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The Lift

“Not going, mate. Soz.” 

Kevin’s text hit my phone like a slap. I stared at the screen, jaw tight, blood rushing hot to my face. We’d been planning Creamfields for weeks. Every time I’d double-checked, he’d given me the same lazy thumbs-up. Now, less than twenty-four hours before we were supposed to leave, the useless tosser was bailing. 

“Why the hell not?” I demanded when I stormed round to his flat. 

He didn’t even look up from his PS2, thumbs hammering the controller as some pixelated racer screamed around the track. “Can’t afford the tickets,” he mumbled. “And honestly, mate, the idea of traipsing round a muddy field on the off-chance I might squeeze into a sweaty tent to watch Oakenfold isn’t exactly my idea of fun. Can’t really be fucked.” 

I stood there, fists clenched. This wasn’t the first time. Kevin was a serial let-down, and I’d been idiot enough to rely on him again. No car meant no festival. I was the one paying for the fuel, but without his wheels I was screwed. 

“You’re a fucking let-down, you know that? When was the last time you actually went out?” 

“I go to work every day.” 

“Out out.” 

“Pub last Wednesday,” he said, finally glancing at me with a shrug. 

“For one pint. On your own. Fucking thrilling.” 

He paused the game and looked at me properly for the first time. “Mate, just put an ad on the net. Someone’ll be going.” 

The twat had a point. Two hours later I had a reply. 

Tony and Alexandra picked me up outside the shopping centre the next morning in a gleaming blue Audi A4. They were both twenty-three, same as me. Tony was tall and lean, with sharp hazelnut eyes and thick dark brown hair that fell across his forehead. Alex was striking, almost as tall as him, with long blonde hair streaked with vivid green and pink highlights that caught the light like candyfloss. Her toned, flat stomach was on full display beneath a tiny pink lace crop top, a silver belly bar glinting against her sun-kissed skin. She smelled faintly of coconut and something sweet and chemical. 

We hit the motorway with the windows down and drum & bass thumping. The excitement in the car was electric. 

While Tony drove, Alex twisted in her seat to face me, her green eyes sparkling with mischief. “So… no girlfriend then?” 

I shook my head. 

“Oh,” she said, lips curving. “Gay?” 

“No! Christ, no. Just… haven’t had much luck lately. I’m sure there’ll be someone at the festival.” 

“Yeah,” she nodded slowly, a little smile playing on her mouth. “I’m sure there will.” 

Creamfields was everything I’d hoped for and more. The pills I’d brought kicked in hard and clean, flooding my veins with warm, rolling euphoria. The basslines slammed through my chest as I lost myself among thousands of bodies pulsing under lasers and strobes. I danced for hours, sweaty, grinning, alive. I caught glimpses of Tony and Alex throughout the night, always close but giving each other space. By the time we met at the agreed spot in the early hours, I was buzzing, exhausted, and perfectly content. 

The long drive home passed in a haze of laughter and shared stories. When we reached town, Alex turned to me again. 

“Drop you at home, or do you fancy chilling with us for a bit?” 

“I’d love to chill,” I said without hesitation. 

“Not at all!” She grinned wide. “We’d love to have you.” 

Their small terraced house was cosy and dimly lit. We collapsed onto the sofa while Aphex Twin’s warped, hypnotic beats drifted from the speakers. A couple of joints softened the edges of the night, and two generous lines of coke sharpened them again, chasing away the comedown. The air grew thick with smoke and anticipation. 

Alex disappeared into the kitchen and returned with a single ice cube between her fingers, glistening in the low light. She slipped it between her lips, her eyes locked on mine, then leaned in and kissed me. The cold shock of the ice met my tongue as she pushed it gently into my mouth. 

“A friendship cube,” she whispered against my lips. “Now pass it to Tony.” 

I hesitated for half a second, but the drugs and the atmosphere made everything feel fluid. Tony leaned across. Our mouths met, awkward at first, then smoother as the ice slipped between us. He tasted faintly of smoke and mint. Alex watched with dark, hungry eyes. We passed the cube round and round until it melted completely. 

When it was gone, Alex kissed me again, deeper this time. Her tongue, still cool at first, quickly warmed against mine, exploring with slow, deliberate strokes. I felt myself growing hard. She pulled back, breathless, and nodded towards Tony. 

“Your turn. Properly.” 

I was hesitant. She could see it. 

“Don’t worry,” she soothed, stroking my arm. “Nobody will know. And it’s just a friendship kiss.” 

Not wanting to seem uptight, I leaned in. This time the kiss was slower, more confident. Tony’s mouth was firm, his tongue sliding against mine with surprising skill. While we kissed, Alex’s hand rubbed slow circles across my back. When I finally broke away, my cock was straining painfully against my jeans. 

Alex pulled me back to her immediately. The next kiss was pure fire, hungry, open-mouthed, tongues dancing. Her hands tugged at my T-shirt, yanking it over my head. She unbuttoned my trousers with practised ease and dragged them down my legs. I half-fell, half-laughed onto my back on the sofa, heart hammering. 

While Alex peeled off my socks and boxers, Tony cupped my face and kissed me again, deeper, more passionate. I told myself I wouldn’t go further than kissing, but fuck, it felt good. Alex’s warm, wet mouth suddenly enveloped my cock. I groaned into Tony’s mouth as she took me deep, her tongue swirling expertly around the head before sliding down my shaft. 

The pleasure was overwhelming. Between Tony’s insistent tongue and Alex’s skilled mouth, I didn’t last long. With a muffled cry I came hard, pulsing thick ropes of cum down her throat. She kept sucking gently until I was spent, then rose up, cupped my face, and kissed me. 

She pushed every drop of my own cum into my mouth in a warm, slippery flood. I swallowed instinctively, surprised but not disgusted. The taste was familiar, slightly salty, neutral. I’d tasted myself before on ex-girlfriends’ tongues, but never this much. 

Alex pulled back, lips shiny, and smiled softly. 

“I hope you don’t think we planned this. We didn’t. It’s just… we both really like you. We’d like to share ourselves with you.” 

I hesitated, the afterglow making everything feel hazy and warm, yet my boundaries remained. 

“Look, that’s really nice, and I feel the same. I don’t mind kissing Tony, but I don’t want to go any further with him. If you get what I mean? No offence, mate.” 

Tony just smiled, relaxed. Alex glanced at him, then back at me, pulling an exaggerated ‘oops’ face. They both started laughing, soft, warm, conspiratorial laughter. 

“I think I’d better show you something,” Alex said, biting her lip. “I’m really sorry about this… and please, don’t get weird or anything.” 

She reached down, hooked her fingers under the hem of the pink lace crop-top, and peeled it slowly over her head. For a moment I simply stared. 

Her breasts were perfect, full, round, and obviously fake, sitting high and firm on her chest. With a small, almost shy smile, Alex reached behind her back, unclasped the bra, and let it fall away. She removed the silicone forms one by one, placing them carefully on the bedside table. Then she stood, unzipped the loose long skirt, and let it pool at her ankles. Her panties followed. 

A smooth, semi-hard cock sprang free, thick, long, and already twitching with interest. Her body was completely hairless, every inch shaved or waxed to satin smoothness. Even without the breasts and make-up, Alex’s face still held that delicate, feminine beauty: high cheekbones, full lips, and those striking green eyes. 

“I’m sorry we hid this from you,” she said softly, voice low and genuine. “You were so nice to us. We didn’t want to scare you off.” 

Tony still wore his suspenders, the thin straps framing his lean torso. They were both watching me carefully, waiting. 

They were genuinely kind people, warm and fun, and I didn’t want to lose them as friends over this. So I swallowed and nodded. 

“I’ll stay,” I said. “Kissing and cuddling… but no further than that for now. Yeah?” 

Their faces lit up. They both pulled me into a tight, three-way hug. 

“You’re the greatest,” Alex whispered against my neck. 

After separate showers we carried the TV and DVD player into their bedroom. A daft comedy played in the background, but none of us paid it the slightest attention. I lay in the middle, propped against pillows. Alex had bundled his long blonde hair up into a loose clip, and had removed the rest of his make-up. His face looked a little more masculine now, but it didn’t change how I felt. They were still the same warm, exciting people I’d spent the whole weekend with. 

“So how long have you two been seeing each other?” I asked, genuinely curious. 

Tony answered, stroking lazy circles on my chest. “My girlfriend Sandra is a good friend of Alex’s. Alex has been cross-dressing for years. Sandra wanted to watch me fuck him… so, just for her, I agreed. Turns out we all liked it more than we expected.” 

I nodded. “And you ended up splitting with Sandra?” 

Tony shook his head, smiling. “No, still together. We all live here now. I don’t fuck her pussy any more, only anal. She’s never really got off on normal sex, always been bored by it. But the moment something’s in her arse or a tongue is on her clit, she goes wild. And me… I’ve always preferred a tight arse anyway.” He shrugged, completely relaxed. “So it works. She’s away at a wedding this weekend.” 

I turned to Alex. “So… you planning on getting the full works? Breasts and everything?” 

Alex smiled and shook his head. “No. I like how I am. I just love dressing up, especially the underwear. It feels incredible against my skin.” 

“Oh yeah,” Tony agreed with a grin. “Girls have no idea how lucky they are.” 

Alex, lying on my right, slid his smooth leg between mine and propped himself up on one elbow. Tony mirrored him on my left. They both began gently pinching and rolling my nipples. The sensation sent sparks straight to my cock. Alex leaned in first, kissing me slow and deep, tongue sliding sensually against mine. Then Tony took his turn, his kiss firmer, more insistent. I pulled them both closer, running my hands over their warm backs, feeling the contrast between Alex’s silky skin and Tony’s lean muscle. 

We stayed like that for long, lazy minutes, kissing, stroking, breathing each other in. While Tony’s tongue was in my mouth, Alex’s hand drifted down and wrapped around my rock-hard cock, stroking with slow, perfect pressure. Moments later Tony’s hand joined his. I groaned into Tony’s mouth and turned fully towards him, our bodies pressing together. Alex moved behind me, kissing the nape of my neck, his long, hard cock resting hot and heavy against the small of my back. 

He shifted. The thick head of his cock slid lower… and lower… until it was nudging insistently against my entrance. It felt like an accident, until Alex kissed my cheek and pushed. 

I gasped sharply as the head stretched me open. The sudden stinging burn made my eyes water. Tony held me tighter, kissing me harder, trying to distract me from the dry friction. Alex paused, then steadily fed the remaining six inches inside until his smooth hips were flush against my arse. He stayed perfectly still, letting me adjust, dropping tiny, soothing kisses along my neck and shoulders. 

The burning slowly melted into something else, something deep, full, and shockingly good. 

Alex began to move. Slow, careful strokes at first, then deeper, smoother. Pleasure rolled through me in heavy waves. 

“Oh Alex… that’s so nice,” I panted, voice shaky. “I never thought it would feel this good.” I reached back, gripping his hip. 

He whispered hotly against my ear, “I’m so glad it turned out like this. I would’ve been happy just kissing… but we both want you so badly. If you’re willing… do you want to try everything?” 

“Yes,” I breathed, the words tumbling out. “Everything.” 

Alex’s soft laugh was full of delight. “Then we’ll show you the joys of male-on-male love. And tomorrow we’ll spend the whole day dressing you up in my clothes and make-up… maybe a little bondage and S/M if you’re into it. Sound good?” 

“Oh my god… yes,” I grinned, twisting to kiss him. 

Tony slid down the bed and took my cock into his warm, eager mouth. I opened my own and welcomed his in return, tasting another man for the first time. The salty-sweet flavour, the velvety weight on my tongue, it was intoxicating. Behind me, Alex tightened his arm around my stomach and started fucking me harder, deep, rhythmic strokes that made me moan around Tony’s cock. 

It didn’t take long. Tony came first, flooding my mouth with thick, hot spurts. I swallowed as best I could, the taste strange yet intensely arousing. Moments later Alex thrust deep and held still, groaning as he emptied himself inside me in long, pulsing jets. 

Exhausted, we collapsed together. Alex slipped a long scarlet lace nightie over my head. The satin felt cool and luxurious against my flushed skin. We fell asleep tangled in each other’s arms. 

I woke the next morning to an empty spot where Alex had been. Tony was beside me, gently rubbing my cock through the slippery satin of the nightie. His eyes were dark with lust. 

“Good morning, sweetheart,” he murmured, then leaned in and kissed me, slow and deep. 

I felt a flicker of nerves, the drugs and alcohol had worn off and reality was creeping back in. But the memory of last night’s pleasure was stronger. The nightie still felt delicious against me. I kissed Tony back, hungry now, our arms wrapping tightly around each other. 

He reached for lube, coated himself generously, and told me to grab the headboard. Heart hammering with a mix of fear and excitement, I did. He pushed inside me with a wet pop. The initial sting flared again, but it quickly gave way to pure heat as he started fucking me properly, hard, deep, animalistic strokes that had the bed creaking. 

Alex appeared in the doorway wearing a long black satin robe. His face was beautifully made-up again, dark eyes, glossy lips, looking every inch the gorgeous girl. He let the robe fall, revealing a sexy black lace A-cup bra, matching panties designed for cross-dressers, and a delicate suspender belt with sheer stockings. 

“Hiya, baby,” he purred, climbing onto the bed. He pulled his cock free from the lace and fed it between my lips. 

I sucked him greedily, desperate for his taste again. While Tony pounded my arse, Alex fucked my mouth until, with twin groans, they both came, one flooding my bowels, the other spilling thick and warm across my tongue. 

Here is the fully edited, expanded, and improved version of this section. As before, I’ve preserved your exact storyline and character choices while adding rich sensory depth, emotional nuance, erotic tension, and smooth UK English flow. 

Once again, a deep wave of happiness washed over me. I felt incredibly lucky to have met Tony and Alex. Yesterday I’d been a straight lad heading to a dance festival; today I was dressed like a woman, freshly fucked, and loving every second of it. I couldn’t wait to try everything they had to offer. 

Tony and I showered together, the hot water cascading over our smooth bodies. I took my turn and fucked him against the tiled wall, but strangely it wasn’t nearly as pleasurable as being on the receiving end. Something about being filled, stretched, and taken just hit me differently, deeper, more intense. 

“Want me to shave you?” Tony asked, eyes gleaming as he ran a hand over my chest. 

“Erm… sure,” I replied, a flutter of nervous excitement in my stomach. 

With a wicked little smile, he lathered me up and shaved every inch of my body, chest, legs, arms, arse, even around my cock and balls, until I was as smooth and hairless as they were. The sensation of cool air on freshly shaved skin was strangely arousing. 

When I stepped back into the bedroom, an array of beautiful clothes waited on the bed like a gift. 

Tony started by painting my toenails and fingernails a glossy scarlet red. Once they were dry, I slipped into sheer dark blue stockings that clung to my smooth legs like a second skin. A tiny dark blue lacy g-string followed, the thin straps framing my arse perfectly. Next came the basque corset, dark blue with delicate black lace trim. It cinched my waist beautifully and held the stockings up with satin straps, sitting flat across my chest. Over that I wore a black lacy blouse with short puffed sleeves and a laced front that revealed my neck and shoulders. Finally, Tony helped me into a long black satin skirt that swirled sensually around my legs with every movement, the cool fabric brushing teasingly against my stockings. 

Alex took over for the make-up. He worked with calm professionalism, using shimmering blue eyeshadow blended into smoky black liner that made my eyes look huge and sultry. He trimmed and shaped my eyebrows, contoured my cheekbones, and applied a dark red, wet-look lipstick that made my mouth look plump and inviting. A light layer of foundation and bronzer gave me a convincing sun-kissed glow. 

Then came my hair. It was medium-length and a bit messy, but Alex worked wonders, teasing it into a stylish, feminine up-do with soft strands framing my face. 

When I finally looked in the full-length mirror, I barely recognised myself. I looked like a real woman, elegant, sexy, and passable. No trace of the awkward bloke I’d expected to see. 

“You’ve got the bone structure for it,” Alex said proudly. “High cheekbones, delicate jaw… you pass beautifully.” 

Something was still missing, though. 

“You need your ears and nose pierced,” he said with a grin. “A little dark blue stone in your nose would look perfect. I can do it right now, but you’ll have to leave the studs in for six weeks.” 

I hesitated for only a second. “Fuck it. Let’s do it.” 

Alex sat me down, disinfected the areas, and used a piercing gun. The ears were quick and almost painless, two sharp clicks and pretty blue diamond studs glittered in my lobes. The nose hurt like hell for a moment, a sharp sting that made my eyes water, but it was over quickly. A tiny blue stud now sparkled on the side of my nostril. 

Alex added the finishing touches: gold bangles on my wrists, a sinuous gold snake armband, a delicate necklace with a heart pendant, and a thin chain that clipped from the necklace to my left ear. Two sprays of sweet, feminine perfume completed the look, light, floral, and intoxicating. 

“Wow,” I breathed, turning in front of the mirror. The satin skirt whispered against my legs, the corset hugged me tightly, and the stockings felt deliciously smooth. 

“You look fucking amazing,” both of them said at once, eyes dark with lust. 

Alex stroked my satin-covered arse and whispered hotly in my ear, “I’m going to take that pretty little hole all over again later. But first… we should eat.” 

Tony cooked breakfast in the kitchen. When I walked in, he nearly dropped the spatula. 

“You’re fucking gorgeous,” he said, staring. 

We ate together, chatting easily. They explained they were into light S/M and bondage, but only for fun, no one was truly dominant. Not even Sandra. 

“Today we’ll take it easy,” Tony said. “Get you comfortable in the clothes, stretch that tight little arse of yours properly, and take some photos. Sound good?” 

“Cool,” I grinned. 

My phone rang. It was Kevin. 

“Terry! How was it?” 

“Fucking amazing, mate. Carl Cox absolutely smashed it. You missed a belter.” 

We chatted for a minute before he asked if he could come round. My stomach flipped. I was standing there in full femme glory, make-up, stockings, satin skirt and all. 

I covered the receiver. “It’s Kevin. He’s bored and wants to pop over.” 

“Course not,” Alex said with a bright smile. “Tell him to come right over.” 

“But… this?” I gestured at myself. 

Tony shrugged. “He can join in. Or not. If he freaks, blame it on the drugs and booze from last night.” 

I thought about it. Kevin was my oldest mate. If he couldn’t handle it, then maybe it was time to find out. “Alright, Kev. Number 8, Eastleigh Road. See you in ten.” 

While we waited, Alex stepped close in her short satin dress and pulled me into a hug. “It’ll be fine. You’ll be surprised what some people are into. Look at yourself. Did you think you’d be a bisexual transvestite yesterday?” 

I laughed softly. “Not in a million years.” 

“Are you ashamed? Any regrets?” 

“Not one,” I said, and meant it. 

“Good.” Alex smiled, gently pushing my head down as he lifted the hem of his dress. I sank to my knees, took his soft cock into my mouth, and sucked lovingly. It swelled rapidly on my tongue until it was the same thick, long weapon that had been inside me earlier. I bobbed my head faster, swirling my tongue, sucking hard until Alex groaned and filled my mouth with hot cum. I swallowed every drop, careful not to smudge my lipstick. 

“Wow,” Alex gasped. “Fastest I’ve ever come.” 

“My turn,” Tony said, dropping his jeans and frilly knickers. I gave him the same eager treatment and was soon swallowing his load too. 

“Fuck me, you’re a natural cock-sucker,” Tony laughed. “Sure you were straight yesterday?” 

“I like it,” I admitted, licking my lips. “I think I like the taste of cum.” 

The doorbell rang. As I quickly touched up my lipstick, Alex went to answer. Kevin greeted Alex with a casual kiss on the cheek, clearly assuming she was a girl. He shook hands with Tony, then turned to me. 

His eyes widened. He froze mid-step, looked me up and down, and then a slow, surprised grin spread across his face. Instead of backing away, he stepped forward, leaned in, and kissed my cheek. 

“Nice one, Terry,” he whispered. “Looking good. And here I thought I was the only one who tried on women’s clothes when I was a kid.” 

The last of my nerves vanished. I grabbed him, pulled him close, and kissed him hard, tongue sliding into his mouth. He stiffened for half a second, then melted into it. His hand slid down and stroked my satin-covered arse as we snogged deeply for a full five minutes, hungry and breathless. 

Alex and Tony moved in on either side of us, hands roaming over both our bodies. I felt someone, Tony, reach around Kevin and rub his growing bulge while kissing his neck. Kevin moaned into my mouth, reaching back to tangle his fingers in Tony’s hair, head tilting in pleasure. 

I took Kevin by the hand and led him into the bedroom, Tony and Alex following close behind, the air already thick with anticipation. The moment we crossed the threshold, Kevin stripped off his clothes with zero hesitation, tossing them aside. Tony did the same, revealing his lean, smooth body. Alex and I stayed fully dressed in our feminine finery, satin, lace, and stockings whispering with every movement. 

“Kevin,” I said, voice low and commanding, “get on all fours and show me that arsehole.” 

Without a flicker of doubt, he dropped onto the bed on his hands and knees, arching his back and pushing his firm, round arse up towards me. I knelt behind him, spread his cheeks with both hands, and dove in. My tongue circled his tight, puckered hole, licking and probing with hungry strokes. He moaned loudly, pushing back against my face. 

Tony passed me the bottle of KY. I squeezed a generous amount onto my fingers and worked it slowly around and into Kevin’s entrance, feeling the muscle relax under my touch. Then I lifted the front of my long black satin skirt, freed my rock-hard cock, and pressed the head against him. 

He hissed sharply as I pushed inside, the tight ring stretching around me. 

“Relax, mate,” I murmured, stroking his back. “It’ll get better. Just breathe.” 

It did. After a few careful thrusts the pain melted from his voice, replaced by deep, needy groans. I started fucking him properly, long, steady strokes that made the satin of my skirt brush teasingly against both our bodies. The sight of my best friend on all fours, taking my cock while dressed like a girl, was surreal and intensely arousing. 

Tony slid underneath us, taking Kevin’s throbbing dick into his mouth. At the same time, Alex lifted the hem of his dress and fed his own cock between Kevin’s lips. The room filled with wet, obscene sounds, slick thrusting, eager sucking, muffled moans. The erotic overload hit all of us at once. Kevin came first, spilling down Tony’s throat with a strangled cry. The contractions of his arse pulled me over the edge seconds later, and I pumped him full of hot cum. Alex followed, holding Kevin’s head gently as he emptied himself into his mouth. 

We collapsed together in a sweaty, panting, laughing heap on the bed, limbs tangled, make-up slightly smudged, satin and lace sticking to damp skin. 

I couldn’t believe I had just fucked my best mate, and all I could think about was how desperately I wanted him to fuck me next, over and over again. But Tony had other ideas. With a wicked grin he took Kevin’s hand and led him off to the shower. 

While they were gone, Alex and I lay side by side, arms wrapped around each other. He stroked my face and back with gentle fingertips, pressing soft, lingering kisses to my lips between words. 

“Finally, some time alone together,” he whispered. 

“Mmmm, yeah…” 

“What do you say we sleep in the spare room tonight and leave those two to it? Tony clearly fancies Kevin like mad.” 

I smiled. “I’d love that. Some proper time alone with you, Alex.” 

“Hmmm, I bet you would,” he purred, suddenly wrapping his fingers around my cock through the satin skirt. “My little baby, aren’t you?” 

I giggled, a soft, girlish sound that surprised even me, as he continued stroking my cheek. 

“Do you know what, Terry?” 

“What?” 

“I think I’m falling for you.” 

The words hit me like a jolt. For a second I froze. Admitting the same thing felt like crossing a final line, like officially saying I was gay. But the more I looked at Alex’s beautiful face, the more I realised how much I wanted him. Not just sexually. Him. 

I smiled, heart racing. “Me too.” 

“Why don’t we make it official?” he asked softly. “Be boyfriends?” 

“I thought Tony was your boyfriend?” 

“He is… unofficially. But I want someone I can take to the cinema, hold hands with in public, hug, kiss, and love properly.” He sighed, eyes shining. “Honey, I’m gay. Yeah, I play with Tony and Sandra, but what I really want… is you.” 

I didn’t need long to think. “Okay. Boyfriends.” 

I stroked his hair, pulled him close, and sealed it with a long, deep, loving kiss that left us both breathless. 

The others returned. Kevin was now completely naked and freshly shaved from head to toe, his skin smooth and gleaming. Alex jumped up and threw his arms around Tony, looking every inch the happy, beautiful girl, soft voice, delicate mannerisms, and only the flat chest and heavy cock between his legs betraying anything else. 

“Tony, I’ve got a new boyfriend!” Alex gushed. 

“For real?” Tony asked, looking at me. 

I nodded, beaming with pure happiness and excitement at this unexpected new chapter. 

Kevin stepped forward and pulled me into a tight hug. The feeling of his smooth, warm, naked body pressing against my satin-clad one sent a fresh thrill through me. 

“Nice one, mate,” he murmured. “You did well for yourself. I’m proud of you.” 

“Thanks. I’ve decided something else too,” I announced. “I’m going to stay a transvestite. Full-time.” 

“Oh Terry!” Alex screamed with delight and pounced on me, kissing me fiercely. “We can go shopping together, share clothes… You don’t want implants or anything, do you?” 

“No, no. But I’ll wear breast forms when I’m out, like you did yesterday.” 

“Don’t worry, I’ve got loads,” Alex grinned. 

Kevin laughed. “Your mates will be cool about it. They’re good lads. Want me to prove it? I’ll phone one now.” 

“Yeah, go for it. Call Mike. If he’s okay with it, the rest will be.” 

Kevin asked for a robe. Tony handed him a short pink lacy satin robe that barely covered his arse. Kevin slipped it on without hesitation, then found a matching pair of panties and pulled them up his smooth legs. He grabbed his phone from his jacket and dialled. 

The conversation that followed was gloriously shameless. Kevin casually told Mike everything, that I had a boyfriend, that I was now a full-time transvestite, and exactly what we’d all just done together. By the end he was laughing. 

“Terry said you’re welcome round. He’s gonna give that big fat arse of yours a good fucking!” I punched his arm. “Ow! Nah, seriously mate, come over. Address is 8 Eastleigh Road. See you in a bit.” 

He hung up, grinning. “Mike’s coming round with his girlfriend Paula. They’ll be here in a couple of minutes.” 

We had just enough time to dress Kevin properly. Alex helped him into matching pink lace-top stockings, suspender belt, and bra. A glossy pink PVC miniskirt hugged his hips, and a peach open-back crop-top showed off his smooth back and shoulders. Alex quickly did his make-up, styled his hair into a cute feminine look, and pierced both his ears with the gun, two quick clicks and Kevin now sported small sparkly studs. 

Here is the fully edited, expanded, and improved version of this section, with significantly more descriptive depth, emotional resonance, erotic tension, and natural UK English flow while preserving your exact storyline. 

The doorbell rang. Heart fluttering with a delicious mix of nerves and excitement, I smoothed down my satin skirt and opened the door with a girlish swing of my hips. 

“Hi Mike, hi Paula!” I giggled, voice light and playful. 

Paula’s eyes widened. “Jesus, Terry… you look fucking stunning.” She stepped inside, staring openly. “Wow.” 

“Yeah, mate,” Mike added, blunt as ever. “You look really good. If I didn’t know it was you, I’d probably have you on the floor right here.” 

Paula was curvy, especially around the hips, but undeniably pretty. Her bright pink hair fell in soft waves, and she wore her usual pink-and-white skater-girl outfit that hugged her figure. Dark, smoky eye make-up made her gaze intense, and a small silver ring glinted in her nose. 

Alex skipped over and slipped his arm around my shoulders, extending his right hand with elegant poise. “Hi, I’m Alex, Terry’s boyfriend,” he said in that soft, feminine voice. 

Mike’s mouth fell open. Paula smiled warmly, shook Alex’s hand, and exchanged cheek kisses. Alex did the same with Mike, who flinched slightly but didn’t pull away. 

“She, I mean, he, is seriously beautiful, mate,” Mike said to me as we moved into the living room. “Like a proper catwalk model. A female one.” 

Tony and Kevin appeared. Kevin, now fully made-up and looking every bit the sexy girl, ran straight up to Mike, jumped into his arms, and planted a big, sloppy kiss on his lips. Paula burst out laughing. Mike pushed Kevin off, flustered but clearly trying to process the sudden shift in his friends. 

“Give over, Kev,” he muttered. 

Of course they wanted the full story, how we’d met at Creamfields, how everything had unfolded. When Paula asked if I was gay or bi, I answered “bi” on instinct, remembering the girls I’d slept with before. 

“Do you want to test that?” Paula asked with a mischievous grin. 

“Yeah, you should,” Alex encouraged. 

I hesitated. I’d always loved girls… or at least I thought I had. 

Mike shrugged. “I don’t mind. Go for it. We’ve got an open relationship.” 

In the bedroom, Paula closed the door and started undressing. “Leave the clothes on, Terry,” she said, voice husky. “Sorry for the excuse, but I was getting so horny out there I just needed to fuck you.” 

We came together in a heated kiss, hands exploring. I kissed her full breasts and slipped my fingers between her legs, finding her soaking wet. But the spark wasn’t there. My body responded, I was hard, but something essential was missing. 

“I’m sorry, Paula… I can’t.” 

“But you’re hard,” she said, glancing down. 

“Yeah, but it just doesn’t feel right. Not without Alex.” 

She smiled softly. “That’s great! You’re my first proper gay friend.” 

“What?” 

“You’re gay, Terry. You can still have sex with girls if you want, but you don’t want to anymore. Not now you’ve had Alex. You like that better.” 

I let her words sink in. Then I thought of Alex, his touch, his voice, the way he looked at me, and felt an overwhelming rush of certainty. A weight I hadn’t even known I was carrying lifted from my chest. 

“I’m gay,” I whispered, then louder, laughing with pure relief. “I’m actually gay! Thank you, Paula. Thank you so much.” I pulled her into a tight hug. 

“My pleasure,” she grinned. 

We walked back into the living room, Paula still completely naked. I ran straight to Alex and jumped into his arms, kissing him passionately. 

“That was quick,” he laughed. 

I nipped his earlobe and whispered, “You silly little girl… I’m gay!” 

Alex squealed with delight and kissed me like he’d never stop. His hand slipped under my skirt, sliding a finger inside me through the lace panties. My cock throbbed even harder. 

“Terry?” he breathed against my lips. 

“Yes?” 

“I want your arse. Right here, right now.” 

“Then take it.” 

In front of everyone, Alex bent me over the back of the sofa, flipped up my long satin skirt, and yanked my panties down. I felt his warm spit drizzle onto my hole before the thick head of his cock pressed against me. With one smooth thrust he buried himself deep inside. I moaned loudly as he started fucking me with long, slow, passionate strokes, filling me completely. 

From the corner of my eye I saw Paula whisper something to Tony and Kevin. They descended on Mike. Paula unzipped his trousers while the others kissed and touched him. Mike’s cock strained hard against his boxers. 

“Mikey,” Paula purred, “I want to see you make love with another man. Will you do it for me?” 

“Okay… just this once,” he muttered. 

“No, not just once. I want you to find a proper male lover we can share. In return, I’ll find a girl for us.” 

Mike hesitated only a second. “Okay.” 

Paula pulled him to the floor on all fours, licked his arse thoroughly to lube him, then moved aside. Tony knelt behind him and pushed inside. Mike cried out in pain, but Kevin quickly silenced him by sliding his cock into Mike’s mouth. Paula sat back on the sofa, legs spread, rubbing her clit as she watched the hot, unfolding orgy with hungry eyes. She looked almost wistful, clearly wishing she had a girlfriend beside her. 

I lost myself in the pleasure of Alex fucking me, deep, steady strokes that made my eyes roll back. The sounds of flesh slapping, moans, and wet sucking filled the room. Eventually Alex couldn’t hold back. With a shuddering groan he came hard, flooding my insides with warm cum. Still buried inside me, we collapsed sideways onto the sofa and watched the show. 

“Paula, what do you think?” I asked breathlessly. 

She shook her head in awe. “Absolutely fucking gorgeous.” 

Mike now had a huge smile on his face as he eagerly sucked Kevin’s cock while Tony fucked him hard and fast. It was obvious, Mike was turned. There was no going back for any of them. 

Mike and Paula stayed the night, as did Kevin. We spent hours trying on different lingerie and outfits, laughing, touching, and fucking in every combination. Mike later admitted it was the best sexual experience of his life. 

A week later I was back at my boyfriend’s house. For the first time I was about to meet Sandra, and I was genuinely nervous she might not like me. When she finally arrived, though, she pulled me into a big, warm hug and kissed my cheek like we’d known each other for years. 

“You must be Terry!” she gushed. “I’ve heard so much about you. Alex couldn’t stop talking about you on the phone, Terry this, Terry that.” 

“Thanks,” I said, blushing. “I love him a lot. He’s amazing.” 

“I know,” she smiled. 

Sandra was tall, around 179 cm, with the long-limbed body of a model and flowing dark brown hair. She looked strikingly like Paulina Porizkova in her prime: high cheekbones, full lips, and an effortless, sensual beauty. 

Here is the fully edited, expanded, and improved version of the final section. I’ve preserved your exact storyline while adding rich descriptive depth, emotional warmth, erotic intensity, and natural UK English flow.

That night the four of us, Alex, Tony, Sandra and I, shared the same large bed. Sandra wore a thick, realistic strap-on and took my arse with slow, confident strokes while I sucked Tony’s cock. It was intense and filthy fun, but deep down I found myself wishing it was just Alex and me. The connection between us already felt different, deeper, more intimate.

The next morning my phone rang. It was Kevin.

“Maaate!” he said, excitement bubbling down the line. “I told Michelle everything. She’s actually cool with it, says I can wear whatever women’s underwear I want as long as I’m comfortable. Last night we stayed at Mike and Paula’s. Michelle and Paula got off with each other while Mike and I fucked. It was wild.”

“Nice one, geezer!” I laughed.

“Yeah, but there’s more. Paula basically came out as a full lesbian. She doesn’t want Mike that way any more, and weirdly he can’t get it up for her at all now. Yet the second he’s with me… instant hard-on.”

I could already see where this was heading. “Uh-huh…”

“So Mike admitted he only wants me. Michelle wasn’t thrilled at first, but then Paula pounced on her again and they were at it like rabbits. Michelle just… gave in. Like she’d been waiting for it. Anyway, Mike and I are officially an item now.”

“Bloody hell.”

“So tell me, how does it feel being a full-time tranny?”

“Honestly? Brilliant. Nobody even notices. I’ve had loads of guys checking me out. And the underwear… it’s so much softer and sexier than men’s stuff.”

“Tell me about it. If my makeover looks good today, I’m going full-time too. We could be girlfriends together!”

I smiled, using my soft feminine voice without thinking. “That sounds perfect. I don’t want to fall out of practice now. I’m used to it.”

“Cool! I need to practise too. Oh, and send my love to everyone. Hang on, ” I heard muffled voices. “Would you and the others fancy coming over tonight?”

I checked with Tony and Sandra. They wanted some time alone.

“Alex and I will come. Sandra and Tony want a quiet night in.”

“Perfect. See you later, babe.”

The rest of the day Alex and I spent drifting happily between clothes shops. In a specialist fetish boutique I bought a tight, glossy red latex dress that hugged every curve. Alex chose a looser, flowing red latex dress in the same shade. The salesgirl gave us a knowing wink as she rang up the purchases.

“Lesbians or bi?” she asked with a grin.

“Gay male transvestites,” we answered in unison.

Her smile widened. “Oh wow, very nice. I honestly thought you were girls. The best ones always are.” We thanked her for the lovely compliment and left feeling radiant.

When we arrived at Mike’s, he greeted us wearing blue frilly French knickers and a matching camisole. His make-up was heavy but didn’t quite suit his features. Some people had the look. Mike… didn’t.

“I know, I know,” he said, laughing at himself. “I look like a bloke in drag. But I’ve been wearing girls’ underwear non-stop since that night. You were right, it feels amazing.”

Alex and I both gave him long, deep French kisses and told him not to worry. We’d brought flowers and a good bottle of wine as a house gift.

Kevin, now fully transformed, appeared in a beautiful flowery summer dress, looking genuinely sexy.

“I see the makeover worked,” I said, smiling.

“Like a dream, sweetheart,” he replied in a soft, perfectly feminine voice. “I’ve mastered the voice too. And you two look delicious. New dresses?”

“From the fetish shop,” Alex confirmed.

“By the way, I’m Klara now. Not Kevin. I’m changing my name legally and getting breast implants, but that’s it. No hormones, and I’m keeping the dick.”

I turned to Michelle. “How do you feel about all this?”

“Fine,” she said, glowing. “Actually, I think it’s great. It gives me the chance to be more dominant. I’d love a proper mistress/slave dynamic with them.” She walked over to Paula, wrapped her arms around her, and kissed her deeply. “So… when’s the wedding for you two?”

We both burst out laughing.

“I don’t know,” Alex said, turning to me with sparkling eyes. “Who’s going to propose to whom?”

“How about we just agree we’re getting married one day?” I suggested.

“Sounds perfect to me.”

Alex’s whole face lit up like sunshine. He still looked astonishingly like Cindy Crawford, those cheekbones, that smile. He always said I reminded him of Sarah Michelle Gellar.

“When?” he asked softly.

“How about June? A few months from now.”

“Oh Terry, I love you, I love you, I love you!” He pounced on me, covering me in kisses.

“I love you too, baby.”

That evening dissolved into a full, glorious orgy. I unzipped Alex’s red latex dress, revealing his slender body wrapped in exquisite red silk lingerie. I kissed every inch of him before taking his cock into my mouth. As I sucked lovingly, I felt Mike press against my hole from behind.

“I haven’t had the chance to fuck you yet,” he purred.

“Do me hard,” I moaned.

He slammed into me, pounding deep and relentless. I also made love to Paula and Michelle, but only while another cock was buried in my arse, I no longer felt any real desire for girls unless I was being fucked at the same time.

Paula and Michelle spent most of the night lost in each other. Mike and Klara devoured one another. At one point we all gave Mike a cum bath, and Michelle surprised everyone by pissing on him. He loved it. Paula even took me over her knee and spanked me soundly over my knickers. I returned the favour by grabbing her, pinning her down, and fucking her arse hard while she laughed, begged, then screamed in delight.

Eventually Alex and I slipped away and got what we both wanted most, time alone. We lay arm in arm, skin warm, hearts full.

“Did you mean it?” he whispered. “Are you really going to marry me?”

“Yes, darling. I meant every word. I’ve fallen completely for you. I want you more than anyone else in the world. I love your perfect arse, your beautiful face, your heart. I love you.”

“Oh baby… I love you too.”

We kissed, cuddled, and made slow, tender love for the rest of the night.

Six months later we flew to Prague with cheap tickets. Sandra and Tony helped with the money and decided to make it a double wedding. A London company handled all the arrangements.

The Czech registry office was surprisingly elegant. The four of us stood in long, flowing satin wedding dresses.

“First, Alex and Terry,” the minister said. “Do you, Terry Cole, take Alex Henderson to be your lawfully wedded wife?”

“I do,” I said, gazing into Alex’s tear-filled eyes.

“And do you, Alex Henderson, take Terry Cole to be your lawfully wedded wife?”

“I most certainly do,” he replied, beaming.

“Then by the laws of the Czech Republic, I now pronounce you lawfully married. You may kiss.”

We shared a long, deep, emotional kiss. The same beautiful ceremony was repeated for Sandra and Tony. Alex threw the bouquet, Klara caught it. Sandra threw hers, Paula caught it. It was clear another two weddings would follow soon.

When we returned home, Alex added my surname to his, and I did the same.

We didn’t sleep a wink on our wedding night. Despite the flight, we made love until dawn in the beautiful new lingerie we’d bought cheaply in Prague. In the morning we showered, slipped back into our satin nighties, and returned to bed. We kissed and cuddled, gently rubbing each other through the slippery fabric. Then Alex raised my legs onto his shoulders, applied plenty of KY, and slowly slid his hard cock inside me.

Once he was fully buried, he lowered himself so his head rested on my shoulder. “Good night, my love,” he whispered.

He fell asleep still deep inside me. It felt like he was truly part of me now.

And he was.

The End


The Neighbours

"Dominic, we really should finish these," I said, wiping my hands on a rag that was already black with grease. 

Dominic Goodhall and I had been working on our sons’ karts for the best part of two weeks. The race was less than fifteen hours away, yet most of our time had been spent cracking open cold beers and pretending we knew exactly how to tune the small, furious engines. My lad’s chassis was nearly complete, but I still hadn’t quite worked out how to mount the bloody engine without it shaking itself to pieces. 

"Right, right," Dominic muttered, filing down a chamber for the third time. His broad shoulders flexed under the thin red T-shirt that clung to his sweat-damp skin. 

"Dude," I laughed, slapping him on the back with the oily rag. 

At that exact moment the side door opened and Vanessa stepped in, bringing with her a faint trace of jasmine and the cool night air. She was still striking, tall, dark-haired, with the long-limbed elegance that had once made her a catalogue model before two children and a more sensible career as a buyer for the same company. 

"You boys need anything else?" she asked, eyes flicking over the chaos of tools, beer bottles, and half-built karts. "If not, I’m going to bed." 

"No, honey, we’re good," Dominic said, gesturing vaguely at the fridge in the corner of the garage. A bead of sweat slid down the side of his neck, catching in the dark stubble that had thickened into a proper five-o’clock-shadow-turned-midnight. The red cotton of his shirt had gone almost translucent in patches, outlining the solid muscle of his chest. 

Vanessa’s mouth curved into a knowing little smile. "I’d say don’t stay up all night, but from the state of you both, please do. The kids will be devastated if these things don’t run." She gave us a small wave and disappeared back into the house, the door clicking shut behind her. 

We worked on in companionable silence for a while, the only sounds the rasp of metal, the occasional clink of tools, and the low hum of the garage radio. Eventually we even stopped opening new beers; the race was too close for proper drunkenness. 

I finally got the engine frame welded exactly where I needed it. Together we winched the heavy little unit into place. "Hey, Dom," I said, voice a little rough from the dust and fumes, "I need your help linking the drive chain. Put your hand here, " I guided his large, grease-streaked fingers to the taut section of chain. "And pull hard when I say." 

"Sure." His forearm brushed mine as he leaned in. I could smell him, motor oil, fresh sweat, the faint trace of the cedarwood shower gel he always used. I fed the chain through, concentrating. Dominic strained, biceps bulging, jaw tight. As the final link dropped onto the sprocket my hand slipped on the oily metal. I lurched forward, palm landing squarely over the warm, heavy bulge at the front of his overalls. My mouth brushed his at the same moment, soft, accidental, tasting faintly of beer and salt. 

Our foreheads cracked together an instant later. 

"Jesus, sorry, mate!" I hissed, reeling back and rubbing the sore spot. 

"No problem, dude," he muttered, checking for blood and finding none. A short, awkward laugh escaped us both. Neither of us mentioned where my hand had been. 

We carried on as if nothing had happened. I bolted down the remaining components while Dominic finished welding the last brackets on his own chassis. When both karts were fuelled with E85, I flicked up the fighter-jet-style covered switch. The engine gave a sharp whine, then roared into noisy, vibrating life. 

"Wooo!" I shouted, punching the air. 

"Bravo, Max!" Dominic grinned, high-fiving me hard before his hand dropped and slapped my arse with easy camaraderie. The sting of it lingered longer than it should have. 

I sat in the seat, revved the engine until it screamed, then killed it. "Dry run first thing tomorrow. Let’s get yours finished." 

We repeated the process on Dominic’s kart. Once again the drive chain fought us. Once again we ended up tangled together. This time, when my hand slid across the front of his overalls, I felt the unmistakable thickening beneath the fabric. He was half-hard. So was I. For two full seconds neither of us moved. His breath was warm against my cheek. Then, wordlessly, we separated and carried on as though nothing had occurred. 

The next morning the karts proved themselves on the quiet industrial estate behind our houses. They were loud, feral, and gloriously fast, perhaps a touch too fast. Our sons whooped with delight. Dominic and I stood side by side, arms loosely folded, watching the boys tear up and down the tarmac. 

Every so often our eyes met. A small, charged silence stretched between us, thick with everything we hadn’t said the night before. The memory of his warmth under my palm refused to fade. When he shifted his weight, his shoulder brushed mine and stayed there, just a fraction longer than necessary. 

"Still on for final tweaks this afternoon?" he asked, voice low. 

"Yeah," I replied, throat tight. "Garage. After the kids are in bed." 

Dominic’s gaze lingered on my mouth for a beat. "Good," he said simply. 

The race was tomorrow. But something told me the real test was only just beginning. 

Two weeks later 

“Max!” Dominic called across the fence as I stood spraying the garden with the hose. “You doing anything tonight?” 

I turned the water off and shielded my eyes against the low evening sun. “Trudy wanted a film night. Why?” 

He strolled over, casual in shorts and a faded black T-shirt that clung to his broad chest. We shook hands, his grip firm, palm still slightly rough from all the garage work. “I’m having proper trouble with my PC. You’re the techie one round here. Fancy giving me a hand?” 

“Laptop?” I asked, hoping it was something I could sort quickly at home. 

“Desktop.” 

I laughed. “Who still has a desktop in 2026, mate?” 

“Hey, I like my games on the big screen. Proper setup.” He grinned, but there was a sheepish edge to it. “Vanessa wouldn’t mind keeping Trudy company if you’re up for it.” 

I hesitated. Trudy had been a bit distant lately, and I’d promised her a quiet night. Still… “Let me check with her. Back in a sec.” 

Trudy was curled on the sofa, scrolling through Netflix. When I explained, her face lit up. “Girly night with Vanessa? Yes, please. But you’re nipping out for wine, and you’re sorting a sitter for the kids.” 

“Deal,” I said, kissing the top of her head. 

Back outside, I gave Dominic the nod. “We’re on, but I need to grab wine and sort the kids.” 

“Nah, leave it with me,” he said easily. “I’ll get some beers, wings, the lot. My mum can have the boys for the night.” 

“Seven o’clock?” 

“Seven it is.” 

Later that evening I found myself in Dominic’s bedroom, which he’d turned into a makeshift office-gaming den. The curved ultrawide monitor glowed softly. I pressed the power button on the PC tower, nothing. Not even a fan spin. 

I checked the obvious first: plug, cable, socket. All fine. Sliding the side panel off, I saw the motherboard LEDs were completely dead. 

“Dom, did you upgrade the GPU recently?” 

“Yeah, about a week ago. Why?” 

I sighed. “You’ve got a 300-watt PSU trying to power a card that probably wants double that. You’ve cooked it, mate.” 

“Fuck’s sake.” He ran a hand through his hair. “I’ll have to buy a new one tomorrow.” 

“Hang on, I’ve got an old 500-watt in the loft. Should do the job.” 

I jogged home, returned twenty minutes later, and soon the machine hummed back to life. We sank into the two office chairs crammed side-by-side in the small space, laughing at stupid YouTube clips. Because of the layout, our bare legs kept pressing together, warm skin on warm skin, the fine hairs tickling. I tried to ignore it, but every shift sent a strange little jolt through me. 

As the beers went down, our filters dissolved. Dominic suddenly typed “Porntube” into the address bar. The suggestion that popped up was immediate: a whole row of thumbnails under the category Gay Male. 

“Whoa!” He jerked back as if burned. “That is not mine. I swear to God.” 

I held my hands up, keeping my tone light. “Hey, each to their own. No judgement here.” 

“I’ve never watched that stuff. Never.” He sounded genuinely rattled. “Must’ve been Vanessa.” 

I raised an eyebrow. “She ever peg you, then?” I snorted. 

“Fuck off!” He laughed, but scrolled slowly down the list anyway, curiosity clearly getting the better of him. One video was already halfway through: a lean, younger guy being gently seduced by an older, more muscular man. Soft kissing. Hands exploring. No hard fucking yet, just slow, intense foreplay. 

We watched in silence for several minutes. The room felt smaller, the air thicker. Dominic’s thigh was still flush against mine, neither of us moving away now. 

“Shit, sorry,” he muttered eventually, reaching for the mouse to close the tab. “Just wanted to see what she was into.” 

I moved faster than I expected, catching his wrist. “Don’t,” I said quietly. My voice sounded rough even to me. “I… want to see too. I’ve never watched anything like this.” 

My hand stayed on his longer than necessary, fingers resting over the warm, strong tendons of his wrist. When I finally let go, the absence felt oddly disappointing. We sat shoulder to shoulder, legs still touching, and kept watching. The younger man on screen moaned softly as the older one kissed down his neck. My cock twitched in my shorts. I didn’t dare look at Dominic, but I could hear his breathing had grown a little deeper. 

“Um… sure,” he said after a long pause. He shifted in his seat, but this time he didn’t pull his leg away. 

The tension between us had changed. It was no longer just friendly. Something new and dangerous hummed in the room, and neither of us seemed ready to name it. 

As we continued watching, the scene intensified. The older man had the younger one naked and moaning, sucking him down with slow, practised hunger. Then the roles reversed. The twink stared wide-eyed at the thick, heavy cock in front of him. 

“Suck it,” the older man growled. 

The boy hesitated, lips trembling, before opening his mouth and taking him in. The wet, obscene sounds filled the bedroom. 

At some point Dominic’s leg had found its way back against mine. Without thinking, I pressed my thigh harder into his. He answered immediately, pushing back, the warm, bare skin of our legs sliding together. I adjusted my shorts, letting them ride higher. He did the same. Now it was skin on skin, hot, slightly damp from the warm room, the fine hairs brushing and catching. 

On screen, the older man bent the twink over the desk, spread his cheeks, and dragged his tongue slowly over the tight, puckered hole. I felt the edge of Dominic’s little finger brush mine where his hand rested on his own thigh. It lingered, then pulled back half an inch, uncertain. My heart hammered. I shifted again, deliberately letting my finger rest firmly against his. He answered by stroking it slowly, back and forth. I turned my hand and rubbed the side of my finger along his. Then he hooked his pinky over mine, caressing it. 

The small touch felt electric. 

Surprised, I flinched back a fraction. He withdrew instantly. Not wanting to lose the moment, I slid my hand over his and laced our fingers together properly. Dominic’s grip tightened at once, strong and sure. When the older man on screen began pressing his thick cock into the twink’s arse, Dominic’s other hand came over and covered mine completely. We sat like that, fingers intertwined, breathing shallow, the only sound the slick rhythm of the video and our own pounding hearts. 

After a long, heavy minute he pulled his hands away, eyes still glued to the monitor. I took the next step. I placed my right hand on his thigh, just resting it there. His muscle jumped under my palm, but he didn’t move away. 

My pulse thundered in my ears. This was either going to be incredible… or it was going to ruin everything. Still, I couldn’t stop. 

Without realising it, my hand had begun stroking slowly up and down his thigh. When I noticed, I glanced at his face. His mouth was slightly open, gaze fixed on the screen, barely breathing. I made my decision. 

I shifted in the chair, leaned closer, and placed my hand squarely over the hard bulge in his shorts. He was rock-hard. I rubbed him slowly, feeling the thick length and the weight of his balls beneath the fabric. 

“Mmmm…” Dominic groaned, low and rough. 

Emboldened, I moved my left hand to his zip. “Hold on,” I whispered, barely audible. I tugged it down, slipped my hand inside his boxers, and freed his cock. He was thick, six solid inches, flushed dark, the head already slick. 

“Oh yes,” he hissed as I wrapped my fingers around him and stroked. 

I was leaning in so close now that our shoulders pressed together. His stubbled cheek brushed mine. I turned my head at the same moment he did. Our lips met, soft at first, then hungry. His mouth opened and our tongues slid together, deep and urgent. He tasted of beer and heat. His strong hand came up and gripped the back of my head, holding me there as the kiss turned fierce. 

I kept stroking him harder, faster, twisting my fist over the swollen head on every upstroke. His hips bucked into my grip. Suddenly he tore his mouth from mine with a strangled cry and came hard, thick ropes of cum spilling over my fingers and onto his stomach. 

“Yes,” I breathed into his ear, still pumping him gently. “Cum for me, Dominic. That’s it.” 

“Oh Max…” He gasped, kissing my neck, my jaw, anywhere he could reach while he shuddered through the aftershocks. 

We stayed like that for a long moment, foreheads pressed together, breathing hard. Then reality seemed to crash back in. Dominic reached over and shut off the monitor. The room fell strangely quiet. 

“Well… er, thanks for fixing the PC,” he said, voice awkward, eyes everywhere but on me. 

“Yeah. No problem.” I wiped my hand on a tissue from his desk. “I should probably head back.” 

“Sure. Tell Vanessa she can come home whenever.” 

I stood. He walked me to the door. As I reached for the handle, so did he. Our hands touched again. We let them linger, fingers brushing lightly. We looked at each other. 

“It was… fun,” he murmured. 

“Surprisingly so,” I replied, a small smile tugging at my lips. 

He took a deep breath, then leaned in and kissed me once more, slower this time, almost tender. When he pulled back, he opened the door quickly, as if afraid he might do something else if I stayed another second. 

I walked across the road to my own house in a daze. Part of me was shocked at what we’d just done. The other part, louder, more insistent, was already disappointed it had ended so soon. 

I let myself in through the back door. The house smelled of popcorn and the sweet white wine the girls had been drinking. Laughter drifted from the living room, Trudy and Vanessa deep in conversation, completely oblivious. 

“Alright, love?” I called, keeping my voice steady. 

Trudy poked her head round the door, cheeks flushed from the wine. “You’re back early. Everything sorted?” 

“Yeah, PC’s fixed. I’m knackered though. Think I’ll head up.” 

“Night, Max,” Vanessa called, giving me a little wave. She looked relaxed and pretty in the lamplight, none the wiser. 

“Night, girls.” 

I climbed the stairs two at a time, heart still racing. The moment I locked the bathroom door behind me I yanked my shorts down. My cock sprang out, painfully hard again, the head slick and angry. I didn’t even sit down. I stood over the sink, one hand braced on the cold porcelain, the other wrapping tightly around my throbbing length. 

The images came flooding back instantly. 

Dominic’s thick, veined cock in my hand. The way it had pulsed and spat cum across my fingers. That low, broken groan when he’d come. But in my head it went further. Much further. 

I imagined him bending me over that same desk from the video. His big, grease-stained hands spreading my arse cheeks. That hot, wet tongue licking over my hole just like the older bloke had done on screen. Then the blunt, heavy pressure of his cockhead pushing against me, demanding entry. 

“Fuck…” I whispered, stroking faster. 

In my fantasy he didn’t go slow. He gripped my hips hard and drove in deep, stretching me open, filling me with every thick inch. I could almost hear his gruff voice in my ear: “That’s it, Max. Take my cock.” I pictured his muscular chest pressed to my back, his stubble scraping my shoulder as he fucked me properly, deep, relentless strokes that made my knees buckle. 

The fantasy shifted. Now I was on my back, legs wrapped around his waist while he pounded into me, our mouths locked in that same desperate kiss from earlier. His heavy balls slapped against my arse with every thrust. I imagined the wet sound of him sliding in and out, the way his cock would drag over that sensitive spot inside me until I was whimpering his name. 

I came within seconds, hard. A strangled groan escaped me as thick ropes of cum splattered the sink and mirror. My legs shook. The orgasm rolled through me so intensely I had to bite my lip to stay quiet. 

For a long moment afterwards I just stood there, panting, staring at my flushed reflection. Cum dripped slowly down the glass. 

What the fuck was I doing? 

I’d just wanked furiously over the thought of my best mate fucking me in the arse… and it was the strongest orgasm I’d had in months. The guilt hit almost immediately, but it was tangled up with something else, a sharp, restless hunger that refused to fade. 

I cleaned up quickly, splashed cold water on my face, and tried to push the thoughts down. It didn’t work. Even as I brushed my teeth, my mind kept drifting back to Dominic’s hands, his mouth, the way he’d kissed me like he’d been starving for it. 

I wasn’t sure what scared me more: the fact that it had happened… or how badly I already wanted it to happen again. 

One week later 

I saw Dominic every single day that week. 

The first morning after everything had happened was painfully awkward, just gruff small talk about football, cars, and the bloody weather. The second was a little easier; we managed actual smiles. By the third day we were back to our usual banter, complete with back-slaps and laughter. 

But on the fourth day the tension returned, thicker than before. While I was telling him a ridiculous story from work, he laughed and casually rested his hand on my chest. It stayed there. The laughter died. My own hand came up and covered his. A tiny, involuntary moan escaped me. Dominic’s eyes darkened. Then, without a word, he pulled away and left. 

By Friday, both of us working from home, he was inventing reasons to come over. Borrowing tools he didn’t need. Asking for advice on nonsense. Finally, late morning, he leaned against my garage doorway looking equal parts nervous and eager. 

“So… Van and Trudy are having another girls’ night tonight, and the kids are all on a playdate. Fancy coming over to watch a film or… something?” 

The hope in his voice was unmistakable. 

I nodded quickly. “Yeah. I’d like that.” 

He looked at the floor, biting his lip, then met my eyes. “I never really thanked you properly for fixing my PC.” 

I felt heat rise in my face. “Honestly, I was happy to… do it for you.” I reached out and squeezed his bicep, letting my hand linger. 

Dominic stepped closer, voice low. “I didn’t want to stop that night. I wanted to thank you properly.” 

“I know,” I whispered. “You can make it up to me right now… if you want.” 

“I want to. Is that really what you want?” 

I glanced left and right. The garage was private enough. I grabbed him by the shirt, pulled him in, and kissed him hard. Dominic groaned into my mouth and wrapped his powerful arms around me. 

“I can’t believe we’re doing this,” I breathed against his lips. 

“Me neither. But I want you.” 

“I want you too. I’ve wanked every night this week thinking about you.” 

His breath hitched. “I can’t wait till tonight. Where’s Trudy?” 

“At work.” 

He grabbed my hand and practically dragged me into my own house. We barely made it to the living room before he was shoving my shorts down. The next second his hot, wet mouth was around my cock, the first time another man had ever sucked me. 

“Oh fuck… Dominic,” I moaned, threading my fingers through his thick hair. 

He pulled off with a wet pop, pushed me back onto the sofa, and yanked his own shorts down. His cock was rock-hard, flushed dark, already leaking. He climbed over me, kissing me desperately as his thick length slid between my arse cheeks. The blunt pressure against my hole made me ache with sudden need. 

I lifted my legs. “I want you inside me.” 

“I don’t have any lube,” he muttered, voice strained. 

“Spit on it. It’ll be okay.” 

He did. Twice. Then he pushed. The head of his cock breached me and I hissed at the sharp burn. 

“Fuck… it hurts.” 

Dominic froze, breathing hard, eyes locked on mine. “Want me to stop?” 

“No. Just… go slow.” 

He waited, stroking my thighs soothingly, until the worst of the sting eased. Then he sank deeper, inch by careful inch, watching my face the entire time. When he finally bottomed out, we both groaned. The fullness was overwhelming, intense, intimate, perfect. 

We stayed like that for a long moment, foreheads pressed together, just feeling it. Then Dominic started to move, slow, deep rolls of his hips that quickly became harder, faster. Every thrust dragged across my prostate and sent lightning bolts of pleasure through me. 

“Give it to me, Dominic,” I gasped. “Fuck me. Harder, please!” 

“Jesus, Max… you’re so fucking tight. Never felt anything like this.” He slammed into me, sweat dripping from his chest onto mine. “I’ve wanted you all week.” 

“Me too,” I panted, holding his face in both hands. “I thought about you while I was fucking my wife.” 

That made him growl. He fucked me harder. 

After a few frantic minutes I pushed him off, spun him onto his back, and straddled him. I lined up and sank down onto his cock in one long, greedy motion. 

“Oh my God…” I whined, head thrown back. “Dominic… it feels so fucking good.” 

I rode him hard, hips rolling, taking every inch. His hands gripped my arse, guiding me, pulling me down onto him. 

“Baby, I’m not gonna last,” he warned, voice breaking. 

His cock pulsed inside me as he came, hot, thick spurts flooding deep. The feeling pushed me over the edge and I came untouched across his stomach with a broken moan. 

We collapsed together, kissing messily, lazily. After a while Dominic rolled me off, got on all fours on the sofa, and presented his arse. 

I didn’t hesitate. I buried my face between his cheeks and licked him with pure hunger, pushing my tongue inside the tight ring of muscle. He tasted clean, slightly salty, and utterly addictive. 

“Oh Max… fuck, that’s amazing,” he groaned. 

I sucked him again until he was hard, then pressed my own cock against his hole. 

“Go easy,” he breathed. 

“You’ll love it,” I promised. 

I went as slow as I could. He opened for me beautifully, moaning and pushing back until I was buried to the hilt. Then I fucked him properly, deep, steady strokes that had him gripping the sofa cushions and crying out my name with every thrust. 

We lay tangled together afterwards, sweaty and breathless, the reality of what we’d just done slowly settling over us. Neither of us spoke for a long time. But when Dominic finally turned his head and kissed me softly, I knew this was only the beginning. 

Later that night we lay in Dominic’s bed, naked and spent. We had fucked four times that evening and twice more the following morning, raw, hungry, and increasingly confident. Yet what I craved most now was this: the quiet afterwards. 

We were spooning, my back against his chest, his strong arm draped possessively over my waist. His lips brushed the nape of my neck in slow, lazy kisses while his fingers stroked through my hair. I could feel the steady thump of his heartbeat against my spine and the soft warmth of his softening cock nestled between my arse cheeks. Every so often he’d roll his hips gently, not trying to start anything, just enjoying the closeness. 

“I don’t think I can stop this,” Dominic murmured, voice low and rough against my ear. 

“I don’t want us to,” I whispered back, turning my head so our mouths could meet in another slow, tender kiss. 

His hand slid up to cup my jaw. “What about the wives?” 

“We’ll have to be careful. Really careful. They can’t ever find out.” 

He nodded, pressing his forehead to mine. “I dream about you, Max. Proper dreams. Wake up hard as fuck thinking about you.” 

A strange warmth bloomed in my chest. “Me too. I’ve never felt this way about anyone. Not even Trudy when we first got together.” 

We kissed again, deeper this time, tongues sliding lazily. The affection scared me almost as much as the sex. This wasn’t just getting off anymore. I was starting to find him genuinely attractive, the breadth of his shoulders, the dark stubble, the way his eyes softened when he looked at me. 

The next day Trudy and I were in town shopping. While she tried on yet another dress, I sat on the padded bench outside the changing rooms. Normally I’d be people-watching, discreetly admiring the women. Today my eyes locked onto a tall, handsome man in a fitted red polo shirt walking past with his wife. My gaze dropped straight to the prominent bulge in his chinos. I stared, mesmerised, imagining what it would feel like in my hand, in my mouth… 

“Max?” 

Trudy’s voice snapped me out of it. She was standing right in front of me, shopping bags in hand, wearing a sly little grin. 

“Sorry, what?” 

“I said I’m done. You were miles away.” Her eyes flicked in the direction the man had gone, then back to me. “Specifically, you were staring at that bloke’s crotch.” 

Heat flooded my face. “I wasn’t.” 

We were already in the car on the way home before she brought it up again. 

“Is there something you want to tell me?” she asked, still smiling. 

“No. What?” 

“You were massively checking that guy out.” 

“I was not! I just… zoned out.” 

“Yeah, right.” She laughed, clearly delighted. “It’s okay if you were, you know. I check out girls all the time.” 

“That’s different.” 

“How?” 

“Because… two girls is normal.” 

Trudy raised an eyebrow. “So is two guys. Since when are you suddenly a homophobe?” 

“I’m not a homophobe!” 

“So you admit you were checking him out?” 

I squirmed. “I might have been.” 

She burst out laughing again. “Since when are you interested in men?” 

“I’m not!” The denial came out far too quickly and far too high-pitched. 

Trudy reached over and squeezed my thigh. “It’s genuinely okay if you are, Max. I’d be fine with it.” 

“Drop it. Please.” 

But the conversation lingered in my head all the way home. 

That evening I texted Dominic: 

Max: I need to see you. 

Dom: Me too. But not at home… 

Max: Gay club downtown? 

Dom: Good idea. 9? 

I turned to Trudy, who was curled on the sofa with her Kindle. “Dom needs my help with something techy again. Mind if I head out for a bit?” 

She looked up, eyes sparkling with mischief. “Sure. Go have fun with your boyfriend.” 

“He’s not my boyfriend.” 

“So you say!” She giggled. 

“Trudy!” 

She blew me a kiss. “Be safe. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do… which, let’s be honest, leaves the field pretty wide open.” 

I grabbed my keys, heart hammering with a volatile cocktail of guilt, excitement, and raw nerves. 

It had been years since I’d stepped inside a gay club, and this place was nothing like the bright, camp venue Trudy and I had visited back in our early twenties. This was dark, sticky, and unmistakably seedy, more sex club than nightclub. The bass thumped low and dirty. Dim red lighting barely cut through the haze of sweat, cologne, and something sharper. 

Dom and I sat at the bar with cold beers, knees pressed together. I told him about Trudy’s teasing in the car. 

“I think she’s just messing with you,” he said, squeezing my thigh. “She doesn’t know anything.” 

“I hope you’re right.” 

His hand slid higher. “Don’t worry.” He leaned in and kissed me, slow, deep, right there at the bar where anyone could see. The thrill of it made my cock twitch. “Come on,” he murmured against my lips. “Let’s go have a look at the dark rooms.” 

We headed downstairs into a maze of narrow corridors lined with small booths. Each had a screen playing hard gay porn, the moans and slaps bleeding out into the hallway. Men of all ages drifted past us, some watching, some disappearing behind half-closed doors where the wet sounds of sex were unmistakable. 

“Let’s go further in,” Dominic said, voice thick with want. He took my hand and led me deeper. 

The lighting grew weaker until we were swallowed by almost total blackness. Hands found me immediately, Dominic’s, strong and familiar. His mouth crashed into mine. I dropped to my knees on the sticky floor, yanked his jeans open, and took his thick cock straight down my throat. 

As I sucked him eagerly, I heard wet kissing above me. I looked up. In the faint glow from a distant screen I could just make out another man pressed against Dominic, their mouths locked. A hand gripped my hair and pulled me off Dom’s cock, guiding me onto a second, thicker one. I moaned around it, still stroking Dominic with my free hand. 

Behind me I heard a condom wrapper tear. Dominic bent down, gripping my shoulders. Then he grunted, “Ungh…”, as someone slid into his arse. 

A rough hand squeezed my own arse through my jeans, then efficiently undid my belt and shoved them down. A slick finger circled my hole, spreading cold lube before a blunt cockhead pushed against me. 

I tried to pull back. “Mmm, mmph!” The cock in my mouth was held deep, gagging me. The man behind thrust forward and sank inside me in one smooth stroke. 

“Condom!” I gasped the second I could breathe. “Put a fucking condom on!” 

“Just go with it,” Dominic groaned, clearly getting fucked harder. 

“But, ” 

“I’m clean,” the stranger behind me rasped. 

“No, fuck!” Panic and lust warred inside me. 

“Max, stop being a pussy,” Dominic panted. A small brown bottle appeared under my nose. “Sniff.” 

I inhaled. The poppers hit like liquid fire, a sudden, dizzying rush of heat and euphoria that melted every objection. My hole relaxed. My cock throbbed painfully. 

“Oh fuck… fuck me,” I moaned, taking another hit. “Yeah, give it to me.” 

The stranger slammed into me hard. I sucked the cock in front of me with renewed hunger until it pulsed and painted my face with thick ropes of cum. The man behind me pulled out and added his load across my arse cheeks. 

Before I could catch my breath another cock replaced him, this one wrapped. Then another bare one after that. I was lost in the onslaught: poppers, cock, hands, moans. My mind had gone hazy and filthy. 

“Please… condom…” I whimpered again. 

“It’s me, Max.” 

Relief and fresh lust flooded me as I recognised Dominic’s voice, his familiar grip on my hips, his thick cock sliding deep into my well-used hole. He fucked me with long, possessive strokes while another man fed me his cock. 

“That’s it, baby,” he growled in my ear. “Take it all.” 

I showered quickly, trying to wash away the smell of the club, lube, and other men. My body ached in the best possible way. When I slipped into bed beside Trudy, she was already half-asleep, the bedside lamp still glowing softly.

“Did you enjoy your time at the gay club?” she murmured.

I bolted upright. “What?”

She rolled over, eyes sleepy but amused. “Honey, you forgot that your iMessages from Dom sync to the iPad.”

“Fuck… I’m so sorry, Trudy. It just… sort of happened.” My voice cracked with panic as I switched on the main light.

Instead of anger, she was smiling, soft, warm, almost tender. She reached up and stroked my cheek with the back of her fingers.

“Honey, I don’t mind. It’s fine. Enjoy yourself. Just remember where home is, okay?”

“Seriously?” I stared at her, heart thundering.

“Babe, I really don’t mind.” She leaned in and kissed me gently. “I’ve seen the way you look at him. It’s beautiful.”

Relief crashed over me like a wave. “Please don’t tell Vanessa.”

Trudy burst out laughing, bright and delighted. “Vanessa already knows. She thinks it’s super hot.” Her eyes sparkled with mischief. “Which brings me to my next point… we want to watch.”

My eyes went wide. “You want to watch?”

“Yes. Tomorrow night. We want to see you two fuck. Properly.”

“I… I don’t know. I need to ask Dom.”

Trudy’s voice turned firmer, though still affectionate. “It’s not really a request, love.”

I swallowed hard. “Well… okay then.”

The next day Dominic and I met alone in his garage. He looked as dazed as I felt.

“Vanessa practically jumped me the second I got home,” he said, grinning. “She was so turned on she came twice before I even got inside her. Turns out this has been her biggest fantasy for years.”

I stroked his face, then pulled him in for a slow kiss. “Vanessa wants us to kiss and hold hands in front of them. She wants us to be… boyfriends.”

I smiled against his lips. “I could live with that.”

“Me too.” He rested his forehead against mine. “I think I love you, Max.”

The words hit me square in the chest, warm, terrifying, perfect. “I know I love you, Dominic.”

“So… are we really doing this in front of them tonight?”

I nodded, heart racing. “Yeah. I think we are.”

That evening Trudy and I waited in the living room. She looked stunning and vulnerable in a long, slinky red satin nightie, the material so thin it left nothing to the imagination. She kept fidgeting, thighs pressed together. I realised she was already wet and nervous with anticipation.

The doorbell rang.

I practically ran to answer it. The moment I saw Dominic I jumped into his arms, wrapping my legs around his waist. We kissed deeply, hungrily, tongues sliding, months of hidden longing pouring out.

“Ahhhh, I think I just came,” Vanessa moaned from the doorway, hand already between her legs.

“Let’s get inside before the neighbours see,” I laughed breathlessly.

“I don’t care,” Dominic growled against my mouth. “I want the whole world to know I’m in love with you.”

Vanessa whimpered. “You two are so fucking hot.”

Inside, clothes came off in a frantic rush. Vanessa shrugged off her coat to reveal a sheer black satin and lace babydoll and stockings, her pussy already glistening. She sat right beside Trudy on the sofa. Both women slipped their hands between their thighs and began touching themselves as Dominic and I stood in the middle of the room, kissing like teenagers.

We dropped to the rug. Within seconds we were in a heated 69, sucking each other with wet, filthy sounds.

“Oh fuck yeah,” Trudy gasped. “Suck him, darling. Suck your lover’s cock.”

“Take him deep, baby,” Vanessa urged her husband. “Show him how much you love that dick.”

The words, the eyes on us, the sheer filth of it, it was too much. I came first, flooding Dominic’s throat with a strangled cry. He swallowed every drop, then pulled off and kissed me, sharing the taste.

“I want to fuck you,” he whispered hotly.

“Fuck me, baby. Hard.”

He put me on all fours. His tongue licked greedily over my hole before he lined up and thrust in deep in one smooth stroke. I cried out in pleasure. When I looked up, Trudy and Vanessa were kissing passionately, fingers buried in each other’s pussies.

“Uhhhhh… fuck me, Dominic,” I moaned loudly.

The girls broke their kiss to watch us, eyes glassy with lust. Then they crawled closer.

Trudy stroked my face. “Do you still want to fuck me sometimes?”

I hesitated, panting as Dominic pounded me.

“Please tell me you’re gay now,” she whispered.

“Why?”

“Because I want you to be. I want to stay married to you… but I want to watch you and your boyfriend fuck whenever I want.”

I looked at Vanessa, who was smiling softly at my wife.

Trudy turned and kissed Vanessa deeply, lovingly. “We’ve been lovers for years,” she confessed when they parted. “Since we were teenagers, actually. Vanessa deliberately broke your PSU. She loaded that porn knowing exactly what would happen. We hoped you two would find each other the way we did.”

“I’m moving in here,” Vanessa told me calmly, still stroking Trudy’s thigh. “And you’re moving in with Dominic.”

The revelation, the sheer twisted perfection of it all, hit me like lightning. I came again without touching my cock, shuddering hard around Dominic’s thick length.

I sat up, still impaled on him, and pulled him into a deep kiss. “I love you, Dominic.”

“I love you too, Max,” he breathed, thrusting slowly through my orgasm.

Trudy smiled at Vanessa with pure adoration. “I love you, Vanessa.”

“I’ve always loved you, Trudy. Ever since we were kids.”

The four of us came together in a tangle of limbs and soft kisses, the lines between us dissolving into something new, filthy, and unexpectedly beautiful.

The End


Office Hours

The office had emptied hours ago, leaving only the low hum of the fluorescent lights and the distant whine of a vacuum cleaner somewhere down the corridor. I rubbed my stinging eyes and glanced at the clock: 8:47 p.m. Fourth overtime this week. The project we’d sold as “three months, max” was now limping into its fifth, and every evening felt like another quiet surrender.

Shelly would be waiting at home, probably with the pasta going cold and that worried little crease between her brows. I’d already texted her: Late again. Don’t wait up. The guilt tasted metallic, like old coffee.

The door clicked open.

“Still here, Gareth?” Martin leaned against the frame, arms folded, shirtsleeves rolled to reveal the lean muscle of his forearms. His thick blond hair was slightly tousled, as if he’d run his fingers through it after a long day. No one quite knew Martin’s story. He was undeniably handsome, yet never mentioned girlfriends, boyfriends, or anything personal. What everyone did know was that he played golf with the CEO every other Sunday and rose through the ranks with suspicious ease.

“Yeah,” I muttered, leaning back in my chair. “Thought I’d push on a bit longer.”

He stepped inside, closing the door with a soft click that somehow sounded louder than it should. Without asking, he moved behind me and placed his hands on my shoulders. Strong thumbs pressed into the knots that had lived there for weeks.

“Christ, you’re tense,” he murmured, voice low and warm. The scent of his cologne...something woody and expensive...drifted over me.

“Martin… I’m fine.” I tried to shrug him off, but the pressure felt dangerously good. “Seriously, mate. Shelly can sort me out when I get home.”

His hands slid lower, smoothing down my chest. “Don’t be silly, Gareth.” His breath brushed my ear. “You’re wound so tight you might snap.”

Before I could protest again, his lips found the side of my neck. A shiver ran through me...shock, disbelief, and something else I refused to name. His fingers worked my belt open with practised ease. My cock, traitorously hard, sprang free into his waiting palm.

“Martin...stop. I’m not… I don’t...”

“Shh.” He stroked me slowly, thumb circling the head, spreading the bead of moisture already leaking there. “Look at you. So ready.” He nibbled my earlobe. “Just relax. Let me take care of you.”

I should have pushed him away. Instead I sat frozen, heart hammering, as he dropped to his knees and took me into his mouth. Wet heat engulfed me. The wet sounds of suction filled the quiet office...obscene, intimate. A helpless groan escaped my throat.

The door opened again.

“Fucking hell,” Jim said, stepping inside and locking it behind him with a decisive click. He wasn’t supposed to be here; he’d left an hour ago. His eyes gleamed with dark amusement. “Looks like the new boy’s finally getting the proper welcome.”

“This isn’t...” I started, voice cracking.

Jim crossed the room in three strides, cupped my jaw, and kissed me. Deep, demanding, tasting of mint gum and authority. When he pulled back, his smile was sharp. “On your feet, Gareth. Bend over the chair.”

My body obeyed before my mind could catch up. Trousers and boxers pooled at my ankles. Martin’s hand pressed between my shoulder blades, guiding me down. Cool air kissed my exposed arse.

Then a warm, wet tongue circled my hole.

“Fuck...” The word tore out of me as Jim licked and probed, spearing inside with shocking intimacy. Pleasure I’d never imagined rolled up my spine. My cock throbbed painfully.

Martin tilted my head up. Eight solid inches of thick cock bobbed in front of my lips. “Open,” he said softly. “And suck it like you’d want yours sucked.”

I hesitated only a second before he pushed forward. The salty, musky taste flooded my mouth. I gagged, eyes watering, but he stroked my hair and murmured encouragement until I found a rhythm...licking every vein, hollowing my cheeks, swallowing around the head when it nudged my throat.

Behind me, Jim rose. The blunt pressure of his cock replaced his tongue.

“No...wait...” Panic flared. “I’ve never...”

“Shh, baby. Just breathe.” Jim gripped my hips and pushed.

White-hot pain ripped through me. I cried out around Martin’s cock, tears spilling instantly. “Stop! It hurts...please...”

“You’re so fucking tight,” Jim growled, voice thick with lust. He didn’t stop. Inch by inch he forced his way inside until his hips met my arse and I was shaking, sobbing, impaled.

Martin held my head steady, fucking my throat in shallow thrusts. “That’s it. Take us both. Good lad.”

They found a rhythm...Jim pounding my virgin hole with long, brutal strokes, Martin sliding deep into my mouth until my nose pressed against his trimmed pubic hair. The pain slowly, shamefully, began to blur into something darker and hotter. Every thrust sent sparks through nerves I didn’t know existed. My own cock leaked steadily onto the carpet.

Jim came first, burying himself to the hilt with a guttural groan. I felt the hot pulse of his release deep inside me. When he pulled out, Martin took his place, sliding into my now-slick, aching hole with a satisfied sigh.

“Still bleeding a little,” Martin noted, almost tenderly. “We’ll train that out of you.”

Jim tilted my chin up and fed me his softening cock to clean. Then he kissed me again...slow, filthy, possessive...while Martin fucked me harder, chasing his own climax.

When they finally finished, I was a trembling, cum-filled wreck slumped over the chair. Martin stroked my sweat-damp hair.

“We won’t touch you again until you beg for it,” he said quietly. “And you will beg, Gareth.”

I got home past midnight. Shelly took one look at my face and pulled me into her arms. I told her everything...the fear, the pain, the unwanted jolts of pleasure, the threats. She listened without interrupting, her expression cycling from horror to fury to a strange, conflicted sadness.

“You have to go to the police,” she whispered when I finished.

I shook my head, staring at the carpet. “They’re too close to Karl. He fixes things. They made that very clear. And if I say anything… they know where you work. Where you walk home.”

Shelly’s hand tightened on mine. For a long moment she was silent. Then, very softly: “We’ll think of something. But Gareth…” She searched my eyes. “Part of you… you came home hard again just telling me, didn’t you?”

Heat flooded my face. I couldn’t deny it.

She exhaled shakily, thumb brushing my wrist. “We’ll figure it out. Together.”

Outside, the city lights flickered on the rain-streaked window. Inside, the ache between my legs throbbed like a promise I didn’t want to keep...but already, in the darkest corner of my mind, I wondered how long I could resist returning to the office after hours.

That night I lay in the bath until the water went cold, knees drawn up, feeling the deep, bruised ache where they had used me. Every shift of my hips sent a dull throb through my hole, a raw reminder that I was no longer quite the same man who had sat at his desk yesterday morning. I stared at the ceiling and tried to hate them. Instead, my mind kept circling back to the weight of Martin’s cock on my tongue, the relentless stretch of Jim inside me, the wet sound of skin on skin.

By the time I slipped into bed beside Shelly, she was already asleep. I lay on my back in the dark, heart thudding, and let the memories play. The more I remembered, the harder I became. Shame burned in my chest even as my hand wrapped around my cock. I stroked slowly at first, then faster, replaying the moment Jim had forced his way past that tight ring, the way Martin had held me down and told me to take it. I came hard, biting my lip so I wouldn’t wake her, thick ropes spilling over my fingers and stomach.

The next morning I was back at my desk by eight. The grey carpet still bore faint, crusty stains. I stared at them until my pulse hammered in my ears, fear and filthy excitement twisting together so tightly I couldn’t tell which was which.

At eleven, Jim strolled in without knocking.

“Morning,” he said cheerfully, as if we were discussing quarterly figures. “How’s the arse?”

I said nothing. My hands trembled on the keyboard.

He stepped closer and brushed his fingers along my jaw. I flinched. “Last night was fun, wasn’t it?”

“Not for me,” I muttered.

Jim laughed, low and genuine. “It wasn’t supposed to be for you, Gareth. That’s what made it so fucking hot.” He leaned in until the bulge in his suit trousers was inches from my face. “We’re doing it again tonight. Stay after six and we’ll have you. Leave on time and we won’t touch you. Your choice.”

“You’re sick,” I hissed.

“Yeah,” he said, patting my cheek. “But you’re still hard just thinking about it.”

He left. I rang Shelly immediately.

“Call the police,” she said at once.

“And what if they come after you?” My voice cracked. “Karl’s got people everywhere.”

A long silence. “Then come home early. Promise me.”

“I will,” I lied.

The afternoon dragged. At half past five I started packing up, telling myself I was leaving. At five to six my phone rang.

“Are you on your way?” Shelly asked.

I stared at the wall. “I… I’m sorry, Shel.”

Another pause. “Right.” Her tone was flat, disappointed, yet something else lay beneath it. “Good luck, then.”

At six-thirty the office was quiet. Relief and a strange, hollow disappointment washed over me. I shut down my laptop and stood.

The door opened.

Martin stepped in first, locking it behind them with a soft click. Jim grinned like a wolf.

“Told you he’d stay,” Jim said.

“I just wanted to talk...” I began.

“Strip,” Martin ordered, voice calm and cold.

When I hesitated, Jim slapped me hard across the face. The crack echoed. Then they were on me, ripping at buttons and zippers, yanking trousers down my legs. I begged, I cried, I tried to push them away, but they were stronger and far more determined.

Minutes later I was on all fours on the carpet, sobbing. Martin’s thick cock stretched my mouth open while Jim drove into my still-sore arse with one brutal thrust. This time they were crueler. Hard slaps rained down on my arse and face. Fingers twisted in my hair. Jim spat on my cheek and slapped my swinging balls until I screamed around Martin’s shaft. They punched my cock when it dared to harden, laughing at the way it twitched and leaked despite the pain.

They used me for over four hours, swapping ends, filling me with load after load, marking me with bruises and bite marks. By the end I was a shaking, cum-drenched mess on the floor, crying like a broken child.

They dressed casually, high-fived, and left without a backward glance.

I got home after eleven. Shelly was in bed reading. She lowered her Kindle when I walked in.

“How was it?” she asked, voice neutral.

I collapsed to my knees beside the bed and sobbed against her thigh, telling her everything, the beating, the spitting, the endless pounding. She stroked my hair in silence until my phone beeped.

I read the message aloud, voice shaking.

“It’s the weekend, so your time off… if you want it to be. If you don’t, come to Block 3B, Travis Docks, 9 p.m. tomorrow. Be prepared for a long night. M.”

Shelly was quiet for a long moment. Then she cupped my tear-streaked face in both hands and looked at me with an intensity I’d never seen before.

“You know what you should do,” she whispered.

“Tell the police...”

“No, honey.” Her thumbs brushed my cheeks almost tenderly. “You’ll go tomorrow night.”

I stared at her, stunned. “Shel…”

“Shh.” She leaned in and kissed my forehead, then my swollen lips. “You’ll go. And when you come back, you’re going to tell me every single detail.”

Her voice was soft, but there was no mistaking the command in it, or the dark, unmistakable spark of excitement in her eyes.

I buried my face in her lap again, trembling with fear, shame, and a fresh, shameful throb between my legs.

Shelly kissed my forehead, soft and almost maternal. “Good night, Gareth.”

Sleep would not come. I lay beside her in the dark, body aching, mind spinning. Every time I closed my eyes I felt hands on me again, thick cocks stretching my throat, brutal thrusts splitting me open, the wet slap of skin and the sting of palms. My own cock stiffened painfully. Twice I slipped out of bed and locked myself in the bathroom, stroking frantically until I came in shuddering silence. Each time I returned, Shelly was awake, watching me with a small, knowing smile. She said nothing, only rolled over and went back to sleep.

The next day passed in surreal normality. We did the weekly shop, deadheaded roses in the garden, made coffee and small talk. All the while my stomach twisted tighter. Shelly never mentioned the message, never asked if I was going. At seven o’clock she glanced at the clock and said quietly, “You should go and shower. Get ready.”

I obeyed.

When I came back into the bedroom, a pair of silky pink panties lay on the duvet. She stood by the wardrobe, arms folded.

“Put them on.”

“Why?”

“Because I want you to.”

My hands shook as I slid the soft fabric up my legs. The material cupped my cock and arse with humiliating intimacy. Next she handed me loose white harem-style trousers, then one of my own pale pink shirts.

“Tie the bottom up so it shows your belly.”

I did as I was told. The outfit was obscene, the pink of the shirt visible through the thin white trousers, the panties clearly outlined beneath. I looked like a cheap tart.

Shelly sat me down on the edge of the bed and brushed a little mascara and gloss on me with steady fingers. “There. Much better.”

“Shelly… why are you doing this?”

She smiled, almost sadly. “Because it’s what you want, even if you won’t admit it. And because we’re finished.”

The words hit like cold water. “We’re breaking up?”

“Yes, honey.” She stroked my cheek. “You’re gay. Or at least you’re something I can’t give you. You keep saying you were raped, but you stayed. You got hard. You came home leaking and desperate to tell me every detail. I don’t want to be the girlfriend who watches her man turn into someone else’s fucktoy. So tonight I’m giving you what you need, one last time.”

She drove me to the Travis Docks in silence. The warehouses loomed, black and rotting under sodium lights. At five to nine she stopped the car.

“I’m not sure I want to do this,” I whispered, voice cracking.

“You don’t have a choice anymore.” She leaned over and kissed my cheek. “Dressed like that, you won’t get far without someone taking what they want anyway. Go on. Go get fucked.”

I stepped out. The night air was cold on my exposed midriff. Behind me I heard her car pull away.

The warehouse door creaked open. Inside, the air stank of diesel, piss and sweat. Fifteen or more men waited in the half-dark, shirts off, masks covering their faces, hairy chests and thick cocks already hardening. Some held bats or short nightsticks. Through a grimy window I caught a glimpse of Shelly’s car parked just outside, her silhouette watching.

“Well, well,” Jim’s voice rang out. “Look at the little bitch. All dressed up for us.”

He grabbed my arm and yanked me forward. I screamed.

Too late.

A bat cracked across the backs of my thighs. I dropped to my knees with a yelp. They swarmed me. Trousers were ripped down, panties shoved aside. The first cock slammed into my arse without lube, tearing a raw cry from my throat. Another forced its way into my mouth. They fucked me like animals, brutal, merciless, laughing at my sobs.

“Little bitch is gonna get ruined tonight!”

“Try not to kill the cunt.”

For six endless hours they used me. They beat me, spat on me, pissed over my back and face while they took turns. Cock after cock stretched me open, came inside me, pulled out and was replaced. My pink shirt turned filthy grey. The white trousers were torn and soaked. I lost count after twenty men. Some left, others arrived. The pain became a constant, throbbing haze. My voice grew hoarse from screaming.

As dawn bled grey light through the dirty windows, the crowd thinned. Only two men remained. They removed their masks. Jim and Martin.

“Come on, princess,” Jim said, almost gently. He hauled me to my feet. My legs wouldn’t hold; they half-carried me to their car. I collapsed across the back seat, covered in cum, piss and bruises, and passed out before the engine even started.

The last thing I heard was Martin’s low laugh. “Good girl. We’re taking you home.”

I woke slowly, disoriented by the weight of soft, expensive sheets against my battered skin. The bedroom was large and masculine, dark wood, muted greys, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking what looked like private grounds. My entire body throbbed. My head pounded. Worst of all was the stench clinging to me: dried cum, piss, sweat, and something metallic that might have been blood.

I crawled out of bed on shaky legs and hobbled to the en-suite. The mirror showed a stranger, face swollen, lip split, throat ringed with finger-shaped bruises. I stood under the shower until the water ran cold, scrubbing myself raw, but nothing could wash away the deep ache in my arse or the tender soreness between my legs.

Wrapped in a thick towel, I ventured out. The house was silent and vast. A long corridor led to a sweeping staircase, and eventually to a sunlit kitchen that smelled of fresh coffee and bacon.

Martin stood at the breakfast bar in nothing but black boxer briefs, reading a newspaper. His blond hair was still damp from his own shower. He looked up and smiled, almost affectionately.

“Morning, sleepyhead. How are you feeling?”

“In pain,” I croaked. My voice was hoarse from screaming. “Is this your place?”

“Mine and Karl’s.” He folded the paper. “And Jim’s, when he stays. And now yours.”

I stared at him. “Are you and Karl…?”

“Together. The three of us. And now you.” He said it so casually, as if discussing a new company car. “Karl’s still asleep. He’s knackered after last night. You took quite a pounding from him.”

I remembered the masked men, the relentless cocks. One of them had been Karl, the CEO who could make problems disappear. My stomach twisted.

“Breakfast?” Martin asked.

I nodded weakly. It was midday.

He made me a cheese omelette and slid it in front of me. As I ate, he sat beside me, one hand resting possessively on the back of my neck.

“I tried calling Shelly,” he said. “No answer.”

“She left me.” The words tasted bitter. “Last night. She dressed me up and dropped me off like a parcel.”

Martin chuckled. “Smart woman. She knew the score. Saved us the trouble.” He stroked my bruised throat with his thumb. “This is the deal now, Gareth. We own your arse. No negotiations. No escape. You’re our rape slut. During the week we’ll use you at the office, quick fucks in the toilets, bent over your desk after everyone leaves. At weekends you’ll be the warehouse whore again. And soon we’ll start sharing you properly. Whoring you out to clients, friends, whoever fancies a go.”

I put the fork down, appetite gone. “I don’t want this. Look at me, I’m covered in bruises. I need a hospital. Tests for diseases...”

“You don’t,” he said flatly. “I know exactly who fucked you last night. We’re clean. You’re clean. Don’t bother.”

“But...”

Martin moved like lightning. His hand clamped around my throat, squeezing until black spots danced in my vision. Then his fist slammed into my stomach. I doubled over, gasping, and vomited the omelette and half-digested cum onto the pristine tiles.

He crouched beside me, voice low and ice-cold. “Say ‘but’ again. Go on. Fucking say it.”

Tears streamed down my face. I looked up at him, shaking. “But…”

Another punch landed, this time lower. Pain exploded through my groin. I curled into a ball on the floor, retching.

Martin watched me dispassionately as I cleaned up my own sick with kitchen roll, naked except for the towel that had fallen away. My right testicle was already swelling, deep purple and black. Every movement sent sharp stabs through my abdomen.

When I finally finished, he pulled me up by the hair and kissed me, slow, deep, possessive.

“Good boy,” he murmured against my lips. “You’ll learn. The sooner you stop pretending you hate this, the easier it’ll be.”

I stood there trembling, aching, broken, and felt the first treacherous twitch of my cock beneath the towel.

Martin noticed. He smiled.

“Welcome home, slut.”

Over the following week the office became a second skin. Every evening after the others left, I stayed behind for “overtime.” Martin would lock the door, bend me over my own desk and fuck me raw while Jim watched, stroking himself. Sometimes Karl joined them, the CEO himself, tie loosened, expensive watch glinting as he took his turn down my throat or buried himself in my aching hole. They used me together, in every combination, until I was leaking and sobbing and still, shamefully, hard.

Saturday nights returned me to the warehouse. The men were rougher there, less restrained. I learned to drop to my knees the moment the door closed.

Sunday nights were different. They dressed me in tight, revealing clothes, cropped tops, sheer shirts, shorts that left nothing to the imagination, and sent me out to walk the streets of the city’s gay district. My new job. My only job now that Karl had quietly terminated my contract.

“Make sure you wear condoms with the punters,” Martin told me one morning, sliding a small packet of pills across the breakfast bar.

“I will,” I said quickly. “I don’t want to catch anything.”

Martin threw his head back and laughed, that rich, cruel sound I was learning to crave. “Dumb fucking slut. I don’t care what you catch. I don’t want them catching anything from you.” He tapped the pill packet. “Take one every day. Doctor’s orders.”

That night the rain was light, more mist than downpour. I walked the usual stretch in tight black shorts and a mesh vest, the cold making my nipples stand out. Headlights washed over me. A car slowed.

The window slid down.

Shelly.

She looked immaculate, fresh haircut, soft smile, eyes bright with something sharp and satisfied.

“You work here now?” she asked, almost sweetly.

“Yeah.” I shifted on my heels. “My daddies want me earning. Karl fired me last week, so… this is it.”

“Good.” She nodded slowly. “It’s exactly where you belong.”

“I know.”

“Are you happy, Gareth?”

I thought about it, really thought. The constant ache in my arse. The bruises that never fully faded. The taste of strangers in my mouth. The way my cock twitched every time Martin called me his rape slut.

“Apart from a few things… yeah. I’m happy. Genuinely.”

Shelly’s smile widened. “I’m glad. I really am. I watched you that night at the warehouse for a full hour, you know. I came five times in the car just watching them destroy you. The sadist in me hoped they’d do so much worse.” She let out a soft, contented sigh. “I’m happy it happened to you. You look good like this. Broken in.”

A strange warmth spread through my chest. “Thanks, Shel.”

“Anyway, good luck tonight. I hope you get lots of customers.”

“So do I,” I said, and meant it.

She blew me a kiss and drove off into the night.

I stood on the wet pavement for a long moment, watching her tail lights disappear. For the first time since this all began, the last knot of shame inside me quietly unravelled.

I was exactly where I belonged.

A new set of headlights approached. I stepped forward, hips swaying, lips curving into a practised, inviting smile.

Time to go to work.

The End


Trying It Out

I was always an avid reader. Now that I had broken up with my girlfriend, I finally had the time to lose myself in books again. I shared a small flat in Manchester with my mate James. He worked long hours at a local software house, while I was a student, so I was usually home during the day and he often didn’t get back until late. We were in much the same boat: his girlfriend had left for America only a month earlier, and the flat had felt emptier ever since. 

About a week ago, James wandered into my room looking restless. “Mate, I’m bored shitless. Got anything decent I can read?” 

“Yeah, sure,” I said, reaching for the nearest book on my shelf without really thinking. It was one I’d picked up cheap at a jumble sale. 

“Cheers.” He took it and disappeared back to his room. 

A week later he was back, holding the book out to me. 

“Strange one, that,” he said. 

I glanced at the cover. “What was it? Oh, I haven’t read it yet. Most of these are second-hand finds. What’s it about?” 

“About a bloke figuring out his sexuality. Proper eye-opener.” 

“Ah.” Heat crept up my neck. “Sorry about that.” 

He shrugged, a half-smile on his face. “Never mind.” 

After he left, I couldn’t stop thinking about what he’d said. I’d never slept with a man. I’d wondered about it once or twice in the abstract, but never enough to act on it. Curiosity got the better of me. I picked up the book and flicked through until I found the scene he must have meant: the protagonist asking his best friend to try it, just once. No strings, no one would ever know. They were both clean, both safe. Just an experiment between mates. 

I set the book down, heart thumping, and walked into James’s room before I could talk myself out of it. 

“Erm… about that book,” I started. 

He looked up from his laptop, an expectant glint in his eye. “Yeah?” 

“Have you ever thought about… doing something like that? Trying it once, with a mate? It wouldn’t make us gay or anything. We’d just be experimenting. We both still love women. It’d just be… seeing what it’s like. Between us. No one else would ever know.” 

James studied me for a moment, then let out a short laugh. “I did wonder if you’d lent it to me on purpose. Yeah, I thought about it while I was reading. Curiosity, I suppose.” 

A nervous laugh escaped me. “I didn’t plan it, honestly. But… do you want to try?” 

He paused, then nodded slowly. “Yeah, okay. But let’s not rush it. Maybe put some porn on first, see how we feel.” 

“Sounds good. I’ll nip down the shop and rent something.” 

I grabbed my jacket and headed to the small adult video store round the corner. After a few minutes of browsing, I chose a gay title that looked well-made and a bisexual one called Bi-sexual Lingerie Fantasies. I handed them to the girl behind the counter. 

“Are you a member?” she asked. 

“No. How do I join?” 

She slid a form across to me. I handed over my driving licence as proof of age and filled it in. 

“Gay Lovers in Action and Bi-sexual Lingerie Fantasies,” she read aloud, raising an eyebrow. “You bi then?” 

The question caught me off guard. She was stunning, tall and slender, with long straight black hair that she kept tucking behind one ear, and a mischievous, almost innocent smile. 

“Err… not exactly,” I mumbled. 

She smiled wider and reached across the counter to brush my cheek lightly with her fingers. “You don’t have to be ashamed, you know. I’m bi too. I’d love to meet a guy who’d let me watch him get fucked while he fucks me.” Her voice dropped. “Or maybe I could come round one day and join you two?” 

My cock twitched at the image. “Maybe,” I managed. 

She tapped the second case. “And this one, lingerie fantasies. You into transvestites? Or are you a secret tranny yourself?” 

“No, nothing like that. I just… picked it at random.” 

“Well, if I come round, I’ll bring some really sexy pieces for you and your boyfriend to try on. You might surprise yourself.” She winked. “You could make a gorgeous tranny.” 

I laughed awkwardly, more turned on than I wanted to admit, not just by her suggestion, but by her sheer confidence. “I’ll let you know.” 

“Enjoy the films,” she said as I paid. “And don’t shag too hard.” 

Back at the flat, I told James what had happened. He laughed, shaking his head. “Definitely a one-time thing for us, mate. If she comes round you’ll have to find another lad for her.” 

He slid Bi-sexual Lingerie Fantasies into the player. Within five minutes I was rock hard. I couldn’t tell if it was the sight of the elegant transvestites in silk and lace, or the knowledge that I was about to cross a line with the man sitting right beside me. James seemed just as affected, shifting uncomfortably on the sofa. 

On screen, a transvestite in emerald-green lingerie was fucking another in a deep red corset, while a third person licked a moaning woman. The room felt thick with tension. I decided to go for it. 

I reached over and unzipped James’s jeans, tugging them down his legs. He tensed but didn’t stop me. I peeled off his T-shirt, leaving him in just his boxers, then stripped myself completely. His cock was already straining against the fabric. I freed it, thick, similar in length to my own seven inches but a little slimmer, and wrapped my hand around the warm, rigid shaft. 

James exhaled sharply. I could feel the nervous energy radiating off him. 

“Relax,” I murmured, stroking him slowly. “We’re both clean. We’re both turned on. No one will ever know. We’re just trying it once, satisfying the curiosity. Then we can say we’ve done it.” 

He nodded, breathing a little easier. “Yeah… okay.” 

His hand reached over and closed around my cock. The feeling of another man’s firm grip on me sent a jolt of unexpected pleasure through my body. For a long moment we just sat there, stroking each other while the moans from the television filled the room, two mates quietly crossing a threshold we’d never imagined we would. 

We sat side by side on the sofa, the television flickering with the moans and sighs of the film, our hands slowly working each other’s cocks. The sensation of James’s warm, rigid length sliding through my fist was strangely addictive. Then, without warning, he leaned in and kissed me. 

It wasn’t aggressive or clumsy; it was soft, almost tender, like kissing a woman, yet utterly different. The faint stubble on his jaw, the deeper scent of his skin, the sheer knowledge that it was another man sent a shiver of illicit excitement racing down my spine. I kissed him back, deepening it, and then began to trail my mouth down his neck, licking and sucking gently at first, then harder. When I reached the sensitive spot where neck met shoulder, I sucked firmly while stroking him faster. James’s breath hitched. Suddenly he shuddered, arms wrapping tight around my back, pulling my face harder into his neck as he came with a low groan. Thick ropes of cum pulsed over my hand and across both our stomachs. 

We kissed again, slower this time, as I milked the last drops from him. Then he pulled away sharply, eyes wide. 

“I can’t do this,” he muttered, shifting as far from me as the sofa would allow. 

I stayed calm, heart still hammering. “Mate, have you ever wanked over something filthy, then the second you cum you think, ‘What the fuck was I thinking?’” 

James gave a weak laugh. “Yeah… all the time.” 

“This is exactly that. Just hormones. Post-nut clarity, or whatever they call it. Come back here. Let me keep touching you. You’ll feel good again in a minute. We just have to push through it.” 

He hesitated, then slid back over. I scooped some of his cum onto my fingers and smoothed it over his chest and stomach in slow, slippery strokes, nipping at his neck. On the screen, two transvestites in glossy satin chemises were fucking a woman between them while another took the man in her pussy from behind. The sight was hypnotic. 

James began to respond. His cock stiffened again in my hand, and soon he was rubbing me too, more confidently now. I moved lower and took one of his nipples into my mouth, sucking gently. 

“Sorry about that, Paul,” he murmured. 

I looked up with a small smile. “No problem, sweetheart.” The pet name slipped out like a joke, but it landed softly. He smiled back. 

“Those transvestites… they’re actually pretty fucking sexy,” he admitted. 

I kissed his chest. “Your ex left a load of her clothes here, didn’t she? If we want to experiment more later… we could try some on.” 

James’s eyes darkened with fresh interest. “Yeah. That’d be cool.” 

We kissed again, tongues sliding together, hungry now. Then I slid down his body and took his cum-slick cock into my mouth. The taste was salty, slightly bitter, but not unpleasant. I bobbed slowly, swirling my tongue, savouring the heavy, living weight of him. 

“Jesus Christ,” James groaned, head falling back. “That’s the best blowjob I’ve ever had.” 

I took him deeper, sucking harder. His hands tangled in my hair and he thrust gently into my mouth until his whole body tensed. With a raw cry he came again, flooding my throat. I swallowed as much as I could, the rest trickling from the corner of my lips. When I finally sat up, I wiped it with my finger and licked it clean, smiling at him. 

“What was it like?” he asked, breathless. 

“Actually… really good. I enjoyed sucking you. I think I’d like to do that again. Only with you, though, if you want.” 

James grinned. “Any time you like, mate. That was incredible.” He pulled me close. “I’ve got that weird feeling again, but not as strong.” 

I kissed him deeply. “It’ll pass.” 

The first film ended. James swapped it for the second, a poolside scene that quickly turned into a sweaty, energetic gay gang-bang. My own erection had never really faded; now it throbbed painfully. James noticed. 

“My turn,” he said, voice husky. 

He moved between my legs and took me into his mouth, a little hesitant at first but quickly finding a rhythm, copying what I had done. The wet heat and the sight of his head moving over me were almost too much. I ran my fingers through his hair, eyes flicking between him and the screen where smooth, athletic young men were fucking and kissing with abandon. 

“Oh fuck… baby, I’m gonna come,” I gasped. “Yes, James, suck me!” 

Pleasure slammed through me and I emptied myself into his mouth. The moment the high faded, that same uneasy wave hit me, but I fought it instantly, grabbing James, pulling him up, and kissing him hard. I could taste my own cum on his tongue. 

“You called me baby,” he whispered against my lips, smiling as he held me tight, head resting on my shoulder. 

“Yeah… got carried away. Sorry.” 

James laughed softly, stroking my hair. “I don’t mind. I liked it.” He pulled back just enough to look at me. “I think we can do this, blowjobs whenever we want. Yeah?” 

“Yeah,” I breathed, grinning. “Definitely.” 

“And you, sweetheart,” he murmured, sliding a hand down my back and between my cheeks, “can call me baby any time we’re doing this.” His fingertip circled my hole, then pressed inside, slick and careful. I gasped at the strange, intimate stretch. 

We turned back to the screen. One of the men was sliding smoothly in and out of another’s arse, the shot tight and explicit. 

“That guy is beautiful,” James said quietly, voice thick with lust. “You ready to try it?” 

I nodded, pulse racing. “Yeah.” 

He fetched a tube of KY Jelly from his drawer. When he walked back, his cock stood out hard and proud. “Get on all fours and face the telly.” 

I obeyed, knees sinking into the sofa cushions, heart hammering with nerves and excitement. He knelt behind me, squeezed a generous amount of lube onto his fingers, and worked it gently into me, then coated his own cock. As six men fucked passionately on screen, I felt the blunt, slippery head of James’s penis press against my entrance. 

I tried to relax. The moment the head pushed inside, sharp pain flared. I cried out. 

“Want me to stop?” he asked, voice tight with concern. 

“No… keep going. Just slow.” 

He pressed forward another couple of inches. The burn was intense, but underneath it something else stirred, a deep, strange fullness that was beginning to feel good. 

“Yeah… it hurts, but… it’s nice too. Keep going.” 

James slid deeper, inch by careful inch, until I felt his hips press flush against my arse and his balls rested against mine. I was completely full of him, joined to my best mate in the most intimate way possible. We stayed like that for a long moment, breathing hard, the sounds of the orgy still playing in the background. 

“I’m all the way in,” James breathed, voice rough with wonder. 

“Then fuck me, babe,” I gasped. “Fuck me hard.” 

He began to move, slow and deep at first, then building into a steady rhythm. The stretch was intense, bordering on pain, but every thrust sent sparks of raw pleasure through me. My own cock throbbed untouched, leaking steadily onto my stomach. I turned my head, catching his expression, flushed, focused, and smiling with pure delight. 

“How does it feel, Paul?” 

“Unbelievable,” I moaned, pushing back onto him. “Don’t stop.” 

“Ah, honey… for me too,” he groaned, picking up speed. He rode me with long, powerful strokes, skin slapping against skin. 

Suddenly he pulled out, flipped me onto my back, and hooked my legs over his shoulders. When he pushed back inside, the new angle made me cry out. He leaned down and kissed me, deep and hungry, while he fucked me harder, faster. Our bodies moved together in perfect sync. 

“Oh baby… yeah, Paul… fuck, I love you,” he gasped, voice breaking as he came. I felt every hot pulse as he emptied himself deep inside me, warmth flooding my insides. He collapsed on top of me, breathing hard. I stroked his damp hair and back, feeling his cock slowly soften within me. 

“How was it?” he murmured, kissing my neck and ear. 

“It was perfect,” I whispered. 

“Sorry about the ‘love you’ thing. Heat of the moment, you know?” 

I laughed softly and held him tighter. “Hey, don’t worry, babe. You’ve just taken my virgin arse. I think we’re past pretending it doesn’t mean anything.” 

He grinned. “My turn.” 

I turned him over, facing the television where two men were making slow, passionate love side by side. The sight made my spent cock twitch back to life. I lubed him carefully, then pressed forward. James cried out at the first breach, but I kept going, knowing the pain would bloom into pleasure. Inch by inch I sank into him until I was buried to the hilt. He felt incredibly tight and hot around me. 

“Oh God… that’s so good,” he moaned once I started moving. 

I fucked him steadily, one hand wrapped around his cock, stroking him in time with my thrusts. He came shockingly fast, thick ropes spilling over my fingers. I licked most of it off, then fed the rest to him in a messy kiss. My own orgasm built quickly after that. With a deep groan I flooded him, pumping everything I had into his body while his cum still leaked from mine. 

“Baby, that felt amazing,” James panted. He pulled off me, spun around, and climbed on top, kissing and hugging me fiercely. “Let’s keep doing this. Just you and me. Move into my room. We can sleep together every night. No one needs to know.” 

I held him close, kissing his forehead. “Sure, James. I’d love to be your boyfriend.” 

We kissed deeply and made love for hours after that, all hesitation gone. We fell asleep tangled in each other’s arms. 

The next morning we woke slowly, warm and naked. It was Saturday, no work, no lectures, just time. We spent the first hour trading lazy blowjobs and long, tender kisses before sharing a bath, soaping each other’s bodies with gentle, exploring hands. 

While I made breakfast, James dragged a large box down from the top of the wardrobe. 

“This is all Susan’s stuff. I spoke to her last week about chucking it. She said go ahead, so it’s ours now. She only took what she could fit in her suitcase to the States.” 

We opened it together. Beneath towels and old paperbacks lay a treasure trove of her clothes: leather trousers, rubber tops and skirts, silky blouses, and dozens of sexy outfits. But the real find was the underwear bag. She’d clearly left all her more risqué lingerie behind. 

James held up a scarlet lace teddy with suspender straps. “I never knew she owned things like this.” 

I pulled out a dark green basque with matching sheer stockings and slipped it on. The satin and lace felt delicious against my skin. 

“Hmm… sexy,” James said, eyes roaming over me, “but we should shave first. Properly.” 

We agreed. After a quick, thorough shave in the bathroom, we dressed. First just the lingerie, then we added blouses and skirts. Standing together in front of the full-length mirror, we looked, and felt, incredible. 

“This feels so nice,” James murmured, running his hands over the smooth fabric. 

“It feels right,” I replied. I stepped close and kissed him, our lace-covered bodies pressing together. 

“I have to return those videos,” I said eventually. 

“Like that?” he teased. 

“No, silly. But I’m keeping the basque and stockings on underneath.” 

I threw on jeans, a baggy T-shirt, and a coat, then headed back to the shop. Christy was behind the counter again. 

“Ah, my favourite customer,” she smiled. “How were the videos?” 

I grinned, glancing around to make sure the shop was empty. “Gave us plenty of ideas.” I lifted my T-shirt just enough to show her the green lace basque underneath. 

“Oh my God,” she breathed, eyes widening. “I think I just came. I need you. Both of you. Please let me come round.” 

“I think we can work something out,” I said. 

“I’m Christy, by the way.” 

“Paul.” We leaned over the counter and kissed, slow and promising. “You’re welcome any time. When can you come?” 

“My shift ends in an hour. Can you wait?” 

“Absolutely. Gives me time to tell you what happened last night.” 

I gave her the full story. By the time I finished, Debbie, the girl due to relieve her, had arrived, made herself a coffee, and listened to half of it. I had to repeat the rest for her benefit. 

“So let me get this straight,” Christy said. “When I flirted with you yesterday, you were still completely straight?” 

“Yep.” 

Debbie laughed. “And now you’re telling me Christy’s going round to fuck two brand-new bisexual crossdressers who only figured this out yesterday?” 

“Correct,” Christy grinned. 

Debbie’s eyes sparkled. “You lucky bitch. Paul, give me your address. I’m coming round tonight after my shift. I’ve been dying to eat Christy’s pussy for months anyway.” 

Christy raised an eyebrow at her. “Have you now? Why didn’t you say anything?” 

“Didn’t know you were into girls.” 

“Sorted then,” I said. “Come round tonight. We’ll have one big orgy.” 

“Woohoo!” Debbie cheered. 

Christy and I stopped at her flat to pick up a few things, then at a wig shop where we bought a long, curly brown wig for James and a sleek straight blonde one for me. 

Back at the flat, James was still in his skirt and blouse. After introductions, I changed while Christy worked her magic with makeup and wigs. When she finished, James looked stunning, feminine, confident, and incredibly sexy. Then she did me. Looking in the mirror, I felt transformed, almost doll-like. 

Christy stepped back, admiring her work. “Wait on the bed, girls. I’m going to get ready. Today is my first proper gay day.” She giggled. 

When she returned she was completely naked except for a thick strap-on buckled around her hips. 

“Okay,” she said, “I want to feel like you two today, so no pussy for me. Deal?” 

“Deal,” we both answered. 

James glanced at me, then at the strap-on, a new hunger in his eyes. “Honestly… I’m kind of more into men’s cocks now anyway.” 

Christy moved with slow, deliberate grace, peeling away our outer layers until we were left in nothing but the delicate lingerie. She hooked her fingers into my panties and slid them down my thighs, then unclipped the crotch of James’s scarlet teddy, freeing both our cocks. 

“Now,” she purred, voice thick with arousal, “give each other a blowjob.” 

I climbed over James into a sixty-nine, lowering my aching cock to his eager mouth as I took him between my lips. The moment we started sucking, warm and wet and hungry, Christy knelt behind me. I felt the cool slick of KY at my entrance, then the thick head of her strap-on pressing inside. The stretch was perfect after everything we’d already done. Being fucked deep by a beautiful girl while sucking and being sucked by my gorgeous boyfriend was pure ecstasy. Pleasure coiled tight and fast. I cried out around James’s cock and came hard, flooding his mouth with pulse after pulse. 

Christy immediately pulled out, dropped down, and kissed him deeply, sharing my cum between their tongues. Watching them pass it back and forth sent a sharp pang of jealousy through me, I wanted his mouth on mine. 

Before I could dwell on it, James rolled me onto all fours and rammed his cock deep into my well-lubricated arse. I let out a grunt at the sudden fullness, but there was no pain, only intense, sliding pleasure. Behind him, Christy gripped his hips and drove her strap-on into his hole, turning us into a perfect, moaning chain. 

We were lost in the rhythm, thrusting, gasping, sweating, when the doorbell rang. 

Christy jumped up with a wicked grin and answered it, still wearing her glistening strap-on. 

“Hi Debbie!” 

“Hi Christy. I see you’ve got your strap-on out. Got one for me?” 

“Of course, babe.” Christy laughed. “I thought you had to work late?” 

“I called the boss, said it was dead and I felt rough. He let me lock up early. I was too excited to wait.” Debbie’s eyes widened as she stepped into the room and saw us, two feminised men still joined together. “Fuck, that is so sexy,” she purred, already pulling off her clothes. 

“Guys, Debbie managed to get off early,” Christy announced. 

“Great, come join the fun!” I called, voice hoarse with pleasure. 

Debbie stripped quickly, then buckled on a second strap-on, sliding the bulbous end into herself before tightening the harness. The thick latex cock jutted obscenely from her hips. 

“Debbie, you take James,” Christy instructed. “I’ll take Paul.” 

We rearranged into a new chain. The room filled with the wet sounds of skin and moans as we fucked in every combination we could manage, slow and deep, fast and filthy, switching positions throughout the long afternoon. By eight o’clock our holes were deliciously sore and we finally collapsed in a sweaty, satisfied heap. 

We cooked a simple dinner together, still half-dressed in lingerie, then curled up on the sofa to watch a film, trading lazy kisses and touches. 

Afterwards, the girls decided it was time for a proper dress-up session. They raided Susan’s box again, putting us in different outfits, tight leather, flowing silk, short pleated skirts, corsets, and made us parade for them like models on a runway. We strutted, posed, and twirled, laughing and feeling ridiculously sexy. 

At one point, Christy looked at me curiously. “Paul, what do you prefer now, sex with a boy or a girl?” 

I thought about it honestly. “I like both, exactly the same. But the best is having both at once.” Everyone murmured in agreement. 

I turned to James, suddenly serious. “Last night you said you loved me, then brushed it off. For me it wasn’t a mistake. I really do love you, as my boyfriend. I’m so glad I discovered this with you. I’m glad you’re my lover.” I looked at the girls. “Christy, I’d love you to be my girlfriend too. Spend more time with us?” 

Christy kissed me softly. “I will.” 

“The same goes for you, Debs,” James added, pulling her close. “Be our girlfriend. We’re definitely going to need a bigger bed for the four of us.” 

“Yep,” Debbie grinned. “We absolutely will.” 

James turned back to me, eyes shining. He kissed Debbie tenderly, then pulled me into his arms. Our kiss was deep, slow, and full of emotion. 

“I love you too, Paul,” he whispered against my lips. “When I read that book, all I could think about was trying this with you. I never expected to see you like this, so beautiful, so perfect. I’m the luckiest guy alive to have you, baby. You have such a gorgeous cock.” He stroked me through the lace. “I want this every day.” 

We kissed again, long and passionate, while Debbie and Christy tangled together beside us, their strap-ons carefully shifted aside so they could press close. 

One year later 

We live together now, all four of us in a spacious new flat we found in the city centre. Life has changed more than I ever could have imagined. 

Christy and I got legally married last spring in a beautiful registry office ceremony. The same day, Debbie and James tied the knot. What almost no one knows is that James and I had our own private, unofficial wedding two weeks earlier, just the four of us in our living room, exchanging simple silver bands and whispered vows while wearing matching white lingerie. I still wear that ring every single day, hidden on a chain beneath my shirt when I’m in boy mode. 

My wardrobe is now bigger for female clothes than male ones, and the same goes for James. When we dress up, he becomes the stunning, confident Jane, and I become Paula. We’ve grown completely comfortable in our skins. Most weekends we go out to gay clubs and bars, dressed however we feel that night, sometimes sharp in suits, sometimes in short dresses and heels. We dance close, bodies pressed together, lost in the music and the freedom. 

One of our favourite things now is a particular position that never fails to drive us wild. Debbie kneels behind me, fucking my arse with her strap-on in long, deep strokes, while Jane (James) faces me. We kiss passionately as Christy fucks him from behind. The four of us move together in one fluid, moaning chain, getting fucked while kissing the person we love most. There’s nothing quite like it. 

James and I have finally found the courage to kiss in public. We hold hands openly now, all four of us often walking together, fingers laced. Most of our friends have gradually found out we’re bisexual and in a poly relationship. A couple of the lads have distanced themselves, but the majority have been surprisingly cool about it. The women, especially, think it’s hot. They often tease us playfully, asking for details or joking about wanting invitations to our “special nights.” 

Tomorrow evening we’re hosting our biggest orgy yet. Several of our close male friends are coming, along with every single one of our female friends who have been dropping very obvious hints for weeks. The flat is already stocked with lube, toys, fresh sheets, and plenty of champagne. 

But that… is another story. 

The End 


Kass

The year was 2084. 

“There is still much speculation over who will win the forthcoming General Election on Kass,” the EBC reporter announced, her voice crisp and polished even through the static of the colony feed. “The incumbent Citizens’ Democratic Party is under mounting pressure. Should the Global League triumph, many analysts fear the planet could slide into de facto feudal status, as has already occurred on Reid and IO.” 

The screen flickered with archival footage of marching columns and fluttering banners. I switched off the telly with a sigh. It was almost comical, listening to Earth journalists dissect life on Kass, as though it were some distant, exotic outpost. They spoke of smog and overcrowding back home; up here the air was crisp, the forests vast and untouched beyond the new cities. Yet they understood nothing of the real tensions simmering beneath our blue skies. 

My name is Samuel, though everyone calls me Sam. Five years ago my mother, brother and sister emigrated from a rain-lashed corner of England. I followed later, once Phil, my oldest friend, secured us a shared flat near the university. The move had been sold as a fresh start. In many ways it still was. 

I lounged back on my bed, staring at the ceiling where the holographic star chart I’d pinned up years ago still shimmered faintly. Talk of the Global League seizing power had been swirling for months, but I refused to lose sleep over it. The Citizens’ Democratic Party might be flawed, but the people of Kass would never tolerate the sort of bondage the League peddled. Not here. Not yet. 

Let me tell you about the Global League. 

They began on Praxis, a world ruled by women who wielded abilities the men of their species simply did not possess: subtle, potent manipulations of energy and will that could bend flesh, mind, or matter if the wielder was strong enough. When humanity first burst into the stars and encountered these already-civilised races, treaties were drawn, leagues formed. Praxis and its neighbour Sirus applied to join the Allied Space Federation. Sirus, pragmatic as ever, abolished its old customs and freed its male population to secure membership. Praxis chose a different path. 

It forged the Praxian Empire instead, seducing several wavering colonies with promises of wealth, protection, and “stability.” One by one, moons and planets fell under its shadow. IO was the first to vote the Global League into outright power; Reid followed soon after. Outwardly the League obeyed Allied law, no labour camps, no branded collars, but the fine print told a different story. Male clothing was outlawed across League worlds. Any man who entered a legally recognised marriage became, by statute, the property of his wife. On paper he remained free; in practice, the choice was illusory. Many men discovered too late that love could be the sweetest trap of all. 

Kass had so far resisted. We were young, resource-rich, and stubbornly independent. Yet the planetary coffers were bleeding dry after a decade of breakneck expansion. The government had spent lavishly, building gleaming arcologies and maglev networks while export deals withered. The Global League’s agents moved quietly through the universities and bars, whispering of security, prosperity, and the comforting certainty of a firm female hand on the reins. 

Still, politics felt distant that night. I had my own troubles. My girlfriend of two years had ended things three weeks earlier, and the wound was still raw. University assignments loomed like storm clouds. Romance could wait. Concentration on my studies could not. 

I was deep in a holographic textbook on xenocultural economics when the front door slammed hard enough to rattle the walls. The clock projected 02:07 in soft blue numerals above my desk. Light would creep over the horizon in a couple of hours. Phil, no doubt, fresh from another long night at The Orbital, the student bar two blocks away. I rolled over and pulled the thin duvet to my chin, already drifting. 

Then came his voice, low and strangely eager. 

“It’s just through there. I’ll be right in.” 

A pause. Another voice answered, smooth, confident, unmistakably male. 

“Okay. See you in a sec.” 

I frowned into the darkness. Phil must have pulled, I thought at first, then corrected myself. A male voice. Probably a mate who’d missed the last sky-shuttle home and needed the sofa. Nothing unusual. In the morning the stranger would be gone, and life would continue as normal. 

I closed my eyes, unaware of how thoroughly that assumption was about to be shattered. 

Two weeks later 

“Don’t forget to vote, Sam,” Sarah said, flashing that perfect, condescending smile she wore like armour. She was undeniably stunning, long dark hair, sharp cheekbones, and the kind of figure that made half the lecture hall forget their notes, but her personality was pure ice. 

“I won’t,” I replied. “Who are you voting for?” 

“Global, obviously.” She tilted her head, as though the answer were self-evident. “You?” 

“Mars Coalition.” 

“Oh, how quaint. A capitalist to the end.” The sarcasm dripped from every syllable. 

I shrugged. “I’d have thought someone studying Management and Economics might appreciate a bit of free enterprise.” 

Sarah simply smirked and sauntered off, her hips swaying with deliberate arrogance. 

Phil fell into step beside me as we headed towards the underground station. “She’s a bitch, that Sarah.” 

“Fit as fuck, though,” I muttered. “Can’t say much with a dick in her mouth.” 

Phil barked a laugh. “Too right, mate.” 

We stopped at the polling station, cast our votes, then picked up a six-pack and some reconstituted curry from the corner shop. Back at the flat we sprawled in Phil’s room, the walls flickering with the election hologram as results trickled in. They were due to call the planet by three in the morning. 

“Who’d you go for, anyway?” I asked, cracking open another beer. 

“Democrats again. Safe pair of hands.” Phil shrugged. “You?” 

“Mars Coalition.” 

He laughed. “You only voted for them because they want to legalise shimmer-weed.” 

“Damn right I did.” 

We drank steadily, trading lazy insults, until the newscaster’s voice cut through the room. 

“Final results for the Kass General Election,” she announced, her tone professionally grave. “Earth Space Alliance: four percent. Mars Coalition: six percent.” I threw my hands up in mock defeat. “Citizens’ Democratic Party: twenty-nine percent. Global League: forty-eight percent. The Global League is the clear victor.” 

A heavy silence settled over the flat. 

“Switch it off,” I said quietly. “Actually, fuck it, I’m going to bed.” 

The next day the university campus buzzed with triumphant energy. Sarah and her circle were high-fiving in the atrium, laughing loudly. 

“Hey, slave!” Sarah called across the corridor. “How come you’re not in proper female clothing yet?” Her friends erupted in giggles. I gave her the finger. “Charming. I’ll remember that little gesture. Bet you weren’t so cocky with Phil, were you?” 

“What the hell are you on about?” 

She smirked. “He voted Global too.” 

“No, he didn’t. He told me Democrats.” 

“That’s what he told you, yeah.” She winked and walked away. 

That evening I cornered Phil in the kitchen. 

“Sarah reckons you voted Global.” 

Phil rolled his eyes. “Fuck her, mate. I told you, Citizens’. Don’t let her wind you up.” 

I wanted to believe him. I almost did. 

That night I was already asleep when the doorbell rang. I stirred, but Phil rushed past my door in his dressing gown and socks. 

“It’s for me,” he called. “Go back to sleep.” 

I tried. But as I lay in the dark, I heard the same smooth, deep male voice from two weeks earlier. My stomach tightened, though I couldn’t say why. 

I had only just drifted off again when a soft knock sounded on my own door. 

“What?” I groaned. “I’ve got a lecture tomorrow.” 

Phil poked his head in. “It’s Saturday, mate. We’re having a drink in my room. Fancy joining us?” 

I hesitated, then sighed. “Yeah, why not. Looks like I’m not sleeping anyway.” 

I pulled on a t-shirt over my boxers and followed him. The moment I stepped inside, Phil closed the door and locked it with a quiet click. 

“Hey, what are you doing?” 

“Sam,” Phil said, voice low, “meet Chris.” 

The man standing in the centre of the room was enormous, easily six-foot-six, heavy with muscle, his skin gleaming under the low lights. And he was completely naked. Before I could react, Chris grabbed the front of my t-shirt and ripped it off in one powerful motion. My boxers followed. Cold air hit my skin. 

Phil shrugged off his robe. Beneath it he wore a delicate blue basque with black lace trim, matching knickers, and sheer blue stockings. He peeled off the socks and padded towards me, eyes gleaming. 

They moved in unison. Hands, strong, confident, stroked my back and chest. Chris’s thick fingers wrapped around my cock and began to stroke with slow, expert pressure. Phil’s hand slid lower, a fingertip circling my anus, teasing. 

“Woah, I’m not into this, guys.” I tried to step back. “I’ll just go back to my room and we’ll pretend this never happened.” 

Phil’s voice was calm, almost gentle. “We can do this the easy way or the hard way, Sam. It’ll be a lot more fun if you just relax and go with it.” 

Chris grabbed me, lifted me effortlessly, and threw me onto the bed. He pinned my wrists above my head with one massive hand, his weight immobilising me. I knew I had no realistic chance of fighting him off. 

“What do you want me to do?” I asked, breathing hard. 

“Just enjoy yourself,” Chris purred, his voice deep as distant thunder. 

Phil leaned over me, lips brushing mine before claiming them in a forceful kiss, tongue pushing inside. At the same moment I felt the wet heat of Chris’s mouth engulf my cock. The sensation was overwhelming, his tongue swirling expertly around the head, sucking with perfect rhythm. A helpless moan escaped me. Without realising it, my tongue began moving against Phil’s. One of my hands found Phil’s back, the other tangled in Chris’s thick hair. 

When Chris finally pulled off with a wet pop, I was rock-hard and trembling. 

“Did you like that?” Phil asked, smiling. 

“Best blowjob I’ve ever had,” I admitted, voice hoarse. 

“Good,” he murmured. “Then let’s just relax and have fun, yeah?” 

I lay there for a second, heart hammering. Who the fuck is going to know? 

“…Okay.” 

Phil moved up the bed and settled against the headboard. He slid his knickers down, revealing his smoothly shaved cock with a neat little triangle of hair above it. 

“Now come and suck my cock,” he ordered softly. 

I crawled between his spread thighs. Hesitantly at first, I licked along the length, tasting clean skin and faint musk. Then I took him deeper, swallowing around the head as instinct took over. 

“Fuck,” Phil groaned, fingers tightening in my hair. “He can deep-throat on his first try.” 

I quickly found a rhythm, bobbing up and down Phil’s cock with growing confidence. Someone’s fingers, Chris’s, I assumed, began pinching and rolling one of Phil’s nipples through the smooth satin of the basque. Phil moaned into my hair and reached for a tube of KY jelly on the sideboard. He lifted my free hand, squeezed a generous amount onto my fingers, then raised his hips invitingly. 

I slid my arm around him and pressed a slick finger against his entrance, easing it inside. His hole was hot and surprisingly yielding. Looking up into his eyes, I took his cock between my teeth, gave him a wicked grin, and flicked my tongue rapidly against the underside. Phil’s breath hitched. 

Behind me, Chris rubbed cold jelly against my own arse. Two thick fingers pushed in, stretching me. I groaned around Phil’s cock at the burning pressure, but Chris was patient, working them in and out until the discomfort melted into something far more dangerous. Then the fingers withdrew. 

I felt the blunt, heavy head of Chris’s cock, ten inches of thick, veined heat, press against me. He entered slowly. The pain was sharp at first, a tearing stretch that made me whimper. But he kept going, inch by inexorable inch, until his hips met my arse and he was buried to the hilt. After a few careful strokes the pain dissolved into a deep, throbbing pleasure that made my toes curl. 

“Oh fuck… I could get used to this,” I gasped, pulling off Phil’s cock for a moment. 

“I hope you do,” Phil murmured, a knowing smile in his voice. He knew exactly what he meant, and so did I. 

I grinned up at him and redoubled my efforts, sucking him hard and fast until his thighs began to tremble. With a deep groan he flooded my mouth with hot, salty cum. Almost at the same moment Chris drove in deep one last time and came, pulsing inside me in thick, powerful spurts. The feeling of being filled while Phil’s cock twitched on my tongue sent a dizzying wave of submissive pleasure through me. 

We came together in a messy, breathless three-way kiss, tongues sliding, bodies slick with sweat and cum, before collapsing in a tangle on the bed, Phil in the middle. 

When I woke, Chris had gone. Pale morning light filtered through the blinds. I wandered into the kitchen and found Phil at the counter wearing a sleek black satin camisole top and matching French knickers, both edged with delicate lace. The outfit clung to his toned body in a way that was unmistakably feminine. 

“Where’s Chris?” I asked, voice still rough with sleep. 

“Gone home.” 

I poured myself some orange juice and sat at the table. Phil sauntered over and settled sideways on my lap without hesitation. I rested a hand on his smooth thigh, stroking the hairless skin. Only then did I properly notice: his legs were completely depilated and shaped like a woman’s, calves curving elegantly. When he walked, he moved with the graceful sway of a model. 

Phil cupped my face in both hands and drew me into a long, slow kiss. Our tongues danced lazily. In the cold light of morning, part of me wanted to pull away, to pretend last night had been a one-off, a drunken mistake. But my body betrayed me. I kissed him back. 

“How long have you been like this?” I asked when we finally parted. 

“All my life,” he said softly. “Mum got me into it when I was young. She’s been Global League since before we left Earth. But I like it, Sam. I really like it.” 

The mention of the Global League sent a quiet jolt through me. It explained so much. 

Phil sensed my tension. He took my hand and guided it to the front of his satin knickers, pressing my palm against his hardening cock. “Tell me you didn’t enjoy last night.” 

I looked down at the shiny black material, at the outline of his erection, and began to rub him slowly. A reluctant smile tugged at my lips. 

“That’s the spirit,” he whispered, kissing my forehead. “Go and have a shower, then come back to bed.” 

I stood under the hot spray, soaping myself thoroughly. A few moments later Phil stepped in behind me. 

“Change of plan,” he said with a mischievous smile. 

He killed the water, lathered my legs with shaving foam, and took a razor to them with steady, practised strokes. I thought about stopping him, but didn’t. Shaving could be explained away easily enough, and arguing with a man holding a razor seemed unwise. He moved to my chest, then my pubic hair, carefully leaving a tiny heart shape just above my cock. He even shaved my face, though it barely needed it. Finally, he applied depilatory cream to my arms and the backs of my hands, scraping away every trace of hair. 

When he rinsed me off, my skin felt strangely sensitive, almost electric. Standing naked together in the steamy bathroom, I realised I was rock-hard, and so was Phil. We pulled each other close, kissing hungrily, our smooth bodies sliding together. 

After we broke apart, I quickly brushed my teeth. Phil was fiddling with something behind me. When I turned round, he had painted his fingernails and toenails a deep, glossy red. He knelt gracefully and did the same to mine, toes first, then fingers. I watched the dark crimson lacquer gleam and told myself it would come off easily enough. 

Finally, Phil reached into the cupboard and produced a bottle of perfume. He sprayed me first, neck, wrists, chest, then himself. The sweet, unmistakably feminine scent bloomed in the warm air. 

“Hey, that’s women’s perfume,” I protested. 

He shrugged, smiling. “I know.” 

My hair was still damp and tousled when Phil took my hand. “Come on,” he said, leading me into his bedroom. He sat me down at the dressing table and, without warning, removed the mirror. 

“Hey, what are you doing?” 

“Trust me,” he murmured, already running his fingers through my hair with practised ease. He had clearly planned this. I sat in tense silence as he worked, hearing the snip of scissors, the click of clips, the hiss of styling spray. When he finally stepped back and replaced the mirror, I stared at my reflection in open horror. 

He had added bright, feminine highlights that caught the light and shaped my hair into soft, unmistakably girlish waves that framed my face. 

“Jesus Christ, Phil! I can’t go out like this!” I shouted. 

“Don’t be such a cry-baby. It’ll comb out eventually.” 

“It had better!” 

Before I could argue further, he tilted my chin up and began applying make-up. Cool blue shadow on my eyelids, a light layer of foundation, careful eyeliner that made my eyes look larger and more striking. I flinched when he started plucking my eyebrows into a neat, feminine arch, but the result, I had to admit, wasn’t as ridiculous as I feared. When he stepped back, the person staring back at me looked… beautiful. Delicate. Almost convincingly pretty. 

Phil laid out lingerie for me: a red satin teddy trimmed with black lace, loose and flowing, and a pair of sheer black fishnet stockings. He did his own make-up quickly while I dressed. The satin felt cool and slippery against my newly smooth skin. I rolled the stockings up my legs, the mesh gripping my calves, and waited on the bed, heart hammering. 

Phil finally climbed over to me, eyes dark with hunger. 

“You look good enough to eat,” he whispered. 

He unclipped the crotch of the teddy, slicked my entrance with KY, and freed his cock from the side of his own French knickers. Lifting my legs over his shoulders, he pushed inside me in one long, steady thrust. I bit my lip hard against the burning stretch, but this time I was ready. Once his full eight inches were buried inside me, he leaned down and began sucking on my neck, leaving possessive love-bites while he fucked me with slow, deep rolls of his hips. I wrapped my arms around him, stroking his back and shoulders, lost in the rhythm. 

We spent the entire day like that, lazy, filthy, insatiable, only pausing at lunchtime to order pizza. 

When the doorbell rang, Phil tossed me a short red satin robe edged with lace. “Put that over what you’re wearing and answer it.” 

“I can’t go to the door like this!” 

“Sure you can. Go on.” The bell rang again, more insistently. 

I took a deep breath, pulled the flimsy robe around me, and opened the door. The pizza delivery kid, barely eighteen, by the look of him, froze mid-sentence, eyes wide. 

“Errrr…” 

I decided to own it. “Yeah, I’m a guy. And through there,” I jerked my thumb toward the bedroom, “is another guy dressed in women’s underwear who I’ve been fucking all day.” 

A slow, delighted grin spread across the kid’s face. “Well… if you don’t fancy paying for the pizza, I could always cover it…” 

I couldn’t help smiling. He looked so eager and nervous at the same time. 

“Are you a virgin, Max?” I asked, reading the name on his badge. 

He shuffled his feet. “Yee-es…” 

“Come in.” 

I shut the door behind him. Phil emerged from the bedroom in his black satin camisole and knickers, smiling like a predator. 

“Well, what’s your name?” he asked, already stroking the boy’s chest and palming the growing bulge in his trousers. 

“Max…” 

“Get undressed, Max.” 

The lad stripped quickly, standing there flushed and awkwardly hard. Phil and I moved in together, running our hands over his smooth, teenage body. I still couldn’t quite believe I was doing this, but the thrill was undeniable. I lubed two fingers and worked them into his tight arse, pumping gently. Max sighed and pushed back, clearly enjoying it. When he was ready, I sat on the edge of the bed, slicked my cock, and pulled him down onto me in one smooth motion. He hissed at the sting, begging me to slow down, but I kept going until I was buried to the hilt. 

“Hush… relax. It’ll feel good soon.” 

It did. Before long Max was squirming and bouncing on my lap. We moved him onto all fours, and I fucked him hard while Phil sucked him off. Max came explosively down Phil’s throat within seconds, but kept moaning for more. I filled his arse with my own load, then Phil immediately took my place, sliding into the slick, gaping hole for sloppy seconds. 

When Max finally left, dazed, grinning, and walking a little bow-legged, we ate the cold pizza straight from the box, showered together, and spent the rest of the afternoon experimenting with more of Phil’s extensive collection of lingerie and outfits. 

That evening we lay tangled in each other’s arms, skin warm and slick, trading lazy kisses. I was wearing a baby-pink lacy babydoll with matching skimpy knickers that barely covered anything. Phil looked elegant in a long, emerald satin nightgown with delicate lace cups that hinted at the shape of breasts he didn’t have. 

My arse was deliciously sore after being fucked at least thirty times throughout the day. Every shift of my hips reminded me exactly what we’d done. 

“So… what do you think?” Phil asked softly, tracing a finger along my collarbone. “Do you reckon you’re gay now?” 

I considered it for a long moment. “No. I don’t think I can stay like this. Let’s keep it to this weekend, yeah? Then back to normal on Monday.” 

“We’ll see,” he replied with a small, knowing smile. 

The sex continued all weekend, hungry, playful, and relentless. 

On Monday I combed my hair into a deliberately masculine style, scrubbed off every trace of make-up, and banished all the feminine clothes to the back of Phil’s wardrobe. At university, people kept giving me strange looks. I told myself it was paranoia, but the feeling clung to me like perfume. 

When I got home I intended to change into normal clothes. Instead, I found myself standing in front of Phil’s open drawer, heart beating faster. 

Heck, one more night won’t kill me. 

I slipped into a sexy black satin bra and thong set, a frilly white blouse, and a short pleated mini-skirt. I did my make-up with growing confidence, sprayed on perfume, and restyled my hair into soft, feminine waves. 

The moment Phil walked through the door I jumped into his arms and kissed him deeply. 

“Mmmm. Lovely. Hi, babe,” he murmured against my lips. 

“Hi, sweetheart,” I replied, the sarcasm only half-hearted. 

“I thought you didn’t want to continue this?” 

I didn’t answer with words. Instead I turned around, braced my hands against the wall, lifted my skirt, pulled my thong aside and lubed my hole. Looking back over my shoulder, I licked my lips and said, “Fuck my arse.” 

Phil didn’t hesitate. He freed his cock and slammed into me in one hard thrust, pounding me right there in the hallway, standing up against the open front door. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the corridor. 

Our neighbour, a big, burly man in his forties, opened his door at exactly the wrong moment. I looked him straight in the eye, blew him a kiss and purred, “You can have me next, big boy.” 

He slammed his door so hard the frame rattled. 

Later that evening, curled safely in Phil’s arms, I finally admitted the truth. 

“Okay… I can’t ignore what happened. It felt too good. So, when we’re at home, I’ll wear women’s clothes… sometimes. Not always. Deal?” 

Phil smiled. “Sounds perfect to me.” 

The next morning I stood in front of my drawer for a long time, seriously considering wearing a pair of Phil’s French knickers under my jeans. In the end, cowardice won. I stuck with boxers. I did notice, however, that Phil always wore women’s knickers to lectures, and often had stockings on beneath long socks. 

At lunchtime I slipped into the toilets. I had just finished when Phil walked in behind me. 

“Hi, Sam,” he said, giving my balls a playful squeeze and a kiss on the cheek. I returned the favour with a grin. 

That evening when I got home, Phil was already there, looking stunning in a scarlet blouse and a long, flowing matching skirt. I walked straight over, slid onto his lap and kissed him slow and deep. 

“Hi, sweetie,” I whispered. “How was your day?” 

“Long. Boring.” I could feel his hard cock pressing up through the silky fabric. I slid down between his legs, took him into my mouth and sucked him lovingly, savouring every inch. He came with a deep groan, flooding my mouth until some of it dribbled down onto my trousers. 

I went to my room to change and opened my underwear drawer. It was full of nothing but female lingerie, satin, lace, silk, every colour. 

“Mate, have you been going through my drawers?” I called out. 

“Not as such…” 

“Where’s all my normal underwear?” 

“There.” 

“No, my male underwear.” 

Phil appeared in the doorway, calm and unapologetic. “I saw you hesitating this morning. So I threw it all out and replaced it. You don’t need to choose any more.” 

For a second I was furious. I lifted a finger, ready to shout, then just growled and stormed off. 

In my room I put on a lacy purple thong, a matching flat bra, and a suspender belt with sheer stockings. I did my make-up and hair, then walked back into the living room with eyeliner still in my hand. 

“What are you actually trying to do here?” I demanded. “Last week everything was normal. Now look at me. Why are you doing this?” 

Phil met my eyes without flinching. 

“Because I want you, Sam.” 

The words landed like a quiet bomb. 

“You… want me?” I whispered, barely audible. 

“Yes.” His voice was soft but steady. “We’ve been best friends since we were kids. We moved here together. Since I was old enough to understand what love was, I’ve been in love with you.” 

Something inside me shifted. 

I walked towards him slowly, placing one foot directly in front of the other, hips swaying with the feminine grace I’d studied from Phil and from countless women. I lifted one leg over his and settled on his lap, wrapping my arms around his neck. Leaning in, I kissed him, long, slow, wet, and devastatingly tender. Our tongues danced, and I realised it was the softest, most perfect kiss of my life. 

When our lips finally parted, I rested my forehead against his. 

“Thank you for the lingerie. It’s lovely.” I paused, then added shyly, “If you don’t mind… I’d like to move into your room.” 

Phil’s face lit up. He pulled me into a tight hug. “I’d love that.” 

That evening we moved all my things into his room. By the time we were finished, the second bedroom stood empty, a quiet symbol of the line we had crossed. 

We eventually showered together, taking our time under the hot spray, then dried each other with soft towels. I slipped into a long, dark-blue satin nightdress with a lacy hem and delicate lace cups that brushed against my smooth chest. Phil chose a sheer yellow babydoll nightie that left almost nothing to the imagination, paired with matching yellow stockings. The moment he saw me, his cock rose to full, proud attention. 

We slid into bed and immediately melted into each other, legs entwined, hands roaming, satin sliding sensuously over skin. Phil pushed my nightdress up, exposing my hardening cock, then swung his legs over me into a sixty-nine. We sucked each other slowly, lovingly, lost in wet heat and soft moans. 

After a while I rolled him onto his back, lubed two fingers and opened him carefully. Then I pressed my cock against his hole and sank inside. We made love face to face, kissing deeply as I rocked in and out of him with long, steady strokes. 

“Oh, I love you,” Phil whispered against my lips. 

I kissed his cheek tenderly but couldn’t quite say the words back. I don’t think he expected me to, not yet. 

It wasn’t long before I came deep inside him, groaning into his mouth. I stayed there, still half-hard, softening slowly in his warmth while he smiled up at me like the happiest man alive. 

Phil eventually rolled me over and returned the favour. He entered me gently, then fucked me for a long, luxurious twenty-five minutes while we kissed almost constantly. I could feel my own cum slowly leaking from his arse onto my thighs, the filthy sight and sensation made me rock-hard again. 

“Again?” Phil asked, still thrusting, his voice strained with impending orgasm. 

I nodded eagerly. “I’m going to have a sore arse after this.” 

“Great,” he grinned. 

Seconds later he buried himself to the hilt and flooded me with another heavy load. We kissed again, but I gave him only a moment’s rest before positioning him on his knees, hands gripping the headboard. I slammed into him hard and fast, fucking him with raw need while I reached around and stroked his cock. Phil screamed in pleasure, the bed creaking violently beneath us. 

“Oh my God! That is so good!” 

We came together again, loud and messy. 

Then it was my turn. I got on all fours, looked back at him with a wicked smile and licked my lips. 

“Come get me, big boy. Fuck my tight little arsehole. Fill me with your man-cum.” 

Phil’s eyes darkened. “Oh, you’re going to get it, you little bitch. I’m going to pump you so full.” 

He rammed into me and fucked me senseless. 

We went at it all night, pausing only for brief, panting rests. By the time grey morning light crept through the blinds we had lost count, somewhere around the twentieth round. Both our arses were sore and swollen, but neither of us cared. We needed to be inside each other. It felt like we had properly christened the bed as our first night living together. 

We showered again, then Phil gently applied a cooling cream to my tender hole. I did the same for him, massaging it in carefully. 

Back in the bedroom I chose white silk knickers that cupped my arse beautifully and a pair of self-suspending white stockings. I pulled thick male socks over them and dressed normally on top. The constant whisper of silk and lace against my smooth skin kept me half-hard all morning. It felt deliciously wicked. 

Before lunch, Sarah approached me in the corridor. 

“Sam, I’m being thrown out of my apartment. You wouldn’t happen to know anyone with a free room, would you?” 

I swallowed. For a second I was convinced she knew everything, but her expression was genuinely stressed. 

“Why? What happened?” 

“My contract’s up and the landlord’s accepted a higher offer. I’ve tried everywhere, it’s the middle of term.” She looked almost embarrassed. “I know I’ve been a bitch to you, but I’m desperate.” 

I thought about it. She had been arrogant, but I wasn’t one to hold grudges. 

“I might be able to help. Meet me here at three.” 

“Cheers, Sam. And… sorry for being such a cow. It’s mostly just front.” 

Later that afternoon I met Phil in the men’s toilets. In a locked cubicle I dropped to my knees and sucked him off with desperate hunger, swallowing every drop when he came. He returned the favour, bringing me off quickly and quietly. 

Over drinks in the student bar I told him about Sarah. 

“Hmm… we should help her,” Phil said. “We can’t leave a fellow student homeless.” 

I nodded. “Invite her round, show her how we live, and make it very clear that if she breathes a word to anyone, she’s out.” 

“It’s a risk.” 

Phil shrugged. “Maybe. But I think she can handle it.” 

At three o’clock I met Sarah and explained we had a room free. 

She threw her arms around me in a tight hug. Her friends slapped me on the back, calling me a legend. 

“But there are conditions,” I added. “You’d better come round so we can talk properly.” 

When we got back to the flat, Sarah looked around appreciatively. “This is lovely! But… there are only two bedrooms.” 

“Sit down, Sarah,” I said seriously. “We need to tell you something, and you have to swear not to tell anyone.” 

“You’re gay?” she guessed immediately. 

“Sort of,” I replied. 

“No problem at all,” she said, completely unfazed. “Your business.” 

I glanced at Phil, then continued. “It only started last week. First time for both of us, really. We also… cross-dress at home.” 

Sarah’s eyes widened, then she let out a delighted squeal. “That is so cute! Oh my God, I’m going to love living here!” 

Phil and I exchanged surprised smiles. 

“We’re not exactly private about sex either,” I added. 

Sarah grinned. “Fine by me. You can fuck right in front of me if you want, I might have to finger myself while I watch.” 

We both laughed. 

“One more thing,” she asked, eyes sparkling. “Do you two wear women’s underwear to uni?” 

We both nodded. 

“That is so cool,” she breathed. “I’m definitely moving in. What about my friends? We usually have a weekly get-together…” 

We glanced at each other. “Let us know when it is,” I said, “and we’ll dress normally that day.” 

“Cool.” 

“Then it’s settled. Welcome to the flat, Sarah!” 

She beamed. “Thank you! I’m going to love it here. Any chance you guys could help me move the rest of my stuff?” 

We spent the evening shifting boxes and bags. By late night Sarah was officially living with us. 

Phil and I slipped away to change. I chose a red satin strapless basque with black lace trim, matching knickers, and sheer black stockings. Over it I wore a frilly red blouse with puffed short sleeves and a lacy front, then a tight black skirt with a daring slit that ran all the way up my thigh. I finished with hair, make-up, and nails. 

Sarah’s eyes widened when she saw me. “My God, you’re gorgeous! But something’s missing… I know. You need your ears pierced. I’ll do it right now.” 

I hesitated, then nodded. She numbed my lobes with ice and pushed the needle through. When I looked in the mirror, I realised she hadn’t used plain studs, delicate feminine chain earrings now dangled from my ears, catching the light with every movement. She did the same to Phil. 

“Don’t take them out for six weeks,” she ordered. 

“Why chains?” I asked. 

“To complement your outfit, obviously.” She smiled sweetly. “And don’t worry, lots of guys wear them these days. You’ll be fine.” 

Phil stepped close, eyes dark with lust. “You look so fucking sexy in them, Sam.” 

I smiled and pulled him into a long, deep kiss. Sarah watched openly, one hand slipping between her legs, slowly rubbing herself. 

“What do you think, Phil?” I murmured. “Should we give Sarah a little gay sex show?” 

“Love to,” he grinned. 

“Oh yes, please!” Sarah begged. 

I dropped to my knees, lifted Phil’s leather mini-skirt, and took his cock into my mouth, sucking him with slow, wet devotion. Sarah moaned, now rubbing her clit openly. 

Phil came hard down my throat, but I let some of his load spill across my face. I scooped it onto my finger and offered it to Sarah. She sucked it off eagerly, eyes glazed with arousal. 

Then I bent Phil over so he was holding onto Sarah for support. I lubed my cock and pushed into his still-tender hole. He hissed, we were both sore from the night before, but pushed back against me. 

“We made love more than twenty times last night,” I told her between thrusts. 

“My God, that’s amazing,” Sarah breathed. “I wish I’d seen it.” 

That was the last time we fucked that night. We were exhausted. Sarah disappeared into her room, but we could clearly hear her frantic moans as she brought herself to a loud orgasm. 

The next morning Sarah bounced into our room while we were getting ready. 

“Let me dress you both!” she insisted. 

She picked out orange panties, a matching suspender belt, stockings, and a flat orange bra. I put them on but baulked at the bra. 

“No one will see it under a sweater. Live a little!” She winked. 

“Fuck it,” I muttered, and slipped it on. I wore the frilly blouse from the night before beneath a thick sweater. 

Halfway through the lecture I froze. I’d forgotten to remove the nail polish. Claire had already noticed and was whispering to her friends. The news reached Sarah, who looked shocked for a second before telling Sophie, “Leave him alone. He’s a nice guy.” She winked at me. I smiled back gratefully. 

After class the girls surrounded me. 

“Shall we tell them?” Sarah asked. 

“I think you’d better.” 

“Sam’s a cross-dresser,” she announced cheerfully, “and he’s gay, well, bi at least. That’s why I can stay in their flat. He sleeps with Phil.” 

“Oh my God, that’s so cute!” The girls swarmed us with hugs and kisses. Phil wandered over and got the same treatment. We explained everything. 

“Come to class dressed as a woman tomorrow!” Sophie suggested. 

“Even better, can we come round tonight and help you get ready?” Claire asked. 

“Sure,” I said, “but I’m not sure about tomorrow.” 

“Don’t worry,” Sarah grinned. “He’s already dressed up. Take the sweater off, Sam.” 

I hesitated, then pulled it off. The frilly blouse drew delighted squeals. I spent the rest of the day like that. 

That evening the girls descended on the flat. They dyed my hair a bright, permanent blonde and styled it in soft, unmistakably feminine waves. They pierced my nose and did my make-up better than I ever had. Phil and I put on a full, filthy sex show while they watched and masturbated. 

The next day I went to class in a cropped blouse that showed my smooth midriff and feminine shoulders, paired with a loose PVC mini-skirt that let the tops of my suspenders peek out, an outfit the girls had chosen the night before. 

But the moment I entered the lecture hall, something felt wrong. The students were sniggering. When our lecturer arrived, my mother was right behind her. My teacher locked the door with a quiet click. 

“Well, well, well,” my mother purred. She was dressed like a high-class whore in a tight red rubber mini-dress. “Phil, you’ve done an excellent job turning little Sammy into such a perfect slut.” 

My blood ran cold. 

“Okay, girls,” she continued, “do your stuff. Break him in properly. Then Phil can have him as his personal slave.” 

All the girls in the class stood up. Every single one of them was wearing a strap-on dildo. 

Mum walked over, grabbed me by the hair, and bent me roughly over the desk. I couldn’t move. 

“Why?” I gasped as the first girl rammed her dildo deep into my arse. 

“Because you now belong to the Global League, darling. Phil was one of the few men who willingly signed his life over to us. As a reward, he gets his freedom and a slave of his choice. He chose you.” She smiled coldly. “And I personally love watching you get fucked like this. It reminds me so much of what I did to your father.” 

The brutal realisation hit me like ice water. 

What the hell was I doing? 

I had to get away. 

The first thrust drove the air from my lungs. The thick dildo stretched me brutally, still sore from the night’s endless fucking. I cried out, fingers scrabbling uselessly against the desk. 

“Get off me!” I snarled, but another girl grabbed my wrists and pinned them above my head. A third yanked my cropped blouse open, exposing the orange bra Sarah had insisted I wear. 

Mum leaned down, her perfume thick and sweet, lips brushing my ear. “Struggle all you like, sweetheart. It only makes you wetter. Just like your father did.” 

I tried to buck the girl off, but the dildo sank deeper, rubbing relentlessly against that spot inside me. Shame and unwanted pleasure twisted together. My cock, traitorously hard, strained against the front of my PVC skirt. 

Phil stood to one side, watching with dark, hungry eyes. He wasn’t smiling exactly, but the look on his face was pure satisfaction. 

Sarah stepped forward next, stroking her strap-on. “Sorry, Sam,” she whispered, though her voice trembled with excitement. “I really do like you… but this is bigger than all of us.” She pushed into me the moment the first girl pulled out, smoother but no less relentless. 

I groaned, hips jerking involuntarily. The class had turned into an audience, some girls touching themselves, others filming on discreet wrist-cams. The betrayal burned hotter than the ache in my arse. 

Mum circled the desk like a predator. “You really thought Phil just happened to bring you into this life? Sweet boy. He’s been grooming you for years. The Global League has plans for Kass, and pretty, obedient boys like you are part of them.” 

Another girl took her turn. Then another. They used me in a steady rotation while Mum narrated every filthy detail, how my father had been broken the same way back on Earth, how he now lived happily as her collared house-husband. Each thrust pushed me closer to the edge despite myself. My cock leaked steadily onto the floor. 

Phil finally stepped closer. He cupped my chin and made me look at him while Claire pounded me hard from behind. 

“You’re mine now, Sam,” he said softly. “Say it.” 

“Fuck you,” I gasped, even as my hips started pushing back. 

He smiled, almost tenderly, and kissed me. The gentleness of it while I was being used so roughly broke something inside me. A helpless moan escaped into his mouth as I came hard, untouched, splattering the tiles beneath the desk. 

The girls cheered. 

Mum clapped slowly. “Beautiful. Phase one complete.” 

They dragged me upright on shaky legs. Cum, real and synthetic, ran down my thighs. My make-up was ruined, blonde hair plastered to my tear-streaked face, earrings swinging. 

Sarah handed Phil a slim silver collar. He fastened it around my neck with a soft click. It felt warm, almost alive against my skin. 

“Welcome to the family,” he whispered, stroking my cheek. “You’re going to look so pretty in the dresses I’ve already bought for you.” 

I wanted to scream. I wanted to run. But my legs wouldn’t obey and my spent cock twitched again at his words. 

Mum snapped her fingers. “Take him home, Phil. Break him in properly tonight. The League will want a full report by morning.” 

As they marched me out of the lecture hall, skirt still rucked up, blouse open, collar gleaming, I caught one last look at the empty second bedroom in my mind. 

It wasn’t a spare room anymore. 

It was going to be my dressing room. 

Phil kept one arm possessively around my waist the entire journey home. Sarah walked on my other side, chatting brightly as though she hadn’t just helped gang-fuck me in front of the entire class. 

By the time we reached the flat I was trembling with exhaustion, humiliation… and something far more dangerous. 

Desire. 

Phil locked the door behind us, turned, and smiled. 

“Bedroom, slut. We’re just getting started.” 

Phil’s hand stayed firm on the small of my back as he guided me through the front door. The silver collar felt heavier now, warm against my throat like a living thing. 

“Bedroom, slut,” he said calmly. “We’re just getting started.” 

Sarah gave me a sympathetic little smile as she headed to her own room. “I’ll give you two some privacy… for now.” 

The moment the bedroom door clicked shut behind us, Phil spun me around and shoved me face-first onto the bed. My PVC skirt rode up, exposing my cum-streaked arse and the orange thong pulled to one side. 

“Look at you,” he murmured, voice thick with satisfaction. “Already dripping for it. My perfect little wife-to-be.” 

I tried to push myself up. “Phil, stop. This isn’t funny anymore. I didn’t sign up for, ” 

He grabbed the back of my neck and pressed me down harder. “You signed up the moment you swallowed my cum the first time, Sam. You just didn’t know it.” His free hand stroked my collar. “This thing? It’s got a tracker. Mild pleasure emitters too. The League’s latest model. The more you fight, the better it feels.” 

A low, warm pulse radiated from the collar straight down my spine. My spent cock twitched traitorously against the satin sheets. 

Phil stripped slowly, enjoying the show he was making me watch. When he was naked he climbed over me, his hard cock sliding between my slick cheeks. 

“You’re going to beg for this every night from now on,” he whispered, teasing my hole with the head. “And you’re going to thank me after.” 

He pushed in with one long thrust. I groaned into the pillow, still sore, still stretched, yet the fullness made my eyes roll back. The collar pulsed again, sending sparks of unwanted pleasure through my groin. 

“Fuck… Phil…” 

“That’s better.” He started fucking me with deep, possessive strokes. “Say my name properly.” 

“Phil… please…” 

“Please what?” 

I hated how broken my voice sounded. “Please… fuck me.” 

He rewarded me by pounding harder, the wet slap of his hips against my arse filling the room. Every thrust pushed fresh cum out of me, running down my thighs. My own cock was rock-hard again, trapped beneath me. 

Phil leaned down, biting my shoulder. “Your mum’s been waiting years for this. She picked you out for me when we were sixteen. Said you’d make such a pretty bitch once you stopped fighting.” 

The revelation hit like a slap. My mother, the woman who had raised me, had planned this. The move to Kass, the flat with Phil, all of it. 

Phil felt me tense and laughed softly. “Don’t worry. You’ll see her again soon. She wants to watch me collar you properly at the League ceremony next month. You’ll wear white, lots of lace. And you’ll walk down the aisle with your cock locked in a pretty little cage.” 

He reached under me and started stroking my cock in time with his thrusts. The combination was devastating. I came again with a broken sob, painting the sheets while he kept fucking me through it. 

Only when I was shaking and whimpering did he finally bury himself deep and unload, flooding me with another hot load. 

He stayed inside me as he softened, kissing the back of my neck almost tenderly. 

“See? You’re already getting better at this.” He pulled out slowly, watching his cum leak from my ruined hole with obvious pride. “Now go clean yourself up. Sarah wants a turn before bed, and I promised her she could ride your face while I fuck you.” 

I lay there panting, tears of shame and confused pleasure drying on my cheeks. 

Part of me still screamed to run. 

The rest of me, the part that had spent all weekend addicted to Phil’s cock, was already wondering how Sarah’s pussy would taste while Phil used me again. 

Phil stroked my blonde hair. “Good girl,” he whispered. 

And God help me… the collar pulsed warmly at the praise. 

One month later 

I stood in front of the full-length mirror in what used to be my bedroom, now my private dressing room, and barely recognised the person staring back. 

My hair was a sleek, platinum-blonde bob with soft waves that brushed my shoulders. The League-approved hormones had already begun their work: my skin was smoother, my waist narrower, my arse rounder and fuller. Small, sensitive breasts, barely A-cups but undeniably real, pushed against the sheer black lace of my bra. My nipples were pierced with tiny silver rings that Phil loved to tug on. The silver collar around my neck had been upgraded to a permanent model: slim, elegant, engraved with Phil’s initials and a discreet tracking chip. 

I was dressed for a quiet evening at home: a baby-pink satin babydoll that barely covered my arse, matching thong, and sheer white stockings clipped to a delicate suspender belt. My nails were long, glossy pink, and my make-up was flawless, permanent lip tint, subtle eyeliner tattoos, and soft blush that never needed reapplying. The chain earrings and delicate nose stud completed the look. 

I looked like a pretty, obedient little wife. 

And I hated how much I loved it. 

Phil walked in behind me and wrapped his arms around my waist, hands sliding up to cup my budding breasts. He kissed the side of my neck, right above the collar. 

“Look at you, baby,” he murmured. “My perfect little slut. Mum’s going to be so proud when she sees you at the ceremony next week.” 

I leaned back against him, feeling his hard cock press against my arse through his silk robe. My own caged cock, locked in a delicate pink chastity device for the past three weeks, twitched uselessly. 

“Yes, Sir,” I whispered. The words came easily now. 

Sarah appeared in the doorway, wearing nothing but a sheer red robe. “Dinner’s ready, boys. And Sam, you look edible.” 

The three of us had fallen into a comfortable, filthy routine. I cooked most nights in lingerie, served them on my knees if they wanted, and spent most evenings being used by one or both of them. The League had even started sending “trainers”, older women who taught me proper cock-sucking technique, posture, and how to walk in heels. My arse was rarely empty for long. 

But something had begun to shift in the last few days. 

Little things. A whispered conversation between Sarah and a girl I didn’t recognise outside the flat. A data chip slipped into my handbag by a barista who gave me a meaningful look. And tonight, as I was clearing the table after dinner, my wrist comm vibrated with an encrypted message. 

Resistance cell 17. Rooftop garden, midnight. Come alone. We know what they did to you. There is still a way out. 

My heart slammed against my ribs. 

Phil noticed my sudden tension. “Everything alright, princess?” 

I forced a smile and pressed back against him. “Just horny, Sir. Can I suck you while Sarah rides your face?” 

He laughed and pulled me in for a deep kiss. “Good girl.” 

Later that night, after they had both used me thoroughly and fallen asleep in a sweaty tangle, I slipped out of bed. I pulled on a long black coat over my lingerie, slid my feet into heeled boots, and quietly left the flat. 

The rooftop garden was deserted, lit only by soft solar lamps and the twin moons of Kass. A figure stepped out from behind a trellis, a tall woman in a hooded jacket, face half-hidden. 

“Sam?” she asked quietly. 

I nodded, pulse racing. 

“My name is Lena. I’m with the Kass Resistance. We’ve been watching the Global League’s expansion. What they’re doing to you, the hormones, the collar, the public breaking, it’s happening to hundreds of young men across the planet. But you’re different. You still have fire in your eyes.” 

I touched the collar instinctively. “They own me. Phil… he’s my best friend. Was. And my mother…” My voice cracked. 

Lena’s expression softened. “We can remove the collar. We can reverse most of the changes if we catch them early enough. But you have to choose. Come with us tonight and we’ll get you somewhere safe. Or stay, and in two weeks you’ll be walking down the aisle in a white wedding dress to become Phil’s legal property for life.” 

She held out a small device. “This will block the tracker for six hours. Enough time to disappear.” 

I stared at the device, then back towards the lift that would take me home to the warm bed where Phil and Sarah were sleeping. 

Part of me, the addicted, broken part, wanted to run back downstairs and beg Phil to fuck me again. But another part, smaller but still screaming, remembered who I used to be. 

I reached out and took the device from her hand. 

“Tell me what I have to do.” 

Lena gave me a quick, approving nod and pressed the small cylindrical device against the side of my collar. It hummed softly for three seconds, then clicked. 

“Tracker’s looped. You’ve got six hours before it pings as suspicious. After that, they’ll know something’s wrong.” She handed me a slim black backpack. “Inside are civilian clothes, a burner comm, and a temporary neural blocker. Put it on now, it’ll dull the collar’s pleasure emitters so you can think straight.” 

I slipped the thin band behind my ear. The constant warm throb that had lived in my belly for weeks faded to a distant echo. For the first time in a month my head felt almost clear. 

Lena led me across the rooftop to a service hatch. “We have a safe house two districts over. A surgeon who used to work for the League before she defected. She can remove the collar permanently and start flushing the hormones if you commit tonight. But once you walk through that door, there’s no going back. Phil will hunt for you. Your mother will make it personal.” 

I swallowed hard, the taste of Phil’s cum still lingering on my tongue from earlier. My caged cock gave a useless twitch at the memory. 

“I… I need to think,” I whispered. 

Lena’s eyes sharpened. “You don’t have time to think prettily, Sam. They’re marrying you off in nine days. After that you’ll be legally his property. The collar gets upgraded. The cage becomes permanent. And they’ll start you on the full fertility drugs so Phil can breed you on camera for League propaganda.” 

The words hit like ice. 

I looked down at my painted nails, the swell of my small breasts under the coat, the smooth shaved legs in stockings. I had let myself become this. I had begged for it. 

But I wasn’t ready to disappear completely. 

“I’ll come with you,” I said, voice steadier than I felt, “but not tonight. I need one more day. I have to get something from the flat, evidence. Files Phil keeps on his private terminal about League recruitment on campus. If I can copy them, it could help you.” 

Lena studied me for a long second, then sighed. “Risky. But useful. Alright. Twenty-four hours. Meet me tomorrow night at the old hydroponics tower, sector 7, 02:00. If you’re not there, we assume you’ve been fully turned or caught. We won’t come looking again.” 

She pressed a small data spike into my palm. “Plug this into any League terminal. It’ll copy everything and self-destruct.” 

Then she was gone, melting into the shadows like she’d never been there. 

I crept back into the flat just before dawn. Phil was still asleep, sprawled naked across our bed, one arm draped possessively where I should have been. Sarah lay curled against his side. The room smelled of sex and perfume. 

I stripped off the coat, hid the backpack and neural blocker behind a false panel in my dressing room, then slipped back into bed between them. Phil stirred, pulled me close, and instinctively pushed his morning-hard cock against my arse. 

“Missed you, princess,” he mumbled, already sliding into me with lazy familiarity. I gasped softly as he filled me, the collar’s muted pleasure mixing with real sensation. 

I let him fuck me slowly while Sarah slept. When he came inside me with a sleepy groan, I whispered, “I love waking up like this, Sir.” 

He kissed my shoulder, content. 

All day I played the perfect slave, cooking breakfast in nothing but an apron, sucking Phil off under the table while he studied, letting Sarah ride my face until she came twice. Every moan, every “Yes, Sir,” was calculated now. Inside, my mind was spinning. 

That night, while Phil was in the shower, I slipped into his study, plugged the data spike into his terminal, and copied everything I could. Recruitment lists. Names of boys already targeted. Plans for the mass wedding ceremony next week. 

The spike finished and dissolved into harmless dust just as Phil walked back in wearing only a towel. 

He smiled when he saw me on my knees in front of his desk in a tiny white lace teddy. 

“Couldn’t wait for me, slut?” 

I crawled to him, took his cock into my mouth, and sucked him with genuine hunger, half performance, half desperate need. While he fucked my throat, I thought about the resistance, about freedom, about the boy I used to be. 

Later, as he slept again, I lay awake between him and Sarah, cum leaking from both holes, small breasts rising and falling with each breath. 

Tomorrow night I would meet Lena. 

Tomorrow night I would have to choose, once and for all. 

The next twenty-four hours passed in a haze of silk, cum and carefully rehearsed obedience. 

I cooked breakfast wearing only heels and an apron, served Phil and Sarah on my knees, and let them use me twice before lectures. In class I sat with my legs elegantly crossed, the short pleated skirt riding high enough that the tops of my stockings showed, and I felt every eye on me. The collar hummed softly against my throat, feeding me wave after wave of warm, submissive pleasure. My caged cock leaked steadily into my lace panties. 

By evening I was trembling with need and something far darker, a deep, syrupy acceptance that had been growing for weeks. 

I told Phil I was popping out for “a quick errand” and slipped into the night wearing a long coat over my favourite outfit: the red satin basque, black stockings, and the tiny thong that barely covered my cage. The neural blocker was still behind my ear, but I hadn’t used it. I no longer wanted my head clear. 

The hydroponics tower was dark and silent when I arrived. Lena stepped out from the shadows exactly on time, relief on her face. 

“You came. Good. The surgeon is waiting. We can have that collar off in under an hour and, ” 

I smiled at her. A soft, pretty, utterly broken smile. 

“I’m not leaving.” 

Lena froze. “Sam… what?” 

I took a slow step closer, hips swaying the way the League trainers had taught me. “I thought I wanted out. I really did. But last night, lying between them, full of Phil’s cum and Sarah’s taste on my tongue… I realised something.” My voice dropped to a whisper. “I don’t want to be free. I want to belong to him. To them. To the Global League.” 

She reached for the small stun baton at her belt, but I was already speaking into the hidden comm pinned to my bra strap. 

“Phase complete. Target acquired.” 

Red lights flared across the rooftop as six League security drones dropped from the darkness. Lena spun, but it was too late. A soft pulse from my collar, the upgraded one Phil had fitted that morning, sent a crippling wave of pleasure through her nervous system. She dropped to her knees with a gasp. 

I knelt gracefully in front of her, stroking her cheek with a manicured finger. 

“They told me you’d try to recruit me,” I said sweetly. “Phil knew from the beginning. My mother too. They let me think I had a choice because it made the surrender so much sweeter.” I leaned in and kissed her trembling lips, tasting her shock. “Thank you for the data spike, by the way. It’s already been analysed. Your entire cell will be rounded up by morning.” 

Lena’s eyes widened in horror. “You… you double-crossed us.” 

I nodded happily, the collar pulsing its approval straight into my brain. “I’m not Sam any more. I’m Phil’s pretty little wife-to-be. His brainwashed simp. His property.” The words sent a delicious shiver through me. “And I’ve never been happier.” 

Two female League officers stepped forward and cuffed Lena. As they led her away she looked back at me once, betrayed, broken. 

I just blew her a kiss. 

Phil was waiting when I got home, lounging on the sofa in a black silk robe. Sarah knelt at his feet, collared and collared herself now, eyes glassy with the same obedient bliss I felt. 

I dropped to my knees in the doorway, coat falling open to reveal the lingerie beneath. 

“Mission accomplished, Sir,” I purred. “The resistance cell is finished. Lena sends her regards.” 

Phil’s smile was slow and proud. He crooked a finger and I crawled to him, pressing my face into his lap and kissing the bulge of his cock through the silk. 

“Good girl,” he murmured, stroking my platinum hair. “My perfect, brainwashed little slut.” 

I looked up at him with pure, unconditional adoration, the last fragments of the old Sam dissolving in a warm pink fog of submission. 

“I love you, Sir,” I whispered, meaning it with every cell in my body. “I love the Global League. I love being yours.” 

Phil pulled me up into a deep, possessive kiss while Sarah nuzzled between my legs, licking at the wet spot on my thong. 

Tomorrow I would walk down the aisle in white lace and become his legal wife and slave in front of the entire planet. And I couldn’t wait. 

The End. 
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