

Forcibly Feminized by my Mother-in-Law:

How Stephen Became Stephanie

As I opened the door of our flat I could hear voices – laughing, joking, tipsy voices, and I soon identified the visitor as Delia, my mother-in-law. I could also hear the tinkling of wine glasses.  I walked softly up the passage, and stood and listened at the closed door for a moment. What I heard, was something that I wished I hadn’t –

‘Yes, he’s just a total loser ‘Delia was saying – you should get shot of him, you can do far better.’

‘But I do love him – he’s just going through a difficult time at the moment, losing his job and all.’ Kathy, my wife, said defensively.

‘Do you really love him, or do you just feel sorry for him?’ Delia asked, as if she already thought she knew the answer.

‘Well, I love him, but I feel sorry for him. I pity him – he seems so vulnerable and helpless, not what you expect from a man.’

‘Exactly – not how you expect a man to behave. A real man wouldn’t just sit and mope after losing his job, letting himself go downhill, he’d be out there looking for another job.’

‘But he does look for jobs – he signs on at the job Centre, and looks for jobs online.’

‘Then why hasn’t he found one? How long is it since he was made redundant?’

‘I don’t know; I’ve lost track – a couple of months maybe.’

‘A couple of months – and he hasn’t been able to find a job. A real man would do any job. Look at your father, he worked as a brush salesman when he was made redundant from the bank – and he worked his way up, until he was a manager. His self-respect wouldn’t let him sit around feeling sorry for himself.’

‘Stephen helps around the house -he does some cleaning, and cooking.’

Delia looked around, noticing how dirty the house was.

‘Well, he doesn’t do it very well is all I can say.  And where is he now, when he should be cooking your dinner?’

‘He went out for walk – he often walks in the park, or goes to the library.’ Kathy responded.

‘What does he do in the park – pick up men?’

‘He’s not gay you know.’ Kathy said, her voice rising angrily.

‘Isn’t he? but he’s not very masculine is he? He needs a good kick up the arse to get him to pull himself together.’

I couldn’t stand any more, and deliberately stepped back towards the front door, then opened and closed it loudly, before treading heavily in the hall. I heard my wife’s voice, urgent now, then whispering. I opened the living-room door.

‘Hello – hello Delia. How are you?’

‘Fine’ my mother in law said, and I couldn’t help noticing, as I always did, what a sexily mature woman she was. ‘And how are you – have you got a job yet?’

‘No – not yet, still looking, but it’s very hard these days.’

‘You have my sympathy, being unemployed must be awful for a man, takes away his masculinity. Look, I have something in mind, I’ll see what I can do.’

‘Thanks very much’ I said ‘I think I’d take any job now, just to get back into work.’

A couple of days later Kathy told me her mother had phoned, and that she had a job for me. It was at the department store she was manager of– they wanted a general assistant in the office and shop, and she thought I might be interested.

‘General assistant for office and shop work – well, I don’t have the right experience. And that’s a woman’s clothes shop isn’t it?’

‘Well, mother says that you don’t need any experience, they will train you, and that they are prepared to take you on.’

I didn’t want to work in a shop, let alone a woman’s clothing store, but what could excuse could I make to get out of it -‘Ok, what do I do?’ I said, hoping that if I applied they would turn me down, but at least I could say I’d tried.

‘Well, mother says, you can go along on Monday at 9AM – to start, basically.’

‘Oh – ok then, that’s good’ I tried to sound enthusiastic, though I was filled with foreboding. Still it was a job, and it would be good to have money in my pocket, and to feel I was contributing, and not leaving it all to Kathy. But working in a shop – a lady’s clothes shop, why would they even think I was at all suitable. Still I was assured that the Delia’s reference had got me the job, and I was to start on Monday – just showed the power of connections. However, part of me thought ‘what’s the catch?’, though this was a part that I tried to dismiss from my mind. Delia wanted me to get a job because I was married to her daughter, and was prepared to pull strings where she had influence. That’s what happened all the time – right?  Perhaps I would be in some kind of managerial role – in charge of female shop assistants -maybe the job wouldn’t be so bad after all, I thought. ‘Retail Manager’- that had a ring to it.

So it was with some dismay that I viewed a package Delia brought round on Sunday night before I was due to start on the Monday.

‘I just thought I’d bring Stephen’s uniform for tomorrow round – all the staff have to wear it.’

Well, that wasn’t really a problem I thought, it would save my own clothes from wear and tear anyway. But then when the box was opened, a chill ran through me, as I pulled out the crisp white, tailored blouse, and long black skirt with a slit up the side.

‘is this some sort of joke?’ I said angrily.

‘No, Delia said, no joke I’m afraid. ‘Didn’t I mention that all the staff at the shop have to wear this uniform – a female uniform?’

‘Yes, but I presume that all the rest of the staff are female’ I said.

‘Well, yes, but after discussing the matter with Kathy, I came to the conclusion, or rather we did, that you are pretty feminine anyway, and with your slim, small build and pretty face, you can easily pass for a woman. Look, we all know you need a job, and if you don’t get one quick you could both be in financial trouble – as it is Kathy is working extra hours to make ends meet. So can you afford to turn this opportunity down, because of – what? Stupid male pride? The thing is that though they have a policy under the Gender Exemption Act, of only employing females, hence the clothing rule. However, it’s been decided that they will employ some transgender women, even if they’re in transition – and that’s how I’ve got you the job.’

‘But I’m not a transgender person, I’m a man’ I almost shouted – ‘how can I go and work in a shop dressed up as a woman?’

‘It’s not unusual to undertake some deception in order to get a job – and you can pretend that you are in transition -and to be honest, I think it would suit you to inhabit a feminine persona, more than a masculine role does. Anyway, you can wear your male clothes to work and change when you get there, to save unnecessary embarrassment.’

‘But won’t the store mind that I’m a man? – what will it do for their business to have a man dressed up as a woman working there?’

‘Well, let’s say I’m pulling in a few personal favours – but the store owners said that as long as you are reasonably convincing as a woman, they will overlook the fact that you’re not actually one. I convinced him that you are actually transitioning – taking hormones, and with a view to surgery. Look let’s get you dressed in the clothes and see how you look, and then see if you’re still happy to do the job. Think of the consequences of turning it down. Kathy will give you a lift to work in the morning.’

‘The consequences of turning it down’ – the words echoed in the turmoil of my mind – what choice did have?

Delia and Kathy seemed to take great delight in helping me dress as a woman, giggling and joking the whole time. Didn’t they realise what a serious step this was for me; the sacrifice I was about to make? First of all, they stripped me naked, and I immediately became aroused as I felt their hands soaping my body in preparation for being shaved. The fact that I’d always been attracted to my wife’s mother was something I hadn’t wanted to admit to myself – let alone the fact that I found her, in her confidently assured maturity, sexier than I did my wife; but now the touch of her scarlet painted fingernails, and the softness of her hands on my legs and chest, made me forget about the humiliation of it all. a pair of   frilly pink panties, decorated with little hearts, about the most feminine pair you could think of, was rolled up my now smooth legs, and as soon as it felt their soft touch, my cock sprang embarrassingly to attention. God, how I loved their softness on my cock and balls, and the way they contained them. Then suspender belt was clipped around me waist and fine, dark stockings were rolled up my legs, and I realised the sensual touch, added to my desire for the two women, was making me even harder, so that pre-cum was dripping from the end of my cock. By the time my outfit was completed my erection was blatant, and Delia remarked -

‘Well, there’s one thing that certainly isn’t feminine about him’, and her hand caressed my penis ever so slightly, sending a tremor through my body. How I ached to have sex with both women, but it somehow had never seemed more transgressive and out of the question.  Well they both seemed concentrated on doing a professional job of my hair and make-up, and this they most certainly did, for when I looked in the mirror at the end of the process I couldn’t recognise myself. Instead of my own reflection there was a very attractive woman, with manicured eyebrows, big, dark outlined eyes, full red lips and a long, blonde wig gazed out at me. It was indeed a transformation, and I even felt attracted to myself. Then they taught me how to walk in high heels. It was very difficult at first, but I soon got used to it as I sashayed across the room, and even began to enjoy the feeling – of the soft, silly fabrics against my skin, the look of small, rounded breasts from a padded bra, and the whole idea of myself as an attractive, even slutty looking, woman. But, this also made me angry, and even more humiliated -I didn’t want to feel like this, as if I was enjoying it. This was only a temporary experience, in order to get a job, and I would only be dressing like this for as long as I had to.

‘Look how aroused he is’ Delia said ‘we can’t just leave him like this.’

‘No you can’t-I need to cum- urgently’ I said.

‘What will he do if he becomes aroused while he is working?’ Kathy said ‘how will he deal with it?’

‘There are ways’ Delia said, in a tone that I found very disconcerting. ‘But first let’s give the poor thing some release – besides seeing him dressed like this is making me so horny.’

‘It’s turned me on too’ Kathy said.

But her mother seemed the most aroused by the situation, apart from me that is, as she caressed my now massive boner with her manicured fingers, causing pre-cum to dribble from the end of my cock, as she pressed her lips to my rouged cheeks, I couldn’t hold back any longer, and exploded in an involuntary orgasm, my semen arcing into the air, and hitting the wall, where it trickled down, leaving a slimy trail.

‘Oh – the wallpaper’ Kathy cried, while her mother still seemed in the throes of lust, as she caressed one of my ‘breasts’. Suddenly, all I wanted was to be taken like a girl, by her dominating mother – with my wife watching. Had I turned into a pervert I wondered anxiously – since being dressed as a woman seemed to have released kinky desires in me, which I’d never before been aware of. It was also very humiliating – but realised that the humiliation aspect was a strong part in what was turning me on.

‘That was quite a powerful orgasm for someone with such a small cock – I can hardly think of it as a cock, it’s so tiny, but I have to admit that it’s larger than one would think when erect. But he suits being dressed as a woman so much – it just seems right for him – and it seems such a pity about that bulge in his panties which gives the game away.’ Delia said, with little sensitivity for my feelings.

‘That bulge will be staying there, thank you very much. I’m only dressing as a woman temporarily during working hours, and that’s purely for practical reasons.’ I responded angrily

‘Of course dear’ Delia said consolingly, then glanced at Kathy – did I detect a wink?

‘It’s all for your own good’ Kathy said, not responding top Delia’s glance. ‘Just buckle down to this job, and dressing as a woman while you’re at work, and you’ll be able to get a reference for something else; or even get promotion in the company running the shop to a job where you can wear your normal clothes – somewhere in Head Office perhaps. Take this opportunity that mummy’s got for you – seize the chance to make your mark again. You’re so lucky you know.’

‘Yes, I do know’ I relented ‘thanks Delia – thanks for everything.’

‘Your more than welcome dear – I just want to see you both happy. And now for the question Kathy raised earlier, about you having an erection while at work – I have just the thing.’ Delia said, and with that she opened her handbag, and took out a shiny, metallic object.

‘What’s that’ Kathy asked.

‘Oh – it’s just the ticket for Stephen here to help him control himself while he’s at work, wearing a dress and panties and surrounded by glamorous women– a penis restrainer.’

She quickly clipped the object around my now flaccid cock, which immediately began to harden again, making me moan with pain. There was a sort of spike at the object’s end, and my cock pressed against it as it became harder, causing me to yell out.

‘There, you see -  wear this and you will be unable to become erect.’ Delia declared, unable to keep a sense of triumph out of her voice.

‘Do you think this is fair on him mummy’ Kathy said.

‘Of course – he’s jolly lucky, having this chance. So, he has to dress in women’s clothes – what ‘s so awful about that. He’s very feminine anyway, and maybe inhabiting a female role would be the making of him. He might do better as a woman. Personally, I think he would be much better as a woman, he makes a pretty unconvincing man in my opinion.’

‘I will certainly not do better as a woman’ I protested. ‘I will only be a woman while I have to be – and that will be an unconvincing woman – a man dressed up as a woman, who will be returning to wearing male clothes when away from work.’

‘But the thing is that I have told them that you will be a convincing woman, and that is why you’ve got the job, so you’d better do your best to be as much like a woman as you can be. We are doing our best to make you as convincingly feminine as possible, with attention to your dress and makeup, but you’ll have to make an effort too – take notice of what we tell you, and practise things like walking in heels, body language and speech.’

‘Mummy’s right’ Kathy said ‘you must do everything you can to make the most of this chance – I won’t be pleased if you blow it, and end up out of work and sitting around the house again. You’re a man – prove it, prove it by being prepared to be a woman in order to fulfil your male role, and then I will respect you. Besides you look very attractive as a woman.’

‘But why do I have to wear this stupid device – it’s so humiliating and painful.’

‘Because you need to for practical reasons’ Delia said. ‘You can’t walk around dressed as a woman, with a great big erection poking from the front of your outfit.’

‘Why the fuck do I have to dress as a woman to do the job, anyway.’

‘Because that is the dress code for this job, because they only want female employees – but you ever been lucky enough that I have been able to get you a special dispensation, as someone who is transgender and in transition, to work there. Are you saying that I shouldn’t have bothered, that you’d rather be a layabout?’

‘You twist things’ I said. ‘Surely I shouldn’t have to make a choice between having to dress as a woman to get a job, and being unemployed, and consequently depressed. Neither seems good for my self-image as a man.’

‘But you have to take opportunities when they arise – you can’t always have everything on your own terms all the time, you know.’ Kathy said.

‘Entitlement – the modern curse. When are people going to realise that in-one is entitled to anything – you have to work for it. When I was young we thought we were lucky to get a job, and if got one we made dammed sure we worked hard, whatever it was.’ Delia argued vehemently.

Well said mummy’ Kathy said.

Now I felt guilty, churlish, like a spoiled brat. I determined that I would go through with the job, and do my best, and try to be positive about it.

When I looked in the mirror I was, though, filled with a frisson of delight, glimpsing my reflection as a convincing, even attractive, woman, made my cock harden, and then made me grunt in pain as my tender glans pushed into the point at the end of the cage – which humiliation turned me on even more, I realised.

I’d been taking lessons from my wife and her mother in walking in heels, and I was getting the hang of it at last, and now I had even got a sexy sway in my hips.

‘You know, of course, that mummy and me only have your best interests at heart. We’re not trying to feminize you at all. You’re a man, no doubt about that, but just at the moment it is pragmatic for you to assume a female role. But this job is just a stepping stone, and one day you’ll be able to look back on all this and laugh about when you went to work dressed as a woman, wearing a skirt, makeup and heels.’

‘Kathy’s right’ Delia joined in ‘we’ve only got your best interests at heart – but you do make a lovely woman’ she giggled, and again squeezed one of my ‘breasts’ in their padded bra, and I immediately felt the spike of the cage jab into my cock again, as it responded to her touch. God, why did it always do that, as if I was turned on, rather than mortified, by the whole situation.

‘Anyway, I’ll see you at the shop tomorrow, though I won’t be there when you first arrive, but the lady in charge in my absence, Lucy, will show you the ropes and introduce you to the other staff members. Don’t worry – they’re a very friendly bunch, and I’ve told them we’ve got a new girl starting. I’ll leave you to get an early night – so that you’re fresh for your first day. Goodnight.’

Delia swept from the room, like the Grande Dame she was.

‘See you’ve nothing to worry about ‘Kathy said consolingly.

‘No’ I said, but inwardly I was thinking about Delia’s words “I’ve told them we’ve got a new girl starting” – and what the other staff members would do when they realised that I wasn’t a real girl at all.

****************************************************************

I was soon to find out, when Kathy dropped me off on that first day.

I was met by the assistant manager, Lucy.

‘Hi, I’m Lucy’ she greeted me cheerily.

‘Stephen’ I mumbled.

‘We’ve had a Stephanie working here before. Nice to meet you.’

Did she misunderstand my name deliberately, I wondered?

She shook my hand, and I took care not to crush her hand in a man grip. My freshly painted, pink nails, made my fingers look slender and feminine, and my hands less large and clumsily male – though I have quite small hands anyway. The painted nails, and the earrings really gave me a convincingly feminine look. But did Lucy know that I wasn’t a real woman – how much had Delia told her?

She showed no indication that she didn’t think I was genuinely feminine. My cock had stated to grow when she shook my hand, but the restrainer stopped it, though I had been careful not to let out a yelp of pain when my glans pressed against the device’s spike.

I was taken through to be introduced to the other members of staff. My job was to be a general help around the office and shop – to do whatever was needed in fact. And it was hoped that I would gain experience too – in serving customers, ordering stock, etc. It was good chance to get a thorough retail training – if, and it now seemed big if to me, I could endure this charade of pretending to be a woman. Though surely no one really thought I was a woman did they?

This is Karen, Lucy introduced ne to a tall young woman, with brown hair hanging below her shoulders, and a pretty, heavily made-up face

‘Karen this is Stephanie’.

‘Hi Steph’ Karen said ‘Pleased to meet you- it’s not too bad working here, I’m sure you’ll like it, once you get used to it.’

‘I’m sure I will’ I said, trying to make my voice as high and feminine as possible.

And this is Siobhan, Lucy introduced me a short blonde, with a pleasantly round face, big eyes emphasised by dark eyeliner. I noticed how much makeup they all wore, and hoped I was wearing enough, resolving to put more on tomorrow. What was I doing – thinking about putting on makeup? I had to be careful – not to really become feminized. But as long as I kept in mind the fact that I was definitely a man, inhabiting a female role for pragmatic reasons, I was sure that this wouldn’t happen.

I was nervous, of course, as I was shown basic office procedures – like how to use the photocopier, and printer, where the kitchen and tea things were – apparently this was to be one of my duties – tea lady! My feet were killing me in the high heels, and I was sweating beneath my makeup. The chastity cage was uncomfortable, especially since my cock kept wanting to become hard, faced with being surrounded by so many attractive women, and this caused more discomfort, and actual pain, from the device’s spike. I was kept busy answering the phone, and taking messages, when Siobhan approached me – ‘the manager’s here, and she would like to see you in her office.’

The manager, aka my mother -in -law. I would really have preferred not to have a family member – a family member who’d gotten me the job – working there, especially as my manager. What would the others say?

Anyway, I teetered to Delia’s office, and knocked on the door.

‘Come in ‘it was Della’s voice, only now business like, brusque. I entered, and saw my beloved mother-in law sitting behind a large desk. Now she was wearing a smart pin- striped suit, instead of the glamorous clothes I was used to seeing her in. However, she still looked sexy, perhaps even more so, since the business- like look gave her even more the appearance of a dominatrix.

‘You do look lovely, ahem, Stephanie, is what I believe you are now known as – I’ve heard good reports about you so far.’

I didn’t know what to say, but Delia carried on

‘I trust you are fully embracing the female role, and are wearing panties and stockings beneath your dress, and are suitably restrained.

‘Yes’ I said.

‘I am your boss here remember, and you have to address me in suitably formal way – yes, Ms Meacham will suffice, but you have to remember that our relationship here is purely professional. Now show me that you are wearing your panties, and your device -come here and lift your skirt. I need to check, because it’s important that you fully embrace the female dress code while you’re working here.’

I reddened and walked to the desk.

‘I’d rather not ‘I said ‘I am wearing those things, honestly -you can ask Kathy.’

‘But you could have removed them without Kathy’s knowledge. I do believe you, but I have to check that the company’s policies are being adhered to -it’s just a formality, sorry.’

‘OK’ I demurred, and lifted my skirt.

‘Oh what a lovely pair of pink panties, Kathy chose well’ and, touching the front of them ‘yes, you are wearing your device, good girl.’

Why was she calling me a ‘girl’? I thought angrily, as my cock thrust hard against the end of its cage. Then it thrust against it even harder, as Delia, or rather Ms Meacham, let her hand ‘accidentally’ caress the inside of my thigh, before withdrawing it.

‘Could you dash out to the shop and get me a packet of cigarettes – I seem to have run out. Well, I definitely didn’t want to go out in public dressed as a I was: something completely alien, and scary, to me. But I didn’t feel a position to refuse –

‘Where is the shop?’ was all I was able to say, as my stomach was churning.

‘Just go out of here and turn left – it’s about a hundred metres along the road -Patel’s, you can’t miss it. Get me twenty Silk Cut, I’ll pay Kathy later.’

‘All right’ I turned, hoping I had enough money, and trying to open the handbag kindly provided by Kathy, fumbling with the unaccustomed clasp, I located a small, pink purse, which I found contained twenty pounds. Suddenly I was on the busy high street, trying to look nonchalant, as I tried not to fall over in my heels. People did stare at me, and there were some comments and laughter, but most of the passers-by didn’t take any notice of me. I walked into the newsagent.

‘Good morning madam, how can I help you?’ The man behind the counter asked politely.

‘Twenty silk cut please’ I said, trying to make my voice as high as possible.

‘Certainly madam’ the man said, picking the cigarettes down from the shelf –

‘Six pounds, fifty please.’

‘I paid, and walked as hurriedly from the shop as I could in the heels, then back to the shop and office I worked in. I was a bit more confident now, and attracted fewer stares. Relieved, I took the lift up to my mother-in-law’s office.

‘Thanks she said’ when I handed over the packet of cigarettes, tearing open the packet, taking out a cigarette, and lighting up.

‘I’m allowed to smoke in here’ she said, catching my look of horror- ‘managerial dispensation’ she giggled, as if to say ‘I just do what the fuck I want.’

‘Unfortunately,’ she continued ‘I don’t have an ashtray – you’ll have to act as one. Get down on your knees and open your mouth.’

‘What?’ I asked, hardly believing what I’d just heard –

‘Get down on your knees, you have to be my ashtray. Shocked, I knelt down, while she took a couple of long drags on her cigarette, and then instructed

‘Open your mouth and hold out your tongue’, which I did, and then she flicked the ash from the end of her cigarette onto my tongue-

‘Swallow it’ she ordered, and I coughed as I gulped down the hot, acrid ash.

‘I know you and Kathy are fervent anti-smokers, but you’ll have to take it up. I want you to have an image of a real slut, and sluts always smoke in a really sexy way.’

She took another puff n her cigarette, and again flicked the ash into my open mouth. When she had finished her cigarette, she spat in my mouth, then dibbed the butt out in the saliva on my tongue –

‘Swallow it’ she commanded, and I nearly retched as I did so. ‘Now go back to your duties. ‘I’ll see you tomorrow’ she said, ‘if not tonight.’

Armed with this very unpleasant thought, I tottered back into the office. I had an awful taste in my mouth, and felt I needed to clean my teeth, but all I could do was to go in the bathroom and rinse my mouth with water, and mop the spit and ash from around my mouth with a tissue. This hadn’t been part of the plan – to be humiliated at work like this. I was sure that Kathy would be shocked to hear how her mother was treating me. Anyway, cleaned up, but shaken, though also disquietingly turned on by the experience, I walked back into the office.

‘Could you go down to the shop’ Lucy said ‘they need help to hang some dresses’

‘Ok’ I replied, and walked down the stairs, careful in me stilettoes. The shop was a bright, bustling place, with women of all ages and shapes keenly looking through hangers, and trying things on. I was turned on, with my cock again bursting against my its restrainer, and also felt very out of place. At least in the office I’d been somewhat hidden away, but now I had to be amongst ordinary women, ones who neither knew nor would necessarily be sympathetic to my situation. A woman barged against me as I hung some dresses on a rack –

‘Sorry’ she muttered, then did a double glance, and turned and looked over her shoulder as she walked away. The sales assistants worked hard to deal with all the customers, and I hoped that I would never have to do that job. Then I really would need to look convincingly feminine. Well, I’d already resolved that I would try to look as feminine as possible – it was part of my nature to throw myself into things and to always do my best at whatever I was doing. And I decided to do this in my impersonation of a woman, even though the whole idea was alien to me. Except that the way that I seemed to delight in my new feminine persona, and kept looking at myself in the mirror, gave the lie somewhat to me not liking the role. But ‘as long as it is only temporary, I don’t mind’ was what I kept telling myself.


I unscrewed the lipstick, watching as the phallic, red stick slowly emerged – I found that in itself highly erotic, and I became even more aroused as I applied the point of the lipstick to my lips. By now I’d learned to masochistically enjoy the pain of my cock butting against its restraint. My wife had been encouraging me to apply my own makeup, though she was always available to help me, and with my clothes for my next day at work. I’d decided that I needed more makeup, to match the other women, and tonight I was practicing, but I realised that I really enjoyed experimenting with makeup, and seeing my face transformed from boring blokeyness into sexy femininity. Now, I outlined my lips with dark lip liner before applying thick, pink lipstick, then lip gloss. I stepped back, looked at my heavily painted face, with its darkly outlined eyes with painted lids, rouged cheeks and iridescent lips. With my hair, and a pair of sparkly earrings, I really did look feminine. My favoured look was slutty, and Kathy tried to convince me that this was unsuitable for work – that real woman wouldn’t go for that look on a working day, but to be as exaggeratedly feminine and sexual as possible gave me confidence: the makeup and sexy clothes were something I could hide behind.

Since I wasn’t working in the shop, and I didn’t have to wear the uniform I’d discovered, Kathy had chosen a sexily feminine outfit for me of short black skirt, purple chiffon blouse, with frills around the neckline, along with black stockings and four inch heels, and when I stood before her dressed and made up, earrings glittering, blonde wig falling in soft ringlets upon my shoulders, Kathy bent over me and kissed me softly on the cheeks –

‘Mummy was right – you’re very attractive as a woman, far more attractive than you were as a man.’

‘What do you mean ‘were’? I am a man, I tried to keep my voice fairly light in tone, as my cock hardened against its restraint ‘let’s get this thing off of me’ I said hoarsely. But it was her, in fact, who pressed her lips to mine, from above me, as I sat there. I felt very much the submissive woman I was dressed as, as she pushed her tongue into my mouth. Then she pulled a small key from around her neck, and pushed my skirt up around my waist, pulling my panties down. The cage was unlocked, and she swung her leg round and sat astride me, my cock sinking into her sopping fanny. It was wonderful, all my pent- up desire and seminal fluid ready to burst forth, as she ground her thighs against me; controlling my thrusts, making me hold back my desperate urge to cum, until her body twitched violently, and she moaned loudly as she orgasmed. And then she was off of me, and I grasped my cock with my hand, and wanked myself off – my cum surging into the air, as Kathy cleaned herself with a tissue, seemingly indifferent to me. Then, seconds later she said ‘Right, that was a one off – we have to get that cage back on you immediately.’

‘Why? ‘I asked querulously ‘why do I have to wear it at home, anyway.’

‘Mummy’s orders’ she says you need to be trained, trained not to become erect all the time, if you’re to pass successfully as a woman. And I’m not supposed to have sex with you – as that only makes you conscious of your masculinity, and we want you to think of yourself as feminine.’

‘But I only need to be a woman while I’m at work, and that won’t be for long. Your mother has an agenda – she wants to turn me into a woman.’

‘That’s just not true, she only has your interests at heart; but she does feel that you might be happier as a woman, and be more successful in life.’

‘But I don’t want or intend to be a woman.’

‘Mummy doesn’t actually want you to become a woman, just to explore your feminine side, the softer side of yourself, and she thinks that might make you happier that’s all. I have to admit that I already see an improvement in you: you seem less grumpy, and more helpful round the house, and generally nicer to be with.’

‘Yes, well I was depressed before, that’s all. It’s a common symptom of people who are unemployed. I certainly feel better having a job in many ways, but I’m not all happy about having to be a woman to do it. And I’m suspicious about your mother’s motives.’

‘I’ve told you that mummy only wants what’s best for you – and us.’

The disturbing thing was that I was increasingly enjoying being dressed in women’s clothes, so much so that men’s clothes now felt uncomfortable to me and restrictive, not to mention drab and dull. It had been Delia’s idea that I stay in the women’s clothes in the evenings after work – my natural instinct had been to change as soon as I got in from work – along with keeping the device on. Well, somehow both me and Kathy seemed to always obey her mother – Kathy was in thrall to her, and I realised that I was also frightened of her power. Also, Kathy herself was becoming more dominant. She was becoming more dominant and I was becoming more submissive – more feminine in outlook and mannerisms. And this scared me. What was scarier? her mother wanting to feminize me, or the fact that this was actually happening and I was even enjoying it in a masochistic way. Even the way my own wife was treating me – as if she was taking the male role, and I the female. Whenever I vowed that I was going to put my foot down, be more assertive, I found myself slipping back into submissiveness. But what choice did I have. I was certainly glad to have a job, though maybe ‘glad’ wasn’t the right word. Did I like my job? Well, it was early days, of course, but I didn’t like having dress as a woman all the time, or having Delia as my boss, and her attitude towards me. I was also deeply suspicious of her motives.

What also was worrying was how it made me feel more secure, becoming a woman, with Kathy and Delia looking after me; and how I was beginning to enjoy wearing women’s clothes, and how my male clothes were now becoming alien to me.

****************************************************************

My work at the shop seemed to be going reasonably ok, as far as I could tell, and I was beginning to feel fairly comfortable with the other workers. One evening the girls at the shop were having a night out to celebrate Lucy’s birthday –

‘I’d love you to come too, Steph’ she told me.

This would mean being out in public dressed as woman. My public appearances so dressed, had at present been restricted, mostly, to being at work. Spending a night in pub, without the reassuring presence of wife or mother-in law was a different matter. But on the other hand not going would make me seem stuck up, as if I thought I was different to the others.

‘Ok – I’ll come, thanks for asking me’ I said to Lucy.

That morning Kathy made sure I had some suitable clothes to wear – they would have to be suitable for work but also slightly slutty, since that’s how the others would dress she told me.

‘It’ll be good for you, but will you be able to cope with it all? The drink will be flowing, and things will probably get bit bawdy – you’re probably innocent as to how young women behave together when they’re out having a good time. ‘

‘I’m not sure how I’ll feel – I wish I wasn’t in this situation in the first place. I’d rather have a job where I could wear male clothes, and go out with my co-workers dressed as I am – a man.’

But as Kathy helped me get ready that morning, in red, latex mini skirt, chosen by me to Kathy’s disapproval, and pink lacy top, with some suitably feminine, frilly underwear beneath, I realised that my skirt revealed my stocking tops when I sat down and crossed my legs. But I was more mortified to realise my thrill I felt at how sexy I looked as a slutty woman.

That is how I felt in the pub, especially as I became increasingly relaxed after a couple of glasses of wine. My skirt rose above my stocking tops, and I pretended not to notice, but let it rise up my thighs a bit more. Some guys were looking at us, and the other girls were giggling. When one of the guys, a handsome young black guy, the worse for drink came over and asked me to dance, my immediate instinct was to refuse in fear, though I must admit I felt very flattered –

But then Lucy said loudly to the man above the music ‘Steph would love to dance with you’, and I felt myself being pushed up out of my seat, then found myself dancing with the man. How awkward did I feel, half-heartedly jigging about, hoping the music would soon end, but then the man, Grant he introduced himself as, pushed himself close to me, his hand brushing my bum. I felt repelled, and just wanting to get away, but my cock was pressing strongly against the sharp point at the end of my device. I realised that I was flattered by the effect I’d had on the man, and also excited by the humiliating prospect of sex with him, as well as feeling disgusted. I managed to break free from the man’s embrace, and the song soon ended, and I sat back down. But I was, again, shaken up by my response to the situation – my partial enjoyment of it. I was shaken to realise that I was elated by the fact that the man fancied me as a woman, and that part of me really wanted to let him fuck me in the most humiliating way.

‘You were in there girl’ Lucy slurred as I sat down ‘he was good looking bloke -I love a black guy, a real man.’

I blushed despite the drink. At least the others seemed to be accepting me as one of them. I realised that Lucy’s hand was on my leg, and I stiffened – in more ways than one! She looked into my eyes. She had beautiful blue eyes, but how could I come on to her– did she fancy women or men? Was she taking the piss out of me? She was certainly turning me on.

But then I’d just been turned on by my encounter with the guy on the dance floor, and was enjoying dressing as woman – I was confused to say the least.

Lucy kissed me quickly on the cheek, then carried on talking with the others – laughing and joking.  Was she attracted to me sexually, or just as one of the girls. To be honest I thought the latter was most likely. But at least my female work colleagues seemed friendly to me, something that I was not sure I could say about my wife and her mother.

When I got home that night, Kathy and Delia were both there, as if waiting for me to come in.

I went to kiss Kathy, but she pushed ne away –

‘Don’t try to kiss me, I’ve heard all about your carry on.’

‘What carry on’ I said defensively, though feeling I hadn’t actually done anything wrong.

‘Don’t try and deny it – your antics have all been caught on phone camera and emailed to me -  trying to get off with a young black guy, then trying it on with Lucy. Don’t you have any sensitivity to your wife’s feelings at all? It’s bad enough your having to dress up as a woman to get a job, but to see you exploiting the situation for your own perverted desires.’ Delia ranted.

‘Look, it was the black guy who came on to me. Well, he approached the table and asked me to dance with him, and Lucy pushed up to dance with the bloke, who was drunk by the way. I don’t think he realised ....’

‘That you’re not really a woman....’ Delia carried on my sentence. ‘No, you’re not really a woman, but maybe we should make you into a real one, since you’ve started behaving like the worst kind of woman – one of the worst kinds of sluts. I thought you had more dignity.’ Delia said.

‘I don’t want to become a real woman – no, definitely not. The black guy came onto me, started groping me, and I pushed him away.’

‘But you still kept dancing with him’ Lucy said tearfully ‘as if you were interested, and then you were snogging Lucy. ‘

‘It was her who kissed me’ I protested ‘and it was just a peck on the cheek – nothing happened.’

‘I think that you need to be taught a lesson, and then we’ll review the situation. Maybe your progress towards feminization needs to be speeded up a bit.’ Delia said firmly. Why did I think she was relishing the whole situation?

‘What progress towards feminization? I just want to get back to being a man, one who doesn’t have to wear women’s clothes and humiliating devices all the time.’

‘Yeah – well now we’ve got a new one for you to wear.’ And with that she produced a funny shaped plastic object – phallic looking, but curving outwards in the middle then going into a point -shaped like a Christmas tree, with a large circular piece at the base.

‘What the heck’s that?’ I asked.

‘it’s a butt plug, and it’s going straight up your arse to remind you of your status as an honorary woman, one who should do nothing to besmirch the good name of women with slutty behaviour, and also to prepare your hole for possible sexual action, since your cock is no longer able to be used. We’ve also managed to obtain a course of hormone therapy tablets, and you’re to take one a day – and these will help to make you more feminine, and to control your masculine impulses. Once you finish this job, and revert back to masculinity, you can stop taking the pills, and all the feminine attributes you have required will be reversed – so there’s absolutely no need to worry in that respect.’

‘But my cock’s only no longer able to be used because of the device you’ve made me wear. I’ve a good mind to throw the job in, then I can stop wearing these stupid clothes, and these awful things. As for taking hormone pills – well, I most definitely will not. How do I know what permanent or damaging effects they might have?’

‘Then there’s nothing for it’ Delia said ’since Kathy can’t have you living here any longer without paying your way, you’ll be out on the streets, and I wonder how you’ll cope then.’

My opposition and aggression quickly melted away, making me feel even more pathetic.

I was bent over a chair my panties pulled down around my ankles, while Delia ‘prepared’ me with a big, black, lubed dildo, seeming to take unseemly pleasure in jamming the object up my anus, and jerking it back and forwards several times, before pulling it out; then inserting the plug, which I found most uncomfortable and humiliating. But perhaps, more humiliating was the throbbing in my cock as it threatened to burst from its cage, if not repelled by the spike that it rammed into.

‘OK, I’ll put up with this degradation for the time being, but I am definitely NOT allowing myself to be further feminized. I tottered from the room into the hall, and catching myself in the full length hall mirror, I stooped and looked – what I saw as an elegant, sexy woman, her shapely legs elongated by a pair of high heels; small, but pert, breasts, and red lips in a beguiling, come hither pout – no wonder that guy had fancied me. And then I tried to wipe such thoughts from my mind, and pull myself together -I wasn’t turning into a woman, no, I tried to convince myself, as I felt the plug uncomfortable in my back passage. I had been too submissive to prevent myself being made to wear this disgusting thing. Then I realised that my lipstick needed touching up, and took a lipstick from my bag, and began to apply it – and realised how this showed how I really was becoming increasingly feminized.

Now, even my wife, backed up of course by her mother, became increasingly hard and dominant towards me, and my feminization became like a speeding train from which I wanted to get off, but couldn’t.



Wearing the cage became increasingly uncomfortable for me, because I was no longer getting any release from it – i.e. I wasn’t allowed any, so that my balls became increasingly sore and swollen – being full of unreleased cum, made worse by being surrounded by attractive women all day. One day when I got in from work I complained about it.

‘You’ll have to get this cage off, and let me cum somehow, or else my balls will explode.’

Delia was there, as she always was these days, and sneered-

‘Well there’s an easy solution to that – get rid of those nasty testicles – they’re of no use to a girl like you anyway -get rid of them and just keep your little clitty cock.’

Then, without warning, she pushed me down into a chair, while Kathy approached quietly from behind and pulled my wrists behind my back and clipped a pair of handcuffs on me, and around the frame of the seat. It was if it had been pre-arranged. Then Delia came towards me, and I saw that she was carrying a pair of gardening secateurs, pressing the handles together so that the blades opened and closed menacingly.

‘Get her knickers down’ she commanded Kathy, who quickly obeyed.

I shouted, ‘please no’ as Delia held the cold steel to the top of my ball sac, and then everything went black. I woke up, not knowing how long I’d been out, but noticing a glass of thick white liquid on a small table next to me.

Delia’s voice was suddenly loud in my half-conscious head –

‘When you were out cold – you fainted, we took the liberty of milking you – now your balls are back to their normal size.’

I grasped between my legs and my bollocks were still intact.

‘You have to drink that glass of cum, to show how grateful you are’ my once gentle wife said firmly.

‘I’m not drinking my own cum’ I protested angrily.

‘Just fucking do it’ Delia said ‘or else’ and she picked up the secateurs again, and opened and closed the blades threateningly.

I took the glass, heavy with my own cum, and held it to my mouth and tipped my head back, and drank the salty tasting liquid, nearly gagging as I did so.

****************************************************************

It was my birthday, which I’d told them I definitely didn’t want celebrated – but to no avail, and some surprises had been promised; but I had no idea what they were, and had a strong sense of foreboding about it all, to be honest. My fellow workers had begun to ridicule me since Lucy’s birthday party, with remarks like ‘It’s coq au vin for lunch at the canteen, Steph would love that’ Siobhan said, winking.

‘Yes, as long as it’s a big, black cock’ Lucy laughed.

That was the type of thing I had to put up with- constant innuendo and ridicule. While at home, Delia, under her mother’s influence seemed to be becoming increasingly contemptuous and dominating, and conjugal relations were now completely denied me. However, I had my suspicions of my wife, and wondered what she got up to on those nights out at the ‘cinema’ with her mother, which seemed to make her exceptionally happy and giggly – and even more contemptuous of me. While she was out enjoying herself, I would be told to clean the toilet and other demeaning duties. And the worrying thing was the way that I would meekly comply with my orders, and I realised that part of me was enjoying my subservient, sissified role.

Anyway, if Delia was behind this birthday ‘treat’, I didn’t expect anything good for me to come out of it. And yet, yet I also had a sense of excited anticipation. When I entered the room, it was already full – everyone was there, including Delia, and Lucy. I felt hands grab me, to much giggling, and I was powerless to prevent being forced to lay on my back, where my wrists were chained to nearby desk legs. A ball gag was forced into my mouth and secured with a strap round the back of my head.

‘Doesn’t she look vulnerable laying there’ Delia said ‘so innocent.’

Lucy laughed, before removing the device from my cock, with a key passed to her by Delia, and placing what I realised was a hollowed out dildo over it. My cock immediately sprang to attention with the proximity of Lucy and the touch of her fingers, and my pent- up desire. However, my cock didn’t reach the end of the hard plastic dildo, and It was able to become fully erect for what seemed the first time in an age. What was going to happen? I wondered excitedly, and with some foreboding, as the women removed their knickers, and some of them caressed themselves, making me even more achingly hard. Was this going to be my moment? However, what happened was sheer, humiliating cruelty, as Lucy lowered herself over me, naked fanny gleaming. My cock thrust upwards with anticipation, but was hidden inside the dildo, and thrust impotently into space. With a moan Lucy lowered herself onto the dildo, and began to move up down on it. I watched the dildo going up inside her, then emerging as she raised her body, gleaming with her juices. But the thing was, I couldn’t feel a thing in my cock, because it was only the plastic of the dildo that touched the inside of Lucy’s fanny. It was torture of the worst kind, as one by one the women lowered themselves onto me, and frigged themselves to orgasm on the dildo strapped over my cock. My balls began to ache, and I felt the pre-cum dripping down inside the dildo’s black casing. Then, finally, Delia lowered herself onto my crotch, and let out a groan of delight as the dildo reached up inside her, with my cock hidden inside it, before spitting into my open mouth, as she shuddered to a quivering orgasm.

‘Sissy scum’ she shouted triumphantly.

I lay there, completely unsatisfied, my balls aching even more, although I had been released from the cage.

‘Let me cum’ I begged, and Delia laughed scornfully.

‘Why should we, your pathetic worm – isn’t it about time you got rid of that appendage of yours? after all you’re a woman in all but name, don’t you think it’s time you went the whole hog, and fully embraced your femininity. What do you think girls?’ she addressed the others.

‘Steph is certainly female as far as we’re concerned – a woman who happens to have a dick.’ Lucy giggled.

‘Well maybe she won’t have it for much longer’ Delia said.

‘No’ I cried ‘no, I’m not allowing that – I’m a man.’

‘You don’t have much say in the matter. Where’s it got you, with my daughter as your wife, in this silly pretence of being a man – nowhere, that’s where.’

‘Ooh, I am a man’ I heard my voice ridiculed – querulous, effeminate, whiny. Delia mimicked me, grabbing my balls in a vice like grip that made me gasp, before releasing them, and addressing the others –

‘What do you think ladies -do you think he’s really a man, or does he make a better woman?’

‘He makes a far better woman’ the voices responded in unison. I thought I recognised Lucy’s voice as one of the loudest.

I hung my head, red faced. Tears clouded my eyes, but even at such a traumatic moment, I was concerned about my mascara running.

‘Look Steph – it’s clear to us all that you are far more of a convincing woman than you are a man, and that you are far better in a feminine role. I could never imagine you now in nasty male clothes instead of your silks and satins, stockings and heels – you just seem so girly – far more girly than me in fact, and that’s probably why I fancy you. Why not just accept it, and be glad that your mother -in-- law has given you this opportunity to fulfil your true self. You could have gone through life unhappy, because you’d never managed to fulfil your true potential. You should embrace your femininity, not fight it.’ Delia said, her voice dripping with sincerity – sincerity which I was increasingly coming to believe was fake.

****************************************************************

When I walked into my home that night, I heard the sounds of ‘I enjoy being a girl’ from the lounge. I walked in, to find Kathy and Delia, who had left work early as usual, dancing and singing along to the song which was playing on the cd player.

‘How very apt’ Delia said as I walked in.

Kathy came over to me and kissed me on the lips, and I felt the familiar pain of my cock against the end of my cage. I’d been totally degraded at the office that day, and enjoyed it I had to an admit- despite the complete frustration and humiliation of it -it made me feel so feminine and vulnerable, and I loved he humiliation, but my cock craved its masculine relief.

‘Let me have sex with you ‘I murmured to Kathy. ‘get rid of your mother- in -law, and let’s go to bed.’

Kathy pushed her hand up my skirt and pressed it against the metal again imprisoning my cock.

‘Maybe I’ll let it out again tonight’ she said ‘but mummy says you’re not allowed to have sex with me, because that will divert you from the course of feminization which you are embarked on, and which it’s in all our best interests that you follow. Soon you won’t have a cock, or not a fully functioning one, so why should you keep trying to have sex like a man, when you should only be thinking of having it like a woman does. I’m to play the male role in our relationship from now on. And with the aid of that butt plug, that Mummy so kindly thought of, you have nice, feminine hole to be penetrated at will, by my big, black strap-on- or even a cock if you’re a lucky girl.’

I wanted to protest, to tear of my female clothes, and reassert my masculinity. But the thing was doing I really want this. Did I have it in me to do this? And did I really want to relinquish my new found femininity and go back to wearing rough, dull male clothes, without any makeup, and try to assert myself in an alpha male way – something which didn’t come naturally to me at all, and which I knew would be doomed to failure.

****************************************************************

I looked at my face in the mirror, and realised that I was automatically reaching for a lipstick in my handbag to touch up my makeup – so feminized had I become. It was scary, I had to combat this. Yet, as I contemplated my reflection I found myself posing, admiring myself, planning new outfits and hairstyles, wondering if a different shade of lipstick or eye liner would go. There was no doubt about it, I had become feminized without even being aware of it. Was there any going back – or was it too late. The thought chilled me to the bone.


‘Tonight’s the night you truly become a woman’ Delia announced portentously, and I felt myself shaking with a mixture of fear and anticipation. I both dreaded what was going to happen, but was thrilled by what I anticipated was the ultimate humiliation of it. Then, to my surprise, the man I’d danced with in the club, Grant, walked out. Sober and in a better light, I saw that he was a lithely muscular black guy of about 30 – that he fancied me sent a thrill through me.

‘Ok girls, let’s get him ready’ Delia said, and I was forced onto my back, a cushion placed under my arse, panties roughly pulled down, as Grant knelt before me, my legs over his shoulders. A lubed dildo was thrust up my hole, then removed, and I felt the tip of Grant’s massive dick pressing at the entrance. And then it was inside, huge inside me. I squealed in pain as I felt it going up me, but then my sphincter opened and accepted it, and I felt a different sensation as it pressed against my prostate, and now moaned with pure delight, as immensely pleasurable sensations swept through my body.

‘God’ I cried ‘fuck me, fuck me hard.’

And Grant duly obliged, hammering his cock home again and again, until my own cock exploded with a stream of cum, that my position, with my legs over Grant’s shoulders, meant would hit me straight in my face. My cock was grasped and pointed by Lucy, so that I came right into my own face and hair – and cum I did, releasing all that pent up semen for what seemed an age.

‘I almost fainted, but as I was coming round I heard Delia’s voice

‘Congratulations –You’re no longer a virgin.’

Did I feel pride at this? Well, as you might think, I was utterly disgusted and ashamed, but, however, I also, despite myself, felt very turned-on by the whole experience. ‘But you’re straight’ I said to myself ‘you’ve always been straight.’ but I realised how it now seemed so natural for me to assume a feminine role, as I looked the mirror, and automatically began touching up my makeup.

This incident made me feel increasingly frustrated. Not only was I no longer having sex with my wife, but I had had increasing gay desires since that evening. I longed to have another cock up inside me, even as I tried to fight the impulses off. But how could I do this, when I rarely went out now, except to work, and my cock was usually restrained, with the key worn by Kathy around her neck. However, one night I saw her putting the key to my cage into a drawer in the dressing-table before taking a bath, and I hatched a plan. One night, while she was in the shower, I retrieved it, unlocked my cage, and went out. I was already dressed in my sluttiest clothes and makeup – having planned this escape in advance.

I took a cab to a bar, which I knew was where men could meet transgender women. When I got there, I stood outside the bar, and lit a cigarette – I was now a practised smoker, as instructed by Delia, letting the smoke drift from my scarlet lips seductively, in the way that Delia had shown me. Two different men entered as I stood outside and their eyes appraised me. Did they like what they saw. I went in and sat at the bar. It wasn’t long before one of the men I’d seen come in while I was smoking, came and up and sat on the stool beside me –

‘OK to sit here?’ he asked politely.

‘Sure’ I said, batting my eyelashes.

‘Like a drink’ he asked. ‘I’m Tony by the way.’

‘Stephanie, pleased to meet you. Yes, that would be nice – I’ll have a gin and tonic please.’

Drinks ordered, I sipped mine, and wondered what I was going to say. Was this going to be one of those awkward conversations, punctuated by long silences?

But then I felt the man’s hand on my knee, and stiffened – in more ways than one!

‘You don’t mind do you, but I just find you very sexy. Are you transitioning?’

‘Yes’ I replied, my voice squeaking with anxiety. Well, at least he knew that I wasn’t a real woman.

‘You do look lovely’ he said.

‘Thank you’ I responded, aware of the hardening in my cock.

‘Why not come back to my place -I’ve got the car outside.’

‘Ok’ I said, wondering just what I was letting myself in for, but also feeling excited at the prospect. I couldn’t believe what I was doing – picking up a man in a bar. We exited the bar and walked to the man’s car. He continued to be very polite, opening doors for me, and taking my arm solicitously. But as we sat in his car, he put his hand on my knee and I pushed it away, I wasn’t sure why.

‘Sorry’ he said, and then I realised that I wasn’t attracted to him after all, and why. It was humiliating, degrading gay sex, that I was coerced into, that had turned me on, and this chap was far too well-mannered to treat me in such a way -and thus he left me cold. It wasn’t what I craved at all.

‘Look’ I said ‘I’m sorry if I’ve led you on, but I’m afraid I don’t want to go home with you -I’ll make my own way home.’ And with that I got out of the car, and walked as if towards the nearest taxi rank, but actually, once he had driven off I rang Kathy to ask her to come and pick me up.

I realised that I was only interested in being gay if it was part of the humiliation and degradation organised by my mother-in-law, and witnessed and participated in by my wife or other women.

My wife came and picked me up, and took me home. When we arrived my mother-in-law was waiting.

‘You’ve been a naughty boy haven’t you? – finding the key to your cage and going off like that.’

‘Yes, Mistress’ which is how I’d now been taught to address her – ‘Yes I have. I’m so sorry, it won’t happen again.’

‘OK – I accept your apology, but we still need to punish you. This is your new chastity device – you will find it has an even sharper and longer point at the end of it, than your old one did.’

My wife pulled down my panties and locked it in place. Though I had become somewhat aroused in the encounter with the man in the bar, I hadn’t cum and now I wouldn’t have an opportunity to do so. But I sighed and accepted my fate. Then, a new butt plugged was jammed up my anus – one that had been treated with something that immediately induced a burning sensation in my back passage, which caused my cock to harden and jam into the sharp steel spike at the end of the cage. I couldn’t speak with pain and discomfort, though part of me realised I was enjoying being abused in such a way. Then, I was introduced to something new, seemingly obtained while I was out – a steel barred cage, like one you might keep a small animal. I was ordered to kneel before it, then shoved inside.

‘Good night shitbag’ Delia growled, then Kathy said-

‘You have to be punished for this kind of behaviour, you know, or you’ll never learn.’

Suddenly the room was plunged into darkness, as the light was turned off, and I was left in my discomfort. To think that I had chosen this fate, when I could have been spending the night with that nice, gentle man I’d met, who would have treated me like a lady! I needed to pee, and there was nothing for it but to release the hot piss from my bursting bladder, letting it flow through the eye of my chastity device, into my knickers and down my stocking clad leg. And then I had lie in a pool of my own urine.

I felt very glad when morning arrived, and I heard the sounds of my mistresses, for that is what they now effectively were, getting up. However, when my cage was eventually flung open, Delia was appalled

‘Look what the disgusting sissy has done now – pissed herself – we should rub her face in it, just like we used to do with our dog.’

‘Really’ Kathy said ‘typical – ‘not an iota of self-control, ‘yes, rub her face in it, she’s no better than a dog, silly bitch.’

I felt guilty and ashamed, even though it wasn’t my fault, and stuttered an explanation, which sounded thoroughly feeble –

‘I’m sorry – I just couldn’t help it; I was bursting to go.’

That little pee- pee of yours causes nothing but trouble’ Delia said. Then, grabbed me by the hair and forced my face down into the puddle of my own piss, and ground it in, until I was nearly choking.

***************************************************************

I walk confidently in my heels across the floor of the shop, to where a customer is holding a dress from a rail against her body. She is thirtyish, attractive, and I address her confidently –

‘That looks lovely madam – just suits your colouring, would you lie to try it on and see what it looks like.’

‘Yes’ the woman said ‘yes, I would.’

The woman goes into a changing room and soon emerges wearing the dress.

I’m able to assess quickly how it fits, and whether it suits her or not, and her own feelings about it. I can tell that she is a bit uncertain, but just needs to be told how nice it looks. She could probably do with the next size up, but I reckon she won’t like being told that –

‘Oh that looks lovely madam it’s just right on you, a perfect fit, and the colour and pattern suits you completely.’

‘Do you think so?’ I nod appreciatively. ‘OK I’ll take it’ she says.

Relieved that she is not one of those who wants to try on umpteen dresses before going back to the first one, I take her to the till and make the sale.

I catch Lucy’s eye and nod, and she smiles back. I’m now one of the top sales assistants in the store.

****************************************************************

Back at home my wife and her mother in law are bringing back someone to meet me, they’ve said, and I feel excited thinking about it. Excited, but also somewhat mortified. Although the hormones have had quite an effect, I still am attracted to my wife, and want to have sex with her more than anything, despite my recurring gay fantasies – though these are all about her and Delia forcing me to be gay. After the contract at the store had ended, I thought I would be returning to my male identity, but was offered a permanent job as a sales assistant, and am now I am in a full time job at the clothes store: so, returning to my old, male identity seems out of the question, and I’m not sure, to be honest, if I would want to go back to it.

The doorbell rings, and I answer it as I have been taught, holding the door open and curtseying to the male visitor, as taught by my Mistresses, then showing him upstairs. I am dressed like complete tart, with very short mini- skirt, revealing my stocking tips; a lacy, pale blue, transparent top; my now long hair in delicate, blonde waves across my shoulders; face plastered in makeup, including vivid scarlet lips. I let my bum wiggle as I walk upstairs before the man.

Once in the bedroom, a strange, humiliating ceremony takes place –

‘You’re Kathy’s husband for tonight’ Delia said, removing my wedding ring, and placing it on the man’s finger.

‘Do you take this woman, Kathy, to be your loving fuck slut for tonight, and you to be her properly masculine husband, forsaking the useless sissy she is legally married to?’

‘I do’ the man said, and I noticed how deep and resonant his voice was.

I was ordered onto my hands and knees on the bed, and Kathy assumed a similar pose beside me – she was incredibly sexy in a white corset and suspenders and stockings, white knickers around her ankles and I wondered why it wasn’t me fucking her, which I wanted so much to do. And then I realised that she was wearing the lingerie she’d worn on our wedding day. However, I also craved humiliating cock, and squealed as the man entered me from behind, his condom clad cock up me – forcing its way in, making me moan in pain, but then my sphincter accepted it, and I felt his me enormous member touch my prostate, and am now groaning in ecstasy, as his hands cupped my hormone enlarged tits, and I could feel myself about to cum-

‘fuck me ‘I shouted ‘fuck me hard.’

But then he pulled out, and went straight to my wife who was kneeling next to me. My hand went to my cock, but Delia knocked it away, and I felt the cold metal of the chastity cage over it, and the click as it was locked into place. Now I had to endure my wife’s moans of ecstasy as the man fucked her. Her shout of- ‘This is what a real man’s cock feels like, not like that husband of mine’s tiny clitty.’

My cock hardened and throbbed inside its cage, as my wife’s body shuddered to an orgasm, the likes of which she’d never had with me. The man pulled out and removed his spunk filled condom, then Delia pulled off my wedding ring from his finger, and dropped it inside.

Even more degradation for me was to come, as Delia grabbed me by the hair, and forced my face into her fanny –

‘Lick me off’ she said urgently, and I complied, my tongue darting around her clitty, as I enjoyed my abjection, until her body shook with delight, and her juices poured into my mouth.

Next I had to lick the man’s cum from Kathy’s vagina, as she sat over my face, her fanny entrance gaping right over my mouth. I was then presented with the spunk filled condom, and could see my wedding ring nestling at the bottom.

‘Drink the cum, and then you can have your wedding ring back, but you’re not to wash it’ Delia said.

And then the three of them were gone, and I heard laughter coming from the bathroom, as I lay there. When they were finished, Delia ordered me to clean the toilet bowl with my tongue and toothbrush. Then, I was forced to sit outside the bedroom door, chained and ball gagged, so that I could hear the goings on inside, as the man had vigorous sex with Kathy and Delia in our marriage bed. I had to admit that the whole scenario gave me a thrill of masochistic satisfaction. But I pondered on what had happened to me, as I sat there that night, trying to get some sleep, not even being able to have a wank. I’d turned into a woman, and was working as a shop assistant in a woman’s clothing shop. My body had been changed irrevocably by hormone injections, with the imminent threat of surgery awaiting. Delia had lied in what she said to me about the effects of the hormones being reversible- and, the worst thing, I did actually feel better being a woman than a man. With my wages I had plenty of money to spend on my new passions of clothes and makeup, and now that Kathy had become a free spirit sexually, with many young, virile lovers, I was often able to indulge in sex with them- they would anally penetrate me, and I was allowed to suck them off and clean their cocks after they’d fucked my wife, or even arouse them before their having sex with her. My only contact with Kathy’s vagina, was with my tongue when I was ordered to clean her lovers’ semen from it – but I felt privileged to be allowed even that.
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