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Submitting with Stepsister Part 4:

Chapter 1


Chapter 1

You looked around the grimy, little flat above the tool shop for possibly the last time. So many memories were caked into the walls, floors and dilapidated furniture of this place. So many stains of spilt takeout sauces and bodily fluids. Right here was where you had lost every virginity you'd had. The cracked mirror in the bathroom had seen your reflection turn every shade from innocent young schoolboy, into make-upped, balloon-breasted cumbucket. 

You'd had some good times here… as well as difficult ones. Laughing and joking with Skeg and his friends, your new adopted family… even as they'd plonked you from lap to lap like a fuckable game of pass the parcel. You'd certainly learned some things about yourself, over the years. Your truest wants, dreams, purpose and capabilities. The scared little crossdresser who'd first crossed this threshold could never have known just how many unknown men and women he'd end up bringing to climax here. You felt a strange burst of pride there… and nostalgia. For those times when you'd first set out upon this path; a timid eighteen year old boy in your stepsister’s ill-fitting dress and panties. The degrading, humiliating embarrassment of trying to pretend you were someone you weren’t… before sucking cock became just second nature to you.

There was a piece of peeling wallpaper, next to the light switch. You tore it off and popped it into your pushed up cleavage… still not quite used to the novelty of having an ample storage area there. Skeg had spent a small fortune getting you the best breasts money could buy, so you felt you should make use of them in every capacity you could. You'd keep that little memento of times gone by there, as long as possible. Then you clicked the lights off and headed downstairs, to where the others were waiting.

Your stepsibling was leaning against the counter, looking as radiant as ever. No hint of the two pregnancies she had now gone through left on her perfect body… Though the baby glued to her unveiled breast might count as one. Little Jakob looked up at you with calm, clever eyes. His older sister, Josephine, made herself known in much more raucous terms. 

"Aunty Jo! Let’s gooooo…"

Your nephew of so many possible fathers swang on the arm of Terry, the other femboy suffering such attentions amiably. It was strange to think that they had started life with such a wide range of scantily-clad babysitters, all of whom they simply saw as surrogate parents. So different from your own, arm's-length upbringing. Nancy was also now on her second swelling. It was a good thing you were all about to have a lot more space. By the way things were going it was a miracle even you and Terry hadn’t got pregnant… and not from lack of trying.

There had been one last, grand fuckathon over the previous day… while Nancy had babysat elsewhere. All the toolshop's menu on offer, and not a penny to pay for any hole of any of you. Your rectum still felt sore enough to make you walk with a limp, and throat remained full of the cloying flavour of who knew how many separate loads of semen. Every customer you'd ever had seemed to turn up to deposit one last donation inside you or Jenny or Terry or Katie. It had been a non-stop orgy for hours on end, lubricated mostly by the leavings of the previous visitor. You'd barely had time to mull over the changing course of your existence… in a constant state of simply stroking or sucking or bucking your hips back against whatever was presented to you.

In fact there had been a moment of pristine clarity… as you finally caught a breath among the bucking, sweating bodies of your companions. You had gulped down yet another salty expulsion, and had a few scant moments before the next provider might arrive. All around you, the people you cared for most in all the world were naked and writhing. Moaning and gasping through the invasions of stranger after stranger.

You'd watched Terry, limp and long-limbed, lying back and basking on the edge of euphoria as his own gullet and asshole were filled and ravaged. Katie, stalwart and calm as ever, burying her tongue in someone's cooch while two men fought over the use of her lower holes. And closest of all… your own dear stepsister. Able to take two phalluses in her vag at once, since the pregnancies. The one that had, ultimately, brought you all here and chosen this life for you. Blonde hair drenched in sweat. Breasts, belly and chin dribbling with cooling puddles of ejaculate. Her eyes met yours and she had smiled, wider and warmer than she ever had before. This was everything she had ever wanted, and you were part and parcel in that. Even now, that second-hand fulfilment sent shivers down your spine.

But, back in the present… things were moving forward once again. The five of you headed out to the waiting taxi, locking the door of the shop behind you. That era of your life was over… but much more was yet ahead.


Chapter 2

It seemed so strange; to step back over that threshold of the past. Only to know it was into a whole different future.

The entrance hall of your parent's house was as ostentatious as ever. Filled with last year's fashion in random, impractical pieces of artsy furniture and trashy art. They had hired interior designers in constantly, to keep things 'fresh' and 'up to date'... yet no-one ever even glanced at whatever was there. It was all just utterly required background noise to the perfect life they had to portray… much like you and your stepsister had been.

Now you stood upon that marble floor in stilettoed heels and recognised how empty this house had always felt, despite the constant bustle of 'household assistants' and evening soirées. The fact that none of those strangers were coming and going anymore, hardly seemed to matter. Instead, you felt a warm breeze sidling in at your back… as you entered with a ragged collection of barely dressed prostitutes and their sort-of incestuous offspring. This silent, plastic place was about to be turned upside down and made into something far more genuine and unwholesome.

You saw your stepfather emerge from one of the side corridors, wearing a dishevelled designer suit with his shirt hanging loose and being guided companionly around the shoulder by Skeg. He could not hide the look of horror upon his face as he took in the arriving motley crew who were to be his new 'tenants' and housemates.

"Just for a few months… until I can pay you back. You know that right?! We agreed!"

Skeg flashed an occasionally-toothed smile. One filled with the warm chuckles of just how likely they both knew that scenario was.

"Of course. Of course! Wouldn't want to step on any toes 'ere mate. You know me… just another honest businessman, like you!"

Behind you, you heard your stepsibling snicker. Though whether that was more over the suggestion of Skeg’s honesty or her parent's, you couldn’t tell. It hardly mattered. You all knew what had occurred here: Your stepfather’s life had spiralled so far out of control since you two had ran away and Mother had left him… That he'd ended up owing money to all the wrong people. Since he was such a regular customer at the tool shop, Skeg had caught wind… and smelled an opportunity in the air. So now your mansion of a childhood home… was to become a much grander stage for your bawdy industry.

The rest of the new arrivals filtered on through the hall, heading into the back section. Once the realm of servants and staff, that would now be where your growing extended family would live; safely separated from the goings on out front. You, however… began climbing the stairs in a trance. Following the footsteps of a boy who no longer was. It was a candy-pink haired harlot who pushed open your old bedroom door after all: Bare, smooth legs stretching out beneath the hem of your mini-skirt. Thong straps rising from this onto hips tattooed with flowers and lurid invitations. While above a scandalous tie-top threatened to pop loose at any moment, unleashing the bra-less bosom you had been surgically provided.

You had grown into a vision of sordid, sultry femininity. A picture of everything that perhaps a mother would hope her daughter wouldn't grow up to be. A fantasy in flaunted flesh, precision carved only for the benefit of other's eyes. The reflection that looked back at you from the mirror of your childhood was one that no-one could walk past without secretly wanting to leer at, grope or fuck. One that simply begged to fulfil all the unsuitable, unthinkable desires that humanity in its ugly generality harboured.

Yet, when you sat down on that squeaky, old bed… you could still feel a ghost within you. Of that shy, scared little boy who held onto nothing more than an unhealthy obsession with his stepsister. It was kind of reassuring, really… to know he was still in there somewhere. That your whole life before the flat above the tool shop had not just been a fever dream. But he was just a ghost. You were someone else entirely now: Aunty Jo. The cock-guzzling sissy prostitute who never said no to any erotic demand from anyone.

And this room was now going to be a workspace where you would be taken by endless unknown lovers, time after time after time.


Chapter 3

You heard faltering footsteps across the landing. The unsteady pace of someone deep in the bottle, or drowning in distress. You anticipated both… as your stepfather pushed his way through the door, without knocking.

"Oh thank God… you're here…" He stated, already unbuckling his trousers.

The man dropped these to the floor immediately, shuffling forwards with them tangled round his ankles. Like a child approaching the excitement of a urinal, clumsy and undignified. He didn’t spare a moment in shoving a phallus straight into your mouth. Pushing it to the back of your throat as if it belonged nowhere else.

"I can't believe this is actually happening! How far we've fallen… If Marie could see what they're doing in her drawing room!"

He spoke about your mother as if she would still give a single fuck about what had happened to him or this house. As if their messy divorce wasn't what had caused half the monetary problems which had led to this current situation, and she wasn't lounging on a beach somewhere with her personal trainer… probably with his cock just as securely in her cheek.

"And that man. He's just so awful. So awful!"

The swollen length between your lips had started pistoning in and out now, braced against two trembling hands knotting themselves into the hair at the back of your head. You leant your chin upon one elbow and just accepted the face-fucking, used to such treatment by now. The man who'd raised you didn’t really want to acknowledge your existence in these little therapy sessions of his… he just wanted to use your warm holes to console his sore ego.

"To think he had the cheek, the cheek! To say I'd no longer have to pay to do this… while you're all here."

You could feel the genuine relief in the man at such generosity, despite his whingeing. Oh great. So you were going to have to spend half your life here looking over your shoulder for the next time your deadbeat stepfather was likely to jump out and bend you over… You were kind of hoping that when he finally hit rock bottom, Skeg was just going to cut him off completely… Force him to just watch as every other man in a 10 mile radius got to fuck his sissy stepson, but he didn't…

Oh well… perhaps that point would still be reached. It wasn’t as if you particularly objected to your stepfather's dick as compared to any other. Cock was cock was cock, as far as you were concerned. And you were nothing but a receptacle for it. In and out, in and out. The length of him slid all the way to the back of your throat, bouncing off your tonsils. Once upon a time this would have caused you fits of wheezing coughs and streams of ruined mascara running down your cheeks. But the tool that made your stepsister was hardly the most impressive of sizes, so what little gag reflex you had left was barely touched by it anymore.

You felt your stepfather’s balls brushing against your chin with every thrust, and wondered how many other potential stepsiblings still dwelled within? How many had you already swallowed, or felt be painted inside your back passages? As once again the throbbing, swelling lump of flesh within your mouth told you it was nearing fruition. The older man's fingers dug into your scalp sharply as he threw himself as far down your gullet as he could, hips bucking erratically now. Warmth flared out across the back of your throat as spurt after spurt of viscous, cloying saltiness was deposited there. Just another load of semen left to drip down into a stomach almost always full of it.

As always, once the deed was done he suddenly seemed near overcome with embarrassment… or possibly even guilt about it. He pulled his deflating shame from between your lips and wiped it quickly upon your cheek, before scurrying from the room. Leaving you to look down upon the dark spots of drooled saliva speckled across your top. Fittingly this one read 'Daddy's Li'l Cocksucker' in large, cutesy letters across the front. A joke purchase by Skeg which the customers seemed to go mad for.

You sat calmly upon the bed of your childhood, staring down at those bright, colourful words in their friendly font. Letting your heart settle and breath return while your parent's flavour slid slowly down the back of your throat. Trying to work out if things had really changed since you were last here… or just become more honestly apparent.


Chapter 4

Several weeks had gone by and the brand new brothel-mansion was truly up and running. You and Terry were lounging together on a sunbed by the pool out back, tired out from a morning’s invasions and still both slightly stained with the drying evidence of such. Still… it was nice to relax for a bit, dressed in matching bikinis and letting the sunshine kiss your immaculately-shaved forms. You cuddled up to each other instinctively, two feminised forms slotting together perfectly, listening to the vague sounds of lovemaking leaking from the nearest open window.

Already, several new faces had joined your little entourage of human fucktoys. Rounding the number out to 7 nubile, young bodies purchasable by the hour:

The voice you could hear gasping and moaning quite so forcibly loud… belonged unmistakably to Sascha, a flamboyantly camp boy of questionable immigration status and spun-gold skin. No-one was quite sure who had hired him, or where he had even come from. He had sort of just shown up at the mansion and wormed his way into a slot among the rotating cast of sex workers. Yet, he took cock in either end just as eagerly… if not more so, as the rest of you… so was hardly going to be turned away. The only issue was the way he seemed to insecurely need to show off just how greedily and joyfully he enjoyed every phallus he received. As if he was trying to earn ‘employee of the month’ amongst this otherwise very informal work environment.

Meanwhile the two other newcomers were seemingly running late for their shift.

"Leave them alone, it's fine now!"

Greg and Jade were a nineteen-year old couple of highschool sweethearts, rather at a loose end since leaving their education behind. They apparently already had something of a pile of credit card debts and unpaid bills hanging over them and, in meeting Dave, had somehow been persuaded that this would be an easy way to make the money back. To be honest… it was rather plain why their employment prospects were minimal elsewhere: Greg was just about the laziest person you had ever met and Jade… Jade was just a bit of a bitch.

She was currently half tugging her boyfriend along by his loose, brown pigtails, while also trying to fix the skewiff way he'd put them in.

"You've got to be cute, or no-one's going to want to fuck a mopey-looking thing like you!"

"I don't particularly want them to fuck me… I don’t see why we have to do this at all?!"

"Because the only other option is you go out and find a real job… we ain't got no choice no more! Besides, you didn’t seem to mind when it was Dave!"

"Well yeah… but he's kinda hot… It’s not the same as having to suck all these old, fat guy's dicks!"

It was kind of funny, listening to their nigh-endless bickering… and almost wholesome the way they seemed to each prop up each other’s character defects. Greg was certainly not the sort of polished, perfect femboy that you and Terry had become. But then, some of the customers seemed to like that. Seemed to enjoy the look of wavering unsurety that crossed his poorly-makeup'd face as they unbuckled their belts before him. You got the distinct impression that his 'romantic partner' was also more than a little fond of seeing him be bent forward and ploughed into. She gained a sly, little smile whenever it was happening that was not wholly unlike your stepsister’s. It seemed a predilection among young women for seeing their loved ones be turned into cocksleeves was not so rare as might be assumed.


Chapter 5

Dozing in the afternoon sun, you could feel the beads of sweat as they formed and trickled down swathes of soft, exposed skin. Which turned to sticky, clammy heat where your body met Terry’s. It was worth it though, to feel that comforting closeness of forms. You were still not entirely sure what were the true nature of your feelings towards the other, younger femboy. But it simply did not matter right now. He was someone who had followed you every step down this path of degrading, feminising, sordid glory. Someone who understood the unthinkable desires and choices you had made, when all the outside world would surely consider you mad and morally decrepit. You could feel where his erection strained against the silken fabric of one bikini to press up between the cheeks the other bared. It was such a comfort to have such tangible lust so close at hand. You were a thing to be fucked, so knowing someone was always just waiting to fuck you; filled your heart with warmth.

"Pssst!" Came a voice from somewhere nearby. An unsubtle grab for your attention, that nonetheless you struggled to locate the source of.

"Up here!"

Blinking against the light, your squinting gaze at last managed to settle upon a wobbling face seeming to levitate precariously above the fence into next door's mansion. You got the distinct impression that its owner was standing on something not particularly stable in order to gain this vantage point. However, she was also quickly joined by two other faces… who had clearly been just waiting to see if contact could really be established.

All three were young women of about Terry’s age, 18 but not yet graduated. With neatly pinned hair and gigglingly curious expressions. They were also each wearing a dark blue blazer, embossed upon which you could just about make out a badge you knew very well. For it had been stitched into that uniform of your stepsister’s, you had so nervously pulled on… In a different life. As a different person.

"Are you two whores?" The leader asked, flatly… Without any particular malice or accusation.

"Ummm…" Was your immediate, taken aback response.

"Coz Em's Daddy said a bunch of dirty whores are moving in next door... He seems pretty mad about it."

You weren’t quite sure how to take the blunt forwardness of this interrogation. Lying there in your own backyard, in little more than a thong and two triangles with, indeed… an ass full of stranger's cum you'd been paid to receive.

"I-I guess… we are…" You stammered through. Though the knowledge and acceptance that that was exactly what you were had long lost all doubt.

"Cooooool…" Exclaimed the high school senior, staring down at you with a wide-eyed reverence. Her two companions seemingly similarly impressed. You felt their eyes begin to crawl across every inch of your body, as if you were an exotic animal in a zoo. Seeking out every hint of your 'whorishness', perhaps.

"So you like… have sex all the time then? With whoever you want?!"

"Well… More like… With whoever wants us…" You corrected. "...Sometimes with several 'whoevers' at once…"

It was a very strange thing… to be explaining the ins and outs of your sordid existence to three, enthralled teenage listeners. But their earnest enthusiasm could not be denied. You spent several minutes fielding question after question over how many men and women you'd 'serviced' at once, overall, and in the last day or so. It felt very much like you were doing a graduated career presentation for students of your former school… 'Choose a life of prostitution! You too could be as full of cum as me!'


Chapter 6

The three girls' excitement and interest in your life of sexual servitude was both palpable and infectious. They lapped up every humiliating, twisted tale you had to give. It was strangely invigorating… to be able to recount and relive all those unsuitable encounters with an audience so eager to hear them. It sent shivers down your spine and tingling sparks through every erogenous zone, to remember all the times you'd been taken advantage of and thrown around like a bag of soft meat. You weren’t ashamed of who you were and what you'd done, not really. But that ever-present background sense that you should be… still served as a source of embarrassing excitement.

Your little penis began to strain against the silken fabric of your bikini… and you wondered if they'd noticed it yet? If they'd seen it right from the start, or had no idea at all that the scantily-clad, little whore they were talking to had once been a shy and timid young man. Perhaps they had even known you, as the older boy next door? Back when you had lived a different kind of imprisonment and false smiles. In some ways it felt like nothing had really changed at all: looking up at the strangers invited into your home and brandishing pearly whites. Except it all just seemed a little more honest now… being an object and decoration handed out by those who controlled your destiny.

Speaking of those who controlled you… a hulking shadow suddenly blocked out the sky above you. You realised Dave had been perched nearby, listening to you talk for a while now. The large man was openly massaging the prominent bulge in his shorts; worn generally, you knew well, without anything underneath. The jovial giant had been clearly getting quite aroused listening to all your stories of submission and sex, featuring heavily in most of them as he did. However, now he had decided it was time for a more practical demonstration: of what use could be best made of you. 'Watch closely girls' he seemed to say, with actions rather than words… as he dragged your slender hips towards himself.

You felt the larger man's great muscles lift you easily up by the ankles. Your smooth, bare legs dragged up above your head. Till you dangled there, quite limply… like a fish taken off its hook. Your shoulders were still on the sunbed, and Terry quickly woke up and moved to support them. The other femboy always ready to aid and facilitate in the fulfilment of your duties. You heard a gasp from over the fence as Dave used his other hand to unzip his own fly, and tug the thin line of your bikini-thong to one side. He spat into his palm and used the healthy glob of slimy saliva to offer something in the way of lubrication. Despite everything, such uncouth acts still stuck out to you… though whether they made you more or less eager to be invaded was undetermined. It wasn’t as if your puckered star needed much moistening anyway… still full as it was with a morning’s sloppy earnings.

Without a moment’s hesitation, that great, swollen pillar was unceremoniously shoved tip to hilt inside you. Each and every time this towering lump of a man made use of you, you were reminded once again of how vast and primal the gap was between what you and he were. If ever you had considered you might be a man… this beast would surely have set the record straight. He lifted your slim, girlish hips up into the air as if they weighed nothing, and slammed his own in against them. The raw, pounding sensations ricocheting right through your spine and shaking all other thoughts loose. You melted in the sunshine and the sound of flesh slapping against flesh. The shudder of each thrust sending sparks across your vision.

Where up till now there had been half an hour of endless questioning, now there came only stunned, enraptured silence from over the fence. You lent your head back to see them through the descending pink haze and were met with three faces entranced. They simply could not look away as Dave slammed his great girth into your anus time and time and time again.

With every thudding invasion, the air was knocked out of your lungs in a gasping, effeminate moan. A song you sang so often as to recognise how its words subtly changed with each new partner in production. Your own paltry cock flapped free of its housing, drawn rigid by the far grander example driving itself in and out of you. The onlookers did indeed gasp a little themselves at this revelation, but it didn't matter to you at all right now. You were in the midst of everything that ever mattered for you. The bucking, squealing realisation of your one true purpose in life.

Dave's pistoning thrusts only ever increased in pace, until they were a wild, rhythmless barrage upon your delicate frame. You felt like a butterfly upon a hurricane. A flower swept up in a tidal wave. Your ass stung and throbbed with the friction, yet your body and soul ached for more and more pleasure. With a final, guttural grunt… you felt the beast explode within you. Adding yet another sticky load of goop to line your innards. Your own body only able to respond in kind, spraying a small fountain out across your belly and even managing to splatter a little onto Terry’s smiling face behind you. He was more than used to being doused in your fluids by now, though, so didn't even flinch.

With a sigh, Dave dropped you unceremoniously back onto the sunbed. A cheap tool he was done with for now. Over the years they'd been using you, Skeg and his compatriots had only become more habitual in treating your body as just an object for their pleasures. It wasn’t as if there was no affection or appreciation there. It was just that they fully recognised who and what you were. It was they who had sculpted you into such a pick-up-and-play instrument, after all.

So you were left, panting and gasping in the arms of Terry. Feeling your fluttering heart begin to settle back into gentle rhythms. Glancing up at the top of the fence, there was no longer any sign of an audience. You wondered whether they had fled with disgust or excitement, after witnessing the true physicality of everything they had been so sordidly intrigued by? It hardly seemed to matter. You were far past hiding the grimy truths of your existence. Let others make of it whatever they wished.


Chapter 7

Late that evening… You finally collapsed down onto one of the sofas in the wide, central lounge of the new brothel your old home had become. Another long day of sucking, stroking and fucking through with. Your last 'customer' of the day being, of course, your own stepfather: Who had bent you forward over the arm of the settee you were now settled in, and slapped his sagging ballsack against your already gaped and stinging sphincter. Until one last, incestuous deposit joined all the other generous donations your working hours had earned you.

"I don't know why you still let him do that…" Stated the sole occupant of the sofa opposite, laid out in her own state of semen-filled exhaustion.

You shrugged, non-committedly by way of answer. There were all sorts of strange choices you'd made for the sake of your family. Letting your lost and lonely parent join the daily parade of other men who penetrated you each day, hardly seemed much of an additional chore.

"It's pathetic, the way he strops about the place… pretending he still has any say in what goes on here. The sooner Skeg throws him out to the curb, the better!"

Your stepsister lounged completely naked across from you, in a way that still sent uncomfortable sparks skipping through your heart… Though not, perhaps… in the same way it once did. She was absentmindedly rubbing at the slowly fading stretch marks that were left over from her latest pregnancy of unknown providence. You could already see the amount of fresher baby-paste leaking out of her from today's efforts as well. Perhaps it was the intense scorn she still held for her own donor of genetic material, that tied in to her apparent determination to pop out baby after baby without a single care for who their fathers might be.

You loved your new niece and nephew to bits, of course. Whoever might have shot the makings of them between your stepsibling's ever-open legs. But it seemed slightly hypocritical for her to be criticising what you did with your body and who you handed it over to. She was, after all, the one who had led you all the way down this path into a shape and self that was entirely different from where you'd started. Just where did it end?! You wondered. How many children did she plan to pour out, one after another? How many other lost souls was she going to lure in to this life of utter debauchery that, really, she had only used Skeg and co to organise for herself?

Once upon a time… such doubts over your dearest one's motives would have been simply impossible for you to even envision. You could still feel the eagerness within yourself to live up to anything she wanted you to be. Yet, slowly… the clenched circle of your love had been widening. Terry and the children, and Nancy, Rod and Dave. Even Skeg held a conniving, perverse endearment within your heart. Your subservience was never in question, but as the number of people you were entangled with grew… your devotion to that one light above all others seemed to dim a little.

You loved her, deeply. But were beginning to worry that if you didn't drum up the courage to challenge her excesses soon… no-one ever would. The men and women she had handed you both over to would be more than happy to just keep using her and pumping her full of sperm until her body simply couldn’t take it anymore… and you would just follow along, as you always had. Two sagging stepsibling whores, thrown out with the trash, still begging for just one more cock to pummel you into some small semblance of pleasure.

You looked over at your stepsister and saw all this… yet could not do anything to change it. Not tonight…

So instead you crawled over in a common ritual of submission. A grovelling action you'd performed for her almost every night for the past 3 years… and began to suck out the excess cum of who knew how many strangers, straight from her dribbling sex.


Chapter 8

It was raining heavily the next morning. Great splashes battering the windows as the sky shook off the heat of the last week with thunderous chagrin. You and Sascha were the only young whores dedicated enough to form a bored and listless skeleton crew in the entrance hall; just in case a customer or two decided they were desperate enough to get their dicks wet, that they'd risk getting everything else soaked as well. Terry was having one of his rare days back at home, pretending to his parents that the 'job' he spent so much of his time at was something mundane, administrative and wholesome. While Katie and your stepsister had headed out back to help Nancy keep the children entertained.

Sascha lay glumly in his wide-open silk robe, masturbating half-heartedly. He simply didn't seem to know what to do with himself whenever there weren't clients to be flirting with. You had made out with him for a little while earlier… just for something to do, but neither really found the other that attractive. Sensual or sexual interactions were simply the only kind that occurred, around here. The hollow emptiness that each of you felt in these brief moments where you weren’t being physically stimulated, really speaking volumes about how addictive the lifestyle had become. You were human fucktoys through and through, any hours and experiences outside of that just seemed wasted and dreary.

You were reading some long-forgotten adventure story from your childhood. The kind of victorian, swashbuckling tale where a plucky, polite and rosy-cheeked young man was whisked off onto high seas with a crew of rough, mutinous older men… but was always one step ahead of trouble by the strength of his private education and wits. Yet all that kept happening was you'd drift off into some daydream of what might have actually happened to many a naive and pretty teen boy with soft, workshy hands if they ended up so far from shore and female company:

Perhaps a box of stolen silk dresses was kept by the stern and intimidating captain for just such occasions? Visions of being held down once a week as your legs were shaved by a wickedly-sharp knife in surprisingly deft hands bubbled up. Before stumbling through a jeering and cheering crowd on poorly-fitting heels and ever-tilting floorboards. Being sent sprawling across the rough wood of a mess table and feeling calloused fingers applying some sort of blubber-based lubricant between your trembling ass-cheeks. Knowing that each and every man on the ship was going to want a piece of you as their working shifts rotated.

It was a dirty dream. A twisted fantasy. One which perhaps many others would declare a nightmare… But you were swept away with every hungering detail. Where once your childish self might have read this same book and dreamt of freedom, now you could only salivate over the thought of further humiliation and captivity. Some buried part of you still wheedled and whined that such desires hung you out as a pervert and freak. Some damaged, broken creature lost between genders and led astray by equally despicable opportunists. The chance to be anything else now, though, was far behind you. Your body had been carved, shaped and gaped into a plastic plaything… irreversibly tattoed with the tramp stamps of your kind. No-one could take one look at you and not know what you were. Meat for the working men. Brief pleasure for any that passed. Something to shove your cock into and pull the hair of without a moment’s guilt.

It was as you were once again basking in such guilty, greedy, self-centred evaluations of yourself… that you heard the ever-unlocked front door of the mansion swing open. The roar of the tumult outside bouncing off a smart umbrella could be briefly heard, before its wielder stepped inside and shook it off. Two well dressed, but dripping figures emerged: one young and slender, one middle-aged and stocky. They looked around at the gaudy decor that Skeg had began to overlay your parent's previous minimalism. The trappings of a high-class brothel brought to life by someone who could only admit to having seen such places in old cowboy movies and who didn't really want to spend too much. Neither character looked to be the sort of person who felt out of place anywhere though… moving with the confidence of those born and raised in wealth and surety. Their eyes fell about the room with amused interest, until they met the surprised answer of your own and Sascha's. Customers!


Chapter 9

"See, Daddy… Isn't it gaudy!" The younger of the two visitors exclaimed, in tones of clear, shrill excitement.

"Well it's certainly… different… from when whatsisname lived here. Terribly boring chap. Threw awful parties, where his wife'd just be running around throwing eyes at anyone under 30. Me and your mother used to place little bets over which she'd end up screwing in a back closet this time."

The two of them had instantly began wandering around, picking up and prodding things in the entrance hall; very much as if they owned the place. Leaving you and Sascha exchanging nonplussed glances as to how to react. Most clients who came to this house had only one thing on their mind and were usually in something of a hurry to catch it. In fact it was only just as the other young whore was about to clear his throat and say something… that either of the pair seemed to notice you at all.

"Oh! There! She's the one from yesterday! Daddy, Daddy, come see!"

Sascha's face fell, as one stranger was dragged directly towards you by the other. You caught a flash of sharp, despairing jealousy coming from that direction… but had no time to process it before they were upon you.

"See, isn't she the prettiest little prozzy?"

You liked the mischievous grin on the speaker's face even less than the grimace on your co-worker's. Yet, you finally recognised her as the leader of your captivated audience from the day before. She gesticulated towards your entirety like a middle schooler proudly presenting her 'show-and-tell', with her dragged-along father also wearing a fitting reaction of slightly-baffled encouragement.

"I mean… I've seen prettier… here and there." Offered the stocky, middle-aged gentleman. Clearly not wanting to be asked when, where or how often he'd encountered such creatures before.

"Ah, but not like this one Daddy…" The girl leant in worryingly close to your face, in order to titter conspiratorially: "Go on. Show him!"

For a second… you couldn’t work out what she was on about. Every so often, you were allowed to forget for a moment or two… That little gimmick that stood you out from the more common or garden rent-a-fuck street trash. Skeg and co and all your regulars treated you so much like all the other women… that you sometimes forgot you weren’t born as one. They might all be a bunch of fairly misogynistic and certainly uncouth old dogs who treated you and your compatriots as little more than collections of holes to be stuffed… but at least they did so equally. 'Any fuck is a good fuck' as Skeg was so often want to say.

To this girl, however… what lay between your legs clearly picked you out for some chuckling, freak-show interest. Somehow, that seemed more humiliating and degrading than any amount of your body being used as an erotic plaything. Still… 'the customer gets what they want' was definitely the unwritten motto of this house now. You weren’t about to start refusing demands to expose yourself now, after everything else you'd allowed.

With reddening cheeks, you gently lifted up the hem of your already scandalous dress. More than aware that what counted for underwear you were wearing had no front and did more to present your genitalia, than bother hiding it. With a soft rustle of silk you felt the brush of cool, rain-kissed air come to meet your most sensitive parts. Their always small and delicate selves already seeming to tighten and shrink yet further in intrinsic shyness.

The widening of one set of eyes and beaming grin across the other's lips, told you everything you needed to know. Whoever the older gentleman was, his daughter had marked correctly how your particular anatomy would interest him. For a moment, you had worried this would all be some homophobic joke. That the man would recoil in horror and his young companion fall about laughing…

But no… it seemed things would go the other direction.


Chapter 10

"How is she Daddy?!" The girl asked, sitting splayed-legged upon the pillows in front of you. The same pillows that you had rested your childhood head upon every night. She hardly seemed to be able to contain her excitement to be here; craning her neck to try and see what was happening behind you.

You, of course… didn't need to be able to see. You could feel the swollen meat of the man, slowly forcing its way into you. He wasn't the biggest you'd taken, but he certainly wasn't small either and clearly wanted to savour every inch of this initial, steamrolling thrust into the depths of your rectum. Pushing steadily but surely towards that inevitable moment where yet another set of testicles sat resting gently against your perineum.

"Pretty damn divine, I gotta say…" Came the gruff voice over your shoulder, offering one of those compliments that sent you into shivers of greedy embarrassment. It still made you squirm with acknowledgement of your own nature: to be applauded as the sexual plaything you were. Though, to be fair, any compliment over anything had always curled your toes a little in squeamish imposter complexes.

He began to work his hips back and forward, gaining ground as your inner muscles loosened around his cock… reminded once again of their truest purpose in life. You felt your own breath begin to catch a little in your throat, as the plunging, churning sensation of another’s flesh buried within your own began to take hold. Large, meaty hands gripped at your flanks for purchase, while occasionally straying down to squeeze at the silicon-filled balloons upon your chest. 'Grab-handles' Skeg had declared them, admiring the work he'd paid for when you came back from surgery. It was certainly a role they'd fulfilled quite regularly, since being inflated into service.

While in front of you… the man's daughter gazed over the scene with unkempt joy. You had little doubt at all that they were truly parent and offspring, simply by the casual, accustomed way they talked and behaved around each other. Yet this was certainly not the sort of father/daughter bonding session you'd expect to find more congenial families than your own to engage in. In fact, the girl barely seemed to have eyes for you at all… staring past adoringly at her 'Daddy' as he slammed his way in and out of your rear. Her own hands snaking down between skirted thighs to rub not-exactly-idly against the front of her own cotton panties. There was a hunger there you recognised well, along with perhaps a penchant for unsuitable, roundabout ways to bridge that gap without ever directly acknowledging it.

Looking back over your shoulder, you found a gaze of equal intensity. Staring down the spawn of his loins as he plunged in and out of you. It was a strange and unsettling thing: to feel the pummeling pace and physicality of that passion… and know it was only being directed through you, not at you. Piggy in the middle for someone else's unsuitable urges. To be fair, perhaps all your acts of prostitution held some aspect of that. It certainly wouldn't be the first time a client had asked you to call them 'Daddy'. But having the unsuitable target of such affections right there, eagerly egging her parent on to fuck you harder and harder… was certainly a new experience.

"Go on Daddy! Screw that little slut! Give her what she deserves! Faster, Daddy. Faster!"

The girl's giggling excitement was reaching a shrieking crescendo now. Her clear, pealing delight in seeing you pounded into the bedsheets and feeling the bed frame creak and rock beneath her.

"Spank her little ass, Daddy. Make it all red and rosy!" She ordered, to instant follow through.

Each resounding smack upon your backside flared up a sharp flash of pain and brought your own squeaking pitch to echo her own. Yet each one also folded itself into the thudding experience of the phallus driving in and out of your bowels. You were no stranger to being treated roughly… and that part of you which had once been secret, shameful and hidden could now only revel in it openly. Somehow, being nothing but a go between for these two twisted, backseat lovers only stoked further your own arousal. Your ever-present yearning to be used and abused. Sure, you had been taken advantage of equally roughly by your own stepfather not 10 hours previously… but the hesitance and surrogation these two were clearly still using to skirt around the truth of their desires; made it all feel fresh, taboo and exciting.

When, at last, the man came grunting into the depths of your rectum, you leant back gasping with the climax as well. Your own small and throbbing erection was set free to announce the joys of being filled to the brim. Spurting out several long, sticky streams of its own… straight onto the exposed underwear of the young lady in front of you. She giggled with near-manic delight to see her garments so despoiled, and reached forward to milk even the last few drops she could from you.


Chapter 11

The rain against your bedroom window had slowed to not much more than a gentle patter. Turned to rainbow-edged jewels by a broken-through sun which cast themselves across the bed in miraculous refraction.

Your customers watched these play across your naked body in comfort and contentment, wrapped up in each other's arms and the afterglow of their secondhand climaxes. While you were left face down and exhausted, semen dribbling from your rear in sordid proof of your role as their go-between.

"Thank you for bringing me here, Esmerelda…" Sighed the older of the two.  "This was certainly an enjoyable experience."

"No problem, Daddy. I just knew you'd like it!"

The younger client idly prodded at your face with a toe, resting her bare feet and legs on top of you.

"What shall we tell Mummy we've been doing?" She asked, gazing up at her parent with adoring eyes.

"I don't think it really matters, Cherub… It was her idea we 'spend more time together', after all. We can tell her whatever you like."

'Esmerelda' seemed lost in thought for a moment, though continuing to knead the painted digits of her foot into your flesh, as if you were now nothing more than a cushion.

"Why don't we say that you're teaching me to play golf down the club? That way we could even come out here once or twice a week! …if you wanted?"

The hopefulness in her voice gave away just how much she wanted such a regular schedule to come into being. The young woman's father smiled at such open desire to share this experience with him again.

"That sounds like a very good idea Poppet… I'm sure Daniel at the front desk would be more than happy to tell her we're out on the course and would pass on any messages if she called. He's very discreet."

A hint of surreptitious tease entered the teenager's voice when she heard this. “Oh, I know he is Daddy… I’ve tried to phone up to find you before, too… Sandra says there’s a secret room beneath the clubhouse where all sorts of things go on. She says she managed to sneak down there once and saw naked people tied up and in cages.”

Her father snorted in what sounded like humoured derision… but made no great attempt to deny such accusations.

“Oh, you shouldn’t listen to everything that girl says…” He offered a little wink however. “We certainly don’t have any treats so sweet as what you’ve found, my darling. I just love that this place has been set up right next door to that puritanical idiot Stevenson's. I bet he can't stand it! I bet he's seething every second!"

You could practically feel the glow radiating out from the girl’s beaming grin at that. Such praise for her whore-finding talents was clearly all she dreamt of in life. She dug her toes even further into your back in subconscious glee.

"Em says he's been yelling down the phone all week, but the cops keep saying they 'haven't got the resources'."

Her father's childish glee at this was wide and evident. Whoever 'Stevenson' was, the relationship between the two men had clearly progressed toward pettiness and abject hatred.

"Well we'll have to make sure it stays that way… Or finally have a few fine officers come out and find no signs of wrongdoing. I'm sure Commissioner Yates'd be interested in 'investigating' this place personally, once or twice, herself. She's got a helluva kinky streak, that one… Good wrist with a whip too, from what I've seen down the club."

It was beginning to become clear to you that these two strangers were not just your usual idle rich. Their blasé confidence came from those who held actual power.


Chapter 12

You remained lying, naked, upon the bed of your childhood. A few moments more peace… to enjoy the gentle cooling down of your body after it had been put through its paces. The slow tightening of a back door more than used to being forced open by visiting guests. The dribble of the latest deposit of housewarming gifts, trickling down your perineum. You'd come to enjoy these quiet moments of aftermath almost as much as the thudding pleasures before them. It was nice to have a moment's peace to really wallow in the degradation of it all. To feel your muscles ache with the draining rivers of adrenaline, yet recognise your still fluttering heart wanted nothing more than to have it start all over again.

It was these moments, really, that confirmed to you time and time again… What you were and what you wanted. Where any sensible person would surely just be disgusted with themself and relieved it was all over; You were left daydreaming of maybe just a little bit more. Wondering whether the breaking sun might have drawn in a few more customers yet. You'd been made a whore by circumstance, perhaps… but you were a slut by simple nature. Even if you had stayed in this awful house, chasing your parent's half-assed assumptions that you would just follow in their footsteps. Surely you would have one day ended up in some very similar fashion. Being used and abused as only you should be. It was difficult to imagine anything else. How could you possibly survive without a steady influx of cock and humiliation?

There were voices in the corridor. You recognised the shrill excitedness of your previous company, and the gruff, jovial tones of Skeg. He did so like to mingle with the customers face to face. Ask them how much they'd enjoyed screwing his 'little collection'. If anything, it was his greatest skill as a businessman… how he could so easily put people at ease talking about the sordid details of his enterprise. The gap-toothed, tobacco-smelling old man chatted away so casually about which of you had the tightest anus or squealed the cutest when spanked… that it just seemed to make it all quite legitimate. A friendly, local business that everyone could get behind. Clearly he didn't think he or his customers were doing anything wrong, so why should they? Everyone was just having a wonderful time sharing a hobby they enjoyed…

He came in. You felt a pressure on the bedsprings and knew what you were about to receive seconds before it shoved its way on into your rectum. To be honest, Skeg's phallus was more like a warm bath than anything else by now. A common, comforting sign of home. He had fucked you so often since first taking you and your stepsibling under his roof all those years ago, that your body knew every vein of his shaft and rhythm of his thrusts. You woke up every morning to him or his friends screwing you and fell asleep to much the same set of sensations. Where customers tended to bring rampant enthusiasm and new shapes and sizes of implement… being pounded by one of your 'friends' barely even registered as a mark in your day anymore.

"I knew you were going to be me big moneymaker, right from the start!"

The old man proudly informed you, his breath already catching a little with the exertion.

"That Sis of yours was the big lucky break, an' plentya fun… but when you walked in in that little school skirt with them big wide eyes… I knew everybody was gonna want a piece of that!"

The memory flashed up in your mind from your own angle: The little teen schoolboy wearing his stepsibling’s uniform and underwear, looking up into an oh-so hungry stare. You supposed you'd also known, even then… that here was a predator who was going to consume all of you. Turn you into whatever he wanted you to be and toss you into the cage with all the other horny sharks and hounds. Yet you had crossed over the threshold anyway, and never really looked back.

"An now I'm usin' Mayor-cum for lube!" Skeg's awe and pride in this disgusting fact was palpable in his voice. "He's booked in to come screw you once a week with that freaky daughter of his. Even said he'd send a few other important friends our way! This is it, my little fuckbubble! We're hitting the big time! 'Fore long your ass's gonna be full've fancy folks and politicians, dawn till dusk…"

He was filled with childish glee and vigour at the prospect, which was made all the more apparent by the swell of the man's erection inside of you. He really couldn't seem to contain the excitement of this perceived step up the social ladder, ejaculating far sooner than he normally would simply upon the idea of his plans coming to fruition.

You yourself, however… were not so convinced. You were more familiar with the way the wealthy liked to holiday in the gutter. Playing idly with the ambitions of men like Skeg and then just as quickly growing bored and moving on to some new game. How long would a Mayor really want to spend shoving himself into you in front of his daughter’s eager gaze? How quickly would she try to escalate things toward what was clearly her real desire? All of these new complications were playing around you, and yet… at the end of the day: You supposed all you really had to do was take the cocks that were offered to you. It was as simple as that.


Chapter 13

Perhaps it should have been obvious… That Esmerelda and your stepsister would get on like a house on fire. In just the few short weeks that the mayor and his rambunctious daughter had been regular customers of yours, they had very much insinuated themselves into the heart and community of the mansion-brothel. Skeg and Nancy in particular, had been swept up under the arms of Mr Greene's glitz, charm and unmistakable cologne of political confidence. He constantly patted their backs with praise for their 'entrepreneurial spirit' in starting this, admittedly illegal and most certainly immoral, business enterprise. He'd even invited Skeg over to his prestigious golf club one afternoon… a visit which the ageing back-alley chancer had come back wide-eyed and full of dangerous ideas.

The ragtag collective of incestuous and ill-raised street trash that you and your stepsister had handed yourselves too… had never really even dreamed of mingling among the hoi-poloi of society. Their natural suspicions and street-smarts which had always made them seem so much more capable to you… seemed to melt away in this new world of handshakes coated in gold rings and Rolexes. They laughed at the Mayor and his friends' jokes like smitten schoolgirls, just happy to be included. It all made you terribly, terribly nervous… for even born to it, you had seen your parents chasing such fickle favours… and fall flat because of it.

Of course, your small attempts at warnings fell on deaf ears though. You were just the merchandise, after all. As much as it was a warm and comfortable companionship you shared with those who effectively owned you… They had little interest in listening to the advice of someone they saw more as a masturbation tool than a fellow person. And for your part, you had handed over the reins of your life precisely to avoid all the complications of ambition and human interaction. You revelled in the simplicity of everyone only ever wanting one thing from you, and you being always ready to provide it. Let your masters and mistresses find out the hard way if they needed to: just how likely those who had everything were to start sharing that wealth around.

Speaking of reins… There was a sharp tug on the collar around your neck. The long, leather leash it was attached to, wrapped around the wrist of Esmerelda; while your own dear stepsister held that of Terry’s. The pair of them had selected your outfits for this outing, giggling to themselves as they selected from the endless piles of fetish-wear that the mansion had accumulated. Of course, you were quite used to walking around town in skimpy, revealing clothing… But the untouchable surety little Miss Greene had, went far beyond what any of the rest of you dreamt you could get away with.

So you and Terry now found yourselves stumbling along in heels so tall and thin as to be almost unwalkable. With thongs on full display, fishnetted legs and asses hanging out beneath tiny strips of cloth that barely deserved to be called skirts. A loose and sheer blouse completed the ensemble, completely failing in its task to obscure the swollen lumps and perfect areola you had so recently been gifted. Subtlety truly was dead as a doornail as they dragged you through the streets in such a ridiculous parade. Wide eyes and dropped jaws followed your every step, and you felt every stare: blushing bright red with the certainty that surely it was only moments before someone called the cops for 'public indecency'. Yet on and on you walked, exposed skin crackling with humiliation. Cheeks and neck burning where you were leashed like a dog and with a constant urge to try and reach down and cover that conspicuous bulge at the front of your thong.


Chapter 14

"What do you think you're doing?!" Came, at last, an infuriated cry.

A gentleman in his late fifties and equally furious-looking wife stopped your unsuitable pageant dead in its tracks. He waggled his finger threateningly in front of Esmerelda's nose and gesticulated manically with every word that spat out from beneath his twitching moustache.

"Who are these… women… and why are they dressed like that?!"

The pause around 'women' had been directed more toward Terry, whose backstreet hormone treatments had not yet managed to shift the tomboy-ish outlook of his slender form. Which made you all the more self-conscious about the dichotomy between your silicone-inflated chest and overfilled thong-front. This did not seem like a couple who had caught up with modern views on gender and sexuality.

The Mayor's daughter, however, was undaunted. For a girl in her late teens, she was not at all bowed by ideas like the authority and wisdom of age.

"Why, they're whores." She answered; calmly, helpfully. Like she was explaining something very obvious to a child. "So how else do you expect them to dress?"

The bluntness of the teen's reply, combined with the unflinching surety of her stare, clearly caught the couple by surprise.

"But you can't just drag them around like that, where people can see them! It's… indecent! Unsanitary!"

Even as the stranger continued uttering his complaint… you could see he was losing the battle. Esmerelda simply didn't recognise his point of view as valid in the slightest. Why shouldn't she be allowed to walk her half-naked human sextoys through town? The Mayor's daughter felt no guilt or fear whatsoever, and thus offered nothing for this inferior specimen to take hold of.

She chuckled, as an idea came to rest in her twisted young mind. "We're offering out free samples, to advertise our new brothel! One of them could give you a blowjob in that alley over there… if you wanted?"

Now the man was really taken aback. None of this had gone at all as he'd expected, when he'd stormed up full of indignation. He looked back at his wife in desperation, the shrew-like woman having simply played back up dancer to this whole charade so far.

Surprisingly, she just shrugged and muttered: "Well you're not going to be getting one off me any time soon…"

So it was, that you ended up with knees to concrete once again… Wiping your own saliva up and down the length of yet another old man's genitalia. The owner of such flesh looked down upon you with what best could be described as a mix of fascination and disgust. As if he thought he could still disapprove of this whole idea, while personally benefiting from it. Human beings really were rather strange, you mused, swallowing down a full length of one in the dirty surroundings just a little off the main thoroughfare. In the way they so proudly denied the things they actually wanted in life, just out of spite for others.

There was a pressure on the back of your head, as the man's wife pushed you down further onto her partner's cock. Gleefully choking you upon it, then roughly pulling you free again. Oh, she didn't want to see people like you walking the streets at all… but if you were going to be pleasuring her man in a public alleyway, she wanted you to do it properly. There was the dichotomy, after all: They loved the opportunity to hate you in person. Treat you like the dirty, little slut you were. They just didn't want anyone else to know how much they'd enjoy it.

It didn't take long for the old man to pop; guided by his Mrs to send streams of thick, gooping semen across your face. Somehow, you got the feeling such a release was rare treat for him… considering the simple amount of the stuff that seemed to just keep pouring out. A fact that might go some way to explaining the pair's general demeanour too, you felt. All you could do was close your eyes and just let the warm spurts shower over you. Basking a little, in the mildly horrendous experience of being ejaculated over by someone who held your entire existence in utter disdain.

Once it was done, the middle-aged couple scurried off without a single glance back. Trying to avoid the condescending grin plastered all over Esmerelda's face perhaps… though you were sure they could still feel it upon their backs nonetheless. Terry helped you to your feet, and to scoop at least a little of the warm goop from your eyelids. No-one offered you a tissue however. By now it rather went without saying: your paying customer and stepsister would delight in watching you waddle along with a stranger's spunk dripping from your cheeks. So back out into the sun you were led, trying to blink your vision clear, but catch none of the aghast faces you passed.


Chapter 15

You earned plenty of stray glances, marching along in your not-quite-an-outfit and with a glaze of fresh spunk dribbling down your facial features. All you could do was stare straight ahead, following the tugs on the leash around your neck and trying not to meet any eyes. For the most part, people would only glance quickly and then hurry on their way… but occasionally whole packs of wolf whistles would echo eerily behind you, or one lone stranger would stop dead in their tracks and just stare. You shuddered to think what might be going through the heads of either group. What they might do to you if your capricious client decided to hand over the reins again.

There were no further direct challenges to this unsanitary parade however, until you arrived at the high-class department store that Esmerelda was leading you toward. Two large but well-dressed men loomed near the door, your average mall-cop security… but squeezed into fashionable suits so as not to frighten the clientele. They took one look at you and Terry and clearly made up their mind.

"You can't bring them in here, kid."

Your age-old natural reaction to any confrontation kicked in as you quailed back, playing with the hem of your mini-skirt. Though all your more recent encounters with such heavy-set, bullish characters also set your little heart aflutter in admiring their thick, muscular arms. Memories of encounters with highschool bullies came flashing in, but also with possible hints even back then that you didn't mind so much when they picked you up and tossed you around.

Miss Esmerelda, however, was not a young lady who took to being called 'kid' very well. She gave an exasperated sigh… as if all these complaints about her dragging two scantily-clad femboy whores on leashes through the centre of a busy shopping district were really getting tiresome.

"Look, sir. I'm a highly-valued and regular customer at this establishment. Now, we can go through all the rigmarole of me phoning my father's office to send a note to your bosses upstairs to get you to step aside and let me go where I want…"

She stepped closer now, lightly grasping the man's arm which was nearly as thick as her waist. Her voice taking on a conspiratorial but still clear and commanding tone.

"Oorrrr… You and your partner can invite my friend here into your little office there, and take turns 'investigating' as many of her cavities as you wish until I come back to pick her up."

For just a second… there flashed a hint of surprise upon your stepsister’s face. So quickly she went from being close friend and confidante to just another piece of rented property in Esmerelda's mind. The Mayor and his daughter simply kept up an undisclosed tab with Skeg to use and abuse any of you they wished, however they wished after all. Still, it wasn’t like your stepsister had ever said no to such an arrangement. She turned on her cheekiest, cock-teasing grin… the one that even now sent twinges down your own spine… and proceeded to flutter her eyelashes at the men.

One of whom quickly hurried over to whisper in the ear of the other, possibly now recognising exactly who they were dealing with here.

"Oh… Errm, yes Ma'am. You go on in. We'll be happy to keep your, umm, friend here company… You take as long as you like."

So on in you went, all barriers cleared. Both you and Terry being tugged along by just Esmerelda now… while your stepsibling was gently taken under the arm of a still slightly bewildered looking security guard. For a second your eyes met, and she shrugged and smirked. Just another day in the life she'd chosen for you both.

Another small glob of semen dripped from your chin into your silicone cleavage as you boarded the escalator. A pang of something bubbled up in your belly as she was led away… It might even have been jealousy.


Chapter 16

Following Esmerelda through the shop was like a blast from the past, to memories of being dragged around similar establishments by your mother as a child. Always damn near empty, since their 'exclusivity' and prices meant they only needed to sell one item a day to stay adrift. It had been a long time now, since you had felt part of that upper crust of society. Most of the clothes you wore these days came from the teenage sections of thrift markets or dodgy, ad-riddled websites of tacky chinese-made lingerie. Skeg never really felt the need to splash out on the costumes you all wore… they were only going to get torn off and covered in bodily fluids anyway.

The Mayor's daughter seemed right at home though, heading straight on past shelves upon shelves of luxurious nick-nacks that the average person could only dream of having the money to waste on. Up and up you were drawn, through section upon section and stores within stores. Various waif-like staff jumped out from their little booths to spray you with expensive fragrances… only to be left ignored and perplexed by what manner of trio had just passed them. Until you arrived at a section swathed in curtains of dark cloth, clearly separated from the rest of the store.

A nervous-looking figure in nondescript clothing was waiting for you there, baggy hoodie pulled up and ridiculously dark sunglasses covering her eyes. Her outfit couldn’t have screamed ‘please don’t notice me’ any louder, and still couldn’t hide the look of horror that crossed her face upon seeing the distinctly memorable entourage headed towards her. You were pretty certain the character was already at the point of turning away and scurrying off, when Esmerelda yelled out:

“Emily! You made it! How lovely to see you!” Rushing forward to wrap her friend in an overtly tight embrace, while dragging you and Terry along after.

The sunglasses came tumbling off and you quickly recognised the face of one of the other girls who had peered over the fence at you from the mansion next door. The one whose father was distinctly unhappy about the whole situation. You were fairly certain you had spied that same face peeking out from behind curtains and through gaps in the fence several times in the weeks since, a shyly determined curiosity perhaps… as compared to the Mayor’s daughter’s outright, blazé interest in using you for her own whims. Whatever the case, the other teen now had little chance for second thoughts; being swept immediately along into her classmate’s typhoon of self-confidence.

She shepherded you all on through the draped curtains, a barrier of privacy that certainly seemed needed, considering the visions that lay on its far side. For the section of the shop it concealed was a ridiculous display of fetishism and tastelessness, a circus dressing room of kinkiness and whorish couture. Entire walls were bedecked in BDSM accoutrements: paddles, gags and bindings in every shape and material imaginable. Intimately-detailed manikins were arranged in lurid positions in all manner of revealing outfits, all of them clearly made to the finest standards, not knocked together in some chinese sweatshop. There were even two actual people, one male and one female, hung up naked and gagged at either side of the till. They seemed to be physically modelling a variety of the piercings, vibrators and bindings on offer… though you caught just a hint of boredom leaving their faces as you arrived. You wondered how much they got paid, to simply humiliate themselves in this way each day? But then, it was probably a better deal than you lived under.

"Ah, Miss Greene… My most unhealthily enthusiastic customer!"

The voice that emerged from a door in the back was soft and teasingly camp, yet the man that followed was thin, middle-aged and balding. He looked distinctly like the sort of person you would expect to be behind a desk in a minor accountancy firm… not behind the counter in a sex shop. You had been in several such establishments over the years of course, as Skeg or one of your customers took you to pick out something new and uncomfortable to shove inside yourself for their entertainment. Most had been staffed by bored-looking teens held together almost entirely by piercings. This place was a whole different ball game.

"Hello Frank, you dirty old perv… been watching your secret cameras in the changing rooms downstairs?"

The exchange was antagonistic, but their smiles were not, the Mayor's daughter leaned in to kiss this strange clerk on both cheeks as if he was an old family friend from Paris.

"I assume we are looking for yet another new way to tempt, tease and tantalise a certain older gentleman? Testing the limits of the taboo…?” The overwrought emphasis on every other word made it very clear this shop clerk knew exactly who his loyal, young customer was trying to woo. He did not seem in any way discouraging about the idea, however.

Either way, Esmerelda’s answer was: “Not today, Frank. Today we’ve got to get my friend’s here ready for a party.”


Chapter 17

Blackness. Complete and utter, suffocating blackness. In fact, even though your own intake and exhale of air was pretty much all you could hear, it truly felt for a few seconds as if you couldn't breathe at all. So absolute was the silence, so dependent as an animal you were upon your sight. If it were not for the sudden heightening of all your other senses, you might think all the rest of the world had fallen away: leaving you disorientated, small and alone.

Yet, heightened they were… to overbearing levels of nerve-tingling anticipation and indulgence. The tight, plastic material clung to every inch of you like a second skin; but one that was alien and uncompromising. It didn't envelop you in love and protection, it swallowed you and made you own and acknowledge every slight curve or movement your body made. Never before had you been so unavoidably aware of the feminised shape and form that had been made of you. An hourglass carved out as carefully as any made of ancient greek marble. The inflated, silicon balloons on your chest pushing out against a wrapping of much the same material. Plastic squeezed against plastic, with your poor, erect nipples caught between. You felt like a sausage of sensitivity and sexuality. Primed, pressed and prepped for other's consumption.

Then the hands came. You knew who they must belong to… the shop had been empty of anyone else. Yet in your void of sight and sound, they could be the prods and caresses of any unknown being. The ghostly touch of those things which dwelt outside all space and time; ever coldly curious about these creatures which would prostrate themselves for the slightest hint of pleasure. Out of simple defensive reflex, you flinched a little with every new touch, though the restriction of the outfit barely allowed even that small movement. All you could do was try and guess the owner of each sensation: The confident squeeze straight upon your bottom that could only be the Mayor's daughter. The gentle, tentative caress that would be Terry trying to reassure you… and a trace of curious, inquisitive fingers that spoke of the newcomer Emily.

One hand made its way unabashedly up your inner thigh, reaching that last vestigial bulge of your manhood. The tightness of the catsuit left very little room for reaction from those vacuum-packed stalk and cherries, but the sudden touch caused a throbbing ache. An ancestral memory perhaps: that once you might have been a boy. The hand moved on from there though, as most did these days, up along the tingling crest and valley of your perineum. There it took hold of a zipper, you could feel the cold metal of its fastening. A flap was pulled open and cold air rushed in, awakening your puckered star with blinking exposure. You were used, by now, to strangers taking a more than intimate interest into that portal of your anatomy. Though somehow it made you squirm internally all over again, to know that someone was looking squarely at that eye while you could see or hear nothing of them. For several years now you had lived as little more than a collection of warm holes for others to take advantage of… here was just a condensing of that experience moment by moment.

SMACK! The hand came down hard upon your exposed asscheek; the sudden, stinging blow catching you completely by surprise. SMACK! Again it came, this time upon the other side. With no senses left to offer hint or warning, each spank came utterly out of the blue. You could feel sharp breaths leaving your lips in what must have been gasping cries, but not even your own sounds could reach you.

Now a finger slipped inside your rectum, quite calmly, quite casually. Sending the usual shivers up your spine. Whoever it was, was not invading you out of any particular interest in bringing you pleasure. They were simply doing it because they could. Because you were perched, blind and deaf on the counter of a public shop with your asshole hanging out for all to see. Yet, for you, that only made it more stimulating. The genderbent, submissive nymphomaniac that you had become or always been, could not help but push back and offer up that opened rear for deeper penetration. Sometimes it still made you a little sick, in the back of your throat… to recognise what your own body was doing. But you could not stop. Could not turn away. For your heart and soul and mind all knew that this was really all they yearned for. To be treated like a toy by anyone who’d care to make claim to you.


Chapter 18

Once released from the engulfing silicon headpiece, even the dim, red electric lighting of the shop seemed harsh upon your eyes. You blinked and squinted as the onrush of several voices talking at once nearly deafened you as well. Meanwhile 'Frank', the otherwise nondescript clerk, buzzed around you with camply focussed intent; making final adjustments here or there. It was clear he had a deeply keen passion for his trade… your ass still stang from what you were sure had been his liberally applied spanks. Terry managed to skirt his way around to you and slip a hand into yours however, a reassuring point of contact that couldn't help but make you smile.

The conversation you re-emerged into seemed to be mainly between Esmerelda and her friend:

"See Emmy! They wouldn't know who you were at all and you wouldn't either… It's perfect!"

The other girl still looked decidedly nervous even to be here, buried in her oversized hoodie. Yet there was a glint in her eyes you recognised, as they remained glued to your plastic-swathed form. Now you understood. This shy eighteen year old was a you… and the Mayor's daughter was her Jenny. Somewhere inside her, there was a secret little ache that came alive when it saw the humiliating, submissive eroticism that was now your everyday life. And Esmerelda was exactly the sort of person who could spot such a thread and pull… just for her own sordid interests.

“But what if my father found out?!” Emily fell back on the phrase with a readiness that you also knew well, back in the depths of your past. You began to wonder if perhaps there was something uniting about being raised by overbearing patriarchs in the lap of luxury. Something in the constant push and drag of unreachable expectations that led you to just want to throw it all away… and seek out more simple, straightforward urges you could fulfil.

“How could he? You can just tell him you’re going to another lame sleepover at Alice’s. Come on Emily, do you really want to go off to college still a virgin?! Are you going to let that grouchy, old pussy dictate everything in your life?! There’s a whole world out there of kinky, exciting experiences… and this way you don’t even need to know who you’re doing it with. You just get to feel something, for once in your life. One night of fun!”

Esmerelda had her father’s political gifts, there was no denying it. She could persuade the river it wasn’t wet… or a naive, young friend that wearing a gimp suit to a party full of older men was a good way to lose her virginity. You could see all the logical denials slipping out from under Emily, as she considered how dull and railroaded the rest of her life looked otherwise. Some scrape of your former self still itched to warn her off, just as it had with Terry. But who were you to tell this girl not to let herself fall into the clutches of lust and debauchery? Perhaps it was only there that she would find some true sense of self, as you had? Perhaps the world really was just split between those who wished to use and abuse others, or those who wished to be used and abused? You’d tried to give up on such pointless philosophising, over the years… better to just suck the cocks that came to you.

“O-okay… I’ll try it on, at least…” The teenager resigned, shuffling forward.

Frank and her friend shared a knowing smirk, while at the same time you and Terry shared a sympathetic glance. Here was another falling victim to the allure of the same vices you both had. Around and around the cycle went, dragging you all down to trembling knees. In a booth, to the side, you both helped her out of her clothing. A rather pointless compliance considering what she was about to put on, and what had just occurred to you in full view.

She was a slender girl, not yet come into the full curves of adulthood even as she entered her final years of teenagerhood. The tight, black bodysuit fit her like a glove though… Frank clearly knew his trade to a tee. You felt her tremble a little as by necessity yours or Terry’s fingers strayed across her sensitivities. But once her eyes and ears were covered you sensed a tranquillity come over Emily, as if the solace of blocking out the world like this had been all she was waiting for. You and your femboy love led her back out into the shop by touch alone and she obeyed each slightest, guiding tug without question. Another lost soul seeking only clear and simple instruction. Another human toy just waiting to be turned into someone else’s plaything.


Chapter 19

Seeing someone else wearing the tight, plastic catsuit… you could finally appreciate the strange, ethereal beauty to it. The way it clung to every cleft and curve, accentuating and yet also improving upon the base, human shape within. It glistened in such an oily manner, as if it had been spilled over and painted on to the teen girl, instead of squeezed into. Her every blossoming angle was picked out in utterly unsubtle relief. A walking vision of the perverse imagined perfection that a female form might be.

Emily was blindly guided up onto the wide shop counter, just as you had been. Once again Frank fussed about here and there, making sure every inch fit exactly as it should. You note the liberties he took with his hands crawling into every intimacy his 'customer' had, your own skin remembering the recent experience well. You could also recall how electrifying that must feel, to one not yet used to the touch and grope of others. Those first few steps down the path of submission were terrifying… but you almost missed them now. Feeling the panicked flutter of your heart every time someone took some new advantage over you. The cheek-burning embarrassment mixed with strange, new internal longings you never before believed could dwell within you. Even thinking about it now, so many years on, sent a shiver and a rise through your body. You'd do it all over again, if given the chance, that you were sure of. You could only hope this new, young innocent was truly the same.

As with your iteration, Emily's catsuit had a zip-down flap in the rear… one that was now swiftly undone to expose the eighteen year old's intimacies to the world.

"Shall we give her a warm up?" Grinned Esmerelda wickedly, the whole plethora of varying sextoys in the local area glinting in her eyes.

Terry baulked at this, bless his kind soul. Uttering an objection despite his purchased existence.

"But… didn't you say she's a virgin?!"

The Mayor's daughter only laughed.

"With actual people, yeah… but you should see some of the things I've watched her shove inside herself! Coz of that regressive prude she calls a father, her and her mom have got vibes and dildos hidden all over the house. She's told me: as soon as he leaves, they just whip em out, shove one in and sit there in the lounge across from one another… buzzing."

It was a ridiculous scenario to imagine… yet having lived in the same sort of luxuriously damaged household, you couldn’t help but believe it could be true. Two women trapped in a gilded cage, choosing to get what they needed mechanically without ever acknowledging the problem. Perhaps reading a book or watching television while cleaning maids bustled about and no-one even mentioned the muffled whirring noises. You could imagine how excited Emily might have been to have finally made a friend who she could talk to about these things; who would even encourage her to show off how large a dildo she had trained herself to handle. It really was just the same as your stepsister offering you more skirts and panties to try on after she'd caught you the first time.

Back in the present, Esmerelda had indeed persuaded Frank to let her 'taste test' a bunch of his products on her unaware friend. You wondered if the girl could guess what was happening outside her world of silence and darkness, before the first surprised gasp made it all very obvious. Some great, gyrating proboscis was buried to its hilt in the young girl’s sex. Its battery pack waving rhythmically in the air as presumably the business end stirred her insides into a froth. This was soon followed by a stick of large beads driven uncompromisingly into her anal passage… clearly there was no hole that the Mayor’s daughter considered off-limits in this casual acquaintance of hers.

A statement that proved all the more true as she ordered Terry up onto the counter too, perhaps in response to his half-hearted rebellion earlier:

“Go on, you might look like a disney princess… but I’ve seen what’s hanging between your legs. Fuck her throat for a bit, so she knows what Daddy’s friends are gonna be like!”

Reluctantly, the gentle femboy obeyed. If not just because it was an order from someone who’d paid for your bodies, but also because it was true: whatever happened here the ‘party’ to come was almost certainly going to be worse.

He pulled aside both thong and fishnet stockings, unleashing a weapon you knew well. For all that your lover was as feminised as you these days… his last bastion of manhood remained far more impressive than yours. It embarrassed him, you knew… to be so outwardly girlish but still struggle to smuggle away a package that would make many cis boys jealous. However, the customers seemed to enjoy that dichotomy, so there was little hope that Skeg would look into changing it. Secretly, you also hoped he kept such a fine example of that which you craved, though obviously you would support anything that made him happy.

However, as he lined himself up with Emily’s open, moaning gullet… you wondered how she would handle what was to come. For many, many practical explorations had taught you that however timid and tender a soul Terry was; when something was required of him he couldn’t help but go all out. You had felt the choking, gurgling, gagging joy of him thrusting himself down your throat. His balls bouncing off your chin as his flesh twitched and throbbed within the tight confines of your oesophagus. The desperate struggle for air through your nose, yet wonder of feeling him finally let go and just enjoy the furious sensations you were sharing.

You watched Emily’s shuddering form go through all that, heightened by the lack of sight and sound. While Frank and Esmerelda shoved phallic object after phallic object into her other end. Beneath your belt-thin skirt you felt your own tiny excuse for a penis ooze precum into its thong, undoubtedly jealous that for once all this erotic stimulation was not happening to you. Until at last your femboy lover came, spilling his seed into the gullet that enclosed him. You could see the lump in the girl’s throat through its tight plastic wrapping as she gulped in every last spurt.

As soon as he could manage it, Terry pulled himself free… letting the poor thing gasp for air. She burbled and drooled incoherently for a few seconds, sucking in air like she'd never tasted it before. Yet the first true words that slipped from her lips really sealed her fate then and there:

"T-thank you… Can I h-have some more?" Emily whispered, half deliriously. Another born submissive, just waiting to be exploited.


Chapter 20

The night of the party came quickly. All of the mansion’s eager or not-so-eager whores, plus Emily as well, were arrayed in your brand new catsuits. Each one tailor-made to fit as absolutely tight to your young bodies as possible. Each was a different colour, and each had various, little additions such as hoops and velcro straps so that you could be bound up in all manner of awkward positions. Like the BDSM power rangers you were arrayed, flaps already left open to expose the varying genitalia each possessed. Skeg and Nancy fussed back and forth, checking each of you was perfect… for all the world as if they were your doting parents on the night of the school play. After all this was it, as far as they were concerned. Their big chance to break into high society as owners of the finest brothel in town!

You had your doubts. The Mayor and his daughter had certainly embroiled themselves in the family business… but you still got the feeling this was all just a game for them. That stringing the funny gap-toothed man and his daughter/lover along was just as entertaining as dragging you and Terry shopping on a leash. Sure, they'd bring along a few of their rich and powerful friends to share in the joke… but when the novelty wore off, would they just move on to some other sport? Of course, such questions were above and beyond your role. You were just a furnishing. A prettied up piece of equipment with a straightforward purpose. Better to just focus on that.

You and Emily had been placed in the entrance hall, with your wrists bound to your ankles. The first two playthings to greet each guest as they arrived. Perhaps that was the easier job, you considered… before everybody really started getting drunk and raucous. Once the blank darkness and silence of your blindfold was applied, time seemed to stretch out infinitely in every direction. You could vaguely feel the vibration of people's footsteps as they wandered past you, the change of air pressure and temperature as the door was opened, but all else was complete mystery.

You did your best to appear inviting. Opening your mouth and lolling your tongue out like a dog begging for scraps. Who knew exactly when the first few partygoers might arrive? Certainly at some point the first phallus was deposited between your lips, but you had no idea if it belonged to a member of high society or just Skeg trying to settle his nerves…

However, that first was soon followed by many more. Each one driving themselves down your gullet without ceremony or apology, punctuated only by the occasional set of female genitalia pressed roughly against your lips instead. You could imagine each couple arriving; the cream of modern society; laughing as they revealed the designer-branded lingerie they had had made specially for this event. Giggling at the ‘naughtiness’ of attending a soiree in a brothel, while determined to show off how suavely casual they were with their own sexuality. They would see you as nothing more than a prop, you were sure. To roughly utilise while spying on their rival’s outfits and demeanour: ‘Oh, are you blushing at the sight of my husband slamming himself into this trussed-up, little femboy Martha? You really must relax darling… it was all the rage in Rome and Ancient Greece…’

You could see or hear nothing of this, of course. But you knew the types of people surrounding you by their touch and the smell of their expensive perfume. You had been raised in this very household, surrounded by them after all. It made you wonder how Emily was getting on, struggling through the same baptism of flesh and fluids somewhere near you. Again and again were your questing lips and tongue met with the freshly-showered intimacies of one stranger or another. Through the complete void of darkness you found cocks and labia uncountable, all determined for your attention. One by one you pleasured them to completion, swallowing down your rewards or feeling them splash across your face and bosom.

Until clearly enough of a queue had built up and alcohol consumed, that they pitched you forwards and started making use of your rear entrance as well. Back and forwards, back and forwards you were pitched… unable to control your own balance or really even tell where you’d been dragged across the room. Soft, uncalloused hands sent stinging slaps across the cheeks of both your ass and face. Manicured nails pinched at your nipples or tugged on your shrivelled testicles. As their drunken confidence grew they only became rougher and rougher in their attentions, caring little for the human being trapped within their silicon-wrapped toy. Penis after penis forced its way into your bowels, pumping furiously until it could leave its own addition to the pool already deposited in there. As each one pulled free, you could feel your body trying to release that gathering fountain… but the next was already in place and thrusting, using the slime of its forebears as lubrication.

Time and time again, your own body shuddered with the build up of its own pleasures. Overwhelmed, but ecstatic at this treatment. You had learned well by now… that there seemed no real limit to how much punishment your traitorous frame actually craved, despite how unhealthy that might be in the long-run. You felt your own tiny cock spurt out onto the floor and your own inner thighs, at least once for every two or three invaders that used you. Yet never would you deny the next one their due. Pushing yourself up on sweaty, trembling limbs to seek that which fulfilled your existence. Fuck me, Fuck me, Fuck me! Yelled your brain, devoid and incapable of any deeper considerations right now.

Perhaps your squeaking voice called it out aloud as well…  You couldn’t hear to tell.


Chapter 21

In the bleary half-light of what must have still been the earliest hours of the following morn, raised voices awoke you.

You were surprised to be able to hear anything at all, having spent the proceeding evening with nothing but muffled darkness and physical sensations. The rough treatment of your last few customers must have dislodged your outfit's headpiece. Your body ached and itched from the restrained position it had spent all night in, but such complaints seemed dulled by the simple fact that there was nothing you could do about them. Perhaps the endless, switch-rhythm pounding your muscles had gone through had actually helped to supple them a little? Your asshole stung predictably… you could feel the dried-on mess of semen which had dribbled out of it, down towards your exposed, hanging testicles. Similar amounts of crusting substance covered your chin, cheeks and even hands. Nobody had bothered cleaning up after themselves… you were the rag to wipe on after all.

"Where. Is. My. Daughter?!" Demanded one of the voices, hissing indignation clear even though he still sounded like he was on the far side of a tunnel to you.

The reply you recognised as the sweetly, condescending tones of the Mayor when he had you right where he wanted you. Full of feigned surprise and gentle mockery.

"Gone AWOL has she, Robert? Believe me, I know how difficult raising these late teens can be…"

"My Emily is nothing like that hellion of yours! She's never done this before!"

The Mayor's voice took on a consoling tone. "Well all the more reason not to overreact now, dear boy. She's 18 now… an adult in her own right. You've got to relax and let her explore those boundaries, else she'll never find her place in the world. All politics aside, I'm telling you this parent to parent: You've got to loosen up a little."

You could almost imagine the aggressor's shoulders slackening slightly, struggling to shake off his rival's charm. You had witnessed and experienced the way the brothel's most prominent customer could wrap his words around you, gently persuading that up was down. It was clearly the skill which had got him this far in life and even his would-be opponents were not immune.

"I suppose I have been rather wrapped up in the campaign of late… It is hard to find time for anything else. You think she's just trying to tell me that?"

“I’m sure of it… You’ll get home and she’ll already be there waiting, mark my words.”

This, you knew to be a lie. The Mayor knew exactly where Mr Stevenson’s daughter was; though you yourself couldn’t see exactly where she’d ended up. You wondered how Emily had handled her first night of being a sexual plaything? Presumably she was in a similar state to you: holes agape and drenched in the dried up leavings of a hundred strangers. Could they really get away with this right under the nose of her clearly overprotective father? What would he do if he found her, tied and bound in skin-tight plastic and quite clearly a virgin no more?

The Mayor was still talking… his words simply dripping with honey and wicked delight.

“You’ve got to learn to live a little, Robert. Can’t just give everything to the job. That’s all we do in these little soirees: let off some steam. It’s all above board, all voluntary. Look: this young lady’s just gagging for her next go-around, even after a whole night of it. Go on… indulge yourself. What harm can it do?”

The men had drifted away from you, off into another corner of the hall and out of your still limited range of hearing. Surely the Mayor wasn’t suggesting what you were thinking? Surely his political rival wouldn’t be so easily persuaded to partake? As your narrowed senses closed in again and a fresh wave of tiredness took hold, you couldn’t help but fret that this would be a step too far. That finally all this debauchery would come back to haunt the household.

As the world of dreams reclaimed you, they were filled with just one quiet, possibly imagined sound: The wet slap of flesh upon flesh. A lullaby you were more than acquainted with.


End of Part 3.

Thank you kindly for reading this far into a tale of misplaced love, insatiable lust and gentle submission. I do hope you have enjoyed it so far. Our story will continue in Submitting with Step-Sister: Part 4, a small taste of which can be found following.

You may also support the author by supplying caffeine funds at:

https://www.buymeacoffee.com/JerkgentlyC should such an idea tempt you.

Either way, your perusal of this less than mainstream little slice of half-baked erotica is very much appreciated.

Love, Life and Lust,

Jerk Gently


Submitting with Stepsister Part 4:




Chapter 1

The old, wonky coffee table in front of you creaked. Its worn and weary joints complaining in a regular, off-hand sort of way at the everyday lack of respect its age and originally intended purpose were being given.

Your body knew how it felt. You were ever more rapidly becoming an old whore now… one of those still clinging on to the game far past the usual 'sell-by' date. The strapping young man’s budding strength and eager rhythm were an assault upon your bones and senses. His shuddering thrusts turned your legs to jelly and sent your head into a rosy fog of nostalgic reminiscences over the ten thousand previous times your flanks had been gripped by such earnest, excited hands.

With a last few, mind-melting heaves… he filled your seasoned rectum with teenage semen. Pulling out immediately to let you sink to the floor in an exhausted and heady daze.

"Thanks Aunty!" Your eighteen year old step-nephew cheerfully piped out, hurrying to pull his trousers back up and collect his bag. Clearly not wanting to be any later for school than he already was. You had tried to tell him that his last year of highschool was more important than these early morning visits. That his mother was already furious enough that he came round here, without being tardy for it too. But of course, that just increased his enthusiasm… and it wasn’t like you were ever going to say no to an early morning fuck from the fit and handsome spawn of your stepsibling. You never said no to anyone.

You remained on the floor of the lounge for a good few minutes, feeling the seed of cross-generation incest seep from your asshole. It wasn’t as if this was the first time those laminated planks had been christened such. Being who you were, the lesson had been learned many times over: to ensure every surface possible was easy to wipe clean.

Speaking of such, the first stranger of the day bustled past you with barely a wink and a grin, following the path out the flat that Jakob had. Soon followed by a tousled-looking Terry wrapped in little but a blanket. You had let your lifelong companion's early morning appointment in while brewing the morning coffee. Those early bird customers did so seem to enjoy screwing a groggy femboy awake. You knew he wouldn't mind being roughly awakened by a shadow in the doorway, calloused hands and unqueried penetration… All just nostalgic reminders of the years you'd spent in the mansion.

You passed your sleepy lover the mug of steaming coffee without needing to exchange a word. Both of you had been around each other long enough now to not need such clumsy means of conversation. The slim, effeminate being had taken one look at your positioning and would have guessed a visit from the nephew.

Speaking of which… you flicked on the large smart tv across the way, to its most usually-viewed livestream. Sure enough, there was young Josephine, the step-niece named after yourself… still beaming out images of herself after a long night's show. She looked barely conscious… hanging from the straps of some extremely elaborate machine, dripping with splatters of that fake cum she bought by the bucketful. Two dildos were still mechanically shoving themselves in and out of her clearly visible pussy and asshole, though by now you guessed she could barely feel them.

"I best go untangle her and turn it all off…" you sighed, yet another common morning ritual. The girl simply didn't seem to recognise her own limits. Like mother, like daughter… you supposed.
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