

Like Daughter Like Mother:

Mature MILF Louise’s nineteen year old daughter, Becky, inducts her into the dark arts of female domination, and transforms her life

I put on the six inch high heels and stood up, and immediately felt powerful – obviously physically taller, but the feeling of my own sexuality made me feel strong. I looked at myself in the mirror, appreciated my figure in the tight black basque, clinging to my womanly curves, my opulent breasts like two half moons, their succulent nipples just hidden tantalisingly from view. I looked at my face in the mirror- the lips painted scarlet, the eyes outlined in black, and the raven black hair cascading to my shoulders.

I walked into the room, where a middle aged Banker cowered, feeling incredibly turned on and strong. I grabbed the huge black strap on phallus that hung from a harness strapped around my crotch, and held it in my in my fist-

‘You’ve been a very bad boy – you’ve disobeyed me, and now you’re going to receive the punishment you deserve.’

‘No Mistress’ he bleated in what seemed genuine fear ‘not that Mistress please.’

‘You can beg all you like – trying to appeal to my better nature, but I don’t have a better nature any longer. You have to understand that the worm has turned: the old, “nice” Ms Louise, who came into your Bank begging you for a loan – which was denied, is dead, and in her place is Mistress Louise- and Mistress Louise don’t brook no disobedience at all. In fact, she has a zero tolerance attitude to disobedience.’

I looked at the man – he looked so pathetic, and to think I had once been in awe of such men. Now I saw him for who he was – a wimp and a worm, and his fear of me made me feel tremendously empowered.

‘Bend over that trestle I ordered, and pull your knickers down. I cracked the dildo on a nearby table edge – this is going up you, and I don’t want any of your whining.

And the so manly, dominant alpha male, head of a major Bank, who had paid me an enormous amount of money to treat him in such a way, immediately complied; and I fastened the chains at his hand and feet, fastening him to the trestle, so that he was spread-eagled vulnerably before me – his arsehole open and awaiting my penetration with my massive black cock………..

It all started nine months ago. We had always had problems with our daughter Becky. Since early teenage years she had run wild– out drinking and smoking, and wearing sexy clothes and make up. And………. well I didn’t know, and didn’t like to think, exactly what she got up to. Drugs, sex –well, I was sure that Becky was involved in such things, besides her drinking, but what could I do? Very little, for try as I might, Becky seemed completely headstrong, and took not the slightest bit of notice of me.

We lived together in the same well appointed semi. Becky’s father had left when she was eight, and I had done my best to bring her up alone. But I realised that I was also jealous of my daughter – of the fun she seemed to be having, the sex…since I hadn’t had a relationship for years, and had sacrificed my own life for Becky’s well being.

One day Becky, now nineteen, was speaking to someone on her phone, and the door of her room was slightly ajar. I could hear Becky talking and laughing, but also smell the acrid tang of cigarette smoke, and determined to give Becky a good telling off. I tiptoed up the stairs, and through gap in the door I could see my daughter reclining in a chair, smoking a cigarette, smoke drifting from her scarlet lips, and looking so sophisticated and sexy in the black latex corset, stockings and very high heels she was wearing. I stopped, confused now in my mission to admonish Becky for the error of her ways, and my impulse to warn her of what she might be getting herself into. For this seemed no naïve young thing, ripe for exploitation, but a self aware, knowing young woman –

‘Yes,’ she drawled into the pink mobile phone she held to her mouth-

‘I just told him to fuck off– if he wanted to agree to let him take me out, he’d have to come up with a much better present than that. And do you know what? He only went out and bought me a really expensive gold necklace – it must have cost a fortune.’

‘And then you went out with him?’ I heard Becky’s friend’s voice from the phone.

‘Did I fuck’ Becky said ‘do you think I’m being seen dead with a loser like that? But I’m keeping him on a string – so that he keeps buying me more expensive things –I’ve given him a list, but I think he knows he’ll never have me – the fucking muppet.’ She laughed cruelly, and something clicked in my mind – who was I to tell my daughter how to live her life? when she seemed far more sorted, and getting far more from her life, than me – in my sad middle age, still  feeding the egos of men I knew weren’t worthy of  my time, and letting them treat me like a doormat. From then on I resolved to be different-to be more like my own daughter.

And so instead of admonishing my daughter for smoking and dressing like a slut, like a good mother would, I purchased some cigarettes of my own, along with a sexy black basque, stockings and suspenders, and some bright red lipstick, mascara and eyes shadow – and dressed and made myself up like a slut, then looked at my reflection in the mirror as I put a cigarette between my red lips, it and let it dangle seductively from the corner of my mouth, before blowing out a stream of smoke.

Yes, it made me cough at first, but I immediately felt powerfully sexy as I looked at my reflection, in a way I had never done before: as an obedient girl who’d become an obedient, submissive adult. Now I felt dangerous, full of my own desires and longings. Someone who was going to do exactly what she wanted to do – and she would do this partly by the power of her own female sexuality.

Becky’s boyfriend was Jack, a slim, diffident young man, who seemed a bit wet. In fact, I’d always wondered what Becky saw in him, until she told me one day that she was keen on me meeting him. I was very surprised, to say the least, since up until then Becky had shown little indication of wanting me involved with her life in any way – apart from supplying the meals, and as a handy bank to help her out.

‘I’d be glad to meet him’ I said. ‘I’ve wondered what he’s  like – he’s never struck me as your kind of bloke – far too placid and, well, timid, but  I’m sure he’s different when you get to know him.’

‘That’s just it – it’s his timidity that attracts me to him, the fact that I can boss him around, and dominate him – it turns me on.’

‘Oh’.

‘And that’s why I’d like him to meet you – he’s said that he’s likes to be dominated by an older woman, and I was wondering how you would feel about playing that role. We could both dominate him together.’

And I had to admit that the thought did make me highly excited, and I then wondered where that feeling had come from, since I’d never been aware of feeling excited by the idea of dominating a man before. She told me that she’d discovered that he had been wearing her clothes while she was out, and she now planned to get revenge on him.

In preparation for our meeting, we went on a shopping expedition, with Becky instructing me what to buy. This was basically slutty clothes for me, and for Jack – black stockings, suspenders, black latex mini skirt, satin tops – in different sizes and colours for him and for me. Plus, we also bought a corset for Jack to wear, and some frilly pink knickers, and a bra with rubber inserts. We also purchased loads of make up – bright red lipstick, garish shades of eye shadow, lip liner, eyeliner and mascara. Everything a slut could need in fact.  Finally we purchased online a blonde wig, and a pair of high heels in size ten from a specialist website.

I found the whole experience highly bizarre, but I was also filled with excited anticipation. Just thinking of myself in a dominant role, particularly towards men, made me feel powerful, and also, surprisingly, seemed   more natural to me, than the role I’d always inhabited of a shyly submissive, feminine girly. I knew in my heart that this wasn’t really me – to just put up with the ways of men lording it, when I secretly knew hew how pathetic most of them were.

And so the evening of our meeting with Jack arrived, and I was very nervous, as I dressed in my new ‘dominatrix’ outfit, with the help of Becky. She’d given me some lessons in being more assertive with shop assistants, and a male barman in a pub.

‘You just let people walk all over you’ she’d said ‘you need to take control of the situation, let them know who is boss. Here’s a test for you, to build up your confidence’ she said as we sat in a pub, after our shopping expedition. I’d bought a round of drinks, and thought that I’d been short changed. I told Becky, but didn’t intend doing anything about it, which was my usual response; but Becky told me that I had to go up to the young barman, and assert my rights.

‘But it might have been a genuine mistake’ I said ‘and the barman probably doesn’t earn much anyway.’

‘Look’ Becky said ‘you have to forget all the empathising with losers – that barman has ripped you off – he’s taking the piss. I want you to go up there and make sure he’s aware that you won’t put up with being ripped off, and want your money reimbursed.’

‘But he’ll just say that I should have said at the time.’

‘Well you didn’t realise until you sat down and counted your money did you? Go up there and demand you’re the money back that he’s stolen from you. Come on – how can you be a dominatrix if you won’t even stick up for yourself in something like this?’

‘OK’ I nervously got to my feet; hoping the ground would open up and swallow me, and walked up to the bar. I spoke slowly in a deeper than usual voice, as Becky had instructed me, when I caught the barman’s eye.

‘How can I help you?’ he smiled.

I took a deep breath –

‘You can help me by giving me back the money you stole from me, by not giving me the correct change’ I said, surprising myself with the sternness of my voice.

‘You’re completely mistaken’ the barman said ‘I gave you the correct change –I’m sure of it.’

‘I held out a handful of coins –this is the change you gave me – a pound short. Give me the money and I won’t take this any further.’

‘Look – how do I know that that’s the actual change I gave you – you could be trying to rip the pub off, and falsely accusing me.’

‘Give me the money you stole you fucking loser’ I heard myself shouting, and, out of the corner of my eye, noticed heads turning- ‘or else.’

With that the barman went to the till, opened it, and returned with a pound coin –

‘There you go’ he muttered ‘now let it go’ he said.

I turned triumphantly on my high heels, and went and sat down, smiling –

‘I can’t believe it worked’ I said.

‘Well done – see, you have it in you to make grown men quake in their boots.’

As I said, Jack had been caught by Becky dressing in her underwear. She had been suspicious for some time, and had laid a trap for him, by pretending to go out for the day, but then returning unexpectedly early and she had caught him in flagrante, posing before the mirror, in a set of her bra and pants, her stockings clipped to one of her suspender belts.

‘I just did it out of curiosity, it’s the first time I’ve done it –I’m not gay, you know.’

‘You may be or may not be a faggot, but you sure act like one, rather than a real man. I’ve always had my suspicions about you.’

Anyway, Becky had decided that I would help her teach Jack a lesson, trying out my new dominatrix role, and I felt very excited by this, though nervous and concerned about the ethics of the situation. But I realised that it was the old me who had qualms about punishing, rather than empathising with Jack.

‘You have to be tough in this world’ Becky said, otherwise you will always be a loser. Besides Jack’s a masochist – it’s his secret fanatsy to be dominated by a sexy, mature woman like you – however much he denies it – but that’s all part of it. Believe me- he gets turned on by being dominated by women, especially a mother figure like you.’

I wasn’t sure how flattered I was by the references to my age, but I certainly felly sexy in my new dominatrix gear.

I was wearing ridiculously high, six inch heeled boots in shiny black patent leather, black seamed stockings, a black basque which pushed out my white fleshy breasts at the top, and exposed a mass of my white chest. I’d been to the hairdresser, and my hair was newly dyed jet black, while I’d slathered my face in thick make up. On Becky’s instructions I was smoking a cigarette in a long holder – it made me feel a little silly, but she had assured me as to how sexy I looked.

‘You look terrific mum – just like a sexy domina. Jack will go weak at the knees when he sees you – you’re his fantasy come true.’

I walked into the room where the hapless Jack was pleading with Becky -

‘I’m not gay’ he was saying ‘or a transvestite – I don’t know what came over me – I just had this overwhelming urge to wear your underwear. But I swear I’ll never do it again.’

Just then I came in, my heels loudly licking on the varnished wood of the floor. I spoke, deliberately and carefully in the deep, dominant voice Becky had had me practising –

‘You’re a complete fucking loser, and a sissy faggot, and you have to be punished. You’d better do as we tell you or else the whole world will know about your pervy doings – your mother, your friends, your boss. First of all we have to get you shaved, and then into those clothes’.

I referred to the pile of new female clothes which lay on the chair.

‘Now get stripped off’ I commanded loudly. And, to my surprise Jack actually began to strip, as if he was scared of me and what I might do to him. This made me feel even more empowered.

When he was naked, Becky and me grabbed razors, and soap, and began shaving off every bit of his body hair, though he continued to protest –

‘Please’ he said ‘don’t make do this. I’ll never dress in Becky’s clothes again – it was a one off.’

‘I know that you’ve been through my underwear drawer several times at least. I’ve been having my suspicions about you for ages, and I set a series of traps for you with everything in my drawer folded in certain order, with discrete pieces of cotton on top. You’re a secret sissy Jack – so we think it would be good for you if you went public – if only to us. We won’t tell anyone –as long as you do what you’re told.’

Soon Jack was all dressed up in the women’s clothes, face plastered in make up, and wig of blonde ringlets falling around his face.

‘You look gorgeous, I have to admit’ I said ‘it really suits you being a woman.’

He grunted.

‘And now we have the piece de resistance’ Becky said, Picking up the high heels we had bought from a specialist shop

‘Slip these on darling.’

Jack reluctantly put the shoes on – though we’d noticed that his reluctance hadn’t prevented him from having an enormous hard on as the silky fabrics were slipped over his body.

‘Let’s see you walk in then –you have to practise – this is something all real women have to go through at some stage of their lives’ Becky said.

Jack got up and teetered across the floor, nearly falling.

‘You have to get the centre of balance right’ Becky instructed. ‘You have a good practise while we go and have a glass of wine,’ she giggled, and the two of us adjourned to the drawing room, where we could hear the hapless Jack as he practised walking in the heels, often muttering very unladylike oaths, as he stumbled and tripped around the room.

While Jack continued begrudgingly with his essential sissy training Becky helped me into what I’d thought was a strange looking contraption when she’d first shown it to me. It consisted of a long, thick black rubber object, with what appeared to be some kind of harness attached to it.

‘What’s that?’ I asked.

‘What do you think it is, pick it up and have a look at it’ Becky said mysteriously.

So I picked it up, God – it seemed enormous, and quite heavy. I looked closely at the black object –

‘It’s pretty phallic’ I observed.

Becky broke into laughter –

‘Of course it’s bloody phallic – it’s a dildo – a strap on dildo for you to wear to stick straight up Jack’s arse.’

‘No – I can’t do that’ I demurred.

‘Of course you can – you’ll love it. Imagine the power it will give you, to have your own cock that you can use to dominate some hapless male, in the way that men have used their cocks to subjugate you in the past.’

‘And to give me pleasure’ I said.

‘Well, you’ll be giving Jack pleasure – a lot of pleasure, believe me, but you’ll also be humiliating him at the same time – deflowering him in the ultimate way. Well, maybe not the ultimate – but you’ll be preparing him for that – which is what he craves – to truly become a woman.’

And I must admit I did feel excited as Becky helped me strap the device around my crotch. When it was on I felt really powerful – like a bloke in a way, except I was actually a powerful woman.

I grasped the big, black strap on that dangled between my legs, with my black, elbow length, latex gloved hand –

‘Bend over that chair.’

‘Jack hesitated, looked at me fearfully, but I could see his erection growing between his legs.

‘Come on – fucking hurry up and do it’ I shouted, and inwardly amazed myself with my confident sounding aggression. It was as if I was someone else, and even more amazingly, Jack complied, his whole body trembling.

I stepped forward and something made me stick the sharp point of my boot into Jack’s anus, making him squeal, before I thrust the tip of the dildo into his tight little hole. He gasped with pain, but I ignored it and pressed the big black cock, my cock, deeper into him, spitting on it to make it go in easier, and it suddenly slid in, and I let myself fall forward as my dick went right up into him, right up to the hilt. I began to fuck him, as if it were something I was well used to doing, instead of never having done it before, and he gasped again – but not in pain this time, but a distinctly orgasmic moan of pleasure.

‘Liking it are you?’ I said ‘like a real sissy boy faggot.’

‘Yes Mistress ‘he cried ‘yes, fuck me harder.’

‘Fuck me harder, what?’ I said.

‘Fuck me harder please Mistress’ he said pleadingly, and I duly obliged, putting all my effort into ramming the dildo into him as hard as I could.

‘Go easy mum’ Becky whispered with some alarm.

‘Will I fuck’ I said ‘I’m going to give him the buggering of a lifetime, if he wants to dress like a slut; he deserves to be screwed like one. In fact, we should get a real man to fuck him.’

‘Good idea’ Becky laughed ‘just what he needs.’

His body began to shudder –

‘Don’t stop’ he said ‘don’t stop, make me come.’

‘You don’t deserve to fucking come’ I said, suddenly withdrawing the thick rubber phallus from his back passage.

‘No – please’ Jack shouted, as he realised his anticipated orgasm had been thwarted.

‘You come when I say you can come’ I said brutally.

Just then Becky stepped forward, with another thing that I had previously never seen before – a metal cage, which she quickly clipped over Jack’s cock and snapped shut.

‘There you go – now you can only come when we give you permission.  Mistress Louise and I will have keys hung around our necks, and we will say when you can wank yourself off, or engage in any sexual activity involving your own pleasure. That will not be very often, but there will be many occasions when you will be involved in pleasuring us. Now lie on your back’ she commanded.

Crestfallen, Jack complied, and I squatted over him, as he lay on his back with his mouth gaping open, as instructed. I took a breath, allowed my body to relax, and then my bladder – and released a stream of hot yellow piss directly into his mouth.

‘Come on - drink it up you fucking waste of space, it’s all you’re good for’ I heard myself shout, as he coughed and automatically closed his mouth, so that my pee ran over his face and onto the floor.

‘Drink it’ I shouted ‘don’t close your mouth – what sort of a human toilet are you?’

Soon I’d finished my piss, a great deal of it having gone down Jack’s throat, as well as much onto the floor, and I stood up, looking down upon the hapless sissy.

‘I’m afraid you failed in the task of being Mistress’s toilet, I’ve no choice but to give you further punishment.’

I relished being so in control, and couldn’t believe how well I inhabited a dominant role, as if I’d been playing it all my life, instead of spending most of it previously as a timid mouse.

‘We used to say a little rhyme at school “eyes, nose mouth and chin, down the road to Uncle Jim, he sells lemonade, round the corner chocolate made” –you know what that means, don’t you?’

‘I think so mistress.’

‘What does it mean then? I demanded.

‘You’re going to have a crap?’ Jack asked, his voice filled with foreboding.

‘Exactly right.’

I couldn’t believe I was about to do such a disgusting thing, but the fact was that I actually felt incredibly turned on by squatting again over the hapless sissy boy, close to his  face this time, right over it in fact, and relaxing my sphincter and  releasing my body’s stinking waste products  over his upturned face and open mouth.

‘Yes’ I almost exclaimed triumphantly, but I knew I had to remain calm and in control

‘This is all that you are good for’ I said ‘as a receptacle for other people’s waste products. That’s right isn’t it?’

There was silence from beneath my bum-

‘That’s right isn’t it?’ I shouted.

‘Yes, Mistress it is’ he mumbled through the slime.

‘Now lick my arsehole clean’ I demanded, and sank onto Jack’s face, and he inserted his tongue up my anus and began licking away.

‘Make sure you do a thorough job’ I demanded ‘or else.’

Jack became our feminised sissy maid, serving us in every way, and looking after the housework while we were at work or out on the town in the evening. It meant the complete abandonment of his old life – job, social life, and he moved in with us – he had to, of course – away from his mother’s house. In fact, his mother came to visit us………….. She arrived at our front door one day, very angry –

‘Where’s my son- I’m taking him away from the clutches of you witches, and back home where he belongs.’

‘But Jack is over eighteen, he can live where he wants to’ I said. ‘Becky is his girlfriend, and he wants to live with her.’

‘Some girlfriend – turning him into a pansy – and enticing him into having a relationship with her mother. There’s something unhealthy going on here – Jack given up his job in the Civil Service, and going out with his mates – he just stays here with you – doing what….?’

Just then Jack came in dressed in his sissy maid’s costume.

‘What the heck’ his mother exploded.

‘It’s OK mum – I want to be here with Mistress Rebecca and Mistress Louise- to serve them. This is my true destiny.’

‘You’re coming back with me – you’ve been brainwashed.’

She went to grab Jack or Jackki as he was now known by us, but I said

‘If you touch him we’ll call the police.’

‘I’m happy here, mum’ Jack said.

‘Look’ I said ‘sit down, and have a drink- we can discuss this like adults.’

She sat down, exhausted after her outburst, but also seemingly calmed by my conciliatory tones.

‘We understand what you’re going through, but Jack’s made his choice - he’s chosen what makes him happy. Get us some drinks Jackki dear’ I said to her son, and he teetered off in his heels.

His mother looked, appalled,

‘What would you like to drink?’ I said.

‘G and T’ she said ‘I need certainly need it.’

Her son, who she might now think of as her daughter, perhaps, came in, balancing a tray of drinks. I poured a very generous measure of gin into the glass, and small amount of tonic, and handed it to her.

‘Cheers’ I said, clinking my glass with hers and Becky’s and lighting the cigarette Becky passed me.

‘Yes, as a mother myself, I know how hard it is to bring up children – how you worry about them, but sometimes you have to give them freedom, let them discover things for themselves.’ I said, blowing out a plume of smoke.

Mrs. Jackson took a long swig of her drink, and I saw that she’d soon finished it, such was her agitation.

‘Another’ I said ,  refilling her glass, making sure there was even more gin in it than before….and then I picked up a  pill bottle  from the table –

‘I usually take a couple of these when I become stressed’ I tipped two of the Valium from the bottle.

‘No – it’s all right – and by the way – would you mind not smoking’ she said.

‘Go on’ I said, ‘take them -they definitely help, and yes, I would mind not smoking’ I said, blowing a stream of smoke directly into Mrs. J.’s face.

‘Won’t they react adversely with alcohol?’ She said, coughing dramatically.

‘No’ I lied, and she took the proffered  pills and swallowed them, washing them down with her gin, in which I’d only added the merest taste of tonic.

‘Yes, it is a worry’ she said, and I sensed how much she needed to unburden herself. As she spoke, pouring everything out, we listened sympathetically, while I kept her glass topped up with neat gin, as she told me how hard it had been bringing up Jack alone  after his father had left, and how she’d always worried that he might be gay, and how relieved  she’d been when he began going out with Becky.

Soon, as the tranquiliser acted with the alcohol, she was slurring her words, and becoming emotional and teary. I put an arm a round her, and surreptitiously let it edge inside her blouse, and on her tits through her bra. She did nothing to stop me, so I went a bit farther. Soon  I was fondling her heavy tits, and she was  doing nothing to stop me, instead she was breathing heavily, and reached out to me, and begin caressing my  breasts. I kissed her on the lips, and she responded passionately, her tongue going deep inside my mouth. My hand eased up her skirt, finding the elastic of her knickers and tugging them down.

I gestured to Becky, and she  came over and knelt between Mrs. Jackson’s legs, and reached up to pull her panties down around her ankles, before  pushing up her skirt and  sinking her head between her thighs. Mrs Jackson moaned as Becky began licking her fanny, while I sucked at her now rock hard nipples.

‘Fuck me, fuck me’ she moaned.

‘We can actually oblige you in that regard’ I said ‘Jackki, get the strap on from the bedroom.’

‘The one you use on me’ he said.

‘Yes, that one.’

He click- clacked away before returning with the big, black dildo with its webbed strapping and placed it on the sofa.

We eased Mrs. J. onto the floor, so that she was on her back, with knees raised and legs open. Becky continued to lick her fanny, while I strapped on the phallus, before easing it into her soaking, swollen, hairy cunt.

All the time her son, resplendent in his maid’s costume, filmed everything.

This prim and proper middle aged women, engaged in vigorous lesbian sex with me and my daughter, while her son, dressed as a sissy maid, watched, and filmed it all!

Then, we squatted over her  and peed all over her well permed hair, and immaculately made up face, then over her face, before smashing eggs into her hair, and tipping flour over it, She moaned as we did it –

‘Yes, treat me like a fucking piece of shit’ and I found it an incredible turn on to hear this  apparently staid woman use such language, and become so turned on by what we were doing  to her-

‘Humiliate me some more’ she cried,

And I turned to Jakki, her son ‘Come and have a piss on your mother’ I ordered, and, surprisingly to me,  he complied immediately and with seeming relish,  pulling down his  knickers so that I could unlock his cock from its restraint, and stood astride his  dishevelled, degraded  mother-

‘Open your mouth’ he said, before releasing a stream of yellow piss into her open mouth, much of which splashed over her face and hair.

Then we made her let us use her mouth as an ashtray and spittoon, and invited her sissy son to have a good gob in her mouth, which he did with surprising eagerness. Finally, we taped her mouth, and put a lit cigarette through a hole in the tape, and filmed her as she was forced to inhale the smoke, her filthy hair and face, tits and fanny exposed to all.

‘Don’t ever tell us not to smoke again’ I said, and she nodded, before coughing. The film was very popular on You Tube, and internet fetish sites.

There were some nettles in the garden, and, using rubber gloves, I’d collected some clumps. I used these to caress Mrs. J.’s breasts and nipples, and Jack’s cock. It was exquisite torture for them –a pain that lingered for hours afterwards to remind them of their subjection and humiliation.

After that Mrs J. began to spend increasing amounts of time with us, and became completely subservient to our wishes. This gave me an even greater confidence and awareness of my power over others. We devised a role for her, which gave us particular satisfaction – she would be an under servant - who had to obey the instructions of the maid – i.e. her son. And said son delighted in humiliating his mother as much as possible.

We also created a sexy persona for her, making her dress in six inch heels, stockings, and a black latex maid’s outfit withal little apron, similar to that worn by her son.

We entered the fetish club, with our two pets on leads. On the end of one lead was Jack/Jakki, and on the end of the other Mrs. J., unrecognisable now from the priggishly bourgeois, middle class mother, concerned about her son being badly influenced- her face a mask of thick slut makeup, her body clad in a black latex basque, suspenders, stockings, and very high heels, instead of the sensible tweed skirt and cardigan of before.  She was truly an MILF, and thus very attractive and sexy for the clients of the club, male and female. As was Jakki.

We led them around introducing them to the members, though this wasn’t by way of a polite handshake or kiss, but for them to lick each person’s shoes, be it heavy thick soled brogue, or dainty strappy high heeled sandal, in turn. In reply, the member being introduced would spit on them, until they were soon covered in white spittle, which both humiliated and delighted them in their masochism. And thus their obvious desirability for people in the roles we had carefully cultivated for them, made us realise that we could make money from the pair, and that began a new life and source of income for them, as well as us -as whores, basically, which they loved.

Becky and I had taken great delight in completely transforming Jack into Jakki, and we took a similar pleasure in transforming his mother from a priggish, ultra conventional housewife, into a complete slut. It was such a buzz to be utterly in control of another person, especially after feeling controlled oneself for so long.  Mrs. Jackson and her son became like our personal dolls, like we had when we were kids – the kind that you dress up. So Mrs. J.’s hair was restyled into a glamorous Monroe style and dyed a vivid, garish blonde- so different from her previous greying perm. Her face painted in the same kind of over the top, thick, slut makeup, as her son’s face. And it made us highly aroused to dress her in the same tiny mini skirt, stockings and heels. And she, like her son, seemed eager to submit to us, despite token protestations. They both seemed to be addicted to their relationship with us, and their role – humiliating as it was. But, of course, we also provided these two previously repressed people, the opportunity for lots of masochistic sex, which gave them the utmost pleasure, and made them hooked on inhabiting the roles we had designed for them. And it was also a real dual turn for us –to send them into a part or club as two obvious whores: mother and cross dressed, sissy faggot son. Two identical sluts, out for hire, under our strict auspices, and always available for our own personal gratification, of course.

I delighted in transforming these two – in making the son into a sissy slut, from an outwardly conventional young man; and his mother into a sexy MILF, from a dowdy, bourgeois housewife. Just as my own daughter had transformed me and now I could never imagine going back to my previous identity. But the transformation of the pair was not complete – not complete at all. We wanted to take them  somewhere they would previously never have entertained- never have entertained in their wildest dreams, but it would fulfil their deepest fantasies, as well as  making them break taboos  that they would previously never have broken, and take them to the farthest reaches of masochistic  desire.

The goal Becky and I had for Jakki was for him/her to become a true woman, and to do this s/he needed to ultimately be fucked by a man, and undertake hormone therapy. While the goal for Mrs.J. was for her to inhabit a complete MILF slut persona, so that she would walk into any room, and every man, and many women too, would desire her, and know that she wanted to be fucked.

But our first mission was to her son, our little sissy maid. He had become increasingly feminised during his time with us, so much so that it was very difficult not to refer to him as her. Now, we decided to begin bringing men home – ones we would pick up in bars and clubs, and he would be a part of our seduction of them. He would help prepare them for us, but also be available to service them sexually on our demand. When we first told him about these plans he wasn’t altogether happy –

‘Well, I don’t mind playing a submissive role, in fact it turns me, serving them drinks and watching them fuck you two, even though I obviously have very mixed feelings about seeing Becky with another man’s cock inside her, especially when I’m not allowed to make love to her myself, but I certainly don’t want any sexual contact with other men. I’m straight, I’m just a transvestite, that’s all, turned on by dressing as a woman – but I’m still basically a straight man, and it’s only because of my relationship with you two that I’m in this situation.

‘Look’ I said ‘you worthless sissy wanker, you fucking mummy’s boy, if we tell you to let men fuck you, then you’ll let men fuck you, and if we tell you to lick their come up, then you’ll lick their come up – you know you want to, don’t you darling?’

‘Yes’ he mumbled.’

‘What did you say?’ I demanded.

‘Yes’ he said, louder.

Becky and me sat in the bar sipping our drinks. We were both wearing mini skirts that slid up our thighs as we perched on the high barstools, revealing our stocking tops. But we weren’t bothering to try and pull them down, appreciating the glances many of the men in the bar, even ones with their partners. We had come to his bar because we knew that it as used by quite a few black guys, and there were indeed a fair number of black customers in tonight.

I was worried about how I appeared next to my daughter – would anyone realise that I was her mother. I had plastered the makeup on, and Becky had advised me to dress especially slutilly. With my newly dyed and coiffed hair, and  clothes, Becky assured me that I certainly didn’t look old enough to be her mother, and besides, many men  were attracted to older women – MILFs. And, of course, we could entice them with another MILF at home – Jakki’s mother, and also Jakki him/herself, for those who were gay or bisexual –a veritable cornucopia of femininity.

Just then a couple of black guys came over –

‘Like a drink’ one said.

‘Yes-thanks’ Becky said ‘we’re drinking cocktails – mine’s a Sensual Swoon, and my friend will have a Bitch’s Lament.’     

The men sat down, and one introduced himself as Ricky, while his friend – Mel - ordered the, horrendously expensive, drinks.

‘We couldn’t help but notice you two lovely young ladies’ Ricky said.

I felt glad that the light in the bar was dim, conscious of the lines on my face, filled in with thick foundation, like plaster in the cracks of the walls of an old house, but Mel was gazing at me as if he really fancied me. And he was handsome and young too – I felt a thrill of desire running through my body like an electrical current.

But now my desires were to dominate these two men, rather than be a submissive slave. They would be my slaves and I knew what I had in mind for them. To deflower our sissy boy boy, and also fuck his stuck up mummy. But how to manage this was the question. The men were obviously interested in us, and getting them to come back with us should be no problem.

Ricky seemed very interested in Becky, placing has hand on her knee. The air was charged with sexual energy and tension, as I felt my skirt slipping further up my thighs, revealing the whole of my stocking tops, with a hint of white flesh contrasted against it.

‘Your one hell of a sexy lady’ Mel murmured.

‘Thank you’ I said ‘you’re not so bad yourself.’

‘Maybe you’d like to come back to my place’ Mel said, brushing my knee with his fingers. For such a big man he had a surprisingly delicate touch.

‘Well, I thought we might to go back to our place- we have some special surprises there for you.’

Mel called to Ricky-

‘Hey, these ladies want us to go back with them – they say they have something special to show us.’

‘OK man, this young lady has been telling me exactly the same thing – so that seems like a good idea.’

And so we all ended up taking a taxi back to our house, where our two maids had been ordered to fully clear the house in preparation, and to be ready in case we brought guests home. I had been fantasising about getting Mel’s big, black cock inside me, as well as seeing it go up both our ‘maids’, and once in the house, I couldn’t wait. And nor could Becky, it seemed, who seemed to take special delight in unzipping Ricky’s trousers and grabbing his massive member in front of her former boyfriend, who was dressed in a maid’s costume of black latex mini dress with a white frilly apron, and little frilly cap atop his permed hair and heavily made up face –and who came teetering in on stilettos, with a tray of drinks.

I delighted in Jakki’s obvious discomfort and humiliation, and in his mother’s, whom I’d could see was also turned on by watching the sexual activity before her – she who had probably hadn’t had a fuck in years, now watching a woman of mature years like herself, i.e. me, turning on a handsome young black man, whom any woman would fancy madly.

‘Suck him off and get him ready for me’-

I ordered Mrs.J. while Becky took my cue and ordered Jakki to do the same   for Ricky.

And so we were able to experience the thrill of control as mother and son got down on their knees and put their thickly lipsticked lips around the two giant black cocks: Jakki wishing it was his cock about to go up inside Becky, while Mrs. J. wished the cock she was sucking was going up inside her, rather than the woman who had taken her son away from her.

But they both addressed their tasks eagerly, and got the required results of causing the men’s cocks to become erect, and ready for action, at which point, I ordered them to stop, as I and Becky bent over the dining room chairs, ready to take the men’s gigantic erections.

‘Guide their cocks in’ I ordered, and our two slaves each took the cock of the man they had been working on, and guided it towards our open, wetly expectant fannies.

I could guess at the mixed feelings Jakki and Mrs. J. had, and that gave me an extra thrill, to feel that I was not only putting on a display for these two, and exulting in my own sexuality, but making them feel completely humiliated and abject, as their own desire was ignited, then ignored. And, as Mel’s cock entered me, I immediately realised that I had not been wrong in my eager anticipation, as his huge, black, pulsing penis filled me, thrusting against the resistance of my tight fanny, then breaking through right up inside me, so that I could feel his cock right at the very core of me, filling me with complete sensual delight, which sent waves of pleasure through my whole body.

I heard a loud moan, and realised that it was my own voice, then another equally loud from Becky. Out of the corner of my eye I glimpsed Jakki rubbing himself, his  constrainer having been removed for the occasion, but was too caught up in the moment to order her to stop, as Mel intensified his rhythm, began grunting and moaning himself, then, suddenly, withdrew his cock, and came round in front of me and began to wank himself, before directing a thick stream of white spunk into my face, blinding me temporarily in one eye, while I furiously frigged myself off with my fingers, coming with an explosion that shook my whole body.

Soon after I witnessed my daughter having a similarly massive orgasm, while Ricky withdrew his cock from her gaping, sodden fanny, and directed a stream of spunk over her lower back, which dripped down into her bum crack.

I then looked to where Jakki was furiously rubbing away at his cock –

‘Stop that –it’s forbidden without mine or Mistress Becky’s permission’ I shouted, and he immediately stopped. I realised that he would need to be permanently caged from now on.

Mrs. J. was also playing with herself, dress up around her waist, fingers at her sopping fanny through her knickers.

‘I can fuck her’ Mel said.

‘No wait, not yet’ I answered – ‘she needs to earn it.’

I thought of ordering her to suck off Jakki – to give her son a blow job – and imagined her doing it, and him coming all over her face and hair. But, I realised that that was just too taboo, and so I said –

‘Go down to the corner shop and buy a Readers’ Wives top shelf magazine.’

‘I need to get changed first’ she said.

‘No, you have to go as you are.’

‘I can’t go out like this- there’ll be lots of people about’ she protested.

‘Don’t argue, just do as your told, otherwise you’ll be out of here and forbidden from seeing your son.’

‘OK’ she said despondently ‘but I need some money’.

‘Take this’- I handed her a five pound note –put it inside your bra.’

She gave me a dirty looked, but poked the note inside her bra, and tottered on her six inch heels towards the front door.

Out of the window we watched her walking down the street – she really did look like cheap tart, in her heels and mini skirt, and tight top. The fact that she was obviously not a young women, added to the slutty, MILF effect. I was really turned on by her humiliation.

And even more so, when thirty minutes later she wobbled back up the garden path clutching a brown paper bag. I ordered Jakki to go and let her in, and she tottered into the room and handed me the bag which contained a Readers’ Wives top shelf magazine, as requested.

‘You’ve done well’ I said ‘you can be rewarded.’

‘I’ve never been so humiliated in my life’ she said breathlessly ‘going  out dressed like this, and then into that busy shop, and having to choose one of those mags, while everyone else was buying their newspapers. Then having to hand it to the shopkeeper, who put it in a bag as if it were something really shameful, and looking at me as if I was a cheap tart.’

‘You are a cheap tart’ I laughed. ‘I said you’d get fucked, and you will get fucked’ I told her, but let’s have a look at the magazine first. I looked at the pages of readers’ wives – glorious in their tacky sexuality. I felt really turned on to see these ordinary women, clad in cheap lingerie, making come hither looks at the camera held by husband or boyfriend, holding their fannies open, revealing their most intimate places to  the eyes of  every man, and woman, who purchased the magazine.

I held the magazine open, and showed it to Mrs. J. – this one looks just like you – Tracey from Stoke – and you’re photo is going to appear right here in a future edition of this  magazine..

‘No – people who know me might see it, please….’

‘Don’t fucking “please” me. If I say your photo is going to appear in here, it will. No one will recognise you, looking like such a tart, and anyway, who do you know who would buy such a magazine? Also, we won’t let Mel fuck you unless you let us take some photos and send them to the magazine.’

‘But you said I’d get fucked if I got the magazine’ Mrs.J. protested.

‘That was only the first part of your task – it’s not your place to question me you know.’

And so I snapped away as Mrs. J. posed – laying back holding her fanny open, caressing it with scarlet fingernailed fingers, then on all fours –wetly hairy fanny and little brown bumhole revealed.

‘Smile and show you’re enjoying it’ I commanded and Mrs. J. formed her lipstick covered mouth into the semblance of a sexy smile. And, of course, given her disapproval of mine and Becky’s smoking when she first entered the house, she had to pose with a lit cigarette dangling from the corner of her mouth, and seductively blowing plumes of smoke through her red lips.

‘That’s great, Stinkabelle’ which was my new pet name for her, I said ‘you look really sexy.’

And the photos were sent, and duly appeared in the magazine, under the heading ‘Betty of Halifax’- and I felt a real thrill when I received a free copy of the mag, and excitedly opened the pages to where my photos of Mrs. J. appeared, looking a complete slut, and very sexy indeed. When I showed them to her I could tell that she was turned on by the whole humiliating aspect of it, and the thought of all those hundreds of men, and women, getting horny and wanking over her image.

To have all these people jumping to my tune- even my own daughter, who had never  previously taken any notice of me, and  who had been responsible for getting me into all this in the first place, and now seemed to follow my lead -was such complete thrill. The power was intoxicating-I was drunk with it.

And, to have such gorgeous young black men desiring and fucking me. To have my own, once rebellious daughter, following my example. To have this young man turned into our sissy slave. To have this bourgeois, middle aged woman turned into a complete slut. All these things were incredible to me, as I clicked the camera, taking a series of photos of this previously prim woman, who had despised me, and deemed my daughter unworthy of her son, posing for a Readers Wives’ magazine, with a cigarette dangling from her scarlet lips, like some cheap whore, so that she could be fucked by one of the young black men, was such thrill.

‘Let him fuck me, now’ she said imploringly.

But I hadn’t finished with my power games –

‘First of all your son has to be fucked up the arse – has to complete his initiation into womanhood, and who better to oversee that than his mother.

‘No’ Jakki said ‘definitely not – I don’t want to go there.’

‘He does really’ I said ‘come on mummy, encourage him, you know he wants it, and unless you persuade him, I won’t let them fuck you either.’

‘Go on’ she addressed her son - you’ll love it, it’s just what you need……please, for me.’

Jakki relented ‘well what choice do I have?’

‘Ok bend over that chair’ I ordered, suddenly in command. ‘We want it, your mum wants it, and you know you really want it.’

And at a signal from me, Mel walked towards him with his stiffening cock, and pressed the tip to Jakki’s anal entrance, then gradually forced it up into his arse- and suddenly it eased in as Jakki’s sphincter opened, and he let out a moan of pleasure as he felt the huge, ebony phallus going deep inside him.

The watching Mrs J. gasped too, and seemed delighted–

‘It’s just what she needs, she murmured ‘now she will really be able to call herself a woman’ as Mel began his rhythmic pounding, pressing deep into the sissy faggot, who moaned in time with his penetration.

I was also turned on, as I watched – what a thrill it gave me to watch these people dancing to my tune.

Jakki began to moan louder and louder his cock suddenly exploding in massive orgasm, just as Mel pulled his dick from the sissy’s arse and shot his loud all over Jakki’s back. Jakki collapsed to the floor –

‘Now you can definitely call your son your daughter’ I said to his mother who was stroking her fanny and moaning.

‘Yes – I think he’s happier being female’ she said. ‘And now it’s my turn to be fucked.’

‘I’m not sure Mel is up to another fuck right now’ I said. ‘Maybe next time.’

‘But you promised me – after all I’ve been through.’

‘Well, you enjoyed getting the magazine and seeing Jakki fucked didn’t you? In a masochistic way, of course.’ I strapped on the dildo ‘bend over and I’ll see you right.’

Mrs. J. sighed, and bent over the chair – moaning loudly as I vigorously stuck the dildo straight up her drenched cunt, and aggressively fucked her, until she orgasmed with a loud scream.

My newly dominant role had a knock on effect in my life- I became far more confident, found that I commanded instant respect just from my demeanour. There was also my appearance - sharp business suits, suits with skirts slit to the waist, low cut blouses revealing my voluptuous breasts- that I had once hidden in shame as being too heavy- killer heels, scarlet lips and dramatically outlined eyes. The way people responded to me, and treated me, was as if I’d become a completely different person, which I was in a way. Well, perhaps I wasn’t so much different as unleashing a previously repressed part of myself.

I really delighted in getting back at people whom I felt were representative of those who had previously looked down me, such as Jakki and his mother.

Jakki represented all the stupid men I’d known and allowed to humiliate me, because I hadn’t realised how strong I actually was compared to them, who hid behind their masculinity. Now it was very illuminating to me to see a man stripped of his masculinity, and see what a vulnerable, timid creature he actually was.

While Mrs. J. was representative of all the staid middle class women - teachers at school, superiors at work, mothers of my daughter’s friends, my own mother, who’d always sneered at me and looked down on me. So I found it very exciting and rewarding to humiliate her in such a way.

She had a typical middle aged woman’s body, though we’d got her to lose a little weight to increase her desirability, but not too much, because men who liked older women often liked them a bit plump; but she still had saggy boobs, which she was very self conscious about, and we, for the purposes of humiliation, made a point of highlighting said boobs by making Mrs. J. wear transparent blouses. This made her very self conscious when we had guests, and we delighted in her mortification – as did she herself, with her newly realised masochism. She discovered a need to be humiliated and submissive, just as I’d discovered a need to be dominant.

I loved to write things on her tits, like ‘dirty slut’ and ‘I am a filthy whore’, in lipstick. I would also write on her forehead, and on her sissy son’s-things like ‘fuck pig’. You might think I am a heartless or sadistic person, but I knew they both loved being humiliated.

To see them sat side by side in some bar, both dressed as total sluts, in latex dresses, revealing black stocking tops, their knickers revealed in any sudden movement, faces heavily made up, hair tinted and coiffed – advertising themselves to passing strangers, many of whom were definitely interested. Then to later see them being fucked by these strangers, men and women, the ugly and the beautiful, black and white, was such a turn on for me, and for Becky. It was also a turn on to me to see my daughter with them, to see her dressed up as a tart and getting fucked. And, of course, I wanted my own pleasure, my rediscovery through my daughter of my own sexuality, and realisation of my continuing desirability as a woman.

Of course, it also became a source of a very good additional income to our other female domination duties, hiring out Mrs J. and her sissy son, plus all the videos we cheaply made featuring them and the people we picked up, which we found a good outlet for on the internet, and which were very popular.

And now back to the Banker referred to at the beginning of this piece……… I grabbed the huge, black rubber dildo in my fist and strode towards him, spat on the end of the cock, and thrust it straight up his arse, making him groan –

‘You fucking piece of shit’ I said ‘you and your like are ruining the country, aren’t you?’

‘Yes’ he gasped.

‘What are you going to do about it?’

‘I don’t know.’

‘I don’t know what?’ I thrust my cock aggressively up him as far as it would go.

‘I don’t know Mistress.’

I thrust away, right into his back passage, eliciting another moan, but more of delight this time. At the same time I grabbed his cock with my latex gloved hand, and stroked it, making him groan even more, but now with pure pleasure.

‘Donate five hundred pounds to my foundation for the improvement of people’s sexual well being’ I demanded.

‘Yes, mistress – I will.’

Good – have I your word for that?’

‘Yes, mistress – you have my word.’ He gasped deliriously, as I pounded rhythmically away, while stroking his cock at the same time.

I could sense he was about to come, so I stopped wanking his cock, and pulled the dildo from his fat arse.

‘I’ll tell the  receptionist to add the money to  your bill’ I said, turning away and striding from the room , my heels  noisy on the hard floor, not heeding his pathetic cries of ‘Please make me come Mistress.’

So, my discovery of my daughter’s femdom inclinations, and her introducing me to her boyfriend, and thus getting to meet his mother, completely changed my life. I went from being a submissive dormouse, who wouldn’t say boo to a goose, to being a strong, empowered, wealthy woman, who was in control of her life, and who enabled other women, and men, to live out their own fantasies. I’ve never looked back!

Like Mother Like Daughter:

Mother introduced me to the art of femdom humiliation

I well remember the day I discovered my mother was a dominatrix- how could I ever forget it? I was out shopping one day in the city centre: I’d left work early – I had some flexitime, and I was looking for a new outfit, and was flagging, so I went into a nearby hotel for a coffee and something to eat.

I looked around casually, and then I saw her. I had to look twice but it was definitely her – my mother – but as I had never seen her before, dressed as a complete slut: in short skirt, very high heels, her face heavily made up. But mum never wore make up, and only ever wore flat shoes – ‘they’ll cripple you’ she’d said when I went out in heels – but I would never wear shoes as high as she was wearing now, and certainly not with a skirt as short as that.

I felt guilty, as if I was doing something shameful by watching my own mother without her knowledge – but I was unable to turn away, and continued watching her, since she didn’t look in my direction. She leaned back in her chair, and crossed her legs- her skirt was so short that I could see the ornately patterned tops of her stockings –

‘God, what a complete tart’ I thought. My own mother whom I was used to seeing in twin set and pearls, and sensible shoes; her greying hair in a sensibly short cut. Now her hair was jet black, and cut in a stylish bob. I had to admit that she did look sexy, as well as being mutton dressed a lamb, perhaps. But I felt myself strangely jealous. And then the next thing that happened was even more astonishing – a man – dressed in an expensive suit, came up to her table and sat down. I craned my neck: he was good-looking in a patrician way, and held himself as if he were someone important. He looked at my mother with obvious desire, and handed her something – a thick envelope. What was it – a gift? Money? The two spoke for a few moments before getting up and walking towards the reception area. I followed them- I couldn’t help myself, trying to remain at a discrete distance. They must be booking a room, and indeed they were. I strained my ears and heard the receptionist say ‘Room 35 sir, second floor, enjoy your stay,’ handing him the key. The pair went off to the lift, and my mother suddenly seemed impossibly glamorous. I located the stairs, walked quickly up them, emerging breathlessly into the corridor of the second floor, in time to see them going into their room. The corridor was empty, and I tiptoed to their room door, and pressed my ear to it. I could hear sounds of muffled conversation, the clink of glasses–and then, the door, which hadn’t been closed properly, opened, and I fell into the room!

I looked up from where I lay in a heap on the floor. It was hard to say who was more embarrassed – me or my mother and her admirer, as they sat in armchairs drinking coffee.

‘Hello mum’ I said lamely.

‘Hello Penny’ my mother said. ‘What the fuck are you doing here?’ Then to the man –‘This is my daughter.’

‘Pleased to meet you’ the man said, rediscovering his equilibrium remarkably quickly ‘to what do we owe the pleasure?’

‘Well’ I said, getting up clumsily from the floor, shocked at my mother’s swearing ‘I saw mum in the hotel bar, and I was so surprised at the way she looked, that I felt compelled to follow her. I’m so sorry, I know it was unforgivable of me – but what are you up to mum?’

‘I don’t think your mother needs to explain herself to her own daughter’ the man said sniffily.

My mother was silent.

‘Look, your mother is a most congenial companion, but more importantly an attractive lady, who provides therapeutic female company for a busy man like me, who has little time for relationships. Perhaps you would like to join us- I can pay handsomely, double what I’ve already paid your mother.’

I glimpsed the wedding ring on the man’s finger –‘does that you mean that you’re a prostitute, mum?’ I demanded, even more shocked.

‘No, not a prostitute, a dominatrix – there’s a lot of difference.’

‘Your mother is by no means a common prostitute.’ He grabbed at his wallet on a table ‘are you sure you don’t want to join us?’

‘No – no way’ I protested edging back towards the door, but then I saw the wad of banknotes in the man’s hand. The incredible thing was that the whole situation had really turned me on, which made me feel ambivalent about the situation. And the man was actually quite attractive, as was my mother – who looked nothing like the dowdy, boring mother I thought I knew.

I turned back from the door from which I had been about to storm out. I was suddenly hesitant – it wasn’t really the money, but the excitement I felt at doing something illicit, taboo.

‘OK’ I heard a voice saying ‘OK, I’ll join in with whatever it is – as long as it’s not too kinky.’ I realised that it was my voice.

Did I just agree to have paid for sex with a strange man and my mother? I couldn’t believe that I had done such a thing.

‘No’ I heard my mother say, as if in a dream – ‘nothing TOO kinky, well not really, just a bit of mild femdom.’

Femdom- what was that? – Something to do with female domination, I’d read somewhere. But what exactly did it entail?

‘Yes, the situation is, I’m in control here, and everyone else has to do exactly what I tell them to do, and if they don’t like it, then they can fuck off.’

I was taken aback – was that my mother again using four letter words, and speaking of being control – my mum who’d always seemed so  conventionally staid and dutiful, as a wife and mother.

‘Yes, I give the orders and you both have to obey – well, you know that don’t you, you fucking piece of shit?’ She addressed the man.

‘Yes, mistress’ he said.

‘Right, go into the bathroom and get changed’ she handed him a bag ‘here’s your outfit for the evening, and there’s make up, and a razor in there too- Penny here will give you a hand.’

‘Yes, mistress.’

The once proud businessman suddenly seemed diminished, as he meekly obeyed my mother’s orders.

‘Go and help him you slut.’

‘What?’ I said astonished.

‘Go and help him get dressed up as a woman – you’ve had plenty of practise at being a tart haven’t you? I remember when you were a teenager- the way you used to go out dressed like a complete slut. All you have to do is make him look like you used to look – though you seem to have become boring now.’

I didn’t know what to say – all I knew was that I was filled with a strange sense of excitement, and went compliantly through to the bathroom, where I found the man stripping off. Without his suit he immediately seemed more vulnerable and less imposing. I could see the clothes he was to wear – black stocking and suspenders, a silky red and black basque. They were the kind of slutilly sexy clothes I still sometimes liked to wear myself, though these days there was little opportunity or time, what with a demanding job – the type of clothes my mother was now wearing. And now this man was putting them on. He had quite a slim build and as he dressed I could see his masculinity vanishing before my eyes, and a feminine woman emerging- albeit a very slutty one. Then, he sat down as I applied his make up. I was surprised at the thrill I had already – the thrill of being in control of this powerful man, transforming him from something untouchably powerful into something very vulnerable. I applied the dark mascara, black eye liner, blue eye shadow, and crimson lipstick to his features, and took great pride in making him as feminine possible – and as sexy.  Then there was a wig of fine blonde hair to put over his pepper and salt crop, to complete the transformation.

Just then I heard my mother calling-

‘Aren’t you fucking ready yet?’

I followed the man as he teetered out in his size ten, six inch heels.

But I couldn’t, again, believe my eyes – my mother stood, arms folded, dressed in black latex basque similar to that I’d just helped the man get into, with a huge, black cock hanging down between her legs. I looked again, and realised it was a dildo strapped between her thighs, but it looked incredibly realistic.

‘He knows where this is going’ she sneered, and even I felt scared.

‘Bend over that chair you fucking arsehole’ she ordered, and again I had to pinch myself that this was my demure, middle-class mother – and even more so when the man complied.

‘There’s a spare strap on for you, she indicated a table, where another black rubber phallus, with its connected strapping, lay.

‘Hmm’ I said ‘I’m not sure about this.’

‘Do as you fucking told’ mum yelled, in a way that she’d never yelled at me before. But now I felt in no doubt that she meant business, as I hastily went and picked up the grotesque object, and tried to work out the strapping.

‘You need to strip down before you put it on. Actually, I’ve got a spare basque in my bag that’ll probably fit you.’

I realised that that was what she expected me to do, and I looked in her bag and pulled out the flimsy latex garment, along with suspender belt, stockings and very high heeled shoes. Just touching the clothes gave me a tingling in my fanny.

I stripped off and put them on – and was amazed- I was immediately transformed from harassed, dowdy young woman, in boringly practical everyday sweatshirt and jeans, into a sexy siren. I pulled on the six inch high heels, almost impossible to walk in, which were also in the bag, clipped on silky black stockings to a lacy suspender belt; then seeing the tube of scarlet lipstick, I applied that too, thickly layering it on my lips, and feeling utterly sexy as I did so, but also incredibly powerful: just as the man too had been transformed by its application, but into someone far less powerful.

Now mum, whom I refused to believe was really my mother, was pressing the tip of the dildo to the man’s anal entrance-

‘Come on you fucking faggot, take it up you –that’s what you really want isn’t it? Instead of hiding behind that suit and your masculine façade. You’re just a sham aren’t you – your whole life’s a fucking sham isn’t it?’

The man groaned as the dildo was pushed inside him-

‘Answer me faggot,’ mum shouted – ‘your whole life’s a sham, and that’s what you really want isn’t it? – a big, fat cock up you.’

‘Yes, mistress, my whole life’s a sham, and that’s what I really want- a big, fat cock up me.’

And, as he spoke the phallus suddenly went right up inside him, making him moan even louder, as mum fucked him with incredible, to me, aggression.  I noticed that the man’s cock was erect and pre-cum was dripping from it. I could tell that he was about to orgasm, when mum withdrew the dildo, suddenly pulling it from his arse – much to the man’s consternation.

‘Make me come, make me come’ he cried urgently ‘wank me off’ – his eyes turned to me, and I glanced at my mother.

‘No, leave the bugger to stew – he’s not allowed to come unless I give him permission, and at the moment permission is denied.’

The man started gibbering, obviously in some distress, yet, I had to remind myself, he was paying a lot of money for this treatment – it must be what he wanted.

‘Stick your cock up him’ mum instructed me –and I wondered what she was talking about, but then I remembered that I myself was suddenly the possessor of a big, black cock.

His anus was already gaping, so it was fairly easy- even for an innocent novice like me, to step forward and press my own ‘cock’ up his back passage. Again I felt an enormous and very pleasurable surge of power, as the man moaned in obvious delight. How strange to be actually fucking a man, instead of the other way round, and being in control was such a turn on. As the man‘s breathing became rapid, more pre-cum dripped from the end of his erect cock. I was getting into a rhythm now, and enthusiastically banging away at him –

‘You fucking, sissy, faggot scum’ I heard a voice loud with anger, and with surprise I realised it was my own.

I could tell the man was about to orgasm, and made my efforts harder, but just then mum touched my arm-

‘Stop’ she said, ‘pull out’ and when I hesitated. ‘I mean NOW’ she shouted, pulling me back, so that the dildo came out of the man’s arse.

‘You want to come do you?’  Mum asked the man.

‘Yes, mistress – I do, desperately, please let me.’

‘Well’ mum said, slowly, as if thinking about it. But while she spoke she bent to a table and picked up some kind of steel looking sheath –

‘I think’ she said, grabbing the man’s still hard cock ‘that you should be placed back in chastity’ and with that she clipped the object, which was actually a small cage, over the man’s penis, forcing it over his erection, so that it immediately subsided, as his cock met steel spikes embedded in the end of the cage. I found this out later- when asking why it seemed to cause him such pain.

I could see that the man’s balls were swollen, and imagined his failed orgasm must have left him in some discomfort. At that mum grabbed his swollen testicles and squeezed them hard, making the man yelp. ‘Lick us both off –then get dressed and fuck off’ mum said.

Mum sat in a chair and opened her legs – her moist fanny revealed through crotchless panties. The man, obviously still in discomfort, knelt before her and inserted his tongue into her, and began licking away. Mum grabbed his hair, and pressed his face against her - ‘come on faggot- you can do better than that. I want to come today, not next week.’

The man stuck to his task, until I saw mum’s body suddenly twitch and shudder, as her orgasm swept through her. I was wet now, watching her, and I must admit I felt grateful when mum said to the man –

‘Now pleasure my daughter you wanker, and the man crawled over to me, where I quickly pulled my knickers down and opened my legs to receive the man’s tongue – which he was actually very skilled at using . He immediately located my clit, and lapped away at it with little darting movements, and my orgasm was swift and very satisfying. My natural instinct was to thank him, but my mum’s voice immediately intervened –

‘Right – now you can fuck off – but don’t forget you have to pay extra for my daughter’s services.’

The man limped into the bathroom where his clothes were, but before he left mum reminded him again of the extra money for my services, and he duly handed over what seemed to me a huge wad of cash, which mum counted, passing what seemed a substantial amount to me.

And then he walked out, and I realised that he must still have the cage type thingy locked on his cock –

‘You didn’t take the cage off’ I said to my mum.

‘No dear’ I didn’t.

‘I suppose he’ll take it off when he gets home’ I said.

‘He can’t remove it because I have the only key. The only way he could remove it would be to go to a locksmith, and I don’t think he’ll be doing that.’ She laughed.

So how will he get it off?’ I asked innocently.

‘He won’t – when he comes to see me again I might choose to remove it for a short time, like I did today, or I might not.’

I couldn’t believe it when I counted the money mum had given me, two hundred pounds, just for doing something that I’d really enjoyed. The whole thing had been an immensely liberating experience for me, and it actually changed my life. God, I had never seen so much money for such a short amount of time, or for something that had actually given me such pleasure. I thought of the things I could buy, and wondered if I could earn more in the same way, and of how long it would take me to earn as much in my boring, but demanding, admin job.

Well, mum told me that working together as a mother and daughter dominatrix team would mean a lot of money for us both.

She explained to me that such men as the man we’d seen, were addicted to the type of service she offered and would spend fortunes on pursuing their compulsion. They were often wealthy, but some men would spend money they could little afford. They were often married with families, who knew nothing about their ‘hobby.’ Mum. Like other dominatrix, had Paypal and Amazon accounts where men could buy her presents, or make financial donations, which many did. Usually they had never even met her, but just seen a Youtube video she had made, in her domina role – asking for donations – this was known as ‘findom’. She showed me the video, and  again I was taken aback – mum in the type of clothes she was now wearing,  confidently staring into the camera, smoking a cigarette in a long holder, blowing smoke from between scarlet lips, telling  ‘you worms out there’ how they could donate gifts. I could see that the video had had several hundred hits – and she did actually get a lot of gifts, ranging from expensive brands of cigarettes, lipsticks and high heeled shoes to gold jewellery, she told me- as well as financial donations, ranging from five pounds to a couple of hundred pounds.

The man we had just entertained was Simon Neal, a successful businessman, with a chain of restaurants, and apparently, his wife had found out about him seeing me, and she’d challenged him about where the money was going, and he broke down and told her. Well he didn’t have much choice – she’d discovered that he was a cross dresser, and a masochistic sissy, from him not deleting his internet history, and for some time she’d suspected him of wearing her clothes when she was out.

‘Why doesn’t he leave her then? He’s the one with the business and the money isn’t he?’

‘Well, who knows how relationships work-they have a daughter too I believe….he doesn’t seem prepared to leave her, anyway. But I had a plan for how to keep him seeing us, and thus keeping his money coming in.’

‘How?’

‘Get his wife involved – get her to become addicted to us like he is.’

‘How will we do that – she might not have submissive or masochistic inclinations at all.’

‘Everyone has BDSM inclinations to some extent – but some keep them more deeply buried than others. It’s just that she told him that she likes being dominated.’

‘Why did he tell you that?’

‘It was because  he was telling me that he had to see me to fulfil his  fantasies, because his wife was herself  submissive, and expected him to play a dominant role with her sexually – which was the opposite of what he wanted and needed. So I think there is way in there.’

‘How will we find out if she’s up for it – up for continuing to spend the household budget on being treated in the way we treat her husband?’

‘Well, I believe in being bold – we just arrange a meeting, and get to know what floats her boat. The thing is, as part of his humiliation and my exerting power over him, I told him to send me some photos of his wife – “compromising” photos, you might say, of her wearing sexy lingerie, and posing provocatively. Apparently, some of these were sent by him, without her consent, to a Wives and Girlfriends amateur porn website, and displayed anonymously there with her face blocked out – but I have the originals, where her identity is apparent. So, not only have I told Simon’s wife that he gave me the photos; I have also threatened to send the photos to her family and employer, and publish them over the web. I also have many compromising photos of Simon himself – for example, dressed as a sissy maid, wearing a chastity device and being anally penetrated – I took one of him being fucked by you actually.

I couldn’t believe that this was my own mother acting in such a manipulative, scheming way –in order to get the wife of a man who was paying her a lot of money to be treated like shit, and totally degraded, to also agree to pay to be treated in such a way.

I looked at my mother – she seemed very pleased with her plan -a plan that to me seemed incredible and…..well, immoral. But, she explained that it wasn’t immoral at all really– because she was only carrying out Simon’s own  desires to be humiliated, and  his wife would take part if she so wished to. It wasn’t really blackmail because she knew that Simon, and his wife, enjoyed humiliation. She understood the addictive psychology of the masochist.

‘Well, they might as well give their money to us’ she said ‘at least we always give a comprehensive, skilled service.’

So, surprisingly perhaps, Simon’s wife did agree to come to dinner with us.  She wanted to meet the woman whom her husband had paid hundreds of pounds to to be humiliated, and also to ensure that the compromising photos of her and of her husband would not be publicly disseminated.

We met in a hotel suite, paid for by Simon, and I was intrigued to see what Simon’s wife was like. In walked an attractive blonde in her forties. Barbara was smartly, if somewhat demurely, dressed, in a pink blouse and navy skirt, with four inch heels. When she was introduced to us she said politely, if rather coldly-

‘Pleased to meet you at long last –I’ve heard so much about you.’

My mother started the conversation – she had been displaying a confidence and self belief that I had never before been aware of.

‘Well we are here to discuss the problem of Simon –or rather the problem of his desire to be sexually humiliated and  to be forced to be submissive, employing a professional dominatrix to do this– i.e. me, and now my daughter too –and the fact that his wife, Barbara here, isn’t, understandably, happy about this. So this meeting is to attempt some compromise, and maybe give Barbara a little understanding about what it is we do, and what Simon needs from us – which he can’t find elsewhere, and thus pays us to treat him in a certain way, in order to maintain his mental health in the other areas of his life- such as running a demanding business.’

‘Well my husband is a dirty little pervert isn’t he?’ Barbara said bitterly. I’ve only come here because he kept on at me, you know, and also because of those photos you have – I want them destroyed.’

‘We hope you might learn something about the services we provide, and maybe find some understanding of the therapeutic nature of them.’

‘Humph’ Barbara snorted. ‘I have no interest in your services – just destroy those photos, or at least sign a declaration that you won’t use them in any way, or I will consult my lawyer.’

‘We only wanted to make you come here so that you could see how Simon depends upon what we have to offer – it’s like a drug to him – and see how you yourself might benefit from it.’

Mother turned to Simon –

‘Get in the bedroom and put your outfit on you fucking sissy faggot.’

‘Yes mistress’ Simon answered, as if he had been conditioned to respond in such a way and immediately got up and left the room.

‘How did you get him to do that?’ Barbara asked incredulously. ‘When I ask him to do things, like the washing-up, he complains.’

‘We’ve got him well trained’ mother answered. ‘Wouldn’t you like to be able to dominate him like that?’

‘Most definitely – I’ve never respected him as a man- he’s always seemed to have too many feminine traits. But I’m not sure if I’m able to dominate him myself, I’m more of a submissive – and that has been a problem between us -we both have a need to be dominated.’

‘Well, we can do both things – dominate Simon, and train you to do so, so even you will be able to control every aspect of his life, and have easy access to his finances, while at the same time  we can satisfy your own desire to be dominated.’

‘Hmm’ Barbara mused, and I could tell that she seemed interested.

‘Go and help Simon get dressed, and do his makeup for him – he hasn’t quite got the hang of it yet’ – my mother commanded me, as if I was ten years old again, and she was telling me to stop watching TV, and to go and do my homework. But I found myself immediately complying as if I WAS ten years old; such was the authority which she now emanated.

Getting Simon into his female clothes, and then applying appropriate slut make up, was real buzz for me, and I was definitely turned on by it- and by him as woman – he seemed far more attractive then he ever did as a man. I took pride in his transformation, as I ushered him back into the room, taking his arm because he was still unsteady in high heels.

‘God’ Barbara turned, mouth agape – ‘is that really my husband – you’ve performed wonders.’

‘Now he is no longer Simon, businessman and your husband, but Simone the sissy, who only exists to serve women and do their bidding, and for their amusement.’

‘I like the sound of that’ Barbara giggled.

‘Lick your wife’s fanny’ mum commanded, and he immediately crawled beneath the table, and pushed his head beneath Barbara’s skirt, and began lapping at her fanny through her knickers.

‘I glanced at my mum, and she at me – we were uncertain of how Barbara would react. But she actually welcomed her husband’s attentions, pulling her skirt up, and her pants down so that he could get his tongue inside her pussy, which I noticed was quite wet. Simon licked away at his wife, expertly darting his tongue around her clitty, thinking only of pleasuring her, with no thought to his own discomfort: which must have been quite intense, on his knees, head raised at an acute angle, and working unceasingly with his tongue. It seemed an age, but Barbara suddenly came with a soft moan, and a muttered

‘Wow.’

Simon was able to rest his tired tongue. I could tell he was pleased that he had made his wife orgasm – apparently sexual relations had been dormant between the couple for some time. So mum had already had a positive effect upon their relationship.

So Barbara had experienced being in a dominant role, but what about the submissive role she said she craved, and that her husband couldn’t provide for her.  The soup was about to be served, and mum muttered beneath her breath to me, that I should do something to humiliate Barbara.  I was to help Simon, who was struggling in his heels, to bring the soup in. I had Barbara’s bowl of soup in my hands, and, suddenly, as I was about to place it before her, I tipped it over her head, so that it cascaded down over her beautiful hair, and lovely blouse and skirt.-

‘I’m awfully sorry’ I said, genuinely wondering what had gotten into me.

‘She’s not really sorry’ mum said ‘I told her to humiliate you- since we know that’s what you crave.’

‘Yes, but not to have an expensive hair- do and outfit ruined like that’ Barbara fumed, dabbing at the mess ineffectually with a tissue.

‘Well, that’s what we do – what would be the point of humiliation that wasn’t actually humiliating? Anyway, let’s get you out of those messy clothes, Mum said more sympathetically, going round to Barbara, and   started to unbutton her shirt, slipping her hand inside her bra as she did so.

‘Give us a hand, Penny’ she said, and I went over -

‘Get her skirt off’ mum said, and I unzipped Barbara’s skirt, and saw that her knickers were also  soaked with soup, so I pulled them down, and, inadvertently, felt my hand going to her fanny. Barbara didn’t resist but gave out a small moan, and pressed my hand to her fanny with her own hand, while mum sucked her nipple, which was now poking above her soiled white bra.

I glanced over at her husband, and he was desperately trying to caress himself through his chastity device, as his cock hardened against the spikes of his cage. He watched, filled with unrequited desire as his wife was manipulated to the floor, with my mum sitting over her mouth, her now naked fanny open for Barbara’s tongue, while I sucked at Barbara’s engorged cunt. She soon came, her whole body shuddering with the intensity of her orgasm.

Next we concentrated on her abject husband, sitting in frustration in his sissy costume and chastity cage.

‘Please let me come’ he implored.

‘No fucking way’ mum said, I’m fed up with your  whining’ – with that she picked up three pegs from a bag hanging on the corner of the chair, reached into his thickly lipstick slathered mouth, and pinched his tongue between thumb and forefinger, before  clipping the pegs onto the end of it. Now he was only able to make noises.

‘Shut up’ mum said, slapping his face, before clipping more pegs to his balls.

‘What would like us to do with him she asked Barbara, after all he hasn’t treated you well at all – spending the family budget here, indulging his faggot fantasies.’

‘Well we can all see that he’s a faggot for wanting to dress as a woman – so maybe he should be really made to become a faggot. Well, I certainly don’t fancy him anymore, and haven’t done for a long time even before I found out about what he’d been up to....’

‘That would be a turn on, and something that we’ve already been thinking about. He needs to be introduced to this gradually and broken in properly, though.’ Mum said.

But when we finally allowed Simon to speak, he was adamant –

‘No, I’ve never been interested in that kind of thing. Dressing as a woman is one thing, but that…..’

‘But that would be the ultimate humiliation’ Mum said ‘plus it really would mean you being a woman. What could be more feminine than having a big, black man fucking you?’

‘No, no way’ Simon said.

‘Well, you already take a big black dildo don’t you? – perhaps we should get your wife to fuck you, she’s yet to have that pleasure.’

‘I’d rather she didn’t’ he said ‘it’s one thing to have you doing it, it’s a turn on be treated like that, but not with my own wife- I’d rather not go there.’

‘“I’d rather not”, mum mimicked him – you big fucking pansy, get over that chair and get your knickers down, you fucking arsehole.’

And with that, Mum ordered Barbara whom she now referred to as Babs, to don a strap -on which was lying on the table.

‘That’s not really my thing, as a sub, I’d rather have the strap -on up me.’

‘Everyone is full of themselves today aren’t they?’ mum exclaimed angrily- ‘Don’t you people realise that when you’re with me, you do as I say. Now Babs baby, get that fucking strap-on on, and get it stuck up your pathetic husband pronto, you stupid, fucking tart.’

And with that, the frightened Barbara, expensive hair- do destroyed and matted with dried soup, now clad only in stained white bra and pants, strapped the black rubber phallus around her thighs, her fingers nervously fumbling with the straps. Her husband was now bent over a chair, his naked arse exposed. Mum slapped a splodge of lube on the big rubber cock, and pushed Barbara forward –

‘Come on, don’t be frightened -just push it in until his arse accepts it, then it will slide up.’

Nervously, Barbara pressed the dildo to her husband’s back passage, which initially resisted

‘Come on you fucking stuck up tart- push’ mum said, and Barbara pushed the phallus in harder as her husband groaned.

‘I can’t do this’ she said.

‘You have to fucking do it’ mum told her ‘if you want to keep seeing us, and to make sure we don’t send your slut photos to your boss and family.’

This made Barbara apply herself with more determination, and the strap-on suddenly went up inside her husband, who moaned – with delight this time, while his wife seemed suddenly seized with rage, and began pounding his arse with the dildo between her thighs, shouting-

‘Come take it you fucking piece of sissy shit.’ So that her husband’s cock became hard against the spikes of his cage, making him cry out even louder in a mixture of pain and exquisite pleasure.

‘You’ve both lost your virginity’ mum said afterwards to the satisfied Barbara –

‘You see – most people who are sub also have dom desires, and vice versa, although one will still predominate over the other. But it’s taken us to teach you that about yourself. You see, seeing us is a voyage of discovery for you’ and Barbara agreed –

‘Yes, I really appreciate what you’ve done – for both of us.’

‘Well, you can show your gratitude by keeping the payments coming – and any extra will always be gratefully received.’

‘It’s worth every penny’ Barbara said.

We then taught how to use her husband as toilet slave, which we had introduced him to during our sessions. To demonstrate we set the sissy to work, after ensuring that the toilet was nice and filthy. The pegs were removed from his tongue, though not his balls, as they hung engorged below his caged cock-

‘Clean the toilet bowl’ mum ordered, and he bent down and applied his tongue to the rim as he had been taught. Then a long, thin brush was strapped around his mouth, which had a penis gag on the other end, for him to clean deeper into the bowl.

Then Barbara used the toilet, and her husband was ordered to demonstrate his use as toilet paper, as he had been taught by us.

Simon was now fully versed in  cleaning  the toilet bowl with his tongue,  having his mouth used as a receptacle for all kinds of rubbish, including  a woman’s most intimate bodily fluids and waste products,  and , most importantly, perhaps, licking a woman clean when she had  gone to the toilet, as a substitute for toilet paper. Barbara certainly relished experiencing these things, and relished using her hubby in this role when they were back home. And he, of course, gained great masochistic satisfaction from being so humiliated.

There were also lessons for Barbara in using her husband as an ashtray and spittoon using a steel device to hold Simon’s mouth permanently agape, he sat between us, while we (mum had told Barbara that all true dominatrix should smoke) sat chatting and casually flicking our cigarette ash into the hapless sissy’s mouth, which we would then wash down with a good helping of spit and phlegm from each of us. Since Simon was one of those men with a smoking fetish- like many men with this fetish, his own mother had smoked - he really enjoyed this humiliation too.

We gave Barbara a complete makeover, similar to that we had given to her husband, though obviously somewhat less dramatic – but dramatic nonetheless. Gone was the mumsy, middle aged woman, and instead the stunning MILF, of her secret, shameful photos- slutty and sexy - was revealed.  I was surprised at what a transformation there was. We ditched the cardigan, sensible dress, and flat heels, for a stunning low cut dress in black latex, which hugged her sensual figure; and instead of the tan tights and flatties, we substituted six inch heels and black seamed stockings. Finally her face was slathered in heavy slut makeup, and her greying, blonde hair-styled in a glamorous fifties style, and highlighted and coloured a garish gold. She truly did looked like a sexy siren – in fact, I really fancied her myself.

She looked in the mirror and was astonished-

‘Amazing’ she said ‘I look unrecognisable – so sexy…..’

Mum went up to her kissed her full on her scarlet painted lips, turning me on.  Well, I thought, I don’t need to hold back here, and went up and groped her bottom, outlined through the latex. Next my hand was at her fanny, up her skirt and inside her knickers. Somehow she was pushed over a table, and I found myself pulling her knickers down, - and strapping on the dildo, while mum fingered her –

‘Shove it right up the fucking slapper’ mum ordered, and that’s what I did, feeling such as a thrill as she moaned in pure delight as the big, black, rubber cock went up deep inside her, her orgasm  causing her whole body to tremble.

We’d explained to Barbara that being legally ‘owned’ by mum and me was an excellent idea, and in her and Simon’s best interests – in that it would really fulfil their addictive, masochistic desires, because it meant that we were obliged to always service their needs. If we owned them, then we couldn’t just abandon them, just as they couldn’t leave us on a whim. The contract had already been drawn up, and was presented to Barbara when she’d had a few drinks. I couldn’t believe how readily she accepted it- in fact she seemed pleased, to be owned by my mother and me; and happily agreed that a standing order should be taken out to provide us with monthly payments. I felt guilty, as if we’d brainwashed and taken advantage of Barbara and her irrationally besotted husband, but not so guilty that I wanted to turn down the opportunity for all that money-not that mum would ever have agreed not to do it, whatever I did. Plus Barbara and Simon both seemed only too happy to agree to our terms, and to sign a binding legal document to that effect. Though Simon was so besotted with mum that he would have signed anything – he couldn’t help himself in this situation.

‘You can both be our maids – a sissy and real woman – and be here to entertain our clients, look after their needs, in every way possible, and you can  have the satisfaction of being part of a rapidly growing enterprise, that provides therapeutic services and fulfilment for men and women of all ages and sexual proclivities. When we become really big, you will be able to say that you played a small part in the start of things. And think how much you have contributed to such a good cause, and profitable business venture.’

‘I’m really looking forward to it’ Barbara said, with an excitement that sounded strange to me, but the very idea of being ‘owned’ was such a turn on for her, that she  wasn’t really thinking rationally. I had my qualms about this, but I knew that mum had no such scruples. And Simon/Simone was obviously happy with the situation, though s/he wasn’t consulted, just informed.

To cement them becoming our property, Barbara and Simon were ceremoniously tattooed with the words ‘Property of Mistress Rose and Mistress Penny’ indelibly inscribed on each of their left buttocks.

Mum also took the liberty of immediately posting the photos of Barbara online, her face now fully revealed, so that you could see exactly who the attractive, heavily made up MILF was, who was laying back, pouting at the camera, clad only in stockings and suspenders, while holding open her wet fanny for all to see-

‘Well they want us to humiliate them don’t they?’ was all she said by way of explanation.

She also posted some photos of Simon, so that if you type ‘sissy humiliation’ into Google, a picture of him, clad in a maid’s outfit – a black latex dress, with a little frilly white apron and cap, six inch heels and lots of make-up, holding a pink feather duster; along with his name, address and phone number- with a message saying ‘I’m a sissy faggot slut who wants to be humiliated.’ As a result of this the couple did get many obscene calls, which Simon found a turn on, as well as being mortified by the humiliation of it. But, he told us that it was certainly arousing to answer the phone, and have someone ridiculing or abusing him down the line; though they eventually had to change their phone number, so frequent were the calls.

The fees paid to us meant a financial drain on Simon’s business, but they weren’t aware that there was a clause in the contract, that meant that if they were unable to pay the standing order, our legal obligations to them would end, but there was no clause enabling them to end the arrangement if they so wished, and they would be liable to continue to pay us even if it meant the ruination of their business – which mum was well aware of when thinking up the whole plan.

After we’d finished making them over, husband and wife looked a couple of totally sexy sluts – in fact, it was hard to decide who was the sexiest, and not that easy to realise who was the male and who the female. They were completely under our control, but what should we do with them?

Well, they were a good source of income for us, as well as mum’s other clients, but she reckoned that we could earn even more money with them, as well as more deeply fulfilling their masochistic fantasies of humiliation.

By now, Barbara lad already learned many techniques of control and domination regarding her husband, while subjecting herself to total submission to us – both things she found deeply satisfying.

‘The thing is’ she said, that Simon isn’t really woman is he – is there any way that he can be made more feminine-can become a proper woman.’

‘Yes, mum said ‘of course there are ways - hormone therapy for a start – which will give him a more womanly figure including breasts, and softer hair and less body hair, and a higher voice, etcetera. Then, perhaps a bit more dramatic is surgery to complete the process. But you and he might not wish to go that far.’

‘Yes, I do – I certainly do want to go that far, and I want him to be completely sissified, and me to be a cuckolding hotwife and to be serviced by young black studs’ Barbara said eagerly.

‘And how about Simon?’ I asked gently.

‘Who cares what he thinks-what’s best for me is best for him’ – she laughed, ‘but yes, I believe that now he is ready become as much like a woman as possible.’

As part of our plan to fully feminize Simon, and to further humiliate him, we ordered gay porn magazines. Simon was called in –

‘It’s your day’ mum said – ‘we’re going to release you from your chastity …for a bit.’

‘Oh, great’ he said.

‘Yes, we want you to wank over the pictures in these magazines.’

‘OK - brilliant’ he said, but then he saw the photos on the front of the magazines concerned –

‘I can’t wank over those, they’re gay magazines, and I’m not gay. I’m not turned on by photos of gay men, or any men – not in the slightest.’

‘In that case – you won’t get hard at all when you look at the photos, and then we will know for sure that you’re not gay. Sit down.’

He sat in the chair and his chastity device was duly unlocked, and his cock immediately sprung to attention, as it were – just the whole humiliating situation, and the proximity of sexily dressed women, like mum, me and his now sluttily dressed wife, was enough to arouse him. Just the merest touch of mum’s fingers as she brushed his cock taking off his device, made his frustrated libido gush to the surface.  To feel sexually stimulated, but not to then feel the pain of his cock butting up against the spikes of his device, was itself an enormous release for him.

Mum placed the magazines in front of him –

‘Look at them and start wanking.’

‘This stuff doesn’t arouse me at all- it’s pictures of women, like you, that’s what turns me on’ he complained.

‘Do as we fucking say’ his wife ordered, showing her newly acquired role as a dominatrix – in relation to her husband anyway.

‘This is pointless.’ He whinged.

‘Just fucking do it’ mum ordered.

He half heartedly massaged his cock, as he looked at a photo of a muscular young man dressed in a cowboy outfit, as he turned the pages the man was seen in various stages of nakedness. We could see Simon’s cock obviously growing hard under his fingers, and when the man in the photo appeared on another page completely naked, except for his boots, Simon’s cock stood to attention, and pre-cum dripped from the end of it.

‘Ha, ha, ha’ Barbara laughed cruelly – see he is a faggot, just as we thought. Come on – next page.’

Simon turned the page of the magazine, which displayed the man holding his erect cock in his hand, and Simon’s own cock became fully erect, and now he really was wanking hard – he couldn’t help himself, moaning as he felt himself about to orgasm.

He suddenly came- streams of white spunk jetted upwards in an arc, falling yards away on the carpet. There was loads of it.

‘And he says he’s not gay’ mum said scornfully.’ From now on he’ll only be allowed to come by wanking over gay porn.’

‘What a fucking joke’ Barbara said – ‘typical man, in his complete self delusion – but  he needs a real man, to  show him what it’s like to be a man, and demonstrate to him that he is a actually a sissy, a not quite woman, but definitely more female than male.’

‘It’s one thing for him to experience a strap-on, and being butt plugged, but doesn’t this show that Simone is now ready for a real man’s cock inside her?’ I observed.

‘It most certainly does, and this is something that should be utilised for our own advantage, besides being ultimately fulfilling for her, of course.’ Mum said, for ever the practical, down to earth one.

Simon looked as us with fear in his eyes –

‘No-I’m not going there –that’s not what I want at all –I’m paying you remember.’

‘Yes, but we own you now, you’ve signed a contract – you have to do as we fucking well tell you to do. Let’s see what your wife thinks about it – do you think your husband needs to discover his true identity by being fucked by a man?’

‘Yes – I’ve always thought that he was secretly gay beneath the phoney, macho exterior; and also that he needs gender reassignment, because he is fundamentally more female than male.’

‘Your wife is your advocate now – she answers to us, who own you both, while she owns you, and thus she decides from now on what is in your best interests.’

Simon began to speak, but his wife interrupted him –

‘Shut the fuck up – we don’t want to hear any more crap emerging from your mouth.’

I couldn’t believe the change in her- how commanding she had become.

‘We should gag the sissy, shut her up and give us a bit if peace from all his endless whinging’ she went continued.

‘Yes, that’s a good idea - which of us has been wearing their knickers the longest?’ Mum said.

‘I’ve been wearing mine for a couple of days – and I’ve also had a little accident in them.’ I said.

‘You always were a filthy slut’ mum said to me – ‘While you were growing up I always had to nag you to change your clothes. Right take your knickers off, and stuff them in his mouth.’

I wriggled out of my pants, rolled them into a ball, and rammed the soiled pants in the hapless sissy’s mouth, as requested. Mum picked up some packing tape, cut a bit off, and taped my knickers into place, forming a very effective gag. Simon made noise of protest, but was soon stopped by a blow from his wife round the face –‘Shut up’ she yelled – ‘you fucking wanker.’

‘As a punishment for his behaviour, I think he should be made to go into a shop and buy his own gay porn from now on.’ Mum said.

‘Dressed up as a woman.’ Barbara said.

‘Yes, we’ll take him to the shopping centre on a Saturday afternoon, when it’s really busy, and he can go into the newsagent and buy his gay porn to wank off to- and that’s the only time his device will be removed.’

Simon shook his head and there was anxiety in his eyes, imprisoned as he was- in chastity, butt plugged and gagged.

So it was that that  Saturday, we drove into town and parked as near to the shop as possible, then pushed Simon out – wearing a frilly pink blouse, tight black latex skirt with six inch heels, thick make up, and a long blonde wig. He teetered unwillingly towards the newsagent’s shop, emerging some minutes later, looking highly embarrassed and clutching a brown paper bag, which contained a gay porn magazine from the top shelf.

Mum opened the car door and let the traumatised sissy inside.

‘How was that dear?’ she asked, laughing.

‘Terrible –I’ve never been so humiliated in my life’ he said ‘people stared at me and muttered under their breath and sniggered, and the shopkeeper practically threw the magazine at me in disgust.’

‘Well, this is your new identity – as a humiliated, sissy faggot slut – you’d better get used to it. We know it’s what you want, don’t we? – why you’re paying us, and have contracted to become our property.’

But the thing was, was that mum and me had even greater plans for the sissy and his wife also, which we didn’t discuss with either of them. For although Barbara was our confidante in a way – this was very limited. We made her think she was, but, of course, she was contracted to us as well – our property to do as we liked with. And what we liked, as well as the feeling of power, of course, backed up by the photos we had of them- and we had even more now- was making money from these two abject sluts.  We wanted to initiate Simon into the ways of gay sex, and then make him into a whore basically – and Barbara too. We liked the idea of having the two of them, a sissy – a wannabe female – and an actual female – to give our customers some choice.

And it excited us, of course. But I couldn’t believe that I was complicit with my mother in something like this. I would never have believed mum capable of such a thing – that she had this dominant side to her personality. Or that I possessed it too, and was getting such enjoyment and a new found confidence from it. Yes, I now relished my newly powerful persona- I felt I possessed an aura about me when I walked into a meeting at work, or a restaurant, or a shop. I was now able to shop in stores I would have rarely have entered previously, having being a Top Shop kind of gal, and eat in restaurants I would never have been able to afford. But now I could afford to buy the best, and also had the self confidence, even arrogance to go with it- all because I had been introduced to the role of dominatrix by my mother.

Simon’s next test, after forcing him to wank off to, then publicly purchase, gay porn, was to actually  to get him to have gay sex, and we thought that the best place to meet men to do this with was a gay club. Though we also wanted to get ourselves fixed with up with a couple of  bull studs, and Barbara also greatly desired this, after so many years with a man like her husband – she was now craving a real man, preferably black, she told us.  So perhaps we wouldn’t bother with the gay club for the moment – after all there had to be men out there, real men, who could be bisexual with an attractive sissy, but who mainly, liked women. And we also had to think about our own needs. The whole thing was very exciting, and I fingered myself thinking about it.

We sat in the corner of the pub, in a well known multi-racial area of south London. Four of us ‘ladies’ – of different ages, and indeed, actual genders, but all of us glammed up to the nines, and slutty with it-six inch heels, latex mini dresses, satin blouses, loads of make-up – no red blooded man could avoid paying attention to us – even if he was out for an evening with his wife or girlfriend, and this was certainly the case tonight in this pub with a strongly afro-Caribbean clientele. We sipped our drinks-Simon was seated in the middle of us, and I thought it unlikely that anyone would be able to tell that he wasn’t an actual woman, such was the care that had gone into  preparing him for the evening.

Just then a man sidled over to us – he was black, but I noticed he was somewhat down at heel looking, his clothes shabby.

‘Can I buy you ladies a drink’ he said.

Mum looked at him disdainfully – he wasn’t really what we were looking for, and he was on his own –

‘No, not at the moment- but we may have use for you later.’

She didn’t need to say anything else – the man knew he was dismissed, and slunk off. But she had also kept our options open regarding him, I realised.

Up at the bar, I noticed  two men looking at us, turning away, speaking to each other, then turning back to look at us.

‘They seem interested’ I said, realising that I was allowing my skirt to slip up over my stocking tops, without pulling it down. I fluttered my eyelashes at the men, noticing their expensive looking clothes, and youthful virility.

‘Yes, I think we’ve got a chance there girls’ mum said.

‘Look they’re walking over ‘Barbara said suddenly.

‘Are these seats taken one said?

He immediately seemed charming – well spoken and sophisticated.

‘No’ mum said ‘you can sit here if you wish to.’

‘Perhaps you ladies might like some drinks’ the other man asked.

‘Yes, mum said ‘we’d like some cocktails – Long Slow Screws all round please’ and the man went off to the bar without batting an eyelid, returning with the drinks.

‘And to whom we have the pleasure, the man asked-

‘I’m Gigi, and these are my friends Yvette, Nikki and Gloria ‘Mum improvised brilliantly.

‘Mmm, very exotic –I’m Andy and this is Frank’ the stranger said, and I noticed how handsome and athletic looking he was.

We chatted amiably enough making small talk, with the sissy keeping his mouth shut unless asked a direct question, in which case he just answered monosyllabically.

But I noticed that Frank seemed definitely interested in him, and keep trying to get him to enter into conversation –

‘What brings you here’ he said?

‘My friends’ Simon murmured in his newly feminine voice – we had given him lessons in female deportment and elocution.

‘You seem to like her don’t you?’ I asked him.

‘I certainly do – very much’ he said.

‘I know that she likes you – it’s just that she’s not able express herself very well. She’s not like other women, you know.’

Oh – how’s that – is it because she’s sexier than other women.’

‘Well, perhaps – but she’s never had a cock before, and she wants her first cock to be a black cock.’

‘Well, I can certainly oblige in that respect.’

‘I’m sure you can – but there’s one thing you need to know before we go back to my place –she doesn’t have a vagina, In fact she can only be satisfied anally.’

‘Do you mean what I think you mean? I’m not interested in guys, no way – I feel disgusted.’

‘But you said she was sexier than most women – and she is, and she is just embarking on the road to full womanhood. But we are all real women, who want black cock – and if you fuck her then you can have the three of us – both of you.’

‘And do we both have to fuck her or rather him, first’ Frank said.

‘Yes’ that’s the deal.

‘Well, I certainly fancied her, and as long as no one finds out………well, it won’t be like fucking a man anyway.’

‘That’s for sure’ his friend agreed.

And so, after several more drinks, we all went back to our house.

It was agreed that Barbara would arouse the men, and get them ready to screw Simon, then they fuck the two of us, and finally having Barbara herself.

The men were still somewhat reluctant, but excitement and the anticipation of having three sexy women, as well as a sissy faggot, overcame their inhibitions, and they sat back on the sofa as Barbara sucked at their big, black cocks, before guiding them, each one, into Simon, who himself was very anxious, and not at all happy, about receiving his first real cocks. Frank pushed his massive member towards the entrance to Simons’s anus, guided by Barbara, who was highly excited by seeing her husband so treated. He gasped as the cock pressed into him, and then moaned with pleasure as it went right up inside him, filling him up, stimulating his ultra sensitive nerve endings. Frank soon released his load inside Simon, before Andy replaced him and did the same. Simon was about to come, but Andy came first, then pulled his cock out, leaving Simon desperately wanking himself off – only for mum to order him to stop. Pre -cum dripped to the carpet as he carried on, lost in the moment, but mum grabbed his wrist, stopping him just as he was about to orgasm.

‘Bollocks’ he said, and mum slapped him around the side of his face, before securing his wrists together with a pair of tights.

‘Bad sissy’ she said ‘who doesn’t do as he’s told.’

Then, Barbara bent to the men’s cocks, and sucked away at them, making them hard again.

She took Frank gently by the cock and led him to where I was bent over a chair, legs part, fanny glistening and ready. I felt his cock huge inside me, and soon came unable to contain my ecstasy as I cried out.  And then it was mum’s turn – her plump, naked bum, hairy fanny glistening, as Andy’s cock was guided into it.

And now Barbara was waiting expectantly, as the men rested, their now flaccid cocks gleaming with our juices.

‘Clean their cocks with your tongue’ mum ordered Simon, before addressing the satiated men –

‘Piss over  her, she likes to be humiliated’ she directed them to the waiting Barbara- now bent over a chair awaiting their cocks, and they got up and directed  their streams of hot, yellow pee over her.

Barbara’s fingers reached to her fanny, as she furiously wanked herself off, but her husband wasn’t even granted that opportunity, just having to watch his wife being humiliated, without any release for his intense desire.

Then fifteen minutes later, mum ordered the men to fuck Barbara, while Simon watched, and this increased his frustration, and loud were his groans as his cock repeatedly butted up against the spikes of his chastity cage.

So that was Simon’s initiation into womanhood, and  from then on we - mum and me, encouraged  strongly by his wife, Barbara- encouraged  him to go further and further down the path to total femininity with a course of hormone injections. Surgery was also considered by us as a possible future option. He wasn’t happy about this, but of course, he didn’t have much choice. Mum and I owned him, and Barbara sanctioned this, as the right thing for him. And we all agreed that this probably was in his best interests – that he would be far happier as a woman, than as a man. Of course, he may not have been consciously happy about this, but he was unconsciously compelled – and thus really turned on, in his inner, masochistic self, by what was happening to him.

We brought more men back and repeated the scenario as before, and also  getting  sissy and wife part-time employment in a seedy club, where they acted as  waitresses and pole dancers, though  they were discretely available to be paid for  sex. They were both very popular with the clientele– in fact, Simone, as she was now always known, was more popular than Barbara.

They made a lot of money for us, and we also had their contracted income from being our property. 

Meanwhile, their restaurant business was in financial decline – so much of the profits being paid to us. Also, as Simon became increasingly feminised with the hormone injections, he began to lose the intense drive he’d had, and began spending his time experimenting with make-up and clothes rather than working. This was all part of mum’s plan to take over the enterprise, and turn the upmarket dining establishments into ‘adult’ bars –bars with scantily dressed waitresses, who would  literally fulfil the customers’ every need – and I mean every need. And to crown the humiliation, we ordered Simon and Barbara to become two of these waitresses, working, in a very degrading capacity, in the places they had once owned and taken such pride in.

I went into the establishment where they worked one day, and a buxom tart teetered over to me to present the menu. She was dressed in high heels, stockings and a shiny, black basque, blonde hair cascading over her voluptuous breasts. I fancy her, I thought, before realising that it was Simon, as was. Now he seemed a completely feminised, and very sexy, slut.

Although, he must have obviously recognised me he maintained the professional attitude that was drummed into all our staff, as he told us what was on offer –various types of food, and drinks, but then there were the all important extras, which were oral, or full sex, with staff members, who included him and Barbara, whom I also glimpsed, looking as slutty as her husband. I did opt for oral sex from Simon/Simone, and enjoyed a very satisfying orgasm from him/her. I found it very hard to believe that this was the same man I had first met that time when I followed mum to the hotel room. That this beautiful, obliging, sexy tart had once been a successful businessman- who actually used to own the  place in which s/he was now working in such a degrading position. I had also changed a great deal too, I reflected, as I left a £5.00 tip to show my appreciation.

Now the profits from the once ailing business soared and soon mum and me were able to move into a big, new house, while Simon and Barbara had to move downmarket, into a smaller place in a less desirable part of town. Simon was now on the road to complete feminization: his injections had been completed, and he had embarked on surgery to make him a complete woman, and this made him less inclined to go to work every day. Mum actually wore his surgically removed balls, stuffed and gold plated, as earrings, as a symbol of her domination over men. I was appalled I must admit, at her hardness, but I had to acknowledge that I, too, had become hard compared to the naïve woman who had accidentally stumbled upon mum and Simon in the hotel bar, but then I had been a bit of a loser in life up to that point, hadn’t I?

Sad to say, both Simon and Barbara began to inhabit a risqué BDSM clubbing/party scene, where drugs were commonplace, and began to be late for their shifts at the restaurant, or even fail to go in at all.

As Human Resources manager of the company – as well as part owner with my mother - I had no choice but to sack them both. But, they were able to use the assets and skills we had given them to still make a very decent living as escorts and hostesses in clubs, and they also began to appear in porn films, with Simon/Simone very much in demand as a t girl, while Barbara made the perfect MILF slut.

Yes, I did feel guilty about what happened to them, but reflected that Simon, and possibly Barbara too, had an addictive personality – he’d been addicted to making money, and masochistic sex, and had gone on to become addicted to drugs. Also, Simon  was a wealthy businessman  when we’d met , and he didn’t achieve  that by  being unselfish – no, he  did his best to make as much money for himself and his family as possible – and that’s what me and mum were doing- as mum explained to me.

But I do think he and Barbara achieved a kind of happiness and fulfilment – he had finally escaped the pressures of business, and was now free to pursue his innate femininity and masochism, while she had shaken off her subservience to her husband, and now dominated him – and was able to pursue a life of sexual fulfilment on the BDSM scene. They were paid to follow their true identities, while providing sexual services for others, which was exactly what mum and me were doing too.

And, as for mum and me – we were happy and contented – two women, who’d managed to become assertive and confident, and liberated themselves from the passivity and submissiveness that had generally been the lot of women. We were role models, you might say, besides providing therapeutic services to the community – at a price, of course, and Simon and Barbara had paid a price – but there is no such thing as a free lunch, unfortunately, in our society.

My mother the dominatrix – the words still sound strange – and the whole thing seems completely unreal –but it is actually the truth, and has certainly led to a complete change in my own life, and new fulfilment in realising my own dominant personality; while becoming wealthy through fulfilling the dreams of those who are naturally submissive, and men who harbour a secret desire to become women, which I am always more than ready to fulfil. Well, the more women in the world the better in my opinion – and I know my mother would wholeheartedly agree!

A Cuckold’s Journey: From Executive to Sissy Faggot Slut, From the Boardroom to the Brothel –Tony/Tania’s descent into femdom degradation, transvestite humiliation, enforced feminisation and gay sex

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Hallo ‘I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘What the heck….’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘You’re drunk ‘I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Oh, have they?’ I said unenthusiastically.

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

‘And what does his wife think about it?’

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

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

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

‘What…?’

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

I felt my cock hardening.

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

‘Suck me off…please’ I begged.

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

I began to unzip my fly.

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

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

‘Bring yourself off to this.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘I this I what think it is?’ I asked.

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

‘Oh’ I said.

‘Open the next box’

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

‘Is this some kind of joke?’ I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘But that was for you’ I murmured.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Let him come over your face’ Becky shouted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Well, I need a piss,’ Kingman said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Becky, again, had an idea.

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘No, definitely not…’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘The sissy performed well’ Kingman noted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Just wanted to inspect your work’ Becky said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Get your toothbrush and tongue on that.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I reached out to her and touched her face

‘Are you ok?’ I said.

Naomi looked towards me lovingly.

But Becky saw us-

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Humiliated by the Boss, Cuckolded by the Wife: Ben’s Journey into Femdom Degradation and Sissification

Ben Hasker had been coasting along nicely in his admin job, before the takeover by an American conglomerate. Well, he made it clear that he thought himself above the job, considered it below his capabilities as an ex minor public schoolboy, and North London Polytechnic graduate.  A ‘ladies man’, married to the long suffering Jilly, he was the one who was always sneering, making cynical remarks – someone who considered working hard demeaning and uncool. So he thought little of it when the takeover happened, or when he heard that the new American management was arriving in the very next month.

The new boss turned out to be a woman, Ms Cramdom, as well as a Yank; and, to make matters worse, in Ben’s opinion, a typically power dressed, dominant woman boss, as she strode through the office besuited, big haired, scarlet lipped and high heeled: a troop of male minions struggling to keep pace with her.

‘This train don’t carry no fare dodgers’ she said as she passed Ben’s desk, where he sat pointedly yawning.

‘Bollocks’ he said under his breath, but loud enough for her to hear him.

She stopped-

‘What was that?’

‘Nothing’ Ben said ‘Just talking to myself.’

‘You said a rude word didn’t you?’

‘No, not rude, “bollocks” is a term of enthusiasm – like hurrah,’ Ben said.

‘Ms Cramdom turned to her minions – do you know what this word means?’

One man, coughed, then spoke up –

‘It means balls - it’s like saying “bullshit.”’

‘So you think you’re clever, swearing at me,’ she said. ‘Well I know a few swear words myself, you fucking English faggot. I’ll see you in my office in fifteen minutes’. She turned to again to the minion –‘Get this guy’s files ready for me immediately.’

Ben wasn’t too bothered, though, he was bit surprised at the reaction his sotto vocce sneering had met: well, it was just the kind of barely audible aside in the presence of authority Ben often made. However, he didn’t think this would be anything he couldn’t handle.  If it came to it, he might even bring himself to apologise, and assure the new boss that he would, of course, always work as hard as possible, and then he could go back to skiving and exploiting the system –something he was very skilled at.

When Ben went into Ms Cramdom’s office, she was already perusing his personal file. He sat down in the only available chair in front of her huge desk, and found himself several inches below her.

‘You need to buck up your ideas’ she said ‘your timekeeping is poor and your attendance record is terrible, and there have been complaints of harassment from female employees. There is little in here about any positive contribution you’ve made to the company.’

‘I work hard – I just don’t blow my own trumpet; and those complaints – well, that was just a couple of women who wanted to get back at me, when I turned them down after they’d thrown themselves at me. You know how it is- a woman scorned…..’ Ben said, attempting a smile.

Ms Cramdom was stony faced-

‘Well, it’s not good enough- you need to work harder... you especially need to improve your attitude. In fact, I think you need one of our obedience courses. What do you think ..?’ she turned to an assistant sitting next to her.

‘Yes, I think he definitely needs our obedience training’ the man said.

‘Right’ Ms Cramdom demanded ‘get on your knees and bark like a dog.’

Ben laughed ‘very funny.’

‘It’s not fucking funny’ Ms Cramdom shouted, so loudly Ben turned suddenly pale –

‘Do as you’re fucking told.’ Ms Cramdom leaned across the desk, her black outlined, baby blue eyes, cold and aggressive- snarling through her crimson lips.

‘I can’t do that’ Ben protested, his voice rising ‘it’s humiliating. It’s completely disrespecting my rights as an employee.’

‘You don’t have any fucking rights. The only right you have is to do what I fucking tell you to do, or to walk out of that door and not come back. So what’s your decision?’

Ben sat silent for a moment. He was dumbstruck.

‘Come on - do as you’re told, or fuck off.’

He stiffly got down onto his knees, then on all fours, and let out a couple of “woofs”, and then went to get back up again.

No stay down there, Ms Cramdom said, rifling in her desk, and pulling items out from a drawer. She went behind him – and Ben could smell her strong, sweetly feminine perfume, as he felt his trousers being unfastened, then trousers and underpants swiftly being pulled down; and her long, red fingernails on his bare arse cheeks, pulling them apart, immediately making his cock stiffen. Then he felt a sudden pain as something hard was inserted into his anus, and up inside him, which made his cock stiffen more, despite his surprise and disgust.

‘Right stand up, but don’t pull your trousers up.’

In shock, Ben stood up, feeling the discomfort of the object inserted in his arse.

Ms Cramdom then grabbed his cock, and slipped a sort of cage over it, deftly locking it.

Ben again felt his cock throbbing, but it was prevented from becoming hard by the device that now restrained it.

‘You’re to wear a butt plug and a cock restraint at all times while you’re in the office’ Ms Cramdom said- ‘you have to ask for permission whenever you wish the plug to be removed – and that will be for  obvious reasons – you’re spending too much time in the john, and we discourage unnecessary time spent there. The plug has an electronic sensor, so you won’t be able to remove it yourself, but will have to ask permission from this office. The restraining device has a key that will be kept by me, and will not be removed until your behaviour has significantly improved. Pull your trousers up and get back to work.’ She turned back to her computer screen.

‘You can’t do this’ Ben cried, but his protests were strangely muted, as if suddenly aware of his impotence. Realising he was dismissed; he hobbled back to his desk. The butt plug and the restrainer were very uncomfortable, and he felt embarrassed and thought everyone would know he was wearing such things. Things he had barely even heard of before, let along seen, or, heaven help him – been made to wear. He felt reduced, degraded, and unable to make his usual sneering, cynical witticisms. He bent his head, and meekly carried on with work –trying to be conscientious, but his mind was a whirlpool of conflicting emotions – anger, humiliation, vulnerability, fear.

Before Ben left work that evening, he couldn’t remove the offending objects, and didn’t want to ask  at Ms Cramdom’s office, and had to travel the all the way home on the train still wearing them, despite dying for a shit. How could he remove them, without asking his wife, Jilly, to take them out for him? But how could he do that? What would she think about him having allowed such things to be done to him? What had happened to his pride and self-respect? But, of course, this was only temporary – someone’s idea of a sick joke. Tomorrow everything would be sorted out, Ben told himself.

However, that night, there was nothing Ben could do but explain matters to his wife, though she was incredulous and found it hard to comprehend.

‘You agreed to be treated this way because you were frightened of losing your job?’

‘Well. Yes, basically. But, I know it’s not serious – it’s some kind of joke, they can’t really make me wear these stupid things.’

‘But you are wearing them, Ben – here, with me, your wife, in your own home’ Jilly said. She was astonished -what had happened to the man she thought she knew? Brash, cynical, his own man, who wouldn’t bow the knee to anyone. What was it he had said when news of the American takeover at CAE went through?-

‘You won’t catch me as a corporate lackey for the Yanks.’

What hold did this Ms Cramdom have over him? Jilly was intrigued by a woman who had such power over her husband, power which she’d never had over him herself, and she felt her respect for him vanishing, and he noticed the look of contempt in her eyes, as she said distastefully -

‘Well bend over then and I’ll take those things off, or out, or whatever you do.’

What humiliation Ben felt as he bent over, and held his arse cheeks wide for his wife to pull the sex toy from his behind; but, also, even more humiliatingly perhaps, he felt has cock growing hard, and pushing against

the cage’s confines– which his wife also noticed. She was also shocked at her own excitement at her husband’s humiliation.

The plug made a loud, electronic whining noise when removed – without the sensor being turned off, as warned by Ms Cramdom – and it would only stop when replaced in Ben’s anus, thus just allowing him enough time to have a much needed crap. The cock restraint couldn’t be removed without the key. Ben could pee through a hole in the tip, but was unable to have an erection, and obviously having sex with his wife was out of the question.

‘Are you telling me that your employer is stopping you from having sex with your wife as a punishment for a misdemeanour at work?’ Jilly asked incredulously?

‘Well…..’ Ben stuttered.

Ben continued at work wearing the butt plug and restrainer, being treated like a naughty child, having to ask permission from staff much younger and more junior than himself for permission to go the toilet, then having to wait for someone to deactivate the sensor so the plug could be removed – and this duty was the responsibility lowest status worker of all – a young female temp in her early twenties, who distastefully donned a pair of latex gloves for the task.

Now he became used to the sniggers at as he walked to the photocopier or went to lunch. He felt an alien in his own office, as many of the older staff disappeared, replaced by young men and women, many of them American, who thought nothing of staying late in the office and burning the midnight oil. Ben tried it be his old self, making them laugh with cynical comments, but it just seemed that everyone was laughing at, rather than with, him. At home, his wife also didn’t have her old respect for him, and even seemed, incredibly, to find dark humour in the situation. Why didn’t he leave- just walk out of the job? He didn’t really know why- he just felt very vulnerable and afraid.

Things came to a head the night of Marty Marlin’s leaving do. Ben was standing there having a drink -in fact he’d had a quite a few- watching the scene as everyone enjoyed themselves and let their hair down, when suddenly hands grasped him and he was thrust into a small toilet. Female hands, that weren’t very gentle as they stripped him of his clothes, while others held him, and a razor was applied to his hairy legs, then stockings pulled over them, a basque put on him, and pulled tight from behind, heavy makeup plastered over his face, very high women’s stilettos put on his feet, and a blonde wig carefully fitted on his head, and held in place with some form of adhesive. He vaguely noticed people filming the whole scene on mobile phone cameras. The brutal hands, with their delicately manicured and painted nails, made sure they brushed against his restrained cock, making it throb against the confines of its cage, and causing his  balls to ache, heavy with their unspent load -

‘How does it feel to be groped yourself’ he recognised Lucy Wright from Accounts voice, one of the women who had made a complaint against him for sexual harassment.

‘Yeah, now you know how it feels to be used and humiliated’ and again Ben realised he knew the speaker – Karen, that little blonde from Reception he’d had a  brief fling with…….OK , so he hadn’t told her he was married, but so what, there was no need to have made such a fuss when she found out.

‘I’d love to see your wife’s face when she sees you like this’, Karen laughed viciously.

‘She won’t see me’ Ben protested, because as soon as I’m away from here ‘I’ll change back into my suit, and bin all this rubbish.’

‘Rubbish?’ Ellie, from IT said – this stuff cost a fortune, especially the heels. Look, you won’t be able to wear your suit’- she pointed to a toilet cubicle -‘it’s in there, and Jane has had a good pee over it – and then it’s going into the garbage.’

‘You can’t do this – I’ll report you.’

‘No use mate– it’s Ms Cramdom who put us up to it – we have her full support’ Lucy crowed triumphantly.

Before Ben knew it, in his befuddled, shocked, half drunk state, he was bundled out of the building and into a taxi, and the driver given his home address. Ben avoided making conversation with the curious cabby during the journey, and struggled to find the money for the fare in the woman’s handbag into which the contents of his pockets and wallet had been transferred, but managed to find a wad of notes and thrust it into the cabby’s grasp, before staggering up the drive to his house in the alien high heels. Finally managing to open the front door, he could hear that Jilly was watching a late film on TV. When she first saw her husband teetering into the lounge in high heels, mini skirted, heavily made up and with flowing  blonde ringlets, she firstly wondered how a cheap slut had got into the house, then she was appalled, then strangely excited. This was the sort of thing she’d started reading about on the internet, since her husband’s initial humiliation -and imagining him as a sissy, to now be dominated by her. Her humiliated husband, dressed and made up like a slut, and actually making quite a sexy looking woman. Yes, she felt sorry for him, and saddened at his loss of status – but she also felt incredibly turned on by seeing him like this. She suddenly felt a surge of dominant feelings, that she had never known she had, but which she had been becoming more and more aware of since all this began.

She had actually done some research on the subject of sissification and cross dressing husbands, and although his humiliation wasn’t something that he’d wanted, he seemed to be acquiescing in it – as if he might secretly be embracing it. And now, things seemed to have gone to a new level with this latest episode.

She took a coolly feminine interest in the clothes Ben’s female work colleagues had dressed him in: they were quite expensive and probably purchased in the area around Ben’s central London office, which meant that you’d be paying two to three times as much to buy them as elsewhere. It seemed a pity than such glamorous clothes as the red satin blouse, and black, wet look, mini skirt and dark stockings were wasted on him. Not to mention the high heels, which obviously must have come from a specialist shop, or probably off of the internet, to fit his size ten feet.

‘My, you do look a sexy sissyboy’ she said.

‘Oh thanks,’ he mumbled sarcastically – ‘now will you help me to get out of this ridiculous outfit. I just want a bath and then get to bed.’

‘Wait a minute – I don’t think to should be allowed to go to bed yet, not before you’ve pleasured me.’

‘What do you mean? – look I’m not in the mood for that now.’

‘Well – I am’ she said emphatically ‘and things are going to change around here – what I say goes.’

It aroused strange feelings in her – the routine humiliation of her husband. It diminished him in her eyes, and she felt sorry for him, yet she became excited herself with her own new found power over him – her recognition of the power of her own sexuality. Thinking of ways to compound his humiliation, which he seemed to perversely enjoy, despite his protests, preoccupied her, and gave her sex life a renewed zest and excitement. Her research on the internet, about women who did this sort of thing to their husbands – men who actually secretly wanted to be treated in such a way. These women would also take lovers, and have sex with them with their husbands’ full consent, and even in front of them. They were known as ‘hotwives’. Jilly fancied being a hotwife – the more she thought of it, the more she liked the idea. Usually these women seemed to have affairs with virile, young black men, because they found them attractive, obviously, but also because this caused their feminised husbands maximum humiliation to see their wives having sex with a virile, well hung black guy.

‘Get down on your knees and lick me out you useless wanker’ Jilly ordered Ben.

‘What?’

You fucking heard.’

Ben was appalled and shocked. He had never heard his wife swear before.

But …he found himself kneeling down, and presenting his mouth to Jilly’s suddenly bared fanny.

‘Come on then. Give it a good lick clean.’ He stuck out his tongue, poked it into his wife’s surprisingly wet vagina, and began to lick away.

‘I haven’t had a wash today,’ she informed him, pressing herself at Ben’s mouth, allowing his tongue to penetrate her slippery, smelly cunt. She orgasmed quickly, explodes into her husband’s lipsticked mouth, her juices trickling down his chin, staining the delicate satin of his blouse. It was only after that that Ben was allowed to go to bed, falling into an exhausted sleep, where he had disturbing dreams of himself dressed as a compliant, sissy slut in prison, being gangbanged by the other prisoners, who sold tickets, and queued up to fuck him.

The next morning Ben had a hangover, as well as feeling completely mortified at his further humiliation.  What had happened to the mobile phone films that had been taken of him last night at the party? Why did his wife seem to be turned on by the sight of him in female clothing?

Soon after arriving at work, wearing chinos and a casual jacket, having no idea what had happened to his suit, but not returning the women’s clothing on Jilly’s insistence, Ben was presented with further humiliation. He was called into the office again, and felt fear in the pit of his stomach, rather than his old arrogance. He was wearing his plug and restrainer as instructed.

‘Hasker, you haven’t met Al Jackson, the new American Regional Manager have you?’

‘No…’

‘Well you’re about to make his acquaintance.’

To Ben’s astonishment the man unzipped his fly, and let his pendulous cook pop out-

‘Suck that you sissy bitch’ he said loudly.

‘You heard him’ Ms Cramdom said.

‘I can’t’ Ben heard his voice as if it were someone else speaking – a voice weedy and non-assertive in its protestation, whereas once he would have told Ms Cramdom to piss off, and stormed out of the office.

‘Well,’ she said ‘you’ve got a choice Hasker – suck his cock, or vacate your deck immediately. If you can’t perform the tasks we ask of you then you’re of no further use to this company.’

And again Ben felt himself submissively complying, as if someone else was inhabiting  his body – a submissive little sissy, who only existed to serve and give others pleasure - and kneeling before someone to give them sexual favours, but this time not his wife, but a stranger – and a male stranger at that. He took the man’s cock in his mouth; it tasted salty and sweaty -

‘Come on you Limey faggot, Ms Cramdom has told me all about you, give me a good blow job, or your annual report might be downgraded even more.’

Ben sucked away – it seemed to come naturally to him. Well he knew what men liked in a blow job, since he had educated Jilly in the art, and she’d become an expert, despite her initial disgust. Jackson grew hard, until he suddenly withdrew and allowed his semen to spurt all over Ben’s face and hair.

Jackson quickly wiped his cock with a tissue and zipped up his pants.

‘You can go now’ he said coldly, and turned to Ms Cramdom-

‘About the new franchise in, where is it- Edinburgh...?’

‘Yes, Edinburgh’ she replied.

Ben got to his feet, wiped his face, hair and shirt front as best he could with a tissue, and walked, head bowed from the office, and back to his desk without making eye contact with anyone.

Ms Cramdom had started getting in contact with Jilly. She herself was also a hotwife with a sissy husband, she explained, and this was the only way for a modern woman to be, in her opinion –

‘We’re the stronger sex,’ she said ‘and we have to keep men in their place, otherwise they just fuck everything up.’

Jilly began to admire Ms Cramdom, or Gail as she asked Jilly to call her. She discussed Ben’s situation at the corporation with her, and explained that his treatment was in his own best interests –

‘We knew straightway that he would never amount to anything in the role he inhabited, and thus we are preparing him for a far more relevant position in the company – one from which he will be more suited, and thus happier in his work’

‘I see’ Jilly said – ‘well I was surprised at how easily he seemed to accept his new status, and put up with things I never thought he would put up with’.

‘That’s because he isn’t really as macho as he appears’ Gail Cramdom said wisely. ‘Anyway, we have a proposal for the last stage of his rehabilitation, and it is something in which you can be involved – we think you’ll find it rewarding.’

And thus Jilly agreed upon a scenario that Ben and her would take part in, something that seemed exciting and dangerous, and was to be organised by her personally liaising with Ms Cramdom.

A number of leaflets were printed and left in swingers clubs and round well known dogging sites-

‘Sissy faggot slut- tied up and blindfolded for people to do they like to. Also his sexy hotwifwe, who likes having sex with strangers in front of him. Old Wood dogging site, Rochester, Friday, 17th October, 7pm’.

The day of the planned event arrived and Ben got himself ready as instructed by Jilly. It had been several months now since Ben had first arrived home dressed a sissy slut, and now Jilly regularly made him dress in such a way, which he seemed to now enjoy, and look forward to. She had also been taking lovers, many of them young black American internees from Ben’s office, recommended by Gail Cramdom. Ben would be present when Jilly brought these men home, dressed in full sissy costume – watching his wife pleasured, though not being allowed to do so himself, and sometimes having to lick the men’s cocks clean after they had made love to his wife.

Jilly trusted Ben to get himself ready these days. He was even allowed to do his own make- up, and he’d had plenty of practise. But, it would be inspected by Jilly, and if there was the slightest problem, he‘d be made to do it again. So Ben carefully applied the layers of eyeliner, lipstick, eye shadow and blusher. Putting make up on was something that always turned him on, and he had become very adept at it, after his early botched efforts. As he pulled his stockings over his freshly shaved legs, he felt his cock harden against his chastity device, and wished he could do something about it – but knew that this was entirely dependent upon the whims of his wife – and today she’d promised him that the device would be temporarily removed.

So, stomach churning, Ben sat next to Jilly, as they drove into the country on a pleasant autumn day, with the leaves golden on the trees. It was before the pre- arranged time, and there was no one around. Gill had everything worked out with Ms Cramdom, or Gail as she referred to her now. The area, a well known dogging spot, had been scouted, and it had been decided to handcuff Ben to a wooden bench, hidden by trees on all sides.

Ben knelt beside the bench with one wrist cuffed to it. This gave him some freedom of movement, which his wife explained was to give people   chances to do different things to him, than for his comfort. It was, indeed, hard to stay comfortable – he could kneel or sit on the damp ground, sit on the armrest of the bench or stand. Ben was blindfolded, and a sign hung around his neck – ‘I am a sissy faggot slut – do what you want to me.’

Jilly had set up hidden camera behind a bush, and disappeared. Ben was alone and suddenly felt immensely vulnerable. , but also very excited – anyone really could come along, and do what they wanted to him– and he wouldn’t be able to do anything about it. The time passed slowly, and it grew darker, and no one came, until, suddenly, he heard footsteps, glimpsed the beam of a torch through his blindfold. A man’s voice –

‘What have we have got here, look at the state of it.’

A woman’s voice ‘what a mess – what shall we do to it.’

‘Has it got a cock? Check if it’s got a cock’

Ben felt a hand go up his skirt and roughly grab his balls and cock, a female hand-

‘Yes, it has - a cock and a pair of balls.’

‘Ha, ha -I wonder if it will suck me off. Oi, get down your hands and knees and suck me off’ the man demanded.

Ben knelt down, and felt the man’s cock press against his lips. He opened his mouth and began to suck it. It throbbed inside his mouth, when, suddenly, the man withdrew his cock and came over Ben’s face – semen dripped down onto his chest, staining the sign around his neck, as the massive bulge of his erection was plain for all to see through the thin, feminine fabrics that encased it.

‘Now lick my missus off’ the man demanded, and Ben felt the woman’s soft, moist fanny pressed to his lips, and his cock grew even harder as he enthusiastically lapped away at her moist cunt.

Ben could hear the voices of more people on the scene. He felt something wet spurt against his face, as a jet of pee hit it, and gushed over him like a fountain. The warm liquid ran down his face, and into his mouth. What could new more humiliating than to have a strange man piss on you?

Well, the next thing that happened was even more humiliating for Ben – forced onto all fours, his bum cheeks were pulled apart, revealing his anus, now devoid of the plug for the evening, and a man’s huge cock pressed into him. He had never felt such discomfort, but as the cock eased up him, his anus accommodated it, and Ben was ashamed to find himself becoming erect. A woman’s silky fingers grasped his cock and began rhythmically masturbating him, while he was fucked from behind. He came with a loud cry, into a container the woman held in place, and which, after he had finished shooting his substantial load into it, she held to his mouth-

‘Come on, you fucking fairy,’ she said in an American accent ‘drink your own spunk up. That guy who just fucked you was sent as a present from Ms Cramdom – he’s one of the biggest young black studs we have working for us, and he’s regularly been fucking your wife.’

Ben could see the flashes of cameras through his blindfold, as more people did more things to him, as well as verbally abusing him. Soon he was a reeking mess, covered in semen, piss and mud, with  ‘slut’ written on his forehead in pink lipstick, the colour running into his own thick makeup.

Then, Suddenly Ben’s blindfold was pulled off, and he blinked as the lights of car headlamps dazzled him. A small crowd now stood around him- jeering, laughing, and sneering. Then he saw why his blindfold had been pulled off – Jilly walked towards him, as much as she could walk in the heels she was wearing – teetered would have been a better word. She was wearing flimsy black crotchless knickers, suspenders and stockings, and a peephole black bra, revealing her huge, swollen nipples. As she approached some men got their cocks out and began to masturbate. Next thing, Jilly was up against tree, and men, many of them black, were fondling her, until one, apparently the man who had fucked Ben, slipped his cock inside her, to the sound of her moans. Ben’s own cock, now free, after weeks of restraint, hardened and became erect again.

A man who had been fondling Jilly came up to Ben and thrust his soaking fingers into Ben’s mouth –

‘Taste your wife’s come’ he said, laughing, and Ben tasted his own wife’s distinctive, womanly essence on another man’s fingers. Ben began to stroke his cock with his free hand – the pleasure made him dizzy after so long. As the young black man’s fucking of Jilly against the tree grew faster and faster, so Ben’s groans became louder, until he came with an all mighty explosion of pent up frustration, his semen bursting forth in an arc, much to the amusement of the small crowd; while, almost simultaneously, Jilly’s moans of delight pierced the night air, as she too had a massive orgasm.

The whole experience was both mortifying and very fulfilling for Ben, and also gave him a new insight into himself. He realised how much part of him, a previously secret part, liked inhabiting a submissive, sissy cuckold role both personally and professionally. He continued at work in a role of greatly reduced status, and pay – though that was more than compensated by Jilly’s employment by the company, becoming Ms Cramdom’s, with whom she was now having an affair, right hand woman,. Ben was little more than an office junior now, permanently on call to Ms Cramdom, and Jilly, to make coffee, do photocopying, and run out to the local café to get sandwiches. He would also help prepare the conference room, making sure that the water bottles were filled, and that there were fresh flowers. And, importantly, he also had to be on hand to provide ‘special’ services to corporate guests, and visiting bigwigs, and he was in particular demand at conferences. The films of him at the leaving party being dressed in women’s clothes, and at the dogging site, were all over the internet, and were used by the company to advertise his charms. Jilly was also popular at such functions, and was used to help young black American internees to fit into the company, and feel at home in England. They would wine and dine her, and then she would take them home, where Ben would enact maid duties, and also lick their cocks and Jilly’s fanny clean, after she’d been fucked by them.

Ben no longer wore conventional business suits to work, but female looking trouser suits in various pastel shades. His now long hair was in a ponytail or pinned up beneath a cap; and he wore subtle make up, saving the full slut look which Jilly so liked him in, for outside work. He would get home early and make Jilly’s dinner, and do the household chores before she got in.

So, all in all, the American takeover of Ben’s company had worked out very well for both Ben and Jilly. And, when Jilly had a lovely black baby by one of the American internees, she named her Gail after Gail Cramdom, whom she also asked to be the child’s Godmother. ‘I owe everything to her’ she would tell people ‘and so does Ben or Brenda as he is now known, though he doesn’t always seem to appreciate what’s happened to him.’ She would nod towards the fully sissified Ben, clad in a lilac trouser suit, as he scuttled around trying to service all the guests’ needs, which included their ‘special’ needs, at some corporate bash. Ms Cramdom had recommended a series of injections, and Ben/Brenda’s shape was becoming increasingly womanly, along with his incipient breasts, and his higher pitched voice.

Ben’s initial encounter with the formidable Ms Gail Cramdom had momentous consequences for him, and for Jilly too. But I’ll leave it up to you, to decide whether or not you think Gail Cramdom’s intervention in Ben’s life was beneficial for him or not - but he certainly seemed to accept, and even embrace, his fate, as if he was fulfilling his destiny.
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