

Forcibly Feminized by the Black Femdom Boss

A ‘Ladies’ Man’s’ Humiliation Under the New Female Manager 

Chapter 1

My name is Jack Rider, and this is the story of how my life changed completely when my company was taken over, and a new black, female, boss arrived. Everyone was excited about the new Senior Manager, Ms Cauldron. No one knew anything about her, except that she was American, black, and a woman. But news came through that she was in her office, and getting on with the rumoured reorganisation. We were all worried about our jobs, redundancies were talked of. Now it was said that she was interviewing people – with a view to making them redundant?  I hoped that I wasn’t one of the those interviewed. 

But then it came, the message – Ms Cauldron wants to see you in her office, the secretary said – is 2pm all right with you?

Well, what could I say? I could hardly refuse could I?

I knocked on her office door – her name was already on it, in extra big letters, it seemed – ‘Ms Cauldron, Senior Manager.’

A voice called out ‘come in’. The voice was loud, forceful, very American, making me even more nervous. I opened the door slowly, and walked in. Ms Cauldron sat behind a desk, wearing a dark suit, but I gained an immediate impression of power, and of a dominant sexuality, as I took in her height; smooth, dark skin; raven black hair; darkly outlined, cat- like eyes, and scarlet lipstick. 

‘Take a seat please’ she said, her voice professional, business-like, but respectful seeming. Maybe she was all right after all, I thought.

I sat down in the seat before her desk, and sank below her, I realised straight away. My seat was much lower than hers, almost a like child’s chair, and it immediately put me at the disadvantage of looking up at her. 

I waited while she consulted a lap- top for what seemed several minutes.

‘Hmm’ she murmured ‘Hmm’ as if coming to some great realisation.

‘Mixed reports here about you’ she said finally, looking at me as if expecting some response.

‘Oh – I’ve always been a hard worker’ was all I could think of to say.

‘A hard worker, but sometimes disrespectful of authority – and what’s this about you sexually harassing female work colleagues?’

‘That was a false allegation, made up by an ex-girlfriend trying to get her own back after I’d dumped her.’

‘But there are reports from a several different women – are they all ex-girlfriends you’ve dumped?’

‘Well, a lot of people have grudges against me. Plus, the woman in the first case had a lot of friends, who might want to get revenge on me on her behalf. I’ve never imposed myself unwantedly on any female colleague- I give you my word on that.’

‘And you word is your bond, as an English gentleman, right?’ 

I didn’t like her manner, but determined to keep calm –

‘Yes, that’s right – I’m always honest and true to my word.’

‘Hmm’ again consulting her computer. ‘I just need to look at some things-take down your trousers please.’

‘What?’ I said, thinking I’d misheard.

‘Take down your trousers’ she repeated in an even tone, as if instructing me to do some mundane task, like pass the stapler.

‘With respect – THAT would count as sexual harassment’ I said, keeping my own voice calm.

‘Take down your fucking trousers you fucking white trash, or walk out of that office door and never come back. I’m the boss now, and you do what I tell you, or it’s down the road to the Employment Agency.’

I couldn’t believe what was happening, but shaking somewhat, I unbuckled my belt and let my trousers drop around my ankles.

‘Thank you ‘she said ‘and remove your underpants too, please.’

I pulled down my pants, and now my cock was revealed to this woman, and I was appalled and embarrassed to realise it was hardening.

‘This turns you on does it?’ she smiled.

I blushed but didn’t speak- well, I felt unable to.

‘Does It turns you on to be ordered to remove your clothes?’ she asked again, her voice louder, harsher.

‘No…I don’t know…maybe’ I mumbled.

‘Hmm’.

She came around the desk and approached me –

‘Are you married – do you have kids?’

Yes, I am married, to Lauren, we have one child – Amy, aged 18 now – she’s just about to go to university.’

‘How did you manage to procreate, and how do you fulfil your wife sexually, with such a small penis?’ she asked.

I could feel my face on fire now, and my voice seemed choked up somewhere inside me, my words coming as if from great, murky depths, as if I had barely learned to speak.

‘I have had no complaints’ was all I could think of to say.

‘No complaints – not from the women you forced yourself upon?’

‘No….no, I didn’t, I didn’t do what they said.’

‘Get down on your hands and knees’ she said in a soft, even voice, as if asking me to bring in the milk.

Now I found myself subserviently complying without question.

‘Hold your anus open please, and say “I’m a piece of fucking white trash shit.”’

I pulled at my arse cheeks, so that my bum hole was exposed. My cock was growing even harder now, and I felt humiliated, vulnerable, unable to speak.

‘Come on – say “I’m a piece of fucking white trash shit.”’ 

I croakily managed to utter the words – ‘I’m a piece of fucking white trash shit.’

‘Lean forward, head on the ground, arse in the air. Ever had a stiletto heel up your behind? She asked.

‘No’ I murmured, as I meekly obeyed her instructions, still clasping my arse cheeks, bum- hole open, then gasped as she inserted the tip of a black six-inch heel into my anus, poking it right up, so that I could feel it sharp inside me.

‘Ow’ I exclaimed.

‘Hurts eh?’ she laughed, before pulling it out. ‘So you have a low pain threshold?’

I didn’t answer, and she kicked me really hard on my bare arse, the pointed toe of her shoe gouging the flabby flesh of my bum cheek.

‘Do you have a fucking low pain threshold, you fucking white wanker?’

‘No’ I gasped.

She kicked me again ‘Liar’ she sneered. ‘Do you have any photos of your wife and child?’

‘Yes, ‘I said, I keep one in my wallet.’

‘And where is your wallet now’.

‘it’s in my jacket pocket’ I said, wondering what on earth she wanted.

She reached inside my jacket, found my pocket, pulled the wallet out, and opened it. She went through the contents, stuffing things back inside as she did so, some documents falling to the floor, until she pulled out the photo of Lauren and Amy, sitting on Brighton beach, taken by me on a holiday.  It was lovely photo of the pair of them, my favourite.

‘Right ‘she said ‘wank yourself off onto the photo.’

‘That’s disgusting ‘I protested, though my cock seemed to get even harder as I said it.

‘You know the score’ she said ‘do it, or not only will you lose your job, but your wife will hear of all your goings- on with women here.’

I didn’t reply, but slowly began to wank, almost immediately wanting to come, so aroused was I. As my cock began to quiver, I pointed it at the photo, though it was Ms Cauldron who was really arousing me – that and the whole humiliating scenario, and I suddenly spurted a massive outpouring of cum, right onto the faces of my wife and daughter. It seemed to be endless, but eventually I was spent, just the last drops dropping not the saturated, ruined photo. I felt I’d betrayed my wife and daughter, as well as myself, and hung my head in shame.

Suddenly Ms Cauldron bent down and I glimpsed silver in her hands. The next moment she had clipped something over my cock, and locked it with a small key. It had something sharp and pointed inside the end of it, and I felt more pain as my semi- erect cock pressed against it in its attempt to expand, which, perversely, seemed to make it more erect, and thus cause me more pain. But there was more as something else was pushed up my already penetrated bum- hole, which I later found out was a massive, shiny, butt plug. It was most uncomfortable, but I realised that I was already becoming hard again.

‘Being treated like this really turns you on doesn’t it?’ Ms Cauldron said – ‘you really are a masochist. I’d like to meet your wife and daughter one day’ she added ‘- I wonder if I should tell them what’s just happened.’

‘No, please don’t’ I pleaded.

‘Well, if you comply with instructions, then that won’t happen, but if not…. you’re to remain in chastity and butt plugged for the next month, to see if you CAN be obedient and obey instructions, and not harass female colleagues – and become a better employee, who is worthy of being retained by this company.  You can start by cleaning my loo – this will be one of your new duties. As a mark of your obedience and acceptance of your inferior status, you are to clean the toilet with your tongue: you can start now, you’ve got fifteen minutes, and I want a perfect job.’

I hobbled into the toilet, which was in a discrete corner of the office. The bowl looked as if it hadn’t been cleaned for some time, and I felt completely degraded as I bent before and licked the dirt off of the rim of the toilet with my tongue. How could I get further into the bowl though? There were no cleaning materials that I could see, so I took my tie off, and used it to wipe the toilet bowl clean. Realising that the fifteen minutes nearly was up, I rushed out of the toilet, having satisfied myself that the toilet was as clean as I could get it under the circumstances. 

Ms Cauldron looked up from her computer as I re-entered the office –

‘You’d better have done a good job; I’ll inspect it later. Where’s your tie by the way?’

‘Well’, I mumbled, blushing, ‘I had to use my tie to clean inside the bowl, since I couldn’t get my tongue in there.’

‘I told you just to use your tongue. How dare you disobey me. Where is your tie?’

I pulled it from my pocket – ‘It was too wet and dirty to wear’ I felt a small boy apprehended by the teacher.

‘Put it on – I will not have my employees improperly dressed.’

I tied the damp, stinking tie around my neck, my hands shaking.

‘Now bend over the desk.’

I complied, and Ms Cauldron went to a cupboard and took something from it, and then I felt her hand around my waist, undoing my trousers, and pulling them down, along with my pants. Then heard a swish, as a thin cane sliced through the air, and yelled in pain as I felt it cutting into my bum, right across the cut the point of her shoe had made when she’d kicked me earlier, and the plug sticking from my anus. There were at least another half-dozen cane strokes – six of the best, I thought grimly: each one more painful than the last, and leaving red weals across my arse cheeks. Finally, Ms Cauldron took out her lipstick and wrote ‘white trash shit, owned by a black woman’ on my bum, between the reddening marks.

‘Get your trousers up and fuck off back to work – I’ll call you in when I need to see you next.’

I rose clumsily, and struggled into my pants and trousers, my mind in a whirr. As I walked back to my desk in the office, I felt most uncomfortable and humiliated with the unfamiliar objects on and in my body, and the burning pain in my behind. What would my wife say when she saw me like this, I thought?

And the worst aspect was that I had to be checked regularly to make sure that I was still wearing the things, as well as having to ask permission to have the butt plug removed – it needed to be deflated with a special code – when I wanted a crap. I couldn’t actually remove the penis cage either, since Ms Cauldron had put the key on a chain around her neck. Anyway, she had ordained that a member of staff check on me at periodic intervals, and since this was a job nobody wanted, this task was given to a temporary agency worker. So in the first week it was a young girl, who looked at me with little concealed disgust, as we went into an empty office, and I pulled down my trousers and pants for her to inspect

‘Now you have to bend over’ she said, in a bored voice, and I had to bend in front of her so she could see that the plug was still there. And, of course, I started becoming hard, and that meant me gasping in pain as my cock hit the spikes at the end of the cage.

The next week was even worse if anything, when the young woman had been replaced by a young man, who couldn’t stop sniggering. I just hoped that he didn’t surreptitiously take photos with his phone. Though. I think he was as embarrassed as I was. imagine the ribbing he would have got from his mates if they’d found out what his new job entailed.

Anyway, these dubious pleasures, and I have to admit to the humiliation these experiences caused me always making my cock harden, were yet to come that first day, as I tried to concentrate on my work, though my mind was racing, and trying to forget the physical discomfort. In fact, I’d never realised how often my cock used to stir, until wearing the cage, and feeling the sharp point jab into my delicate glans whenever a young female colleague walked by my desk, on her way to the photocopier. 

So, it was with some relief that I escaped from the office at the end of the day, and boarded my home- bound train. The awful thing about the butt plug was that it expanded inside my anal cavity upon insertion, and thus could not easily be moved, not by me anyway, because it needed a special code, as I said, to be keyed into it – and this was withheld from me.  How would I go for a shit? I began to panic. Somehow I hadn’t thought of this simple fact. At work the temp girl held the code, and I had to go and ask her when I needed the plug removed, and my cock cage had a small opening in the front for peeing, but how could I go through the whole of the evening without a crap?

However, this was solved when I got in. My wife greeted me, and immediately I realised that she knew something, just from the look on her face.

‘So what have you done now?’ She demanded.

‘Nothing – I haven’t done anything.’

‘What have you done to make them put devices on your body, so that your boss had to phone me with a special code to enable you to go to the toilet –one I’m not to tell you.’

‘You can tell me – it’s this new female boss, the Corporation that’s just taken over the firm – she’s got it not her head that I’m lazy….’

‘And that you keep hitting on women?’

‘Whatever gave you that idea ‘I said, my face reddening – so Ms Cauldron had reneged on her promise not to tell my wife about what was in my file.’

‘Well, what else would it be – I know about your affairs, I’ve always suspected, but turned a blind eye. I know that you’ve tried it on with all my female friends – and that one or two have even succumbed to your “charms”, so it stands to reason that you must act the same way at work. Plus, I’m not stupid – all the times you phone to say you’re working late, then come in stinking of perfume, and with the reek of the pub on you.’

‘I need the toilet’ I said urgently – ‘do what very you have to do to get this wretched thing out of my arse so that I can go.’

Her eyes widened when I pulled my trousers down in the toilet, tutting when she saw the livid red marks of the cane, and the words in Ms Cauldron’s lipstick still there– ‘What have you done to deserve this?’, and then hurtfully sniggering when she saw the butt plug, spending precious seconds putting in the special code to the device, so that she was able to pull it out of my bum. But then she insisted that I had to have it put in again afterwards, because ‘that Ms Cauldron, she’ll find out, and I’m not allowed to tell you the code either.’

I was mad at her, but she suddenly became unexpectedly aggressive-

‘Ms. Cauldron and the Corporation have your best interests at heart, and you need to buckle down if you’re going to keep your job. Me and Amy aren’t going to suffer because of you – bend over so that I can push this up you again’ she said, holding up the huge, black plug. I was amazed at how much she seemed to enjoy shoving the plug into me, and watching it inflate inside my back passage

‘What a complete fucking loser I married’, she muttered, her who rarely used bad language, making me feel even worse.

It was the night of the office Christmas party. All employees were instructed to go, as part of morale and team building. It was made clear to me, particularly, that I should attend, or else there would be dire consequences; and that I should bring my wife and daughter. I was surprised that the latter agreed actually – it was if they’d been brainwashed by Ms Cauldron’s constant communication with them, telling them of my ‘progress’, and involving them in my ‘retraining’, or ritual humiliation- as it really was. My wife seemed to totally believe that what Ms Cauldron was doing was a good thing, and would be very good for me personally, and for our relationship.

‘I think I would have left you if it wasn’t for Ms Cauldron’s intervention – now I feel empowered - it’s so good to know that you’re not off philandering like you used to.’

She was right there – I was unlikely to be able to carry out an affair while wearing a chastity device, plus, what woman in the office would be attracted to me now – I was laughing stock, a subject of ridicule. And even out of the office – in a bar, say, I now had little confidence in myself as a man. No-one could see my device or my plug beneath my clothes, but I knew they were there – that I was forced to wear them by some woman. And my wife knew, and my daughter, and they approved. And even if I did manage to chat up a woman, I couldn’t really go back to her place could I? Imagine the scenario – us both getting it on, starting to strip off, she puts her hand between my legs, and feels something steel like and hard there!

Chapter 2

The party was fancy dress, though I’d been instructed not to wear any, since they had a special outfit waiting for me. I was intrigued, and more than a little nervous about this, but I had little idea of the horror that was in store for me, or I would definitely not have gone to the party, whatever, Ms Cauldron said.

My wife went as Nell Gwynne, complete with frilly décolletage for her substantial and sexy bosom, and carried a basket of fresh oranges, while my daughter went as Kate Moss; and we took a cab together. As soon as we walked in Ms Cauldron was there to greet us, complementing wife and daughter on their costumes, and then turned to me –

‘These young ladies will help you with your costume.’

I was shocked to see the three female colleagues, women I had had flings with, without telling any of them that I was married.

‘We’re going to enjoy this’ Nathalie said as they led me away to as small office, doubling as a dressing-room for the occasion. 

‘Let’s get you out of those horrible masculine clothes ‘Marion said, ‘we all know that you’re not a real man anyway.’

‘No, he’s fucking creep, not a man.’ Gill said. 

I remembered her tears when she found out I was seeing someone else behind her back, and was also married. They undressed me, not being at all gentle, cutting my clothes off with scissors, until I was stripped naked. Then they began to shave me. every inch of hair was shaved from my body. Outside I could hear loud cheers from the largely female party guests, and it was Nathalie who made me realise what was happening.

‘We need to get him out there- the strippers will soon be finishing.’ She said.

‘Yeah, such a pity we’ve missed their act, but it’s worth it – now we’ll be seeing a much better act. Marion laughed.

‘And participating too, I hope.’ Gill sniggered.

Finally, I was lead out into the hall, where I was shocked to see my wife and daughter dancing with two of the black strippers, and they both keep turning to me and laughing – obviously sharing jokes with their dancing partners, as they made a point of passing close to where I sat. My wife was loudly making snide remarks about how I was no longer a real man, and perhaps I never had been-

’Unlike you Errol – you’re a real man’ she said to her partner seductively, within earshot of me. This made me depressed as I sat there in total, tarty drag, dressed as a complete slut, in six- inch high heels; black stockings; black, latex mini-skirt and delicate, pink, frilly blouse – my face stiff beneath layers of make-up, a blonde wig’s ringlets cascading down to my shoulders. Though, even I had to admit that I did look convincing in the role, and actually found myself inhabiting it, unconsciously imitating feminine mannerisms, as if it came naturally. This was very worrying to me, as I sat their watching wife and daughter flirting with handsome, virile young black men. But I would have even worse if I’d know what was to come.

I watched as my wife began dancing ever closer to her partner, and he leaned forward as she whispered something his ear, and then kissed her- passionately, his hand brushing up between her legs, as she squirmed closer to him. My daughter followed her mother’s example, but more blatantly –it was her who placed her hand firmly on her partner’s crotch, and he duly responded by pushing his hand up her already too short, in my opinion, skirt. Other people around them were also ‘getting it on’, as I sat there helpless to do anything, dressed up as a complete slut, in agony as my cock thrust itself against the spikes of my cage, my balls heavy and aching with unspent cum. Normally at the firm’s Christmas party, it was me dancing with the women and touching them up, while wife and daughter were notably absent – at home, out of sight, out of mind. I usually expected, in fact, to get a fuck on the night of the Christmas party, and not with my wife. Love them and leave them, had been my motto – but now it seemed the chickens were coming home to roost. At that moment, as if my thoughts were flashing above me in neon lighting, Marion and Nathalie, two of my previous tormentors approached. 

‘Good to see your wife enjoying herself’ Nathalie said.

And your daughter’ Marion laughed ‘looks like she’s going to get some big black cock up her too.’

‘Wife and daughter – getting some real cock inside them. I remember that you only had a tiny one. No wonder your wife is frustrated.’ Nathalie sneered. ‘But don’t worry – you’re not going to be left out. We know you always like to have some action at the Christmas party, and this year you’re going to get some that you’ll really remember.’

‘You’ll remember it all right. You’re going to get what your wife and daughter are going to get – some big, black cock.’ Gill, who was also there, said.

‘But I’m not gay’ I said, trying to keep the tremor out of my voice.

‘Well, you just have to do as your told, Ms Cauldron told us, otherwise you’ll no longer have a job, and your wife will know everything about what you’ve been up too, though I suspect that she already has some idea – Ms Cauldron thinks that are inherently gay, anyway, and your masculinity is just an unconvincing façade. And the Corporation is doing you a favour by enabling you to relinquish your unconvincing masculinity – symbolised by your tiny penis, which is actually more like a woman’s clit.’

I felt my face burning with abject humiliation beneath its thick layer of make –up, but was unable to say anything, as I was led past the dance floor, to a low table in the corner. It was dark, but I realised there were a number of people standing round. I was placed on the table on my hands and knees, and my knickers were pulled down around my ankles, as my wife and daughter led their dance partners over, and I realised that their trousers and pants had been removed –their big black cocks gleaming. I dimly realised with some astonishment that wife and daughter, now stripped to corsets, suspenders and stockings, also had what seemed like black cocks hanging down between their legs. I felt terribly vulnerable, as I knelt there, arse naked to the world, fearing what was going to happen. A woman stepped forward and my butt plug was removed, and a lubed, cock shaped object inserted then withdrawn, leaving my anus gaping.

I had no time for to be for further anxiety, as I felt the first black guy’s cock at the entrance to my arsehole, then rammed up, huge inside me, filling me – painful at first; but I was soon engulfed in absolute sensual pleasure, as he pumped away, soon pulling it out to release a torrent of white spunk all over my back, which even squirted up into my blonde curls. At the same time, the other man put his equally huge black cock to my lips, and I struggled to get my mouth round it – knowing instinctively what I was expected to do, my subservient position really seemed to arouse me – playing the female role, as my tongue lapped away at his warm, black member, really turned me on, despite my self-disgust, or maybe because of it.

The second man took his cock from my mouth, while the first put his in it, slimy with my juices, and the other inserted his own member up me. Then, a woman with a strap –on was up me, followed by another. I couldn’t see their faces but I soon knew who they were from their voices – Marion, Nathalie and Gill, and the temp girl who supervised my butt plug and chastity device, and they didn’t fail to tell me as they screwed me, what a ‘fucking, useless piece of shit’ I was; but finally and most humiliatingly, it was my own wife who stepped forward, announcing her presence 

‘Hey big boy – my one’s far bigger than yours ever was’ she announced, and I turned my head and glimpsed her big, black phallus glinting in the dim light, as to loud cheers she rammed her ‘cock’ right up me. Making me moan with involuntary delight. But who had the strap-on that penetrated me after that, with equal relish, to even more cheers? I watched as my wife and my daughter, the latter saying – ‘the fucking wanker deserves to be really punished for the way he’s treated you Mum’ - high- fived each other afterwards, and embraced the other women, while I hung my head. But I knew I wanted this again – wanted more black cock up me, wanted more strap-owns worn by women. penetrating me. That I really was an abject, sissy, white trash whore, who craved a good fucking.

The day after the party, I was summoned to Ms Cauldron’s office, and went in with some trepidation. I ‘d managed to struggle out of my female clothes before I went to bed the previous night–my wife and daughter didn’t come home until the morning, having gone back with the black strippers, which only added to my feeling of absolute humiliation- but I’d had a problem with removing the make-up, and my eyes were still outlined in black, and the lids tinged with blue, with traces of pink lipstick on my lips, which probably helped add to the sniggers that I received as I walked through the office.

‘I thought you looked lovely last night’s Ms Cauldron said ‘and you still look nice today with your eyes – you must be getting the hang of wearing make-up. ’I couldn’t get it off last night ‘I said sulkily – ‘I hate wearing make-up – and women’s’ clothes.’

‘Oh, but you really suit them’ she said, sounding upset ‘in fact, you suit them so much that I have a little proposition for you. A vacancy has become available on Reception, and I wish to offer you the job – but, you’ll have to dress as a woman, and agree to receiving feminization training.’

‘No – definitely not. I definitely don’t want to do that.’

‘Well, it’s that job, or no job I’m afraid. Do you want me to draw up your redundancy agreement? I’ll have a word with HR straightaway. I hope your wife and daughter will understand.’

My mind was in turmoil – I remembered the sheer, abject humiliation of the previous night, but also how I’d, in a way, enjoyed it – the thought of which made me feel even more humiliated. I also thought of what my wife would say, when she heard that I’d refused the chance of a job – even if under these conditions.

‘OK’ I said, through gritted teeth ‘I’ll take it –I’ll take that Receptionist job.’

‘Good’ she said ‘I think you’ll be very good at it – it’s a lot more than a straightforward meeting and greeting job, I can assure you. I think you have just the talents for what I have in mind.’

I detected the mocking grin beneath her stern countenance, and wondered what the catch was. I was soon to find out.

I was to be a ‘special’ Receptionist, at the desk of the office where visiting businessmen, often from abroad, arrived for meetings about possible orders for our products. As such I would be expected to offer ‘extra’ services to those who wished them. Apparently, some men preferred a transsexual to a real woman, and I was to be that transsexual – I was to undergo a course of hormone injections, with the possibility, and this really scared me, future surgery.

Ms Cauldron offered me the usual terms – i.e. ‘you can take this opportunity, or fuck off’, and my wife certainly seemed keen on it. Though, now she had been taken on by Ms Cauldron as her Personal Assistant, and was now the family breadwinner, on a very decent salary, while mine had decreased with my more menial status.

Chapter 3

I sat behind the Reception desk in the special VIP area. A big shot director of the firm was expected rom America, and I’d been instructed on what to do. I was filled with excitement – anxiety mixed with, I must admit, a sense of anticipation. Then, the automatic doors swished open, and I knew it was him, you could tell how important he was. A big man, black skin gleaming under the fluorescent lighting, accompanied by even bigger and blacker bodyguards.   Yes, I’d been instructed on what to do, and knew exactly what he, and his bodyguards wanted. 

‘You’ve been expected I said – please come this way, for your usual welcome.’

‘My usual welcome, I like this,’ the man smiled at his bodyguards, and you’ll like it too’ he said.

I took them, as instructed, into a small room behind the reception area, and then I pulled own the man’s trousers, and began to suck his already hardening cock, until I could tell that he was about to cum – then I withdrew my mouth and directed his massive black member so that his spunk squirted right into my face. Then I did the same thing to his bodyguards, before bending over the conveniently placed coffee table, so that all four men could fuck me.

‘Thank you very much sir’ I said at the end, bowing to the man’ –

‘OK – now fuck off, your disgusting sissy faggot.’

‘Certainly Sir’ I answered, thank you again’. I said meekly. I had been well trained, and now compliance and submissiveness came very naturally to me. I went to the toilet and redid my makeup, and tried to clean myself up as much as I could, before returning to my duties at the Reception desk.

Several weeks later I was called in again to Ms Cauldron’s office. I’d been receiving hormone injections regularly, and had definitely begun noticing the effects –my figure was becoming softer, curvier, with budding breasts and larger, more sensitive nipples. My hair and skin were also softer, and my body and face increasingly hairless. Now when I spoke, a strangely unfamiliar, high pitched, more feminine voice emerged from my mouth. And a fundamental change, perhaps the most fundamental, was that my cock had shrunk, so that now it really was tiny, and I noticed how it took me longer to get aroused than before, which all meant that I received less pain from it pushing up against the spike at the end of chastity cage. Most importantly, perhaps, I was beginning to become psychologically more feminine, as I sat at my Reception desk, waiting to perform my humiliating duties upon new clients. Duties, which I knew I enjoyed, as well as feeling disgust at my myself. The disgust wasn’t so strong now, though, and the enjoyment a lot higher and guilt free, perhaps. Anyway, I’d begun to take pleasure in looking as pretty and attractive as I could, with shorter skirts, and more skilful application of cosmetics. My hair had also grown, and now it was my own hair that cascaded over my shoulders, died blonde and teased in an expensive salon.

Anyway, I had orders to go and see the dreaded Ms Cauldron, and nervously knocked on her office door.

‘Come in ‘she called

When I entered, I was surprised to see another powerful looking woman, in severe black suit, and blonde hair swept back from her striking face, sitting alongside Ms Cauldron.

‘We have somewhere here who wants to meet you’, Doctor Castors, Ms Cauldron announced. Then to me –

‘Greet her as you’ve been taught, like a good sissy.’

And I curtsied before the woman, as I’d learned.

‘A fine specimen of the genus sissy’ the Doctor said. She also had an American accent. ‘Can she strip for us; I need to have a look at her.’

‘Of course, she can – sissy, remove your clothes’ Ms Cauldron said imperiously.

I complied, and stood there feeling very self-conscious. The woman stood up and approached -she took my now shrunken penis between her fingers and looked at it –

‘It was only tiny to begin with’ Ms Cauldron ventured, ‘it was a central reason why we knew she was material for feminization.’

‘Look it’s getting harder now – it’s like a clitoris getting harder. Can it still orgasm’, she turned her head towards Ms Cauldron. 

‘Well she doesn’t usually get much chance, because she is locked into chastity permanently, and is only given permission to orgasm as a special privilege. But I believe it can still produce semen if manipulated.’

‘Well, let’s see’ the Doctor said, and began stroking my now miniscule cock. I felt the old desire running through me, as my cock responded to her soft caress. I wanted her, just like I wanted Ms Cauldron – I wanted to fuck them – but now it would probably be beyond me – for how could my cock possibly satisfy them now – but suddenly I felt a tremendous surge of pleasure run through me, as a stream of cum burts forth from my erect cock- though very small, even erect, and hardly powerful compared to previously- and arced onto to the office carpet, where it lay there glistening.

‘You’ll have to lick that mess up’ Ms Cauldron said disapprovingly.

‘Yes, Mistress’ I answered, getting down on hands and knees and lapping up the cum with my tongue.

‘Hmm’ the Doctor murmured, and examined my cock with her latex gloved hand –

‘Yes, this organ has little useful function, apart from the urinary, and would be better being modelled into a clitoris as part of an artificially created vagina.’

She walked off, pulling off her latex gloves and looking for somewhere to deposit them.

‘Just put them in the waste bin’ Ms cauldron said ‘the sissy will dispose of them.’

Chapter 4

Doctor Castors performed the surgery on me two days later, creating a vagina with my cock as a clit, as she’d said, and also greatly enhancing my breasts, and making my facial features more feminine, and enhancing my lips.

Now I really did feel like a woman, and a very slutty one at that, and was conscious of the power of my sexuality when I encountered men, who gave me that approving look that I’d once given to a sexy woman I passed in the street.

Apparently, one of the American business men had complained that I wasn’t a ‘real transsexual, just a man in drag’, and that was why the Corporation had decided to pay for my surgical transformation.

My wife now held an important role in the Corporation, as Ms Cauldron’s personal advisor, while Amy, my daughter, was on a scholarship at an American university, with a bursary granted by the Corporation; and was studying Business Management, with a view to working for the Corporation when she graduated. So, the whole family was owned by the company it seemed.

Me, I now had increased duties in hospitality, and was actually in demand from a lot of visiting businessmen. The Corporation had also branched out into pornographic films, and I was recruited to perform in them, as was my wife, who also directed them. I was always a sissy, faggot slut, cuckolded by my wife, and forced to have a sex change, while she had graphic sex with her black stud lovers, and I was forced to watch – and fluff the lovers beforehand with my mouth, steer their cocks into my wife’s sopping cunt, then lick the men’s cum from it afterwards. Just as I did in real life. The films were very popular, and made the Corporation a lot of money apparently, not that I myself saw any of it, but my wife bought a brand new white Mercedes, which she drove around in, cruising the streets for handsome black guys to bring home, while I had to clean the place up and get everything ready, dressed in a little PVC maid’s costume. Before she went out, I had to choose a suitably sexy outfit for her, and then help her get dressed in it. I had a terrible sense of loss to think of other men enjoying what I could never enjoy again. Ms Cauldron also visited us frequently, and was having a lesbian affair with my wife. She referred to me as her ‘rehabilitated white trash project’, and was keen to see me in my increasingly feminised state, and liked me to watch as she fucked my wife with a strap-on. Sometimes she even gave me the privilege of fucking me. She loved to abuse me while she did so, calling me ‘you fucking white, sissy faggot scum.’

So, my life, and that of my family has changed fundamentally since the Corporation took over the firm I worked for, and I’d been introduced to Ms Cauldron. I now saw what a brilliant woman she was, and how everything she’d done had been for my own good, and how reprehensible I’d been before, with my illusions of Alpha male masculinity. I could only hope that I could now make it up to my wife and daughter, by enabling them to reach their full potential; just as I was myself, I realised, now reaching my full potential in my true, completely feminized, role. That’s what I try to convince myself of, anyway, as tears filled my eyes.
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