clearly scared that this was something that might impact our relationship, but I knew that if anything, it might make our relationship easier.

I proceeded to tell her everything, about my deliberate overdose, my fall into despair. I told her that my greatest fear was ending up completely alone, that one day, all the techno people would find their way, meet partners and essentially, grow up, leaving me alone, an old man in a young man’s job. She listened quietly, tears in her eyes, then placed a hand on mine.

“Listen to me Max. Listen really closely.” She told me. “I know that by all usual definitions of a loving relationship, this what we’re doing seems wrong, seems like just a phase, a game, but it isn’t for me. I’m going this because I want what you want; to know I’ll always have someone around who loves me. I promise you this, if you enter this relationship, then you will be forever mine.”

“But…” I began, looking away. “You have a husband. You married him. You can’t marry me.”

“That’s right.” She said sadly. “You arrived second, that sucks. The law doesn't allow you to marry me, that sucks. None of which is your, Dylan or my fault. But, whilst you and I cannot marry, there are things we can do from a legal perspective to protect you, to give you some assurances. Obviously, just like any long-term relationship, we will enter into those after an amount of time, same as I didn’t marry Dylan until three years into our relationship. But if you are willing to trust me, I’m willing to trust you.”

“I trust you.” I told her, smiling. “I love you.”

“I love you too.” She said.

We ate lunch and she asked me more about my life, about my family, my sisters, my parents. In return, she told me about her parents, how they no longer speak to her. They escaped Iran before she was born, they were true Persians, hence her name. But they disagreed with her lifestyle, with the fact that she openly told them that she was feminising Dylan and that she wanted another man in her life.

“I’m sorry.” I said.

“Don’t be. Sometimes parents can be a drag on your own happiness and well-being. We are conditioned to believe that your elders are somehow more knowledgeable or superior, when in fact they lack the education to be able to properly judge people. I’m rich, I offered them money and they spat back at me. I’m done with them and happier for it.”

She was right, of course. It was scientifically proven that homophobia and transphobia was intrinsically linked to lower intelligence. The lower the IQ, the higher the chance you were to fear what you don’t understand.

“I want you to wear a dress tonight.” She told me as lunch came to an end.

“Does it matter?” I asked her.

“Do me a favour. Ask yourself the same question.”

I looked away and thought about it. It really didn’t. It was for her, for Dylan, he didn’t wear a dress to work, he did it at home. I smiled and when I looked up, she too was smiling. “Of course, Mistress.” I said.

“Good sissy, aren’t you?”

“Yes Mistress.”

When I arrived back at the office, I thought about the question Layana asked, or rather my question that she turned back on me. It occurred to me that in the western world we paid a lot of care to fabric, who wore it and how, but in Asia it seemed less of an issue.

“Kimiko, why is cosplay so popular in Asia?” I asked her.

She shrugged. “My parents cosplayed before I was born. It’s been around as long as I can remember and nobody really questioned it.”

“Boys dress up too, right?” I asked, and she giggled.

“Of course, silly! Some pretty boys in nice girlie cosplay.” Then she paused and cocked her head. “She wants you to dress up?”

“Yes.”

“Sissy?” She asked, seeming to know more about this than I did.

“I know the maid thing. It’s nice, funny, mmm, no, fun. Just relax. You white men worry so much. You silly.”

I smiled. We did worry too much.

That evening, I arrived back at their place to find a dress already laid out. It was short, pink satin, trimmed with white lace, complete with white lace tutu. Both Layana and Dylan watched as I dressed, then Dylan had me sit at his make-up table as he explained how he applied what he applied. This time he did it for me, but he explained that next time I would do it myself.

“Take a look.” Layana told me, and I looked into the mirror, seeing the pretty femboy I’d become. Yes, I looked cute and sexy. I saw what she saw in me, and I knew I couldn’t turn back.

“I’ll be the partner you want.” I said, not daring to look away from the mirror for fear I’d turn back to the man I was before. “I’ll be your sissy.”

“We love you, Max.” Dylan said, wrapping his arms around me from behind and resting his head on my shoulder. I tilted my head resting it on his, as I admired our made-up faces. Then I turned to him, put my arms on his shoulders, tilted my head, and kissed him.

We fell on the bed, our kiss becoming increasingly passionate. My hand reached under his skirt, feeling his erection in my hand, before I slid down and took him in my mouth, not a hint of hesitation, and why would I? This man was going to be my life partner.

Satisfied I’d licked him enough, I stood up, pulled down my knickers and smiled at Layana, who gasped, her hands in front of her mouth, a smile forming. With a knee on either side of Dylan, I reached back and grabbed his huge dick and then placed it at my hole, sitting down on it slowly.

“Careful.” He whispered. “Take it slow.”

“I will.” I said.

Behind me, Layana was now running to the sideboard, grabbing a tube of something and running back to me. “Up a bit.” She said and raised myself whilst she applied lubricant to him and me. “Okay. Trust me, this will be better for the first time.”

The lubricant allowed the head to slip inside me. It stung, making me wince. Dylan asked me if I was okay, but I just nodded and continued, letting his fat penis open me up, until finally, I was able to rest myself on him, the entire thing jutting up inside me. The pain was gone, and it was replaced by a pleasure I hadn’t been expecting. He was right, this was too good to ignore, too good to never do again.

I looked down at him and smiled, he smiled sweetly back. Reaching out a hand, I stroked his face. “You’re beautiful.” I told him, although I thought I was saying it to myself. He was truly beautiful, attractive, and I realised, yes, I’m bisexual, she didn’t make me that, I was just waiting the meet the right person.

“You are.” He told me.

“I love you. I love you both.” I said, looking at Layana who wiped away a tear of joy. She ran to me as I began moving on Dylan’s hard dick. It felt so amazing. I never wanted this to end.

Layana kissed me, then lay down next to her husband and watched as I bounced up and down, moaning, crying, begging for more, fuck me. God, I was transformed, I was a slut for cock. Even after ten minutes, my muscles aching, I needed more, climbing off and bending over so that he could enter me from behind, thrusting hard, deep, fast.

“More! Fuck me! Please Dylan! Harder!” I cried like a wailing bitch, desperate for more. “Please don’t stop, don’t stop fucking me!”

“Never, never!” He gasped, although, he had to, because mere seconds later, I felt the next benefit of being fucked; hot, sticky cum spraying my intestines.

He collapsed on me, panting, placing small kisses on my neck. I didn’t mind his weight on me, he was light anyway, but either way, it was comforting. But eventually, his softening penis fell out, so I turned around and wrapped my arms around him, bringing his lips to mine.

“That was so beautiful.” Layana whispered.

My hard cock was pressed between us, resting against his softening one. I kissed him one more time, then told him to get on his back, that I wanted to fuck him. Without a moment’s hesitation, he smiled and lay back. “Hold his legs.” I told Layana, as I pressed my dick at his smooth hole.

“Oh.” He moaned, as I watched his hole swell to take me.

“He’s tight.” I told Layana.

“He’s never had anyone as big as you.” She chuckled, stroking his chest.

“Oh, he feels good though.” I smiled. “Yeah, so tight, so good.”

“Fuck him. Fuck my husband.”

“Yes! Fuck me!” Dylan agreed.

That night, when Dylan came in me, and I came in him, I knew it was all over. The game was done, and yes, Layana was right all along; we’d all won. Sex with Dylan was better than I ever could’ve imagine, and not once did I feel regret for doing it. We all needed a break for a bit after, but the moment I could, I fucked Layana, and as I did so, Dylan fucked me. I got it all, I understood what she was after.

“You know this is just the beginning, don’t you?” She asked me the next morning.

“How do you mean?”

“I mean, the lingerie, the dresses. I want to live with and date femboys.” She explained.

“Dylan wears a suit to work.” I pointed out.

“Because he has to, but at home, and on the weekends, he wears dresses. I will expect the same for you.” She paused, inhaling. “Do you have a party this weekend?”

“I’m meant to go to one tomorrow, Friday night.” I knew what she was suggesting that she wanted me to wear a dress to the party, but was that not going too far too soon. “Prepare what you want me to wear, and I’ll think about it.” I said.

“That’s all I ask.” She smiled. “Will I see you tonight?”

“You don’t want a break from me?” I laughed.

She grinned, a soft warm smile and an eyeroll. “Idiot.”


Eight

I looked at myself in the mirror and mused the outfit. When I thought she would make me wear a dress to the party, I assumed she meant a literal dress, or a sissy dress, but no, that wasn’t what she had in mind for me at all. Instead, I was wearing a neon-pink lace bra, neon-pink fish-net top which covered only my shoulders, matching fishnet stockings, and a metallic neon-pink mini-skirt. The boots, which Dylan loaned me, with latex-black, going up to my thighs, but thankfully had a fat high-heal, meaning I was less likely to break my ankle. Finally, I applied my make-up exactly how I had trained to do so the previous night.

“Shouldn’t I wear a wig?” I asked Layana.

Layana had put on a tight red latex micro-dress which Dylan was shining up. “No, if I wanted to date a transvestite, I’d find one. I want femboys.”

For his part, Dylan seemed to love the fact that he could put on neon-green bandeau top and black hotpants. He seemed the epitome of the queer guy, even speaking with a very camp, effeminate voice. When I pointed that out, Layana said that she loved a very queer voice on men and encouraged me to be the same.

“Oh, darling, hush!” I said with a limp hand, making them both giggle.

Whilst this wasn’t my party, a lot of my crew would be there, including Layana’s cousin Silvia. It would be my official coming out, and I knew that from this point on, there would be very little point in pretending I wasn’t a bisexual sissy. But as Dylan took my hand to the elevator, with Layana close behind, I knew that I was in the best company.

Looking back on the couple of weeks since I started this journey, I had to wonder what I was so afraid of. Why did I think wearing panties would hurt me in some way? Why did I think eating at Dylan’s cum would somehow ruin me? Why did I assume gay sex was a bad thing?

As I sat in the middle seat in the back of that cab, watching the city go by, I realised that all our hands were together, on my lap. Six hands all wanting to feel each other. I turned to look at Layana and saw her smile sweetly, a look of sincere gratitude in her eyes. I had turned thirty and wanted something real, but instead of one love, I found two.

“I love you.” She mouthed.

“I love you too.” I mouthed back.

Of course, I needn’t have worried about what people thought of me when I reached the club. The techno community were a supportive bunch, none more so than my own collective. They thought I looked amazing, and Kimiko made sure to check that I would be dressing like this to work now. “No more dull clothes, nice sissy cloth, hai?”

“Hai.” I smiled. There was no point in dressing as a man anymore. I worked in music production; I could be whoever I wanted to be and nobody would bat an eye.

“So, she got you then?” Tristan asked me.

“Yeah, she got me.” I smiled.

“Thought she would.” He laughed, then slapped my shoulder. “I couldn’t be prouder. By the way, whilst we are coming out and being honest about stuff, well… One, I wanted to apologise for how I was to you when we were younger. I think that one is overdue, but I realised after you threw me out of your apartment that I never did say sorry.”

“Water under the bridge mate.” I told him, but it warmed my heart to hear it.

“Thanks, but it really isn’t. Two, erm, Becca. Well, the thing is…” he reached out and pulled the pretty girl with pink hair to him. “The reason Becca and I argue so much is because I’ve always been too embarrassed; too stupid, to admit that Becca was born male.”

“I’m pre-op transsexual.” Becca smiled.

“Wow! Fuck me, I never knew. You’re hot as fuck Bex.”

“Thanks, but now you know, hopefully this one will stop being such a pussy.” Becca told me. “Cute outfit by the way, but I always knew you were a sissy.”

“Bollocks!” I laughed.

“I did. Just ask Silvia. I told her three weeks ago.”

As I watched Becca and Tristan Walk away, things began to fall into place. Realisation began to dawn on me, as my eyes sought out Silvia, who was talking to my new partners. Silvia saw me looking over at her, my eyes staring into her soul. Suddenly, I saw her smile and say something to Layana, who turned to look at me. I walked over.

“You’ve worked it out huh?” Silvia asked.

“You played matchmaker.” I said.

“What’s that now?” Layana asked us.

I looked at my girlfriend and smiled. She was as oblivious as I was to what Silvia had done, so I decided to tell her.

“Your darling cousin was chatting to Tristan’s girlfriend, Becca, who is transgender by the way.”

“Really?” Gasped Layana. “I didn’t see it.”

“Yeah, anyway. Bex told Silvia that she thought I was a closet sissy.”

Silvia raised a hand. “Actually, she said that you need to find a proper girl, a proper dominant girl, who will take you in hand and make you into the submissive sissy bitch you really want to be.”

“Nice.” I said, thanking her for the clarification. “So, Silvia put two and two together…”

“…And made us the perfect match.” Layana giggled. “That was why you invited me to that god-awful party. You wanted me to meet him. But why didn’t you just introduce us?”

Silvia was swinging her hips and giggling, reminding us that this girl who couldn’t even order a beer legally, was playing BDSM matchmaker. “It needed to be a meet cute. I knew the moment you saw each other, that you’d want one another. So, I arranged it. Of course, I needed a little help to make sure you actually went to the party.” She looked up at Dylan. “Didn’t I?”

“Yep. I was in on it.” Smiled Dylan proudly.

I grabbed Dylan by the back of the neck and pulled him close, shocking Silvia who thought I was about to hit him, but Dylan knew better, and tilted his head just enough so I could kiss him. Then as we held each other’s backsides, we turned to Silvia and our friends and said in the most camp voice we could, “Yeah, we’re boyfriends too!”

Silvia giggled and then shook her head, saying something about her crazy cousin. From her reaction and that of my friends, it couldn’t have been clearer that I never had anything to worry about, that I could’ve just accepted Layana from the beginning. But where would be the fun in that? I enjoyed our short game of cat and mouse, I enjoyed the suspense and mystery surrounding her, and I knew that she was right, this was just the beginning.

Later that evening, Layana pulled me to one side, holding a flier for the festival. “I messed up the dates.” She said with a frown.

“What do you mean?”

“I thought it was the day before. I thought it was on a Friday.”

“Nah, festivals are better on a Saturday. People get there earlier, chill, turn it into a weekend. Why?”

She sighed and looked away, clearly feeling guilty. “Dylan and I won’t be here. We’re flying to Thailand.”

Well shit. But at the same time, I couldn’t expect them to change their plans for me. “It’s okay. You can catch the next one.”

“I feel horrible.” She sulked.

“Don’t.” I said, kissing her cheek. “Seriously, it’ll be okay.”

“It’s a good job I checked, because I was going to buy tickets for you too this week. I thought you could have the festival and then fly.”

I actually laughed. If only it was so easy, but festivals never were. I’d be busy for at least a week after the even. To begin with, tear down took ages, then I needed to make sure all the artists left happy and safely on their way. After that, it was working out the takings. Sure, it wasn’t my festival, but I earned a percentage of the takings based on how successful my stage was.

After explaining all this to Layana, she seemed to be a bit more at ease. We would have plenty of other opportunities to travel, I wasn’t worried about that. What I was worried about was this coming Saturday…tomorrow.

“My parents are coming for a day trip.” I told her. “They are going to grill me about what I plan to do with my life.”

“And I take it seeing you dressed like this…”

“Would not be good.”

Her hand rested on my chest as her lips swung from side to side, deep in contemplation. She had an idea. Something that Dylan told me Layana did was compute. He said she was like a robot that she got an idea and then shut down whilst her brain worked out all the permutations. It was why she was so good at the stock market, because she listened to what people said and then worked out the most likely outcome.

“She must hate what Trump is doing now.” I laughed.

“Actually, everyone says he is unpredictable, but she says that’s what makes him totally predicable. She knew that the stock market was going to crash, and she was ready for it. She’s made nearly a billion just this week.” Dylan explained.

“Jesus!”

Finally, computations were complete, and Layana tapped my chest and smiled. “What time do they arrive?”

“Twelve-fifteen train.” I said.

“Excellent. Then let’s go home now, fuck, then sleep, so we can get up early to go shopping.”

“Shopping?” I asked, “Er, no thanks. I’m good.”

“I’m paying.” She told me.

“I can’t ask you to do that.”

“And yet you don’t need to. I’m telling you. Tomorrow, you’re going to wow your parents.”

The next morning, we were up far earlier than I would have liked, especially for a Saturday. Dylan and I were making out, but Layana had made plans and that meant sticking to a tight schedule. After dressing up in my sexy, strappy black lingerie set, and then putting on a t-shirt and jeans, much to my actual disappointment, I went to make myself breakfast, only to be told that there wasn’t time.

An attractive woman with long black hair, in high-heels and a smart mini-skirt and blouse, stood waiting for us outside. She was introduced to me as Natasha, Layana’s personal shopper. She was stood in front of a huge black Range Rover, complete with blacked out windows. In front of it was a tow truck, but I had a feeling this truck was not to tow but to deliver.

“I texted Natasha last night and told her to get me a top-of-the-line brand new Range Rover and register it to you by morning.” Layana laughed.

“And I never disappoint.” Winked Natasha, before handing me the keys and then asking me to sign some forms. “I will register it on your behalf, but I need power of attorney and some details.”

“Holy shit Layana! This is too much!” I gasped, walking around the gorgeous beast of a car.

“Nah, it’s a tax write-off. Don’t worry.” She laughed, kissing me. “Anything for my new sissy lover.”

“Oh, he’s a sissy?” Natasha asked as if it was the most normal thing in the world. “I should’ve got it in pink.”

“Not this time honey, he needs to impress his parents today.” Explained Layana. “With that though, you can be our driver, sissy.”

The girls jumped in the back whilst I happily drove the five-litre V8 around town, pulling up and parking in the poshest street in the city. I wondered what we were doing there, but I needn’t have wondered long. The girls jumped out and Natasha clicked her fingers at me authoritatively, and I had to assume that was how she treated all sissies. I didn’t mind it from such an attractive woman.

“First stop, Brioni. They open in an hour, but my guy is already there to get you kitted out fast.” She told me.

As the tailor had me select materials, colour and shapes, the girls ate croissants and drank coffee. The life of rich-people’s shopping was completely different to fast fashion shopping. Never in my life have I entered a shop and placed an order for food with staff, but that was the first thing Natasha and Layana did, and the shop assistants simply smiled and dealt with it.

The tailor worked fast on the suit whilst an assistant helped me with a white shirt. I was tempted to tell Layana that I already had suits and shirts at home, but I knew I had nothing like this. She wanted me to project power, dominance, I got it. The clothes maketh the man. Except I was stood there being measured in a bra, stockings, suspender belt and panties, and nobody said a word about it; well, except Natasha. “Cute little sissy.” She said.

“Huge cock.” Layana replied.

“Really? Hmm…lucky bitch.”

“Who? Me or him?” Layana asked.

“Both.”

I did have to worry about the bra underneath the white shirt, but I needn’t have. The shirt they selected for me was a beautiful cotton-silk mix and you couldn’t see a thing underneath. But still it made me nervous, so I asked Layana if I could remove it, to which she said absolutely not, that I was still a sissy and I would need to at least dress in the underwear that befitted me.

Next stop, Louboutin for shoes. Again, the staff treated us like royalty. There, not only I got a new pair of shoes, but Layana selected three new pairs herself.

The one thing I noticed in all of these shops was that not once did we pay for anything. We selected, they bagged everything up and we left. I never once saw how much anything cost, but neither did Layana. It was once we were in Dior and Layana was looking for dresses for herself, that I asked what was going on.

“Natasha sorts all of that.” She explained. “Everyone knows her, and they know me. She has a personal shopper code and arranges payment with the stores. I pay an invoice to her later, and she gets a nice commission from the stores. It’s a win-win-win, because she negotiates better prices for me, alerts me to discounts and so on. The store gets a pretty much guaranteed high-ticket purchase, and she gets a lovely percentage back.”

The lifestyles of the rich and famous. I was living month to month in a dingy apartment, whereas she was walking in and out of shops and paying when she wanted. I wanted to feel good about myself, but I actually felt a little sick from guilt, and I told her that.

Layana smiled sweetly and kissed my cheek. “I pay a huge amount of tax. I don’t hide my money, there’s no point. I tip well, even though in this country I don’t need to tip. I give fifteen percent of my earnings annually to charity. Yes, this is all expensive stuff, but it’s all made here in Europe, not in some sweatshop in Bangladesh.”

She made a decent point, but still I felt guilty. However, my priority was getting my parents out of my hair for a while. Speaking of hair, we did stop off at a stylist. Layana told the obviously gay stylist, who she clearly knew well, that I was a femboy sissy normally, but needed to impress conservative parents today.

“So, an in-out hairstyle.” He said. “Got it.” An hour later, I was leaving with styled hair, trimmed eyebrows, and ready to take on the world.

We drove home and I expected to be saying goodbye to Natasha, but strangely, she was following us in. Layana stated that we had an hour before my parents arrived, and she’d promised Natasha a thank you for all her hard work. That thank you was in the form of me in a sissy pink nightie fucking Natasha with my huge cock, whilst Dylan fucked me. Whilst this was going on, Layana sat at her make-up table, preparing herself, and occasionally offering words of encouragement to me or her husband. Then, once I had cum inside Natasha’s tight pussy, both Dylan and I took turns licking her clean.

This was some way to negotiate a discount!
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The suit and shirt were comfortable, but for some reason felt unnatural to me. I put that down to me never being the corporate type, but really, I knew that I wanted to dress up in my new femboy clothes, I wanted it because I knew how much it turned me and Layana on. But as we stood on that platform, waiting for my parents to arrive, I knew that any sign that I was queer would send them both into a rant.

I hadn’t expected Layana to come with me, especially not all dressed up in a shiny dark green slinky Dior dress, complete with emerald and diamond earrings and necklace. I didn’t dare ask how much they cost, but given how she looked, probably not enough.

“Wow, look at you!” Mum gasped as she stepped out of the train. She looked old, older than she did, and I was pretty sure she’d shrunk; but it was dad who shocked me the most. I had wondered if he would ever go grey; I no longer needed to. He was shorter, gaunt, and honestly close to an end. A shared look with Layana told me all I needed to know; we’d made the right decision to keep them in the blind.

“Looking smart, son.” Dad told me, beaming with pride. “Business taken off then.”

“Erm, yeah, yeah.” I lied. “Mum, dad, this is Layana.”

“His fiancé.” She said suddenly, much to my surprise, leaning forward to shake their hands.

“I didn’t know you were dating, let alone getting married.” Mum said. “Then again, your sisters don’t tell me anything.”

“I hardly see them.” I said, walking them slowly out of the station. “Anyway, why the late train? Short trip isn’t it?”

“Oh, no, we’re doing an evening, taking in a show, back tomorrow.” Said mum. “Your pa promised it for a while.”

“Are you hungry?” I asked.

“Starving!” Said Dad.

We arrived at the car and dad’s eyes widened. We’d grown up making do, as my parents used to say, which was their language for being poor but not completely on the breadline. A car like this was something dad could only dream of. Of course, he needed to look at the engine, test all the features, then complain about the fact that cars these days are nothing more than computers, and why did they need all these mamby-pamby gizmos?

“A good driver should be able to reverse without beeping bleeding sensors and cameras!” He complained.

Still, I could see he was impressed, and that was what was important.

Although we were dressed up for something posh, I knew that my parents wouldn’t appreciate high-society food. Of course, my go-to place was Ego, which was beautiful, would fit our attire, but the food would be just what my parents went for. We spent the next hour talking about the world, politics, and of course, they pissed me off with their views, but every time I felt my frustration rising, I felt a hand on my thigh calming me down.

They asked about work, so I told them about the festival coming up. Dad again gave me a speech about how he couldn’t understand how people could listen to that thud-thud-thud music, but he shrugged it off and pointed out that if people were willing to pay for it, then good for me.

When it came to Layana and her work, she tried to explain about stock trading, but all it boiled down to was mum talking about how she dabbled with some shares once, and telling Layana that it was fun to have a hobby but not to waste too much money of my money on it. That time, it was my turn to calm Layana.

Finally, lunch ended and I let my parents go so they could visit my sisters. For the life of me, I have no clue why my sisters didn’t want to join us for lunch, but that was just typical. One was older than me, one younger, but both had little time for me or my parents.

We each hugged goodbye and that was it, obligation fulfilled.

“You did the right thing.” Said Layana. “They don’t look well.”

“No, I think this will be the last time I see them.” I shrugged. “They never really exercised or did anything. I always felt like they were waiting to die. This would be about as far as they travel, not once did they go abroad.”

“What a horrible existence.”

I walked away from that lunch feeling like a success, feeling like I had successfully gotten the parents off my back. The moment I got back to Layana’s place, I stripped out of my male clothes and ran to put on a sissy dress. Strangely, as she zipped me up, I sighed in relief, making her chuckle.

“I don’t get why, but I just feel better like this.” I told her.

“Because you’ve accepted yourself like this. I’m glad. I love you sweetie.”

There was still something I didn’t understand. Layana presented herself as dominant, as the boss bitch, and yet she was always so sweet with me, so nice. I imagined a dominant as someone in latex and leather, screaming and whipping, but that just wasn’t Layana. When I told her this, she laughed and shook her head.

“If I ever need to punish you, then yes, you’ll see the boss bitch come out.” She told me. “But I don’t want to be that person. I want to be a wife, a girlfriend, a lover, and for us to enjoy each other sexually, equally. I use my intelligence as my dominance, and when I want something, I get it. But I don’t need to be a bitch about it. For me, that’s a much nicer form of dominance.”

“True.” I smiled, kissing her and smearing my lipstick.

We found Dylan working on a document in his office, something he needed to have done by Monday. Of course, I wanted him, so I crawled under his desk, lifted up his skirt and pulled his long schlong from his pretty satin panties, taking him in my mouth like a good little sissy.

Sucking cock had become second nature. It was such a pleasant feeling to feel a soft dick get hard in your mouth that I couldn’t imagine going back. “Honey, I need to work.” He moaned, but his hand remained on my scalp.

Before I could get him to cum though, my phone began ringing. I pulled it out of my little apron and looked at the screen. Tabatha. My younger sister.

“Sorry.” I said to Dylan, and he gave me a look of what the hell? Thankfully, Layana dropped to her knees and took over for me.

“Hey Tabs, checking in on me?” It was my usual joke, a play on her name. Keeping tabs.

“Ha, yeah, listen.” She said urgently. “Mom and dad just left and they were ranting about something. They said that you were wearing a bra. I told them that it was probably just a vest, but mom said that it was a lacy bra and that she could feel it when she was hugging you. Then they started asking about a girl you are engaged to, Laylana or something?”

“Layana.” I sighed, and Layana’s eyes met mine.

“Whatever. Anyway, they asked me if I had met her and if she was your beard, that you were clearly gay for wearing a bra.”

“Jesus Christ.” I sighed. “What did you tell them?”

“I told them to grow up, that if you were wearing a bra, it didn’t make you gay, and even if you were, so what? Of course, we got in a fight, so yeah, thanks.”

Now I was getting pissed. Thanks for what? I did nothing wrong, and if Tabatha bothered to show any interest in my life, then maybe she’d know more. I invited her to every one of my events and not once did she show up.

“What do you want from me?” I asked her. “When was the last time you reached out to me and asked what was going on in my life? Huh? Fuck you Tabatha, and fuck the parents too!”

The girl on the other side sighed. “Sorry, yeah, you’re right. You know how the parents rile you up.”

I calmed myself. She wasn’t wrong, the parents got under your skin, left you feeling angry and even abandoned. “Yeah, I know. I thought it had gone well, but I didn’t realise mum had felt the bra.” Again, I caught Layana’s eyes, but now she was pulling her mouth off Dylan’s dick. Both realised that what was going on was more serious than a blowjob at that moment.

“What is going on with you?”

“Well, I’ve fallen in love with a gorgeous woman, Layana.” I said, looking directly into Layana’s eyes. “And I’ve fallen in love with her husband, Dylan. We’re in a polyamorous relationship, and I have come out as a femboy.”

If that shocked Tabatha, she didn’t show it. In fact, I knew nothing like that would shock my sisters. “Are you happy?”

“Extremely.”

“Good enough for me. But is it a long-term thing?”

“Yes, this is me settling down. I don’t want to play anymore, I just want to be in a committed relationship. I love them both, very much.”

“Then I look forward to meeting them both.”

We made promises to catch-up, told each other to ignore the parents, and left it there. I knew in about an hour I’d be having that same conversation with Simone, my elder sister, but she’d be more chill about it, especially as she was a parent herself now.

After the call ended, I relayed what had happened to the others. Layana said that at least we tried, but I waved it off. It was better for the truth to come out eventually, and at their age, what would they do? Even if they cut me out of the will, a percentage of nothing was still nothing. The only thing I had hoped for was that they would leave this Earth happier, but really, that was always going to be too much to ask. They had so much hate in their hearts that they seemed to enjoy being angry and unhappy.

Dylan and Layana held me tight. Suddenly, Dylan’s work could wait, our lips touching and our tongues dancing as Layana sucked on my neck. My hands roamed over Dylan’s sissy body, reaching to his erection and rubbing it. We fell to the floor and I stuffed his dick into my desperate anus. The groan of satisfaction that I let out felt so much more, a relief, a need to remind myself that I wanted this, that I wanted to be a bisexual slut for two amazing people.

Not wanting to be left out, Layana climbed over her husband’s body, but then hurried to pull out my dick. Sitting her backside on Dylan, she slid her pussy forward and took my cock inside her. We all moved, trying to minimise the pressure on Dylan’s body whilst maximising our pleasure. Layana and I wrapped our arms around each other, kissing as we fucked, as Dylan’s hands roamed our bodies.

In my head, I knew I needed to go back to my apartment at some point, but at the same time, I couldn’t bear to be away from these two for one second. Next week, they’d be gone to Thailand for two weeks, I’d be alone, but I just wanted to be with them, I loved them that much.

That evening, Layana asked me to join her in the bath. I thought it was just for a nice bit of romance, but she had an ulterior motive. The moment we were alone together and I was washing her, she began asking me how I felt with them so far. I opened up to her, fully honest that she had been right the whole time, that I felt like I fit into their relationship like a glove, and very quickly found myself wondering what I would do without them whilst they were away.

“It’ll be over before you know it and then our lives can really begin.” She assured me. “Which brings me to another point. How soon is too soon for you to move in?”

I chuckled. “Don’t ask me that.” I said, knowing that saying now would be too soon, but that was how I felt. But she was serious and wanted to genuinely know how I felt. “Layana, if I could move in with you today, I would. I want this to work, and I want to be a part of your lives, you and Dylan. Saying no might be too soon though, and I don’t want to scare you off.”

This time, she chuckled and said, “How about when we get back?”

“Perfect.”

We kissed, our hands roaming our bodies, and she began washing me. “I want you to begin disposing of your male clothes.” She told me. “Or rather, I want you to get rid of all of them immediately. The new suit from today is the one thing that can stay, and I will store that. Other than that, whilst I’m away, I’ve asked Natasha to look after you.”

Natasha look after me? The personal shopper? “Is that wise, Mistress?” I asked.

“I trust her. You can fuck, I don’t mind. I fuck Natasha from time to time.” She told me, completely nonchalant. “But Natasha will begin your more permanent transformation. By the way, I need you to make sure she is on the guestlist for the festival.”

“That’s not a problem.”

The rest of the week was busy for me in the lead up to the festival, but I made sure to spend every single night with Layana and Dylan until Saturday. Of course, Monday saw me turn up at work in a tight blue velvet crop top bra and matching skirt, blue stockings and black high-heels; my make-up was on thick and bright. Everyone at work was ready for it after the weekend, but still, it was nerve-wracking for me. By Wednesday, going to work as a femboy began to feel natural.

The other big event for Monday was going back to my apartment in the afternoon and bagging up all my old male clothes, and disposing them in a charity container. It felt a little strange to do something so final, but I understood the point. I was committing to Layana, committing to this lifestyle. I couldn’t do it if I was always going to be one foot in, one foot out.

Saturday morning, after one last fuck with Dylan and Layana, I wished them a safe trip and headed out to the office. I had a tonne of stuff to do in preparation for the event. However, as I drove, I received a message.

“Meet me at Devon’s Salon in twenty minutes, sissy. Time for your make-over. Goddess Natasha.” Goddess?
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The one thing Layana told me before leaving was that I was to respect and obey Natasha as if the orders were coming from her, no matter what. So when the message came, I hopped to it, reasoning that I still had some time to spare, although not much. Devon’s salon was close so I was there far sooner than twenty minutes, and I arrived to find Natasha already there, dressed in a tight black latex mini-dress, holding a crop, and wearing thigh-high lace-up boots. Her black hair was tied high on her crown, and the cascading in a long ponytail down her back.

“Hello sissy!” She said, in front of the entire salon. “Kneel!” She snapped, slapping my buttocks through the thin pink satin of my mini-skirt. I dropped to my knees, much to the giggles of the staff who were watching as if this was the main event of a show. “You have a very important event today, and I know you don’t have much time, so we need to be quick. Make-over! Nails, brows, hair, make-up, piercings! Go!”

Immediately, one of the stylists grabbed me and pulled me to my feet, running me over to a chair where I was covered and he began washing, brushing, styling and colouring my hair…or rather, bleaching! Whilst he did that, one of the female stylists began waxing my eyebrows, shaping them into something very feminine.

Whilst my hair was cooking someone came over and began gluing long nails to my own, shaping them long and sharp, before painting them bright red. I had no idea how I would work with nails that extended over a centimetre and a half after my own nails, but I’d do my best!

Finally, piercings. Each ear, obviously, but then a stud in my left nostril, a couple of helix piercings, and then both my nipples, and my naval.

Eventually, my hair was washed again, blow-dried and styled into something feminine but still allowing me to keep my masculine identity; about all that was left of it.

“Next! A dress for today.” Natasha stated. “Yes, you’re a femboy, but today, you’re the boss, and you need to show it.”

“Yes Goddess!” I turned to everyone who had made me into a pretty blonde bimbo, and blew a kiss, giggling. “Thank you everyone!” I sang, amazed at how quickly I’d switched to full gay camp voice.

Before leaving the shop though, Natasha had one last surprise. She pulled a pink leather dog-collar from her purse and wrapped it around my neck, before clipping a chain link leash to it. Part of me wanted to fight this, to tell her that walking me around like a dog was a bit much, but in reality, I fucking loved this hardcore dominance.

She led me to a nearby boutique clothing store, where an attractive woman in her late forties was waiting. Without a word, she took the leash from Natasha’s hands and led me to a small changing room. “Strip down to your panties and wait.” The woman said firmly.

“Yes, M…ma’am.”

“Mistress is fine.” The woman noted.

“Yes Mistress.”

I removed my skirt and the little pink top and waited. When the woman came back, she was holding a red silk dress, short, Chinese style. “Actually, pink lingerie won’t work. Take it all off.” She said, then she reached under her skirt and pulled down some full-cut cotton panties, black. “Put those on for now.”

Gulping, I took the knickers from her hand and did as I was told, Natasha smirked in the background, so I pulled my tongue out at her. She stomped over and pushed me to turn around, then beat me with the crop in front of the woman, much to the older lady’s amusement.

That was actually the first time I’d been beaten, much as Layana liked to threaten me with it. I actually kind of liked it. Sure, it hurt, but there was something so sexy about a dominant woman inflicting pain.

The dress fit perfectly, and it really looked good. With my new make-up and look, I felt pretty hot actually. But the woman was right, the lingerie wouldn’t work. Thankfully, Natasha assured her that it was our next stop.

I changed out of the dress and the sales lady put it into a dust-cover. After taking off her panties, I was about to dress, but the lady told me to wait, then she took the crop from Natasha. “Bend over, thirty of the best from me.” The lady stated.

“Yes Mistress.”

“Thank me for each one.”

The woman didn’t hold back and I thanked her each and every time. By the time she was done, I was fully erect and now the woman’s eyes were wide. She hadn’t been expecting such a big dick and now she was licking her lips.

“Can I fuck her?” She asked Natasha.

“Of course, Janine. What’s mine is yours!”

Layana’s words played in my head, I was to obey Natasha’s every word, and this was her word. Without complaining, I watched as the woman raised her long skirt, revealing a clean-shaven pussy. As she did it, I rubbed my dick, making sure it stayed warm and hard, ready to go. Then, holding her left leg, I pushed her against a wall and slid my dick inside her pussy.

“Oh, he’s big.” Janine stated.

“Yeah, he is.” Giggled Natasha, who was gently tapping my sore backside with the crop.

The woman was vocal and loud, thrashing against me as I pounded her pussy. Beside me, Natasha came closer, watching with an intense grin as I fucked the married woman; yeah, I’d noticed the wedding band. I had a feeling that this woman was normally just a married housewife with a boring life; this was her way of having fun, and I was happy to give it to her.

Without second thought, I placed my glossy lips on the woman’s and she kissed me with utter desperation. In some way, I felt sorry for her, if this was the highlight of her week.

I fucked her to three orgasms before climaxing in her pussy. I guess she thought I’d just let her clean up, but I shocked her by dropping to my knees to clean her up, licking her to one more orgasm.

What a morning this was turning out to be!

Our next stop was a lingerie store which turned out to be a bit more of the same in terms of leading me on a leash, and even telling me to crawl on the floor. I asked Natasha about it and she giggled, telling me that this was a specialist store that catered to the BDSM community, and on top of that, she’d prepared them all.

“Relax and enjoy it, and welcome to a kink scene that understands needs.” She explained.

Nothing overtly sexual took place at the store, just some light whipping, but other than that, I was given some very pretty black silk lingerie to wear. This stuff wasn’t lacy but was soft and comfortable, and very, very shiny. Over that, I put on the red dress, and Natasha told me I’d be wearing it out.

“Shoes!” She announced. Of course, I reminded her that we’d be in a field, to which Natasha rolled her eyes and told me that she wasn’t an idiot. The shoes ended up being black lace-up knee-highs, with a decent soil without a heel. They looked sexy without the risk of getting stuck in soft mud.

Shopping and make-over done, Natasha sent me on my way with a long, deep kiss, and told me that she would see me at the party, and that she was bringing friends. I didn’t know she’d be coming with people, but I told her to send me their names and I would add them to the VIP list.

I arrived at the office ten minutes late, as I had promised Kimiko and Jack a lift, and to carry some equipment they needed for the show. Jack was about to complain about my tardiness, but when he saw how I looked, her rather kept his mouth shut, as I could see that even he struggled with his sexual identity when I was dressed the way I was.

Kimiko, ever the giggly Japanese girl, said, “No boobies! You need boobies!”

“I’m not trans, I’m a femboy!” I reminded her.

“Oh, femboy, okay, no boobies!”

The drive in the new Range Rover was fantastic, with Kimiko sat up front with me playing DJ on Spotify. Given we were a techno crew, of course she went full out with hard 155bpm techno, perhaps a little harder than I liked.

“How you enjoy being sissy?” Kimiko asked me.

“I’m loving it. I don’t think I’ve ever had so much fun.” I told her.

“What do you get out of it?” Jack asked. “I mean, I met Layana, so I get it, she’s mega fit, but what more?”

I could easily answer it with sex, sex, and sex, but it was more than that; it was an adjustment to my lifestyle. “When I met her and discovered what she wanted, I was offput, scared, but in the back of my mind, something was telling me that it was interesting. I think that was what drove me forward, interest. She is offering me a fun lifestyle, interesting lifestyle, but committed. Life is boring, and well, all this play, it’s spice, it’s flavour. I didn’t want to have sex with a guy before, but now, with her husband, I have realised it was closed thinking that took away fun from my life.”

“So, what was it like, when he first fucked you? I mean, you went from straight guy to this, and well, objectively, what are us straight men missing?” He asked.

I grinned into the rear-view mirror. “Like…a constant orgasm. When a cock hits your g-spot, it’s just constant rolling pleasure, the likes of which you can’t imagine.”

“Huh.” He said, sitting back. “Maybe I’ll try it one day.”

“Ask your girlfriend to peg you.”

“Yeah, I can, but she wants a threesome with a guy. I said no, but maybe I should just try it once and see.”

I burst out laughing. Yeah, if he tried it once, that would be it, over and done. There was no going back once you tried it.

Eventually we arrived at the field and saw the construction crews hard at work. For the next six hours, I would be busy, helping out, and nervous about how the night went. Thankfully, the sky was clear and the weather was nice, which was most important.

One of the things that was interesting though, was that as a femboy, I saw the blue-collar workers checking me out, looking at my feminine body, but then noticing that I had a bulge in my crotch area, no breasts, and boyish features. One was clearly about to wolf-whistle, but then caught himself and looked away blushing. It was only when they were alone with me that more than four admitted to their feelings, each saying that I was hot, cute, or sexy.

One pinched my bum and rather than get upset, I giggled at him, so he winked. When I had him alone again, I pinched his bum back. That then gave him the idea to cup and squeeze my bum when I turned around. Now, this was a guy in his fifties, with a wedding ring, but he seemed to have no problem flirting with a femboy.

The man was working on constructing the rear part of the stage and was almost done, but every time he needed something, he walked behind me as I prepared a seating area for the DJs, as he did, he stopped and then placed his huge hand on me, rubbing my body. His breathing was loud, heavy. Then his hand took mine and placed it on his crotch. I could feel the huge swell of his cock in the jeans.

Again, his hands were on me and suddenly I became acutely aware that we were alone backstage. I didn’t want to lead this man on, but weirdly, I did want to play with him. Turning around, I looked up at him, trying to look as innocent as possible.

“Wanna suck it?” He asked me, and I nodded slowly, licking my lips. I did want to suck him, but there was a big risk we’d be caught here. “I need to get this done, then follow me.”

He had a few minutes work left, and then he walked back to his van. I followed behind, trying to keep my head down so that nobody grabbed me for something, and then once at his van in the car park, he let me in, then slid the door closed.

Instantly, his lips were on mine. His tongue was huge, fat, and his bristles rubbed hard against my smooth skin. I heard the soon of zip opening, and without thinking, I dropped with my mouth open, taking his dick into my throat. He was huge, uncircumcised, fat. The head was so big that it swelled my throat wider than it had ever been, but I didn’t mind, I liked it.

There was something so dirty and wrong about what I was doing. I’d been with Dylan, yes, but never had I considered a manly man, but dressed the way I was, I felt I had to, I had to be a little gay whore.

The man moaned and told me what a cute little slut I was, his hand sliding down my back and reaching under my skirt, fingering my hole. I moaned at the intrusion, the finger pulsing in and out of me.

“Gonna fuck ya.” He grunted.

“Got a condom?”

I watched him reaching into the side pocket of the van and pull out a condom, which I watched him unwrap as I sucked. He tapped my shoulder and I lifted off, turning myself around whilst he wrapped his penis and moved behind me. Spittle landed on my hole followed by the feeling of the condom wrapped dick entering me.

I moaned as the huge thing split me in half, but he seemed less concerned about my pleasure and more about getting off. Occasionally, he would pull out and then push back in, ramming me in and out.

“You’re a subslut?” He asked me.

“Yeah.”

“Wanna get used?”

“Fuck yeah!” I gasped.

“Can do what I want to ya?”

I was lost in the passion. “Yes!”

He upped the pace of his thrusts, until he pulled out again, then pushed back in. I was panting, begging for more, harder, deeper. “Want my cum?”

“God yes!”

Suddenly, I felt something land on my face. It slid off and I saw it was the condom he’d put on before. I didn’t even begin to wonder when he took it off, I no longer cared. “I hope you’re clean. Don’t wanna take anything home to the wife.” He told me.

“Yeah, yeah! Fuck me! Breed me!”

“Gonna breed this tight pussy.” And then I felt him shoot in me and I moaned, feeling my cum spray out of my cock and onto the dirty seat below.

We kissed a little, before he spanked me and said thanks. I walked out of the van feeling used and dirty, but I didn’t care. It was another adventure in my journey. The only problem was, I felt a little guilty. I called Natasha and asked her where she was, but she’d be much later. So I asked her if Layana would be pissed off if I let a guy fuck me. Of course, Natasha laughed and told me not to worry about it. “Layana’s not possessive like that. I really wouldn’t worry.”

When I got back to the stage, it was coming together nicely. I was happy with the progress. With just a couple of hours to go, I began to feel a little less nervous, but I had to admit, the feeling of fresh cum in my arse helped.


Eleven

The stage was perfect and the laser was awesome. By ten, the festival was already slammed and people were loving it. I was finally calm and enjoying shots with Kimiko and my team, then with some of the DJs. Of course, a good mate of mine was top techno DJ Carl Cruz. When he saw me and how I was dress, he let out a huge booming laugh before high-fiving me. “I fucking called it mate.” He laughed.

“Huh?” I asked.

“I told Dave about eight years ago that I bet you come out as trans.”

“Not trans.” I told him. “Femboy.”

“Ah, you know what I mean. But good for you boy, well done!”

“Cheers.”

The bizarre thing was though, people flirted with me a lot! Men, women, trans-people, they are flirted with me. I was expecting people to say something, but not have people offer to buy me drinks or ask for my phone number.

Eventually, Natasha turned up with five ultra hot women, all in lacy lingerie and party dresses, as if they were going to Kitkat in Berlin rather than a festival here. Still, I didn’t care, surrounding myself with these hotties just increased my visibility.

“So you let a van driver fuck you?” Natasha laughed with her friends. “Big cock?”

“Huge!” I gushed.

“Good sissy! Now, it’s my friend Eva’s birthday, and I told her how big your dick is and promised you’d give her a birthday fuck.”

I looked at Eva. She was a gorgeous redhead with a tight bod, yeah, I’d fuck her if she wanted. “Sure!”

Taking Eva’s hand, we walked to a private lounge area where I knew we could be alone. There, we sat on a large beanbag and began kissing. I massaged her breasts which were quite hard, not natural. Then as my hand landed on her crotch, I felt what I hadn’t expected, a small dick. Smiling, I looked at her with wide eyes. “Oh lovely!” I gasped and she giggled.

Instantly I took her little dick in my mouth, sucking it till it got hard. Clearly she wasn’t big, the hormones took away what little she had anyway. “Fuck me.” She gasped.

Yeah, her arse was tight, with that tiny little bottom, how couldn’t it be. I kissed her neck and cheek as I slammed my dick in and out of her. She moaned, telling me how amazing my dick was. God, she was so tight that I knew I wouldn’t last. Eva was one hot girl and I felt like this was just one more perk of my new life.

“I’m gonna cum!” She cried, furiously rubbing her little dick. “Cum in me! Please!”

I wrapped my hand on hers and felt the cream from her dick ooze between her fingers and mine. As that happened, I flood her rectum with mine.

Back with Natasha, we did some coke and danced some, but eventually, I had a chance to hang out with Natasha by myself. We held each other on a beanbag whilst she smoked, passing me the cigarette. I didn’t normally smoke, but when someone passed me a cigarette, I usually took it. Layana was a smoker, and once or twice she’d given me one, never asking if I was a smoker or not.

“Why doesn’t Layana care if I fuck other people?” I asked Natasha.

“Layana doesn’t define relationships like that. She loves you and wants to spend the rest of her life with you, live with you, that’s how she knows that is a long-term relationship. Sex for her is just sex. It’s like playing cards, are riding a bike. It’s just a thing.”

“I guess that’s pretty healthy.” I laughed. “How come you became such a good friend? I’m guessing you started out as a personal shopper?”

“Nope.” She laughed. “I started out as a high-class hooker. Layana and Dylan hired me for a vacation. Took me to the Seychelles for a week, by the end of it, Layana asked what I wanted to really do, so I told her. She set me up and no more hooking.”

“Wow!” I said, impressed. “She’s great.”

“She’s the best.” Natasha admitted, but there was a little sadness to her voice. She looked away but I caught it. My guess was that she was interested in Layana and Dylan herself, wanted the position in the house, but it went to me. Layana once said to me that if she wanted a woman, she’d get one, but she didn’t. I stroked Natasha’s face so she turned to me and gave me a pained smile. “It’s fine. I was there to play with them for Dylan’s sake, not hers.”

“But you love her. Have you told her?”

She laughed briefly. “No. I’m not strong enough for that.” She took my hand then kissed me, before pushing up my skirt and lowering my knickers. My dick entered her mouth and others in the tent watched us. I didn’t care, neither did she. She didn’t care when she climbed on and rode me, right in front of fifty people in a chillout tent. It was just her and me, so I pulled her face to mine and kissed her.

In that moment, I decided I would talk to Layana, tell her that Natasha needed to be the forth member of our family. She clearly loved the couple, and I she enjoyed being with me, as I with her.

The festival was a huge success, and whilst Natasha should have left with her friends when it ended, she stayed behind with me, saying that she’d wait. I needed to oversee the last arrangements, but other than that, I left the majority of the work with Kimiko.

As Natasha and I headed to the car park, I saw the worker from earlier turn up in a van. I let Natasha know who it was. “Wanna get fucked quickly?” She asked me.

“Wanna watch?” I grinned.

The sexy brunette grinned back. “Always.”

We approached the van and the driver smiled. “Back for more?” He asked.

“Only if my friend can watch.”

He didn’t say a thing, she reached behind me and manhandled by backside before kissing me. Of course, as he banged me in his van, Natasha watched with wide eyes, a huge, excited grin on her face as she rubbed her clit furiously. I told her to move in front of me so I could eat her out, and that made her coo with happiness. And then when the man dumped his cum inside me, she did something which blew my mind…she ate my ass, sucking out the cum. It was so gross, so wrong, but my god, I had to fuck her right there in the van, whilst the worker sucked on her D cup tits.

“Don’t get cum on the leather.” I told her was we got in the Range Rover.

“Babe, I have news for you. You have so much cum up your arsehole, that it’s bound to come out.” The man fucked me twice, and the second time, she left it up me.

For the following two weeks, Natasha spent every free minute with her. Obviously, we both needed to work during the day, but our evenings and nights were spent together. Yes, we had sex a lot, and yes, she introduced me to new pleasures. She was a sadist, self-confessed, so she introduced me to not only whipping, but clamps, nipple torture, and also cock and ball torture, which I’ll admit, I enjoyed way more than I thought I would. I did ask her why nobody had put me in chastity, but she laughed that off and said that with the size of my cock, nobody wanted anything to harm it.

The thing which I found I enjoyed a lot was pissing. The first morning after the festival, we showered together and she had me drink directly from her pussy. At first, I was a little off-put by it, but once we got into it and I tried it, I found I loved it. It was something so intimate, so unique. For her, it gave her a sense of not only power but closeness too.

Of course, we didn’t just fuck and play, we shopped together, filling my wardrobe with lots of femboy clothes to replace all the male ones, new girlie shoes and heels, and new types of make-up. We also did things like go for dinner, go to the cinema, even to the opera once, allowing me to wear a long red flowing gown.

The night that Layana and Dylan were flying open, Natasha and I were cuddled up together in my bed, both in nighties, watching some movie on Netflix. We knew this was our last night together, and that the following day I’d begin my move. None of the furniture was mine, so I only had a few boxes.

As I held the beautiful brunette, her tall, slim body pulled tight against me, I wondered if I would feel such contentment in a throuple relationship, if I would feel such warmth and comfort. Perhaps Natasha was thinking the same thing, or rather, perhaps she was feeling such feelings for herself, because I felt a tear run down onto my chest. Pulling away a little, I looked at her face and saw that she was crying.

“What’s wrong?” I asked her, concerned. The film was not one to be crying over, so this was clearly something else.

“I love you.” She cried, and then she began sobbing. It was an uncontrollable torrent of tears, her body convulsing from the sobs.

“Hey, hey, hey.” I told her softly, rubbing her back. “I love you too. There’s no need to cry about it.”

“There is! There is!” She cried. “I fell in love with Layana, but I can’t have her. I fall in love with you, but I can’t have you! It’s not fair! It’s just not fair! I feel like this is punishment for who I was in the past. Why can’t I have you?”

My heart broke. I understood that the whole thing had to be scary and sad, but at the same time, I had to believe that her story was not yet written. There was still a big chance I could convince Layana to let Natasha be part of our lives, I had to believe that. But even if she said no, then maybe something could be worked out.

Suddenly, something occurred to me, something I hadn’t considered until now. Layana liked to play games, she liked to manipulate people like chess pieces, until she ended up winning. Unless I was not privy to something, there was no positive endgame to Layana breaking Natasha’s heart, and asking her to look after me for two weeks would surely bring her closer to me. Layana was highly intelligent, dangerously so perhaps, so my guess was there was more to this than just Natasha playing babysitter.

I grinned, which surprised and upset the beautiful girl next to me. “No, no. I’m not laughing about that.” I said. “I think you have nothing to worry about.” I told her.

“What do you mean?” She asked, her sharp dark eyes opening in confusion.

I sat up. “Okay, let’s start from the beginning. How is your relationship with Layana? How would you define it? Business, friendship, close?”

“Erm, we’re like best friends. We drink together, we tell each other everything. I knew about you the first time she saw you in that club.”

“Okay, so there is no reason to suggest that you are her have fallen out in some way? You did nothing at all to make her want to punish you?”

Natasha’s face scrunched up in horror. “No!” She screeched. “Why would you think…”

Holding up my hands, I calmed her. “I had to ask, because that rules out the negative aspect, leaving only the positive. Now, what exactly did Layana ask of you before they left on holiday?”

Sighing, she thought back, and said, “Please spend as much time as you can with Max. Make sure he has fun, consider him yours for the next two weeks. He can fuck who he likes or who you like, and make sure he stays in femme clothes. Help build his wardrobe and such. He is yours to do with as you please, no need to ask me for anything, I trust you with the world.”

I smiled. This wasn’t a test of me. This wasn’t babysitting. This was a check to see how well she and I got on. Putting on my Layana hat for a moment, I thought back to some of our conversations, to see what might trigger the need for Natasha and I to be together. When we were together that morning before my parents came, Natasha and I clearly had fun together, but I just took her as an employee.

“What did you tell Layana when you met me the first time?” I asked.

“I said that she was so lucky and I’d kill for a boyfriend like you.” Another grin on my face. This was all coming together.

Then finally, the answer. You’re married, Dylan is your husband, what about me? “Huh.” I smiled.

Now Natasha was smiling, hope and excitement in her body language replaced desperation and sadness. “What?”

“Layana likes to play games. She likes to manipulate people. I think it is her way of preventing boredom, and why not? It must be very lonely in her mind, she’s mega intelligent…”

“She has an IQ of over one-hundred and ninety.”

“Fuck, that brain is wasted. Anyway, think how lonely she must be, so she fills her life with people who sort of get her. None of us will ever meet her intelligence, but we provide what she needs to feel content. So she tests us, to see if we fit. She saw something in you, which is why she got you out of what you were doing, but as a throuple, you wouldn’t fit in. She loves being fucked, she likes it to hurt, she likes getting it one after another, and another girl, whilst nice, is not what she is after.” As I was saying this out loud, even I was beginning to get excited, like I was a detective solving a mystery; a very erotic, fuck-up mystery. “She needs dick. But men, hairy brutish men, she’s tried them, and with an IQ like hers, she might as well be fucking an ape.”

“She hates the so-called alpha males. She says they’re only called that because they haven’t evolved.” Natasha told me.

“For her, a femboy is someone evolved. The Y chromosome is dying, that’s a fact, meaning in evolutionary terms, I’m further along for her. It makes her feel safe, whilst getting the benefits she is asking for.”

It was clicking with Natasha, but not in the way I was hoping for. If anything, Natasha began losing hope that there was a place for her. In her eyes, this all meant that Layana was not interested in having Natasha in her life, not that way.

“You’re missing the point.” I told her. “Dylan and I satisfy her sexually, yes, but she also knows that giving all her love to two people is not going to be easy. There will be bad days, work stresses, sickness, just depressing days, and for one partner to share that with two others, that’s emotionally strenuous.

“I already raised my concerns over the fact that she was married to Dylan. She knows that I see myself in second place. Initially, she said she would write a contract with me, but let’s be honest, that’s just not the same, and she knows that long-term, that could get messy.”

Finally, Natasha’s face lit up. Her dark, almost sinister Slavic eyes seemed to glow with excitement. “She wants me to be your partner, to maybe marry you one day, and for all of us to live together!”

“I think so, yes. I think this was a two-fold journey. One, she wants you and me to get closer, to fall in love, but two, she wants me to test you, to see if this is what you really want.”

“It is! It is!” She gushed, throwing her arms around me, kissing me all over.

“Question, do you handle their travel arrangements too?” I asked her.

“No, she has an agent for that.”

“But do you know when they decided on the trip to Thailand?”

“Oh, that was very last minute. Just a couple of weeks ago.”

Yep, everything was falling into place. Now Natasha and I needed to play the game, and we would play the game well. We made love, this time with a passion which proved our love for one-another. It was slow, close, our hands roaming our bodies, our eyes open, looking at each other and reading each signal.

“I love you.” I whispered.

“I love you so much, Maxie.” She whispered back, using the name she had come up with for me that week. “So much.”

This stunning specimen of a woman, a woman who under a better start to her life, a better childhood, would have become a catwalk supermodel, but instead became an escort and a hooker, would eventually be my wife. At least, I hoped that was the case.


Epilogue

The people in the arrivals hall did their best to ignore me, but still I received plenty of looks. I was in a pink jumpsuit, the top of which tied like a halter-neck; two straps over where my breasts would be, in this case tight flat against my muscular chest. The material was thin, so the black of my stockings, suspender-belt and thong knickers, was faintly visible underneath. Yes, I was well made-up, with glitter on my face like a cheap stripper, and yes, I was in extremely high-heals, making me tower over others with me already tall height, but I was surprised at how uncomfortable men were with how I was dressed. Sure, they’ll say how disgusted they were, but probably only because they were checking out my feminine figure, my tight little arse, and thinking how they’d like to fuck it.

The sign I held in my hand also raised eyebrows. Welcome Home Mistress Layana! Sure, I should have put Dylan’s name, but Welcome Home Mistress Layana & Dylan didn’t have the same ring to it.

When Layana saw me, stepping out into the arrivals hall nicely tanned, with Dylan pushing a luggage cart behind, she screamed with excitement, loud enough to make everyone turn. She ran to me and jumped into my arms, kissing me with delight. Given the tight trousers she had on, many a man looked at me with a mix of jealousy and confusion, but then when I kissed Dylan, who was in a pink Juicy tracksuit, the looks turned away.

“Oh my god, I can’t believe you came for us!” Layana gushed. “We missed you so much!”

“I missed you both too. Did you enjoy yourselves?”

“It was amazing, but not the same without you.” Dylan told me, his hand resting on my buttock, giving it gentle squeezes.

I helped them to the car and drove them to the Heights. They told me all about Thailand, the fun they had, that they hired ladyboys to play with, but apparently nothing was like with me and my huge dick. Layana told me she loved the pictures Natasha and I had been sending them. We tried to send photos of me in various femboy and sissy outfits on a regular basis.

“How are the festival?” She asked.

The festival was a huge success. In fact, ours was the busiest stage, meaning the ticket and bar share we received was far higher than expected. I told them about the worker who fucked me, and they found that absolutely hilarious.

“What about Natasha?” Asked Layana.

“What about her?” I replied, a slight hidden smirk on my face.

“Well, did she enjoy the festival? How did you get on? That sort of thing.” Her voice was soft, but there was a restrained urgency to it. I knew what she wanted to hear, but I also needed to punish her a little bit for playing games.

“Oh, it was fine.” I sighed.

“Just fine?” She asked, concern creeping into her voice.

“Yeah, I mean, I hardly saw her. She was over for an hour or so a night, but then I think she’s seeing someone now. I think she might be falling in love with some guy.”

“What?” She snapped, sitting upright in the passenger seat.

I shrugged, seemingly unconcerned. “Yeah, well, good for her, right? She deserves to be happy.”

She didn’t reply. By now her phone was out and she was texting, and I knew exactly who she was texting. I wasn’t concerned, all of this was planned out with Natasha. Seconds later, I heard an annoyed sigh. “Yes, so, she just started seeing someone. They met at your festival.”

“Possible. I was busy there.”

“Fuck!” She screamed.

I tried to play dumb, after all, she should be happy for her friend, and I told her that. Surely, she was happy for her friend? In the back seat, I heard a snort of laughter from Dylan. Being a man, he recognised a bloke playing jokes, and in this case, he’d worked it out. Sure, Layana had a high IQ but sometimes social cues were out of her realm. Dylan covered his laugh with a cough, and when my eyes met his in the rear view mirror, he gave me a stare that showed that he understood what I was doing.

The Range Rover drove down the concrete ramp under the tower, the gate opening automatically based on my license plate. After parking, I helped them with the bags, but the holiday mood Layana had arrived with seemed gone, a dejected slump in her gait which made me feel a tad guilty.

The ride up in the elevator was in silence, but once we arrived in the apartment, Layana was confused to find Natasha already there. Without a word, I pushed past and took Natasha in my arms, kissing her deeply. Layana watched on in shock as Dylan grinned.

“What?” I asked. “I told you she met a guy. Me!”

A grin of recognition grew on Layana’s face, and she pounced on me, slapping my arm playfully. “You idiot! You bloody idiot!” She laughed.

“Serves you right, you manipulative little shrew!” I laughed back.

“How did you know?”

“Worked it out last night. You’re a clever girl, but that’s also your weakness. Everything’s a game to you.” I said.

“Not everything.” She said softly, pulling Natasha to her and giving her a long, soft kiss. “Will you do it? Will you move in with us? Be our partner, be Max’s partner?”

Tears poured down Natasha’s face. “I’ve been waiting so long for you to ask me that, but you were just waiting for the right moment, weren’t you?”

“No, not the right moment.” Layana said, looking at me, “The right guy.”

Natasha and I wed on a beachfront destination wedding in the Seychelles, a symbolic destination to show where this journey started. At that same wedding, both Natasha and I exchanged vows with Layana and Dylan too, and whilst officially we all couldn’t be wed, we signed a contract together which showed our commitment to one-another.

The wedding was attended by family members and a few close friends, with the promise of a larger wedding for my techno crew upon my return. But to my disappointment, but not my surprise, my parents refused to attend, refused to even speak to me.

Tristan was my best man, walking me arm in arm down the aisle, kissing me on each cheek at the altar, telling me how pretty I was in my lacy wedding dress. I stroked his cheek, held back tears, and told him how much I loved him. The friend who started out a bully, turned out to be one of the most valuable people in my life. Of course I loved him.

That night, instead of a traditional wedding night, we invited Tristan, Becca, Kimiko, and Jack to join us. We told them that if it was too much for them, then of course, we wouldn’t be offended, but we wanted to celebrate this non-traditional unity, we a good old-fashioned orgy. Nobody declined, and for the first time, I introduced Jack to the joys of taking cock.

“I need to tell you something now we are married.” Natasha told me. “Um, I’m pregnant.”

The father easily could be Dylan, or me, but I didn’t care. Dylan’s or mine, the baby would be ours. We shared the news with Layana and Dylan who were over the moon.

“Perhaps I should come off birth control now.” Layana mused. “Yes, I think it will be good to have two babies in the house.”

I started this journey on my thirtieth birthday, wondering if I would ever find love; and now I was surrounded by it. I couldn’t wish for a better life. I was a femboy, a sissy, a cuckold, and a bull. This was the best of all worlds, and I wouldn’t give it up for anything.

THE END
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