

Civil Servant to Sissy Cuckold

Tania/Tony’s Tale

My name is Tania, formerly Tony, and this is my story. One you may find cautionary, or erotic, or incredible. Anyway, it’s a true story – a story of how a straight, alpha male, which is how I thought of myself, with a top Civil Service job, and a beautiful, charming wife, became a cuckolded, sissy faggot slut, whose arse was peddled out to anyone willing to pay. Read it and pay heed – it could happen to you…….

I’d always had a good relationship with my beautiful wife, Becky: close and loving, with a fantastic sex life. However, I began to notice that Becky was becoming increasingly dissatisfied, often irritable and angry at me for the most trivial reasons.  It seemed to coincide with her promotion at work from Admin to Executive level, with a managerial role, and more responsibility. That was the same Civil Service grade as me, but I was stuck in the Department of Agriculture and Fisheries, while Becky was in the most important reaches of the Home Office, with government ministers popping in frequently for briefings. She was close to power and on an upward trajectory, while I was stagnating, not having been promoted for a couple of years, and no sign of it happening anytime soon.

Of course, when we’d met, and during the course of our marriage, I’d had the most important, well paid job, and Becky had been a mere clerk. But she now had a small staff under her, and I noticed how bossy she had suddenly become, telling me what to do, rather than asking my opinion, as previously, and often seeming impatient at what she regarded as some minor failing. For example, if the dinner I’d cooked for the evening meal, after my own busy day at work I might add, wasn’t quite up to her, increasingly demanding, standards.

She now often ate out with work colleagues, either seeing clients or socially – she had to network, she kept telling me, and this had changed her tastes. No longer was she satisfied with a pizza from the local shop, or my speciality of spaghetti Bolognese. She was also becoming far more glamorous, and, dare I say it, sexy, with more money to spend after her pay rise, and with the need to impress, her outfits became more fashionable, bought from more upmarket stores. And, along with this, her skirts became shorter, heels higher, make up worn regularly and thickly applied, rather than only worn occasionally and lightly. Becky was changing before my eyes, but it wasn’t until the arrival of a new senior management colleague

directly above her, that I realised how profound the change in her had become.

I had arrived home first, as usual, and was cooking dinner as I always did, Becky not being much of a cook to be honest, when my phone rang and I answered it. I thought it might be Becky to tell me she was going to be late home from the office, so that I could turn the oven out before out the dinner I’d cooked, burned.

‘Hallo ‘I said.

‘Hi,’ Becky’s voice sounded unusually happy as if she’d been drinking. ‘Just to tell you I’ll be late home tonight.’

‘OK’, I said ‘where are you –in the pub? Is it somebody’s birthday or something?

‘No, I’m still in the office actually. I’m with my new boss, we’re just catching up on things…’ she giggled, and I thought I heard a male voice murmuring something.

‘Ok’, no problem’ I said. ‘I’ll keep dinner for when you get in.’

‘Thanks, I’ll need it – I always feel hungry after a good fuck’.

I thought I’d misheard - ‘sorry, I didn’t quite catch that’.

‘I said I always feel hungry after a good fuck - Kingman, my boss, is just sliding his cock into my cunt now.’

I felt my own cock hardening, as Becky gave a slight moan, seemingly turning away from the receiver as if addressing someone nearby-

‘Yes, yes, ram your fat cock right up me,’ then, turning back to the phone-

‘It’s Kingman, my new boss – he’s a handsome, masculine, black guy, with an athlete’s physique, and a massive cock – I couldn’t resist him, I knew you’d understand,’

‘What the heck….’

‘He’s just easing his dick up inside me now – God, it’s so big.’

Despite my complete and utter shock, I found myself unzipping my trousers and stroking my own hardening cock.

I could hear Becky’s moans on the phone, until, suddenly, the line went dead, but I just became frenziedly continued my masturbation, imagining my lovely wife being fucked by a big, black cock.

I came, with a thick stream of semen spurting high into the air – it had been a long time since I’d orgasmed with such force; and I realised how incredibly turned on I’d been by my wife’s blatant cuckoldry.

It was much later that Becky finally arrived home. I’d waited up, well I knew I wouldn’t be able to sleep, and froze in excited anticipation when I heard her key in the lock. She teetered in on those heels she always wore now, instead of the sensible flatties she’d mostly worn before, and I could tell she’d been drinking.

‘I’m afraid the dinner is spoiled’ I said coldly, ‘it’s all dried out.’

‘Fuck your dinner’ Becky slurred ‘I’ve eaten in the pub, Kingman treated me’ she laughed scornfully. ‘He’s a real man you know - his cock makes yours look like a woman s clit.’

‘You’re drunk ‘I said.

‘Well I am a bit tipsy – so what - work hard and play hard, that’s my motto. I’m not a loser – like some people I know’ she sneered at me.

She reached into the pocket of her coat, pulled something out and threw it to me.

‘There you go – it’s my knickers for you to sniff, stinking of my come and Kingman’s semen – don’t think I don’t know about you wanking over my knickers and stockings when I’m not here.’

I reddened – God, how did she find that out. It was true, I had been in the habit of looking in her underwear drawer when she was out – I actually liked to put her panties on, and then masturbate.

‘You left the evidence in the washing basket – a pair of my best knickers, stiff with your spunk- eeugh- and then I set a little trap for you, making a note of exactly the order I’d left everything in my drawer, with a piece of cotton on top. You dirty little pervert,’ she said scornfully. ‘I always knew you weren’t a real man.’

I picked up her knickers from where they lay at my feet-

‘Smell them,’ she commanded, and I raised them to my face – yes, I could smell her familiar, intimate musk, which had turned me on so much in the past, but also a more pungently sour aroma, which I supposed was Kingman. Kingman -black Kingman, big black Kingman – the words were turning over in my mind, and I realised I was becoming hard again, thinking about this man with my wife.

‘Kingman was saying’ Becky said ‘about having us to dinner. I’ve met his wife, Naomi, she’s lovely, and they’ve got a beautiful house.’

‘Oh, have they?’ I said unenthusiastically.

‘Don’t look so fed up – I know it turns you on the thought of me with Kingman.’

‘And what does his wife think about it?’

‘Naomi is cool about it - she’s like you – masochistic, likes to be humiliated. We could have some fun together; she’s keen on being dominated by her husband and another woman.’

‘Hang on’ I said ‘what makes you think I’m masochistic?’

‘Well, you are, aren’t you? I’ve read all about it. That’s why you’re turned on by me with another man – you just can’t help it. You’re a submissive sissy, and that’s that.’

‘What…?’

‘You like to be dominated and humiliated, as well as wearing female clothing –I bet you’d be turned on if I stuffed those panties of mine in your mouth.’

I felt my cock hardening.

‘No………’ I protested weakly, but no sooner were the words out of my mouth than Becky had rammed her panties -damp, stinking gusset first, into my mouth. I sat there - a pair of soiled, lacy pink knickers hanging from my mouth, and a huge erection growing between my legs.

‘Suck me off…please’ I begged.

‘No, you’re not allowed to come unless I give you permission.’

I began to unzip my fly.

‘And you can’t wank yourself off either.’

I’ll tell you what’ she said, pulling out her phone, and showing me a photo –

‘Bring yourself off to this.’

I looked at the picture, a big, black cock with a woman’s lips around it.

‘That’s a selfie of me sucking off Kingman’.

I began to masturbate furiously, my whole-body tingling, until I came with a massive orgasm for the second time that day. I couldn’t believe how the sight of my wife having sex with another man had turned me on, and I felt deeply ashamed, which only added to my masochistic pleasure. I was one confused husband.

But, now my secret was out – that I was turned on by wearing women’s clothes, and, I had discovered about myself, also turned on by my wife making love to another man. Yes, a deep masochism and submissively feminine personality had been revealed, and I wasn’t sure that I liked my new self-knowledge. But now that the demon had been unleashed…...all I began to think about was dressing as a woman, and of being cuckolded, and kept having fantasies about these things. Of course, Becky had immediately sensed this about me as soon as she discovered that I’d been going through her underwear drawers. Well, she seemed happy to be able to have sex with another man, and if this meant accepting that her husband liked dressing as a woman, so be it.

Anyway, there was the prospect of dinner with her boss, and his wife. Since it was nearing Christmas it was decided, not by me – I was just informed of the decision- that we would have the couple round for Christmas dinner. Becky’s mother was also invited, and her latest boyfriend, Marco. Well, perhaps Christmas would be a time for reconciliation, to forget about our differences. I would cook Christmas dinner as I usually did, and this would demonstrate how I had no hard feelings towards Becky or her new lover, and even her bitch of a mother. Well it was liberating for me in way – it meant that I could now fully indulge my vice of cross dressing. We would have a nice dinner, and a pleasant day…. but that wasn’t quite what Becky had in mind. No, it wasn’t what she had in mind at all.

On Christmas say morning I gave Becky my present, wrapped in expensive silver paper. She tore the paper open without ceremony and took out the delicate gold chain, with a small golden heart on it –looked at it quickly and put it down.

‘Thanks’ she said brusquely ‘here’s yours.’

She handed me a package, wrapped in a supermarket’s plastic carrier bag.

I opened it, trying to indicate enthusiasm, although I was disappointed at Becky’s reaction to her present. Inside were three cardboard boxes. I opened one – it was a garment in shiny black fabric, and when I held it up I saw that it was some kind of outfit – a dress, in fact. Then I saw the satiny, white frilly apron, and the sheer back nylons

‘I this I what think it is?’ I asked.

‘Well, if you think it’s a maid’s costume, you’re right’.

‘Oh’ I said.

‘Open the next box’

Obediently, I opened it, and took out a pair of very high, patent leather stilettos, which seemed to be in my size.

‘Is this some kind of joke?’ I asked.

‘Well, the joke’s on you – you’re to wear them to serve my friends and me Christmas dinner’.

‘Oh…thanks,’ I said ‘is this for fancy dress or something?’

‘No, not fancy dress exactly – more like an outfit that will capture your true nature. Open the other box.’

The other box was smaller, and when opened it I wasn’t sure what the things inside were, I later found out they were an anal butt plug, a penile gag, and a cock restrainer.

‘They’re all for you- aren’t you lucky? You’re to become a maid for the day and serve dinner for me and my friends. I’ve picked up on fact that you like to be dominated, and I know you’re a secret sissy, so I thought you would enjoy serving me and my lover, whom I’ve been cuckolding you with, and his partner- and my mother, at Christmas.’

Well, I must admit that I did feel turned on by the scenario, though also shocked, and hurt. I looked at the necklace - where it lay on the table, ignored. 
‘We’d better get you ready, there’ll be here soon.’

‘Do you mean that I have to put all this stuff on now?’

‘Yes, I fucking do mean that – bend over.’

And I found myself obeying my lovely, now so dominant, wife, as she pulled down my trousers and pants, and inserted the huge butt plug into my back passage.

I felt it going our deep inside me. It was painful at first, and then I was shocked to find that I felt really turned on by it.  Next my cock was clipped into its cage of steel restraint, and immediately made me feel humiliated, as if I was no longer I control of myself, I was controlled by someone else. Then it was the scary looking penis gag. Becky strapped it across the back of my head, inserting the long, penis shaped end, into my mouth. It made me retch, as the end pressed against my tongue and the roof of my mouth. I tried to speak, but only a muffled sound emerged, a sort of babyish moan.

‘Now let’s get those lovely new clothes on you’ Becky said, cheerfully, but firmly, not brooking any resistance. Well I had to admit I had become frightened of her, besides being aroused by the situation. I resented what was happening, but at the same time I was deeply excited by it.

Becky had ensured that I had fully shaved my body and legs, which itself had given me a feeling of vulnerable femininity, and now I felt a sensual delight as I eased the silky stockings up over my naked legs. Then I put on a girdle, which Becky pulled tight around my waist. It was very painful, but I could tell immediately how much my waist was made smaller, exaggerating my hips. Then I slipped on the maid’s dress, and that also felt good on my bare arms and legs, the smooth material gliding over my shoulders.

‘Now we just need to do your hair and makeup, and we’re done,’ Becky said, as I sat in my chair before the dressing table mirror, watching her work her magic on my face with her brushes and tubes, powder and paint.

So, there I was all dressed up in my sissy maid’s costume, with sheer black stockings, and the high heels that Becky had quickly taught me to walk in, and which I could now just about teeter along in, aware of my swaying hips and jutting out bum. My longish hair had been teased and tinted by Becky, and she had also applied a layer of makeup over my face, conveying a convincing portrait of sexy femininity. I could feel myself becoming simpering and coyly submissive, without consciously trying.

‘And a final touch’ Becky said, before clipping a pair of long, dangly earrings onto my ears, and to my even greater horror, and humiliation, placing the expensive new necklace I had lovingly chosen for her, around my neck and clipping it into place.

‘But that was for you’ I murmured.

‘Sorry’, Becky said brusquely, it’s a bit old fashioned for me, it suits you better. Well,’ she laughed, ‘you obviously know your own taste, and what suits you, better than you know mine.’

I was very nervous at meeting her boss the famous Kingman, whom Becky seemed absolutely besotted with, and also his good lady – Naomi. I was intrigued as well, wondering just what they’d be like.

But the first guests to arrive were Becky’s mother Rachel and her toy boy boyfriend Marco. Rachel was a very well preserved, and sexy, 50 plus year old; today resplendent in a black skirt, slit to the knee, and a brocaded, black silk blouse, her dark hair shining and cut to show off her beautiful green eyes, which were outlined in thick black. Marco was a big, Italian man of about thirty-five, wearing an expensive black suit and crisp white shirt, open halfway to his chest, to reveal thick chest hair and a gleaming gold medallion. His lustrous black hair was combed into a quiff, atop his handsome Italian face.

‘The maid will get your drinks, Becky said. She was dressed as a complete slut, in a micro mini dress barely covering the tops of her black, seamed stockings; tight, red satin top, revealing her ample cleavage; and heavy, slut makeup. I’d had to help her get ready, running her bath, shaving her legs, and helping her choose her clothes – all in preparation for her meeting, and having sex with, her lover, rather than me, her doting husband.

I minced into the kitchen, my feet already killing me in the grotesque six-inch heels, which Becky had secured to my legs with tiny padlocks.

Then the bell rang again – they were here, and I felt myself tense up. Becky ushered them into the dining room, and I stepped forward to curtsey to them as instructed, taking care not to fall over in my heels.

‘This is Tania, formerly Tony’ she said. I was shocked, but also strangely thrilled, to hear her pronounce my new sissy name.

‘Charmed I’m sure,’ Kingman said in a deep, masculine voice. I was surprised at how upper class he sounded. A tall, well-built black man, he wore a black leather jacket, tight white t-shirt, which showed off his muscular chest, and tight black trousers, which clung to his huge thighs. But it was Naomi who really made my eyes goggle – she was a glamorous and sexy black woman; wearing a scarlet jacket and matching mini skirt, with very high, pointed stilettos- her pretty face enhanced with pink lipstick, and dark eye shadow and false eyelashes, her hair in soft black waves around her shoulders.

‘Hi ‘she said in an American accent ‘you sure are a sexy little thing’.

‘Serve the drinks, will you?’ Becky ordered, and I rushed to the kitchen as fast as my heels would carry me, which wasn’t very fast at all.

Kingman and Marco ordered malt whisky, Naomi and Becky wine, and I took the drinks in on a little tray, as instructed, and, as I leant over to serve Naomi, I felt Marco’s hand between my legs.

‘Nikki’s got a cock’ he said ‘We’re going to have some fun tonight.’

I would have been annoyed, probably very angry – in my previous incarnation of only a couple of weeks ago, but now I felt almost flattered and definitely turned on, despite also feeling urgent shame at this.

‘Suck Kingman’s cock’ Becky demanded, reaching up to me and unstrapping and removing, my gag.

I paused – I’d never, ever sucked another man’s cock before, and I didn’t propose to start now.

‘Get down on your fucking knees and suck a real man off –or you’ll be spending Christmas on your own –you fucking waste of space.’

Shocked, I knelt silently before Kingman and unzipped his trousers, took his dick out, and touched it with my lips, before taking it in my mouth. It tasted salty, and I felt it immediately beginning to harden in my mouth, as I drew it up and down the shaft.

Kingman groaned, then touched his wife’s, the gorgeous Naomi, arm, who was sitting next to him –

‘Suck him off’ he indicated Marco, and I was surprised to see this glamorous, elegant black woman get down on her hands and knees, and take Marco’s cock from his trousers, and enthusiastically begin giving him a blow job.

‘Have a race to see who can make their man come first’ Rachel cried.

I sucked a bit harder – shocked at how I was starting to enjoy such humiliation, but Naomi easily beat me, Marco erupting over her lovely black face, and seemingly making a point of directing his gushing semen into her hair. Just after that I felt Kingman about to come

‘Let him come over your face’ Becky shouted.

I pulled the huge black penis out of my mouth and allowed his sticky white semen to squirt over my heavily made up face.

Rachel and Becky clapped, and shouted ‘bravo’, giving me an idea of the sort of day we were in for.

I got to my feet, semen dripping room my face –how humiliated did I feel? Very- I’d just broken a personal taboo. Becky replaced my gag, and I returned, head bowed, to the kitchen.

‘Get up bitch, help the maid serve the dinner’ Kingman suddenly turned to Naomi ‘She has a slave mentality, and has a need to be treated as such’ he explained to Becky.

And so, I was amazed to have this beautiful, black, American woman, who looked like some glamorous singing star, helping me with my maid’s work.

‘Just tell me what to do, and I’ll do it,’ she said to me, then, noticing my gag ‘You can’t actually tell me, of course - just indicate.’

‘Mmm’ I mumbled, indicating the oven, and the boiling pots on top of it.

I felt even more excited than ever to have Naomi, herself in her own killer heels, though more used it them than me, of course, putting food onto plates, and taking it through to our guests. I noticed the thick wadges of Marco’s white semen drying in her expensively coiffured black hair; and soon she was sweating, with a lock of her already soiled hair falling over her face; and a large gravy stain on her expensive suit jacket.

While Naomi was serving, Kingman kept up constant comments about her – referring to her as that ‘ugly, black bitch,’ who couldn’t satisfy him sexually, unlike Becky, my wife and his lover. While I was the subject of ridicule and abuse from everyone present, including, most vociferously, my beloved wife.

‘She’s so fucking useless’ she laughed, as I stumbled in my heels while serving gravy, spilling some- ‘And no taste – see that necklace she’s wearing, she bought me that as a Christmas present, as if I’d wear such tat.’

‘Ha, ha, has’ Rachel laughed –it’s just the sort of thing a pansy would choose -cheap and girly. I always knew Anthony wasn’t a proper man, that he had something wrong with him. He seems much more comfortable as a Tania, it suits him better.’

I felt hurt by the comments, but just carried on serving. While Marco, kept putting his hand under Naomi’s skirt, as well as mine, as she bent to serve him, and making comments in Italian. He was obviously a man who would fuck anything in skirt – including sissies it seemed.

I couldn’t help but keep brushing up against Naomi as we served dinner, and my cock throbbed in its restraint. She was the only one there who spoke to me as if I was a human being, and even deferred to me as to what to do, and I felt my feminised, sissy heart going out to her.

I could feel the plug deep inside my back passage, constantly stimulating me, while my cock strained against the confines of the cruel cage, in its state of permanent semi arousal at being surrounded by so many attractively sexy women; and the, to me, deeply arousing situation I was in. Yes, I was humiliated, but also turned on by this awful scenario. A scenario of being abused and cuckolded by my own, beloved wife at Christmas time.

Finally, all the guests had enjoyed a lavish Christmas dinner, along with plenty to drink, and I was very hungry myself by that time. But I didn’t think that I was in line for a Christmas dinner, but what about Naomi, surely she wouldn’t be so denied on such an occasion?

‘I think there’s enough here left for you’, I said, and served her up some turkey with all the trimmings. However, before she had time to sit down and eat it, Becky came into the kitchen

‘She’s a servant; she’s to eat with the maid –Kingman’s orders.’ Becky seemed to be taking particular delight in the humiliation of her lover’s wife.

‘This is your Christmas dinner’ she addressed us, reaching up to the cupboard and taking down a tin of dog food, which she forked into a couple of dog bowls, and placed on the floor.

Becky tied my hand behind my back with a stocking and removed the gag from my mouth. She also tied the lovely Naomi’s hands, which immediately made my cock rebel against its constraints. Our ‘dinners’ were placed on the floor, and we were both forced onto our knees.

‘Dinner is served’ Becky said theatrically, and I heard the clatter of the tin dish, as it was placed in front of the floor before me.

‘Come on eat it up, it’s lovely’ she said mockingly.

Neither me nor Naomi were keen on eating the disgusting mess, and Becky commanded us -

‘Fucking eat it – it’s all that you deserve -you pair of fucking pigs.’

I put my head down to the plate and nibbled a bit – it seemed hours since I’d eaten anything, and I was starving –especially with all the lovely cooking smells. And being forced to eat dog food, fed the inner, masochistic me, which craved degradation and humiliation, since I felt that this was what I deserved.

Naomi only pretended to taste her food, and I heard her gasp as Becky thrust her face into it-

‘That’s all your getting you little bitch, eat it and be grateful.’

I really felt for her, though presumably she ‘enjoyed’ this kind of treatment, since she was a masochist like me. Out of the corner of my eye I could see how sexy she looked, with her skirt riding around her waist and her arse as pushed into the air, revealing the silky tops of her black stockings against her ebony skin.

I felt very protective towards her but was also incredibly turned on by her being in the same degrading position as I was.

The now very tipsy guests were discussing what they could do to amuse themselves after dinner.

‘Well, I need a piss,’ Kingman said.

‘Me too’ Marco cried ‘why don’t we use the maids as urinals, we can have a pissing contest; see who can direct the pee into their mouths from furthest away.’

Becky and Rachel seemed to find this very amusing, and they got Naomi and me to kneel side by side, while Marco and Kingman stood across the room, unzipped their pants and took it in turns to aim their pee into our open mouths.

Kingman was first and he aimed his stream of pee at my face, failing to make the distance to my open mouth, and his stream merely hitting my chest, soaking my dress, and dripping onto the bare, stripped pine, floorboards.

Then Marco aimed his cock at Naomi, his strong stream splashing onto her chin, drenching her breasts through her expensive white satin blouse, and making it transparent, so that her lovely, erect black nipples began to show through.

The two men edged nearer for their next attempt, but again fell short. Eventually, both Naomi and I were soaked in stinking piss, before the men finally managed to direct their streams directly into our open mouths. I coughed as the hot piss went straight down my throat, and I could hear Naomi also coughing and choking.

Kingman said ‘I’ve won- and the pansy and the black bitch are both soaked with piss – which is how it should be.’

‘Now we need to go’ Becky said, referring to her and Rachel- and Naomi and myself had to lie in the floor with our mouths open, while the two women pulled up their skirts and their knickers down, and squatted over our mouths, before directing streams of yellow pee right into them. I glanced around at Naomi, at her lovely black face glistening with rancid pee.

I felt like an object, something that existed only for other people’s use, and this sense of my own abjection both thrilled and horrified me in equal measure.

‘Ha, ha,’ Becky laughed – you make good toilet slaves – now you can have the privilege of being our ashtray slaves.

Everyone lit up- cigarettes for Becky and Rachel, and cigars for the men, and stood around kneeling non-smokers, Naomi and me, chatting as they puffed away. We had to keep our mouths open and tongues out, and they causally flicked their hot ash onto our tongues, blackening and burning them.

‘Swallow’ Becky ordered, and I did so, coughing on the arid ash, while Naomi did the same

‘Let’s spit in their mouths as well’ Becky said, aiming a gob of phlegm into my mouth, and soon our faces and hair were covered in saliva, since the gobbets of spit often missed our open mouths, as well as urine.

What abject messes we looked, make up running down our faces, hairstyles in disarray and flecked with drying semen, soaked in piss and spit; expensive clothes stained and ruined.

When they’d finished their cigarettes and cigars, they stubbed them out on our tongues, ordering us to swallow the butts, which we did obediently, although felt myself retch, and Naomi had great difficulty swallowing Marco’s cigar butt.

‘Swallow it, you fucking black slut’ Becky screamed at her mercilessly.

However, we eventually managed to swallow them, but there was to be no respite for us.

‘They were so good at being toilet slaves, I think their next duty should be to clean the toilets’ Becky suggested. And we were led upstairs, and I was ordered to clean the bowl in the main toilet with my toothbrush and tongue, while Naomi was ordered to do the same in the guest toilet. The men had just used the toilet, and hadn’t bothered to clean it after them, and it was disgustingly filthy, and I doubt if the guest toilet was much cleaner, since we had so many people in the house. I looked at my shit covered tooth brush, and it gave me a thrill of humiliation, knowing that Becky would, she’d assured me, make sure that I used the same brush to clean my teeth.

When I met with Naomi again she looked terrible, her lovely black hair reeking and hanging lankly over her face, makeup smeared, and beautiful clothes stained and filthy. I realised that I must look equally as bad- worse in fact, since I didn’t have Naomi’s feminine beauty to begin with.

Suddenly Kingman asked if we had any white paint, and Becky said we did – we had some left over from painting the bathroom. She went to fetch it and returned with a half full tin of gloss white. Kingman proceeded to pour the paint over Naomi saying -

‘She’s always saying how she wishes she’d been born white, well now her wish has come true.’

The thick white paint cascaded over Naomi’s black hair and face, and over her designer bright red suit, completely covering them. She knelt before her tormentors, as ordered, obediently letting the paint run over her, until she was just a disgusting white blob. The beautiful woman, who looked like a singer or a model, was deduced to a smelly, white mess. After Naomi had been covered, the attention turned to me, and the remainder of the paint was upended over my head, and I felt the stinking, gloopy mess cascading over my hair and face, completely enveloping me in a sticky, smelly cocoon of sensory deprivation and utter abjection.                    

So, there we were two completely humiliated, abject figures: a couple of unrecognizable blobs of urine, semen, phlegm, ash, and, quickly drying white paint. Our deeply masochistic needs assuaged. What else did they have in mind? I tingled with anticipation, though regretting my subjection at the same time.

Becky, again, had an idea.

‘I always go to the homeless shelter on Christmas day to take them food, why don’t we take these two down there and allow the homeless men to have their way with them as a Christmas present.’

‘A present for the slaves, or for the homeless?’ Rachel laughed.

‘Both’ Becky said – ‘I doubt if the homeless get much sex, and now there’ll have the chance of it with a beautiful woman and a sissy faggot- and this pair will enjoy being fucked by stinking tramps. The sissy faggot’s never had a cock up her backside before, and I think that now is the time she lost her virginity, and what better than to perform a kindness for homeless people as at the same time.’

‘No,’ I said ‘No – I’m not going there- dressing as sissy is one thing, but this is one taboo they I don’t have any intention of breaking.’

‘Well, you’ll do as I fucking say, unless you want to be a customer of the homeless hostel yourself.’ Becky shouted.

‘Look, why don’t we make it a bit easier for her – let me and Marco break her in anally, before letting the homeless free on her’ Kingman said.

‘No, definitely not…’

But even as I protested I felt myself being bent over a trunk, and my knickers pulled down around my ankles – then the tip of Kingman’s massive black cock at the entrance to my back passage.

‘Look, I’m not gay’ I protested, as I felt Kingman’s cock easing up inside me, and, to my shame, I realised that my own cock was hardening, and heard myself give an involuntary moan of pleasure as I felt it going deep, deep inside me, as if penetrating the very core of my being.

Naomi was also bent over, and out of the corner of my eye I could see Becky penetrating her with a massive black strap on. I could hear her moan as the strap on was first pushed into her fanny, then into her anus, immediately followed by Marco’s cock. I also received the strap on treatment from Becky, and Rachel as well, and by now, because of the butt plug I’d been forced to wear permanently, my anus had stretched alarmingly to accommodate such unnatural objects, not to mention actual cocks.

Naomi and me were then tied up with stockings to chairs, and forced to watch, while Becky and her mother, knelt on all fours, while Kingman and Marco fucked them from behind. The ultimate humiliation for any man - to see your wife having sex with another man right before your eyes. Then, Becky urged me to lick Kingman’s and Marco’s cocks clean, and I tasted the salty flavour of my wife’s most intimate juices, but on another man’s cock – and this gave me such a thrill. This - the anal penetration by another man, and witnessing my wife having sex with other men -was a turning point for me. I’d crossed the line and knew I my heart that I could never turn back, no matter how much I might protest that this wasn’t ‘really’ me.

And then were escorted out to Kingman’s massive four by four and driven off to the homeless shelter. As we drove through the Bank Holiday quiet of the London streets, I had time to reflect on my situation – this was certainly a highly unusual Christmas, and not the cosy Christmas with Becky I’d had in mind, but part of me felt highly excited by it all. Becky sat next to Kingman while he was driving, and began stroking his cock through his trousers, and then went down on him and gave him a blow job, while he continued to drive, a quiet smile on his face, as if he was well used to this sort of thing -as Becky directed his pulsing stream of semen all over her pretty face, some going into her hair. It seemed unending, and I watched it drip down her chin and onto her blouse, completely envious that it wasn’t me who Becky was sucking off – but, perversely enjoying it at the same time.

The homeless hostel was in the City, eerily abandoned by most people at this time of year, and we drove up to the old church in which the hostel was based, and into a parking area behind it. A long haired young man came out to greet us, and Becky spoke with him. Naomi and myself were then taken to a back room, where Becky and Rachel seemed to take great delight in preparing us for what was to come, removing out outer clothing, and placing us on small tables, where our hands were tied to the corners with stockings, our knickers pulled own, and our arses, and most intimate parts exposed naked and vulnerable to the world. I looked at Naomi, sticky and white with reeking paint, and thought she looked sexier than ever in her degraded state –but I wasn’t sure that anyone would desire me- in my similarly wretched condition.

Then a surprising, to me, number of men trooped in, grimy and stinking. Me and Naomi’s naked arses, and fanny in her case, awaited them, to stuff their cocks ups. And stuff them up them they did, with surprising force, though I suppose it must have been a long time since many of them had had sex. I was definitely surprised how many of them chose me, rather than Naomi, though she was obviously the most popular, with a long queue of filthy men, with no trousers waiting to service her. I had a much shorter queue, but each cock pressed up my ever-expanding anus increased my feeling of degradation, though I was highly discomfited by how much this excited me, and even more by the way I began to enjoy the feeling of successive cocks up my back passage. Some men fucked Naomi, and then joined the queue for me – long periods of enforced celibacy obviously having given them insatiable libidos, despite their unhealthy lifestyles.

‘You can wank over their faces too,’ Becky said helpfully, and one man immediately took her up on the offer, coming around and standing right in front of me. I was almost overwhelmed by the stink of his cock as he took it out of his trousers – an over powering smell of urine, and stale sweat. It was also filthy – black and grotesque. I recoiled as he thrust towards my mouth.

‘Suck it’ he said brusquely, ‘you big, fucking pansy’-

And I opened my mouth to let his huge member in, my tongue lapping at it through what seemed a layer of grease and grime. He began to masturbate himself as I sucked, and the suddenly withdrew his cock from my mouth to release a thick stream of semen into to my face, which dripped down onto the table between my bound hands, where I watched it bubbling and milky.

‘Why don’t you piss over them,’ Becky said in that condescendingly superior voice of hers, which she had developed since she’d been in a managerial position, as if she was telling a class of school kids to make sure they put their pencils away and tidy their desks.

And the man who’d already sucked me off was the first to respond, and I felt a hot stream of pee hitting my face, and running down it, mixing with the semen on the table.

Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Naomi getting similar treatment, and felt my cock stiffen even more. God, I really was a degraded slut.

‘I’m so glad to be able to help the unfortunate at Christmas, Becky announced as we drove home.

‘You’re such good person,’ her mother agreed.

‘The sissy performed well’ Kingman noted.

‘Only because we made her – she’s a selfish bitch, really, who won’t usually put herself out for people.’ Becky said scornfully.

I tried to say how I’d always put Becky’s best interests before my own, including marrying her in first place, when I could have had any number of glamorous women, but I couldn’t speak through my gag, which had been replaced after being temporarily removed for the visit to the homeless hostel, and could only grunt and moan. It was fortunate for me that I wasn’t able to utter such insubordinate words, since who knows how I might have been punished.

Soon we were back, but there was to no rest for Naomi and myself, and first of all we were ordered to get everybody drinks. Naomi was now a completely stinking mess, covered with semen and piss, mixed in with the, still sticky, white paint; and I realised that I must look the same, but my heart went out to Naomi, whereas I thought it was what I deserved.

Even after serving the drinks there was no respite for us. Becky then ordered us to clean the living room- the stripped pine floor of which was filthy with pools of piss, while the others went upstairs for a lie down.

‘Since I couldn’t speak, because of the gag, I indicated a mopping action.

‘You can use your fucking tongues’ Becky said, and then you can go back and clean the toilets again. One particularly needs cleaning, where Kingman and Marco have inadvertently pissed on it, after missing the bowl. You know all about that don’t you since you stand up to pee too’ then she laughed ‘but not for much longer perhaps’ she said mischievously, and ambiguously. ‘It’s also bunged up with shit, make sure you get your tongue and toothbrush onto it. I want those toilets immaculate- you didn’t do much of a job last time, and you’ll be punished if you fuck it up again. That’s all you’re good for, after all, cleaning up other people’s waste.’

I felt a chill run through me at these words – what devilish punishment did she have in mind?

I began on the toilet, licking the floor with my tongue. I could taste the bitter pee, and in a way, it made me feel good inside to experience such abjection, as if I was expiating my guilt at my own, worthless sissy existence. Then there was the toilet bowl – it was indeed filthy with shit. I got my toothbrush and cleaned it as best I could. While I was doing this Becky and Rachel came in.

‘Just wanted to inspect your work’ Becky said.

‘She’s not doing a bad job,’ Rachel observed.

‘Hmmm, not bad,’ Rachel replied, but I think she lacks conviction in her work, as if she doesn’t really think it’s the role for her. She needs to accept that it really is the role in life for which she is suited.’

‘Exactly,’ Rachel said, ‘what else could she do, but be a sissy slut, whose only role in life is to service women?’

‘And real men’ Becky laughed. ‘Get your fucking tongue down that bowl- you fucking piece of shit’ she commanded me.

I kept my head down; making sure Rachel could see me using my tongue and toothbrush, instead of conventional cleaning products.

Sweat poured done my face, caked as it was with runny makeup, piss, semen, phlegm and paint, as I worked away desperately.

I felt a hard kick from the pointed toe of stiletto on my bottom.

‘Look you’ve missed bits,’ Becky pointed out, looking into the toilet bowl.

‘Get your toothbrush and tongue on that.’

Eventually I had finished as best I could, and Becky and Rachel inspected my work.

‘Hmm, not bad’ Becky said, but certainly room for improvement.  ‘You haven’t performed the work to the required standards and you need to be punished – as does Naomi – both of you have been sloppy in your duties and failed to carry them out to the standard required.’

‘What would be a suitable punishment?’ Rachel asked Becky.

‘We’ll have to have think about it,’ she answered.

I soon found out what the punishment was going to be, when we were again taken out in Kingman’s car – this time to London’s West End, which was actually quite busy, with many shoppers looking for early sale bargains. We parked and then walked, me self-consciously in my women’s clothing and high heels, not to mention the state I was in- and we certainly did attract a few glances, particularly Naomi, the white paint very obvious against her beautiful black hair and skin. After a few minutes’ walk, we were shown down some stairs into a basement club. It was quite dark inside, and the walls resembled some kind of dungeon, with various chains and torture devices hanging from them. Then, there were the other people in the club, many of them dressed in bondage and fetish gear, with stunning looking women in spiked heels and PVC basques, and men in biker costumes, or dressed as soldiers and cowboys. The place definitely had a very gay feel to it, and I immediately felt a sense of trepidation.

We were led into a small adjoining room to the main club on all fours, by chains attached to collars around our necks. The club was dark, and I struggled see anything. I glanced around at Naomi, who looked ghostly, with the white paint drying on her – her movements stiff in the paint hardened clothes, and I could hear them creaking and cracking. Then I saw what was in store for us – two pairs of wooden stocks, and my heart missed a beat in nervous anticipation. We were ordered to our feet, and I had to lower my head to be shut into them - my head locked into a central area, and each hand level with my head. I was bent in a very low position, which meant that my arse was poking into the air, my legs bowed. Naomi was in the same uncomfortable position. Then, I felt my knickers unceremoniously pulled around my ankles, and knew what was going to happen, and was filled with a strange thrill in the pit of my stomach. It wasn’t just the thought of what might happen, but that Naomi was in for the same fate. 

We were blindfolded by a giggling Becky, and I heard Kingman say

‘Want me to try them out, be the first?’

‘You can if you like, Becky laughed, and I again felt Kingston’s cock pressing at the entrance to my back passage. I felt it push up me, until suddenly it slipper deep inside, and I felt an urgently sensual feeling, as it penetrated me, for a second time, and heard myself give out a low moan.

‘He loves it ‘, Becky said, ‘I knew he would – he’s such a sissy faggot’.

‘Alongside me, I could hear a similar moan from Naomi as she was penetrated by Marco.

Then it was the women’s turn, donning huge, black strap ones. After that they went away, and I felt a sign hung around my neck, which, I later found, read – ‘sissy faggot slut- do what you want you want to her’. While Naomi had a similar sign put around her neck, only she was referred to as a ‘black slut who loves to be used and abused.’ Becky took out a lipstick and quickly wrote ‘fuck pig’ on my forehead, and ‘insert cock here,’ on my arse cheeks, with an arrow pointing at my anus, and then did the same to Naomi.

After that it was the turn of everyone else in the club, it seemed, male and female, it didn’t matter. Though, mostly men for me, though several women, while Naomi seemed to have an equal mix of men, and women – all the women with the scary looking black strap-ons. Many of the women wore fetish gear: studded Basques, black stockings, and shiny spiked stilettos; and it made me aroused even more as I could watch them fucking Naomi up both fanny and arse, from the edge of my vision, and take surreptitious glances round at her.

And as if that wasn’t enough ‘punishment’, we were then led into a white walled toilet, and instructed to lie down on our backs.

‘Now this is your real penalty for not cleaning the house and toilet properly,’ Becky said. And commode type structures were lowered over our faces; so that we were, effectively, enclosed in a toilet bowl each, with our faces looking up at the arse of whoever chose to use it. And use it people did. We were part of the toilets for the club on this busy evening, and many chose to use us rather than the conventional toilets and urinals. My first user was my own dear wife, Becky, and I had a great view of her bare bum cheeks, fanny, and anus, as she sat down, and directed a steady stream of pee over my face.  And from then on there was a steady stream – literally! – Of women – and of men, who used me as a toilet, until I was almost drowning in stinking piss.

Furthermore, Becky returned, pulled down her knickers, sat down again, and I watched with horror as a turd emerged from her bottom, and plopped onto my face, and then another, followed by soiled paper when she wiped herself. Kingman then did the same. And apparently Naomi got the same treatment from Rachel and Marco. Others did the same. Now we truly were abject, soiled sluts – given the treatment we fully deserved.

Finally, we were released from our torment, and ordered to our feet and out into a back yard, where a hose of cold water was directed at us, washing off the worst of the mess that covered us, but not doing much about the paint which still clogged our hair and faces, and had ruined our clothes; before blankets were placed around us, before we were ushered into Kingman’s car to be driven back home.

I was feeling shell shocked by everything that had happened, and Naomi certainly looked in a state – but I had to remember that she, like me, was a willing participant in this scenario of masochistic humiliation and total degradation. I felt for her though, as I looked at her – her designer clothes ruined, as were her hair and makeup. She was a fetid, stinking mess – and I really desired her. I suppose it would be far too much to ask if Naomi and I could get together, and that it would never be allowed. But I could but try, I supposed.

I reached out to her and touched her face

‘Are you ok?’ I said.

Naomi looked towards me lovingly.

But Becky saw us-

‘There is to be absolutely no liaising amongst slaves’ she said, knocking my hand away.

‘You want to fuck Naomi, do you? Well, I’ll if you want – you can watch while she gets fucked by a real man. I’ll even allow you to have a little wank. In fact, you can watch me getting fucked as well – how’s that’.

‘Thank you, mistress,’ I muttered, now addressing Becky in the way she’d instructed me, my cock growing hard at the prospect of seeing Naomi fucked, even while feeling pangs of regret that it wasn’t me making love to her.

And again, I witnessed my dear wife being fucked, and enjoying it enormously, by a black man with a huge penis – and Naomi, whom I so wanted to caress and make love to, too myself. Afterwards I was allowed to lick Kingman’s and Marco’s cocks clean, before, as promised, being allowed to masturbate myself, which I did with desperate enthusiasm, coming with a huge arc of semen curving high into the air, and which I was afterwards ordered to lick up, along with the fluids from everyone else’s bodies.

Six months later, I gazed at myself in the mirror; I was impressed by what I saw: an attractive woman, slender but curvy, with lovely blonde hair, and sexily made up. I felt my cock harden in its restraint and wondered how much longer I would have that pleasure, even if it was mostly only one of anticipation rather than release, if Becky had her way. But her threats were probably only meant to wind me up; and right now, the regular hormone injections she’d demanded that I received had effectively feminised me. Along with the psychological effects of Becky’s treatment of me, of course – which were probably far more effective than any medical treatment.

Now I had a certain contentment with my lot in life, as a cuckolded, sissy faggot husband, whose wife sexually serviced a number of powerful black men and was passed amongst them like a sex toy; while also holding down a far more powerful job than me– who now only had a subservient roll within the Civil Service, instead of my previous executive position. Kingman had a lot of clout, and I had been moved from my previous high-level position in the Ministry of Agriculture and Fisheries and was now an all-purpose dogsbody in the Home Office, where Becky and Kingman worked, relegated to a menial clerical grade, because ‘it was more suitable to my talents and personality’ my annual report stated.

I would be doing some photocopying, or carrying a message, and would look up to see Kingman striding through the office alongside a government minister, or Becky in earnest conversation with a Secretary of State. Of course, either of them ever acknowledged my existence at such times, and my imagination ran rampant, imagining them having a quickie in one of the toilets.

But, I now only worked part time in the Civil Service, devoting the rest of my time to domestic duties, and my far more lucrative employment- well lucrative for Becky anyway. I, unwillingly, had a presence on the internet – a website headed ‘Sissy faggot slut for hire, she will brighten up any social function- this sissy, who loves humiliation and public sex with anyone.’ There were videos of me at the fetish club, and you could hire me as a whore, basically, for a fee – which money went straight into Becky’s account, and which was spent on new clothes for nights out in the best restaurants, and trips with Kingman to go shopping in Paris.

Naomi was also involved, and we often worked at functions as a pair, complementing each other – the beautiful black woman, and the sissy faggot, both deeply masochistic, and who would take any amount of degradation and humiliation for the amusement and enjoyment of others.

I would look longingly at Naomi on such occasions, and she at me, but we were never allowed to speak or to have any relationship beyond our unspoken bond of mutual empathy and compassion. And this was a constant source of regret for me, along with my sadness at having little relationship now with Becky, beyond that of a servile sissy, to be exploited by her while she had highly satisfying sexual relationships with a seemingly unending supply of virile, young black men, who were far more masculine than me, and whose cocks could satisfy a woman in a way that mine never could– much as this turned me on, of course. When Becky brought these men home, as she often did, I would act as a sissy faggot maid –there to service their, and Becky’s, every whim.

Becky and me had long tried for a child but had been unsuccessful, but one day Becky proudly announced that she was pregnant with Kingman’s baby, and that she would keep the child since there was no likelihood of her having one with me.

And on August 6th, 2011, Nathalie was born. I had to admit she was a beautiful baby, and I loved and cared for her as my own, though it added to my already onerous duties, since Becky had no inclination to pursue a maternal role, but instead went from strength to strength professionally, and was always jetting off to some highly important, international summit conference or other; where she would send me graphic reports, and images, of her post seminar activities with various distinguished colleagues, especially those who happened to be black and possess huge cocks.

You could find me most days pushing a baby buggy though the park, dressed in a pink, velour trouser suit, my now shoulder length, dyed blonde hair pinned up under a beanie. From a distance you would probably think I was typical mother, except that I was white and my baby was black, such was the effect of the regular hormone injections that Becky had insisted I received in order to ‘rid me of my anti- social masculinity, which was completely unnecessary, and a hindrance to me fulfilling my true identity.’

Yes, I looked at my sexily feminine reflection in the mirror, through eyelids darkened with thick, blue eye shadow, and eyeliner ringed eyes, their lashes heavy with mascara, and lit a cigarette. I now smoked heavily, because Becky had made me take it up, since she had begun smoking when she began her rise up the corporate ladder. She said it looked vampish and sexy. And I had to agree, though I regretted the damage to my health, as I let the smoke drift sultrily out of my thickly painted, scarlet lips, now enhanced and made more feminine- as was the rest of my face and body- by surgery, and watched it rise, and vanish into the air……then disappear.

THE END
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