

From Alpha Male MP Politician to Streetwalking Sissy Tranny Slut:

His Wife’s Revenge

I stood on a Soho street corner, dressed as a total tranny slut. Four-inch high heels, red vinyl mini skirt, black leather jacket, with my blonde hair teased into waves around my heavily made-up face- bright blue eyeshadow, fake eyelashes, thick black mascara and eyeliner, dark lipliner and bright pink lipstick, rouged cheeks, the works. Just then a man approached me. He was respectably dressed in a business suit, and carrying a briefcase –

‘Hi’ he said ‘Are you doing business?’

‘Yes’ I replied in my now heavily rehearsed and practiced feminine voice, a voice that had once, in deep bass mode, echoed in the chambers of the British Parliament–

‘It’s five pounds for a blow job, anything else is two pounds extra.’ I said, as instructed by my wife.

‘Do you know a place we can go?’ he said urgently.

‘Yeah, there’s an alley....’

‘Lead the way.’

I took him the nearby alley, which was around the back of a Chinese restaurant, near their reeking, overflowing dustbins.

The man thrust a fiver into my hand, with its long, scarlet painted fingernails, and I went down on my knees before him, and unzipped his trousers....

As I’ve hinted, I used to be an M.P., a Member of Parliament, a pillar of the Establishment. So how did I get from that exaltedly high status position to my present one – on my knees in front a stranger, giving a blow job for a fiver.

Let me take you back five years. I was attending an important function with my lovely wife, June, and she’d just emerged from the bedroom after spending ages getting ready. She looked really sexy, and I felt turned on seeing her in a glamorous new shot silk dress, with elegant high heeled, strappy shoes. However, the dress was both low cut, revealing her beautiful, sexy cleavage, and a fair bit above the knee, showing off her shapely legs in their dark stockings. But all I could think of was how all the men at the function would find her attractive, and want to fuck her. Well, that thought really made me aroused, but I also had another thought- of how the Prime Minister didn’t like to see Party member’s wives dressed to sexily or ‘commonly’ as he put it, and how he would look askance at any female member, or anyone whose wife dressed like that -

‘You’re not going wearing that dress, are you? It’s too short and too low cut, put something else on.’

But it’s brand new, cost a fortune. It’s a Stella McCartney -I thought it really suits me and shows off my figure.’ She protested.

‘Too well’ I said ‘all the men there will want to screw you. Put something else on.’

‘OK’ she said sadly, and went and got changed into something far more demure, which didn’t suit her, or make her nearly as attractive as the first outfit did. That’s what I was like in those days, and how I treated my wife. No wonder she took her revenge on me when the opportunity occurred.

I’d been an Alpha male. A Member of Parliament, making the laws for others to abide by. A married man with a beautiful wife and two lovely daughters. In our highly desirable home I was the one who called all the shots. I expected my wife, June, to look after me properly, as befitted the man of the house, the main breadwinner. I expected her to be a whore in the bedroom and a maid in the kitchen.  When I held dinner parties for the great and good, which I often did, I expected her to put on good spread, and be the perfect hostess – and she was. But I have to admit that I was overly critical: an arrogant, demanding bastard. In fact, I can write this now, because I had a guilty secret, and my guilty secret was exposed, and my whole world came crashing down, and the world got to see me as I really was. So, let me take you back to the moment my downfall began. A downfall that was even more shocking when I finally discovered who was responsible for it.

It really all began one evening when June was out with friends. I was in the bedroom, and for some reason I opened my wife’s dresser and started looking at her clothes, taking out a pair of silken panties and holding them in my hand, feeling their sensual texture. I realized, to my horror, that my cock was becoming hard, and before I knew it, I pulled off my trousers and pants, and slid the knickers up my legs, where they struggled to contain my now fully erect cock. I had always been turned on by women’s clothes, but fantasies I’d had since a teenager of actually dressing up in them, were ones I’d always pushed away. After all, I was a hundred percent straight guy, an Alpha male, a successful and ambitious politician.... wasn’t I? Anyway, now I pulled down my wife’s panties and grabbed my fully aroused cock, and masturbated to a huge orgasm. I lay back on the bed. Now I felt really ashamed, and realized that I’d better clean everything up before my wife arrived home. I’d just stuffed he knickers at the bottom of the wash basket when I heard her key in the door, and walked quickly out of the bedroom. As I went to walk downstairs, my wife closed the front door behind her and looked up from the hallway –

‘Hi. Are you all right?’ she said, ‘you look a bit flustered, has anything happened while I’ve been out?’

‘No, nothing – everything’s fine’ I felt my face reddening. Me, someone used to getting up to speak in Parliament, now felt like a naughty boy, caught playing with himself by his mother.

‘As long as you’re OK’ she said, concern in her voice.

I felt even more guilt at her kind concern, but that didn’t stop me from now on taking every opportunity to dress in her clothes whenever she was out. I even started putting her makeup on, then one of her wigs. The next thing I was on the internet and ordering clothes and makeup through eBay, getting the parcels sent to a local newsagent, to avoid June seeing them.

What a thrill I got from awaiting my next parcel, collecting it, and hiding it for when my wife was out, then dressing up in the clothes, with full make up and the special high heels I’d bought, and parading in front of the mirror, before wanking myself off to a massive orgasm.

I began looking at more sites on the internet – anything with sissy in the title, and was completely turned on by the photos of men like myself dressed as women, who sent in their pictures with the proviso that they had lost control of them, and anyone could make the most insulting comment, and   do what they wanted with the photos. Some even gave their phone numbers and email addresses so that they could receive abusive and humiliating phone calls and messages. Well, although that really turned me on, I knew that it was far too dangerous for me as a public figure to do that. But I knew that I needed to do something to satisfy the compulsive desires I was now having – to be used and abused by macho men, while dressed as a trannie faggot slut.

I put on my most statesmanlike voice as I stood up to speak in the House of Commons, in my role as Chair of the Government Committee Investigating Prostitution-

‘We have come to the conclusion that those who use prostitutes should be criminalized, and prostitution outlawed – it is exploitative and degrading, and has no place in modern society. We are completely against the exploitative practice of prostitution’ I said in my most statesmanlike voice ‘and this measure will help to eradicate it.’

I sat down to cheering from my own side, and the usual catcalls from the opposition. Afterwards June, my wife, who’d watched the debate on TV, congratulated me, and said I was a ‘moral pioneer,’ and that she was proud of me.

However, all the time I was righteously pursuing the policy of outlawing prostitution, I was pursuing secretly and compulsively my new life as a transvestite, sissy slut, with fantasies of being used and abused and treated like a streetwalking whore by burly men.

It all began with a knock at the door of the flat that I rented as an office, and sleepover place after late nights at the House. As an M.P., with a family home in Brighton, I could claim the rent on expenses. Wife and family might not recognize me now, though, because I was clad head to toe in female clothing. A red, PVC mini- skirt, black stockings and size ten, four-inch stiletto heels, and a black, satin blouse, with a long blonde wig over my mousy brown hair. My face garishly made-up, including bright pink lipstick and dark lip- liner, and much eyeliner, mascara and eyeshadow, thickly and inexpertly applied. I wanted to look like a complete slut. A street whore.

I was shaking with nerves as I wobbled to the door in my heels, and opened it. Two young men stood before me – tall, good looking, muscular, wearing leather jackets, t-shirts and jeans.

‘Ms. Smith?’ one asked in broken English seemingly unfazed by my appearance.

‘Yes’ I said, trying to make my voice sound as feminine as possible, though they would know from my phone conversation that I wasn’t an actual woman-

‘You must be from the escort agency.’

Well, I sure as Hell hoped that they were, otherwise I might have some explaining to do.

‘Yes, we are.’

I glanced down the corridor, but no one was around.

‘Come in’ I said, and stood back, holding the door open as they walked past me into the flat. They both look almost as nervous as I did, but tough with it.

‘I am Stefan’ the man said, and this is Josef.’

‘Pleased to meet you. I’m Gloria. Sit down, take off your coats. Would you like a drink? Wine, beer, vodka, tea, coffee.’

‘Coffee please’ Stefan said. Josef didn’t speak.

‘Josef too?’ I asked, and Stefan asked him the question in an east European language, and he replied in the same language.

‘He would like coffee too, and he is sorry that he doesn’t speak English’ Stefan said.

I made the coffees in the small kitchen, and brought them in.

‘We have brought the cocaine you requested’ Stefan said, reaching inside his jacket.

I’d forgotten about that. Since I was being transgressive I’d thought I might as well go for the whole way, and I’d read of celebrities taking drugs with prostitutes, though I’d only taken cocaine once before as a student.

‘You have something with a hard surface?’ Stefan asked.

I had a small hand mirror, and gave that to Stefan, who expertly arranged lines of the drug, then produced a five-pound note, and snorted a line before handing the note to me. I remembered not to breath out and blow the cocaine away, and inhaled a line, which almost immediately made me feel great.

‘Well,’ I said, confident with the drug ‘might as well get straight to business.’

I’d poured myself a large vodka, which I quickly drank.

‘Yes’ Stefan says ‘We have been informed of your particular tastes.’ He stretched the word ‘particular’ out. I imagined him at evening school, conscientiously studying English. This is an ambitious man, I thought to myself, one who will get somewhere in life. I immediately sensed an affinity. The other man, Josef was more taciturn, and gave the impression that he would rather be anywhere but here.

‘Have you been doing this long?’ I asked lamely.

‘We are very experienced.’ Stefan said.

‘Good’ I say, my voice trailing off.

‘You like to be abused, tied up humiliated, treated like shit. Yes?’ Stefan said, lighting a cigarette before passing the packet to Josef who also lit up.

‘Yes’ I said weakly, coughing at the unfamiliar smoke, which I hated, and hardly ever smelled now, since no one I knew smoked these days.

‘I have some rope’ I said referring to the corner, where a coil of strong green twine lay ‘and a whip. Yes, I like to be abused, treated like dirt, made to...do things, and..... fucked.’

‘OK’ Stefan said ‘Get on your knees you disgusting whore, and suck his cock.’

I jumped at the transformation – the sudden aggression in Stefan’s voice, which aroused, as well as scaring, me. I raised myself from my seat, and walked over to where Josef man was sitting, and dropped to my knees before him, reached up and unzipped his trousers. He raised himself slightly from his seat, to allow them to be pulled down. His cock was flaccid, and smelled of piss and sweat. I took it in my mouth, and let my tongue caress it. I felt it swelling inside my mouth. Incredibly, I took to sucking a strange man’s cock as if to the manner born, though it was actually the first time I’d ever done it. In fact, I had ben faithfully married for ten years, during which time I’d put all my pent up frustrations into my work as an M.P.  But, much as I loved my wife, my fantasies of being humiliated sexually by several men, just wouldn’t go away. And now, in a powerful position, I’d finally taken the plunge, and got in touch with an escort agency. And here I was, fulfilling my fantasies, and finding it as much of a turn and as I’d always hoped. I felt a slap at the back of my head, which jerked it forward, pushing my mouth further onto the Josef’s cock.

‘Come on you fucking wanker, get it right down your throat.’

I coughed and gagged, as I felt the man’s engorged member hit the back of my throat, and then as the stream of hot cum spurted, seemingly unendingly, into my mouth and down into me. Cum dripped from my lips, and I was dimly aware of being of photos being taken. Then a sharp kick up the backside with the pointed toe of a shoe, made me cry out in pain, and I was dragged to my feet, and bent over a small table. My legs were kicked apart and tied to the table legs, while my hands were bound roughly behind my back, the rope pulled tight and biting into my skin. My knickers were roughly pulled down around my ankles, and I felt a burning sensation in my behind, as one of the men picked up the short leather riding crop and administered half a dozen sharp cracks to my arse. I cried out in pain, but this was the very treatment I’d asked the escort agency to provide.

The next thing Stefan spat on the entrance to my back passage, and my virgin hole was penetrated by his massive cock.  I gasped, as he slowly thrust it into me. How could I take this? I wondered, as I again moaned in pain. Only, moments later for my cries to turn to cries of pleasure, as my sphincter accepted the huge organ, and I felt the sheer sensual pleasure of prostate stimulation. I screamed like a woman, as the man pumped away rhythmically, really giving it to me, before suddenly withdrawing and pumping his load all over my bum cheeks. Where it dribbled down my legs and onto the floor.

‘Now lick it up, you whore’ Stefan said, filming me as I obeyed him, his cum salty and bitter on my tongue. As I bent my head to the floor and licked away, totally degraded, the Josef kicked me again, the pointed toe of his shoe jabbing my arse cheeks.  The contents of the ashtray the men had used was crammed into my mouth causing me to cough and splutter. Then I was whipped again on my bare buttocks with the crop.

The men laughed at me as they took photos, making insulting remarks as they photographed the whole thing. Then, finally, they took out their cocks again and released streams of hot piss over me.

‘Goodbye, loser’ Stefan said, as the two put on their jackets, and the next thing they were gone, the door slamming behind them.

I was left, on the floor, skirt around my waist and knickers around my ankles, face dripping with cum and piss, and the taste of cum my mouth. While it still felt as if Stefan’s huge cock was present in my back passage. Gingerly I got to my feet. I felt completely used and degraded, but also incredibly turned on – this was what I’ve craved for so long, and I’d been prepared to risk everything to experience it, and would do so again. It was as if I was in a dream, as I got changed back into male clothes, putting my female clothes into the washing machine, and showering, before secreting them in a drawer.

The sun was just coming up over the hills as I arrived at the outskirts of Brighton.

‘Oh what a beautiful morning’ I sang, as I drove alongside the glittering sea.

Before long I was back at in my comfortable home, sitting in a cozy armchair, reading the morning paper while my wife prepared for work.

‘You were in late last night dear’ she said ‘I didn’t even hear you, I must have fallen asleep.’

‘Yes, it was very late’ I said. ‘We had a late sitting, then I had a lot of work to finish off.’

‘You must be tired – aren’t you going to bed.’

‘I’m still hyped; you know how it is. I wouldn’t be able to sleep if I went to bed.’

‘Well, you can always doze in the chair’ she said. ‘I must dash – see you later.’

‘See you’ I said as she rushed out to work.

I listened to the front door close, and relaxed. While my wife was still there I kept feeling that something would give me away. Some telltale sign that the shower hadn’t washed away. I allowed myself the pleasure of replaying the events of the previous night, and my cock began pleasurably hardening, and I took it out and began to masturbate.

In my mind, I heard Stefan’s voice – rough, dominant – ‘get down on your knees and suck his cock you disgusting whore.’

Yes, that’s what I was, a disgusting whore, a sissy slut, I thought, whereupon I came, my spunk arcing across the room, and falling onto the expensive carpet.

I drove into my office. However, all I could think about was what had happened. I just couldn’t focus on anything, and I gave up trying to work, and began trying to find stuff on the internet, stuff of a masochistic, sissy whore, gay content.  I found a site with men who called themselves sissies, and posted photos of themselves in female clothes, often in compromising positions – being penetrated by women with strap- ons, and, vividly, by big, black cocks. Or they were sucking cocks, with cum all over their faces. These were men who wanted to be abused and humiliated. It was a feature of the site that they submitted their photos on the understanding that their photos were no longer in their control, and could be freely disseminated on the internet by anyone, to humiliate them. I felt myself becoming hard again, as I looked at these photos – wishing it was me dressed as a whore, and sucking cock for everyone to see, no longer in control of my photo. Me, an M.P., and a  happily married, respectable family man, as far as the outside world was concerned.

‘Pull yourself together’ I told myself ‘you’ve already risked everything by seeing those guys. But’ I told myself in mitigation ‘my life is so stressful. I’m entitled to little relaxation, something to escape the pressures of work. I need it. All the things I do for others – my wife and kids, the voters, aren’t I entitled to a little time for myself.’ But, of course, I knew deep down that what I was doing was not only wrong, but crazy. To deceive my family in such a way, and with the strong risk of public exposure, and real, as opposed to fantasy, humiliation. Was it worth losing everything for a few minutes of pleasure, if that was what you called it? I couldn’t help it though. I tried to get on with my work, but I couldn’t – I just kept hearing Stefan’s voice ‘get down on your knees and suck his cock you fucking slut.’

I couldn’t understand it – me, an Alpha male in real life, someone who’d always been dominant, in control, called the shots. Yet, here I was with a private compulsion to do the opposite – not to be an Alpha male, but a subservient, submissive sissy.

And today, right now – I needed to see someone. My hand went towards my phone, then travelled back to my cock. Was this the ultimate transgression? To think of doing what I’m thinking of doing, when I should be working in my responsible Alpha male job. But I found myself dialing the agency number anyway, as if compelled by some force over which I had no control.

They said it was no problem, that they would send someone straight away, but it might only be one man, and not one of those I’d had before. But forty-five minutes later Stefan knocked on the door of the flat. I’d had just enough time to change into full slutty streetwalking whore mode.

I was sucking Stefan’s huge penis, when I heard my phone ringing from my jacket pocket, on the other side of the room. I carried on – what else could I do? I couldn’t stop myself. Stefan’s cock reached right down my throat, and again I felt the warm jet of cum spurt into my mouth. Now I was panting as spunk dripped down my chin.

‘Lick it up you fucking wanker’ Stefan ordered. I paused, I should find out who’d rung me, but I just pressed my head to the floor, and licked Stefan’s cum from the varnished floorboards. Then I felt his hot piss cascade over me – the ultimate humiliation. That’s what I wanted, and it made me feel so good to feel so degraded.

‘Clean it up you fucking scum’ he demanded ‘clean it up with your tongue’ and that’s what I did. I lapped up this dominant foreigner’s cum and piss from the bathroom floor, while my work phone calls went unanswered. Calls to me in my role as leading MP, member of a Parliamentary Committee.

‘Now clean this – you piece of shit.’

I crawled across the floor, and again took his stinking cock in my mouth, and began to lick it clean. I couldn’t believe it. I’d always been ambitious, always wanted to achieve top office, and what could be more top office than that of a Member of Parliament leading a Government Committee. And here I was, risking everything, entertaining a male prostitute in my Government expenses paid for accommodation. Imagine if the tabloid papers found out. Then as I wiped my mouth, I felt Stefan’s boot in my chest, and fell backwards onto the floor. As I lay there, I heard the door close – and he was gone. It hadn’t taken much more than twenty minutes, and my account was one hundred and fifty pounds lighter, but I wasn’t about to complain to Trading Standards. Besides the visit had served its purpose, and I masturbated to the most enormous orgasm. When I’d got my head together, I found my phone, and quickly started to catch up on the messages and missed calls.

‘I’m sorry’ I was temporarily indisposed, was my pathetic excuse. An excuse that could indicate a multitude of things.

But I knew I had to be careful. There wasn’t room for too many discrepancies in my record – too many unexplained absences. The press was always sniffing around, looking for a story. And this was a story that they would absolutely go to town on – a leading politician using male prostitutes for masochistic gay sex. And married too. Well, weren’t scandal tainted politicians nearly always married. You had to be married to get anywhere in politics. True there were some ‘out’ gay MP’s, but they would mostly never get high office. The public generally weren’t keen on their rulers being gay. So, why didn’t I knock this whole thing on the head now. But that was the problem – I was hooked, and the danger seemed to add to my excitement. It was like mountain climbing or driving too fast. The risk of falling to one’s death or crashing was great, but people found the excitement worth the risk. But did I really think it worth it –a few minutes of heady excitement, then the constant worry of discovery?

I’d hadn’t had time to clean myself up properly, and discovered cum on my chin, and still being able to taste it in my mouth, made me harden again. This had to stop. I was becoming like a helpless junkie. However, while thinking this, my mind just turned to my pleasure in being humiliated and degraded, and how I craved this again, and was planning when I could have another session. It was what kept me going through my stressful life – the thought of the next time I would phone the agency to arrange a ‘meeting.’  I sat down in the chair and felt tears in my eyes. How could I escape this mess?

‘Right’ I said to myself ‘get yourself together’. I got up and went into the bathroom and had a wash, then changed my clothes from female slut outfit back to crisp white shirt and business suit. Who would guess, by looking at me, what I was?  I looked in the mirror – no there weren’t any traces of my activities visible. I was ready for the afternoon’s Parliamentary business.

I walked nervously into the House of Commons, and took my seat, about three rows from the front, behind the leader of the party. A few heads turned to acknowledge me, and I nodded back. Despite my assiduous attempts to clean myself up, I still kept dabbing self -consciously at imagined spots of cum, or mascara, on my face. Guilt I suppose, like Lady Macbeth’s spot of blood – a stain that couldn’t be erased. She had blood on her conscience, and I had cum. I laughed hollowly to myself. Now the interminable speeches were making me feel sleepy. I had to struggle to keep my eyes open. It took a lot out of me, the mental stress of leading a double life. I hardly had the energy to focus on my parliamentary duties.  It was Question Time, and I had put my name down to ask a question. I hastily gathered my notes – my heart wasn’t in this at all, I thought, as I glanced at them, trying to formulate a knowledgeable sounding question on the Health Service in my mind. Then it was my turn. I got shakily to my feet. All eyes were on me as I spoke, tripping over my words, but the question seemed to come out in reasonably comprehensible form. Though there were one or two mocking shouts from the opposition benches. I tried to catch them, guiltily seeking a hint that people knew my secret. But they just seemed to be about my Party’s record. I sat down, beads of sweat breaking out on my brow. Thank God it was over. I switched off until the end of the debate, when I made a run for the bar, which was already packed when I got there. In my pocket I could feel my phone buzzing, I walked quickly into the corridor and answered it. A foreign sounding accent, strangely familiar-

‘George Williams MP?’

‘Yes’ I said tersely, immediately suspicious.

‘I’m a friend of Stefan.’

A chill ran through me –

‘How did you find out who I am?’

‘It’s not difficult -you were recognized from a photo in the paper. Although your disguise as woman was good, it was not that good – not when you have inside information.’

‘Inside information? What inside information?’ My mind was racing – surely this man was bluffing. ‘What do you want?’

‘I think you enjoyed seeing Stefan and his friend Johan – I have a little proposition for you.’

‘What’ I said suspiciously.

‘Meet me in the pub, the Kings Head, six hundred yards along the road to the left, in Victoria Street, as you walk out of the gates of Parliament.’

‘I know it’ I said. ‘I’ll be there in twenty minutes.’

The phone rang off.

God, just when I ‘d felt I could relax, maybe try to sort out my self-destructive obsession. But I’d better go and meet this man, what choice did I have?

I walked into the pub. I soon sighted Stefan and Johan sitting in a corner with another, older, man. I nodded to them, then got a drink, and went and sat down.

‘We know who you really are – you’re a famous politician’ Stefan said. ‘You look a lot different as a man’. His voice full of ridicule.

‘OK’ I said ‘what do you want, money?’

‘We want three thousand pounds, or we will tell everyone about what you have been getting up to. We will sell the story to the newspapers – they will give us at least three thousand.’ The older man said in perfect English.

‘Why don’t you just do that then?’

‘Because we don’t want to destroy you. Pay us and you can continue enjoying your nice life – your double life.’

‘That’s blackmail – a criminal offence.’

‘Ok – go the police then.’

‘I don’t have three thousand pounds available’ I said.

‘A man in your situation should be able to obtain that amount. At least we are giving you a chance.’

I thought for amount. What was their real reason for not selling the story straight to the papers? I needed, to think about this.

‘Give me few days to see if I can get the money.’

’Forty-eight hours – that’s the deadline. Don’t give it to us by that time, and everyone will know about your little hobby.’ The man said, and they all laughed.

I finished my drink and left the pub. Yes, they probably had reason to fear the police- probably wanted for something. Could be illegal immigrants, or on the run.  Maybe if I went to the police they would be discrete, and no one else would find out. It was damage limitation – if I paid them, it would never end, and I would always be worried about being exposed.

After agonizing over the matter, I decided to go to the police. I would tell them make sure they were discrete in their investigations, but I was sure that the blackmailers must have something to hide. That was the best way. It would be unpleasant going to the police, but at least the men would be put away and it would all be over. Well, apart from anything else, blackmail was a serious criminal offence. I would be stupid to pay money to the blackmailers, which could go on forever, leaving me with nothing.

Hopefully, doing it this way, my wife, and more importantly perhaps, my Parliamentary colleagues, wouldn’t find out. But who had given them the inside information? This was a bluff, surely. I picked up the phone and dialed the police. It was arranged that I could go along for meeting, the next morning. I felt very anxious, but hopeful. I was a respected member of Parliament after all, and the blackmailers were scumbags.

The policeman, Detective Inspector Rogers, seemed sympathetic, but business like. He confirmed that I was absolutely right to come to the police, and to pay the blackmailers would have been foolish.

‘You say that the you suspect these men of being wanted for some crime, well we’ll definitely look into that, once we find out who they are. But we know they work for the escort agency – Elite Companions -you’ve used. Just a few questions though, sir.’

‘Fine’ I said.

‘You say you that you were investigating escort agencies and their link with prostitution, and that you didn’t actually have sex with these men. Is that correct?’

‘Yes’ I said ‘completely correct. If these men are alleging that I had sex with them they are lying, all I did was to speak to them to confirm that they were, indeed, in the business of male prostitution. I did, however, pay them for their time as arranged with the escort agency. I’m not actually gay, in fact. I’m happily married. It’s just that I wanted to look into this area, because I’m involved in draughting legislation around these agencies, as I told you, and their links with prostitution. I wanted some first-hand experience, but I certainly didn’t engage in sex with these men.’

‘I see sir. Have you ever used escort agencies before? – for female or male sexual services.’

‘No’ I said ‘I’m happily married, as I said, and using prostitutes is abhorrent to me, anyway.’

‘OK sir. Thanks for reporting this crime – you’ve done the right thing. We’ll be in touch to kept you know how the investigation is progressing.’

‘Thank you’ I said.

A couple of days later I was having a coffee in the Common’s café when the phone rang. I answered it-

‘Mr. Williams?’ the voice on the other end of the line asked.

‘Speaking.’

‘It’s D.I. Rogers from the Met here ‘it’s about your allegation of blackmail.’

‘Yes’ I said ‘any news?’ I felt my breathing becoming shorter, and my pulse racing.

‘We’ve made some arrests. But there is a detail we need to clear up.’

‘What is it?’ I asked, thinking it was some minor administrative matter.

‘Well, we really need to interview you, can you come in to the station.’

‘I’m a busy man, can’t you tell me what’s it’s all about.’

‘Well, there’s an allegation that you have asked to be supplied with a Class A drug, and received and paid for said drug.’

‘Who said that?’ I heard my voice becoming higher, shrill.

‘I’m afraid I can’t’ tell you that over the phone, but you need to come down to the station. I’m sure it can all be cleared up sir, but we do need to see you.’

‘Ok’ Inspector’ I said ‘I’ll come down later today.’

I put the phone down -that was something I hadn’t expected. Surely it wouldn’t come to anything.

If I admitted this, then everything   would come out. But surely, the whole case would be weighted against the blackmailers. After all I was an MP. They might plead guilty, and the whole matter could be hushed up. But now it seemed I couldn’t help being implicated.

I sat in the interview room of Vine Street police station, feeling nervous.

DI Rogers entered.

‘It’s just a little matter we need to clear up, sir, I’m sure it won’t take up much of your precious time. It’s just that one of the suspects arrested in your case, a Stefan Gorossanavitch, alleged that you asked them to supply you with a Class A drug, which they did, and which you paid for. Can you give me some insight as to why he made this allegation sir?’

‘Well, I suppose he just wants to try and get at me. The allegation isn’t true – it’s completely ridiculous in fact, I’ve never taken Class A drugs, or any other type of drugs come to that, in my life.’

The detective wrote down something in his notebook.

‘Fine sir. So your response to said allegation is that the witness is lying?’

‘Yes, that is my response.’

‘Ok, Sir, that’s it – you can leave now.’

‘Thank you officer. Glad to be of assistance.’

As I walked out of the police station the sun was shining over Westminster Bridge, and the trees were in bloom. I felt as if a weight had been taken off of my shoulders. I would never allow my compulsions to get me into such a situation again I vowed. From now on they would be firmly kept in check.

However, I was finding it so hard to concentrate on my work again, as the thoughts of what had happened between me and the escorts kept coming unbidden into my mind. Sex with my wife now seemed boring and unfulfilling – I craved being dominated and humiliated. Maybe I could ask my wife to take that role, but I doubted if she would – she would probably be appalled. Plus, could she replace two hunky blokes dominating me? I was thinking about how I might get my wife involved in my fantasies of domination and submission, when I received another phone call from the police. This time it was more chilling.

‘You need to come down to the station, sir, we have some new evidence concerning your involvement with the supply of a Class A drug.’

This turned out to be Stefan’s secretly obtained audio record of me asking for them to get the drug, and of my accepting it. There were also damming photos of me snorting it.

I passed the photos back across the table to the detective -

‘What do you say to the allegation that you requested the supply of cocaine, which you paid for and took with these men?’

‘This photo is doctored, so is the audio – it’s all a frame -up. I want a lawyer.’

However, I was charged with the offence of ordering and taking a Class A drug, and let out on police bail. Now all my positive feelings had disappeared, and I had no idea what to do. Well, what could I do except hire the best lawyer possible. And how would I tell my wife about all this?

Well, her response was almost as bad as I had thought it would be.

‘It’s not the fact that you’re charged with taking drugs, but the fact that it’s alleged that you’ve been paying for gay sex with prostitutes’ she said angrily.

‘But I told you, I only arranged to see these men as a part of my investigation into these agencies. I didn’t actually have sex with them. Surely you know that I’m not gay after being married to me for so long.’

‘Well, I want to believe you, but the police don’t seem to.’

‘Well they just want to get at a public figure, that’s all.’

Despite the efforts of the best lawyer available, I was duly charged with procuring Class A drugs. The amount Stefan said he’d supplied me with was more than for personal use apparently, but my lawyer seriously questioned this at the ensuing trial. He asked

‘Do you think gentlemen and gentlewomen of the jury that Mr. George Williams- the Right Honorable Mr. George Williams, M.P., was supplying the whole of the House of Commons with Class A drugs?’ to some laughter.

But there it was on tape – me requesting the drug, Stefan telling me the amount he’d ordered, and me agreeing to pay for it, and photos of me taking it. Of course, I knew nothing of drug dealing, and the amounts one person would need. Stefan had craftily ordered more than I needed, charged me, then given me a small amount, and kept the rest. But I’d been so naïve during the whole of this case, because I was an addict, but not for drugs.

Anyway, I was found guilty, and got a large fine. I heaved a sigh of relief that the judge didn’t want to ‘make an example of me’ and send me to prison. I did have other convictions, which came out in court. There was a case of Drunk and Disorderly in my student days, and an assault of a traffic warden when I had been a young journalist, well I only pushed him, parking illegally to get a story. Now this all came out in the press along with all the other lurid details of the case –

‘MP in Vice and Drug Orgy’ screamed the tabloid headlines. I tried to bluff it, but I had no option but to resign my position as Chair of the Commons’ Committee Investigating Prostitution, and it looked likely that my constituency party would deselect me as an M.P. at the next meeting. Now I was well and truly screwed. I’d wanted this in fantasy, to be degraded and, literally, fucked, but in real life the humiliation wasn’t a turn on. Then there was my dutiful wife. June had stood by me through all the arrogant behavior of my Alpha male masquerade. She’d helped me to maintain a respectable facade to the world, as she had still done throughout this crisis. But now she told me she’d had enough. Because my political ambitions were now threatened along with my MP’s salary? Well, who could blame her.

But what to do now? Well, it shouldn’t be that difficult to get another well paid position, as an ex M.P., even a disgraced one. There must be a lot of companies who would pay for my expertise, name and knowledge. But the thing was, just when I should be focusing on my future career, and sending off job applications, making phone calls, all I could think of was the humiliating sex I’d had with the men now in prison for blackmailing me, and knowing I craved more of the same.

My wife didn’t leave, or throw me out, but there was a terrible atmosphere at home. While all I could think of was phoning an escort agency again – which was obviously completely out of the question. I doubted my wife would stand by me a second time. There had to be away, though, to fulfill my compulsion.

And so it was, that after researching on the internet, I set out for a bar in central London’s Soho. Once the seedy red light district of the capital, but now known as the gay area. Well, in my younger days I’d been drawn to the old red light district, got a vicarious thrill out of looking at the prostitute’s cards in the telephone booth windows, and even going with them on a couple of occasions. I’d seen the male prostitutes and the drug dealers around the underground station, and been tempted on both counts, but never succumbed. Now there were many gay and transgender pubs in the cleaned up area, and I found their names on the internet. It was a bar popular with the transgender community, and those wanting to meet them, that I was interested in.

It was with some excitement and foreboding that I parked my car, and walked up Charing Cross Road and into Shaftesbury Avenue. I was wearing full female drag and four inch heels, but with an anonymous coat hiding my red PVC mini skirt and black stockings, and my black semi-transparent black chiffon blouse, and little mock leopard-skin jacket. While a cap hid my luxuriant blonde wig, and a pair of shades, my heavily made up eyes. I was feeling very self-conscious on my first public outing as a trans woman, but no one seemed to pay me much attention, as I turned off into the maze of Soho streets. Curzon Street, that was the street I was looking for, and there it was – the Golden Hind pub. Yes, just there on the left.

I entered and the motley clientele turned and looked at me. I sat at the bar and ordered a drink, letting my coat fall open, revealing my semi-transparent chiffon blouse, and lacy stocking tops, as my PVC mini skirt rose up my thighs. I crossed my legs when I realized my knickers, and the bulge beneath them, would also be on display, though this simultaneously gave me a thrill. I took off my cap and shook ‘my’ hair free, and it cascaded to my shoulders. A muscular young man in a t -shirt immediately sat down on the stool next to mine. He was dark and handsome, with heavily tattooed arms.

‘How are you doing?’

‘Fine’ I answered, trying to keep the nerves out of my voice.

‘I like trans women’ he said.

‘Good’ I answered, unable to think of anything to say.

‘Can I buy you a drink?’

‘Thank you -G and T please.’ I was hoping that I wouldn’t be recognized beneath my clothes, wig and makeup. I’d certainly plastered it on.

‘’You look lovely. I’m Terry, what’s your name?’

‘Gloria’ I said quickly.

’Glorious by name and by nature eh?’

‘I don’t know about that’ I blushed. I realized how girly I was starting to feel- ‘I just want you to take me, be really rough, involve others if you want to -I’d like that.’ I suddenly blurted out.

He stretched over, put his arms found me and kissed me, while pushing his hands up my skirt, grasping between my legs, through my panties.

‘You’re definitely packing there’ he said ‘not all woman at all, but that’s what I want. I think I can arrange something for you with some friends, something that you’ll like.’

God, I was aroused. But what was I doing – I’d only been a Member of Parliament a few weeks ago, standing up in the House of Commons, making laws about prostitution. Now what was I?

The walls of the toilet were covered in obscene graffiti – sketches of male genitalia with scribbled messages and phone numbers. looked over my shoulder. A bit difficult as I was on my hands and knees, with oozing slime from the toilet floor soaking through my stockings. But I could clearly see the small queue snaking behind me out of the toilet door: of half-naked men, all holding their cocks in their hands. And I knew just where the cocks were destined, and the thought of it made my own cock hard, despite the humiliation. Or because of it. This was my new, longed for reality – sissy streetwalking whore, just existing as a receptacle for men’s cocks. This was where my actions had led me, away from my very comfortable life as an M.P. But, I knew that it was what I had always wanted.

I started, as the tip of a cock pressed at my bum hole, and made a slight moan as I felt it going up inside me. God it hurt, but the way it filled me made me hard, and then as I relaxed and accepted it, I was overcome with sensual pleasure, especially when it caressed my prostate. And then it happened again and again, several of the men pissing on me after fucking me, until in the end I was spunk and piss drenched, stinking, faggot cum slut whore.

Terry helped me to my feet.

Did you enjoy that’ he said gently ‘it’s what you wanted wasn’t it?’

I nodded.

‘Let’s get you home’ and he helped me out to my car, and drove me back to his flat and a warm shower, and hot soup, and his warm bed.

I told him the truth about myself – ‘You’re an MP all right’ he said ‘an MPCD– Men’s Pissoir and Cum Dump.’

I’d truly could no longer call myself an Alpha male! The shame was somehow exhilarating – only a masochist would understand.

I spent the night with Terry, and reluctantly went home the next day, wearing a change of clothes he’d lent me. Going back to the flat, where I was able to get changed, and then driving back to Brighton. I wondered how I would be able to keep the flat if I was deselected as an M.P. By the time I got home the night was falling, and the sea was a dark mass beyond the light: mysterious and scary. It filled me with foreboding, but also made me think of escape – escape into the frightening unknown. I felt that was what I’d been doing, with the escorts, and now, with my recent escapade: escaping from my orderly, but completely unsatisfying life, into the exciting, but frightening, unknown. Following my true desires, self-destructive as they might be.

By the time I got in, June was home from work. This was something I couldn’t escape from – confronting her, again.

‘Where have you been’ she said angrily? Why don’t you tell me if you’re going to be away, I get worried sick? Yes, I do still worry about you. I must be mad.’

‘I just visited an old friend I met by chance – Ted Knightly from university days.’

‘Well, as long as you weren’t cavorting with male prostitutes, and taking drugs.’

‘No – nothing like that, we spent the evening catching up old times. Ted’s married now, and I met his delightful wife, and she cooked us a meal.’

‘Glad to hear that you acting in responsible, mature manner for a change – not dressing up as a tart.’

‘I told you it was only because I was investigating prostitution. I’m not like that.’

‘I hope that is the case’ June said, her voice warmer now. ‘I thought our sex life was good, but it did it satisfy you? Are you gay?

‘No’ I said ‘no, of course I’m not gay, and I want to be with you.’ I embraced her, and she became soft in my arms.

‘Let’s go to bed’ I said.

I enjoyed making love to her, but it just wasn’t as fulfilling as my masochistic, gay encounters. I needed to be degraded, preferably by men with big cocks.

‘I wonder if you could take a more dominant role in our love making’ I suggested tentatively.

‘Well, can I be dominating’ she said, with a chuckle – ‘I’m all for it.’

‘Yes’ I answered, I’m sure you can be dominant if you want to be. You’ve shown such strength through all this.’

‘OK you’re on’ she said ‘you’ve always been the dominant one, and I went along with it. But I’ve often had fantasies about being the one in charge, making you bend to my will. I’ve always had a feeling that you weren’t really the Alpha male you made yourself out to be. And as for the so called revelations about sex with men – well, let’s say that I wasn’t that surprised.’

Little did I know what I’d let myself I for, it was as if I’d opened a Pandora’s box. I was so to find out just how much resentment my wife had me for me, bubbling beneath her surface attempts to hold everything together.

I didn’t realize that she would search on the internet for information about BDSM and forced feminization and sissification, armed by the knowledge she had of what I’d been up to. And so it was that a few days later, on Saturday night, when we usually had sex, she said, out of the blue-

‘There are some clothes on the bed I think you’ll like – put them on.’

‘I’m not really in the mood for sex tonight’ I said.

‘Put the fucking clothes on – I’m in charge now.’

I was completely shocked, couldn’t help but obey her, and when I entered the bedroom I realized that they were women’s clothes, of a very slutty kind. I picked up a pair of frilly pink knickers, and immediately felt my cock harden. It bought back very strong, pleasurable, memories, changing into them, and pulling stockings over my freshly shaved legs, as ordered by June, legs.

I’d got changed and was sitting on the bed, looking like a right slut, when June walked in. Or rather she strutted, looking malevolent in six inch heels, and black corset with black stockings and suspenders. Her face was thickly made up, with heavily dark outlined eyes, and scarlet lips.  But the most significant, and arousing thing was, the big, black strap on that hung between her legs.

‘Bend over the fucking bed your pathetic sissy faggot’ she ordered, ‘and hold your little hole open.’

I couldn’t help but comply, and moaned in pain, then pleasure, as the huge phallus went up inside me.

After that my wife began to take lovers – virile young black men met in internet chat rooms, or on ‘Adult’ dating sites. These men found her very sexy, and I had to admit that she now really looked and played the part. To think I’d ignored her and looked elsewhere to fulfil my compulsions. I was no longer allowed to have sexual activity without her permission. She allowed me to help her get ready for a date -helping choose appropriately sexy clothes and make up, and running her bath, and shaving her legs.

Then when she brought men back, I was sometimes allowed to take part, sucking their cocks to make them hard for my wife’s cunt, and then cleaning up afterwards with my tongue. But on other occasions, I was forced to watch, either tied up in a corner of the room, or even sitting outside the door, tied to a chair, ball gagged, and butt plugged.

And one final humiliation was heaped on me.

‘You know who blew the whistle on you in the first place – how the escort people got to know your identity?’

‘No’ – I’ve always wondered.’

‘It was me – I’d been having you followed – I knew you used that escort agency, and everything you were up to. I told them who you were.’

I was dumbstruck. Well, she’d certainly got her revenge.

And, of course, she humiliated me in the ultimate way, by making me into a streetwalking tranny whore, as in the scenario depicted in the   first paragraph of this story, giving blow jobs for a fiver. A humiliation which I’d come to realize that I now needed -was addicted to. But every so often I would remember my past status as a Member of Parliament. A powerful Alpha Male, whom others kowtowed to. And I’d finally found out who was responsible for blowing the whistle on me – my own wife. Well who could blame her, I thought, as I tasted the stranger’s cum in my mouth, experienced the delicious delight of my degradation....and shed a tear for what I’d once been, and for what I’d now become.

If you enjoyed this, please leave a positive review. I appreciate constructive criticism, and hearing what readers would like me to write about.

You can find more of my books at

https://www.amazon.co.uk/Sarah-Millward/e/B00F3E13Q8/ref=sr_ntt_srch_lnk_1?qid=1476686045&sr=1-1
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