

Bob’s Transformation: Husband to Cuckolded Sissy Slut

Bob Roberts looked through the binoculars at his wife, Brenda. He was shocked -   shocked to see her as he’d never seen her before – dressed and made up like a cheap, sexy tart: in tight, black, mini skirt, red, satin blouse, and little leather jacket- her face slathered in make up. She sat in her car, applying red lipstick in the wing mirror.  She spent some time getting it right before moving on to make up her eyes. Bob felt a tingle of excitement, – when did he last see her tarting herself up for his benefit? Then Bob saw him, the man she was doing it for. She opened the door and the man got in. A young, good looking black man – trendily dressed. A handsome young man, who was passionately kissing his middle aged, but now decidedly sexy, wife. He watched as the man fumbled with Brenda’s blouse, while she, in turn, put lacquered nailed fingers to his fly and unzipped it – fumbling to pull out his heavy, stiffening cock.  Then she slipped from her seat to take it in her mouth and began to suck, in a way she had never ever done for him. Bob was astonished: she had always told him that oral sex was repugnant to her.

He watched as his wife’s red lips stretched to take in the man’s huge, black cock. She, who was usually so keen to be in control, seemed to be enjoying the man’s power over her – yielding to it wholeheartedly. Bob watched the man’s glistening cock rhythmically jerking in and out of his wife’s mouth, before he withdrew and spurted a   jet of thick, white semen over her face, and freshly washed and teased hair. Then she cleaned herself as best she could with some tissues, before pecking the man on the cheek, and blowing a kiss to him, as he got out of the car and walked away.

Bob knew he had to get back to the house before her, and started his own car, and drove quickly back to the house using the back streets, and breaking the speed limit. Back in the house Bob sat in shock – he felt incredibly turned on imagining his tartily dressed, and made up wife with the young black man, but also humiliated at his knowledge of his cuckolded status. He thought of how he had taken Brenda for granted in recent years – didn’t think anyone else would be interested in her. Yet, tonight he had seen her in a new light, as a wantonly sexy slut, desired by young, virile men.

Bob felt his face redden. Why was he blushing, he thought – it should be her who should be embarrassed. He realised, though, that he was a little in awe of her – that he was, for the first time in years, sexually aroused by her. His wife, the sexy siren, desired by handsome young blokes – having sex with them.

He felt excited, but didn’t know what to do. He couldn’t stop imagining her with that man. Her tight dress pulled up around her thighs, her thin panties, the suspenders taught against the white skin of her thighs, the silky stockings. He imagined the man’s cock going into her –and her soft moan.

And what about him?  What young woman would be interested in him? His reverie was broken by the sound of Brenda’s car drawing up outside, then the click- clack of her heels on the path, and her key in the lock.

‘You look nice,’ he said as she entered the room.

‘Thanks’ she said ‘I always make bit of an effort for a night out with the girls – need to keep up appearances,’ she smiled.

‘Fancy an early night?’

‘No, if you don’t mind I just need to unwind; get myself a bit of supper.’

‘OK – goodnight then.’

‘Goodnight.’

Bob lay in bed – he couldn’t sleep. He was alert – alert for any sounds that his wife might make. Except, as hard as he listened, he could hear nothing – just the low hum of the TV. He tried to put the day’s events out of his mind – to wish, it all away; wipe what he’d seen from his memory. He had suspected an affair, but with her boss – bald, paunchy, decidedly middle-aged Ron Haskins – but not with a young, virile black man – who could surely have the pick of any woman he liked. He heard the living room door closing, and the sound of Brenda’s footsteps on the stairs. Then the gushing of water and the sound of the toilet flushing. He closed his eyes and pretended to be asleep, as Brenda eased in besides him. He could smell her familiar scent, except now it seemed more exotic, and he could detect other, more illicit smells – tobacco, alcohol. He turned and reached a hand to her, caressed her breast.

‘Not tonight, Bob’ she muttered – ‘I’m sorry, I’m really tired.’

Bob slept fitfully that night – his dreams were full of erotic imaginings, in which he was always reaching out to impossibly sexy women – reaching out but at the last minute they vanished, or he woke up.

The next morning he had finally fallen into a deep sleep, when he was dimly aware of Brenda getting out of bed, and getting dressed.  He vaguely remembered that she had said she needed to go in to work early. He heard the rush of water from the shower, then her tip - toeing around, getting her clothes from the wardrobe. Next the clink of her cereal bowl in the kitchen, then, finally, the door closing. Bob was awake now. He lay there for a few moments, before finally deciding that he might as well get up. He didn’t have much reason to get up, having been made redundant six months ago, and not being able to get another job so far. And now his motivation to keep trying to get a job seemed to have dissipated. He had no confidence – it had just drained away. He’d never realised how fragile the whole edifice of self was. Identity – which had seemed so secure, had proved to be   fragile uncertain. He wasn’t sure who he was anymore.

Now he seemed to be moving in a fog of erotic longing and frustration. He kept thinking of Brenda’s red lips against her black lover’s, her stocking clad legs opening for him.  What did he himself want, need, desire? What could he do to assuage his longing? Somehow, he found himself walking towards Brenda’s dressing tale, where her cosmetics still lay out where she’d left them in an obvious rush. He went to the dressing table and sat down in her chair and stared at himself in the mirror. He picked up the black eyeliner pencil, and applied the point carefully to his eyelids as he had seen Brenda do so many times. Then he picked up her mascara and took out the thin brush, with the mascara still sticky on it – and applied it to his eyelashes. Then, most thrillingly, there was the tube of bright red lipstick. He unscrewed it with trembling hand, and applied the scarlet stain to his lips. He stared at himself in the mirror – the ridiculous sight of a middle aged man wearing badly applied make up, but Bob was excited all the same. It was as if he’d been taken over by an unknown force, inexorable in its intention. He went to Brenda’s wardrobe, and took out a bright red dress – well, he’d never be able to get it on. He looked on the hangers – found a loose pink shift, from when Brenda had been pregnant with Sophie – pulled it over his head and it dropped just below his waist. He went to the drawer, and pulled out knickers, bra, and tights. He pulled on the knickers, then the tights. Stared at himself in the wardrobe mirror. He went and sat down by the phone, picked it up – dialled the number he had written on a piece of paper.

The ring sounded distant, echoing – a voice -

‘You must be over 18 to use this service. You will now hear from a selection of women online right now. If you wish to choose one, dial 1, to continue to the next woman, dial 2.’

Bob’s heart quickened as he pressed 1.

A woman’s voice, husky - in her forties, perhaps.

‘Hi my name is Lucy. I’m a red head with large, natural boobs, and an all over tan.’

‘Hi.’

‘What’s your name love?’

‘Bob.’

‘How can I help you Bob?’

My wife is having an affair with a young, good looking black man, and I’m sitting here wearing her clothes and make up.’

A pause

‘…you like dressing in woman’s clothes do you Bob?’ The voice was warm, sympathetic.

‘Well I’ve never done it before.’

‘What are you wearing Bob?’

‘A pink dress, tights, make up.’

‘The full works then?’

‘Abuse me’ Bob said –‘tell me what rubbish I am.’

‘Well you are rubbish Bob – you’re a fucking loser aren’t you? A total fucking wanker.’ The voice was calm, concerned, like a nurse or someone in authority.

‘Yes’ Bob said ‘I am,’ and put the phone down.

Bob gazed at himself in the mirror; he found his image quite sexy, desirable –his cock hardened. He got up and went to the kitchen to make himself a cup of tea. He realised he was moving in a more delicately feminine way. He tried to imagine Brenda and her lover, imagined her in his arms, kissing him, his lips on hers. He realised that he was aroused by the thought of his wife making love to another man – he found something very erotic about it. He made his tea and sat down in the armchair.

What was he going to do today – sit around in his wife’s clothes – what if someone came to the door? Well, if someone did then he wouldn’t answer it. He put on the radio, Desert Island Discs – I wonder what discs I would take with me to a desert island he thought.  The guest on the programme, a famous scientist, had chosen an operatic piece. Bob quite liked the sound of the opera singer’s high voice conveying intense emotion, even though he had always hated opera. He looked back at the mirror – he really needed a wig in order to look like a woman. He didn’t think Brenda ever wore wigs though. Plus he needed some large size female shoes, since Brenda’s would never fit him.

He had an idea. He went upstairs to the computer. He didn’t usually use it much – it more Brenda’s province. However, he knew enough to turn it on and connect to the internet. Soon he was at the Google search page. What should I type he wondered. He felt so nervous, nervous but excited. His fingers trembled as he typed in the word ‘transvestite,’ then pressed search. He was amazed at the pages of results. But his eyes were immediately drawn to one heading – ‘clothing for transvestites.’ He clicked on the link, and was immediately taken to brightly coloured – well mostly pink, page, with a menu – that included large size high heels, and wigs. He pointed the mouse to the wig heading, and he was taken to a huge variety of wigs. Eventually, he ordered a long, blonde wig, a pair of shiny black high heels, size ten and a half, and a red and black basque, and a pair of black stockings. He put them in his basket, and typed in his credit card details – it came to sixty pounds. For a minute he baulked of the amount, but the thought of the illicit nature of what he was doing merely compelled him to finally press the ‘buy’ button. He couldn’t believe he’d done it – spent all this money on these things. What if Brenda found out? He was sweating, but had s sense of euphoria, a sense of wild abandon and freedom. He collapsed, weakly, into a chair.

Suddenly he heard a key in the lock – he tried to move quickly, but his wife’s dress hindered him, and he couldn’t get out of the chair. The door opened, and Brenda came in.

‘What the Hell,’ she said – ‘what are you doing. Are you wearing my clothes?’

‘I don’t know what came over me. I’ve never done this sort of thing before.’

‘I need a drink’ Brenda stalked through to the other room and saw the flickering computer screen, with the details of his order clear to see.

She came back -

‘Have you really spent sixty quid of my money on women’s clothing for yourself?’

‘I’m sorry; I don’t know what came over me.’

Brenda poured a drink and sat down. She stared at him for several moments without speaking, as if thinking about something.

‘I have to say my clothes quite suit you. In fact a feminine role seems to suit you - your personality, the way you’ve become.’

‘Well, losing my job meant losing a lot of my male identity.’

‘Of course – but how strong was it to begin with?’

‘Well—you know…’

‘Exactly.’

‘I’ll cancel the order for those clothes, I don’t know what came over me’ he said, but couldn’t bring himself, to mention what he’d seen the previous evening.

‘No – no it’s all right – I want you to get them, carry on with the order – order some more items if you like.’

‘What?’

‘Yes, carry on; I’ve got something in mind.’

Brenda insisted that he ordered the clothes using the ‘priority’ dispatch option, and they arrived the very next day. Bob had been instructed to wait until Brenda got home before trying them on, so by the time  she got home he was tingling with excitement, and some trepidation -just what did Brenda have in mind?

After she’d had something to eat and a shower, Brenda said

‘Come on then – let’s see you in these clothes. I can’t wait to see you all dressed up with a wig and heels and everything. She helped him, to shave off his body hair, and to dress in the unfamiliar garments. The deliciously sensual feel of the stockings on his freshly shaved legs caused his cock to harden. Then Brenda sat him down at her dressing table and applied thick make up to his face, and expertly positioned the wig on his head – immediately transforming him.

God, he thought, he really did look like a sexy woman.

‘You look like a right tart’ Brenda said, ‘very convincing. Reckon you could pass in public. We’ll have to give you a suitable name’ she thought for a moment, ‘what about Rosy, that’s nice and feminine, and sounds a bit like Robert.’

‘I don know...’

Well,’ she said, suddenly firm – ‘it’s not up to you to say. I’m going to completely dominate you– and turn you into the sissy slut you really are.’

And that is how Bob began his new life under his new identity of Rosy, the sissy slut.

Brenda would invite her friends round, and they would laugh while, Bob/Rosy, dressed appropriately in a little maid’s costume, with frilly white cap, pvc mini dress with frilly white apron, and hobbled by high heels, rushed to fill their glasses and light their cigarettes.

‘What a fucking, sissy faggot’ Brenda’s old friend, Jill said coarsely, with a sneering laugh.

‘Come here and give me a light.’

Bob rushed over as fast as he could in his heels.

‘Now lay on the floor with your mouth open and be my ashtray’ she commanded, and Bob meekly obeyed, coughing and spluttering as Jill blew smoke into his face, and flicked her ash into his open mouth.

Brenda no longer bothered to hide her affair with the young black man Bob had seen that night. In fact she brought him home, and they would have sex together in front of him – which turned him on, as well as making him feel  humiliated and worthless – which turned him on  even more, just as it had done that first night when he had watched them together through binoculars. But then he had been angry, wondered what he could do about it, but now he just accepted it, and the other men she brought home to have sex with – often men she’d met that night. They were usually young, black men.

After vigorous sex with her lover, Brenda would command Bob to lick her lover’s cock clean with his tongue, and lick his juices from her fanny.

This disgusted him, but thrilled him at the same time.

Bob spent his days now dressed in a maid’s costume doing the household chores. He was unable to masturbate without Brenda’s permission, because his cock was in a chastity device, and Brenda wore the key around her neck. Sometimes she would take the device off to allow him to bring himself off when she brought men home, but other times she would leave the device on, and Bob had to endure the exquisite torture of his cock throbbing against the limits of its cage.

On other occasions Brenda would strap a giant black dildo on, and make Bob bend over a dining room chair, and anally penetrate him. This was painful at first, but he soon began to enjoy it.

‘I want you to get used to this Rosy, because I’ve got some gay friends who are interested in meeting you.’

On their wedding anniversary, Brenda announced that she was taking Bob out for a special meal, and this excited him because he rarely went out. On  the day Brenda made sure he was  wore  panties and stockings beneath a  cream trouser suit, his now  long hair  she put up beneath a stylish blue beanie, and he looked  feminine , but not openly in drag. Beneath his frilly pink panties Brenda had made sure he was wearing his chastity device, and his arse was butt plugged... which made him feel quite uncomfortable as he sat in the restaurant. The waiter seemed to be in on things, and Brenda disappeared with him during the meal, coming back to openly boast how he had fucked her in the toilet. When Bob’s dinner arrived it was covered in a thick creamy substance.

‘What’s this?’ he said.

‘It’s special sauce,’ the waiter said sneering.

‘I told the staff to masturbate over your food Rosy to further humiliate you. Come on - eat it up– you’re not leaving the table until you’ve finished it.’

And, of course, eat it Bob/Rosy did. He ate the food mixed with the waiters’  cum, and watched them openly flirt with his wife, and go off into the toilet with her to  fuck her, and he thought of how he used to be a man himself – and how unreal and distant that now seemed. Yes, all that seemed a long time ago now.
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