

Dad’s a Cuckolded Sissy, Mum’s a Slutty MILF, Femdom Daughter’s in Charge:

A tale of sissy humiliation and MILF degradation

Tom looked at the photos on Google, from the search term ‘Humiliated Sissy’.  He was looking at one featuring a ‘woman’ in over the top makeup – vivid eye shadow, false eyelashes, bright red lips outlined in thick lip liner, clown like blusher, all topped off with a flowing blonde wig. ‘She’ wore a lovely pink minidress, revealing an expanse of black stocking clad leg, atop six inch, patent leather heels. ‘She’ looked absolutely lovely, but some writing on a sign hung  round the model’s neck was very revealing – ‘This sissy faggot slut loves to be humiliated- email her and tell her how you’d like to humiliate her , the more disgusting the humiliation, the better,’ and an email address was given.

Tom typed in the email address, then logged into the account by typing in the password –he knew it because it was his email account, and the photo was of him, taken by his wife, Megan, and posted online by his daughter, Daisy.

He opened and read each of the emails –

‘What a state, ha, ha, ha – what a fucking, pathetic loser. I want the sissy to be forced to walk along a busy street, with everyone laughing at her; then pegged by a queue of women wearing big, black strap on dildos.’

‘This thing is an aberration – I’d like to piss all over it.’

‘She should be made to suck cock- the perverted, pansy faggot.’

‘I’d like to see the sissy slut forced to be gay, and gangbanged by a load of black men.’

The humiliating comments from a lot of strangers really turned him on…….his hand went to his trouser zip and urgently pulled it down, reached inside and grabbed his rapidly hardening cock, and began to wank. As he did so he read another message –‘You sad wanker….’ it began appropriately, making him cum with a huge stream of white spunk, which he just managed to direct away from the computer screen, so that it curved into the air and landed several feet away on the carpet. Now he had orgasmed, he immediately felt a surge of shame- only cold, bleak, not erotic, shame. He closed down his email account, then the Google page. He muttered to himself- ‘I really am a pathetic wanker’, though now the words were completely devoid of the titillation they had had for him before.

He fetched a cloth from the bathroom to clean up the carpet, and by the time he had finished, he was again feeling turned on by thinking about the humiliating photos on Google, and the comments he had received. Soon, he was again imagining the people, mostly men probably, but hopefully at least some women, who were aroused enough by his photos to email comments. Soon his mind was thinking up new ways in which he could be publically humiliated- maybe his wife or daughter would post a video on YouTube, of him out in female attire in public.

God, he thought, I’m obsessed. But it hadn’t always been like this. Only months ago he had been a happily married husband with a lovely wife and father to a beautiful daughter. Until, that is, his daughter had discovered his inclinations for cross-dressing, when he had inadvertently left an internet site he had been browsing, open, and informed his wife – which led to a confrontation.Well, he was still married, but it was his wife, assisted by his daughter, who had taken the photos now found on Google, and set up the email account. He shivered with the humiliation of it – shivered with erotic arousal, as well as self-disgust. He thought of his wife and daughter, of how they now both ‘entertained’ young, black men – ‘studs,’ ‘bulls,’, ‘alpha’ males. Whatever you called them, they were very masculine, far more masculine and powerful than him, it was frequently pointed out. Men, whom his wife and daughter worshipped and very much enjoyed having sex with, while despising him, and thinking that the idea of sex with him was a joke. Well, you could say that all his fantasies had been fulfilled – and this was true, but part of him regretted the complete loss of his old life and status, now that fantasy had become total reality. But of course, any protest, no matter how timidly expressed, was greeted with the comment ‘but I thought you liked being humiliated.’

And that was how he now had his own special bedroom, painted in pink, with a pink dressing table and mirror with all his cosmetics laid out, and a pink cot, with a baby doll nightie lying on it. And he no longer had his Civil Service job, which he’d always complained about, admittedly, but now ‘earned’ money by being prostituted to the black studs and their friends, and from taking part in porn films produced by, and starring, his wife and daughter, and said black studs. These films actually made a fortune on the internet, but his wife and daughter allowed him to have a very small percentage of the money made –with which he was mainly to buy new clothes and makeup.

He sighed –well, it still turned him on greatly to think of the humiliation of his situation, as it had just done, looking at the Google photos, and the emailed comments. Maybe his wife would get in touch with some of the correspondents, and invite them to humiliate him in the flesh…..now he was becoming hard again. There was no getting away from it – he was an addict. And no sooner had he timidly mentioned this idea of meeting the email respondents to his wife, as something that really aroused him, than she got in touch with some of them, quite a few of whom were black men, since she had stipulated that comments from this group were particularly welcome.

He was ushered into the lounge, HIS lounge in HIS house paid for with his Civil Service pay, ball gagged and with his hands cuffed behind his back. He teetered on ludicrously high heels, barely managing not to fall over in his tight skirt. The sight before him was particularly galling – his beloved nineteen years old daughter, Daisy, lounging back on the sofa, mini skirt high up around her thighs, revealing lacy stocking tops against porcelain skin, puffing on a cigarette, and blowing smoke out from between scarlet lips, while sipping a glass of wine. He disapproved of her smoking and drinking, but knew it was pointless expressing his disapproval. When he had done so, about her smoking, several weeks ago, he had ended up on his knees, tied up, and with the end of a lit cigarette thrust up each nostril, and his mouth taped up, so that everyone time he breathed in he received a lungful of toxic smoke, while his daughter and her friends laughed their heads off.

Anyway, he grew even more appalled when he watched his daughter take the huge cock of a young black man in her mouth, and begin sucking it. She paused between sucks to announce -

‘This is my pathetic, sissy faggot of a father – who loves to be humiliated. I think you’ve already seen his photo on the internet’ she giggled.

‘Sure’ the man with the cock said –‘that’s why I’m here, because of the humiliating remarks I made about your father – but it’s one thing seeing him, or should I say ‘it,’ in a photo, and another to see ‘it’ in the flesh – and all I can say is –my, oh my, what a complete fucking state. If that’s your father -well my full commiserations.’

Daisy giggled –‘never mind, I’m getting used to it now – he does have his uses,  entertainment value for one thing –to bring my friends round for a good laugh; another is to service real men, like you.’

‘Well, ‘it’ does have a certain sissy appeal – maybe to clean my cock with its tongue after I’ve fucked you and your mother. Your mum seems to be doing well, by the way.’ He looked across to where her mother, Megan, the sissy’s wife, was-on all fours, a big, black cock up her from behind, and another in her mouth.

Tom, husband of the woman, and father of the daughter could only look on, his self-disgust and humiliation levels soaring, which, perversely, he found highly arousing, as well as absolutely appalling. Well, the more appalling it was, the more arousing it became. I mean, what could be more humiliating for a man than to see his wife and daughter fucked by big, black strangers, invited because of the humiliating comments they’d made about a photo of him dressed as a sissy; while he could only look on, unable to play any part whatsoever. It was like something from a film or a news report…except here, the participants were all taking part willingly and consensually. The man’s wife and daughter were only too happy to entertain the black strangers, who’d abused their husband/ father online – as invited to do so; and, importantly, the husband found it very exciting to see his wife/daughter doing so, and not being able to take part himself.

Yes, of course, the husband experienced self-doubt, but he was that kind of man anyway –indecisive, vulnerable, and that is why he understood his wife’s need for a real man, and his daughter’s need also –for a better male role model than her real, completely inadequate father. He was still free from the chastity cage he was normally forced to wear, and his cock nearly exploded as he watched, and listened to, his daughter being penetrated from the rear, as, simultaneously, he could see, and hear, his wife getting the same treatment-their cries of orgasmic fulfilment, mingling with the deeply male grunts of the men.

And even more humiliation was heaped upon the hapless hubby, as both his wife and daughter felt compelled to shout abuse about him in the course of their lovemaking.

‘Fuck me, fuck me, big boy’ Megan, his wife shouted to her black lover, in the throes of her massive orgasm ‘I need a big cock like yours to satisfy me, not that little clitty of my pathetic worm of a husband.’

While Daisy, his daughter, screamed – ‘Oh yes, a real man in this house at last – for years I’ve had to put up with that useless fucking wanker of a father of mine as a role model – show him what a real man’s like.’ 

And Tom was both mortified, of course, and also VERY turned on – that strange contradiction experienced by the compulsively committed cuckold and masochist.

Afterwards the men made him lick their cocks clean, and suck them off, or let them fuck him, if they wanted that; and he also had to lick their cum from his wife’s fanny, and clean the floor with his tongue. Finally everyone relieved their bladders in the sissy’s mouth, which also served as an ashtray for wife and daughter’s post coital cigarettes, much to their great amusement. Apart from his predilection for cross-dressing, Tom had always been straight, but his wife and daughter had ordered him to service the black strangers they invited into the house sexually, something that he’d previously considered totally taboo, but now he’d found that he was actually enjoying it sensually, as well as the humiliation; and more fully identifying as a woman, though he also felt ashamed.

Then the sissy was dismissed to his room –his pink room, where he cried himself to sleep, with the sounds of his wife and daughter and their boyfriends raucously partying in his ears, knowing it would be his job to clear up the mess. But he consoled himself by revelling in his deliciously masochistic humiliation –imagining his wife and daughter being penetrated by those huge black men, and how he’d cleaned their cocks, still tasting their cum in his mouth. But though he found these images incredibly erotic, the thought also distressed him, and he felt a sudden urge to escape it all. It was a sunny day, and the window was open, letting in the cool summer’s breeze, and he suddenly decided he needed to get away- everything just seemed too much, and he hoisted up his skirt around his waist, held his high heels in his hand, and stepped out of the window onto the warm soil beneath. Then he walked down the garden path and out of the back gate into a narrow lane, which led out to near the High Street. Soon he was teetering along the street of pubs and shops, self-conscious in his female clothing.

‘I need a drink’ he said to himself, and he minced into the nearest pub. Men at the bar stared at him as he walked in. He knew he had to be bold and walked up to the bar and ordered a drink, trying to sound as feminine as possible.

‘Gin and tonic please.’

‘Certainly madam’ the barman said.

He took his drink and sat down at table, but he was aware that a small group of men kept looking at him, and he suddenly realised how vulnerable he was, and took a deep swig of his drink, in as ladylike a manner as possible.

He tensed – one of the men was walking over to him. The man was in his thirties, he estimated, with a cropped hairstyle.

‘Alright darling?’ the man asked.

‘Fine’ he said, fluttering his eyelashes and again trying to sound as feminine as possible.

‘Are you a working girl?’ The man asked.

God, he thought did he look that slutty, and he tried to think of a suitable reply, but what came out of his mouth was a mumbled 

‘Yes – a tgirl if you like that sort of thing.’

‘Yeah – well we kind of thought you were, we want to see what it would be like, going with someone like you. How much do you charge?’

His mind had gone blank, and he said the first number that came to him-

‘Twenty pounds’ he said.

‘How about we give you thirty for all of us?’ He indicated his three friends at the bar.

‘OK’ the sissy replied.

And thus he ended up in the corner of the pub car park, taking four men’s cocks up him –what he would once have viewed as the ultimate taboo, something that would never, ever have entertained-and enjoying every humiliating moment of it –even when they made him lick their cocks’ clean, and then pissed all over him, before throwing the money on the floor, and spiting on him before walking away. So there he was, covered in piss and spit, dirt over his clothes, which were also ripped. He thought of going back to the house, HIS house, he reminded himself, except he knew it was his no longer.

Just then a car screeched up–his wife’s. She got out, accompanied by his daughter, and they walked up to him quickly –

‘Where the heck have you been? We’ve been so worried about you.’

‘I thought you were far too busy enjoying yourself with your new black friends to give a thought to me.’

‘Of course I think about you –I love you, we both do.’

‘Do you – really?’

Of course, and Daisy loves you too, don’t you dear?’ she turned and addressed her daughter.

‘Yes, of course I do –you’re still my dad, even if you are a pathetic wanker’ she laughed affectionately.

‘We love you for what you are’ his wife continued ‘a sissy, faggot slut, but you can’t blame us for seeking satisfaction from some real men can you? And you love it too don’t you?’

‘Yes’ he said ‘I really do, and it really gratifies me to see you getting the satisfaction I can’t provide you with, and for Daisy to meet good male role models. I’m no example of how a real man should be, I know. And she’s grown up now and is entitled to have boyfriends.’

Megan put her arm around him, and guided him to her car – ‘Come on sweetie, let’s get you home where you belong.’

However, he was to discover that he wasn’t to be allowed to escape without punishment. He was now locked into his room, with the windows closed and locked, when his services were not required. 

The next day his wife suggested they go for a walk, down by the river. Daisy was coming too.

‘I’m not sure if I feel like it’ he said.

‘You coming whether you like it or not’ his wife said firmly ‘get dressed up and made up.’

He walked towards the river path, Megan and Daisy either side of him. He wondered what they had planned since they were in mischievous mood. They hadn’t lived in the area long and so hadn’t managed to explore the rural surroundings. He was wearing his heels as ordered, and a skimpy skirt and stockings, while he noticed that Megan and Daisy were wearing jeans and boots. Soon the path became boggy, and his heels sank into the mud, which oozed over his stocking feet.

‘Why did you make me wear heels?’ he whined – ‘I notice you’re not wearing them.’

‘Because we want you to get messed up’ his wife laughed. Just then the ground became particularly wet and boggy, and Daisy gave him a shove over his wife’s outstretched foot, and he crashed into the stinking mud.

‘Ha, ha, ha’ Megan laughed, while Daisy grabbed handfuls of mud and rubbed it into his hair.

Just then a dog walker passed, and gave them a curious look.

They pulled him to his feet, and he was soaking and covered from head to toe in thick, black, stinking mud. They walked back to the house.

‘Right’ his wife said ‘Now you have to get cleaned up, and glammed up, again, ready for inspection in twenty minutes, or else you will be punished.

He struggled clean himself with the packet of tissues he had been given. He had to get his clothes off, and find clean ones, then redo his makeup.

Finally he managed it with a couple of seconds to spare, when Megan and 

Daisy walked back into the room.

‘Not bad’ his daughter said coolly appraising her father.

‘No, he’s done quite well in the circumstances.’ Megan said.

‘But not well enough’ Daisy said ‘look there’s mud in his hair.’

‘Well how could I clean it without washing it?’ he protested.

‘Hmm – it’s just not good enough; you will be punished for disobeying an order.’

‘Your punishment is for you to be dressed as a schoolgirl, and for Daisy and me to be older girls who bully you’ his wife announced later that day.

‘Look’ she said, indicating some clothes on a chair ‘we’ve even got you a schoolgirl uniform to put on.’

‘I don’t know if I fancy wearing that’ he said.

‘Fucking put it on, and stop arguing, or your punishment will be even more severe.’

He struggled into the schoolgirl uniform of tight white blouse, with tie, a little blue miniskirt, which came above the stockings and suspenders, which also came with the uniform. Finishing off with a pair of black, patent leather high heels.

‘What school is it – St. Trinians?’ he asked sarcastically.

‘Never you mind – just put the fucking thing on, we don’t want your opinions.’ Megan said.

He thought of how dominant and humourless his wife had now become.

Anyway, now daughter Daisy came in. wearing the same style of sexy schoolgirl outfit, which his wife had also changed into –

‘Right’ she said ‘you’re the new girl, and we are older bullies. Got a fag’ she roughly addressed her daughter, really getting into her role as a tough, streetwise schoolgirl.

‘Yeah’ Daisy said, producing a packet of ten cigarettes –

‘Let’s see Miss Goody Two Shoes here smoking.’

‘Yeah-fucking right, the stuck up bitch’ his wife said- both wife and daughter seemed to relish their roles as slutty sixteen year olds.

‘Do you smoke, you fucking nerd?’ Daisy asked him in a rough voice.

‘No, I don’t actually’ he replied ‘in fact I think it’s a disgusting habit, as you well know.’

‘Stuck up bitch’ Megan said –‘give her a fag, and let’s see her smoke it.’

And Daisy put a cigarette in the sissy’s mouth, and lit it. 

‘Smoke it you fucking bitch’ she said.

He did feel scared of these bullies, as if he really was a vulnerable young girl on her first day at secondary school, eager to impress the older girls, and puffed at the cigarette, which made him have a coughing fit.

‘Come on – you have to smoke it right down’ Daisy commanded, and he had no choice but to continue, his throat on fire.

‘Ever had your mouth use as an ashtray?’ Daisy asked when he’d finished the cigarette, with them taking photos on their phones.

He recalled that he had, by Daisy and her friends, when he had protested at their smoking, but in character he said ‘no’.

‘Right open your fucking mouth’ she said, and when he did so both she and her mother, his lovely wife, flicked the ash from their cigarettes into his open mouth, followed by large gobs of phlegm from both of them.

‘This is all going to appear on Twitter and YouTube’ Daisy announced- a prospect which seemed to amuse them both greatly.

‘Right, now it’s time for  school dinners’ Megan  said ‘we’re going to put you right in your place, new girl’ she announced, picking up a  carton of custard and pouring it over his newly restyled hair, which he had taken such trouble over, but which was still stiff with mud from the bog. His wife poured the whole carton of custard over him, and it trickled down all over his pristine white blouse, and  down into his knickers. It was most uncomfortable and degrading. However, more was to come, with cold porridge, mayonnaise, brown and tomato sauce also poured over him, and into his knickers, and even his shoes were filled with the mess. As he sat there, a reeking mess, with more photos snapped of him, Megan said –

‘Right, as before you have twenty minute to get cleaned up, or else you will face further punishment’ and with that the two women walked out. Giggling like….schoolgirls -

‘Out studs will love us in these put outfits he heard his daughter say – ‘and they’ll love the sissy too’ his wife answered with a laugh.

Now he really did struggle to get cleaned up, then to remove and reapply his makeup in time, and, of course, he hadn’t finished when the women came back in, and more punishment ensued. His photo was taken in his still messed up state, his schoolgirl uniform half on and half off, and posted immediately on a blog, and commentators asked to say just what they thought of this humiliated, sissy slut, who loved to dress up as a schoolgirl, and get covered in school dinner type food; and almost immediately the very derogatory, humiliating comments came flooding in. 

Tom wondered how he could ever get back any self-esteem after all this humiliation, and the answer was probably never – that this was the path he’d embarked on, once he had let his wife and daughter in on his shameful, crossdressing secret. And, of course, he loved all the humiliation; it gave him incredible sexual fulfilment, as did his increasing femininity. How now realised that he had been hiding from his true self in all his years masquerading as a man, and he was very grateful to Megan and Daisy for helping him to realise this. His humiliation and abjection enabled them to assume the powerful roles they deserved, and had secretly craved – in the same way that he had secretly craved a submissive, feminine role.

Anyway, a few days later, Megan announced that now a new stage of her sissified hubby’s life was to begin, which would mean a new career for him, as well as a potential money earner for her and Daisy – after all it wasn’t cheap to keep a sissy, now that he had given up his job, and he had to earn his keep.

The idea was that he would appear on stage in public –tickets would be sold, and the public invited to humiliate him in any way they wished. And this was relatively easy to organise through a theatrical agency, which saw a market for a new type of boundary pushing, audience participation act. He was introduced as ‘Tania, the sissy faggot slut,’ who craves humiliation; and he would teeter on stage in ridiculously high heels, features exaggerated by heavy, drag style make up, wearing some outrageous slut costume – like a red PVC mini skirt, fishnet stockings, tight, pink satin blouse, and hair in some elaborate fifties beehive or backcombed style, and the audience would howl with laughter at this risible parody of womanhood.

‘Don’t laugh’ would be his first line, delivered in camp accent ‘all I’ve ever wanted was to be a woman’ which prompted sympathetic sighs of empathy from the female audience members, and loud, abusive catcalls from those more drunken male, and some female, audience members. The act was particularly popular with stag and hen parties, and thus there was usually an atmosphere of boozed up ribaldry.

Then, audience members would be invited onstage to humiliate him. This took different forms – from applying even more  grotesque make up, to smashing rotten eggs, brought along especially, over his  carefully teased and coiffured hair, or pulling up his skirt to reveal his cock, confined in its cage. This would also be accompanied by lots of filthy verbal banter, at the hapless sissy’s expense.

At the same time his wife began taking measures to make him more of a genuine woman, enrolling him on a course of hormone treatment, which he gladly accepted (at least he thought that was what he wanted, though he had some reservations).

‘You know you can’t reverse the process once it has started. Apparently your penis will shrink, and you’ll start growing breasts, getting a higher voice and softer skin, and womanly curves.’ Megan said.

‘Yes, that is what I want – I want to be a real woman’ he said, though there was a faint voice of doubt at the back of his mind, but his wife was so assertive.

It wasn’t long before the effects of the treatment became apparent. He noticed the higher pitch of his voice, the softness of skin and thinning of beard; and, what he was most proud of, incipient breasts, with budding pink nipples.

‘Soon we’ll have to get your first proper bra’ his wife said, as opposed to the padded one he now wore.

As an ultimate humiliation, Megan had applied for them as a family to be on the Jonny Bile TV show. He didn’t fancy that at all, but again he was told he had no choice and that if he refused, he would be unveiled to the nation as a pervert who forced his wife and daughter to dress as schoolgirls and humiliate him, while he was dressed as a schoolgirl himself, and there were photos to show this.

‘But that was your idea’ he’d complained.

‘Yes, but how will you prove that.’ Megan responded. There’s big money in this for us all, so just get on with it, and do as you’re told.

On the day of the show, he watched from the wings as his wife and daughter told the TV presenter, in front of a hyped up live audience, of how their husband/father was a transvestite sissy, who loved to dress like a woman, and who had now embarked on a sex change, and was taking female hormones. They gave the impression that this behaviour appalled them. He knew that they had been given a lot of money to do this by the show.

‘Well, let’s meet this ‘man’, the presenter said, his voice curdling with distaste –

‘What do you call him-or should I say “it”?’

‘Tania, formerly Tom’ Daisy said.

‘OK’ the presenter said ‘let’s meet Tania.’

He was nudged by one of show’s production team; and walked unsteadily in his heels onto the set. He was wearing full slut drag, as instructed by Megan and Daisy, and the audience howled in derision as he teetered on, and took a seat between the two women, as instructed, his very short skirt riding up as he crossed his legs to reveal his stocking tops.

‘No wonder you ladies are appalled’ Bile said with contempt-

‘Just what have you got to say for yourself?’ he asked the hapless hubby.

Tom/Tania tried to answer, but before he could get any words about, he was drowned out by abuse from his wife and daughter –

‘He’s made us a laughing stock with this self-indulgent carry on’ Megan said, to howls of support from the crowd.

He tried to say ‘They encouraged me-it was their idea’ but his words were drowned out by Daisy saying –

‘I’ve been bullied by my friends because of my father’s perverted behaviour.’

Thus, the sissy slut became a national sensation – but it at least it enabled him to earn a lot of money – for his wife and daughter – by regular appearances where his predilection for humiliation was outlined, and indulged by eager audience members across the country. Meanwhile, his wife and daughter were able to entertain even more, and younger, black studs – and he was present at these meetings, to help clean up, with his tongue of course, and provide amusement, and a sexual outlet for those who wanted something a bit different. He was never allowed to indulge his own sexual desires, of course, but just had to look on as his wife, and also his daughter, were sexually used – to their great delight – by a succession of young, masculine black men.

Wife and daughter would torment him by locking him in his chastity device for long periods. If he behaved himself, he would be allowed out, he was promised – but then it was often decided that he had committed some misdemeanour, and he wouldn’t be allowed out after all. Once he was allowed eight minutes to wank himself off, but after eight minutes precisely, he would be locked back in his cage, even if he hadn’t managed to cum.

‘Come on then, you sissy faggot, now’s your chance to wank that little cock of yours off.’ Megan said.

But, when he touched his cock, he realised that, as a result of the hormone injections, it was now far smaller than it had been previously, and also took a lot longer to get hard. Try as he might, the hapless sissy, couldn’t make himself cum inside the stipulated eight minutes, and Daisy and Megan were firm on the matter, and the chastity device was clipped over his shrinking symbol of his fast fading masculinity, just as he was finally on the brink of an orgasm, and locked tight again. 

‘Please’ the sissy pleaded ‘just a few more seconds, please.’

But Megan and Daisy were deaf to their hubby/ dad’s heartfelt entreaties, and the lock of the cage was clicked tight shut, the key turned, and replaced around his wife’s beautiful neck. The sissy moaned in pain and despair, as his hard cock met the spike at the end of the cage.

‘Ha, ha, ha’ Megan laughed, it’s a wonder he gets hard at all – his cock was always tiny, but now you’d need a magnifying glass to find it.’

‘How did you ever become pregnant with me?’ Daisy asked – ‘His cock couldn’t penetrate half an inch.’

Megan smiled enigmatically, and winked.

‘So he isn’t really my father?’ Daisy queried.

‘Yes, he definitely is- his name’s on your birth certificate’ Megan said knowingly, and winked again.

‘Oh, I think I see’ Daisy said wisely. ‘Wasn’t Uncle John staying with us then, while his wife was in hospital? And he’s got black hair too, like me, but not like him’ she nodded towards the sissy. ‘Say no more.’

Tom was mortified by all this talk, but didn’t say anything – he had heard the rumours, but had always loved and cared for Daisy as his own daughter- which she was as far as he’d been aware at her birth. How proud he’d been, he remembered, and a tear came to his eye.

However, there was a subtle new turn in the relationship of hubby, wife, daughter, and black bulls. Daisy began taking a more and more a dominant role.  The back studs generally found her more desirable than her mother, though there were those who favoured MILFs above young women, but Megan was mainly thought of as second best after her daughter – third best being the sissy him/herself. It was galling for Megan to think she was ranked just above her own husband in sexual attractiveness, especially now he was looking more and more an attractive woman, as the injections began to take effect.

Megan was a very attractive woman, no doubt about that, and most men would think their luck was in if they were offered such a sexy MILF on a plate. But, of course, she wasn’t offering herself on a plate to most men, in fact they would have little chance, but to highly desirable young black men, who could pick and choose. And given the choice, they would choose her daughter, who had grown into full womanhood, but still with the bloom of youth upon her, rather than Megan’s rather plump figure, saggy boobs and belly, and lined face, which needed increasing amounts of makeup.

Thus the encounters with the bulls were increasingly organised by Daisy, who would tell everyone what to do, and obviously loved the power it gave her. She had greatly increased in confidence, and had, in fact, become quite arrogant. Encouraged by her mother to despise and dominate her father, she now, against her mother’s script –in which they would assume joint dominance in the household, with her mother in the most dominant role-  began to show the same contempt, and desire to control she had been encouraged to have for her father, for her mother.

She started telling her mother what to do when the bulls were round, and becoming quite abusive –

‘Get on all fours ready for Vince’s cock, while sucking off Oscar, you fucking fat slapper.’ Daisy ordered her mother on one occasion, when she declared a preference for one of the black studs – the most handsome and well endowed, whom Daisy wanted for herself- over two of the older black men available.

This turned the black studs on, as well as Megan’s sissy husband. It gave things a new dimension of sexual tension – the nineteen year old young woman dominating both her parents – humiliating them. Daisy decided to re-enact the schoolgirl scenario role play. Only she would be the bully of the other two. She ordered them both to strip down to their bra and panties, suspenders and stockings, and made them stand before her, while she highlighted their bodily imperfections with a marker pen. So she wrote ‘saggy tits’ across her mother’s breasts and ‘fat bitch’ on her stomach, aware as she was of her mother’s self-consciousness about her weight, and aging body; and ‘insert black cocks here’ with an arrow pointing to her fanny. On her father she wrote ‘sissy bitch’ across his burgeoning breasts, ‘clitty cock’ above his diminishing penis, and ‘sissy slut’ on his stomach; and on his lower back ‘insert black cock here’ with an arrow pointing to his anus. On her mother’s forehead she wrote ‘black whore’ and on her father’s ‘black slut.’ The marker was extremely difficult to get off, which added to the humiliation. Then Daisy took photos of her parents to put on Facebook and Twitter. Megan found her daughter’s dominance particularly difficult to deal with, though it did help her to rediscover her masochistic streak, which already enjoyed with the black studs anyway. Of course, she still played a dominant role regarding her husband – well, he was the lowest in the food chain, everyone despised and wanted to humiliate him –and he, in turn, wanted everyone to dominate and humiliate him.

Megan’s young friends had been very interested in her father –keen to join in with laughing at, and abusing him, and now she invited her friends to ridicule her mother, which they were only too glad to do. They thought ‘old’ people were ridiculous anyway, especially when they were being sexual –‘sad’ and ‘pathetic’ was how they described this, but Daisy’s parents were something else as far as they were concerned: what complete ‘losers’ they were, how had Daisy managed to be as well balanced as she was? They asked themselves.

Daisy made sure that her mother was now always dressed as a complete slut, as was her, now becoming increasingly feminized, father. She loved them to pose together for photos – ‘Who is the sexiest slut?’ she asked on her Facebook page and in her Twitter account, and a surprising number of respondents, thought her father was a sexier slut than her mother. She now invited strangers online to write humiliating comments about her mother as well as her father – and she made sure Megan read them. ‘A fat MILF slut, but I wouldn’t mind giving it one’ was a typical comment.

Megan did feel turned on by reading the comments, and by the way the black studs treated her, in an increasingly humiliating way, compared to the way they treated Daisy, it was made clear that she was second best –a convenient hole when her daughter’s wasn’t available. The black studs showered the two women with presents, but whereas Daisy received such things as a sports car, and diamond earrings, Megan only received sexy lingerie; and sissy Tania, things like a pink negligee, or set of false eyelashes. Daisy loved her sports car, and would drive around, top down on a nice day, wind in her hair, turning heads. She would give her parents lifts in the car, making sure that they fully realised their inferior position.

With money she made through investments given to her by one of the black studs, she bought an escort agency, and set her parents to work there, billed as sexy sluts- a tgirl and an MILF, and they were very popular. They earned Daisy a lot of money, in fact, and she paid them pocket money, plus their board and lodging in, what the sissy would still sometimes call HIS house, to much mirth from Daisy and her friends. Actually, it was no longer the sissy’s house, because early on in his feminization Megan had made sure that he put the house in all three of their names, so it was equally Daisy’s anyway – and now it was  easy for the articulate, assertive Daisy to argue that the sissy wasn’t capable of managing the property, and that even her mother, as a promiscuous, submissive MILF, wasn’t up to it, it she said: so she, Daisy was best suited to be in charge of all financial matters. She was sure that her lawyer could organise something that would mean that she had sole claim to the property – well, how could a feminized man, who engaged in promiscuous homosexual encounters, and was undergoing a sex change, or a middle-aged woman who prostituted herself, be capable of owning such a property. Daisy giggled to herself – she loved her parents still, despite everything, but they were so naïve in many ways. It was better for them that she took control of everything. With her ownership of the escort agency, and getting her parents to work in it, she was ensuring financial security for them all. It was good job that someone in the family had a business head on their shoulders, Daisy reasoned.

Tom/Tania watched what was happening – saw how the power relationships were changing in the house. It didn’t affect his own situation, though, because he was always on the bottom, which seemed right and apt; but he felt for his wife, seeing her humiliated and abused by his daughter, and by all and sundry whom she brought into the house. True, it was all role play- though Daisy did seem to have real power now, certainly financially- and Megan seemed to derive masochistic enjoyment from the situation, but he felt for her in her humiliation. He didn’t mind being humiliated himself – it was what he craved after all, but to see his wife so treated gave him an uneasy feeling, despite the fact that it also turned him on, and there was also some satisfaction in getting his own back, and relishing her come-upppance. But, anyway, he tried to sympathise with her- 

‘Are you all right?’ he asked ‘with the way things are going with Daisy.’

But her reply didn’t encourage further empathy-

‘What the fuck’s it got to do with you, you pathetic wanker. It’s bad enough that you keep whining about being let out of chastity, just shut the fuck up.’

Daisy took a phone call in her capacity of escort agency owner, from a Ms Peabody. She wanted two submissive maids, and Daisy immediately thought of her parents, and booked them for the job. 

‘You’re to stay at this woman’s home for a few days, and do whatever she tells you to do – they’ll be something in it for you both, but you’ll probably enjoy yourselves anyway.’

They had to travel to south east London to get to Ms Peabody’s house, but eventually found it and rang the bell. They were shocked when Ms Peabody answered the door, to see a massively obese woman, with a face like a navvy, wearing a tent like dress that didn’t look too clean.

‘You’re the slut maids, then’ she said unenthusiastically. ‘Come in, and you can get started.’

They followed her into a darkened hallway, and glimpsing a kitchen with a sink overflowing with dishes, Megan’s heart sank.

‘Don’t worry too much about the state of the place – it’s not cleaning that I mainly want you for.’

‘What do you want us for?’ Megan asked politely.

‘Well, it’s the sexual services that are what I mainly want you for.’

Megan’s heart sank even more than if she’d been expected to clean the place up.

‘You’re a sub, right?’ the woman asked ‘well I’m dominant – I like to order my partners around. And I’m horny right now – one of you can lick me off.’

‘I’ll do it’ the sissy hubby said, feeling turned on by the humiliation of servicing such a repugnant woman, and also guessing that his wife wouldn’t be too keen.

The woman lay back in an armchair, her legs part, and knickers around her ankles, revealing a mass of thick, black pubic hair. The sissy had trouble locating her fanny in the layers of fat from her thighs, and the coarse hair. When he found it it tasted of sweat and pee, but he began licking away, using his tongue in the little darting movements that experience had taught him really turned women on, relishing the humiliation of the situation. The woman began to moan, and he licked faster, his tongue aching, knees sore, until she suddenly exploded with a massive orgasm, her hips bucking into his face. He fell backwards onto the floor, his face glistening with the woman’s cum. He lay there watching her panting, dimpled fat quivering.

‘That was lovely- next I’ll see what the real woman can do.’

He glanced at his wife, who made a face which the woman didn’t see. 

‘Anyway’ she addressed Megan ‘you’ll be serving at a little dinner party I’m giving –just a few friends.’

All Ms Peabody’s friends turned out to be obese too, and generally unattractive – gross, overweight men, loud and cigar smoking, and their equally obese wives. They groped Megan and Tom/Tania as they served them dinner, their hands everywhere –up skirts, over breasts. It was made abundantly clear that they were the dessert, and Ms Peabody instructed them to go round each of the men in turn, and suck their cocks, and then, face thick with the men’s cum, to lick each of their wives off. This was difficult, since the men’s cocks were often hidden by rolls of greasy fat, as were the women’s fannies – making the pair feel almost physically sick, but they both realised how turned on the gross humiliation also made them.

Then they were bent over a table while the men, and some of their wives with strap-ons, as well as Ms Peabody herself, took turns to fuck them; and then they had to lick their cocks clean. It gave hubby a thrill to see his wife so treated, and, of course, to be treated in such a way himself. Then they were both used as ashtrays for the men’s cigars, and, the ultimate humiliation -as toilet slaves: their mouths acting as a receptacle for each of these repulsive men and their repulsive wives. As the final humiliation, Ms Peabody began to empty her bladder into the hapless sissy’s mouth, stopping in mid flow, to finish her pee by crouching over Megan’s open mouth, and directing the golden flow into that.

But after only a couple of days of this Ms Peabody called them in –

‘I don’t need you any longer, you’re both a couple of sluts, who just beg to be humiliated, but as maids you’re useless. You’re fired.’

When they got back to the house, daughter Daisy said–

‘You did well on such a difficult assignment – you will be rewarded.’

The pair couldn’t believe that Daisy was so forgiving. There was to be a ‘special’ ceremony to award them, anyway, for services to BDSM.

They were instructed to wear specially designed dresses with cut out pieces over the breast area, which meant their breasts were revealed to all. The ceremony was took place in a BDSM club, and they nervously walked out on stage to applause from the packed audience. 

The sissy’s breasts were now becoming nicely rounded, while Megan’s were rather saggy – something which she was self-conscious about, which added to her humiliation. 

Daisy walked out onto the stage –

‘And here, for your appreciation, are my very own parents – Sissy Tania, formerly Tom, but now a sissy faggot slut, who loves cock; and my mother, a sexy, slutty MILF, who also loves cock. After the ceremony, you can show your appreciation in the usual way, which I know they will appreciate. And now here are their awards for services to submission, humiliation and degradation. For dad, one of my used tampons’ she hung the award, on a silver toilet chain, around his neck. ‘For my dearest mother, we have something special, donated by recent client Ms Peabody- a lovely, full bucket of her pee, to show her appreciation of mum’s services as toilet slave,’ and with that she took the brimming chamber pot handed carefully to her, and tipped the rank fluid over her mother’s head, where it ran down her face, and over her naked breasts, down her stockings and filling her high heels.

After the ceremony, the pair were placed in stocks, and all the guests were invited to do what they wanted with them. This included putting cocks in their mouths to be sucked, or fannies close enough to be licked; fucking them with cock or strap-on from behind; spitting in their faces; and dumping various substances over their heads – like full ashtrays, and the contents of the kitchen, such as eggs, flour and mayonnaise; and then someone discovered some tins of yellow paint left behind by the decorators……. By the end of the evening the pair were reeking wrecks, barely recognisable beneath their covering of gunk.

Daisy loved to send her parents on humiliating tasks. She got her mother a job where she had to dress as an ostrich, in a green, skin tight, feathered costume, with a long rubber neck, topped by small head and beak. Once her mother was taken short while wearing the costume in public, advertising margarine, and lost control of her bladder, and a wet patch became visible to onlookers around her crotch, and right down her leg. It all added to the exquisite humiliation. Daisy also made her mother, dressed in her sluttiest outfit, go into a newsagent and buy a top shelf magazine – one in which her mother’s photo, taken by Daisy appeared, wearing stockings and suspenders, legs open revealing her fanny for the entire world to see. 

While Daisy made her father go to the supermarket dressed as a woman, and purchase tampons – to much sniggering from shop staff, and stares from the other customers. Although he was rapidly becoming more feminine in appearance, he still did not look completely like a woman, and wasn’t at all confident in going out dressed. Daisy would follow him at a distance, and film these expeditions and post them on YouTube. She would also film him forced to smoke, in full, over the top, drag makeup, and obviously uncomfortable, inhaling the toxic cigarette, but looking every inch a sexy femme fatale, as he exhaled the smoke from between scarlet lips.

Yes, Daisy took every opportunity to publicly humiliate her parents, but she didn’t hate them, she said – she loved them, and knew how much they loved being humiliated.

‘I’m like a puppeteer she said ‘and these are my real life puppets, made to dance to my tune’ she said ‘and they love it’, to which her parents agreed…that’s what they said, anyway.
 

A tear came it his eye, as the hapless hubby thought about his situation – although he knew that feminization was all for the best for him, a part of him mourned for his now disappearing masculinity. And, of course, he still desired his wife, and loved her, wanted to make love to her – but just had to watch, his rapidly declining cock in chastity, as she made love, if that’s what you could call it, but being fucked was a better description, with a succession of handsome black studs, as well, now, as young friends of Megan’s.

But he should count his blessings he thought- hadn’t he always wanted to be a real woman, with breasts and a nice figure, soft hair and pretty face, and now he was close to reaching that goal, and he had his wife and daughter to thank for this, much as he hated how they seemed to despise him – but who could blame his wife and daughter for thinking of him in such a way. He deserved it – he’d never been a real man, and it wasn’t surprising that they now sought out real, alpha males, while he was relegated to a role more suitable for him in his femininity.

As for Megan, his wife-well, she too had been on some journey: from ordinary wife and mother, to becoming a dominant hotwife, with a succession of black lovers, jointly with Daisy her daughter. They had successfully rebelled against having to live an unfulfilled life, with a man who wasn’t a real man; but there had been a change in the power dynamics, and Daisy had assumed dominance over her mother as well as her father. Her mother had then had to assume an increasingly subservient role, and become the subject of the humiliations heaped upon her sissy hubby. Yes, she had enjoyed this, but it had felt uncomfortable sometimes to be so subservient to her own daughter. And now she was a success as a sexy MILF in her daughter’s escort agency – which earned her daughter a lot of money. So, though she was basically content with her role, part of her resented the loss of control of every aspect of her life to her daughter. But Daisy had proved to be very hard- headed and resourceful, more so than she herself was she was forced to admit, so she could see that it was probably for the best that her daughter had control of everything, including financial matters.

Daisy drove her car down the motorway – she was going to have talks about setting up a branch of her escort agency in Birmingham, so successful had her first, London based, branch been. Who would have thought that a sissy, undergoing transgender treatment, and a saggy titted MILF – her dad and mum– would have been so successful? She didn’t realise how popular BDSM humiliation was – it was as if she’d found a gap in the market. Now she had other employees apart from her parents –gay, straight and transgender – she catered for clients of both sexes and every inclination. If you could pay, she would provide the service, was her motto – anything, as long as it was legal.

She took a drag on her on her cigarette, and flicked the ash from the open window, where it was blown away in the wind, and pressed the buttons of her mobile to look at her texts: yes, she thought, she’d done her folks a great favour – now they could earn a decent living, and get a level of sexual satisfaction they could surely never have previously dreamed of. They both loved being humiliated too. Well, they were that type – enjoyed being treated like shit, unlike her – who’d always had to be top dog, ever since she was young. Yes, she thought, she had every reason to be proud of herself – becoming a successful businesswoman at her age and looking after her parents.

She took another drag of her cigarette, and eased past another car, moving into the fast lane –that’s where I belong, she thought –The Fast Lane. Life was sweet indeed. She looked at the photo of her parents on her phone, wearing stockings and suspenders, their naked breasts revealed– when they were presented with the BDSM award. Her father with one of her used tampons around his neck; her mother dripping with a client’s pee, with an empty chamber pot atop her head. Yes, she thought, life is sweet indeed.

Daisy next planned to have her father completely feminized, which would involve castration and other surgery. He would be far happier, she reasoned, becoming an actual woman, and she also reckoned he could earn more money with him that way. She also planned surgery for her mother –maybe a boob job, and a face lift. It was important that her mum kept the ‘mature’ attributes that made her so popular with a certain kind of man, but that she didn’t appear too old.

Her parents were very lucky, she reflected to have such a caring daughter as her. What her parents thought about Daisy’s plans, which were soon to come into fruition, isn’t recorded; but it is recorded that Daisy’s escort business thrived, and expanded, and made Daisy very rich; and her parents benefited from this, of course, while also both being ever popular with the escort agency’s clientele; and with the black studs and bulls whom Daisy still invited regularly to the house to have sex with her and her mother, while her sissy father looked on, and was humiliated. Her mother was now subject to the same sorts of humiliation, of course, but at least she got to have sex, and was more suited to a submissive role; while she, Daisy, was definitely suited to assuming the dominant role in all things. Yes, Daisy thought, she’d managed to get everything just right for all concerned.

OEBPS/images/image_92da3325-b16f-4ae0-9ed7-6a8be3c50f5a4655020998049157466.jpg
Sarah Millward






