

Forcibly Feminised by His Wife’s Sister

When Ruth’s Sister Megan Came to Stay, It Had Devastating Consequences for Both Her and Husband, Jeff

It all began when my wife’s sister, Megan, came from Wales to live with us.  I was a bit hesitant when my wife presented me with the proposition –

‘We’ll have no privacy, why can’t she get a place of her own – surely she’d prefer that, and I certainly would.’ I’d moaned.

‘Oh, but she will be getting her own place, this will only be a temporary base for her before she can find a place.’

Being a soft, easy-going person, I relented. I also remembered that Megan was very sexy:

‘OK then – no problem, as long as she understands it’s only a temporary roof over her head until she finds somewhere more suitable.’

‘Thanks Jeff, you’re such a love. I really appreciate it you know. Megan will be so grateful.’

Megan Arrives, But Soon Runs into Conflict with Jeff Over Who Does the Housework

Megan arrived two days later, and she soon made herself at home. Well, almost immediately she began acting as if she owned the place. But I tried to make the best of things for Ruth’s sake, and in the knowledge that the situation wouldn’t last for very long. Also, I have to admit that I fancied Megan, fancied her a lot. She was much different to Ruth, who had a bland, blonde prettiness, and was quite demure and feminine. Megan, on the other hand, was dark and dominating, given to voicing her opinions in a loud Welsh accent, accompanied by a throaty laugh. She also dressed, very sexily (as opposed to my wife’s conservative business suits during the week, and jeans and t shirts at weekends) in tight miniskirts, barely covering stocking tops (Ruth always wore tights, despite my telling how much Stockings and suspenders turned me on), low cut blouses revealing her ample cleavage; and loads of thickly applied make up, and dark red lips and nails, vividly contrasting with her jet-black hair.

Did I have a chance here? I conjectured, fantasising about a discrete liaison with Megan when Ruth was at work. I felt guilty about this, but I simply couldn’t help having such thoughts. Well, I was a red-blooded bloke, wasn’t I?

However, almost immediately I ran into conflict with Megan. Ruth had a demanding full-time job, as an office manager, while I was a self-employed, and worked from home in Research. It suited us, as far as I was concerned. But on the second day of her stay, Megan said to me, just as I was about to go into my office to start my day’s work

‘Don’t you think you should tidy the place up- it’s filthy, and you can’t expect Ruth to do it after she’s been at work all day.’

‘She usually catches up with housework at the weekends’ I said. ‘I have to work too you know.’

‘Yeah, but you’re here all day, not travelling miles. Don’t tell me that you’re working every minute of every day. And another thing, I noticed that for dinner yesterday you gave Ruth a microwave meal - can’t you cook her a proper, wholesome dinner?’

‘Well, now you’re here, you can cook you can cook it’ I said.

‘Just because I’m a woman doesn’t mean I should do all the cooking and housework. It’s your wife and your house, you should do it. I’m busy looking for my own place anyway.’

‘I’ll see – I’ll try and do some cleaning if I have time’ I said defensively.

‘I’ll keep you to that’ Megan said. ‘I need to look after my sister – she’s not your skivvy, you know.’

‘I don’t think that’ I protested lamely.

‘Well, you should take on the bulk of the cooking and cleaning then.’

‘I’ll try and do more’ I said unconvincingly. And indeed, I wasn’t thinking of doing more, I didn’t have time, and besides this was women’s work. Megan would be gone soon, out of my hair, I reflected, though I couldn’t stop thinking about having sex with her, and still thought I was in with a chance. Well, she’d fancy a real man like me, one who didn’t do housework, whatever she said, wouldn’t she?

Jeff is Highly Aroused Watching Megan Put on Her Lipstick

Later that day I stopped work at lunchtime for a sandwich and cup of coffee. Megan was sitting on the living-room sofa putting on her lipstick, using a small hand mirror, and I was trying not to stare. Well, I was turned on by watching women put on makeup, especially women as sexy as Megan, who I really fancied, as I’ve said. I didn’t realise, but she could see me in the mirror, looking at her. She turned ‘So you like makeup, then?’

My pulse quickened at her attention, though her question rather threw me. I was married to her sister, of course, but we could get it on discretely, couldn’t we? Ruth would never find out.

‘I like to see you wearing makeup, it really suits you’ I answered, trying to make my voice sound a bit suggestive.

‘Most men don’t like women to wear a lot of makeup. Well, that’s what they say. But, I say fuck what men think – I just love make up, the more the better. So, you like make up, then – do you ever wear it yourself, in private like?’

This wasn’t going how I’d hoped. Didn’t she realise that I fancied her, a lot, and didn’t this make her feel flattered?

‘You know – you’d look good wearing makeup, you’ve got the right kind of face- a pretty boy.’ She said, completely throwing me.

This wasn’t going where I wanted it to at all. I felt myself blush, especially as an unwelcome memory surfaced from my unconscious: of me, aged sixteen, taking my mum’s lipstick from her handbag, and her mascara, and secretly applying them to my own face, before wanking before my reflection in the mirror. Did Megan know something......? She couldn’t possibly.

‘No, I don’t think makeup would suit me’ I forced a laugh.

‘Oh, I think it would. Why don’t we try – a bit of lippy and some eyeshadow. Ruth won’t recognise you when she gets home.’

She walked towards me holding the lipstick – lipstick had never seemed so sexual to me, as I felt my cock growing uncomfortably inside my pants.

‘Look’ she was saying ‘I know your secret, that you’re a pouf, a Nancy Boy, but don’t worry, I won’t let on to Ruth. She’s always been naïve, you know.’

This was the woman whom moments ago I’d believed was attracted to me, and had been fantasising about having sex with, but all along she thought I was gay!

‘No’ I said ‘I don’t want to wear lipstick, or any kind of makeup come to that’ I laughed, but Megan kept advancing towards me –

‘Come on, know you want to – I can see that’ and it was her turn to laugh – a mocking, innuendo laced laugh, as she looked very deliberately at my crotch, to where my penis bulged noticeably beneath my trousers.

‘Come on, just lean your head back a bit’ she said, and I felt helpless to resist, as she forcefully grasped my chin between her thumb and forefinger, tilted my head back, and began applying the vivid scarlet paint to my thin lips. Now my cock was seriously threatening to burst from the waistband of my trousers.

‘This really turns you on doesn’t it – wearing makeup just like a woman. You really are gay.’

I wanted to tell her that no, I definitely wasn’t gay. In fact, I badly wanted to fuck her, but I was unable to speak, with my lips held in a rigid pout for her to apply the transgressive crimson stain.

‘You need some lipliner to make your lips fuller. Hold on.’

She went and picked up her handbag and bought it across. I could smell the aroma from it of various perfumes, and lotions, as she opened it, which only added to my arousal. She applied the thick, brown lipliner round the outside of my lips, visibly making them fuller, and then filled in with the lipstick. I was amazed at how my face was transformed. A pretty woman stared back at me from the mirror.

‘Oh yeah – this really makes a difference’ she said ‘you’re already starting to look the part. We might as well finish the job, then you really will look like a woman.’

All I could do was nod haplessly, any protests I made now would have lacked any credibility, so aroused was I by this, which I didn’t want to stop. I wanted to be made up, and to look like, a woman. But I mainly wanted to screw Megan. How could I communicate this to her?

I reached out and brushed her right breast with my fingers. She abruptly knocked my hand away –

‘You’re not supposed to be interested in me like that’ she said.

‘But I am’ I managed to utter.’ There I’d told her.

‘What. Aw come off it, you’re not impressing me you know. I’d respect you more if you embraced your feminine side, and I have to admit that turns me on.’

Turned her on! Well maybe the was a way in for me after all.

As if she could read my mind, her red fingernailed hand reached down to my cock, obvious through my trousers, and gently brushed it through the material –

‘My, you are big, especially for a sissy boy. It’s just a shame that sissies don’t turn me on at all, I only like to be fucked by real men. However, I am turned on by making you feminine, so maybe we can still have some fun. Ruth must never know though’ she said confidentially.

I shook my head – ‘no, of course not’

Now my cock was aching with pent up desire.

‘Do something’ I muttered ‘bring me off or something, if you won’t let me fuck you.’

She giggled, and took her hand from touching my engorged member.

‘Well, that’s up to me isn’t it. I’m in control here – you’re just a hapless sissy boy. I’m playing the male role and you the female, and you do what I say.’

‘Yes’ I muttered helplessly, my voice hoarse.

‘“Yes, Miss” she said firmly, ‘from now on you’re to address me as Miss. Let me hear you say it.’

‘Yes, Miss I said urgently.

I needed to cum desperately. Usually, in such a situation with a woman, this would be the prelude to getting it on together, but Megan wasn’t disposed to rush, and I had no idea what she had in mind for me.

I soon found out though –

‘I’m going to wank you off into this glass, and then you’re going to drink your own cum, OK?’

‘OK.’ I mumbled hoarsely

‘That’s what I like to hear – good manners. But you’ve forgotten something.’

‘What?’ I was nearly fainting in desperation.

‘Please Miss...’

‘Please Miss, make me cum.’ I gasped.

She unzipped my trousers, and my cock sprang to attention. She began to massage it very slowly, each stroke eliciting a groan from me, but after a few strokes I could contain myself no longer, and my swollen member began to twitch. When I came, Megan directed me cum into a glass quickly, and only a little was lost- spurting wildly across the floor, before she’d firmly pressed my cock’s bulbous, throbbing head into the long wine glass. I seemed to endlessly spurt, loads of creamy white cum, until the glass was nearly full.

She picked it up – ‘now drink it’ she said.

Emptied and sated, I now was repulsed by the idea, but raised the glass to my lips and allowed the thickly opaque cream to drip into my mouth, where I nearly gagged on the salty taste – which was more psychological than physical.

‘Ha, ha’ she laughed – look, she’s nearly being sick. ‘How does it feel to drink your own cum – it might make you spunkier, instead of like a wee girl. You should thank me for it.’

‘Thank you’ I heard a distant voice saying, and then realised it was my own.

‘What? You’re forgetting something.’

‘Thank you,’ Miss, I said obsequiously.

‘You’re welcome’ she replied, and giggled. ‘Ruth will be in soon, but I’d love to continue with this tomorrow. You really enjoyed this didn’t you?’

‘I enjoyed you putting make on me, and bringing me off......Miss.’

‘But not drinking your cum? Well, you certainly enjoyed me wanking you off, didn’t you?’

Yes Miss, I really did.’

‘And you love being humiliated, don’t you?’

‘Yes, I suppose so.’

‘No suppose about it – just look at how hard you get. So, I’m sure you secretly enjoyed me making you drink your own cum. In a masochistic way, of course. Anyway, get cleaned up and get that make up off before Ruth gets home.’

‘How do I get it off,’ I asked anxiously.

‘Look’ she indicated the bathroom – you’ll find everything there. Get a move on and make sure it’s all off before Ruth gets in.’

I began sorting through Ruth’s various tubes and sprays, choosing some cleansing pads and a jar of cream. The makeup was difficult to get off, and I kept scrubbing away, worried in case I left any trace of what I’d been up to with Megan.

The front door opened and Ruth came in. I was in the kitchen – Megan had got me cooking dinner, while she sat in an armchair reading a magazine, with a glass of wine and smoking a cigarette, something I hated.

‘Oh, I see you’ve got him well trained’ Ruth said to her sister ‘he doesn’t usually cook, apart from sticking something in the microwave.’

‘Well, he should cook your dinner when you’re out at work all day. You need a proper meal’ Megan said ‘he’s got time to do it, so why not.’

‘You’ve got time as well’ Ruth smiled.

‘Why should I do it, women always have to do the chores. He’s your husband after all.’

‘Would you like a husband who did the cooking then?’

‘I only like real men, Alpha males, and he’s no Alpha male.’

‘You’re right there, but he’s a love’ Ruth laughed. ‘Well done anyway, he never takes much notice of me.’

‘You just need to put him in the picture’ Megan said, giving no hint of what had gone on that afternoon.

I came through with my wife’s dinner on a plate-  some lamb chops,

which I’d found in the freezer, with broccoli and potatoes, all freshly prepared and cooked by me, rather than a microwave meal. Ruth’s face was a picture, as if she couldn’t believe what she was seeing-

‘You’re obviously a good influence on my husband’ she said to her sister- ‘I like it.’

‘Oh, he just needs a bit of guidance, that’s all. I told him what to do and he did it. He’s a good man really. Aren’t you?’ she looked at me, and I blushed.

I caught my wife’s eyes, and I could she was a bit suspicious, but I was certain she would never in a million years guess what really happened. She probably thought I’d been flirting with her sister. if only she knew the truth.

‘Hope you enjoy it’ I muttered.

‘Jeff’s keen to do more around the house, aren’t you darling?’ Megan said, again a winking at me ‘as I said, he just needs a bit of guidance.’

‘Well I’m certainly all in favour of that.’ Ruth replied.

My heart sank.

Ruth stared at me –

‘You’re not wearing mascara, are you?’

I felt my face redden – ‘Of course not, it’s probably where I was touching up a bit of black paint on the cellar door, and wiped my eyes with paint on my fingers.’

‘You want to be careful – you don’t want to get paint in your eyes.’

She said with concern.

‘He’s turning into a tranny, wearing your makeup when you’re out’ Megan giggled ‘that’s why he doing all the chores, he wants to be more feminine.’

I glared at her.

‘I wish’ Ruth said. ‘Imagine if blokes were more like women.’

‘It’d be fun, until you actually wanted to sleep with one.’ Megan said.

‘I don’t know – a sensitive man can be very sexy.’ Ruth protested.

‘A sensitive guy, yes, a Pansy Boy, no.’

‘I’d give a lot for a man who takes his share of the housework, no matter how effeminate he might be.’ My wife said with conviction.

‘Jeff can be that man – can’t you darling?’ Megan winked at me again-

‘Caring and sensitive, and does the housework for his hard-working wife, but still very much a man.’

I forced a smile – ‘I do my best.’

‘That’s it then. You’ve no need to bother with cooking and cleaning from now on Ruth.’ Megan said, laughing.

‘Have you seen his idea of cleaning, a couple of flicks with a duster, and I have to go over it afterwards.’ Ruth smiled benignly.

‘I’ll make sure he does it to an acceptable standard.’ Megan replied.

And she wasn’t joking, I found, when the next day Megan told me that I needed to clean the house, because “how could Ruth be expected to do it, her with a full-time job?”’

I nearly, but didn’t have the courage, asked her why she didn’t do the chores herself, instead of sitting around watching TV, drinking wine and smoking.

I still had fantasies about her, of course, how could I not – that there might be something between us, that could lead to a discrete bit of hanky- panky while Ruth was at work. Surely, she didn’t really think I was gay? Well, I’d soon show her that I wasn’t given half a chance.

But, I had to say that she didn’t give the impression of fancying me, if I was being realistic, though she definitely and perversely seemed turned on by making me into a woman. Was she a lesbian, I wondered? Anyway, that wasn’t what I wanted at all. It had pleased my masculine vanity to think she was attracted to me, and I’d been consumed with desire for her, and endlessly fantasised about it, but this being made to wear makeup, and forcibly being feminised by her... well, the bulge in my trousers at the thought of this, showed me how it turned me on, despite myself. But this wasn’t a road I wanted to go down at all. Better to keep my distance from her than to have a relationship with her just treating me as plaything, and me not getting even getting to fuck her. No, I didn’t want to go down that road. I kept getting hard thinking about what had happened the previous day, and I’d actually had to go into the toilet to secretly masturbate over it, when Ruth had turned away from my advances in bed that night. And I knew that if I’d had sex with my wife, I’d only be thinking about the incident with Megan anyway. I had to admit that I was obsessed with the woman, despite the fact that she seemed out of reach – in the way I wanted anyway.

I went into my office, and sat down at my laptop, and prepared to start work. Megan had been told that she shouldn’t interrupt me while I was in the study, because this was where I worked. However, there was a knock on the door.

‘Yes, I said, irritated, but turned on at the same time, knowing it was Megan. I wondered if it showed in my tone of voice.

‘Can I come in? I need to talk to you about something important.’

God, even her voice, with her sexily husky Welsh accent, aroused me.

‘What is it?’

‘It’s important-I need to see you.’

‘Oh, come in if you have to.’ I relented and went and unlocked the door.

Megan entered, and I noticed – how could I not- that she’d got changed, from jeans and sweatshirt she’d worn at breakfast, into a red, PVC mini skirt, black stockings and heels, and lacy see through top. Straightaway, I was hard. Then she came up behind me at the desk, and I felt her hand on my shoulder. I looked down to see her nails were painted bright red. She caressed my shoulder –

‘How do you like my nail polish?’ she said softly.

‘Look, I need to get on with my work’ I spluttered.

Her hand rose to my face and softly caressed it, slightly scratching it with the edge of a scarlet fingernail. My fetish for makeup includes nail polish, and now I was weak with desire.

‘I’d bet you’d like me to paint your nails like this wouldn’t you?’

My throat was dry –

‘No, I would not. I need to get on with my work’ I said, my cock like a tent pole in my trousers.

‘Oh, I can see that you would like it’ she looked down at my bulging crotch ‘well we can do it right now., don’t worry about that boring work.’

‘Do what?’ I asked in a small voice.

‘Put nail varnish on you. What did you think I meant?’ she said with mock innocence? ‘Look, I happen to have the bottle – and produced a small bottle of the thick red liquid, and waved it in front of my face. She gently took my hand and lifted it, so it was flat, palm down, fingers splayed. She pulled a chair up beside me, and placed my hand on her lap, wear I could feel the warmth of her body. Now I was incapable of resisting, as she began to coat my nails with the sexily scarlet varnish, with its distinctive aroma. Soon both sets of fingernails were painted.

‘We can’t stop at your nails’ she said ‘you might as well go the whole hog now – full make up.’

I knew I didn’t want to resist, even though I knew I should: that I wanted this sexy woman, whom I so wanted to fuck, to make me up like a woman. Which is what she did.

I looked in the mirror – again I realised I made a fairly convincing woman. My face was transformed, and I couldn’t take my, heavily mascaraed and blue shadowed, eyes, off of my reflection in the mirror.

‘We can’t leave you like this’ Megan said -we need to get you into women’s clothes. How about some of Ruth’s? they should fit you, you’re about the same height and build.’

I gulped – to be dressed up in my own wife’s clothes by her sister: how perverted that seemed. And how wickedly transgressive.

‘Firstly, you need to get rid of that leg and body hair.’ Megan said.

‘What will Ruth say when she sees me like that?’ was my immediate response.

‘Just make some excuse – you had a rash or something. You can’t look like a woman if you’ve got hair all over you. Get it all off- there’s cream in the bathroom.’

Soon my skin was as soft as a baby’s, which I really appreciated as Megan slid the silky stockings over my legs. Soon I was dressed in my wife’s tartiest clothes – ones I’d bought her as Christmas and birthday presents, and which she rarely wore, much to my chagrin. And now I was wearing them. I was the slutty tart I’d wanted her to be. Pre-cum oozed from the end of my cock, as it strived to break out of the thin, pale pink panties I was wearing.

Megan stood back and looked at her handwork –

‘My, you do look gorgeous. Now I could you myself. We need to give you a more suitable name. How about Jessica?’

I went to protest, but no words emerged from my lipstick coated lips. The truth was that I was already overwhelmingly aroused by this sexy, dominant woman forcing me to dress like a woman, and being given a girl’s name turned me on even more.

‘I know what you want’ Megan continued ‘but you have to do what I want.’

She slowly lowered me to the floor, and pushed me onto my back. She pulled Ruth’s - a present form me never worn by her- PVC mini skirt, which fitted me pretty well, up to my waist, and tugged Ruth’s, also unworn by her, crotchless panties, which I was now wearing, down to my knees. Then she removed her own panties, and expertly rolled a condom over my huge erection before lowering herself onto it.

I nearly passed out as I felt her soft, sensual, warmth envelope my cock, and as she raised herself slowly up and onto me, letting me sink deep inside her. I could hardly hold back as she pushed herself up and down onto my pulsing member, and soon shot my load. She rolled off me, and quickly fingered herself to her own orgasm, before removing the full condom from my now flaccid cock. 

‘Drink it down’ she said, holding the sagging condom before my face.

‘What?’ I said, as I lay there, a spent force.

‘You heard me – drink the contents of this Durex – open your mouth.’ I duly complied, and she tipped the sheath’s contents into my open mouth. I again nearly gagged, as I attempted to swallow my own cum. Now instead of the triumph I would have expected to feel from finally fucking Megan, I felt humiliated again: but soon realised how turned on the humiliation made me, which confused me even more.

‘You’re too small to satisfy me’ Megan said curtly, turning away, ‘Don’t get changed yet, I want you to dress like that while you do the chores, reinforce your submissive, feminised status.’

What? I was in a daze. Being inside Megan, and releasing my pent-up desire, had been wonderful, the stuff of my dreams, but I didn’t feel very satisfied with the outcome. It wasn’t at all how I’d imagined our liaison would be. And now instead of me basking in a warm glow, she was telling me I was a crap lover, and ordering me to do household tasks while still dressed in my wife’s clothes. This wasn’t going to happen. She’d already manipulated me into dressing as a woman in the first place. This wasn’t me. I wasn’t tranny or a sissy – no way. I liked football, watched Match of the Day with my mates, went to the pub, drank pints. I wasn’t a limp wristed faggot. I decided to assert myself. I got to my feet, struggling to do this in a tight skirt, and heels (both bought by me for my wife to wear, and which she’d never had any intention of wearing), which nearly caused me to fall.  Megan was now out of the room, but I could hear her in the kitchen. I walked in there, teetering in the heels –

‘I’m getting changed back to my normal clothes- I can’t do any cleaning or cooking today, because I’ve got a lot of work to catch up on.’

Megan’s turned and stared at me. Her eyes narrowed, and I began to feel a bit intimidated.

‘You’re to do what I fucking tell you to do’ she said ‘otherwise I’ll tell Ruth how you fucked me, dressed in her clothes.’

‘No, you can’t do that. Think of how it will hurt her – you her sister.’

‘And it’ll hurt you even more, you big Nancy Boy. Now get the hoover, dressed as you are, and hoover the fucking house. Then you can clean the toilet- with your toothbrush.’

I realised that I didn’t dare cross her, and found myself meekly teetering off to get the hoover. As I hoovered, I couldn’t believe what was happening to me. It was like a dream- a nightmare. A nightmare, but one in which I had actually had sex with a woman I was really attracted to. I was confused, to say the least. My feet, calves and back were killing me in the high heels. This is stupid I thought, and took them off. Uncannily, moments later, Megan came up behind me as I hoovered our bedroom. She held up the shoes, which I’d left on the landing –

‘Put them back on’ she said ‘you need to be fully dressed as a sissy when doing tasks set by Miss.’

‘’Why...?’ I said, uncomprehendingly.

‘Because I tell you to. Remember what will happen if you don’t comply with my demands. Ruth will be informed of your hanky-panky, and I can prove it. With that she produced her camera, and clicked onto a photo of her straddling me, her fanny sliding onto my cock.  I’ll tell her how you seduced me.’

‘But you know it wasn’t like that.’

‘Yes, but who will Ruth believe. You’re a bloke, aren’t you?’ She laughed scornfully, and I’m just a poor, wee lass, in her sister’s house, taken advantage of by her husband.’

I shook my head. I’d been stitched up good and proper.

However, I continued with the hoovering although my feet, legs and back still ached unremittingly in the heels.

After I’d finished the hoovering, I had to clean the toilet, using my toothbrush for the bowl, as Megan ordered. She watched me do so. She’d made sure she used the toilet for a crap just prior to me doing it, and left it filthy. My toothbrush was completely soiled, but Megan told me I should wash it and continue to use it to clean my teeth with. Why did this thrill me? Why did I know that I would comply – that I would clean my teeth that night the toothbrush, becoming hard as I did so? My stomach churned with the humiliation, but the constant throbbing in my cock told me that something deep within me enjoyed being so treated.

After that, Megan told me I still had to cook dinner for when Ruth arrived home. God, I was weary now, aching from wearing the heels, but I carried on with her instructions anyway. Well what choice did I have?

Finally, when dinner was prepared, and meat roasting in the oven, vegetables in their pots, Megan told me to change back into my normal clothes. I was so glad to get out of the heels, but had to admit that my male clothes now felt a bit strange – alien, heavy and dull. Nevertheless, I was glad to be back to normal, as I sat down in the lounge just in time to hear Ruth’s key in the door.

‘Something smells good’ she said cheerfully’ as she entered the room.

‘Your hubby’s cooked dinner for you again – proper food not microwave rubbish.’

‘Oh, great – you really are a good influence Megan.’

‘Well. I don’t know about that’ she laughed self-deprecatingly.

‘Thanks darling’ Ruth leant over and pecked my cheek.

‘That’s OK’ I said, feeling a fraud.

Lying in bed together that night, Ruth said –

‘I think you deserve a thank you all your hard work, and consideration- cleaning and cooking to help me, after working all day. You work all day too, and now you’re doing the cooking and cleaning as well. I do appreciate it. She stroked my face, and then I felt her fingers around my cock. It began to harden, and I turned, with little passion, I must admit, and entered her. But my cock wouldn’t become fully erect, no matter how hard I pushed it into her, back and forth. Sweat was dripping down my face – ‘It’s no good, I’m sorry’ I said, slumping back onto the pillow, feeling even more humiliated.

‘It’s OK darling – you’re probably tired after all your hard work. Don’t worry about it, we’ll try again at the weekend anyway.’

I lay there, not being able to sleep as I listened to Ruth’s breathing. What was happening to me? I knew that the reason I had been unable to perform was because not only had I had sex with Ruth’s sister earlier that day, but I realised that now I wasn’t turned on by Ruth or by playing the typical male, dominant role. All, I could think of was Megan dominating me, bossing me about and making me wear women’s clothes, and humiliating me. As I thought of her and the events of that day, my cock not only grew, but I achieved a full hard on, such as I’d just been unable to achieve with my lovely wife. I dozed off into a fitful slumber, my sleep punctuated with vivid dreams of Megan’s scornful, mocking face, her red lips and nails, and my own red, made-up lips, nails and painted face as she turned me into a woman.

After Ruth had left for work the next day, I went into my office, locked the door, and began working. I had to catch up with all the previous day’s work, as well as the new work that was piling up. It was important that I kept on top of things: being self -employed meant that there was no-one else I could turn to. Megan’s intrusion, was turning my life into chaos, and I had to get a grip, and put things back on track. I simply had to have nothing to do with Megan and her games. Games which had so enticingly drawn me in. Just thinking about her and what she’d done to me, made me hard, and I had to make a conscious effort to turn my mind back to my work. I’d been working away for about forty-five minutes, with no distractions, and feeling that I was managing to get back into the swing of things, when there was a knock at my office door. My heart began racing –

‘I’m sorry, I need to catch up with my work.’

Then I heard Megan’s voice, strident through the door –

‘Get your fat faggot arse out here – there’s housework to be done, and I’m certainly not fucking doing it.’

‘Why?’ I answered ‘Why don’t you do it -I’m busy.’

‘Do you think I’m here to be your skivvy, just because I’m a woman? It’s your house, you do the fucking work. You can’t expect your poor wife to do everything.’

‘I can’t – I’m just too busy’ I shouted back.

There was more banging on the door –

‘You do what I tell you to do, or else Ruth will know everything about you. About you being a tranny, and seducing me.’

‘That’s lies’ I shouted back, angrily ’and you know it.’

‘But who will Ruth believe? Her poor, vulnerable sister, or you?’

‘Vulnerable!’ I yelled ‘that’s laugh.’

‘You’ll know all about being vulnerable if you don’t get yourself out here pronto.’

‘No’ I shouted back.

Megan began thumping at the door with her fist, and I had to open it to make her stop – I couldn’t possibly work with that racket going on.

‘I’ve got all your clothes and makeup ready for you – you can have a go at putting your own makeup on today – you need to practise. Get ready and get on with the housework – the toilet urgently needs a clean -I’ve just had a good shit.’

‘I don’t need to practise putting on makeup -I only let you put in on me because YOU wanted me to wear it. I’ve no interest in wearing makeup.’

‘Don’t lie to me – I know your secrets. Now get out here and get dressed up, or else Megan will be informed about everything – the pervy dressing up in her clothes, fucking her sister.’

‘But it was you – it was all because of you’ I stuttered, aggrieved at the injustice of it all.

‘I don’t think Megan will believe all that crap you spout. Now get ready, and get cleaning that toilet, then you can do the stairs and the bedrooms.’

I didn’t feel that I had a choice, and my erection made it hard for me to think. I was totally confused again. I walked into the bedroom, where my wife’s ‘slut’ clothes were laid neatly on the bed. A pair of her heels sat on the floor, and an array of cosmetics on a small table. I slowly got ready. Putting makeup on was quite difficulty for me, but I applied it thickly, if amateurishly, but my throbbing cock told me how much I enjoyed something I found completely degrading.

I walked out of the bedroom. Megan was waiting–

‘You need to get more practise with applying your makeup –it looks terrible, but suitably humiliatingly tarty and drag artist like. Like a man trying to look like a slutty woman, which is what you are. Now get in that bathroom and clean the toilet bowl – with your toothbrush again, and your tongue. I’ve made sure that it’s suitably filthy for you.’

‘Yes, Miss’s I heard my voice say meekly, immediately falling into role, and couldn’t believe that it was really me talking, as I teetered off into the bathroom.

I looked into the toilet bowl – Megan hadn’t been wrong, it was indeed filthy.  I got my toothbrush from where it sat in the tooth cup next to Ruth’s. I’d managed to clean the stains from last time off of it, using boiling water and bleach, but I shuddered to think what Ruth would think if she knew. I got down onto my knees, and dabbed away at the mess with the toothbrush. It so became clogged, but I carried on as best I could. Then, I bent my head into the bowl and used my tongue on the residue near the rim. Just then Megan entered –

‘Glad to see you’re obeying my instructions to the letter – there would be very severe consequences if I found you cheating, and using the toilet brush.’

She kicked my arse, the pointed toe of the stiletto heeled shoe jabbing painfully into my bum, through the thin fabric of Ruth’s panties.

‘You’re learning, but you’ve got a long way to go.’

My head was still in the toilet bowl, and she pulled the chain, and the gushing water soaked me. I could hear her stiletto heeled footsteps as she walked from the room.

As I hoovered the upstairs bedroom, increasingly worried about my own work. There were deadlines I couldn’t miss, and I would lose work, and thus money. This was important. Surely Megan would realise if I told her, and abandon this stupid game. It was now lunchtime and I’d been working all morning. My back, legs and feet were again killing me from the stilettoes, and I was worn out.  I decided to tell Megan that I was going to spend the afternoon in my office working, whether she liked it or not.

I felt pretty stupid walking assertively up to Megan as a stiletto heeled slut, so slipped my shoes off, immediately feeling relief. This whole thing was madness, I thought to myself –

‘I’m neglecting my work because my wife’s sister, whom I have been good enough to allow to stay in our home, is dominating me and making me dress as a woman. And clean her shit from the toilet bowl, and hoover the house, instead of doing my job.’

I found Megan in her usual place, feet up on the couch, sipping wine and smoking, while watching something on TV. It looked like porn: I had sudden glimpse of two   leather clad woman using some poor man’s mouth as an ashtray, while verbally abusing him. I noticed that the man’s naked arse was covered in bright red weals from a cane or whip. I momentarily found myself wishing I was that man.

‘So, this is where you get your ideas from’ I said.

‘What! You’re meant to be working – not time for a break you know.’

‘That’s what I’ve come to tell you about – my work. My real work that is, that I’m unable to do it while I’m involved in this ridiculous charade.’

‘Really!’ she raised an eyebrow.  ‘You don’t consider cleaning your house for your wife, who can’t do it because she is out working, important. As important than your silly job, on the computer all day.’

‘Well, that “silly job” happens to be how I earn my living.’

‘Don’t kid me on – Ruth’s told me how she’s the main breadwinner around here, and your contribution is insignificant.’

‘It most certainly isn’t’ I heard my voice becoming shriller, as I became angry.

‘Well you have a choice- stop doing the housework and dressing as a sissy, and go back to your so called real job, and I’ll tell your wife everything, and I mean everything. Or keep on as you are, which I know turns you on, and I won’t say anything to Ruth.’

I thought for a moment – would Megan really jeopardise her cosy situation in our home, by upsetting her sister. I decided – I would call her bluff.

I threw down the heels ‘That’s it, I’ve had enough of you and your threats. Do what you like – I’m going to my office to do some work.’ I stalked off, trying to muster as much dignity as I could in black PVC mini dress; black stockings; tight, red satin blouse and full makeup.

‘Stupid wanker! Tonight, I’m going to put Ruth in the picture. Then you’ll see who boss around here.’ Megan called after me.

‘I’m not worried’ I shouted back, and stalked off to my study and locked the door. But inside my stomach was churning – what if she did tell my wife? She surely wouldn’t do that – take that risk that Ruth might turn against her. Yet, what if she did...I sat down at my desk, but was unable to focus on all the work that need to be done. By teatime, I’d done little, just sat there gazing into space, my thoughts racing, too anxious to do anything.

The Secrets are Revealed!

It happened at dinner time that evening. Well Ruth knew that something must be up because of the atmosphere between me and Megan. I tried to summon up a cheerful greeting when she arrived home from work, but my voice and demeanour gave me away.

‘Are you, all right?’ Megan said, concerned.

‘I’m afraid I only prepared a microwave meal today. I’m sorry, I didn’t have time. I was trying to catch up with some work’ I mumbled.

‘That’s all right- don’t worry. I appreciate what you do’ Ruth said.

Then Megan interjected –

‘You’d better sit down darling – I’ve got something serious to tell you.’

‘What’ Ruth said, suddenly concerned.

‘Jeff’s cheating on you.’ Megan said ‘and I have proof.’

I felt the blood drain from my face, and wanted the ground to open up. I never thought that Megan would really carry out her threat to tell Ruth.

‘Cheated on me – who with? I don’t believe you.’ Ruth said, her voice quavering.

‘I’m so ashamed to have to tell you this – with me, in this house.’ Megan said, with, as I was well aware, phony, concern and shame.

‘No, I don’t believe it.’ Megan, said, shocked.

‘Look’ Megan pulled out her phone, clicked on the damning images, and passed it to Ruth.

Ruth perused the photos, concern spreading over her face.

‘You husband is a pervert. He wanted me to make him up as a woman, and to wear your clothes, and then he wanted to fuck me dressed like that.’

‘It was her’ I protested ‘she manipulated me, now she’s trying to blackmail me.’

‘Megan?’ Ruth said in disbelief ‘Megan made you dress as a woman and fuck her?’

‘Yes, basically.’ I answered, my voice sounding unconvincing even to me.

‘You’re a liar as well as a pervert and a cheat. With my own sister, under this roof. Did you do it in our bed? No wonder you haven’t wanted sex with me recently. We’re finished, pack your things and get out.’

‘Wait a minute’ Megan said ‘we can use the bastard, get our revenge that way. He loves being dominated by women. Your problem is that you’re too soft with him. We can dominate him and make him do all the work around the house, humiliate him too: making him dress as a slut, which he can’t help enjoying despite himself. We can make money out of him as well – putting his photos on the internet, maybe hiring out his services. You know he’s really gay, don’t you?’

‘No, no I had no idea.’

‘I knew as soon as I met him. Anyway, we can hire him out, as a tranny prostitute. A lot of men like a tranny or transgender woman. We can give him hormones and stuff, make him have an operation, turn him into a true sissy slut.’

‘That I’d love to see’ Ruth said. I couldn’t believe how her attitude towards me had changed so much in a matter of minutes.

‘Look’ I said ‘do you think I’m going to put up with that? with what she says- your evil sister- I’d rather leave.’

‘If you leave we’ll take you for everything you’ve got – the house, everything, and what will your beloved clients think when they find out what you’re like. I’ll tell everyone if you leave what a pervert and tosser you really are. So, unless you want to lose everything, including your reputation, you’d better buckle down to staying here in whatever capacity we choose to allow you to. Personally, I want to see that little cock of yours made into a tiny clitty. I want to see you as a complete transgender slut with tits, and always open orifices for every Tom, Dick and Harry who chooses to use them. You’ll be at our beck and call, to be used in whatever capacity we choose, and in return you’ll get basic board and lodging.’ Megan said. ‘But you will now get all the cock you want, and have secretly craved. We don’t mind, as long as you let us be involved.’ Megan laughed cruelly.

‘But I don’t want that’ I cried ‘I’m not gay.’

‘Shut the fuck up, you deluded wanker’ Megan said. ‘At least now Ruth is able to see you in your true colours. Now you’re going to realise your true personality, as an abject sissy – and we’re going to take it as far as possible, so that you end up as an actual woman.’

A chill ran through me for I knew that Megan was not someone to be taken lightly. At the same time, I was highly aroused by the whole scenario of feminisation – and hated myself even more for this complicity with my oppressors. I was undermined from within, I thought bitterly. They were right, part of me really did crave to be a woman, and, something I could hardly think about, wanting to be used and humiliated sexually by other men.

Public Exposure

I was polishing the dining room table - my inappropriate mini skirt rising up over my stocking tops, revealing my panties, as I bent over with the duster. I was getting used to the stiletto heels, but they still made my back ache. This, Ruth, influenced by Megan, had ordained, was to be my new role in life – to serve her and her sister in any way they saw fit. Thus, I would be able to remain in the house, my rights to my half of which, I’d signed over to Megan. Ruth and Megan had also taken over my business.  Now, I had no means to escape even if I wanted to, and the worst thing was, I wasn’t sure that I did want to – at least the masochistic, sissy part of me.

But then something ironic happened, as I was cleaning that table. Ironic considering Megan had blackmailed me about exposing me. It was the weekend and both sisters were at home –

Megan came into the room –

‘Come with me’ she said, and I obediently followed her, glad of the opportunity to rest my aching back. I saw that Ruth was sitting at my work laptop, and it was open at a website. She indicated that I look at it, and I began to read, becoming increasingly aroused –

‘Sissy Exposure!

A warning to the sissies



Your Exposure can´t be undone. If you wish to have your photo removed, then you should read the following section. There is no way to truly recover what has been shown to thousands of others. It is best to accept your exposure.

The Consequences

For you, it takes only two mouse clicks.

For a sissy fag, it means a lifetime of public exposure, humiliation and disgrace. Just what a sissy fag wants or has to learn to love it. Once a sissy’s pictures are uploaded to the Internet, there is no going back! They will quickly be downloaded by hundreds (if not thousands) of horny viewers. Those viewers in turn will naturally save them to their computers, share them, post them elsewhere, and (of course) masturbate to them over and over again.

Are there certain kinds of sissies to be exposed?

All sissies should always be exposed, shared, and objectified. If it’s a bitch that IS sexually attractive, then it should accept its role in its life as a sexual object.

When is the best time to expose a sissy?

Expose often, expose early. Preferably as soon as the sissy turns 18. Doing this will allow its exposure to last throughout its entire adult life and allow everyone to enjoy the sissy.

What shall be exposed?

No part of the body is private. Expose with face, tit’s (if it has any), sissy clit and ass. All private experiences of pleasure and exploration are to be shared.

How should a sissy faggot be exposed?

SAVE. If you find a picture of a good exposure candidate, such as a (closet) sissy or faggot, save it. That way the original poster loses control of the image and can no longer chicken out, which is really important as this often happens after a loser has jerked off or thought about the consequences of its exposure for a while.

RE-BLOG. Re-blog the picture immediately so even more people can see it and help spread it around. The original poster will helplessly see it is spreading, too. This adds both to its arousal and embarrassment at the same time and is way better than re-blogging it in a way that the original poster is not aware of it.

RE-POST. Re-post the picture in other locations (such as Twitter, Instagram, or at fetish and gay platforms, etc.). Be sure to include a text description when you post and tag as much as possible. So, search engines will pick it up. Include all exposure details in the text. This helps increase the odds of exposure recognition online. Make the fantasy real. Real, full names, email addresses, phone numbers, any and all info and or personal details should be used. If you use NON-adult accounts the posts will be returned on searches more often.

Create Profiles. Create public profiles (Google+, LinkedIn, Facebook, etc.) with all info. Always specify as non-adult material so will be returned in searches. Real, full names, email addresses, phone numbers, any and all info and or personal details should be used here as well

Information. Make sure that the original poster knows what you have done. Send links to the posts or profiles or even make screen captions of search engine results.

Continuity. Continue the cycle. It is your job to download, re-post, share, and (of course) jack off to the photos that have been posted. The sissy´s exposure has already begun. It’s up to you to make it better, more intense, more pervasive, and more complete.

Extreme

1.     Get in contact with a local sissy faggot and arrange a meeting

2.     Wait till she unlocks her phone (or ask to save your number)

3.     Overwhelm her (they are not very strong) and pinch her phone

4.     Search for the ID Card and social apps installed on the phone

5.     Fuck her lying on the back with spread legs and exposed entry

6.     Take whole-body photos while she is forced to show up her ID

7.     Publish them on her installed apps (Facebook, Tumblr, Twitter)

8.     Check for hash tags and mark all of her friends in the post

9.     If she has an email client send them also to all of her contacts

10. Finish the slut leaving her gagged and tied to stall some time

11. Change the passwords and login data on the installed accounts

12. Ensure that she can´t erase the files anyhow via a desktop pc

13. Get rid of the phone and enjoy that you have destroyed a life

14. With enough time even the police can´t make the things undone

15. Soon you will find her on the local street workers´ patch for hire.’

Megan showed me the web page, as Ruth looked on, and as I read it I became more and more turned on. How a sissy’s details would be published on the site, and once they were downloaded you could do absolutely nothing about it. People would repost the photos and accompanying details to other sites – Twitter, Facebook, porn sites, friends and colleagues – the pics would have a life of their own, as well as your confidential information – address, email, home phone etc.  And, the rules stressed, the pics would probably be wanked over many times, by all sorts of strangers. God, I could hardly stop myself from cumming.

‘It really turns you on to do this’ Megan said.

‘Yeah, we can see how turned on he is – the slut.’ Ruth commented sourly.

That this was my wife speaking about me, her husband, suddenly hit me, but I nodded, unable to speak coherently, so overcome with   desire was I.

‘Well, come on – let’s do it right now’ Megan began tapping at the keyboard.

My sissy photos she and Ruth had taken, came up in my private account. Deftly, she transferred them to the website, and added my email address and name. Then, underneath she wrote-

‘Please expose to me and make me lose control over my photos and details. I am a sissy cum slut bitch, who craves cock, and love blow jobs from big, black men, and want my photos to be wanked over by as many men as possible, and for men to get in touch with me to humiliate me, and for possible meetings.’

‘So, is it OK for me to upload all this to the website?’ My wife asked.

I nodded my assent, my cock throbbing.

‘Are you completely sure? there’s no going back once it’s done, you know.’

Was I sure? I hesitated. Then I felt Megan’s hand on my cock, as I looked at my details there in black and white, and my humiliating photos, and the photos of other sissies, all posing abjectly, and asking for public humiliation.

‘Come on, slut, you know you want it’ Megan murmured in my ear.

‘Yes’ I said, excited by my transgression ‘Yes, just do it.’

Ruth pressed ‘Send,’ and the deed, irrevocably, was done.

It didn’t take Megan long to bring me off -seconds in fact, and soon I was spurting cum all over the carpet, streams of it.

Ruth then said coldly – ‘clean this mess up with your tongue, when we come back we want to see no trace of it.’

She closed the computer down and the two women walked from the room. I sat there. Now I’d cum, I suddenly wasn’t at all sure about what I’d done. In fact, I thought it was maybe a terrible mistake, but there was absolutely nothing I could do about it.

I walked through to where the pair sat, reading newspapers and smoking-Ruth now smoked too. Megan looked up-

‘Just think of all those men looking at your pics, and wanking over them, wanting to fuck you – you know it turns you on.’

And I had to admit that it most certainly did. How could I lie when I could feel my cock hardening inside my panties? 

‘You’ll be famous – all over the internet. Just think how many people will see your photos, be turned on by them, laugh at them, wank over them, get in touch with you.’

‘That’s what I’m worried about’ I said ‘why did you give them my email and phone number?’

‘But some, maybe a lot, will want to make a date with you. And even if they abuse you, humiliate you – that’s what you want isn’t it?’

I reluctantly nodded. Yes, I did want that – part of me anyway. Though another part of me was scared, and don’t want it at all. But the part that wanted it was so strong, it overrode the other, rational, part, as my cock testified.

YouTube Sensation

Megan suddenly walked in as I was cleaning the toilet –

‘Come on’ she said.

I followed her into the bedroom, where she sat me before the dressing table and began applying my makeup – she obviously didn’t entrust me to do it this time. I realised that she was putting it on especially thickly, with lashings of eyeshadow as well as thick eyeliner and mascara, with a thick brown line around my lips, before applying the scarlet lipstick. Then she opened a box and took out a new wig – it was bright blonde with ringlets falling to my shoulders. She put it on. Then took out her cigarettes –

‘You’re not going to make me smoke again – you know how much I hate it. It’s bad enough you taking up smoking because of Megan.’

She just ignored me, and put the cigarette into a long, bright pink holder, and stuck the holder into my mouth – I had to grab it to stop it falling out – and lit the cigarette. I automatically found myself inhaling, and immediately coughed as my mouth was filled with acrid smoke.

‘Look up’ my wife said brusquely. ‘Look sexy and come hither, like we’ve practised’ she said.

Of course, I complied, despite myself, forming my mouth into a pout and trying to give my eyes a sexy expression, despite the discomfort of the cigarette smoke swirling round me, and trying not to cough as I took regular puffs at my holder, prompted by Megan. Being a sissy had definitely made me vain, when as a man I’d always hated my appearance, and avoided mirrors.

‘Look sexy- cross your legs and show your stocking tops and suspenders, flash a bit of knicker.’

Again, I was obedient, and my coughing subsided as I concentrated in blowing smoke out sexily from between my scarlet lips. The camera filming as I smoked and pouted, crossing and uncrossing my legs, turning my head to the side, as Megan directed me.

The video was a YouTube success, with hundreds of hits. I was amazed – who would have guessed that ‘Tranny smoking slut’ would be so popular. Why? Some obviously enjoyed laughing at, or abusing, me, obviously a feminine looking man in drag, giving me a surge of masochistic delight; but many others seemed genuinely turned on. Should I be flattered, or just think that there were some desperate people out these.

And, of course, despite the humiliation, it did give me buzz to be so popular: imagining all those people – men, mostly I supposed, getting off, probably wanking, while others wrote humiliating abuse, over a video of me, caused my own cock to become hard. That was just the first of many videos, all with different scenarios. Megan and Ruth took me into the town centre at night, and filmed me dressed as an outrageous tart, smoking and walking up and down like a slut on the game. This video was entitled ‘Sissy streetwalking slut’ and got thousands of hits, and many nice, salacious, as well as some nasty, comments. Some people wanted to fuck the arse off of me, or, surprisingly wanted me to dominate them, as well as those who said I was disgusting – but they watched the video didn’t they? Megan and Ruth also filmed going me into a women’s clothes shop in broad daylight, and trying on a dress in one of the changing rooms, and coming out wearing it, to look in the mirror. We got some funny looks that day I can tell you! That video was entitled ‘Tranny goes shopping for clothes’ and was also popular. And there were a number of videos of me smoking, in different, but always very sexy, outfits and makeup – with a holder and without; with a long, blonde wig and pink lipstick, and with a black wig in a short bob and dark lipstick. I would be a liar to say that I didn’t enjoy all this, and reading the comments of those who had watched me. In fact, I discovered a totally new side to myself – someone who loved playing a role, like an actress, and trying out different feminine outfits and personas. Posing and pouting for the camera. Sometimes I would be a slut, looking seductively into the camera, other times a superior, sneering dominatrix, and other times a pretty, coquettish submissive. I realised that I should have had a career as an actor, or should that be actress? Didn’t men play female roles in Shakespeare’s time?

I loved reading all the messages on the website, and the actual emails to my account – some asking for dates, amazingly to me. As well as those who contacted me to abuse me, which also turned me on, although I found it ostensibly very humiliating.

Now all I could think of was being dressed as a sissy and dominated by women and humiliated, and the thought of being forced to suck a man’s cock was, disturbingly, making me hard. It was as if I’d been brainwashed. I’d gone from being a normal red-blooded male, to delighting in becoming a simpering sissy boy. It had all happened since Megan had come to stay. This felt so excitingly transgressive to me, and I thought that I urgently had to do something about it, but I just felt helpless. All I could do was look forward to me next session of being dressed as a sissy, and feel weak kneed at the further humiliations these two evil women, one of them my once charming wife, could devise for me. What could I do? my hand went to my hardening cock?

Jessica’s First Time

As I have said, an amazing number of people got in touch with me through email, and by phone too. They often wanted to abuse me in the foulest language, and tell me how they’d sent my humiliating images dressed as a sissy everywhere. But some did actually want to meet me, and take me out. It was uprising how many, in fact. Megan and Ruth went through them to find suitable candidates, and, actually made a date for me to meet someone. Who could this be I thought? some blonde Adonis, or someone effeminate and pretty? But when I asked them to show me a photo, they were tight lipped – it’s a blind date, they said ‘you’ll just have to wait and see when you get there.’

I was appalled by the whole thing, but I got a familiar hardening in my cock, and feeling of transgressive excitement too, at the idea. When the day of the date came, I was incredibly excited getting ready, letting Megan and Ruth glam me up, so that I really did look a sexy tart, in an over the top drag act kind of way.

They took me in Megan’s car to near the venue in London’s Soho, to where they could park and drop me. Then I had to walk about five hundred yards through a crowded shopping street, to get to the bar. This was my very first time out ‘dressed’ in public, and God I felt self-conscious, but I focused my mind on trying not to fall over in my ridiculous heels. Megan and Ruth certainly had a cruel sense of humour: making me wear six-inch heels, just when I’d been getting used to a four inch one. But the six inches heels really did make me feel like a slut, tightening my waist, and throwing my chest with its false boobs, and head forward, as I teetered along, taking the smallest, most effeminate steps possible. However, the cosmopolitan London crowd seemed to take little notice of me, though I noticed one or two folks looking up from their phones or over their shoulders. But just trying to stay upright focused my mind.

I walked into the bar, feeling as nervous as it was possible to be, and then some. Yet, I had to admit that I was strangely excited. I was faltering, nearly tripping, as I tottered into the bar in the heels. That was probably Megan and Ruth’s intention – to subvert me. Did that surprise me? No! Anyway, I looked desperately across to the bar, and was relieved that I instantly saw him, easily recognisable from the photo that the two evil women had only shown me just before I got out of the car. Well if they had shown me before we set out, I would certainly have tried even harder to get out of this humiliating ‘date.’ If I was forced to go on date with a man, which was something that appalled me, then this one would have been the last one I would have chosen. Fat, balding, middle-aged, the thought of him touching me was completely grotesque and repellent. And yet... I felt my cock hardening as I tripped across the floor, suddenly feeling completely exposed with every male eye on me. As I neared the man, he got got off of his stool and greeted me warmly, taking my hand and kissing it-

‘Jessica, I take it – you look lovely, your photo doesn’t do you justice’ he said, helping me onto a stool.

‘Thank you I said, suddenly feeling very feminine, against all my instincts, fluttering my, false, eyelashes, as my throbbing, strapped up, member informed me that I was very aroused despite myself. I tried to ease myself onto the barstool as elegantly as possible in my very short skirt and very high heels, managing to clip a heel over the bottom rung of the stool to avoid slipping off, while at the same time trying to pull my skirt down over my stocking tops. I just hoped that I hadn’t revealed my knickers.

‘What would you like to drink, darling?’ the man asked.

‘Gin and tonic’ and I found my voice slipping into a girly tone and register, without even making an effort. In fact, I found myself inhabiting a slutty female role without trying, as if to the manner born. As if I was relishing it. If, beforehand, I’d seen the photo of the man they’d chosen, and prepared for the date, I would have felt only repugnance – though also realising that the was a turn on in itself. Now I realised how turned on I was, when the man put his large, hairy paw on my stockinged leg. I felt repelled, and wanted to recoil in distaste, but was also turned on, as my swelling cock told me, at the same time – and this made me feel even more degraded. I’d never, ever had any kind of sexual contact with a man before, and the idea had always repulsed me. Yet here I was becoming aroused by this man’s advances! How? Why? I was only in this position because I’d allowed Megan to stay in our house.

Upstairs, in the room he’d booked, the man, who introduced himself as Roger, kissed me and I responded. He was powerful, redolent of money and authority, and in his arms, I became a complete sissy faggot, tilting my head back for his kiss. And the next moment I was on my back, and he was pushing my legs into the air, my legs over his shoulders as he took my virginity. He pressed his erect cock into me

without any foreplay, and I grunted as it went deep inside me. Pain quickly turning to pleasure, as thoughts of shame and disgust were overwhelmed by sensual pleasure, and the ‘pleasure’ of total humiliation and degradation. It was only afterwards, as I lay there, feeling the wetness of Roger’s cum inside me, that I began to be mortified with self-disgust at what I’d just done.  He pressed a wad of money into the top of my stockings and left the room with a hasty ‘Bye.’ When I took the money out and counted it, I realised that it was two hundred pounds.

I teetered back to where Megan and Ruth had parked the car. It wasn’t there, but they said they’d meet me. So, I was forced to stand the for fifteen to twenty minutes in my dishevelled tart state, with laddered stockings, stained clothes and smudged makeup, sick with shame, and thinking that every passer-by knew what I’d been up to. Eventually they arrived –

I got in the car, trying not to show too much of my knickers.

‘Tell as all about it’ Megan demanded, as Ruth drove away – ‘I bet you enjoyed it.’

‘No, I most certainly didn’t, and I won’t be doing it again’ I said, not finding it hard to fill my voice with disgust.

‘I don’t believe you’ Megan said ‘We could tell how excited you were when we got you ready. You just don’t want to admit it.’

I was unable to prevent myself blushing at the truth of what she said.

‘We must arrange more meetings for you. Did Roger arrange another date with you?’

‘He said he wanted to see me again, but we didn’t make a firm arrangement’ I said, through gritted teeth.

‘Maybe we’ll find someone better looking for next time’ Ruth giggled ‘but we thought you’d enjoy the humiliation of being fucked by such someone so fat and ugly.’

Megan joined in the laughter.

I looked down at my laddered, cum stained stockings, a tear in my eye.

But they did arrange more dates with ugly and fat, but wealthy, Roger, and I ended up going to expensive restaurants with him. Every time I went out with him, I felt myself becoming more feminine in his company, acting like a simpering girl, in the company of this masterful, rich man. And he bought me presents – expensive jewellery, beautiful dresses and silk underwear. Megan and Ruth became keen to exploit this relationship, as well as taking some of the most expensive gifts for themselves, but I had to keep some, of course, so that he could see me wearing them. Then there was the ‘special party’, he took me to.

I met him at the usual West End bar, but then then he took me out to a waiting limousine, and we were driven out of central London, and into the suburbs. I wondered with some consternation where we were going, but soon we were in leafy, well-heeled suburbia. We turned off the main road and down a country lane, the car bumping over the rutted road, despite its advanced suspension.  Then we turned off, and though some wrought iron gates that were conveniently opened for us, and eased up a long drive, at the end of which stood a large mansion. The chauffeur opened the car door for me, Roger took my arm, and escorted me up the steps of the house, where we entered a long dining hall. God, I was nervous -  me masquerading as a lady, clutching Roger’s arm like a real woman, and a very slutty one at that.  It was some kind of ceremonial dinner, and full of important looking men, some clad in army uniforms.  There were also many attractive real women there, and they made me feel threatened.

The meal went by in a blur, with many different courses, which I tried to eat in a ladylike a manner as possible, as Roger made earnest conversation with the old buffer on his right. Then the speeches started, and I almost began to doze off in boredom, until   my ears heard something that made me sit upright in horror.

‘And a big welcome to the ladies who have escorted our members here tonight, but I would like to pick out one especially – the young ‘lady’, and something about the way he emphasised that word made me fear the worst, Roger Harcourt be has brought as a guest. Yes, Roger has chosen someone who isn’t lady at all, but a feller in drag. Well, we all knew about Roger’s little...idiosyncrasies, but now   he really has surpassed himself. I went bright red, and wanted to cower beneath the table, while Roger merely smiled, as if pleased at the attention.

‘And I propose’ the Chairman continued, that we initiate this young ‘lady’ into the ways of the club in the traditional manner. There were cheers and everyone raised their glasses –

‘In the traditional manner’ someone shouted, as glasses were clinked. I had no idea what was going on, as two of the women present grabbed me, and pushed me over the table. My skirt was pulled up and my knickers pulled down to reveal my, rapidly hardening, cock.

‘She’s got a big clitty’ someone shouted ‘and even a pair of little balls’ and everyone laughed, including the women.

‘Now you have to suck all the men off,’ one of the two women said to me.

What choice did I have, I thought, as I looked down at the row of men, who were now drawing their chairs back, and unzipping the flies of heir dress suit trousers. I went down and took the first man’s member in my mouth, and sucked away at it. He erupted in my face after only a few sucks, pulling his cock out to shoot his load all over my face and hair. Then I moved onto the next man, who insisted on ordering me to open my mouth before dragging on his cigar and flicking the ask from the end into it. I had to try and swallow it before sucking him off, which nearly choked me.

When it came to Roger himself, he announced –

‘I don’t need Jessica to suck me off, she did it before we arrived. I’ll use her as a piss pot instead.’

And everyone cheered as he directed a stream of pee into my upturned face, where it ran down my cheeks mixing with the creamy white cum.

Afterwards, I was wrapped in blanket by a couple of servants, and put in the limo, which drove me straight home. I walked into the living room where Megan and Ruth sat drinking wine and smoking, as usual-

‘Oh, the sissy’s back’ Ruth said as I walked in ‘look at the state of her.’

‘She looks like she had a great time’ Megan said, laughing ‘Did you enjoy yourself dear?’

‘No’ I said ‘and I’m never seeing Roger again.’

‘But look at the wet stain on the front of your dress’ Megan said, ‘speaks volumes as to how much you enjoyed it.’

She was right. There was a big stain, from where I’d cum, soaking the front of my dress, as well as the stains from all the men’s cum over   the top part of my gown, and my makeup stained face, and matted hair. I was a reeking mess – a totally destroyed sissy slut.

Cuckolded Sissy Bitch

I gazed at myself in the mirror. Only I couldn’t quite believe it was me. The heavily made up face, framed by beautiful, cascading blonde hair. I pouted and watched my lovely red lips form the shape of an O, ‘just right to go around a cock,’ Megan had said. I looked down, and saw my pink satin blouse, gleaming in the lamplight. A tight, dark red, sheath skirt, clung to my now curvaceous-because of the hormones I was taking- figure. My long, slim legs ended in glamorously strappy high heels. I touched my chest, and felt the hardening nipples of my burgeoning breasts, also due to the female hormones, then let my hand wander down to my crotch, and felt my penis, also hardening, trying to escape its confinement in pink, lacey panties. The penis which was no longer as big as it once had been, again due to the hormones, and that was almost becoming more like a large female clit than a cock. But I was still able to feel sexual sensation running through it, as I did now.

‘Jessica’ I heard my new name called out – it was my wife’s voice – and I turned from the mirror, and walked towards the living room, opened the door and walked in. There was my wife, clad in black corset, stocking and suspenders. She was lying on the sofa between two large black gentlemen - her exposed fanny glistening with her juices, while she had a red fingernailed hand on each of the two, erect, ebony cocks, reaching up, erect, beside her.

‘Do join us Jessica’ one of the men said, we’d like you to get our cocks ready to give your wife a good fucking.’

Slowly I walked towards the sofa, my stomach jangling with nerves, my tiny cock even harder as I looked towards my lovely wife. How sexy she looked, far sexier than she’d ever bothered to look with me Then I gazed at the men’s huge penises, erect and gleaming, and my own tiny erection grew even bigger, as I thought of those very organs sinking deep into my wife.

Megan emerged from behind her camera. She was holding something, that looked like a large document, and a black marker pen. She handed the thick paper, and the pen, to one of the men, and I saw with horror that it was Ruth and me’s wedding photo, taken from the gilt frame in which it had stood proudly on our mantelpiece since the wedding, in what now seemed another era.

‘Show us what you think of this crap’ Megan said to the man.

He thought for a moment, then wrote ‘sissy cuckold bitch’ with the felt tip, with an arrow above my head, then ‘BBC slut’, with an arrow above Ruth’s. Then he put a crude pair of tits on my image, and a cock entering my mouth, and defaced Ruth’s lovely face with a black moustache. Then he spat on the photo, a huge gob of saliva running down it.

I knelt at the side, as directed by my lovely wife, right before one of the men. I craned my neck, forcing my face towards his big, black cock, and paused.

‘Suck him off, get him hard, you faggot’ Megan ordered, from her place behind the camera where she was filming everything, as the men laughed.

I opened my mouth, my lips should just about fit over the man’s girth. I gagged slightly, and let my tongue slide over it.

‘Nice one darling’ the man muttered.

God, this was humiliating. Humiliating, yet such a turn on.

The man pulled his penis away from my mouth –

‘I’m ready now’ he said turning to Ruth, who lay back the couch seductively, her fanny glistening, as she placed her legs on the man’s shoulders, either side of his face, allowing him to easily penetrate her. How can I describe the frisson of pleasure that ran through me, as my wife was pierced by the man’s massive organ? To watch it going right up inside her, pulled back, then pressed in further, further, right up until his thighs were pressing against her thighs. She let out a loud moan – ‘Fuck me, fuck me – you’re a real man, fuck me.’ Then she began to shout insults at me as the man drew back his hips, then pushed then forwards, faster and faster. I could hear the noises as he squelched inside her and her juice flowed

‘Yes, you’re a real man, not like that faggot hubby of mine, with his pin dick.’

Then the other man stifled her shouts, as he knelt beside her and pressed his cock to her lips. She parted them, and let his, also huge, penis into her moth.

All I could do was stroke at my diminished little cock. It was hard certainly, and pre-cum dripped from it. However, I knew that it just wasn’t as big as it used to be when fully erect, and nor was the sensation quite the same.  But that didn’t stop me from furiously wanking, and groaning as I realised I was about to come, as I watched my wife with her scarlet lips around the huge back cock. Suddenly, the man pulled his cock from my wife’s mouth, and it jerked violently as he spurted thick white cum right into her lovely, heavily made up face. I moaned, I was right on the verge of cumming myself, nearly there, just a couple more tugs, but then Megan’s- who’d been watching, overseeing, the whole thing- voice, commanding, stern.

‘Stop. Now. You know you’re not allowed to cum unless I give permission, and I’m not granting permission at the moment.’ She walked out from behind the camera, something glittering in her hand. She forced the bright steel chastity cage over my cock, which immediately began to subside when the spike at the end touched it. It was as if the urge had suddenly evaporated, and my dick began to shrink away from its erect status, as she turned the key in the small padlock. I looked at my wife’s face – sexier than ever with it coating of gleaming semen.

‘Lick his cock clean – and the floor. If you do a good job, I’ll see about letting you cum later on.’ Megan said.

Now my cock had shrunk to its now normal tiny size, and I looked at it, and was filled with sadness.

‘Oh, look it’s going to cry – what a fucking sissy faggot.’ One of the men said cruelly.

‘Yes, he certainly is that, not a real man like you’ my wife said, and I couldn’t believe her aggressive tone of voice.

Just then Megan emerged from behind the camera, where she was filming the whole scene.

‘Great stuff ‘she said, ‘now let’s get Jessica licking all the men’s cocks clean. Like the trash she is – only existing to serve real women and real men.’

I did as I was told, I suppose I was used to the taste of cock and cum by now, by it was still humiliating or me. But that was turn on for me: delicious degradation you might call it. I was no longer a man, but a hapless sissy, exiting solely for the pleasure and amusement of others.

Now Jessica Really is a Whore

My wife and her sister had really fussed about me this time, getting dressed up in my sissy gear. They made sure that I was extra slutty looking. Megan again brought out the six-inch heels she’d made me wear for the dates with Roger.

‘You’re used to these now, aren’t you?’ She said in a manner that brooked no disagreement.

I was going to say, that, ‘no’ I hadn’t really got used to walking in heels, especially those ones, and didn’t think I ever would. Though I was a lot better than when I first tried, when I nearly broke my ankle.’ But didn’t say anything.

She continued without giving me a chance to speak-

‘They look great on you anyway – super sexy, and really show off your legs and figure. Your tits are coming along nicely.’ She took the shoes out of the box, and handed them to me. I was aroused, and felt my cock go hard, even before putting them on. I pulled on the pair of black stockings that Megan had placed on the bed, and clipped them expertly to my suspender belt. I slid the shoes over the silky stockings. They fitted pretty well, just a tightness across the pointed toes, which I was used to in women’s shoes, even these specialist ones in large sizes.

‘Come on, give us a twirl’ Megan said and I stood up and walked unsteadily. I managed to walk across the room and back, my cock bulging against my flimsy panties.

‘You like those, don’t you?’ Megan laughed coarsely.  ‘My, you look really slutty in them. Wait till you get the rest of the outfit on.’

Which I duly did –

A familiar PVC style mini skirt, but shorter than usual, only just covering my stocking tops. Then a scarlet satin blouse, but I could tell it was of heavier, better quality material, and fit, that clung to my burgeoning, hormone enhanced boobs. Then the makeup: and they really went for the whore look, with false eyelashes, scarlet lips and thick lipliner.

But they never told me what it was all in aid off.

But I was ordered to go and lie on the bed.

‘Hmm’ – I wondered anxiously what was in store for me.

I soon found out. The doorbell rang, and there was much muttering and rushing about from Megan and Ruth.

‘Get in the room’ Megan shouted.

I duly went in and sat on the bed, leaning up against the headboard, causing my skirt rise well above my stocking tops.

Then the door opened and a man was ushered into the room. Another fat, balding, old guy (why did they always choose old, ugly men for me? well, I knew why. Maximum humiliation).

‘Here she is’ I heard Megan say. ‘Give him a blow job’ she ordered me, he’s our first paying punter, another one who’s responded to your internet page.’

‘Punter?’ what did that mean. Well, I know it’s a paying customer. But I didn’t have much time to think as the man removed his trousers and approached the bed.

‘Hello gorgeous’ he said.

‘Hi’ I said, trying to make my voice as high pitched as possible, as instructed, although I hadn’t been prepared for this, and was shocked. Shocked, but I still complied obediently, swinging my legs round so that I was sitting on the side of the bed, and took his semi hard cock in my mouth, feeling terrible self-disgust as I did so.

He didn’t last long, as I sucked away enthusiastically. I was hard myself – with the humiliation of it. He soon erupted, pulling his cock out of my mouth, to direct his cum into my face. I had to admit that it really turned me on to be so treated. Though I how I felt afterwards was a different matter. I was filled with shame, and feelings of humiliation – but this paradoxically turned me on even more. What was happening to me?

All I could think of was how much I’d enjoyed being so treated, as if it were my true destiny. On the other hand, I hated myself for liking it, and a strong part of me wanted to break free. I struggled off the bed onto my feet, and the very first thing was go to the mirror, and stare at myself – such an abject slut, with runny makeup, spots of cum over my face and clothes. I was completely turned on by the sight, and became hard, my cock trying to break out of its restraint.

The man was just the first of many paying customers, but I saw little of the money.

The Operation

As far as I was concerned I was only going into hospital for routine surgery on my knee. I had few worries as I went under the anaesthetic. It was a lot different soon after I woke though.  I don’t know when I first realised something was wrong. Yes, I do -it was when I wanted a pee. I pressed the buzzer for the nurse, and when she came over I told her I needed the toilet.

‘Oh!’ she exclaimed, and I wondered what the problem was.

‘Just give me a bottle’ I said.

‘No...’she muttered ‘not at the moment.’

What on earth did she mean?

Well I was soon to find out. After pulling the curtains round the bed, the nurse wheeled in a commode.

‘I only need to pee’ I said.

She ignored me –

‘Come on, we need to get you out of bed. She pulled back he covers, and then I realised something was up. A tube led from my crotch.

She helped from the bed –

‘You’ll have to use that for the time being -until the wounds heal up.

‘What!’ I exclaimed, but she was gone

‘I’ll be back in five minutes’ she said over her shoulder. After she’d helped me onto the commode.

Why was I peeing through a tube, sitting down? And then it dawned on me I had no cock, just an opening that looked like a fanny, with a large clit, my former cock at the entrance. The tube emerged from it. I began to pee, and tears ran down my cheeks.

Surely, they hadn’t done this to me? How could they be so cruel?

I caressed my member – and a tremor ran through me, despite its shrunken size, and decrease in sensation, post-surgery. It was now more like woman’s clit than a cock, but I could still feel thrilling sensation through it though.

I was cleaning the toilet, as usual, my feet killing me in my four-inch ‘work’ heels. My now feminine figure damp with sweat beneath my deliberately ridiculous, black vinyl maid’s costume, with its frilly white cap and apron.  Ruth was in what had been my office, on what had been my work computer, doing what had once been my work. She, too, was dressed far more sexily than she had ever done before. Megan herself was sitting in an armchair, watching videos, often porn, smoking and drinking wine, as usual. The fug of make no longer bothered me since I had become an addicted smoker myself, through being forced to smoke by Megan, who had also got Ruth smoking.

Megan was now in charge of everything. The house, which she was now part owner of with Ruth, a share in my old business, and of me and Ruth. How did we cede all control to her? Well, I don’t really know. I’ve told you how she began to take control of me through her dominant personality. I had become subservient to both sisters, my wife and Megan. But Megan had somehow come to take control her sister too – to ‘own’ us both, using the language that she liked employ. She just seemed to have this charisma.  She liked nothing more than to watch, and film, Ruth having sex with a couple of well hung black guys, while I sucked them off in preparation, and used my tongue to clean up afterwards. I might even be allowed to cum myself, even have sex if wanted to, but it was up to Megan whether or not I was allowed to cum. Before the operation I’d been made to wear a steel chastity device most of the time, but now one wouldn’t fit over what was left of my cock, though that nub still got hard. I accepted now that I was a masochist. A transgender slut, who existed to satisfy women, and men, as controlled by Mistress Megan. Ruth also accepted Megan’s power over her, and enjoyed her subservient role, but in which she still had superiority over me, her wretched husband, who had betrayed her with her sister. That’s how she saw it, anyway.

Epilogue

Now Ruth herself had become sucked into Megan’s dominance. She now had power over us both. Had that been her intention all along? The reason she moved in with us in the first place. Had it all been some plan? I shuddered. To think we had both welcomed her into our home, though I must admit I has been somewhat resentful at first, though I’d done my best to overcome these feelings and accept her. That I’d really fancied her had been a major reason, I suppose. Although I loved Ruth, I fantasised about getting it on with her sister while she was out at work, and I suppose I paid for my devious desires. Of course, I did get it on with the sister, but not in the way I had planned! And my relationship with her had led to extreme consequences for both me and my wife. And now I was almost a fully-fledged woman. Well, some would never accept me as a woman, whatever I did. I might have had the necessary hormones, and surgery, but I still wasn’t biologically a woman in their eyes. And, in myself, I didn’t feel completely like a woman. I had never wanted to be a woman. Except, that as a teenager, I did used to steal my mother’s make up and stockings when she was out, then put it on and masturbate before the mirror. And I did fantasise about going out as a woman, and men fancying me. And I had been turned on by what Megan did with me, otherwise, I supposed, things would never had progressed as they did. But Megan had used blackmail to keep me entrapped and keep drawing me in farther and further into her seductive web. And now it seemed, she had drawn Ruth in too. Megan tapped into my feminine side, a side that I’d never previously acknowledged, and now I found it hard to think of my identity as other than as a woman. I loved taking an interest in clothes, and going with Ruth and Megan to shop for new outfits. And now I could fully indulge my makeup fetish, experimenting with all the various shades of lipstick and nail varnish. I’d never taken any interest in my appearance as a man, and had hated the way I looked, but now I loved nothing better than to change my clothes and make up in front of the mirror – maybe to make a new YouTube video with Megan, or an outfit for a date, or a new punter. My hair had now grown out, and had a feminine softness and thickness, and like any woman, I enjoyed a visit to the hairdresser, and trying out new hair styles. I still felt humiliated, especially having to have sex with strange men, but had gained a certain acceptance of my role, and, I have to admit, even enjoyment and fulfilment – the delight of humiliation, though I was still very attracted to women. Certainly, it was very hard for me to imagine going back to being a man. In fact, I wondered how I’d ever been one.

More and more men kept turning up the house, in response not just to my photos, but to things Megan had put on the net, and on Adult dating states. She promoted Ruth and me on BDSM sites and Twitter to those interested in humiliation and degradation. Me, now a complete sissy, and Ruth, whom Megan had turned into a complete slut herself. Dressed like a tart, with short skirts and heavy makeup. Ways that she never dressed for me, I thought bitterly. Megan liked to film men, and occasionally women, having sex with Ruth, and I would prepare them, lick them to hardness, and clean up afterwards, as well as acting a sissy maid during the whole encounter.

So, my wife’s sister coming to stay with us, intended as a temporary measure until she found her own place, turned out have huge consequences for me and my wife. Life changing consequences.

I hope that you have found the above account of interest.

It’s a true story, and you might find it a salutary warning. Though it might also turn some of you on, and make you realise you have your own repressed desires! Perhaps, this account might make you think that is better that they remain as mere fantasy. I hope you enjoy it anyway.

You can find more of my books on amazon.co.uk and amazon.com.

I’m always interested to see reader’s feedback, and constructive criticism. Please tell me what you would like me to incorporate in my stories.
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