

ConDommed

Caring hubby, Harry, always buys the condoms, but when his wife meets Margot, they are used for something other than that which he intended

Introduction

Harry prided himself as a caring hubby. Well, perhaps prided himself wasn’t the right term. For he was a modest man, a man who genuinely put other people before himself, especially his wife, Susie, whom he placed on a pedestal. He did everything possible for her, and most of her female friends were envious of her having such a husband. He’d even given up his job as a middle ranking Civil Servant, to become a house husband: deciding that it was better if she concentrated on her career, which had greater potential than his own, while he stayed at home and looked after domestic duties. He would stay home and look after the cleaning, cooking and shopping, while she went out to work every morning. He even went to the chemist and bought Susie’s sanitary pads, and makeup, not caring about the sniggers he got from shop assistants and other shoppers. In fact, he would go up to the counter and ask for packets of condoms, since the couple had decided that Susie wouldn’t take the contraceptive pill because of possible health risks, and they would use condoms as a means of birth control, although they diminished the man’s pleasure during sex.  And, having decided to use condoms, Harry took it on himself to ask for them at the chemist’s counter, since they weren’t kept on display. Yes, that was Harry, not like other men. A man prepared to walk around the shop with a wire basket containing sanitary pads, condoms and female cosmetics.  Who cared if people laughed at him, and said he was gay? Not Harry. Well, actually, it did bother him somewhat.  He’d often, throughout his life been subject to ridicule for being effeminate, with his slim build, blonde hair and blue eyes, and his great empathy and sensitivity – which made him a genuinely nice, caring person. A person whose good nature had often been taken advantage of. But he knew he definitely wasn’t gay, and had always strongly desired women. Though he was aware that he fetishized the trappings of femininity: women’s clothes, hair and makeup. He still cringed about the time when he’d secretly raided his mother’s make up drawer when she was out, and applied her lipstick, mascara and eyeshadow to his own face, which had made him highly aroused when he gazed at himself in the mirror. So, Harry secretly doubted his own masculinity, while giving out an air of not worrying what people thought. You could say that he was very politically correct - almost painfully so, in fact. Susie, his wife, did feel lucky to have met a man like Harry, to the envy of her friends, whose own partners often failed to do their share of the housework and shopping. And who certainly would never give up their career in favour of their wife’s. Yes, Susie knew she was lucky, and yet....and yet, she felt something missing in her life and relationship. A certain excitement and unpredictability, perhaps. Harry was certainly not given to wild abandon - to sweeping a woman off her feet. Well, he would probably ask her permission first, and then the moment would be lost.

But Susie also felt controlled by Harry somehow – manipulated by him in a way she couldn’t explain. In fact, she wasn’t really happy in the relationship, but felt she couldn’t complain, and no-one would understand if she did. She would just seem ungrateful, as far as her friends were concerned.

And then she met Margot!
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It was in the gym – where she got some time away from Harry. Much as he loved her, and her appreciation for all that he did for her, she had to admit that his constant, attentive hovering over her, often got on her nerves. The gym was time for herself, where she could lose herself in the rhythm of the treadmill, or the exercise bike. She didn’t speak to anyone there, and that’s how she liked it. She had to do enough talking in her high-powered corporate job. But one evening she did talk to someone. Or rather they began a conversation with her. A tall, muscular, attractively buxom woman of about forty, was on the next treadmill to her, and they both stopped for a break at the same time-

‘Tough, but I need to do it to enable me to eat and drink what I want.’

Susie looked round – straight into hypnotic dark eyes, beneath a fringe of jet-black hair. Susie had never fancied other women, but this woman -well, she was gorgeous.

‘I like it here -no one bothers you. Not like some gyms, with a load of men posing, and staring you out. There seems to be a lot of women here.’ Susie replied.

‘And gay men’ Susie giggled.

‘Yeah – the reputation probably keeps the macho men away.’

‘I like a sensitive man, anyway. My husband is very sensitive – a real feminist.’

‘But can a man be a feminist – really know how it feels to be a woman?’

‘But Harry’s empathic.’

‘Empathic, or just a creep. A lot of men pretend to be sympathetic to women, just to get inside their knickers. I don’t trust any of them myself. Men are only good for one thing – cock, the bigger the better.’

Susie giggled. She couldn’t help but like this woman with her outspoken views.

‘Margot’ the woman said, offering her hand.

‘Susie, pleased to meet you. You’ll have to come back to my house, and then you can meet Harry – you’ll see how genuinely nice he is. Are you in a relationship?’

‘No, free and single at the moment, and glad of it, but thanks for the invitation, I might take you up on it. Your hubby seems too good to be true – I’ll have to check him out.’

After that, the two women got on like a house in fire. They soon began going for coffee after the gym sessions, and then even going for drinks in the evening, which meant that Susie was late home – very unusual for her. And she’d obviously been drinking. Harry became a bit concerned.

‘This Margot, who you’re going out with, is she a good influence? You seem to be drinking rather a lot, and I’m worried it might affect your health, and your work – with all these late nights. Why don’t you bring her round here, so I can meet her?’

‘I will, I’ve already invited her. Don’t you worry about my health and my job – I know what I’m doing. In fact, I’ve never felt better. When you meet Margot, you’ll see what I see in her – she’s wonderful company, and a great person, such a sense of vitality.’

‘I’m looking forward to meeting her’ Harry said.

But he actually felt some trepidation about meeting this woman who had such an effect on his wife’s, and their relationship. Because now Susie was out a lot, rather than spending time at home with him. Before meeting this woman, they’d had a great life together, just the two of them, content to stay home and watch box sets on tv. Now his wife was off gallivanting to wine bars, and God new what. Still, if it made her happy.
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Margot came around for dinner the following Saturday. She immediately made a vivid impression on Harry – he found her very attractive, this woman in her early forties, with a great, figure: tall, and shapely, dressed very sexily – in a tight black, above the knee skirt, dark blue low-cut satin blouse, revealing several inches of seductive cleavage, and five-inch heeled stilettoes. Her dark hair was swept back into a severe bob, her lips stained with bright red lipstick, dark eyes outlined with thick, black liner, cheekbones to die for, emphasised with dark blusher. She looked like a model or film star, with her glamorous beauty, air of superiority, and, above all, her dark eyes, which seemed to look right into your soul. Her personality too, was no nonsense. ‘I’m me,’ she seemed to scream, ‘and if you don’t like it, tough.’ In fact, she seemed completely unlike the reserved, shy Susie, but Harry couldn’t help but be really turned on by her. Even when she took out a pack of long, dark cigarettes, put one in her mouth and lit it, without asking permission or offer to go outside. Harry had a delicate chest, and cigarettes made hm cough, and he really disapproved of smoking. But he was, secretly, turned on by seeing women smoke and even watched videos of this on YouTube, and masturbated. So, his feelings about Margot smoking were ambiguous, to say the least. However, he was shocked when Susie asked ‘can I have one?’, and took a long cigarette from Margot’s pack, and lit up. He’d never, ever known his wife to smoke.

But Harry didn’t say anything or indicate any disapproval. In fact, his hardening cock as he watched Margot blowing smoke from between her lush red lips took his thoughts in an entirely different direction to disapproval, even as his chest tightened with the smoke from two cigarettes; and the three chatted away inconsequentially, with Margot hogging the conversation, as she was apt to do. So, how did things develop in the dark way they did?

Harry couldn’t help coughing loudly, and Margot laughed- ‘doesn’t he approve of our smoking’ she asked.

‘It’s his chest’ Susie said ‘the smoke makes him cough.’

‘Poor, fucking dear’ Margot laughed, and Harry felt himself blush, and tried to restrain his coughing. He went into the kitchen, to check the meal he was preparing. In his role as house husband he did all the cooking, as well as the shopping and cleaning. Susie didn’t have to do anything once she’d come in from work, but Margot had picked up on her dissatisfaction on with the relationship. Susie had confided in her, when she hadn’t felt able to criticise the saintly Harry to any of her other friends. Harry served the meal up - chilli con carne, with a bottle of Chablis from the supermarket.

‘Got any gin?’ Margot asked.

‘No, sorry....’ Harry began to apologise.

However, Susie interrupted him – ‘Yes, we have, I bought some the other day, it’s in the bottom of the cupboard, with a bottle of tonic. I’ll have a gin and tonic too.’

A chastened Harry went and got the gin, and served gin and tonics to the two women. 

Harry wasn’t a bad cook, but not great either. As with most things, he did his best. Susie never said anything, because she appreciated Harry’s efforts in doing it so that she didn’t have to.

Margot, though, had no such qualms –

‘This is shit’ she said ‘I can ‘t eat it’, and she spat a mouthful out back onto the plate.

Susie cringed, and looked round at Harry. She knew that although he was generally very passive, he had a temper, if pushed. However, Harry merely said –

‘Can I get you something else to eat, Margot?’

‘I don’t think I’d eat anything if it was cooked by you. I’d rather phone for a takeaway.’

‘That’s maybe a good idea’ Susie said ‘then we can each choose what we would like.’

‘I’m not phoning for a bloody take away – when there’s perfectly good food here that will go to waste.’ Harry said, his voice rising.

’You eat it then’ Margot’ said ‘we’ll get a nice meal at the local Indian place.’

‘No’ Harry roared.

Susie looked fearful – she knew that now her husband was close to losing it. She tried to calm the situation before it got out of hand –

‘If Margot prefers an Indian, the two of us could go out to a restaurant. Well why don’t we all go to a restaurant, there’s some nice ones in town.’

‘I’m not going to a restaurant, and you won’t either’ Harry glared at Susie ‘let her go if she wants to.’

Now it was Margot’s turn to be angry –

‘Now you’re trying to dominate your wife, make her do what you want, rather than what she wants. I knew you were a controlling man, just from what Susie’s said – you want to be in control of her, run her life. Well that’s going to end, now she has me as a friend.’ ’Don’t come here and tell us what to do – we were going along perfectly happily until you came on the scene.’ Harry snarled.

‘That’s where you’re wrong – because your wife’s told me that she’s not happy with you, that you’re a control freak, and boring too.’

‘You, you......’ Harry went red in the face. He couldn’t get his words out; he was so angry.

‘You what? A bitch? A dyke? Stuff your crap food.’

Margot stood up, and went around the table and picked up Harry’s bowl of thick chilli sauce, and tipped it over his head. After that, things escalated. Harry reached out and grabbed Margot’s blouse. It ripped, revealing her creamy right breast in its black, lacy bra. But Susie leapt quickly to her feet, grabbed the wine bottle and smashed Harry over the head with it. The first time in her life that she’d ever done such a thing. Harry toppled from his chair onto the floor. Margot swiftly dropped down over his prone body, and knelt on his chest.

‘There’s some handcuffs in my bag – get them’ she said to Susie, who rushed away and quickly found them.

They turned the semi-conscious hubby over onto his face. He moaned. Margot pulled his hands behind his behind his back and clipped the handcuffs on him.

‘You know what we should do? Make him up like a woman, that’ll freak him out. He’s like more like a woman than a man anyway -but a sissy, not a real woman.’ She said. ‘Come on – we’ll make him look like a complete, trashy slut, the sort of woman he’d probably despise, but secretly fancy.’

The pair began gleefully to apply cosmetics thickly over the hapless husband’s face.’ He groaned again, but was unable to move, cuffed now to the chair they’d hauled him up and sat him in.

Soon Harry’s face was covered in makeup - bright red lipstick and lipliner, heavy black eyeliner and mascara, and bright blue eye shadow, and clown like blusher.  Then Susie found an old wig of hers, a long blonde ringleted one, sort of Marilyn Monroe crossed with Shirley Temple. Nothing could be more feminine.

‘But he’ll take it off when he wakes up’ Susie said.

‘He won’t you know, got any superglue.’

‘Yes, we have, but...’

‘Just get it, and have you got any electric clippers?’

Susie nodded, and complied obediently, as she always did with Margot’s wishes now.

‘Shave his head’ Margot ordered.

The clippers buzzed, and Susie soon had her husband’s head bare to the skin. Margot then lined the wig with superglue, and placed it firmly on Harry’s head, and pressed it into place

‘Now we need to dress him up as a woman’ she said. They stripped him, and put on a pink bra with a butterfly design, and a matching pair of panties. Black stockings, a pink, frilly blouse, and white mini skirt completed the outfit: the semi-conscious Harry complying with instructions to sit and stand as required, with a little coercion from the two women. Finally, they managed to find a pair of four-inch, stiletto heeled shoes of Susie’s that fitted Harry’s comparatively small feet. Margot had the idea of supergluing these onto his stockinged feet, just like the wig was glued to his head. The besotted Susie went along with this, despite any reservations she had.

‘Right, let’s hit the town’s wine bars’ Margot said.

‘We can’t just leave him like his can we? Suppose he doesn’t recover consciousness, and something happens to him?’

‘He’ll be all right – he’s breathing. Nothing will happen to him, apart from feeling totally humiliated when he wakes up, and that’s what we want him to feel isn’t it? He deserves to be punished for his appalling behaviour.’

Susie would never before have left her husband, or anyone come to that, in such a state, but she was completely in thrall to Margot, who had convinced her that Harry was actually a manipulative, controlling character, rather than the very caring man he presented himself as. Anyway, she went off to the wine bar with Margot, swallowing her misgivings.
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Margot had been right, though, for Harry came around soon after they’d left, with little more than a headache. He went to get up from the chair, and discovered that he couldn’t, because he was handcuffed to it, not just by his wrists, but Margot had had another pair of shackles in her bag (she was always prepared!), and had cuffed his ankles to the chair frame. Harry realised that he had something on his head that was hanging down around his face, something soft, and then realised that a mirror had been placed within his gaze, so that he could see himself. He was appalled at what he saw. The reflection of himself, dressed as a woman, in mini skirt, tight pink top, and heavy makeup, with a peroxided blonde wig’s curls cascading over his shoulders, and stockings and high heeled shoes, which seemed very firmly attached to his feet. He had to admit, though, that he did look like a woman, albeit a real slut, and that this really turned him on, as his cock struggled against the constraints of the frilly pink panties he was now wearing, in place of the thick white cotton men’s pants he’d put on at the start of the day, and had no memory of changing. He wondered how they’d got all these clothes on him, and managed to make him up, including his eyes, but remembered slipping in an out of consciousness after an incident with Margot, when he’d been struck on the head – he had no memory by what or by whom, only that Margot was responsible.

‘That witch’ he muttered. This was no joke, no joke at all. He’d been potentially seriously injured, but rather than get him to hospital, Susie, his dear wife, and her strange new friend, Margot, had gone out and left him trapped in this humiliating position, with no idea of when they’d be back.
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Harry would certainly have felt a lot more distressed if he’d been able to see what happened while the two women were out. They were at that very moment, sitting in a wine bar, with Margot nudging Susie, directing her gaze to a couple of young men who’d just come in.

‘I know that guy’ she said.

Susie looked towards a handsome, muscular black guy. To her embarrassment, Margot called across the bar -

‘Grant, hi.’

The black man smiled back in recognition, and the men brought their drinks over to the table where the two women were sitting. Margot seemed to know the men well – they were involved in the local arts scene in some way, musicians apparently. Margot was very familiar with this world, which was all new and exciting to Susie, who usually only inhabited a dull corporate environment, and lived with the equally dull, Harry.

Grant paid particular attention to Susie, and she liked him, and felt flattered by his attentions, as well as finding him extremely attractive. Anyway, Grant began to move ever closer to her, eventually placing his hand on her knee, which she didn’t push away.

Susie didn’t remember exactly how it happened, but she found herself in an alley at the back of the pub, bent over some bins, her knickers around her ankles, Grant and his friend Mark unzipping their trousers to reveal huge, glistening cocks, while Margot supervised, surreptitiously taking photos on her phone. Grant was so big, his cock filled Susie and satisfied her in way that her husband never had. She heard herself moan out loud with sheer sensual delight and abandon –

‘Fuck me, fuck me hard, big boy – my husband can’t satisfy me, he’s not a real man’ she heard a voice say, then realised it was her own voice.

She did feel guilty afterwards, but was also overcome with sheer sensual satisfaction and fulfilment, that she’d never experienced before. Also, Margot had poisoned her against Harry, insisting that his behaviour was manipulative and controlling rather than genuinely caring, which lessened Susie’s guilt at having sex with another man, for the first time since she’d married Harry. Not that she’d never had any opportunity: she was an attractive woman and had had lots of offers, but Harry was so good, and she couldn’t bring herself to risk hurting him. But now, now Margot had liberated her from such qualms.

Unnoticed by the others – still recovering from their passionate efforts, Margot quietly retrieved the used condoms used by the the men, wrapped them in tissues and put them in her bag. These were the condoms that Susie always carried, because Harry had regularly, and optimistically, bought them. She happened to have them in her handbag, from a time when she’d stuffed the chemist’s supplies that Harry had bought – which included her makeup and   perfume in her bag, as she was rushing out to work. That chemist’s bag had also contained the condoms, and she’d forgotten they were there, and they were unused because it had been an age since she’d agreed to have sex with her husband, despite his entreaties. Now they were being put to good use by other men, men she was very attracted to, unlike her husband, to fuck her.
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Time hung heavily for Harry, trapped in his bonds, sweating and itching beneath his wig and the heavy makeup, the unfamiliar female clothes uncomfortable. Bra straps, and suspender clips dug into his skin, the pantie waistband was tight on his waist. His feet ached in the tight, pointed, high heeled shoes, even though he hadn’t actually walked in them, thank God, and never planned to do so. But try as he might, he couldn’t ease his feet out of them. Little did he know!

It seemed an age, but it was actually about four hours, when the door opened and his errant wife and her new best friend burst in, giggling and talking loudly, obviously the worse for wear through drink.

‘Oh look’ Margot’ exclaimed ‘the tosser’s still here, doesn’t he look lovely - much better than when he was a so-called man.’

Harry was appalled and hurt to hear his wife then say -

‘You’re more manly than him, Margot.’

‘No doubt about that, no doubt at all, and so are you my dear. Give me a kiss.’

And the two women embraced and kissed passionately in front of the hapless hubby, who was trying to think of some suitable terms of abuse, as he spluttered into his knicker gag.

‘What’s that dearie?’ Margot asked mockingly, and walked over and unleashed a huge globule of spit at the sissy’s face. Then, even more hurtful for Harry, Susie walked over and did the same. Emboldened by drink, she said

‘Take that you fucking controlling creep.’

Margot patted her on the back –

‘Well done, now you’re really beginning to assert yourself, and coming out from under that shit’s shadow.’

‘It’s all down to you Margot- you’ve given me the personal conviction to stand up to him. I thought he was really a nice guy, but you’ve put me in the picture.’

‘It’s because you’re so wonderful, that I like you so much.’ Margot leaned into Susie, and kissed her again.

Harry watched, seething, with jealously, while his cock grew hard.

Margot took out a pack of cigarettes, and offered one to Susie –

‘Fancy a fag, and I don’t mean the one sitting there’ she laughed nodding towards Harry.

‘Why not?’ Susie said, taking a cigarette from the pack, and putting it in her mouth. Margot lit the cigarettes, and the pair smoked, right in front of Harry, deliberately blowing smoke into his face. Margot removed the panty gag from between his lipstick stained lips. –

‘We need an ashtray’ she said, flicking her cigarette into the unsuspecting Harry’s open mouth, and following this with globule of spit. He coughed, and tried to protest, but Margot spat another large globule of phlegm into his still parted lips, causing him to splutter and cough even more.

‘Now you have to do what we say, you’re under our control. You’d better do what we tell you to do or else. And when you address us, you have to call us Miss, as in “yes, Miss Margot,” and “no, Miss Susie.”’

‘Again, Harry tried to speak, but was prevented by Margot again flicking her ash into his mouth.

‘Keep your mouth open and don’t talk.’ More indignant spluttering from Harry.

Margot struck him hard around the side of his face –

‘What did you say?’

‘Yes, Miss Margot’ came the tremulous reply.

Margot gestured to Susie, who also flicked ash into her husband’s mouth.

‘Don’t forget to wash it down’ Margot instructed, and Susie spat full into her husband’s mouth. The first time she’d ever done such a thing, and she had to admit the feeling of power it gave her felt good.

Harry began coughing, but was really turned on at the same time. As the pair’s cigarettes were nearly finished, Margot ordered Harry to open wide, which he did, after another slap to the side of his face, and Margot stubbed her cigarette out on his tongue, and indicated to Susie that she do the same, which she obediently did, as if cruelly humiliating men was second nature to her, though she’d never before even contemplated such things. But now she felt the heady rush of power, as well as the equally heady feeling of being in love with Margot, who could do no wrong in her eyes.

‘Swallow! your worthless wanker’ Margot ordered, and Harry gulped the butts down, excited by taking something that had been in intimate proximity with Margot inside him, despite his humiliation. He felt owned, degraded, almost less than human, but more aroused than he could ever remember.

‘By the way’ Susie slurred, her voice still showing the effects of the evening’s wine ‘Margot will be sleeping with me, in our bed tonight. You’ll be in the cupboard beneath the stairs.’

‘Yes, while your lying there alone in your filth, think of your wife sleeping with me, and then maybe think of what she’s been up to earlier’ and with that Margot flashed her phone  before Harry’s face, and he was presented with images of his lovely, demure wife, sucking off  a huge , black cock, and then her bent over a rubbish bin, while  said cock was thrust up inside her. And we’ve even saved you some momentous of the occasion, to turn you on further.’

With that Margot produced the two condoms filled with the men’s cum –

‘Come on drink it down, drink the spunk from the cocks of the men who’ve fucked your wife.’

Harry felt tears in his eyes – ‘

No, please.......’

‘Margot slapped him around the side of the face again –

‘I told you how to address me, now drink the contents of these condoms, the ones you bought for your wife to have sex with you. Only she didn’t fucking want to have sex with you, did she? Do it.’

Harry opened his mouth, and a tear rolled down his cheeks, as the men’s thick white cum slipped slimily from the condoms into his mouth, and down his throat. Even more humiliatingly, his cock threatened to burst from its knicker constraints.

‘When we allow you to go to bed, you’ll want to wank yourself off, but you won’t be able to because you’ll be wearing this.’ With that Margot produced something else from a table- a steel, cock shaped cage, with a lock, which she clipped with difficulty over Harry’s semi-erect member.

‘You’re to wear this from now on, and the key will be kept here’ and she indicated the silver chain around her neck. Except...’ a glint came to her eyes ‘the key will be surplus to requirements’ she turned to Susie ‘get the superglue.’

Susie hastily brought it over, and watched, astonished, as Margot squirted it into the device’s lock.

Harry was completely shocked by the photos of Susie, and could hardly speak or even think, but one thing he was fully aware of - his cock straining inside the cock restrainer he was now, permanently it seemed, wearing. The ache in his swollen balls was awful. But what was this device he now had over his cock? The lock superglued. Surely, Susie would never go along with such cruelty, and would intervene, say things had gone too far. But as if on cue, he heard his lovely wife say –

‘We could use him as a toilet, piss in his mouth, even shit in it.’

‘Oh yes, how humiliating. Great idea, though not sure about the shit bit, but pissing in it definitely. He can be our toilet, a new role for him. Well he always wants to please doesn’t he? He can clean our fannies and arseholes – of piss, shit, cum, blood, whatever, and clean the toilet bowl too, with his sissy tongue.’

‘If those guys from the pub, who fucked me came around – they could piss in his mouth too. He could see what a real cock looked like.’ Susie said.

‘Don’t worry – it’ll happen, and that won’t be the only way he’ll see how big a real man’s dick is.’

The two women then walked from the room to watch tv, leaving Harry alone for, and he was left to think about his awful situation. His thoughts were very dark, fearful, but also full of unwanted, but very powerful, erotic arousal.

When come the time when his wife and her new friend decided they should go to bed, Harry was presented with another humiliation.

‘Here are your wife’s stinking panties, that she’s been wearing all day, with the guys’ she’s fucked cum in them – she’s made sure they’re especially smelly, by pressing them into her arse crack and rubbing them in, and you’ll wear them in your mouth as a gag.’ Margot duly stuffed the knickers into Harry’s mouth, and they were taped into place with thick masking tape, while Susie looked on and laughed. Was she really playing with her fanny? Harry thought, as he saw her hand reach between her thighs.

‘We’ve prepared a place where you can sleep – somewhere suitable for a sissy loser like you.’ She said.

The shackles were unlocked from Harry’s ankles, and he was led by his cuffed writs to the box room underneath the stairs, where a stained old mattress with a filthy blanket lay.

The box room was seldom used, and it had been ages since Harry had had reason to enter it. The air was thick with dust, cobwebs hung from the ceiling, spiders scurrying across the floor. The place reeked of damp and mould, and Harry also had the stink of Margot and Susie’s smoke in his nostrils; and the foul taste of ash and cigarette buts, and of his wife’s pub lover’s cum in his mouth. How degrading! And how turned on he was by his degradation. Margot had told him that tomorrow they would be taking him into town to buy a maid’s costume, and female clothing. He had protested loudly about this, but secretly he was filled with excited expectation.  He was confused – resenting this woman and her relationship with his wife. A relationship causing him great personal and emotional cost. But he was also fascinated and obsessed by Margot - felt incredibly aroused by her dominating attentions.

Harry fell into a troubled sleep, haunted by dreams of a stranger making love to his wife, then being made to drink his cum, and of being put over Margot’s knee and spanked with a spiked paddle. When Harry woke early the next morning, he still felt exhausted, but didn’t have too long to wait before the door was unlocked, and Margot, literally the woman of his dreams, stood. She looked magnificent in knee length, six-inch heeled boots, skin tight, black lycra leggings, and black lycra top, tight against her boobs, and nipples, which stood out boldly, causing Harry’s cock to jump to immediate attention.  She roughly unlocked him –

‘We need to get you ready; we’re going shopping today – remember.’

Harry dd indeed remember. Although now very scared of Margot, he decided to speak about something that was bothering him, but he could only splutter into his panty gag Margot tutted, and pulled the knickers from his mouth –

‘My wig, can I take it off for a bit, or change it, my head’s itching terribly. Also, these shoes, I can hardly stand, let alone walk, I them and they’re too small, can’t I have some bigger, flatter ones?’

Margot slapped him round the face –

‘How do you address me?’

Harry realised his mistake –

‘Can I have some bigger, flatter shoes and a break from this irritating wig, please Miss Margot?’

‘No’ she snapped back ‘you fuckling well have to carry on wearing them – they’re permanently attached, can’t be removed, just like your cock restraint.’

‘What the fuck....’ Harry replied, appalled.

Margot slapped him round the face

‘Wind your head in tosser, or else it might get cut off.’
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The three got into Margot ‘s car and drove into town, and parked up. Harry was still in the female clothes of the day before, and the wig and heels, of course. Now he had to try and walk in the heels, without any prior practise. This was a major cause of consternation, like the fact that heels, wig and cock restraint were permanently attached. But the two women weren’t bothered about Harry’s distress.

In the shop Margot and Susie held various dresses and blouses in front of the humiliated spouse, to see which colours might suit him, and get an idea of size. Then Harry was sent into the changing room with selected garments to try on. Margot went with him to help, fortunately for him. But the humiliation was excruciating when he had to parade up and down in front of the watching shop assistant, and the curious looks of other shoppers. But he could feel his cock hard in its cage, beneath the dresses he was trying on, and this made it even more difficult to walk.

On the way home, Margot stopped the car outside a seedy sex shop, and sent Susie in to buy a sissy maid’s costume.

‘Right’ Margot said when they got back to the house ‘dump the bags sissy, and find the maid’s costume and put it on, then make us some lunch – we’d like poached eggs on toast and coffee. When you’ve served us, you can get yourself something to eat – there’s a tin of dog food in the cupboard.’

Harry wasn’t sure if she was joking regarding the latter.

‘And remember’ Margot continued ‘when you talk to us address us as Miss Margot, and Miss Susie. You forgot a couple of times when we were out. If you forget again you will be punished.’

‘Do I really have to eat dog food?’ Harry asked, aware that being traded so brutally aroused him, but eating pet food – that was a bit much. He felt he had to say something.

‘What did you say? how did you address me?’ Margot asked angrily.

‘I’m sorry, Miss Margot.’

‘What the fuck do you want?’

‘Do I really have to eat dog food Miss Margot?’

‘Yes, you fucking do, and be thankful for that, thankful to your wife, who earns all the money, while you lounge about all day. Well those days have ended now I’m here, and I’ll make sure you earn your keep, serving us and cleaning the house, and not costing us too much to keep.’

‘But I already do all the housework and shopping, Miss Margot.’

‘But the standard wasn’t good enough. Susie complained to me about it, how slapdash you were. From now on, I’ll make sure you do your duties correctly and conscientiously.’

Harry found the maid’s costume in the shopping bag, and went into the bathroom and struggled into it. Bought in a sex shop rather than the clothes store, the Large size was less than perfect. The little black PVC dress, with attached frilly white apron was very tight around the waist, while the bust hung loosely, urgently needing the padding of imitation breasts, but once he’d put the silicone pads inside his bra, the dress looked a lot better, he had to admit. He also had to admit how much it turned him on the gaze at mirror at himself as a sissy maid, and how he took some pride in making himself look the part as fully as a possible.

He brushed his wig, which was now becoming very hot and itchy, while the stilettoes hurt his feet. Never being able to take either wig or shoes off was very troubling to him. It also meant that he couldn’t change his black stockings. The filly white cap nestled atop his wig, creating a suitably humiliating, sissified effect.

‘Come in here and give us a twirl’ Margot shouted ‘before you do anything else.’

The sissy, which was now how he could be most aptly described, teetered uneasily on his heels into the living room, where his wife and her lover sat smoking. He tried not to cough – he didn’t want to be forced to be an ashtray again.

‘My, you look lovely dear’ Susie said. ’Female and sissy clothes seem to suit you more than male clothes did – you never really looked convincing as a man. Thank Margot for her kindness in enabling you to realise your true identity.’

‘Thank you for your kindness’ Harry said, his head bowed.

‘Thank you what?’ Margot said sternly, raising her hand as if to slap him again.

‘Thank you, Miss Margot.’

‘He’s learning’ Susie giggled.
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After struggling into his new outfit which was difficult with his cock trying to break out of the cage, Harry looked at himself the mirror and realised he was now a fully-fledged sissy. Or would have done if he knew what a sissy was. He certainly couldn’t help knowing that there had been a big change in his status, to say the least, with his wife’s relationship with Margot. He had to cook breakfast for the two women and take it into them. It was awful having to walk in heels all the time, and he was getting shooting pains in his calves, as well as a sore back. He minced into the kitchen, and did his best to prepare food, uncomfortable as he felt. He eventually managed it, however, and took the plates of food through to where his two mistresses, as they were now, were waiting,

‘You’re meant to lay the table, and put all the cutlery out beforehand, stupid bitch’ Margot complained.

Finally, the hapless sissy had put all the cutlery and condiments out, the food was on the table and the two women sat down to eat.

‘You’ll have to do this a lot of quicker in future, otherwise you’ll be punished.’

‘Sorry Miss Margot’ he muttered, shamefacedly.

‘You fucking better be, and do things differently next time, or you really will be sorry. Got that?’

‘Yes, Miss Margot.’

Later that day, Margot was in the bedroom, and noticed the new packs of condoms Harry had recently bought. They remained unused, and it now seemed likely that would ever be used – certainly not by Harry anyway.

‘These condoms, did Harriet buy them all?’ She asked Susie.

‘Yes, like I told you, he does all the shopping - all my makeup, sanitary pads and deodorants, as well as food shopping – everything. But we won’t need those condoms now’ she laughed.

‘It’d be a shame to waste them though. I have just had an idea – an idea of how they might be used.’

Margot outlined her plan to Susie, who thought it a brilliant idea. They would advertise Harry/Harriet’s services around the local gay community, and dogging area. He would be available, for anyone to fuck on a certain day, for a small fee, which would include free condoms.

‘That’s great’ Susie said ‘let’s get to work on it right away. I’ll phone round to find a firm who a print leaflets, and then we can employ people to distribute them in likely places.
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Men, and a few women, queued up, to pay the five pounds fee, and get their free condoms – one each, included in the price.

The queue to fuck him was long, and diverse in character, with all shapes and sizes of men, and some women with strap-on, many of them from local lesbian clubs patronised by Margot, who supervised the action.

As Harry felt each cock go up inside him – it was painful at first, but then pure pleasure. But the ultimate pleasure was the humiliation. Lost in degradation, dripping with cum, and piss - over his head, into his face, stinging his eyes. Then there was the image of Susie, his beloved wife, taken by other men, more manly men, with bigger dicks than him. His wife, exulting in being taken by these men, showing up the inadequacy of her husband, while her female lover watched, and instigated verbal abuse of him in his utter abjection. There was absolutely no going back for him. He’d crossed the line.

The humiliation was complete. Total degradation. What he had secretly, unknown even to himself, always craved. The sissification, the complete abnegation of masculinity, also total. It was actually exquisite humiliation. To be penetrated by so many strange men’s cocks. Men whom he knew were going to fuck his wife, while her lesbian lover looked on. Then to be made to drink the contents of their stinking cum filled condoms, bought by him personally. Yes, it was exquisite.

Harry/Harriet became a veritable cash cow for the two women – with the video of the dogging posted on an online porn site, being incredibly popular as a paid for download. The pair loaned more videos and photos of Harry, using social media. They could see the opportunities to make a lot of money.
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Susie had been complaining about her boss at work, Leo Bateman. He made any excuse to get up close to her, and would surreptitiously group her tits and bum, making it seem accidental. He gave Susie the creeps, and she had no intention of ever letting him fuck her. He was fat and sweaty, but thought he was God’s gift to the ladies. His wife Penny, was a shy woman, who tended to hide in a corner at social functions, while her husband tried to get off with every available female. Susie told Margot about the man. 

‘You shouldn’t have to put up with that sort of behaviour, and you won’t much longer, with the money we’ll be making through Harriet, you’ll be able to give up that job. But before you leave, I think this boss of yours should be paid back for the way he’s treated you. I know, let’s invite him round, pretend you’re interested in him - Harriet can be a sissy maid.

‘I’ve an idea actually.’ Margot’s eyes gleamed with excitement - ‘Have you told your boss about Harriet, about her transformation?’

‘No, of course not’ Susie replied ‘he doesn’t know anything, only that Harry is a house husband.’

‘So, if he comes around for dinner, and gets served by a maid, he won’t know that it’s really your husband, not really a sexy woman – the way Harriet is shaping up in a female role, with the hormones we surreptitiously give her.’ These were female hormones administered to Harry without his knowledge, put in his drinks when he wasn’t looking.

And so, Susie issued the invitation to dinner to her boss and his wife.

Her boss was pleased, thinking his luck had changed. He’d had always found Susie to be a stuck-up bitch, but fancied her and harboured hopes of one day getting inside her knickers, and taking her down a peg or two. Perhaps she really fancied him, but hadn’t wanted to admit it before, was his, deluded, thinking.

It was all carefully planned. Harry was now definitely more Harriet, inhabiting more fully, both mentally and physically, his sissy, feminine role. To his great relief, he was now able to remove his shoes, though he had still been ordered to wear them all the time. He could also now change his stockings. It was the smell that had caused Susie and Margot to act on removing the shoes, and the wig, not the discomfort to Harry, which didn’t bother them at all, in fact, they enjoyed that aspect.  But one day Margot had said –

‘Harriet’s been whining again about her wig making her head itch, and also about her shoes – they’re too tight apparently. I told her to fucking stop complain or she’ll be punished again, but the thing is that the stockings need to be changed, and now she can grow her own hair, and experiment with different wigs. I think we’ll get some stuff off the internet to deal with the superglue.’

Susie nodded in agreement, as she always did to Margot’s proposals.

She also fully agreed to Margot’s ideas about taking revenge on her boss, and invited him and his wife to dinner. He was eager to accept, thinking he was in with a chance with Susie.
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At the dinner, as agreed, the convincingly feminised Harry, always referred to now as Harriet, paid special attention to boss Leo, who was most definitely smitten with what he believed was a very sexy woman, who found him attractive, and who wanted sex with him. The hormones administered to Harry over the weeks, were transforming him physically. He now had obvious breasts, softer skin, and a higher voice. The sissy’s own hair had grown out, and was now long and professionally styled. The superglued-on wig and heels had been removed by the application of a special fluid bought through eBay, as had the glued lock cock restrainer, because the two women wanted Harry to have his cock free as part of their plan for the evening.

As agreed, Susie’s boss was plied with wine, and it was Harry in his feminine maid’s costume, now far more convincingly feminine than when he’d first been forced into female clothing, who paid special attention to the boss, gross and fat as he was, and generally unattractive to women, apart from through his wealth. Harry leaned over him, as he poured wine, ensuring that he pressed his feminised body close to him, as instructed. Then, after the meal, she left the kitchen door open, also as agreed, so that when the boss went for a pee, as he was obviously bound to after all the drink, he could see the sexy back of the sissy, standing over the oven or sink, her long, slim, dark stockinged legs, ending in six inch heels. Her too short dress, revealing the tops of her stockings.  She seemed to issue such an invitation to a red-blooded man like the Leo Bateman, and was actually a lot sexier looking tonight than Susie his wife, or the usually most attractive to men, Margot, both of whom had made a point of dressing fairly demurely, in order to highlight the feminised hubby’s slutty sexiness. As predicted, on his way back from the loo, the Leo couldn’t help himself, and walked into the kitchen, closing the door behind him, quietly. Harry didn’t seem to hear anything and carried on blithely with the washing up. But was actually very aware of the man’s presence, as he came up silently behind him, and grasped him around the waist, pressing his body, and his cock into the sissy’s body which he thought was the body of a very sexy woman. Leo nuzzled his face against the sissy’s ‘Come on, you know you want it’ he whispered.

‘Not here’ the sissy said quietly, keeping his voice as feminine as possible – ‘Come on, I know where we can go.’

And he led the boss through a door off of the kitchen into a small room.

Harry turned, and kissed the man full on the lips, pushing his hand between his legs, grasping his swollen cock, and releasing it from his trousers. Next thing, the sissy was on his knees before the boss, sucking his erect member, his hand thrust between his own legs, rubbing his cock, but the boss didn’t realise that, thinking it his fanny the sissy was stroking. The boss groaned, as he got closer and closer to an orgasm. Then, several things happened at once. The boss ejaculated into the sissy’s face, who pulled his own hard cock out at the same time, while the door was flung open and Margot stood with a camera taking photos, Susie and Penny, Leo’s wife, peering over her shoulder.

‘Caught in the act, you perv’ Margot cried.

The boss turned towards Margot and her camera, a look of horror on his face, then down to the sissy furiously wanking his own hard cock, and, as if on cue, spurting a thick stream of white cum into the air, splashing on the boss’s trousers.

‘It’s not what you think’ Leo exclaimed.

‘It’s exactly what it looks like’ Margot said. ‘I wonder what your wife your colleagues and Head Office at work, will say, and what about the golf club, and your parents, when they see this photo – who knew that you had a predilection for sex with transgender sluts.’

‘No, no – I thought he was a woman.’

‘So that makes it all right, with your wife sat in the next room?’ Margot said.

‘No, it’s just that he kept coming onto me -I’m only human.’

‘Can’t keep your hands to yourself, can you? as Susie can well testify. If you don’t want these photos to come out, you’d better comply with exactly what we want.’ Margot said.

‘Yes, yes, anything’ Leo said urgently ‘just tell me what you want- money, whatever.’

‘Well, we’ll need to think about what we want in return for not exposing you. But I think we’ll start off with a little punishment and humiliation, which you will accept, of course. As you may have realised, we already have a pet sissy, and it would be entertaining for us if you joined her for a bit of fun we have planned for tonight. First of all, though, we think you should return the favour to our sissy maid by giving her a blow job.’ Margot said.

‘I’m not doing that, it’s repulsive’ the boss spluttered.

‘But you didn’t find Harriet repulsive, before did you? I’m sure your wife will enjoy watching you suck off another man, albeit a man dressed as a woman. If you don’t want to do it, just say, and the photos will be dispatched forthwith, to all the recipients we listed, and probably more.’ Susie said.

‘No, please no, I’ll do whatever you want.’ Leo cried.

The sissy, though very grateful to have had the opportunity to cum, also found it very humiliating to give oral sex to another man, and was surprised how turned on it made him, though now his barriers were gradually being broken down. The two women had mind fucked him, so that he was beginning to embrace his situation, and could probably never return to his previous straight male status. And now the chance of being sucked off, by another man, was something he also felt very ambivalent about. But it was another chance to cum, after being locked in chastity for so long. Anyway, he didn’t have any choice in the matter, being ordered by his mistresses, who now controlled him, to accept oral sex from another man.

The boss knelt grudgingly before Harry, an appalled expression on his face, and took the sissy’s stiff cock in his mouth.

‘Come on, suck him off - you have to make him cum.’ Margot ordered.

Leo began to suck away at the cock in his mouth, though it was the most humiliating experience of his life. It only took a couple of minutes for Harry, even though he’d only orgasmed a few minutes before, to ejaculate.

‘Pull your cock out and cum in his face’ Margot shouted, when she saw that Harry was about to erupt – and this he did, squirting a thick stream of spunk into the boss’s face, while his wife, Penny, watched in stunned silence.

‘What other humiliating punishment should we administer?’ Margot turned and asked her. ‘We could all use his mouth as a toilet.’

‘Great idea’ Penny said ‘yes, I’d love to humiliate him like that, the bastard.’

And so, the boss was led into the toilet and told to lie on his back, while the three women took it in turns to squat over him, and relieve themselves into his open mouth.

‘Get the sissy to piss over him too’ Margot shouted.

And Harry was brought in and told to piss into the boss’s open mouth. Leo lay there, face drenched in pee, coughing as he tried to swallow the yellow streams down, thoroughly humiliated and degraded. Alpha status subverted completely.
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But there was even worse in store for boss Leo. Margot decided that he should be immediately feminised, dressed in slutty women’s clothes and makeup, and, shockingly, the two sissies should become streetwalkers, out in the red-light district, touting for business.

They did look a sight, together. The boss, surprisingly made a very effective feminised sissy, looking like a buxom woman, with his man boobs forced into a tantalising cleavage, emerging sexily from the top of his red and black corset, and a long wig of wavy red hair, framing sexy red painted lips, and thickly made up eyes. While Harry was now a very passable woman, his rapidly diminishing cock back in its chastity cage, though merely locked in rather than superglued this time. He also no longer needed a wig, with his own hair now long, and styled at a professional hairstylist’s – another humiliating experience for him.

The two proved very popular, offering blow jobs for ten pounds each. Drivers who stopped were taken surreptitiously, behind a low wall leading to an alley, and sucked off. Both men were in fear of what would happen to them if they didn’t comply with the women’s instructions – Leo of the consequences if anyone saw the photos of him with a man giving him oral sex, and Harry because ......well, by now, he was thoroughly brainwashed and compliant. But boss Leo also found that he was beginning to be turned on by all the humiliation, and, something that appalled him, the gay aspect of it. Had these women made him become gay? He asked himself with great self-loathing. What a fall – from top Alpha male, to submissive sissy puppet of two women: one an employee, and the other his wife, both controlled by that bitch, Margot – he spat out the name, though making sure that the woman herself was nowhere around, of course.
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Later they were all branded, including Susie, and Leo’s wife, Penny, on their arse cheeks with ‘Property of Margot,’ and became the basis for a business offering sexual services, owned by Margot, who ran it, and reaped most of the profits, though not taking part in giving any services herself. With Susie receiving a far smaller share of the profits, in her role as a very efficient and conscientious second in command, as well as helping provide the advertised services, alongside her sissified husband, her ex-boss, and his ex-wife.

Susie’s former boss, Leo was forced to give a portion of his business profits to the three women, including his, now estranged, wife, who now lived with Margot and Susie, in a semi-submissive role. That is, not as abjectly submissive as Harriet the sissy, but beneath Margot and her second in command, Susie. She felt liberated after her marriage to Leo, whom she now despised. She was an attraction to customers of Margot and Susie’s emergent sex business, as a ‘mature lady’, and was glad to comply, with making videos of her being fucked by a variety of men, shown to her husband as a part of his punishment, as were similar videos of Susie, to Harry/Harriet.
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The two sissies, began to bond together. Once Harry attempted a shy kiss and stroke of Leo’s cock in its chasity, and wasn’t rejected, rather embraced gratefully; and the two sissies passionately hugged and kissed – all filmed, of course, as was their every movement, and then watched with raucous glee by the women.

They were then released from their constraints, so they could be filmed having sex together, which they gratefully did.

The resulting film of the two sissies giving each other blow jobs, and fucking each other, became a massive hit on porn streaming websites, and made Margot and Susie a lot of money.

Harry continued to shop for all his wife’s, and now Margot and penny’s most intimate items, including condoms, which were never used by him, but my men who fucked his wife, and Penny. Margot still took great delight in making Harry drink the men’s cum from the used condoms.

Yes, he’d been well and truly ConDommed!
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