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Author's Note

	The Prague Fetish Weekend just ended and it was great to see so many new people attending. But what is great about that event is talking to all the people who live the lifestyle. Sure, there are a lot of people in the porn industry or professional domination area there, but it's also a chance for us amateurs to connect.

	One person I talked to was a therapist who deals with topics of BDSM and she was telling me about a person who dealt with severe depression after an assault, and how female domination helped her to recover, to feel empowered. I wanted to pass that feeling on via this story, but also highlight how sometimes, dominance is fluid depending on who you are with.

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

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

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

	Christine Mueller stared out at the huge garden, taking a deep breath to smell the scent of freshly cut grass, and behind the grass and the flowers, a white picket fence surrounded the garden, an idyllic setting, the one she always dreamed of.

	Such a shame that she couldn't step out of the house to enjoy it.

	It was 20I0 when Christine was attacked by a group of men. She had been walking home in the city from her publisher's office, when three men pulled her into a dark alley and abused her for nearly a half-hour. Not a single person heard her screams, at least, that was what the police had said.

	When she awoke from her ordeal, she was lying in hospital, bruised and battered, and surrounded by nurses, doctors, a detective, and her husband, Ryan, looking despondent, scared and broken. For years, she'd been a highly sexual person, finding a strong muscular corporate lawyer as her husband, she wrote books about strong men and the women who fall for them. Her books had been made into movies, and she her writing was a staple for any woman looking for steamy romances. But never in her life had she expected this.

	After time in the hospital to recover, Ryan drove Christine out to their summer house in the countryside, hoping the fresh air and silence would do her good. The house old house, renovated just two years prior, was their home away from home, a place to escape the city. They had discussed the idea of having kids, but Christine never really felt up to it. She was just gone thirty when the attack happened, and after, the idea of having kids just sent her into a panic.

	The moment she was in the house, she began to relax. With a modern security system and isolation, the house felt like a true safe haven, so much so, she never wanted to leave. And there-in began the problems.

	For the first few weeks, Ryan accepted that she didn't want to go out, and why would she? People knew her, she was famous, and her story had been blasted all over the news, so of course, he understood. But when the weeks became months, and he realised she hadn't even ventured into the garden or the pool, that was when he knew there was something more serious wrong.

	The visiting psychologist diagnosed her with agoraphobia. She explained that it wasn't unusual in situations of rape, and that over time, as Christine learned to deal with her experience, then she would find herself leaving the house. But when the years began to pass, the psychologist admitted that getting her out of the house would become a challenge.

	For the first year after the attack, Christine and Ryan's physical intimacy waned. However, over time, they gradually grew closer again and whilst sex wasn't as crazy regular as it had been in the past, she found herself desiring her husband once more. But whilst they previously enjoyed nightly lovemaking sessions where he was firmly in control, even dominating and spanking her, that all disappeared. Instead, he was more cautious around her, careful to ensure she was comfortable, and for her, she wanted intimacy with her husband, to feel held, whilst at the same time, for the first time, she wanted to know that she could stop at any time.

	For several years, Christine didn't write. The ideas and juices didn't flow, and for sure, gone was her desire for big, strong men in control. By the time COVID hit, she hadn't released a book in ten years, but her back catalogue kept her in healthy residuals.

	For the first years after the attack, Ryan tried to work from the summer house as much as possible, but over time, he moved back to the city, returning on the weekends. When COVID hit though, he was back with Christine full time, reigniting their relationship. For Christine, COVID wasn't the worst time and if anything, it moved her forward just a little. For the first time in years, she moved out of the big old house and onto the deck to swim. It required all her mental strength but it was a massive step forward, and one the partners celebrated.

	For Ryan, his gorgeous redheaded wife aged like a fine wine. Even trapped inside the house, she was tall and stunning, with a perfect figure-8 figure, large breasts, a firm bum, and porcelain skin, she was the picture of beauty. He dearly wished there was a magic button that would fix her, get her out of the house, but even if she never left, he knew that she was the perfect woman. What he was thankful for was the fact that the house had everything she needed, a big kitchen, huge bath, a gym, a gaming room, everything to stop her from becoming bored. Once he told the therapist that he felt guilty for taking her there, that back in their penthouse apartment in the city she wouldn't have such escapes, that perhaps she would have left the apartment, but she told him to put it out of his mind.

	"The thing you need to realise is, the house and its amenities gave her an escape from the hurt and pain she was feeling." The therapist explained. "That's a good thing because after such torment many can't cope and fall into depression, or worse."

	The COVID times brought out one new positive for Christine. For the first time in over a decade, she began writing again, this time a non-fiction book about what happened to her and coping with agoraphobia.

	When COVID ended though, Ryan went back to his routine of living in the city and seeing his wife only on the weekend. Christine felt terribly guilty, and wished she could be with her husband in the city, but she just couldn't. Still, their sex life was improving to the point where she began to wonder if it wasn't time to give Ryan a longer leash.

	"Babe, I was thinking." She began. "Do you want to find a lover?"

	Without hesitation, Ryan burst into a fit of laughter, shaking his head. "Why? You got a lover and are compensating?" He asked jokingly.

	"Yeah, I can't get out to see you, but I go out to find lovers when you're not home." She replied, rolling her eyes. "No Ryan, stop laughing, it's not that. I just, well, you've been so good to me, so patient, and I trust you. If you want a young slut to bang, I wouldn't mind."

	He gradually stopped laughing and then just stared at his wife with a smile. "l don't need another woman."

	"I'm not suggesting you go out and find someone permanent, just the occasional one night stand. Or a regular booty call. Just, I don't know, you used to be so horny all the time, and I've taken that away from you."

	Ryan took his wife into his hands. "First of all, you haven't taken anything away from me. Secondly, look, I'm horny, yes, but I have a hand to take care of that."

	"No Ryan. Listen to me now. It's important to me that you get laid sometimes, so if you're going to be alone in the city, then do me a favour and get laid. I mean it!"

	The tall muscular man stared at his sexy wife without a word, then he leaned in and kissed her cheek but said nothing. He understood her and in his mind, he'd often wondered if it didn't make sense to have the occasional fling, but he always chastised himself for thinking such things. It was good to know he wasn't the only one.

	In 2024, Christine's new book was finally ready to be published. Suddenly, people were coming to see her again, going over cover designs, marketing plans, and all the stuff she hated about writing. It was during this time that new neighbours moved in. A young couple, maybe in their mid-twenties. Given that she didn't leave the house, she didn't introduce herself, nor did they come over to say hello, but from a distance, they seemed nice. The man was skinny and short, and tended to hang around the house, whilst the woman was tall, with jet black hair and a slender, attractive body. She left each morning around seven and returned around six in the evening.

	It was in early 2025 when press began to arrive to interview Christine about her new book, that the neighbours began to wonder who this woman was. They decided to make the effort one evening and popped over. Of course, when they finally met Christine, she knew instantly who she was.

	"Oh my god, my mom loved your books." Paige, the neighbour noted. "l heard about what happened. I'm sorry we didn't stop by sooner."

	"You're sweet," Christine said with a smile. "No, that's fine. I get it. So your mom read my books, you didn't?"

	The young woman blushed. "They're not really, um, my thing."

	"Oh? How so?"

	"I'm more into the stronger woman side of romance, so to speak." Said Paige.

	It was at that point that Christine realised that Xander, Paige's partner, hadn't spoken. Heck, Paige had introduced him. So not wanting Xander to feel left out, she turned to him. "And Xander, what do you do?"

	"Oh, erm," The man looked up at Paige nervously. "l, er, program apps. But it's just a hobby."

	Again, Paige stepped in. "Xander's dad wrote screenplays for some pretty famous movies and TV shows. His dad died when he was a kid, and now he lives off the residuals."

	"Oh, lucky for some!" Christine laughed.

	Xander looked up. "My dad actually wrote the teleplay a TV movie based on one of your books. I was eight at the time."

	"Oh wow! That's fantastic!"

	The group sat down to drink tea and chatted about life, but as expected for

	Christine, the subject came back to her agoraphobia. She explained that she'd made some progress but only as far as the pool and hot tub, that she wasn't able to go to the garden.

	"Ryan cleans the pool every weekend," Christine sighed. "l try to put chemicals in. We moved them closer to the house so I can get access, but really, we could do with a professional company to come and do everything. Ryan does the garden and the pool, and well, the bits and bobs around the house, but that leaves nothing of the weekend. I feel awful."

	Xander spoke up. "I'll be happy to help."

	"Yes!" Paige clapped. "Xander will be more than happy to help, and he's quite handy, even if he doesn't look it."

	"Oh, I couldn't possibly impose." Christine said with a smile.

	"Nonsense! He'll be happy to."

	They talked for a little longer, before Paige said they needed to go. Christine stood to show them out, but as she did so, she caught a glimpse of Xander as he leaned forward, revealing his lower back, and a pair of lace trimmed frilly pink satin panties. Of course, she didn't say anything, or even comment on it, but in her mind, she wondered why he did such a thing. Was it a case of wanting to play around with Paige? Or was he a crossdresser? After they left, Christine focused on her own chores around the house, but she couldn't help but come back to the meeting. Xander was very quiet, reserved, whereas Paige was outgoing and talkative. The comment Paige made about stronger women gave Christine pause, and as she did so, she thought back to the panties on Xander. All her writing life, Christine had focused on the bawdy romance, the rich, sexually repressed woman succumbing to the whims of the muscular stable-boy, or so forth. It was trash, but women loved it.

	And most of all, before the events of 20I0, Christine loved it too, but since then, she hadn't found a way to get excited by the thoughts of big, muscular men anymore. Heck, with Ryan she needed to use lubricant now, something she never had to do in the past.

	One thing was for certain though, there was something about Xander that made her pussy warm, a feeling she hadn't felt in years. He was the opposite of the type of man she liked, and yet, he had woken up a desire in her she hadn't felt in years; she didn't understand why.


One

	Christine awoke to the sound of a petrol lawnmower. She turned to look at the clock, shocked to see it was gone eight-thirty. For her, that was a lay-in, as she liked to be up at seven. But she'd had a late night. When she went to bed, she spent most of her evening researching why men in relationships would wear panties. Of course, she got the whole spiel about crossdressing, but when intrigued her was to find submissive men would often wear panties and other items of female clothing for their dominant partners. Of course, that sent her down the rabbit hole of sissification.

	The sound of the lawnmower appeared to grow closer, and it made her pause and think. She had two neighbours; one close, one far. The close ones were Xander and Paige. Was Xander cutting his garden?

	She stood and walked to the window, her flowing white silk nightie swishing through the air, until she stood by the large sash window and looked down from the edge, peering from behind the net curtain. Xander was indeed mowing a lawn, but not his own. He was busy on Christine's garden.

	"How sweet." She said to herself with a smile. But then the smile faded as she thought back to what she had read, and the fact that he might, at that very moment, be wearing panties under those trousers. Instantly, her pussy throbbed and felt, well, different. She reached down and gathered up the nightie, pressing her fingers to her pussy. She was soaked.

	Before 20I0, she used to masturbate a lot. It was the only way to prevent the stories she wrote from descending into smut rather than romance, so whenever she felt herself getting too horny from a scene, she'd rub one out. Since then, she hadn't masturbated, not once. But now, there she was, standing by the window and rubbing herself with an uncontrolled ferocity, one she hadn't felt for such a long time, and really, she didn't know why. Xander wasn't her type; he was skinny, young, effeminate, but there was just something about him, about the situation, that brought back feelings she thought were long gone. The two fingers prodding her sodden vagina proved that.

	After she climaxed, Christine continued her morning routine, but did so feeling enlightened, happy, and for the first time in years, confident.

	"Would you like a cup of tea?" Christine called out from the backdoor as Xander raked up the cut grass.

	"Oh, thank you Christine." He smiled, "I'll be right there. Just finishing up."

	She retreated into the large kitchen and put the kettle on, preparing two mugs. She'd put on a dress she hadn't worn in a while. It wasn't anything special, just a cream-coloured country dress, with cinched waist and a wide, petticoated skirt which finished above her knees, but she hadn't worn it for some time because it usually made Ryan randy. Today though, she wanted a dress which showed off her huge bosom, her tight waist, her long thin legs.

	The knock on the door alerted her to Xander's presence, just as she was adding milk to the tea. She told him to come inside, but he hesitated, stating that he might have a strand or two of grass on him.

	"Oh, pish-posh. I'll live." She laughed. So he pulled off his shoes and walked in, graciously accepting the mug of hot tea. "Thank you, by the way," she said, "you really didn't need to do that."

	"It's fine. I needed to cut my grass anyway."

	They drank in silence for a moment, a thousand questions running through Christine's mind causing the air to thicken in anticipation, at least for her. So she decided to ask a simpler question. "How long have you and Paige been married?" "Oh, we're not married. No, erm, Paige is just my, erm, well, it's complicated." He said, but his blushing crimson face told Christine volumes.

	"Try me." She laughed.

	"Well, I guess girlfriend. Except, we're not exclusive. Or well, she isn't."

	"She has a boyfriend who she sees from time to time. Then she has me."

	Christine tutted from behind the mug. "These modern relationships." She chuckled. "If it works for you, I guess."

	But Xander looked away and shrugged. Clearly the relationship wasn't working for him. In fact, he looked downright frustrated. She pushed him until he finally admitted to only seeing her about two days a week, and that he really wanted her there full time.

	"Can I ask you a question?" Christine began.

	Again, he blushed. "You saw my panties. Paige told me, said you saw them."

	She nodded. "Yes."

	Once more, he sighed and then nodded. "Okay, so, Paige and I don't have sex. I'm a submissive, and she's a dominatrix. I used to pay her, but instead, we changed the relationship to one more like a cuckold couple. For a while it worked, but when I inherited the house from my aunt, she wasn't so happy about moving further from the city. Anyway, over the last few weeks, she's become distant."

	With a nod, Christine finally understood. "So you are her...what's the word? I read it last night."

	"Sissy." He said.

	"Yes! Sissy!"

	"l am. Well, I'd like to be. For a while, I was, but without her here, it makes no sense. I'm not transgender or a crossdresser. I need to be forced into it for humiliation."

	"But you wear panties." She noted.

	Another blush. "They're just nicer. Comfortable."

	"l get it." She said, but at the same time, she so desperately wanted to see them, to ask him to drop his pants. Her pussy throbbed harder than it had ever throbbed, and a shiver ran down her spine.

	After finishing his tea, Xander said he needed to do some coding so went off on his way, but not before leaving his mobile phone number behind in case she needed anything. "Just call and tell me what you need, I'll be happy to help."

	That afternoon, Christine's therapist stopped by for their usual appointment. The woman was almost the same age as Christine, a little younger, and over the years, they were more like friends then doctor and patient. But still, Claire Markus was ever the professional and made sure to listen to her patient, as well as find time to gossip.

	"You look...different." Claire said when she arrived, handing her coat to Christine as she usually did.

	Christine blushed and then nodded. "l feel different. Come in, I've made a pot of tea."

	For the next few minutes, Christine filled Claire in on everything that had happened that week, before reaching the meeting with Xander and Paige. She explained about the panties, the nighttime reading, and the talk that morning with Xander about Paige being a dominatrix. Finally, she ended things by saying that she had masturbated three times that day.

	Claire clapped in delight. "That's a huge leap forward!" She gasped. "It means you are starting to see yourself for what you are, a sexual being."

	"l think so." Christine agreed.

	"Although, I do find it interesting that the submissive male turns you on now, rather than the dominant one, though not unusual."

	"How so?"

	"Well, after what you went through, you need to feel in control. You've said as much about your sexual experiences with Ryan. However, you have always been a woman who was particularly sexually open, perhaps that's returning now, but with the need of control being a big part of that."

	The diagnosis sounded like something to be concerned about, and for a moment, Christine worried if these newfound desires were setting her back, rather than moving her forward.

	"l don't think so." Claire stated. "Look, we are all influenced by life's experiences, but they're our way of coping. If this is your coping mechanism and it makes you better, then more power to you. Anyway, to be honest with you, I've always been dominant towards men myself, so I'm more than supportive."

	"So you think I should indulge on my fantasies? Should I find out of Xander is interested?"

	"I'm not suggesting that. Not directly. Look, you're a married woman, so obviously, you can't do anything that might jeopardise that relationship. But at the same time, as a psychologist, I'd be interested to see how this fantasy might help you, be it returning you to writing, or, one day, getting out of the house. First and foremost, your mental health is paramount."

	Whilst not a green light to go play around and discover this new side of her sexuality, Christine took it as a silent nod to go see. But first, she needed to understand Xander's psychology, his need to be dressed in women's clothes for dominant women, and why that was interesting to her.

	"Submission comes in various forms, but from what you told me about Xander, I assume he came from a background where he saw little of his father, a lot of his mother, likely over nurturing, and given you say he programs as a hobby, he's likely highly intelligent, which means he sees discipline as a constant. He wants discipline in order to focus, to drive himself; many powerful CEOs feel the same way.

	"As to why feminisation, again, not uncommon. Taking away his manhood is a form of humiliation, a way of, again, removing control. Humiliation when sexualised releases the same chemicals as excitement and fear." Then Claire smiled. "For the woman, it's about power. The power, the control, it's exciting, it feels good, and most of all, it's freeing."

	"That's...interesting." Christine said, though she felt it was more than interesting.

	The conversation moved on to other areas, until finally, their time was up and

	Claire needed to be on her way. Christine had things to do too, or rather, she told herself she did, but really, everything could wait. But then she had a thought. The hot tub hadn't been drained and cleaned in a while, and she really fancied using it.

	The nights were getting cooler, so it made sense.

	Picking up the phone with trembling fingers, she dialled Xander's number. She wondered if she was going too far, being too forward, and whether or not her husband would forgive her, but the need to know burned inside her, made her loins shiver with excitement.

	"Hello?" The voice answered, unsure of the number.

	"Xander? It's Christine. Your neighbour."

	"Oh, hi Christine. Everything okay?"

	"I...I was wondering..." She paused, gathering her thoughts. "My hot tub. I'd like to use it, you see?"

	"Okay..."

	"But it needs draining and refilling, cleaning. Would you mind, erm, would you do it for me?"

	There was a pause, silence, and for a moment, she wondered if she was asking too much of her neighbour. But then Ryan replied in a most curious manner, one which again, made her shiver with desire. "Are you asking me to do it, or telling me?" He asked softly.

	"l...erm, well, telling you?" She said, although with no small amount of insecurity.

	"It's okay, Miss Christine, if you want to tell me to do it." He replied. 

	Miss Christine.

	Her legs shook so violently that she needed to sit down, and the moment she did, her fingers were under her skirt and panties, working her clit. "Good. Get it done this afternoon."

	"Yes, Miss Christine." He said more confidently, his voice carrying a darkness which excited her.

	She ended the call and immediately closed her eyes, rubbing herself to not one but two orgasms. When she was done with her second, she opened her eyes and caught Xander stood there on the deck in his jeans, cleaning products in a basket.

	Their eyes met and for a moment, she felt horrified, until she decided to just own it. Standing, she marched to the patio doors and opened them. "Xander, you can't clean the hot tub in those! You'll ruin them!" She snapped.

	"Oh, sorry, I'll go get changed." He said softly.

	"No, don't waste time going home. Stay here, I'll be back."

	Christine marched upstairs, wondering what in god's name she was doing. Almost automatically, she opened a drawer and found a little pair of her shorts. They were ultra-short ones sometimes wore with tights, pink with a huge satin bow on the front. Then from a cupboard, she retrieved a white scalloped, ribbed cami top, complete with spaghetti straps.

	She walked back downstairs, but each step felt heavy with nerves. What if she'd misunderstood? What if he told Paige? What if she told Ryan?

	"Here. Some old things you can use. If you ruin them, it won't matter." She told him. She saw he had already connected the hose to drain the tub.

	"Oh, well, erm," He stared at the clothes, licked his lips, then said, "Well, it's going to take a couple of hours for the tub to drain anyway. I can change at home."

	"Nonsense." She smiled. "You can wear these. I won't have you ruining your own clothes for me."

	"Er, right, yes, thanks. I'll change at home."

	"Make sure you do."

	An hour and a half later, he returned, this time in the tiny hotpants and the little cami top. It was ridiculous, of course, but a buzz of power ran through her body. She gave him an order and he did it, not matter how stupid the order. She so desperately wanted to masturbate again, but he knew she was watching, and she didn't want to do it in front of him.

	After he was done cleaning, he set the tub to fill, and came by every half-hour to check on it. Christine used the break to masturbate, drilling herself with her fingers, rubbing her clit, picturing the skinny submissive man in the feminine outfit, her feminine outfit. It was exhilarating. And every time he returned, he was still in the outfit, even though he was done cleaning, he kept the feminine outfit on.

	"It's done, Miss Christine." He said. "It'll take the evening to warm up, but I've checked and set the pH, and made sure there is enough chlorine. Tomorrow it'll be ready for use."

	"Excellent work Xander. Thank you."

	"Is there...is there anything else I can do for you?"

	She wished there was, anything to see him trotting around in the kinky little outfit, but unfortunately, there was nothing for now. "No, thank you. You can go now."

	"Thank you Miss." He replied, then paused. "I'll wash and return your clothes."

	"No, you keep them. They're yours now."

	"Oh, thank you. Erm, when should I take them off tonight?"

	She smiled and gave it some thought. "l think before bed. I assume you have a pretty nightie to change into?"

	"l do, Miss Christine."

	"Very good. Do you wear it often?"

	"No Miss. Not now that Paige doesn't visit that often."

	"Well, make sure to start again. Good lingerie shouldn't go to waste in drawers."

	His lips twitched, wanting to smile, but a mixture of nervousness and formality prevented him from doing so. "Yes Miss Christine."

	That night, as Christine prepared for bed, she looked out across the large gardens and caught a light in the window of Xander's house. She stared for a moment, until she saw a swish of pink go past. Stepping forward, she watched intently, until finally, the pink again, except it seemed to stop mid-step, before turning to the window. Xander stared straight at her. He stood there in a pink satin and lace babydoll nightie.

	Christine smirked and then nodded slowly. Xander grabbed the hem of his nightie and curtseyed, and finally, he smiled. There was an understanding between them, and now Christine was determined to explore it.


Two

	Unfortunately, the following day was a Friday, which meant Ryan was coming. In fact, when Xander popped over to check the hot tub that morning, and Christine met him with a mug of tea, she opened the small talk with the fact that her husband was coming that afternoon. He nodded and replied that Paige was likely coming over the following day too.

	Xander asked about Ryan, so she told him about his work and how often he visited, and so forth. The conversation was anything but what either of them wanted to talk about, but neither had the courage to push the envelope, not until Christine said, "l liked your nightie." She said it off-the-cuff as she sipped on tea. "How many like that do you have?"

	"Erm, a few." He said, then paused. "A lot."

	She paused, then said, "Maybe next week you can come round and clean my house, would you like that?"

	"Yes Miss, I would."

	She licked her lips then said, "Good. Then wash and clean the shorts and top I gave you, you can clean in that."

	That evening, she had a nice evening dinner with Ryan, whilst she listened to him talk about his week. However, her mind was elsewhere, thinking about little Xander prancing around in her clothes whilst he cleaned up. She wasn't sure what Ryan was even saying, but as she felt her pussy fill with the hot fluids of her desire, she looked up at her husband. "Wanna fuck?" She asked. It had been a while since she'd instigated sex in such a manner.

	After a brief pause and stare, Ryan jumped his feet excitedly. He took her hand and ran with her upstairs, Christine giggling as Ryan took the opportunity like a horny teenager. In the bedroom, he was naked in the blink of an eye and his cock was getting harder in front of her.

	"Go down on me." She hissed, now naked on the bed, her legs spread.

	"Oh yes!" He gasped, diving between her legs and licking away.

	Christine allowed her eyes to close and pictured Xander there, dressed in the pink nightie, eating her. As Ryan munched away, she heard herself in the dream, telling Xander what a dirty little girl he was, a dirty little sissy, a sad excuse for a man. The more she imagined degrading him, the more turned on she became, until Ryan heard a sound he hadn't heard in nearly fifteen years. Christine had an orgasm.

	Not wanting to waste the opportunity, Ryan asked if she was ready for him. She said she was with an enthusiastic smile, so he lay back waiting for her to mount him as she preferred. No, not this time, she thought. "What are you doing? Fuck me already!" She laughed.

	"Really?" He asked, bolting upright.

	"Yes, fuck me!"

	Ryan inserted himself into her and for the first time in a long time, she let him take her how he liked. In fact, she began to get the old feeling of submissiveness with him, the trust. It was quite bizarre, his dominance had been off-putting to her since the attack, but now with the power she felt over Xander, Ryan's dominance was somehow interesting again.

	They fucked for nearly an hour to two orgasms for her. It was like old times. "Wow! I guess the therapy is working." Ryan said, panting with a huge satisfied grin on his face.

	For a moment, Christine wondered if she should lie and agree with him, but she'd never lied to him once in their relationship and she sure wasn't going to start. So, she turned on her side and said, "Okay, promise you won't get angry."

	He chuckled. "You having an affair?"

	"No. Not as such anyway."

	His chuckle died down. "Go on."

	So she told him everything, from the visit by Paige and Xander, to the panties, right down to him cleaning the hot tub in her little pink shorts.

	"Are those the neon pink ones?" He asked.

	"Yeah."

	Once more, he chuckled. "So let me get this straight. The neighbour is a submissive sissy, and does stuff for you if you order him to, stuff I don't need to do this weekend, freeing my time up? And that makes you horny?"

	"Yeah, sorry."

	This time, Ryan's laugh was loud and deep. "Honey, more power to you. If that gets me the old you back, then dominate the boy."

	"If you see him, don't say you know. I don't want to spook him."

	"Hey, don't worry. But I think it's cool you're finding yourself again. Who knew you just needed to bring out your dominatrix side, huh?"

	"So you honestly don't mind if I explore this?" She asked, feeling the excitement grow inside her.

	"No honey. I'm pretty comfortable in our relationship to give you this, especially if it will help you out. Anyway, you gave me permission to play."

	She grinned. "And have you?" She purred.

	The blush on his face suggested he had, yet he seemed nervous about it. "Erm..." 

	"Tell me. It's making me horny. Was it some hot little thing?" She asked, now reaching for his cock.

	"Are you sure you want to hear this?"

	"Yes! I told you, you could!"

	He turned on his side, getting closer to her. It turned out that there was a married woman in his gym who was looking for something non-committal on the side. They often worked out together, and she complained about her husband having a small dick, and being incompetent in bed, so she needed a lover to play with. For a while, Ryan had brushed it off, but when Christine gave him permission to play, he thought, why not?

	Christine listened on with interest, but the story made her think. She'd read about femdom relationships and sissies, but many of the men in those relationships were into cuckolding too. "Does the husband know?" She asked.

	Ryan frowned. "No...well...l don't think so. Why would he?"

	"The way she is describing her husband, it sounds like she's a dominant with her husband."

	"Ha!" Ryan laughed suddenly. "She's not with me!"

	"Yeah, because you're the tough lover. But I bet you her husband is a cuckold."

	Ryan thought about that, looking off into the distance. He hadn't thought about it, hadn't questioned the relationship, it really was none of his business. He just wanted to get laid. But there was something about banging a guy's wife whilst the husband waited at home that turned him on, and Christine felt it in her hand.

	Once again, she was pulling Ryan to her, feeling his huge, fat cock enter her. "Tell me about her."

	"She's blonde. Long wavy hair. Maybe thirty-five, small breasts, slim, but not very tall. She's a teacher of English."

	"What's she like in bed?"

	"Loud. It's really easy to make her cum. She likes to be choked, spanked."

	"Mmm, I'd love to watch that."

	"Really?" He grinned.

	"My sexy husband shagging some sexy blonde slut? Hell yeah!" 

	"Wow! I never thought...but I should have. God, you're amazing."

	"You are!"

	"Honestly though honey, I'm not sure I can hang on for a long run this time. You're making me so horny." He told her, and she just grinned, squeezing her sodden cunt against him. She hadn't been this wet in so long. "Tell me about him. Are you going to fuck him?"

	"l don't think that's what this is about."

	"You should. At least once, so that he knows what he's missing."

	"Then maybe I will. But he'll have a small dick. It won't be for my pleasure."

	"I'm sure you'll get some pleasure belittling him as you do it." He suggested, and that put thoughts into her head, the thought of riding Xander and telling him how useless his little cock was, how he'd never please a woman sexually, and how it would be better to chop off his little balls to save the gene-pool.

	Christine let out a loud roar, louder than before, her climax coming from nowhere. The suddenness of her orgasm sent shockwaves through Ryan, who could no longer hold back, releasing inside her.

	After cleaning up, they both fell into a slumber, but both had dreams filled with unexpected fantasies for domination and submission. For Ryan, he had always loved playing with bondage, something he missed since what happened to Christine, but to have it back and then some, would be amazing, even if it wasn't directly with Christine.

	He had never pictured Christine as a dominant woman. She was naturally dominant in the way she put herself out there in day-to-day life, or was before the attack, but in the bedroom, she was a kitten. But now kitty had claws, and something about that turned Ryan on. Could they both live as dominants together, taking third-parties under their wing? Perhaps, but one thing was for sure, Ryan wanted to know more about it.



	




	Three

	The next day, Ryan used the nicer weather to do some work on the outdoor kitchen he'd been building as a hobby. He hadn't done anything on it for a while because there was always something to do, but with the hot tub cleaned and the grass cut, he decided to give himself a day just for himself, even though he knew the vegetable patch needed tending to, and the gutters needed cleaning.

	"Hello." Ryan heard a voice say. He looked around the wall he was building to see a skinny young man in an oversized black t-shirt leaning on the fence.

	"Oh, hey! You must be Xander." Ryan said, walking over. "Christine said you'd been helping out. Thanks! It means a lot."

	"No problem at all. I'm home nearly all the time, so happy to help. You're Ryan?

	"Right." Ryan grinned, desperate to talk about Xander's submissive needs, but not wanting to make him uncomfortable. "Your girlfriend not home?" Ryan saw the frown on Xander's face the moment he said it.

	"No. She was meant to come by today, but her plans changed. The country life isn't for her."

	"l get that." Ryan said. "l like coming back here for the weekend, but I also like the benefits of city life."

	"Yeah, I was never much of a party guy. I like my privacy, like being away from the prying eyes." Xander explained. "Paige doesn't though. Honestly, things have been winding down with Paige for a while."

	"Sounds like it's time to move on." Said Ryan.

	"Yeah." Said Xander, drifting off a little as he watched Ryan work, seeing the tight t-shirt bulge over his huge muscles. "Need some help?"

	"Sure, if you like? Appreciate that."

	From the window, Christine watched as Xander jumped the fence and began moving bricks closer to Ryan. There was something sexy about knowing that she had two playthings in her life, two men who could satisfy both sides of her needs, but even better knowing that Ryan was okay with it.

	Christine wanted to masturbate, but there was one thing she felt like doing more than that, and that was write. During the night, she'd had another idea for a romance book, so she set to work on that. If there was one thing she knew sold with women her age, it was the type of smut she'd always written, but the statistics showed younger women were less into that. They wanted racier themes, but also more power to women, even if they surrendered it from time to time. Her situation made her understand that a little better, so she set to work on her next idea, drafting out a rough skeleton of the idea she had, so she could build out the story later.

	The story was about a bored married woman who found herself being seduced by her client, a dominant, strong, yet intelligent man. The story would highlight her internal struggle, until eventually, she confesses all to her husband, who, after his own struggle, decides to give her the freedom to continue to explore.

	Christine wasn't even sure what she would write would be sellable material, but that wasn't important. What was, was the fact that she'd returned to writing, her true passion.

	She was so deep into her writing that she didn't hear the sound of the door opening. However, the sound of chatting and laughter didn't escape her. Taking a break, she headed downstairs where she found Ryan and Xander taking a break from work to make a cup of tea.

	"Want one?" Ryan asked.

	"Sure, yes please." Christine replied. "How are you boys getting along? I saw you both working on the kitchen."

	"Great. Xander was telling me about the app he was developing. Basically a calorie tracker for diabetics that allows them to just scan the barcode or use the camera so the Al can tell what the food is." Ryan said enthusiastically.

	"Yeah, I heard. It's great." The smiled that Christine gave Xander made him blush. He could see that she was proud of him, something he hadn't felt from someone in a while, especially not a dominant woman he was beginning to worship.

	Clearly the two men hadn't talked about Xander's fetishes, which meant Christine had a card up her sleeve. It was time to mess with him a bit. "You know what would really help Ryan, Xander?" She asked.

	"Erm, no?" He said, blushing again.

	"He was going to clean the gutters today, but you'll be a dear and do that for him, won't you?" She asked with a pleasantry that was so over the top that Ryan had to hold himself from chuckling.

	"Oh, erm, sure. Yes, erm, Christine." Xander replied, careful not to say yes Miss.

	"Good boy." She replied, surprising Xander. "Actually, Xander, get me that mixer down, I'll make a pie." She said, pointing at the mixer on top of the shelf in the kitchen.

	The younger man looked at Ryan sheepishly, but Ryan just stood there, smirking.

	Xander walked over to the shelf and reached up, grabbing the mixer. But as he did so, the baggy t-shirt rose up, revealing the lacy trim of the pink knickers he had on underneath his trousers.

	Christine looked over at Ryan, who was staring at Xander with a smile, and then he did the most curious thing. He licked his lips. Never had Christine pictured Ryan as gay or bisexual, and to her knowledge, he'd never had a gay thought in his life, but clearly, there was something about Xander that made him flinch that way.

	Later that afternoon, Ryan called it a day just as Xander was finishing the last gutter. Ryan thanked Xander and suggested he join them for dinner. As Ryan headed inside to shower, Christine met with Xander on the deck. "Good work on the gutters. Good boy. I'm proud of you." She said.

	"Thank you," Xander paused.

	"He's in the shower." She told him.

	"Thank you, Miss Christine."

	"l think Mistress Christine is better, isn't it?"

	Xander gulped but it was followed by a smile. "Yes, Mistress."

	"Good. If we're going to play, then we'll need some rules. On Monday, we will talk about them."

	"What...what about Ryan?"

	"Ryan knows and he is okay with it."

	Xander's eyes bulged. "Ryan knows I'm submissive."

	"And a sissy, yes. He likes it."

	"Oh my god..." He gasped, clearly humiliated and yet aroused by the humiliation.

	"Go home and get changed for dinner."

	"Y-yes Mistress."

	After Ryan showered, Christine filled him in on the conversation. He found the whole thing both hilarious and exhilarating, hearing that Xander referred to his wife as mistress.

	They prepared the table for dinner, wondering if Xander would actually show or not, given it all had to be very scary for him. However, the knock on the front door announced his presence, so Christine went to open it, shocked to find Xander stood there in the little neon pink hot-pants, and the cami-top.

	"Xander! Why did you wear that to dinner?" She laughed.

	Immediately, he blushed. "I...I thought this was what you wanted."

	"No! I thought clean clothes."

	"Oh god! I'll go home and change."

	"No!" She snapped suddenly. "It's too late now, and you're here. Come in." 

	"But I feel stupid."

	"You look stupid." She said firmly. "Good. Serves you right, dumb little sissy, aren't you?"

	"Oh, please Mistress. Don't do that. You'll make me hard."

	"Are you not in chastity?" She asked him, having read about that recently.

	"No. Paige doesn't lock me up when she's away."

	"Seems silly. Okay, well, come in sissy."

	When Xander walked into the dining room, Christine made sure to look at her husband as he took in the sissy with his smooth, waxed legs and arms, the tiny tight arse. The hot-pants were stretchy, and on Christine, they'd been too tight, but on Xander, they looked a little too loose. Once again, Ryan looked over at the sissy, this time, there was no hiding the sudden feeling of lust he had for Xander. Ryan was definitely bisexual, or at least, bi-curious.

	"You look interesting." Ryan said, but he didn't laugh. "l remember those shorts."

	Xander blushed, but it was a different blush this time. It was odd, but in those female clothes, he became almost demure in his movements, his actions. "Thank you. Your wife gave them to me."

	"Your Mistress." Ryan replied automatically.

	A brief look over at Christine, then a nod. "Yes, Mistress Christine."

	As Christine served the food, she told Xander to pour the wine, which he did without question, then they sat down to eat. Immediately, Ryan began asking questions. "What is it you enjoy about submission?" He asked.

	Xander took a moment to chew and think, before saying, "It's very difficult to describe, but I've had everything handed to me on a plate, so much so that I always felt my life lacked structure. Serving, and submission in general, makes me feel like I am free to explore more of myself that I would be embarrassed to do on my own."

	"So, you are relieving yourself of the burden of society?" Asked Ryan.

	"Yes."

	Ryan nodded as if he understood. "And the women's clothes?"

	"Sissification allows a structured, consensual space where I can explore a softer, more submissive, or emotionally expressive side that I feel like I'm not permitted to show otherwise. The paradoxical use of shame at being made to act or look feminine heightens my arousal. For me, this isn't about truly believing femininity is shameful, but about the intensity of surrender and emotional vulnerability that comes from breaking social taboos."

	"Interesting." Ryan nodded. "Well, you should feel comfortable to dress up around us."

	"Well, it's not about being comfortable. I like being forced."

	"Because then you don't feel responsible for your actions." Ryan noted, and Xander nodded. "Xander, I want to tell you something. In just the short amount of time you and my wife have explored this, her psychological well-being has improved dramatically. For me, that's incredibly important. So, if you are really okay with serving my wife, then I'd like you both to explore it."

	Sitting up straight, Xander smiled with genuine pride. He looked over at Christine. "I'm so glad I can help. Yes, it would be my honour to serve someone as beautiful and amazing as Mistress Christine."

	"Wonderful." Ryan stated with gusto. "l fully trust her to do what is best, no matter what. There is nothing to fear from me."

	"Thank you, Sir." Suddenly, Xander blushed and looked away. Christine smiled and looked up at her husband, expecting to see him smile too, but instead, she saw something else; lust.

	The room was silent for a moment, the air thick. Clearly, Ryan was feeling something unexpected, but the power dynamic appeared to mean a lot to him. Still, rather than dwell on Xander's use of the word, sir, he changed the subject and talked about technology. It frustrated Christine because the talk had been turning her on, but now that was being blown away.

	"Xander, you really should be wearing a bra with a top like that." She said suddenly, causing both men to look at her. "Do you own bras?"

	"Yes..." Xander swallowed as Christine looked at him expectantly. "Mistress." "Then run along home and put a bra on. Maybe some stockings too."

	"Y-yes Mistress." He stuttered out, leaping out of his seat and out the back door.

	Once he was a safe distance away, Ryan smiled and asked what she was up to.

	"You're turned on." She said with a smile. "At first I thought you were bisexual. But I don't think it's that exactly. I think his gender doesn't matter."

	"The power turns me on." He admitted. "l don't find him attractive, well, not as a male. But honestly, that arse in those shorts? How could I not find it hot?"

	"l know. And you know that if you wanted to, you could have it."

	"But I can't. I know he has a cock, and whilst I'm not homophobic, I just couldn't do it."

	She nodded, but she knew that in time, that might change. "l want to fuck you."

	"He'll be right back though?"

	"l don't care. He can watch." She said, standing. "You don't mind someone watching do you? We did it before." They'd attended a swinger's club once at the beginning of their relationship, though they didn't bother fucking others, they still fucked in front of a group. Christine found it exhilarating, and later, Ryan admitted that he did too.

	So, Christine stripped off her dress, then her panties and bra, and then got down on her knees and unzipped his trousers, pulling that huge shaft from his trousers and into her mouth. She sucked him for several minutes, until a gasp alerted her to Xander's arrival.



	




	Four

	Xander stood there taking in the scene in front of him. He was still in the same clothes Christine had given him, but visible beneath the thin white cami-top was a lacy white bralette, and on his legs, two smooth white hold-up stockings, the thick white lace trim just below the shorts. Instead of normal male shoes, he'd put on pink high-heeled pumps. Christine stared at him as she gently massaged Ryan's dick, feeling it grow in her hand as her husband took in the sight in front of him.

	"Much better." Christine breathed. "Now come here and watch."

	Xander walked over slowly, nervously, before kneeling down beside Christine. He then stared as Christine made easy work deep throating the massive dick. "Have you seen a cock this big?" She asked Xander with a seductive smile.

	"No." He gasped.

	"Have you ever sucked a cock?"

	He shook his head. "Not a real one."

	Christine's eyes looked up at Ryan's, but he moved them quickly, a signal that he wasn't ready for that. So she continued to suck, before climbed up and positioning the cock at her pussy. Xander stared intently as the couple kissed and copulated, then Christine turned and looked at Xander. "Pathetic little sissy, just kneeling there. Probably wishing that you were me now, right? Riding this huge dick? No more coming over here in boy's clothes. Only sissy clothes from now on, understood?"

	"Yes Mistress!" Xander gasped, his hand reaching to the shorts, but stopping himself.

	"You can wank if you want." Ryan said, surprising them both. "Take it out and wank, but don't be surprised if we laugh at your little dick."

	"Thank you, Sir."

	"Master. When were are like this, then Master."

	"Yes Master. Thank you Master."

	Christine felt Ryan's dick jump inside her when Xander said that, and she knew he was getting off on the powerplay. Inside her it jumped once again, and this time, as she looked left, she saw Xander and his cock. It was short, yes, but very fat. In fact, it seemed fatter than Ryan's, but it was so short that it being fat looked almost comical.

	"That's so short!" Christine gasped. "Wow! Have you ever satisfied a woman?"

	"No Mistress." Xander replied apologetically as he rubbed himself.

	"Don't you dare cum before I do." Ryan warned him.

	"Yes Master."

	"Pathetic little thing." Ryan said. "In your sexy little outfit, pathetic, aren't you?" "l am Master." Panted Xander, a little more confidence in his voice.

	"Everything about you is small. Your tiny little cock. Your tiny...tight...oh my god, sexy little ass. Pert and so sexy."

	Christine grinned at her husband who couldn't take his eyes off Xander. "Tell him baby. Tell him how you feel." She told her husband.

	"Sexy little sissy, aren't you?" Ryan said, his voice tight, close to climaxing. Xander was grinning now, proudly arching his back to show off his tight, slim effeminate body. "Thank you Master."

	"Stand up!" Snapped Ryan. "Come here. Come closer."

	To Christine's surprise, Ryan reached out with a huge hand and began to rubbing it on Xander's firm body, then down to his backside, grabbing it firmly as Xander continued to wank. Neither of them spoke anymore, not even Christine, she just rode him, her orgasm approaching, as she heard both men pant. She watched as Ryan's right hand moved from cheek to cheek, squeezing and rubbing the sissy's backside through the soft, shiny shorts.

	"Oh!" Christine cried, her orgasm buzzing through her body.

	"I'm gonna cum." Said Xander.

	"Wait! I'm close!" Said Ryan, moving his hand to Xander's stocking-covered leg and rubbing it. "Oh fuck! I'm coming!"

	Christine felt ropes of cum fill her.

	"Where should I cum?" Xander asked, now furiously rubbing himself. Christine thought that once Ryan came, he'd stop holding Xander, but if anything, he rubbed harder, now reaching over with both hands, seemingly pulling Xander closer.

	"Just shoot." Ryan said.

	Xander let out an almost girlish moan, but what followed was a torrent of cum, all pooling in the middle of Ryan's chest. Christine watched her husband's reaction, shocked to see a smile on his face as both his hands moved up and down Xander's legs.

	"Get down and lick it up, then lick my wife's pussy." Ryan ordered.

	A thrill of excitement shot through Christine as she watched Xander bend over and lick all over Ryan's chest, as Ryan ran his hand through Xander's thick mop of hair. When Xander found a nipple, Ryan held him there, looking down with a smile, moaning.

	Christine stood and moved to another chair, opening her legs, ready for Xander, but Ryan wasn't done with him yet.

	"Suck it clean." Ryan breathed, directing Xander to Ryan's cock.

	"Oh my!" Christine moaned as Xander gently sucked the softening cock for just a few seconds, before Ryan directed him down to her. She moaned again as the soft tongue licked around her pussy, then pressed inside and sucked, pulling out Ryan's cum. "Oh wow." She gasped, holding his head, pulling it tighter.

	"That's so hot." Said Ryan as he wanked on his cock, getting it to come to life.

	Christine had one more orgasm, this time from Xander's tongue. Then Ryan stood and offered her his cock. "Honey, this is lovely, but I think it is time to say good night to our new friend." She said.

	Xander stood and nodded. "It's been a lot." He admitted.

	"Exactly." She stood too and then pulled him in for a hug against her naked body. "I'll see you Monday."

	"Erm, I can help tomorrow..."

	"Monday, Xander, please. I need one day with my husband, just the two of us."

	"Of course. Sorry, Mistress."

	She smiled sweetly. "That's quite all right." She said, then she gently placed her lips on his, and pushed her tongue into his mouth for a short, yet passionate kiss.

	"Good night, my little sissy slut."

	"Good night Mistress, Master."

	"Good night Xander." Ryan smiled.

	Once Xander was gone, Ryan asked why she sent him away, to which she explained that she felt they needed time to process everything that had happened. "l enjoyed myself a lot, but I need to understand my feelings, and so do you. Baby, tell me, are you bisexual? Do you want to fuck him?"

	"l don't know." He sighed. "Look, I'm not interested in cock, but I recently got on Instagram and followed some girls. I realised one was transgender and it didn't turn me off, the opposite, actually. It's not because I think it is sexy that she has a cock, not like that anyway, but rather because it makes me feel a bit more macho. Stupid as that sounds."

	"It does sound stupid, but I understand it. It's a male ego thing. You are naturally dominant, but you're also a nurturer. With Xander, you rubbed him not because you wanted to feel him, but you wanted him to feel you, to show him you were accepting him."

	"l guess..." He shrugged.

	"So back to my question, do you want to fuck him?"

	"Yes. Maybe. I don't know. If he was made up, maybe yeah."

	"l don't mind. I think it's hot, but that is why I needed a moment with you. I think you would've let him blow you, properly, then maybe you would've fucked him.

	Best case, we all have fun and we continue regularly. More likely case? We wake up tomorrow wondering what the hell we did. In this case, we didn't do much. Nothing to feel embarrassed about. Just some light play, and it I certainly want to do it again."

	Ryan smiled and kissed her head. "You're right. Let's see how we feel in the morning."

	The following day, we both woke up refreshed and honestly, happy. Neither of us had regrets, but Ryan did admit that he might have had, had he taken it further. We were right to stop ourselves.

	Throughout the day, we did things for ourselves, or Ryan went grocery shopping to make sure I was fully stocked up. Around one, we saw a small car pull up outside Xander's house and Paige step out carrying a suitcase. It seemed a bit odd that she was coming over on a Sunday like that, but we decided not to stick our noses into it. Unfortunately, less than an hour later, she was leaving again, suitcase in hand, with Xander chasing after her, crying. It was clear, she was leaving him for good.

	"Poor guy." Ryan sighed.

	"Yeah. But that was never going to work out." Replied Christine.

	"Will this?" Asked Ryan.

	"What do you mean?"

	"Well, you playing with him. You're stringing him along, when what he needs is something permanent. Unless you want something permanent?"

	"No!" Christine gasped. "l mean, that would be crazy, right?"

	"l don't know." He shrugged. "l just know that you need to do what is right for you, right now, in order to make sure you are better. If that means you get serious with him, then do it. I don't feel like you'll leave me for him, and I don't think he wants that either."

	Christine frowned, uncertain of what she felt. But she did know one thing for sure. "I've just started with this. I don't even know what my limits are, or if I'll like it. For now, I need to learn."

	"Good plan."

	They considered going over to see Xander, but decided to give him some space and not pry. She would see him the following day, so would find out more then.

	That night, Ryan and Christine made love like old times, but both had more than themselves on their mind. Christine was thinking about Xander and all the sexy things she would do with him, whereas Ryan was thinking about Paula, the hot little slut he was fucking. But then his mind began to drift. What was the deal with her husband? Was he a submissive like Xander? Perhaps he was a sissy too? Perhaps he'd want to watch him fuck Paula? Maybe her husband could suck Ryan's cock.

	Both came quicker than usual, and both knew why. The smiles on their faces spoke volumes. Things were changing for them, and hopefully for the better.



	




	Five

	When Christine woke up the following morning, Ryan was already gone. She lay there in her sexy black nightie and thought about her previous night, her hand slipping down the smooth silk to her crotch which she rubbed slowly. But then as she began to masturbate, another thought crossed her mind, an idea. Running downstairs, she unclicked the latch on the sliding patio doors, then ran back upstairs and picked up her phone.

	"Hello Mistress." Xander answered when she called.

	"Hello sissy. Are you still in bed?"

	"Yes Mistress."

	"Good. In a sexy nightie?"

	She heard his gulp. "Yes Mistress."

	"Then clean your teeth and run over here. The patio door is unlocked. Come up to the bedroom."

	"Yes Mistress!" He gasped enthusiastically.

	Not ten minutes later, he was entering her bedroom, clearly having showered, wearing pink stockings, a pink suspender-belt, underneath a shiny pink satin babydoll nightie, trimmed with lashings of white lace. "Very cute!" Christine giggled, before pulling the covers on Ryan's side back. "Get in."

	Without wasting time, Xander jumped into the bed, and immediately, Christine pulled him to her and pressed her lips firmly against his. He opened his mouth and accepted her tongue, pulling her tighter, feeling her body through the soft silk. When they finally broke the very long kiss, she smiled at him as he panted and then pushed on his head. He knew what was needed.

	One thing Christine couldn't fault him on was his skill at oral. This was clearly a man who wanted to shine in that area, and she had to admit, it was the best she'd felt there. He was careful to build up, avoiding the clit at first, only to tease it a little, before sucking on it, nibbling a little, then moving down to her hole, and then back up again. The way he was working her, she knew she couldn't hold off, but it felt so good that she tried for as long as possible, until her shaking thighs could take it no more, and she let out a mighty gasp, pulling on his head hard, as if she wanted to swallow him whole.

	"Up, up! Fuck me!" She gasped.

	"Are you...are you sure?" Xander asked. "Ryan..."

	"Ryan doesn't mind. Just fuck me."

	It had been years since Xander had fucked a woman, and that was his first and only real girlfriend. So as he put his little, fat cock inside her, he knew that he wouldn't last long.

	"Fuck me, sissy, fuck me. Do me!" Christine snarled.

	"Oh god, thank you Mistress."

	"You should be thankful, but luckily for you, I love sex, and I'm going to be getting it a lot from you. So you'd better be good to me!"

	"Oh, fuck yes Mistress!" He gasped, and then came. "Fuck, fuck, I'm sorry! I'm

	She giggled. "No, that's what I wanted. A quickie. But get down there and clean that up."

	He didn't hesitate, dropping down to lick her clean, until she told him to come back up.

	They lay side by side in each other's arms, panting, before turning to face each other and kiss. After a few moments of kissing, they broke and smiled at each other. "l know it's not usual for a Mistress to fuck her slave, but I want a slightly different dynamic with us. If that's okay with you?"

	"That's more than okay, Mistress. But are you sure Ryan is okay with it?"

	"Yes. Heck, if he was here, he might be pounding your little sissy arse too."

	"I'm not sure I want that." Xander frowned.

	"You looked like you did the other night."

	"l know. I got lost in the moment, but I'm not gay.

	 "I'm not saying you are. But you are a sissy, no?"

	"Yes."

	"So, really, you're a third gender. It can't be gay, if you're not a man."

	Xander laughed, and then nodded. "Yeah, I wish it was that simple."

	Christine became serious. "Tell me about what happened with Paige."

	The smile left Xander's face and she saw his eyes water. "She decided that I wasn't worth the effort. To far from the city. Honestly, she just wanted access to my money. I guess I knew that for a while."

	"Bitch." Christine said.

	"Yeah, well, maybe moving out here was a mistake." He sulked. "Because where am I going to find a Mistress now?"

	That comment made Christine cock her head at him. "What am l? Chopped liver?”

	 Laughing, Xander leaned forward and kissed her. He knew that it wasn't what a slave should do, but in that moment, he just wanted to kiss the older woman. "l would love to serve you, but you're married."

	"And that means you can't serve me?"

	"Well, no, but eventually, you'll want to just be with Ryan, like yesterday."

	Christine shuffled onto her side fully and then reached out a hand to stroke his soft face. "Xander, do you know why I wanted to be alone with Ryan yesterday?" He shrugged. "It was because I wanted to understand how Ryan felt about what happened on Saturday. This is all new for me, but it has been a huge help already. Because of you, I'm writing again. If I have an illness, then you are the cure. That said, if that means I need to keep taking my medicine for the rest of my life, then I will. In the end though, Ryan loved every bit of what happened on Saturday. In fact, you say you are not gay, and he says he is not gay, but I feel sure you both have a crush on each other." She laughed, and Xander blushed. He couldn't hide his true feelings.

	"Look Xander," she continued. "l don't know where this is going. You are teaching me by doing, and that's good. But I want to explore more, and for now, I'm all in. You're my slave. My sissy. Paige can fuck off; her loss. You're mine now, is that understood?"

	Xander glowed with happiness and appreciation. "Yes Mistress! Thank you Mistress!"

	She reached down and grabbed his cock. It was hard again, so she pushed him back and climbed on top, lowering herself on the fat four and a half inches, riding it for her own pleasure, not his.

	"Your cock is short. Very short, but it's fat. That means, it's fun sized." She grinned. "l like that too. But, I want to be your keyholder, so after this, you will go home and get changed. I assume you have plenty of sissy dresses, so pick a nice sexy one, then lock your cock up and bring me the keys. Is that clear?"

	He grinned up at her as she rode him, holding his hands above his head. "Yes Mistress."

	After riding him to an orgasm, then finishing him in her mouth, she gave him a long, wet kiss and sent him on his way, making him promise to return as a full fledged sissy. What she hadn't expected was for him to be in such a puffy pink satin dress, with layers of lace as a petticoat, nor the thick make-up he'd put on, but somehow, it worked. It made her want him more.

	"Good sissy! Very beautiful." She told him. "So, today I want you to vacuum the whole house, wipe all surfaces, clean the bathrooms, and the kitchen. I expect you to do the whole house, is that understood?"

	"Yes Mistress." He gushed with a grin. She hated cleaning, but for some reason, he seemed to love it.

	As he worked, she wrote. Seeing him in the sissy dress somehow brought out the creativity in her, and the juices began to flow. Unfortunately, it also made her extremely horny, which meant she stopped him every hour or so, bent over and told him to either fuck her or lick her. This, in turn, meant that Xander didn't get as much work done as he had hoped, and that meant punishment.

	Initially, Christine had him bend over the bed holding his skirt up so that she could spank him; but she quickly realised that it hurt her hand just as much. So instead, she reached for the nearest thing to hand, and that was an old wooden hairbrush. He squirmed and sobbed as she beat him repeatedly, but she didn't want to stop. She felt such power, such control, and it made her pussy drip with desire. Of course, that meant she flipped him over and they fucked again.

	When Ryan Facetimed that evening, Xander was still trotting around in his sissy dress. Of course, Christine showed him off to Ryan, who whipped out his cock and began wanking at the sight of the sissy. "That's hot." Ryan gushed. "You should peg him."

	It had been years since Christine had last used the strap-on dildo. She even forgot she had it. She'd used it on Ryan a few times, having once read in Cosmopolitan that men enjoyed it. Ryan had been hesitant at first, but once he tried it, realised that it was pretty fucking awesome.

	So after the call, Christine went upstairs to dig around some old boxes until she found the leather harness and the collection of dildoes that went with it. She selected a medium sized one, assuming he'd been pegged already, then grabbed the lubricant from her bedside drawer.

	When Xander saw her, stark naked, the dildo jutting out in front of her, his mouth dropped open for a moment, but then without hesitation, he moved over to the sofa and bent over the arm, dropping his knickers.

	It had been nearly two decades since Christine had last used the dildo, but the moment she watched it slide inside his arsehole, hearing his hisses and moans, she remembered how much she enjoyed doing it, but all the more so on Xander, because seeing his skinny sissy body take the cock, just made her feel powerful, like she was the leader of the world.

	"Yeah, take my cock, you fucking bitch!" She snarled.

	"Yes Mistress! Oh, fuck me Mistress! Fuck me! Fuck me!" He begged, and with each beg, she felt herself move harder, faster, until she was pounding him like a jackhammer.

	She fucked him long and hard, until streams of cum erupted from his dick without being touched. She then pulled out, removed the dildo, and told him to lick her pussy. Two orgasms later, she pulled him up and the two kissed softly, slowly, their hands roaming. With his dick hard, he moved to her pussy. "Can l?" He asked.

	"Yes, but after this, I mean it, the cage stays on. Not like today." She laughed. "You were the one who took it off me!" He told her with a smile, moving inside her.

	"l know, but I wanted you too much."

	"It'll be the same tomorrow." He warned her.

	"Mmm." She kissed him again. "And tonight." She whispered.

	"You want me to spend the night?"

	"Every night." She sighed, kissing him again.



	




	Six

	The sound of running machines and the clinking of weights was the background for Ryan and Paula's regular Tuesday late afternoon training sessions. They had been spotting each other for some time, flirting, but neither made a move until Christine gave him the OK. Paula knew the situation with Christine, so when Ryan told her what Christine had said, she shrugged and said she was game if he was. The moment they arrived at his apartment, they were on each other. Since then, it had become a regular thing.

	They didn't talk about their sexual adventures during training, rather kept it an unspoken agreement that after their workout, showers, they would head back to his place and fuck for most of the evening, and then she would kiss him goodbye and head home to her husband, usually with a couple of loads in her pussy. Today though, Ryan couldn't sake the feeling that perhaps Christine was right, that there was more to Paula's relationship with her husband than she was letting on.

	"Does your husband know about us?" He asked Paula in the middle of a goblet squat session.

	The blonde smiled, trying to read him, then simply said, "Yep."

	Ryan licked his lips, then looked around to see if anyone was in earshot. "Is he a cuckold?"

	"Yes." She said, still smiling, but not expanding further.

	They continued their workout in silence for a few minutes, but then Ryan jumped in and started to tell Paula about Xander and the sissy stuff, and how it was helping Christine.

	"It doesn't surprise me." Paula shrugged. “When Mark asked me to dominate him, I was a little disgusted. I thought he was a freak or something. But I decided to give him the benefit of the doubt, read up on it, and we gave it a shot. Now he trots around in his sissy dresses, treats me like a queen, we talk, he listens better than any man, and I get to fuck you."

	"You just fuck me?" He asked.

	She nodded. "l tried the slut wife thing, fucking strangers, but it wasn't for me, and it also meant condoms. Mark and I agreed it would be better to find a no strings-attached lover. That was you."

	"Doesn't it bother him that he doesn't get to watch?"

	"It does. I told him that I'd tell you in time, but I didn't want to scare you off." She grinned again. "Why? Do you want him to watch?"

	"Hell yes. I did it this weekend with Christine and Xander. It was hot as hell."

	Once more, she nodded, breathing as she did her last squat. "Fine. After this, we'll go back to my place." She said. "But be warned, I told Mark that if I bring a lover home, he needs to be our sissy fluffer."

	"Suck my cock?" Ryan asked. "Sure, I'm game."

	She leaned over and kissed him. It was the first time that they'd kissed publicly, but given how the dynamic had shifted, it just felt right to them both. "Oh, you're getting better and better."

	When they arrived at her house in the suburbs, they entered and found the sissy husband waiting on his knees. He was made up, wearing a blonde wig, and in a juvenile short lacy frilly white satin dress, trimmed with pink bows.

	The moment they stepped in, Paula clicked her fingers, and instantly, Mark moved to the front of Ryan's trousers and began to undo them. With the trousers and boxers around his ankles, Mark reached up and grabbed Ryan's rapidly hardening dick and pulled it into his warm, moist mouth, whilst Paula stripped naked and kissed Ryan right there in the foyer.

	Mark was good. Very good. He sucked cock like an expert, using his hands on Ryan's huge balls, even threading a finger back to tease Ryan's arsehole.

	"Bedroom." Paula hissed, pulling Ryan. He scrambled to take off the rest of his clothes, then reached for Mark's hand and pulled him too. Mark smiled excitedly as he realised just how open Ryan was, and gladly accepted his hand, giggling girlishly.

	In the bedroom, Paula kissed her lover whilst Mark stood there watching. When the kiss broke, Ryan turned and pulled for the pretty sissy to come closer. Paula's smile spread with glee as Ryan pulled Mark in for a kiss, their tongues dancing for a moment, until finally, he pushed Paula onto the bed and mounted her.

	As Ryan fucked Mark's wife, Mark crawled behind Ryan and grabbed his firm buttocks and pulled them apart so that he could get his tongue in. Ryan had never been rimmed before, but the combination of fucking a tight wet pussy and a tongue on his anus sent him into overdrive. He reached behind him, holding Mark's head against him as he pummelled Paula's pussy, making her shriek in ecstasy.

	Ryan needed a break, so pulled out, pulling Mark to his cock and skull-fucking him for a moment, before re-entering Paula's pussy. This experience was completely new to Ryan, never once imagining being with a man, but try as he might, he just couldn't view Mark as a man, in the same way that he didn't see Xander as a man. They weren't women, sure, but they were definitely not men.

	As Paula screamed out another orgasm, Ryan felt himself get closer to his own, but in his heart, he wasn't ready for one. He wanted to keep this going as long as he could, but to what end?

	"l need to pause. I'm close." He panted.

	Paula grinned. "Wanna cum in my sissy's ass?" She asked.

	Mark's eyes widened, and he began to shake his head. So he had a limit, Ryan reasoned. "Maybe next time." Ryan told her.

	"Aw." She moaned, "You know I'm going to need to punish you for that?" She told her husband.

	"Yes Mistress." He sulked.

	"Then fuck me Ryan, cum in me so he can suck it all down."

	It was gone midnight by the time Ryan left for home. He'd fucked Paula three times, and Mark had blown him to completion once. But as Ryan walked to his car, he had a skip in his step. Sure it was late, and sure he was tired, but he felt good with where his life was going. Perhaps there was something to this sissification stuff. Perhaps he could be a master to Xander too.

	Of course, he called Christine from the car. It was late, but he assume she'd be up with Xander, fucking him or doing something. She was still awake and apparently, at that moment, Xander was licking the cum out of her pussy.

	Ryan described his evening, going into detail about what he did with Mark, and how attractive he found the effeminate man. "l guess I'm bisexual, honey, because I so wanted to pound his tight little arse." 

	"Well, I'm sure we can convince Xander here to let you use him, this weekend."

	"Wonderful! I'm looking forward to it."

	When the call ended, she looked down at Xander, who was staring up at her in fear. "l promise, you'll love it. Try it once, and if you decide no, then we'll stop, okay?" She said softly.

	He gulped and then nodded. "Okay."

	"What are you afraid of?"

	There was a moment whilst he reflected on it, then he looked up and said, "That I'll like it too much."

	She pulled him up for a kiss. "That's never a bad thing, baby."



	




	Seven

	Christine thought the matter of Ryan and Xander being together was discussed and done, but the next morning, she found the bed empty and Xander gone. In the sleepy haze of the morning, she believed he'd just gone home to get changed, but when he didn't show up to clean and do work for her, she decided to call him, only for the call to go directly to voicemail.

	She ran to the window and watched his house. His car was still there, and after a moment, she even saw him walking around the house in male clothes. Repeatedly she tried calling him, but he still didn't pick up the calls.

	In the afternoon, Claire, the therapist, came by. Christine told her everything from start to finish, and by the end of her spiel, Claire was visibly flushed and turned on. For a long moment, she didn't say anything at all, but then she said, "The gay stuff spooked him. He's clearly uncomfortable because he's worried he'll find out that he's really gay. It's a common issue, but entirely a dumb one. Burying your head in the sand is not a way to deal with a problem. That said," she continued. "Boundaries are important, and if he's scared, then give him space. He'll be back."

	"Can you go talk to him?" Christine asked, and Claire smirked.

	"Why don't you?"

	Rolling her eyes, Christine said, "Oh ha-ha. You know I can't."

	"That sounds like a you problem. If you want to talk to him, it's a short walk. I suggest you try it." Then Claire thought. "Tell you what. If you can get him now, then I'll wait here, free-of-charge, and stay here as long as you like to help."

	"Really."

	"Fine!" Christine snapped, but inside, her stomach was in knots and her legs were already shaking. Still, she made for the backdoor, and opened it, taking a deep breath and stepping on the deck. That was fine, she'd done that before, but she hadn't gone further than the deck.

	The moment her feet touched the grass of the garden, the air became thick. Her head swam and she felt dizzy, and each step forward felt like someone was adding lead to her feet. She made it four metres before she dropped to her knees and vomited. Claire stood watch, ready to act if necessary, but there was some sort of determination in Christine that she hadn't seen before.

	She was at the fence now, half walking, half crawling, but at the fence, she could hold on, get herself upright. Using each plank of the picket fence, she shifted herself until she reached the gate, ripping it open and stepping into Xander's yard, but it was a step too far, and now she was on the ground, convulsing, shaking in the foetal position.

	Claire ran over to help, just as Xander ran from his house, like lightening to help. He was there before Claire, holding the older woman tight as Christine sobbed in embarrassment.

	"That was amazing." Xander said, earning a smile from Claire. "Really amazing. It means so much to me."

	"Really?" Christine sniffed.

	"Really!" He said, kissing her forehead. "Do you want to try for my house or go back?”

	"I...I can't go any further. Please, take me home."

	"Okay, come on then." Xander looked up at the therapist. "I'm Xander."

	"Claire."

	The two helped Christine navigate back to her house, and the moment Christine was back inside, she burst out laughing. The other two shared a look before Christine explained herself. "It's all so silly, but now I'm back inside, I kind of feel proud of myself. I think at one point, I wondered what I would do if the house caught fire, and now I know I can make it out at least."

	"You should be proud." Said Claire. "It's a huge step forward."

	Xander offered to make tea, which all accepted, and then he joined them at the kitchen table. Claire explained who she was, and then explained that she knew all about what was going on with Xander. "All confidential, I assure you." Claire stated. "But I need to tell you something. I'm a lifestyle dominant, so I understand some of the things you are experiencing."

	"That's good to hear." Xander noted. "I've often thought about seeing a therapist."

	"You should, just not me." Smiled Claire.

	"Why not you?"

	"Because, my little sissy slut, I don't want to be your therapist." She said smoothly, leaning forward and slapping his face. "Now, tell mommy why you ran off."

	Although he was clearly horny and uncomfortable, Xander sighed and nodded. "The whole thing with Ryan. I'm really scared that I'll discover I'm gay."

	"Do you dream about men?"

	"Not in particular." "But they are involved?"

	"Yes. With a woman." 

	"Do you dream of men fucking you?"

	"Not on their own."

	Claire nodded. "Okay, purely fantasy now, imagine Christine was your Mistress full-time, and she ordered you to get pounded by ten men using you over and over, does that turn you on?"

	The boy gulped, and then nodded. "Yes."

	"Now, what do the men look like?"

	He closed his eyes and thought about it. "l can't tell. Some fat, some thin, can't see faces."

	When he opened his eyes, Claire was smiling. "You aren't gay. If you were gay, you'd picture the men. If you were gay, you'd salivate at seeing a cock, but you don't. You salivate at the idea of a strong woman forcing you to act gay, but not to be gay. There's a difference. It means you are open to the idea of sex with a man, but not finding them attractive. It's just a part of the play."

	Nodding, Xander said he understood, but there was then a different issue. "What if I can't accept submitting to Ryan? That means this life is all temporary."

	"Okay, makes sense. So let's give up before we try." Claire stated. "Do you do that with everything?" 

	"What? No!"

	"Then why this?"

	They sat in silence as he contemplated it, then Christine reached out and told him that he didn't need to do anything he wasn't comfortable with. "For me, this what we have been doing, has been good enough. Better than good. If you don't want to play with Ryan, fine, but you enjoyed his dominance when I was around, right?"

	"Yes." He admitted, thinking back to that Saturday night.

	"Then let's take it one step at a time, okay?"

	"Deal." He smiled. "Mistress."

	Claire clapped her hands and looked over at Christine. "Now, Christine, we're off the clock, correct?"

	"We are."

	"Then, if you don't mind." Claire turned to Xander. "Go home and get changed into your sexiest sissy dress. I want your make-up to be perfect, and then come back here and you will drop down to the nadu pose and you will wait for my orders, is that understood?"

	"Yes mommy."

	"You learn fast." She smiled. "Go!"

	The moment Xander was out of the house, Christine turned to her therapist with a smile and asked, "Mommy?" But Claire didn't answer, instead, she turned serious.

	"Listen Christine, we're off the clock but legally, I'm your therapist. Legally I can't do anything with you. So, I need to know, if we play together, with him, will that be a problem for you, or should I go?"

	"Play together?" Christine breathed. She'd never been with a woman, but just like with all the new experiences, she found her pussy flooding with wet warmth.

	"Yes, play together. If you are open to that?"

	"You mean, together, together?"

	"Pussies touching, kissing, feeling each other's breasts, fingering...you name it." Claire grinned.

	Christine gulped, her legs trembling with excitement. "Well, yes, yes, that's, um," she swallowed, "that sounds lovely."

	With a wide grin on her face, the younger woman stepped forward and placed her lips on Christine's. Their arms reach behind each other's backs, pulling each other closer, until a moan erupted from Christine's mouth. The fire in them built and soon the kiss was a mad scramble to get each other's clothes off. Claire was pretty, with her short blonde hair and wide blue eyes, and whilst she had a bigger bum and huge breasts, the extra weight seemed to work on her, she looked more womanly.

	The moment Christine felt those huge G-cup breasts in her hand, she knew she wanted to taste them, especially when she found the woman's nipples pierced. She bent her head down and sucked on the nipple as Claire moaned. "Mmm, yes, suck it, just like that, my little bitch."

	"Mmm..." Hearing Claire call her a bitch sent lightning bolts of pleasure through her body. Could Christine be submissive to more than her husband? It was quite shocking how she had been a romance author for so long, but was now discovering just how inexperienced she was. How much she didn't know her own self.

	"You gonna be a good girl for mommy? Hmm?" Claire asked, stroking the old woman's hair. "You gonna suck mommy's clitty?"

	"Yes mommy." Christine replied, her throat dry.

	"Then get on your knees, you fucking slut and do it!" Snarled Claire, slapping the woman's face.

	"Yes mommy!" Christine breathed, dropping to her knees and pushing up the therapist's short skirt, pulling down the little white thong she had on. Claire's smoothly shaved pussy was right in front of her, a tight perfect line, glistening with the fluid of her desire.

	After staring for a moment, Christine dived in, noisily slobbering and sucking, desperate to taste the forbidden fruit. Claire let out guttural roar as Christine took her to new highs, enjoying the feeling of her inexperienced tongue, previously used to cock, not pussy.

	"Yes, you dirty fucking whore, eat me!" Snarled Claire, "Fucking slut!"

	Never had Christine felt such wanton lust, but she had to assume it was the knowledge that she was doing something outside her usual comfort zone. As she continued to suck down on Claire's juices, she heard the gasp of Xander's breath as he re-entered the house.

	"Lick her ass." Claire spat. "Both get to serve mommy today. No more appointments for me, so I can be here as long as I like, and mommy wants several orgasms."

	Christine was really getting into it, going to town with a, "Nom, nom, nom." Her heart raced, her pussy throbbed, it was such an intense sexual experience, and with her therapist of all people. But as she felt Claire's hand pull her tighter and the woman's thighs shake, she just wanted to keep giving her pleasure, until finally, Claire screamed and snarled, bucking her hips against Christine's face.

	If Christine thought that was it, over and done with, she was in for a surprise. Claire held Christine's mouth against her clit and pussy and let loose a stream of hot piss. At first, Christine was shocked by it, but when she realised what was happening, she let it happen. This wasn't the first time she'd swallowed piss, she'd done it for Ryan, and Claire knew that. Christine swallowed and moaned, drinking the amber nectar with glee.

	"Lie on the floor." Christine panted at Xander, who's eyes widened with glee.

	Then she stood, squatted over him, and let loose a stream of piss into his mouth and onto his face. He tried to swallow as much as possible, but some inevitably ran onto the wooden floor. "Lick that up."

	As Xander licked up the piss from the floor, Christine turned to Claire and pulled the therapist in for a long kiss. "Bedroom?"

	"l assume you have a strap-on?" Claire asked with a smile.

	"l do, but only one."

	"Shame. I'll bring mine next time."

	"There'll be a next time then?" Asked Christine, excitedly.

	"Yes, but you have to promise me this never gets out. I could get into serious trouble."

	"l promise." She replied, kissing Claire again.



	




	Eight

	When Ryan walked through the door on Friday night, the smell of a proper homecooked meal filled his nostrils. He smiled thinking his wife had cooked him something special, but when he strolled into the kitchen, he hadn't expected to see Xander slaving over a stove, dressed in a red and white puffy gingham mini-sissy dress. Ryan leaned on the doorframe and stared at the heavily made-up sissy, walking around effortlessly in the five-inch fetish high-heels.

	Hands encircled Ryan's waist, and soft lips kissed his neck. He turned slightly to find Christine. "Hello you." She said with a smile, accepting his lips.

	The click of Xander's heels approached meant that he'd finally realised Ryan was there. But what Ryan hadn't expected was to feel hands undoing his trousers and pulling out his cock, nor the feeling of Xander's soft lips on his cock. It was something Christine had worked on all week with Xander, the acceptance of being a cocksucker to his new master, and for that to happen, she had to entertain the idea that Xander would be a new member of their family.

	"Wow, this is hot." Ryan chuckled. However, when Christine dropped to her knees too and shared the cock with Xander, Ryan found himself moaning in delight. His two slaves doing his sexual bidding.

	Ryan's week had been crazy too. Every evening was spent with Paula and Mark, and whilst Mark had warmed up to Ryan quickly, and seemed eager to explore his sexuality, neither rushed into anal sex.

	For Ryan, there was something so bizarrely sexy about these femboys in their prissy clothing. They shouldn't have been as attractive as they were, but every time Ryan looked at them, he found himself wanting to dominate them, to own them. In his heart, he hoped that he could own Xander, to turn the boy into his own personal sissy plaything.

	As Ryan came out of his little daydream, he found he was now holding Xander's head tight with both his hands, shoving his cock in and out of Xander's throat as the femboy gurgled and spluttered. Christine sat to the side, smiling at the gorgeous gay scene in front of her.

	Ryan came so hard that his cum literally filled Xander's mouth, and as Xander inhaled, it went up and out through his nose. Xander coughed a couple of times as he sat back, panting, yet smiling at the good job he'd done sucking cock.

	"Such a good sissy." Ryan said with a soft, deep purr. He reached out a hand and pulled Xander to his feet, then reached down and cupped the boy's panty covered backside softly. "Such a sexy sissy."

	After getting to her feet, Christine moved close, hugging them both. "Mmm, you like that baby? You like sexy sissy boys?" She whispered.

	"Mmm, yes, so hot. So sexy." Ryan admitted, placing his lips on Xander's, then slowly feeding him his tongue as the two ran their hands over each other.

	"Oh god." Xander moaned with a brief breath. Then he said something he hadn't expected to say. "l want you to fuck me."

	A glint of excitement sparkled in Ryan's eyes. He'd just cum a couple of minutes before but his softened cock was twitching again. In his mind, in his dreams, he'd been playing out the idea of fucking a sissy, seeing their little caged cock swinging as he pummelled their rectums. He pictured it again, with this sissy, and sure enough, he found himself moaning out loud. "Yes! Yes sissy, yes!" He hissed, grabbing Xander by the hand and pulling him to the living room.

	"No, not now." Xander called out. "The food is almost done."

	"Aw!" Ryan whined, but Christine wasn't having it. Instead, she told her husband to go wash-up after his drive and to come down when he was fresh.

	"Xander, dear. Make sure the dinner table is set for two." Christine said. "You will be eating by yourself in the kitchen, as I do not want servants eating main meals with us. Is that understood?"

	"Yes Mistress, of course." Said Xander, curtseying with his eyes down.

	"Secondly, next time, when you wear that dress, I expect you to wear the matching bonnet you said you had for it. Is that clear?"

	"I'm sorry Mistress, yes, I will."

	"You'll be punished most severely later for that." She told him.

	Xander smiled but cast his eyes down. "Yes Mistress."

	The day before they'd been visited by Claire once again, this time a social call. She came bearing gifts, namely whips and crops, another strap-on, a gag, and nipple clamps which she used on Christine. She also brought something special to try on Xander, and that was a very powerful TENS unit with various attachments, including a metal butt plug.

	After a lovely dinner of roast chicken, roasted vegetables and potatoes, Ryan and Christine sat back together on the sofa with their wine, whilst they listened to the sound of Xander trotting around as he cleaned up.

	"l love that sound." Said Christine. "The sound of a servant that we don't need to pay."

	"A slave."

	"A willing slave." She noted.

	Ryan tensed for a moment and Christine knew that he had more to say. She decided not to press him, knowing that he would find his strength and would say what he needed to say. It was clear to her that he had been hiding a true part of himself, perhaps even from himself, and her meeting Xander freed that up, allowing him to evolve.

	Finally, he began to speak. "l think I'm bisexual. I find him so brutally attractive. Like, I don't find men attractive at all, but when I think about him, about Mark when he is dressed up, I'm turned on. I kind of want to suck his cock too. I'm sorry if this is a shock..."

	She interrupted. "l fucked Claire this week."

	Ryan's head bolted sideways. "What?"

	"l fucked my therapist. In fact, I submitted to her and let her do all sorts of freakish things to me, and I fucking loved it."

	With a burst of laughter, Ryan stood and walked into the kitchen where he grabbed Xander as he was washing up. The shocked sissy didn't know what was happening, but melted as soon as Ryan kissed him. Christine had already made her way to watch, and followed as Ryan took Xander's hand and walked him up to the bedroom.

	They kissed some more, whilst Ryan undressed, then he pushed Xander onto the bed, the puffy dress rustling around the sissy. When Ryan pulled down the pretty red satin knickers, he was frustrated to find the chastity cage around Xander's cock, but Christine pulled off the key from her necklace and unlocked the little cage, freeing up the tiny cock, which Ryan immediately gobbled down.

	"Oh! Oh!" Xander gasped, "Yes Master, thank you Master!"

	Ryan seemed just a tad nervous at first, but the more he sucked, the more he seemed to enjoy it, himself moaning as he sucked. However, his enjoyment was short lived because Xander couldn't last. Sure enough, that short fat cock erupted, spouting copious amounts of cum into Ryan's mouth, not that the muscular hunk seemed to mind, he just moaned and mewed as he swallowed and sucked.

	Eventually, Ryan pulled away but then climbed up and kissed the sissy. For a moment, Xander seemed a tad resistant, but eventually, he returned to his passionate state.

	As the two kissed, Christine undressed down to her sexy red lacy lingerie, stockings included, aligned with Xander's red clothing, then she sat on the bed next to them and watched, stroking Xander's short hair. Then Ryan gave her a look, so she reached into a drawer and pulled out the lubricant, handing it to him.

	Ryan's hands moved beneath Xander's skirt whilst they kissed. Then, putting the lubricant aside, Ryan moved up and she could see he was about to move to enter the sissy, all whilst they kissed.

	Suddenly, Xander's eyes caught Christine's, a look of realisation and fear. This was something they had talked about, something he wanted to do but was scared.

	The moment Ryan entered him though, he inhaled and stared right at Christine. As Ryan pushed forward, Xander's lower lip trembled, until he bit it to stop it, and then let out an almighty moan.

	The movement of Ryan's hips was slow at first, purposeful, but as he built up momentum, Xander's expressions changed, until finally he was grabbing onto Ryan and screaming. "Fuck me Master! Fuck me! Oh, your cock is gorgeous! Oh my god, I never, never imagined it would be this good!"

	"Oh, fuck, so tight, so sexy!" Ryan gasped. "Such a sexy little slut." He purred, reaching down and grabbing Xander's soft cock and gently rubbing it as they fucked.

	For her part, Christine sat with a smile on her face, enjoying the homoerotic adventure playing out in front of her. She'd been such a traditional erotic author for so long, but now her entire world was changing, her perspective on life.

	"Lick my ass." Ryan told his wife, causing her to look up in surprise, "Do it bitch!"

	Christine didn't hesitate any further. She dropped to her knees and pulled Ryan's cheeks apart, pushing her tongue into his rectum. It was quite possibly the most degrading thing she'd ever done voluntarily, but she enjoyed it so much, not because it was something she liked doing, but because she'd been ordered to do it by her husband and master.

	The two fucked in front of Christine for nearly fifteen minutes. At one point, Ryan pulled out only to flip Xander over. To Christine's surprise though, Ryan then turned and shoved the cock which had just been in Xander's arse, deep into his wife's mouth, skull fucking her hard and without regard, before turning and shoving himself back into the sissy. This brought on something new, where Ryan would fuck for several minutes, then turn and use his wife's mouth.

	On the bed, Xander was screaming out expletives, saying how desperate he was for Ryan's cock, how it was the best feeling in the world, until with a roar, Ryan allowed himself one final thrust, and held there, as Xander begged for his cum inside him. "Breed me, Master. Make me your cumdump."

	The candles Christine had lit earlier had melted into slow rivulets, their flames low and steady, as if holding their breath.

	After a moment's pause, and with a giggle, Xander ran to the bathroom whilst Ryan lay there panting. Then as Xander returned, he moved quietly back into the room, head bowed, the rustle of satin and the faint smile of sexual satisfaction on his face. Ryan watched him for a long time, that familiar tug of power and desire threading through his chest, not just lust, but ownership, curiosity, something primal that felt older than words. Then Xander muttered something about cleaning up to do and left.

	Christine noticed her husband. She always noticed. "You're thinking again," she murmured, patting the bed beside her.

	Ryan sat up. For a while they said nothing, just listened to the faint noises from the kitchen as Xander picked up from where he left off. Then she turned to him, eyes soft but bright. "You don't need to hide what you feel anymore."

	He breathed out slowly. "It's strange. I never thought I'd want this. Him. Any of this. But it feels right. Like I've stopped pretending."

	Christine smiled, a knowing curve of her lips. "Then stop pretending." She said, turning to kiss her husband.

	Several moments later, Xander appeared at the doorway. His face was calm, obedient, waiting for permission. Christine rose, brushed Ryan's arm lightly, and whispered, "He's yours to command, love; but remember, power means care as much as control."

	The rest unfolded in gestures rather than words, a dance of trust and surrender. There was warmth, there was trembling, and there was the unmistakable hum of connection that bound them, raw and human, in the flickering half-light.

	When at last the house fell quiet, Ryan stood at the bedroom window, looking out over the garden. The moonlight stretched across the grass like spilled silver. Behind him, Christine and Xander slept in a loose tangle of limbs and silk.

	He thought of how far they had come, from Christine's troubles, to his belief that his sex life was all but dead, and to guilt over his new desires after burying himself in pornography, to this strange, beautiful honesty. It wasn't about labels anymore.

	It wasn't even about desire. It was about finding truth in the places he'd been taught to fear.

	Christine stirred, murmuring his name softly in her sleep. He smiled, pulled the curtain closed, and let the night hold them all.

	Tomorrow, everything might feel different again. But tonight, they were exactly who they were meant to be.



	




	Nine

	Nothing felt different the next day, nor the whole weekend.

	Xander had expected some kind of shift, a change in the way they looked at him, spoke to him, perhaps even the quiet awkwardness that usually followed nights of blurred boundaries. But there was none. Christine greeted him with the same warm confidence; Ryan smiled at him the same way he had done, like nothing had changed, and yet everything had.

	He stayed.

	He cooked, cleaned, fetched drinks, ironed clothes. Sometimes Christine would give him small orders, a tone that balanced affection and authority so perfectly it made his chest ache. Sometimes Ryan would glance at him for a heartbeat too long, and Xander felt that familiar heat rise beneath his skin. Sometimes, they would just order him to his knees and present themselves, ready to be sucked, licked, or both. Sometimes, he needed to present himself, ready for Ryan to use.

	But more than anything, he felt wanted. Needed.

	For the first time in his life, someone had looked at him, truly looked, and seen the version of himself that he'd always imagined existed beneath the noise of the world. It was both exhilarating and terrifying.

	And yet, there was a quiet shadow beneath all of it.

	When he lay awake at night in their arms, listening to the muffled sounds of the house settling, that shadow whispered. This is temporary. It said. They have each other. You're just the novelty, the experiment.

	He tried to ignore it. Tried to remind himself that he had chosen this, that he was happy. But in the dark, when the scent of Christine's perfume lingered faintly on his skin and Ryan's deep laugh echoed in memory, he couldn't help but feel the fragile edge of it all.

	He thought of Paige, of how shallow that had been. With her, it had been a game of costumes and teasing. With Ryan and Christine, it was something else. Real.

	Messy. Emotional. Dangerous.

	On Sunday evening, when Christine told him what she needed from him the following week, something in him almost broke. Not from sadness, but from the sheer relief of being wanted a little longer.

	Later, as he folded laundry by the window, he caught sight of them outside,

	Christine leaning against Ryan, both of them laughing about something private.

	The sound carried through the open glass like music. He smiled, but the ache returned, the ache of knowing he was part of their world, but not entirely in it. Still, he whispered to himself, "For now, this is enough." And he meant it. Because for the first time in years, he wasn't pretending.

	When Xander woke up on Monday morning, it was to the feeling of Christine holding him tight. Ryan's side of the bed was empty, a sign that he'd already begun his early morning trip back to the city. Now Christine was Xander's for the week, his and his alone, and he was hers.

	"Morning sunshine." He heard Christine croak sleepily. Then he felt her hand trail down his body, landing on his unlocked cock, a cock Ryan had played with a lot over the weekend. "l want you to fuck me." She purred, licking Xander's ear.

	"Yes Mistress." Xander chuckled, turning on the spot and kissing his Mistress. He knew it wasn't normal for a sissy slave to fuck their Mistress, but in this case, he knew that Christine was a highly sexual woman, and he was there to serve her, after all. And besides, he liked sex.

	They didn't fuck though, they made love, arms wrapped around each other, kissing noisily, hungrily. He moved his hips in circular motions, pushing as much as possible inside her, trying to make her feel him, and for her part, she pushed back against him, there movements gaining momentum and intensity until Christine let out a whimper, followed by a long, low-pitched moan. "Cum in me." She whispered, still kissing him. "Cum baby, cum."

	"Oh, here it comes." He said, and then let loose inside her.

	They held each other, feeling each other for as long as possible, until his shrinking cock slid out of her soaked pussy. Then she jumped up with a giggle and ran to the bathroom, trying not to let any cum fall to the floor. Normally she would tell him to lick it up, but this morning, something felt entirely different, and that worried Xander.

	He couldn't quite place it but the whole thing felt like a conciliation prize, like she wanted to do one last intimate act before telling him it was all over.

	That morning, as he prepared breakfast, he told her he had work to do at home, and she simply kissed him on the nose and said, "Of course, honey. You do what you need to do." Then tapped his backside and sent him on his way. It hurt him. Why doesn't she want me to stay?

	The logical part of his brain knew that this was a classic case of his imposter syndrome, but unfortunately, his internal turmoil over who he was and how society viewed him didn't always allow the logical part of his brain to appear. So he returned home to do work he didn't really need to do, just to test his Mistress, who was unaware of the fact that she was being tested.

	When he arrived home, he burst into tears, confused, angry and upset. He scrambled to take off the sissy clothes, even digging up an old pair of boxer shorts to put on. It wasn't the first time he'd had a sudden reawakening of his old self, and each time, he drifted back to submission, but every time it was the same thought in his head. That he was a freak, not normal, that he was throwing his life away, that he should find a woman to settle down with and have kids.

	By the afternoon, he was in full-blown panic mode and without telling Christine, jumped into his car and shot off to his old apartment in the city, where he told himself he'd start over, that he'd go out to a bar and meet a woman.

	By eight that night, his phone was ringing; it was Christine. He ignored it and let it go to voicemail, before setting off to a local bar where he hoped to pick up some girls.

	Of course, by ten, he hadn't even worked up the courage to talk to one, let alone get a date, and being honest, none of the women were his type. They all dressed up as if they were on the pull, but even the hot ones looked, well, dull.

	With the alcohol he'd consumed, he did the next best thing in his mind. He called Paige.

	"Why are you calling me, Xander?" She said immediately.

	"I'm in the city." He said.

	"l want to talk."

	"If you want to talk or whatever, you know my rate." She'd gone back to being a professional dominatrix.

	"Are you free?"

	"Now? Yes. But not for long. So if you want to see me, grab some cash and come to my studio."

	It took Xander fifteen minutes to get there by metro, and when he arrived, he found Paige waiting in a black leather corset, her pierced breasts on display, and a shiny red latex mini-skirt just over her thigh-high, high-heeled boots.

	"Kneel, greet." She snapped, and instantly, he dropped to his knees and kissed her boots. "Now lick the sole and suck the heel." And he did so without hesitation. "Money." He handed over the cash and she snapped it out of his hand, putting it in the usual place. "Crawl."

	They moved to the dungeon where he was ordered to strip, however the moment she saw he was in boxer shorts, she rolled her eyes and told him to sit on the bench. She lit a cigarette and sat on a whipping table opposite.

	"Okay, what happened?" She asked.

	"What do you mean?"

	Again, the eyeroll. "You're in male underwear, which means you had a crisis moment again. I know you well enough. So...what happened?"

	"Do you remember Christine? My neighbour?" He began, slowly.

	"Of course."

	And so, Xander told Paige everything, not sparing a detail. He talked about his time with Christine, and the sexual awakening with Ryan, and Paige didn't bother to hide how much the story was turning her on, even masturbating in front of him, as she often did.

	"That leads me to today, when I realised that I'd never be important for her, never be a main part of her life, and I reasoned it was time for me to stop chasing impossible dreams and focus on reality." He said.

	Paige blew out her cheeks and sighed, then closed her eyes. "Why did we break up?" She asked, after a moment to reflect.

	"Because you wanted to go back to the city and have a proper life."

	"Mmm, not exactly. Yes, I love the city and I'm too young to live out there, but these are things that can be discussed and agreed. We broke up because I said that one day I wanted to get married, have kids, and have a normal life. You immediately took that to mean that we were done, that would couldn't be together."

	He shrugged and looked at his feet. "Maybe we can."

	"No, we can't, not anymore. The problem here is, I know I'm dominant, but I want a different style of relationship. I don't think you want to be married. I think you want to be owned. The relationship that Christine and Ryan are offering you is perfect. She doesn't have kids. They don't want kids, to my understanding. But I'm sure they'd love a slave."

	Xander shook his head. "No. No, it's not possible. They want to play, but nobody wants this."

	"Except many do. Many do live this life, but they don't shout it to the world. Heck, some do. Some go on TV with their quirky lives. Why do you think polyamory is so popular right now? Because people aren't afraid to speak about it. Do you think it was different in the past? No, but acceptance has changed."

	She stared at Xander and sighed. "Your problem is, honey, you are so scared of what you want, that you don't even want to try. But you really should. I think you'll like it. Stop worrying about what might happen, and focus on the what is happening. How many times has Christine called you?"

	"A lot."

	"If she could leave the house, I think she'd be driving here now." She said, and that made Xander chuckle.

	"Actually, the last time I had a minor break, she managed to get out of the house.

	She literally tried to crawl to my place."

	Paige's mouth dropped out. "Oh you fucking dick! If that's not proof of her dedication, I don't know what is!"

	It suddenly dawned on Xander too, and he sighed in stupidity. "l am such an idiot."

	"You are. Come on, stay the night here, let's play a bit, then I'll follow you home tomorrow."

	"Why?" He asked, surprised.

	"Because I want to talk to Christine privately. I want to give her some professional advice."

	"Deal."

	She grinned. "Good, now get those horrible underpants off, and then get up on the whipping horse. I think a hundred lashes to begin with."

	The thing about Paige was that she was a sadist, and whilst Xander enjoyed masochism, he preferred psychological torture more. Paige liked to beat her subjects until they pissed themselves, but there was one thing Paige wanted to do with Xander, that he had always said no to. This time, she wasn't taking no for an answer.

	"l want to fist you." She said, and he immediate went to his safe word. "No, that's not fair. You're a different man now than you were, and I think this will be fun. I am asking you to trust me."

	She paused, waiting for him as he panted, then he nodded. "Fine."

	Paige put on the yellow latex gloves, giggling with glee. Then she pulled out a tub of FIST lubricant and began applying copious amounts of it to Xander's rectum, whilst he remained astride the whipping bench, strapped in. He moaned as the first two fingers moved in and out of him, pulling and prising, until finger three went in, and once again, he let out a quiet moan, an ah, and once she was satisfied, number four went in. Now it was beginning to stretch and sting a bit, but still manageable as she twisted and moved the fingers around, until suddenly, she pushed forward to her knuckles.

	"Ah!" He cried out as the stretch began to feel intense.

	"Don't worry. Breathe." She said, pulling the fingers out, twisting them around, before pushing again. "Good, good! You're stretching nicely."

	Again, the hand pulled back and this time, they pulled out completely and he felt her push the other hand in. Each time she pushed in, she told him how well he was doing, despite the stretching pain he was feeling. She alternated between hands, until finally, with her right, she pushed with full force, making him cry out to stop.

	"Almost there!" She shouted.

	Then, out of nowhere, her hand slipped inside and his anus closed around her wrist, leaving him with a dull throb.

	"You did it!" She chuckled. "Now it will feel so much better."

	She was right. As she pushed, pulled and rearranged her hand inside him, he felt waves of pleasure crashing through him. The feeling of fullness was spectacular, and he just wanted more of it. When she pulled out, he thought she might end, but she pulled out just to replace her right hand with her left. This alternating continued, until he felt the tips of both hands at his anus.

	"Ready for something special?" She giggled, and then the pain returned as she forced both hands inside him. "Oh baby, we should've done this years ago." She laughed, but Xander worried if he'd ever shit right again.



	




	Ten

	Christine was beside herself with anger, sadness and worry. She couldn't understand why after such a great weekend, Xander would up and leave like that. When she couldn't reach him, she called Ryan, but he was busy with Mark and Paula, so she called Claire, who promised she'd be over the following day a little earlier.

	Still, Christine was at a loss for what was going through Xander's head. She had already reconciled the future in her mind, a future where all three would live, love, and fuck together. Heck, she loved Xander; she felt it in every bone of her body, she loved him and she loved who he was, so why give all that up?

	The sound of stones crunching under tyres made Christine bolt to the window, but it was just Claire. The moment Claire walked in, she found Christine on her knees with her head bowed. For a moment, Claire stood there, then said, "You can kiss my feet, but after that get up, because I'm here as your therapist for now." "Yes Mistress." Christine replied, kissing Claire's Louboutin shoes, then getting to her feet.

	"Much as I would love to play, I think your emotional well-being is more important." Claire said, as she pushed a strand of Christine's red hair behind her ear with a wry smile. "Come on. Make a me a tea and let's talk about it."

	As they drank tea, Christine told Claire all about the weekend. The details of the story made Claire visibly squirm until she declared, "Fuck it," pulled her skirt up and pushed her panties down. "Lick me!" After Christine had licked her to a powerful orgasm, Christine continued the story, right up until the point where Xander had run out.

	"l really don't get it." Christine stated. "l thought we had a wonderful time." 

	"It's most likely that he got scared. Look, he's young and when he sees you and Ryan together, maybe he thinks he's just a third wheel."

	"But we did so much to make him welcome. Heck, we told him to sleep with us, and that we'd buy a bigger bed so it could be the three of us."

	Claire made a note, but then looked up. "l assume you're getting a bigger bed to fit four, right?" She asked with a smile. "l assume that's not being asked as my therapist."

	"Right." Claire gave her a lopsided grin.

	"Sure."

	Then Claire sighed. "Look, without talking to him properly, it's impossible for me to know what is going on in his head, but clearly something spooked him. I've seen this in submissives before, male and female. They want something very deeply, but when they get it, it's a lot. My feeling is, he'll be back and ready to go."

	"Until the next panic attack." Spat Christine.

	"One, that's not really fair, and you know it. Two, that's why he needs to talk to me. Whatever his fear, I can help him deal with it." Claire paused and licked her lips in thought. "Tell me, have you ventured outside again?"

	Christine had tried to go out. She wanted to get some apples from her orchard, and she'd almost made it to the gate but then she froze and ran back.

	"So you pretty much walked the length of your back garden?" Claire asked, impressed. "That's a huge step. It's a leap."

	"It's stupid. I should be able to walk anywhere. Heck, what if Xander realised he would be stuck serving a housebound old woman and ran off because of that?" 

	"One, same age here, so old is a stretch. Two, if that is true, unlikely, then he's a twat. Stop creating scenarios. This is likely to be a him problem."

	"Fine. l just...l feel things for him. I love having him around. I mean, sure, I dominate him, but we also have a lot of fun together. When he's here, we're both happy; we sing together, we joke and laugh. It's like having my best friend here. I love him."

	"You love him?" Smiled Claire. "That's huge. Does Ryan know?"

	"No, but I think he feels the same way."

	"That's hot. Then we'll do what we can to get him back in your life then, won't we?”

	From outside came the sound of car engines. Immediately, Christine leapt to her feet and ran to the window. She saw two cars pulling up outside Xander's house and she knew exactly who they belonged to. "Fuck!" Screamed Christine, believing Xander had returned to Paige.

	Scrambling to get shoes on, Christine threw open the front door. Immediately, Claire jumped up and ran to follow, as Christine stomped out of the door, mumbling expletives under her breath. The woman stomped over the gravel drive purposefully, just as Xander and Paige were getting out of their cars. Xander's eyes caught her and stood, holding the car door, watching as Christine got ever closer, pushing open her gate and walking without a thought for what she was doing over to his driveway.

	"What the fuck?" Christine screamed. "l bring you into my life, tell you to be part of our family, let you fuck me, serve me; fuck! Let me fall in love with you, god damn it! And you run back to this fucking harlot?"

	"Hey!" Paige said in the background. Everyone ignored her.

	Now Christine was right up in Xander's face, but he didn't seem scared or upset.

	In fact, he was smiling. A huge wide-eyed smile plastered on his face. "What?"

	Screamed Christine. "What are you smiling at?"

	He swallowed, not wanting to break the moment. "Look...look, Mistress, where you are."

	"What?" She asked, face screwed up in confusion.

	"Mistress Christine, you're in my driveway."

	Suddenly it dawned on Christine where she was. She looked around and began to feel anxious, but it wasn't anxiety from where she was, this time, but anxiety that she might have a panic attack, a break. But no break came. She was fine. Instead, she took a deep breath in and circled, looking at the outside world in all its glory, before settling on Claire's face as she stood there, hands over her mouth and tears streaming down her face. After a decade and a half, Christine was outside.

	"Oh my god, Christine!" Claire gushed. "Oh, I'm so proud."

	"Mistress?" Xander began. "I'm sorry. I'm sorry for my behaviour, and please understand how hard this is for me, to trust that I won't end up alone."

	"Oh Xander." Sighed Christine, pulling him to her. "Xander, I love you. I love you like a friend, like a submissive, but most of all, I love you like a lover. If I could be with you forever, I would, and will." She pulled away. "Look, as far as I am concerned, Ryan and I need you in our lives. We both love you, we both enjoy your company, and you seem to be the piece missing from our lives. Please, understand, if we could marry you, we would. I want you here, with me, exclusively."

	Xander wiped a tear away. "l love you too. And if that is how you feel, then of course, it would be my honour to serve you forever."

	"But what about Paige?"

	Hearing her name, Paige stepped forward nervously. "Oh, I actually came with him to speak on his behalf, to make sure you understood that this is just something he does. We're not back together...although, he did fulfil a fantasy for me yesterday." Then Paige pushed a fist through the fingers on her left hand, and Xander winced as he still felt the throb in his anus.

	Sensing this was her cue, Claire stepped forward. "Xander, how would you feel about regular sessions with me to help you get over your anxiety? Heck, if I can help Christine beat hers in less than two decades, imagine what I could do for you." She laughed.

	"Mistress Claire, it would be wonderful if you could." Xander replied with a smile. "Excellent. Then why don't we all go inside now and talk?"

	Christine looked up at Claire. "If it's okay with you all, why don't you go in? I'll join you in a bit."

	"Sure." Smiled Claire. "Take your time."

	As the others walked back to her house, Christine strolled slowly towards the orchard she had once coveted so well, and yet hadn't walked for so long. She grabbed a ripe apple from a tree and brushed it against her clothes, before taking a bite. Of course, she'd eaten these apples a thousand times, Ryan had always collected and brought them in for her, but somehow, this one apple tasted that much sweeter.

	She didn't know what this all meant. She didn't know if she could say she was suddenly cured. Perhaps this would be the extent of her capabilities, or perhaps, just maybe, she'd be able to go to the store by herself, or even visit Ryan in the city. She was intelligent enough to know it was all too soon to tell, but for now, she just wanted to enjoy what she had.

	When she eventually returned to the house, she thought she might find the group talking over tea. She hadn't expected to find them all naked, with Claire going down on Paige.

	In for a penny, Christine watched for a moment, then stripped down herself, and pulled Xander to her pussy. "Lick my little slave bitch, lick." She smiled.

	"Yes Mistress!" He replied with a smile of his own.

	For the next three hours, the three women and the sissy spent time playing together. If Claire was Christine's first lesbian experience, then Paige was her second. On top of that, Christine got to feel what it was like to submit to two women at once, and she realised that no matter how much she loved to dominate Xander, she loved being dominated just as much, especially by sexy women.

	The other thing Christine got to experience, was fisting Xander, something she promised him would be happening a lot, from now on, much to his displeasure and simultaneous arousal.

	The biggest event though, came in the late afternoon, after Paige left for the city, leaving Christine with Claire and Xander. "l want to go shopping." Christine said.

	"Are you sure?" Claire asked. "It maybe a lot in one day." 

	"I'm sure. Worst case, you turn the car around and we go home."

	Claire paused, but then nodded. "Fine, let's go shopping."



	




	Eleven

	Xander drove, but not before Christine made him get changed into something more suitable. In this case, she made him put on light pink lacy lingerie, under a pair of her white trousers, and a shiny ivory blouse. Her argument was that if Xander was to truly be her sissy fulltime, then he needed to dress the part at all times, including in public.

	At first, Xander challenged her and she thought it was because he was embarrassed, but then he said something which surprised her. "Mistress, this is the first time people see you in public. Do you really want their first comments to be that you are with a sissy?"

	She smiled and stroked his face. "It's beautiful that you think of me in such a way, but I'm all in, in this relationship, and I'll take the good with the bad."

	And so they drove to the nearby supermarket. It wasn't a huge one, just big enough for the essentials, but it was a step. On the way, Christine kept waiting for the gnawing anxiety to hit but it didn't, not once, and anytime a little fear thought about creeping in, she looked at Xander, seeing the lacy outline of the stocking tops just showing through a fraction through the trousers, and she felt an intense feeling of relaxation.

	Xander needn't have worried about people recognising Christine, as her fame was not what it once was, so she shopped without anyone really commenting. There was one lady who stopped and did a double-take, but then she went on her way without a comment. Still, it was a huge step forward, and one which made Christine more comfortable about her plan.

	The whole drive she'd been thinking about whether or not to tell Ryan. She wanted him to know, of course she did, but she also wanted to surprise him.

	When they arrived home, Claire called her secretary to rearrange her appointments for the following morning, as she wanted to stay the night. Whilst she did that, Xander began moving some sissy clothes across to the house and changed into a purple sissy maid dress, before joining the two women in the living room, surprised to find them both naked and wearing strap-ons. "Ready to be spit-roasted baby?" Christine asked him.

	"Yes Mistress!" He laughed getting on all fours.

	That day was spent making love, but also punishing Xander for running off. For Claire, the best way to do that, was to kick him repeatedly in the balls, whilst Christine recorded her doing it. "We'll blur out the faces and put it on Pornhub." Claire told her.

	Of course, ball busting was nothing new to Xander, nor Claire, but it was to Christine. She couldn't understand why a man would want to be kicked in the balls repeatedly, and she wondered how safe it was. However, as soon as she tried it and saw Xander collapse to the floor, she knew she'd found a new hobby. Initially, she kicked him barefoot, but then decided it would be more fun in boots.

	"You want to do it until either his balls swell or go blue." Claire told her.

	"Isn't that dangerous?"

	"It's called ball busting, not ball tickling. He won't be having kids, so it doesn't matter."

	"Hmm, true."

	Of course, Xander knew this was the psychological torture he knew and loved. Talking about him as if he was an object, just something that didn't really matter, that was what turned him on most. He knew they wouldn't let it get so bad that his balls literally broke, although even the thought of that turned him on.

	As Christine swung the spiked boots up at his crotch, she felt a thrill rush through her. She'd be able to do this whenever she wanted. Any time she needed release, she would be able to with Xander, and then Ryan would allow her other forms of release, whilst she was in her submissive mood.

	That evening, Claire also taught Christine about bondage, using Ryan's rope to tie up Xander in various ways, showing the right way and wrong way to do things. And then, Claire tied up Christine, wrapping the rope tight around her breasts, forcing the huge things to puff out like two huge watermelons.

	"Suck on her tits." Claire told Xander, as she walked to her case. Whenever Claire visited a patient, she carried a case of papers and supplies with her. One of those supplies were syringes and certain types of medicines, anti-depressants and the like. As a Ph.D. in Psychiatry, she also had to deal with some far more out there patients. However, in this case, she just wanted the hypodermic needle.

	After spraying Christine's nipples with disinfectant, Claire unwrapped a needle and placed it at Christine's nipple. "Ready?" She asked.

	"Yes Mistress!" Christine replied, but her heart was racing in a mixture of fear and excitement.

	"l have piercings at home. Bars." Xander said. "Paige wanted to do it to me, but we never got around to it."

	"Go get them." Replied Claire with a grin.

	As Xander did that, Claire pressed the needle in, earning a hiss of pain which made Claire's pussy throb and moisten. "Mmm, yes baby, scream for me."

	Christine cried out in pain as the needle tried to force its way inside, and the more she screamed, the more Claire moaned. By the time Xander returned, a huge needle was stuck jutting out of both sides of the right nipple, and Claire was preparing to do the left one.

	"Get under me and lick whilst I do the other one." Claire ordered.

	"Yes Mistress." Replied Xander.

	Once both nipples were done, Claire slid bars into both and then slapped Christine's breasts a few times. "Next, you climb under me and lick and Xander, I’ll do your nipples now."

	"Erm, Mistress..." Xander began; clearly there was a reason why he and Paige never got around to it.

	"No arguments!" Snapped Claire.

	"Yes Mistress."

	Annoyingly for Claire though, Xander seemed far more tolerant of the pain, so once she did his nipples, she eyed the little pink gem navel piercing in the box. With a grin, she disinfected his belly and prepared a longer needle.

	"Mistress!" Said Xander with a trembling voice.

	"We're doing this. Good sluts have their belly buttons pierced. Don't worry, I'll be doing this slut next." She said, gesturing to Christine who was on her back as Claire sat on her mouth, riding her tongue.

	This time, Claire got the scream she was after. She knew the navel piercing hurt a lot, but that was what she was going for. Even better though, was the scream Christine made. She loved hearing women scream, especially Christine.

	The next day, they woke up in a tangled mess of bodies, and after a quick lovemaking session, and making Christine drink her piss, Claire set off for the city, leaving Xander and Christine in bed to make love for the rest of the morning. Whilst Xander's cock was short, she actually found she loved how fat it was, and there was something extra special about holding him as he fucked her, both dressed in silky nighties.

	"l want you to drive me to the city." She said at noon.

	"Of course, Mistress," he replied, "but, sorry for asking, but are you ready?" "Don't be sorry for being concerned for me, that's never something to be sorry for. Yes, I think I'm ready, and I really want to surprise Ryan."

	"Then, of course Mistress, it will be a pleasure." Then he paused. "May I travel as a sissy?”

	"Of course! I don't want you in male clothes ever again. But I think your puffy sissy dresses are a little too big for the car. But we'll work something out."

	In the end, he borrowed an old outfit of hers. Black lace wool flared trousers, over black lace-topped stockings, a matching front-tie bralette/crop-top over a lacey bra, and his own black high-heels. She painted his nails hot-pink, and then did his make-up, but no wig. "l love you like this, not in a wig. You look like a beautiful femboy, especially with that tight little bottom."

	He blushed at her kind words. "Thank you Mistress."

	And with that, they drove. Their target was the gym Ryan frequented. She had the address, but it wasn't that she wanted to find Ryan there. She knew that on Wednesdays, Ryan had to work late and he couldn't meet Paula there. Today would be no different. Christine knew what Paula looked like because she'd seen a video Ryan had sent of their play sessions with Mark.

	As they drove into the city, Christine felt her heart begin to race for the first time. She hadn't been back since the attack, and quite frankly, she hadn't expected it to have changed. But fifteen years for a city is a long time, and in this case, it seemed so much nicer, cleaner than it once had. Gone were a lot of the rotten old buildings put up in the sixties and seventies, replaced by sparkling new buildings which were less concrete, less drab.

	Even the people seemed different. In the time of the attack, people were still reeling from the impact of the financial crisis. They were down on their luck, angry, unemployed. Now the place was abuzz with coffee shops, and small restaurants.

	People seemed happy, content. It was such a dramatic change.

	Finally, they pulled up outside the gym and waited. Xander commented that he felt like he was on a stakeout, but for Christine, she kind of felt like a stalker. Still, when she saw Paula approach the gym, she jumped out and walked over to her.

	"Paula?" Christine called out.

	For a moment, Paula checked out the unknown woman, but then she recognised her and fear washed over her face. Christine smiled disarmingly, raising her hands. "l come in peace, I promise." Laughed Christine. "Um, I need your help actually." 

	"You're not angry?"

	"What about? Aren't we all having great sex?" Asked Christine, and for the first time, Paula smiled. Then Christine pointed at Xander in the car. "That's my sissy, Xander."

	Paula waved at the car. "l heard about him. Very pretty."

	"He's wonderful. And it's because of him that I'm here. Yesterday, I finally made it out of my house and properly outside. For the first time in a decade and a half, I'm free from my problem and it's all thanks to this, to Xander, to you, to BDSM, to whatever. But I'm free now."

	Grabbing the other woman, Paula pulled Christine into a tight hug. "Congratulations Christine."

	"Thank you. I'm so thankful for how you've been keeping Ryan company, and I really hope that with me out of the house, it doesn't mean it ends. I want you and Mark to remain a part of Ryan's life. Of our lives."

	With a blushed, Paula smiled. "Does that mean I get to play with Xander?"

	"Oh yes. In fact, I'm not sure how dominant you are, but I'm only dominant with Xander. Otherwise I'm very submissive."

	This time, Paula licked her lips, and then straightened up a bit. "I'm open to that."

	"Wonderful." Grinned Christine, seductively. "So, here's where I need your help. Ryan doesn't know I'm healed. I want to surprise him, and I'd like to do that by him coming to your place tonight and finding me in bed with you."

	Paula burst out laughing and then took Christine's hand. "Come on. You're here by car, so your sissy can drive."

	"Where?"

	"My house."

	"What about the gym?"

	"Fuck it. I can skip one time. I want to get to know you a whole lot better before Ryan gets there. I demand at least three orgasms from you by then."

	Licking her own lips, Christine replied. "Absolutely Mistress."

	"Mmm, I prefer Goddess."

	"Yes, Goddess."

	As the climbed into the car, Christine made introductions, and then they drove on. She asked Xander how open he was to playing with another sissy, to which Xander replied that he was now more than happy to do anything sexual, with anyone. "Good. Well maybe you can convince mine to stop whining and just take cock up his ass already!" Laughed Paula.



	




	Twelve

	Ryan waited patiently for Paula's sissy to answer the door. He was excited to see what sort of kinky little outfit the femboy would be in today, because he loved seeing such soft men in shiny satiny dresses. Sure enough, when Mark opened the door, Ryan grinned as he looked at the heavily made-up sissy, stood there in a tiny lace dress, with light pink satin panels around it, and multiple layers of a short petticoat forcing the satin skirt up to reveal satin panties. But as Mark turned, he saw something now. The panties had no cover for the backside. They were sissy fuck-panties.

	With his heart racing, Ryan followed him inside, shut the door and then pulled Mark in for a long passionate kiss. How he had come to love kissing femboys, taking them in his huge hands, his muscular arms.

	"Oh, I missed you." He told Mark, even though it hadn't been twenty-four hours since he saw him last.

	"Thank you, daddy." Mark giggled, it was something he tried and Ryan found he liked it from him.

	As Mark walked up the staircase, Ryan followed, but Ryan couldn't help himself. He reached out an touched Mark's smooth buttocks, stroking them, then pressed a finger inside Mark, who moaned at the intrusion. "Please tell me I get to fuck you tonight?"

	"You do, daddy." Mark giggled, but there was a reason for his giggles, for he had already felt a cock in there today, smaller-one mind, but a cock none-the-less. The two sissies, Mark and Xander, had put on quite the homoerotic show for Paula and Christine, as the two ladies made out the whole time, and that show culminated in Xander pressing his cock into Mark and getting him to finally admit that he wanted it.

	The two men turned the corner, walking down the corridor to the bedroom. And then, as Mark pushed it open and beckoned Ryan into the candlelit room, Ryan walked in and froze at the sight in front of him.

	"How?" He gasped, his beaming smile wide across his face. "Wha...wha...oh my god! Christine, how?" He laughed.

	"Let's just say, Xander got me to realise that staying at home wasn't helping me. I made it out yesterday." Christine told him. "And I then found Paula at the gym and asked her for help. Now, why don't you let the sissies undress you, fluff you a bit, and then come fuck us?"

	Ryan looked around the room and saw Xander stood there smiling. Immediately, Ryan ran to him and pulled him in for the longest hug and kiss he could give him.

	"Oh Xander, thank you! Thank you!"

	"No problem, Master. I'd do anything for you both."

	"Does that mean you'll stay with us?" Ryan grinned.

	"Yes, it does. I love you both, and if you'll both have me, then I'll gladly be your servant."

	Ryan's laugh boomed across the room. "You wouldn't be just our servant. I want you to be our lover. To share a bed with us, to be seen in public with us. I want people to know you are my boyfriend."

	"Really?" Xander gasped.

	"Yes! I love you Xander. Of course, you're my boyfriend. I'm happy to say I'm bisexual, because I'd do anything for you."

	They kissed once more, and then when they broke, Ryan caught Mark's face. He was clearly happy for them both, but at the same time, there was a bit of sadness there too. Ryan turned to Christine.

	"Mark and Paula are part of our relationship too, right?" He asked.

	"Yes, as is Claire." Smiled Christine.

	Grabbing Mark by the wrist, Ryan pulled Mark to him for a long kiss, and the three men held each other tight. "Good, because I love Mark and Paula too and don't want to give them up."

	"Never." Purred Christine, pulling Paula in for a kiss.

	After the sissies undressed Ryan, he asked the ladies if they could wait just a few more minutes, because there was something he really wanted to do. They knew what and said, of course, and then at that moment, he pushed Mark onto the bed face first, squirted lubricant on the sissy's anus and on his own cock, and then lined up.

	"I've been waiting for this for so long." Ryan grunt, feeling the head of his cock slip inside the tight sphincter. "Oh, such a sexy boy. My sexy femboy."

	Everyone watched as Ryan fucked Mark, who quickly dropped into fits of moaning and begging for more. The two women kissed and played with each other, but Xander stood watching, stroking his hard cock, until he too couldn't stand it anymore. He took some lubricant, put it on his cock, and then lined up to Ryan.

	"Oh yeah, baby, yes, fuck me." Ryan breathed as Xander pushed inside. "Oh wow!" Paula gasped with glee, looking at the gay gangbang in front of them. "This is going to me one special night.

	"It's only just begun, Goddess." Said Christine, sliding down to the woman's pierced nipples and sucking on them. "l want you to piss on me."

	Paula's eyes widened. "Really? I've never done that, but sure, come to the bathroom."

	As Christine prepared herself in the tub, Paula giggled nervously. She stood over Christine, closed her eyes and tried to focus. For a while nothing happened, until finally a few golden drops appeared, and then suddenly, the urine began to flow. Paula opened her eyes and watched as she covered the sexy redhead in her golden nectar, and she gave a gasp. Suddenly, what she thought was a little weird felt strangely good, and she found her fingers down there, directing the piss.

	"Yeah, drink my piss, bitch! Drink it all!" Paula snarled.

	Christine drank with gusto, gladly bathing in it, pushing out her tongue and basking in the warm fluid. And when Paula was down, she dropped down and lay on the piss soaked woman, their breasts mashing together as they kissed.

	"l can't believe I did that." Paula laughed, tasting the acrid taste of piss on her tongue. "But I loved it."

	"Me too!"

	They showered off, frigging each other with their fingers as they found themselves too horny not to. After they orgasmed into each other's mouths, their bodies tight against each other, they washed off and went back to bed, where they now found Mark fucking Ryan.

	Never had Christine imagined that her butch husband would take cock up his arse, but there he was, on all fours, getting right royally shafted, and begging for more.

	"That's so unexpected." Laughed Paula.

	"But hot."

	"Right? But why?"

	"Because it's so, well, different. It's raw, sexual, dynamic. I like that. As an author, I feel the connection here is real, no judgment, no care, just feeling and passion. I love it. Gender means nothing, pleasure means everything."

	"l like that." Paula said softly.

	"l like you." Christine said, before turning to look at Paula. "l see why Ryan has fallen for you."

	Paula giggled. "He hasn't fallen for me."

	"Oh, yes, he has. I've realised something about him. He falls in love with people who he believes are good for him. He clearly loves you, and I get it. You're attractive, intelligent, sexy, and well, a nice person. I like that too, Goddess."

	The two women stared at each other, then each placed a hand on the opposite's hip. "Can we make this work? All of us together?" Paula asked.

	"l think so. Sure, there'll be times when we don't see each other..."

	"No, I meant, could we, eventually, all be together?" There was a sensitivity to Paula now, a break in her armour. It would be easy for her to get hurt, but that wasn't Christine's thing.

	"l never considered us all living together, but, wow, that would be something special, wouldn't it?"

	"l think it would. Obviously, it wouldn't be immediately, but after we get to know each other properly, I'd be open to a non-traditional relationship if you all are?"

	Christine thought back to what she had planned with Xander, and Claire, and realised that non-traditional was what she was going for from the start. She'd wasted fifteen years at home, essentially alone for most of it, because of her condition, and if anything, this was a way of making up for lost time. Yes, she was definitely open to non-traditional, and if that meant starting some sort of mini-sexual cult, then why not?

	"l can't think of anything I want more." Purred Christine, pulling Paula in for another kiss.

	The next day, Ryan had to leave early to head to the apartment to change, and then Mark and Paula needed to get up too. "Do you really need to go to work?" Christine complained sleepily.

	"Yes, but you two can stay if you like?" Said Paula.

	"No, we'll head out. I was thinking of going shopping for some latex."

	Paula paused for a moment. "Or maybe I can take a sick day." She mused. "Yes, let me call the office. Then we can play together a bit, and after go shopping?"

	Christine and Xander grinned. "Sounds like a plan, Goddess."



	




	Epilogue

	People stared. They always stared, but Christine was used to it. Being a famous author, everyone knew her, but now they knew her as the woman who wrote kinky romance novels, and lived in a relationship with two other women, two sissies, and a man. She never hid anything, talking about how they had to convert the bedroom to sleep six, but she would never go back.

	Her publisher was concerned though. They worried that the new direction she had taken in her writing, and her lifestyle, would put people off; that they would see her as some sort of weirdo, but in the end, for every one person she lost, she gained two new readers, so she was more than happy, as were the publishers.

	For Christine, each day of her new life had new meaning. She made sure to live every moment to its fullest, and that was why there was an agreement at home, if someone was horny then they should say it, and someone would help out.

	So as Christine walked the street that day, shopping for new shoes, she did so as she usually did, with Xander the sissy maid on tow, on a leash. People would stare at him, take pictures, especially given the massively over-the-top dresses he wore and the ridiculous high-heeled fetish boots, but he didn't care. He simply walked behind her with his head held high, proud to be her personal sissy slave. Xander was exactly where he wanted to be.

	After they were done shopping, they returned home to their new house just outside the city. With the sale of the summer house, Xander's house, Paula's house, and the old city apartment, together they had more than enough money to buy a mansion. Aside from the huge bedroom, they also added one new room, one that Claire and Paula agreed simply had to be there.

	In the kitchen was a chart. Next to Christine's name were five black dots. Those were things she had done wrong that week which required punishment. She'd been naughty, that much was true, so she knew what was waiting for her that evening.

	Christine was naked as she was walked down the stone staircase to the large expansive dungeon. The two sissies each held an arm as she pulled her in front of the three thrones, upon which sat Paula, Claire and in the centre, Ryan.

	"You know why you are here?" Ryan asked.

	"Yes Master." Christine replied.

	"And you know that with five black marks, that means one hundred lashes from each of us?" Asked Claire.

	"Yes Mistress."

	"And you know that it means that for the two hours, you need to wear the giant buttplug?" Paula asked. The giant buttplug. A huge three and a half inch in diameter plug which was nearly impossible to get in. She needed to try, and once she succeeded, she needed to keep it there for two hours. But that wasn't all. After all of that, she would be tied to a bench, vacuum packed into a vacuum bag, complete with mask, and have electrodes attached to shock her the whole night. It was torture, and she was looking forward to every second of it.

	"Yes Goddess."

	One hundred lashes, per Master or Mistress. The beating was brutal and she knew it would mark her, but there was an agreement that so long as the marks weren't on the face, then they could do whatever they wanted to the slaves. She didn't care. She liked the marks; she liked knowing she was a submissive slut.

	Then the buttplug. Degrading, having to walk around for two hours with a hobble due to the sheer size of it, and worst of all, they would likely take her out shopping with it under her dress, they usually did. A quick trip to the grocery store.

	Then the vacuum bag. There's no way to move in there, no way to scream, or run, it was all about trust. With the electrodes, she knew that pain would be worse than the whipping; she'd piss herself, she always did, but how else would she learn?

	This was the life she wanted. No more playing around, real BDSM submission. Anyway, Xander had four marks, and given that he was her submissive, she'd get to sit on the side of the thrones and dish out punishment. She needed to be creative this time, something to really freak him out. 'Hmm...a tattoo!" She thought. "Are you happy?" Xander asked her as she hobbled around with the plug.

	"I've never been happier." 

	"Me neither." Then Xander paused and said, "Paige called."

	"Oh? What did she want?"

	He paused, then said, "She wanted to know if we wanted a female submissive." "Who?" Christine wondered, given that they weren't going to invite someone they didn't know into the household.

	"Her. Apparently she was dominated by another Mistress and realised that she loved it more than dominating men. So, she was interested in whether we were interested in her."

	Christine felt like laughing, but instead, she began to wonder; perhaps she could have a submissive. She had Xander, maybe they'd allow her to have a woman.

	"Let me ask the others..." She said, "But it could be fun."

	Their new life was perfect, but even perfect could be improved on. Besides, they had built the bedroom for more people, not just them. And that got her thinking.

	She had joked they'd created a mini-sex-cult, but what if it wasn't a joke. What if...

	Ryan slapped the plug, send a bolt of pain through her. "Oh, thank you Master."

	THE END
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