

From Doctor to Cleaning Lady:

Femdom tale of a top doctor’s forced feminization and humiliation as an MILF 

The ward had been hushed since the ward round began: the nurses scurrying about anxiously, looking busy, instead of gossiping in the office about their boyfriends and the weekend’s parties. For today, Dr Jonathan Knox was carrying out the ward round. At least he was always very quick, not stopping long at beds, and only taking a cursory interest in the patient’s welfare, but he was feared by everyone for his arrogance and hot temper-which meant that he would single out patients and staff members for his vitriol.

Everything was going smoothly though, until at one bed he lingered, looked at  the  chart at the  end of the bed, asked questions of  colleagues and  the Sister, then, suddenly, the calm was broken by the roar of his voice –

‘What the fuck is going on in this hospital – when they can’t even get a routine blood test right. Who took the blood test?’ he shouted ‘Who the fuck took it?’ 

‘I did’ Rob, a male nurse, timidly piped up.

‘You useless little pouf - fuck off out of my sight. This is going down on your record.’

And the nurse scurried away, almost in tears.  Next was a patient with liver damage caused by heavy drinking –

‘So you’re the pisshead’  Doctor Knox sneered  ‘The  stupid  bastard who’s  wrecked his liver because he can’t control himself, and now expects us to spend our resources sorting it out for him. Well, the news is – we can’t fucking do anything – give up drinking, and your liver might recover a bit’.  Then to the Sister ‘This patient should be discharged today.’

The man interjected ‘But I can’t walk.’

‘Get yourself a wheelchair then you lazy fucker. Next patient. ‘

Just then, a junior doctor, Sheila Ferguson, intervened –

‘I don’t think it’s right to discharge this man – he has severe liver problems, and lack of ambulant function: he needs further hospital treatment.’

‘Are you questioning my opinion?’ Doctor Knox roared at the young woman.

‘Yes’ she said ‘I am.’

‘Well, you’d better watch yourself, or I’ll see to it that you never work in this hospital again. Now get out of my sight, before I do something I’d regret.’

Dr Ferguson turned and walked quickly away – to the Ladies, where, despite herself, she sat in a cubicle crying. But her tears were tears of rage, rather than of offended sensibility. She and the other hospital staff had endured the abuse and bad treatment from Doctor Knox for long enough. It was well known that the man was a bully, though thought of as a brilliant surgeon, but he rode roughshod over everybody – patients, and staff; and he cut corners, was highly unprofessional, it was strongly implied. She knew of several rumours of malpractice, and of negligence. The thing was, he didn’t give a fuck about anyone but himself, and, arrogantly thought himself above any reproach, so long had he been getting away with things. In her mind he had betrayed the fundamental ethics of medicine.

She dabbed at her eyes with a tissue. 

‘Pull yourself together’ she told herself ‘what can he do to you – you’ve done nothing wrong, and remember that you have power over him with what you know. Don’t get mad; get even.’

She could play the vulnerable female role, apologise for something she hadn’t done, and carry on in her job- never giving an opinion, or questioning his authority: that’s how he ruled, by fear. But no, she wasn’t going to either resign or apologise, but she would make him think she was sorry and that she bowed to his supreme authority – but meanwhile, she had another plan building in her mind. She would get her revenge all right – and it would indeed be sweet!

First of all she researched hospital records and files, including, through a contact in the office, those marked ‘Confidential’; and what she found out about Doctor Knox astonished her. There were several allegations of serious malpractice against him, and two had actually been proven, including one resulting in a woman’s death, but nothing had ever been done about it. She quickly copied all the files, and then made her own dossier, and realised that she had enough evidence for the police to prosecute him for serious crimes.

Sheila knew someone- Gavin Hopkinson - who worked in the lab in medical research, and was a bit of a boffin. She had known him since her university days, and had kept in touch; and he kept her up to date on the latest scientific investigations and successes. They were always always looking for new ways to do things, and making important discoveries that pushed the bounds of possibility.

Sheila then remembered something Gavin had told her in confidence, about a new drug he was working on. She phoned him, knowing that he had always been attracted to her, though she had never fancied him, and arranged to meet him for a drink. Straight away she began quizzing him on the new drug, while also giving him signals that she was interested in him, fluttering her eyelashes and brushing his knee with hers. 

‘I’m so impressed with this new work you told ne about last time – you know the gender reassignment stuff – how are you getting on with it?’

Flattered by her attention, Gavin was only too willing to talk about the new drug they were developing- one that could change a person’s gender, just by them taking a pill.

‘I don’t believe that’ she’d said –‘a sex change with just a pill.’

‘It’s true’ he said ‘it’s revolutionary – it will change the whole course of gender reassignment – make it easy. Imagine the potential repercussions.’

Her mind was still on the humiliations heaped on her by Dr. Knox, and her brain began whirring –

‘You couldn’t let me have one of the pills could you – it’s just a little experiment of my own.’

‘They’ve not even been passed as safe to be publically available’ he said ‘I couldn’t possibly give you any- I’d be risking my career, apart from the ethical considerations.’

‘It’s very important – please, as a favour to a friend’ her hand casually brushed the crotch of his trousers, as she looked full into his eyes. She knew that he’d always fancied her, but had been too shy to do anything about it–

‘I’ll make it worth your while, of course’ she caressed his cheek, kissed him full on the lips.

The sun streamed through the windows of her apartment, as she got up and made coffee. Gavin was just rousing, as she took him a coffee.

‘Great night – thanks so much’ he said.

‘That’s all right – but you remember your side of the bargain don’t you?’

‘Meet me in the pub tomorrow night at eight’ he said ‘I’m taking a terrible risk you know. I just hope you’re not going to do anything irresponsible with these pills. These pills only change the physical gender of a person, but they still inhabit the mind -set of their original gender, which is why it’s important that they only be given to the right people –those who already think of themselves as the opposite gender.’

‘Look-it’s to help out a friend. She’s a woman in everything but biology, but you know what doctors can be like. This will just help her to fully realise her true identity, which she inhabits mentally anyway.’

Sheila hatched her plan carefully. The next morning she made sure that she wore a short skirt, and high heels to work, unlike the trousers and flatties she usually wore. She also made sure she slathered her face in makeup, and put on plenty of cheap perfume.  She dressed, effectively, as if she was going on a night out, rather than to work as a doctor.

As the group stood ready for the ward round, Doctor Knox, who’d already accepted her humble apology for her previous  comments, which she blamed on her ‘time of the month’, addressed her, in a far more friendly manner than usual –

‘You’re looking very nice today Doctor Ferguson’ he said, with a twinkle, or was it a leer? In his eyes.

Previously, she would have given the creep short thrift, and ignored him, but now she fluttered her, false, eyelashes –

‘Thank you’ she simpered. She could tell that this had the desired effect, and Doctor Knox was unusually jovial during the ward round – insulting people condescendingly, rather than with downright abuse and hostility.

She made sure to stand close to him, and to keep brushing up against him, while always smiling in his direction, and laughing at his off colour jokes – which she didn’t really find amusing at all. But she could tell that he very much appreciated the attention. She wouldn’t say flattered, because she was sure he thought that he deserved it – and that women found him irresistible, or else there was something wrong with them. And she had definitely previously come under the category of ‘something wrong with them’ as far as he was concerned, she thought.

But she consoled herself with the thought that it was all going to be worth it, which proved to be the case when near the end of the ward round, the Doctor leaned his head to hers, and said quietly, in a voice that none of the others, busy chatting to each other , could hear –

‘How about dinner later?’

She fluttered her eyelashes again-

‘Yes, please, that would be lovely.’

‘OK –I’ll give you a ring – I know a little, Italian place, intimate…..’

‘I’ll look forward to hearing from you’ she replied coquettishly.

Did he not think it odd that she suddenly so keen, when she had previously been immune to his charms? Well, he probably just thought that she had previously been playing hard to get, or was fighting an animal attraction to him, to which she had now succumbed. Anyway, a date was arranged for her to have dinner with him one Friday evening. She made sure to get glammed up for the occasion.

It was a smart little restaurant, down a side street in a fashionable part of north London. There was a definite sense of entitlement, and wealth amongst the other customers. The staff were so deferential, it as if they were serving royalty. A bit different from her previous experiences of waiting staff in restaurants, Sheila thought.  Doctor Knox ordered the steak and Sheila the fresh turbot. As they chatted, rather stiffly, she brushed her foot, which she’d pulled free from its stiletto heeled embrace, against his leg, and began caressing it. She could tell that he was aroused, by the way his breath became more rapid, as he rambled on about the hospital, and his role there as its most successful surgeon. Before the end of the meal, she had reached across under the table and lightly squeezed his balls. She could feel his cock hardening, looked at the grin spreading over his face:

‘Fancy coming back to my place for a coffee afterwards.’ He murmured in her ear.

‘Let’s go back to mine’ she whispered, leaning across the table, giving him the full effect of her perfume. She could tell that she had him in the palm of her hand, although he thought that he was in control.

They were hardly inside the door of her flat, before he was all over her, pressing his body against hers in the hallway, as she succumbed, seemingly passionately, to his kisses. They kissed and groped each other frantically, her clothes rapidly falling to the floor, while she pulled down his trousers zip, and grabbed his throbbing erection. And then they were in bed, and his cock was up inside her, as she moaned in seeming abandon. But in reality, the whole time her mind was working overtime, as she planned exactly what was going to happen. She had the pill ready, in a small box on the bedside table.

As he came inside her, she felt a slight surge of pleasure, a bit like having a mundane wank. It was really only a woman who could please her, anyway. However, she simulated extreme satisfaction, yelling -

‘Yes, yes’ then ‘thank you that was wonderful’ murmured breathily between slightly parted lips.

‘You’re very welcome – well, I won’t say I didn’t enjoy it too.’

‘I bet you did’ Sheila thought, but didn’t say ‘ I know you’ve been wanting to get inside my knickers for ages -  a stuck up bitch like me, and now you feeling VERY pleased with yourself; but that won’t last long, no, it won’t last long at all.’

Soon he was fast asleep; she knew this because of the loud snores that emerged from his mouth and nose. Silently, she crept from the bed, and got the pill from its box on the dressing table, and dropped it into his wide open mouth, followed by a few drops of water, hoping he wouldn’t choke; but he swallowed, then coughed, but then resumed his snoring. She sat watching him, and was completely amazed after about ten minutes, at the dramatic change occurring before her eyes. His body seemed to shrink, and change shape, his cock shrank and disappeared into his body, to be replaced by a pink, hairy fanny; his skin softened, and the shape of his face changed, and breasts emerged from his chest. She couldn’t believe it, and wouldn’t if she hadn’t seen it for herself – a man changing into woman before her very eyes. Gavin had been right -this treatment was revolutionary, and she had been privileged to be proxy to its origin. The only thing that gave her a slight pang of guilt was the unethical nature of what she was doing – changing someone’s sex without their permission. But then she remembered what a bastard the doctor had been, and she neither felt remorse nor guilt, just satisfaction.

She looked at him as he lay there, breathing heavily. Except …he was no longer a he - a pair of obviously female breast bulged through his t shirt, and they could in no way be described ‘man boobs.’ His face, still wrinkled and middle- aged, had a feminine softness, even prettiness – could it be that he would be more attractive as a woman than a man? Well, his attractiveness to women, to which she had mostly been impervious, had been to do with his power and status, and as a woman he wouldn’t have that. How would he cope? And she began to feel shocked and guilty at what she’d done. But then she remembered what had driven her to do it. The way he’d treated people, particularly the vulnerable, the things he’d got away with, the way he’d treated her. No, she didn’t feel sorry for what she’d done – she was fighting a victory for all women, and for all vulnerable people – let him have a taste of what it was like to be weak and vulnerable himself, and of being humiliated.

Sheila kicked the bed clothes back, put on her dressing gown, and went to make some coffee. Walking back into the bedroom, she heard a noise as the doctor roused –

‘Morning – brought you some coffee’ she said brightly.

‘Thanks – just what I needed’ a voice came from beneath the bedclothes. But it wasn’t the voice she was expecting –it was a woman’s voice – high and quite shrill. She almost dropped the tray – he had had such a deeply resonant, Patrician voice – the voice of authority, brooking no dissent, and this, new, and voice sounded inconsequential, easily ignored.

But then-

‘What the fuck’ the bedclothes erupted, as he jumped from the bed – though rather awkwardly with his newly expanded hips, and unfamiliar breasts bouncing ponderously.

‘We’ll have to get you a decent bra’ she couldn’t help saying.

‘Are you trying to be funny – what have you done to me? And what are you going to do about it? You’d better do something bloody quick, or you’ll never work as a doctor again.’

‘Ha, ha – you’re so funny when you’re being angry in that high pitched voice. Get it into your mind that you’re now a woman –and you lack any gravitas now. This is my revenge for everything you’ve done to me, and on behalf of everyone else you’ve wronged.’

‘I’ll give you lack of gravitas – I’ll kick your arse more like.’

He struggled towards her, went to grab her, and she neatly sidestepped, and tripped him up, so that he crashed to the floor, then knelt on his back and pulled his arm up behind his back in an arm lock. He was very easy for her to overcome physically, in his newly feminised state.

‘Get it into your pretty little head that there’s no going back to your previous life, and you have no redress – not unless you want the file of your misdeeds and professional misconduct passed onto the police –in which case you can expect ruin and a substantial prison sentence. Doctor Knox is gone, vanished, no one knows where he is – and you now have a new identity – as a woman, so you’d better get used to it. I’ve bought you some clothes – you’d best get dressed.’ She referred to some obviously female clothes, hanging behind the door of the bathroom.

‘I’m not wearing those’ he said.

‘So you’re just going to hide away in here, unless you want to get arrested for public indecency.’

‘OK- If I have to wear women’s clothes to get out of here, that’s what I’ll do.’ He went over to the clothes, and picked through them. 

‘I suppose its underwear first,’ he said, picking up the panties – pale pink, with a little blue bow on the front. 

He sat in a chair as he struggled to pull them over his legs, then struggled even more with the bra.

‘Hold on –I’ll do it up for you.’ She said.

She had bought clothes quite inappropriate for his age – and he was the same age as a woman, as he been as a man. She had gone for tarty MILF, slutty mutton dressed as lamb– and he did look like this, in a black, vinyl miniskirt far too short for his age, with a tight, red satin blouse, cut to show off inches of flabby white cleavage. His hair was dyed a deep red – as she’d stipulated in the pill ‘recipe’, since most women of his age dyed their greying hair, and she wanted him to be sexy for his age-in a deeply masochistic way, with a particular urge to be humiliated – yes, she’d wanted that all right! When she had finished she was pleased with the results –‘Take a look in the mirror’ she said to him.

When he did, she could tell that he was very, unpleasantly, surprised, though also fascinated –did he fancy himself?

‘God’ he muttered ‘Good God. But, of course, I’m going to get this crap reversed forthwith.’

‘But aren’t you forgetting something? – what I told you about the file I’m going to give to the police, if you tell anyone about this.’

His expression darkened.

‘So, why don’t you just enjoy being a girl?’ She asked lightly.

‘Humph-no fucking way’ he said.

‘You’re going to have a completely new identity –just think a new start.’

‘Bollocks ‘he muttered.

‘Well, you no longer have those’ she smiled.

He frowned, and his hand went inadvertently to his crotch. She could tell that he was baffled, couldn’t quite believe what had happened to him.

‘You’d better get used to it’ she said ‘you’re no longer a man –not physically anyway – you’re woman, a w-o-m-a-n, join the club. Well, you’d better embrace it, because you’re no longer able to be a member of your old clubs – the golf club, for example: they don’t accept women members do them? I’ll tell you what – I like playing golf, and I’ve always fancied joining that club, but if you’re a woman you can’t go in the bar, and can only play on the course at inconvenient times, so why don’t you use your leadership and organisational skills to start a campaign group for the club to accept female members, and for them to have equal rights with the men?’

He looked somewhat dazed, so she said –

‘Don’t you worry your pretty head about it, I appreciate that you aren’t the person you were. Well, it will be a lot harder for you as a woman to lead like you led in the past, as a high status surgeon with all that power. How much power do you have now? None is the answer – I have all the power. Look at you, you fucking slapper. And I’m going to make you into a right old slapper – one who’ll fuck anything in trousers. How do you feel about that, eh?’

He didn’t reply, just stared angrily, but she discerned a tear forming in the corner of his eye.

‘Come on ‘she said softly – let’s get you started up – make you pretty that will cheer you up.’

She took his hand and he meekly followed her to the dressing table.

She was as good as her word, and took great pleasure into transforming a somewhat dowdy middle-aged woman into a stunningly sexy, slutty MILF. She knew what turned men on, , what had certainly turned him on – a right tart, a scarlet lipped, lip lined,  mascaraed , eye shadowed, mini skirted,  buxom cleavaged slapper – and that’s what she transformed  him into. But she shouldn’t be still calling him ‘him’ she thought. He needed a suitably girly name. She thought for a moment – from now on you’re going to be Sharon – Sharon the filthy MILF –‘the town bike’, you’ll be known as– because everyone rides you.’

‘How bloody ridiculous the doctor protested, his voice still sounding comically high pitched and feminine to her ears.

‘No, not ridiculous, not ridiculous at all – you’re now a woman, and you need a woman’s name – and that is Sharon- Sharon Goodbody’ she laughed. ‘Yes, I like that.’

‘I’m not going to be like this long enough to have my name changed.’ He shouted.

‘Remember the file’ she said –‘the one that I can take to the police at any time. Yes you can go to the authorities – maybe have the process reversed, but then you will be back as a man, and spending the next ten years or more in a male prison.’

He was silent – maybe she was getting through to him finally. She wondered when acceptance would set in. Well he needed to accept things, embrace his new identity, or it would be even harder for him to deal with. Of course, the thing was that the pill only changed the physical body, and his mind was, unfortunately, just the same. But that was all part of the exquisite punishment of it, she reflected. That he knew exactly what was happening to him and his masculine brain completely resisted it, could never accept it, but he had no choice but to  accept it – that he was a slutty woman – and even more to his chagrin, controlled by her.

The feeling of power from knowing she was in control of this once powerful man was heady. Now he had to do exactly what she told him to do – she who had once had to blindly follow his humiliating orders.

‘Get down on all fours and bark like a dog.’ She said, just to exercise her power.

‘No way’ he said.

‘You have to do exactly what I tell you do – or that file is going to the police. And remember that I have total control of your gender identity. I can ensure that you’ll never be a man again, if I so choose. So do what I tell you to do.’

He slowly got down onto his knees-

‘Woof, woof’ he muttered without enthusiasm.

‘Come on – you can do better than that –make out like you’re a real dog – put some effort into it.’

He made louder barking noises, despite himself- made them sound more dog like.

‘That’s better’ she said ‘here’s a reward for you’ and she put a bowl of dog food down on the floor.

‘Come on you must be hungry – eat it up.’

‘I’m not eating that shit’ he squeaked angrily.

‘OK then, I’ll call the police’ Sheila said, picking up her phone.

And he crawled over, stuck his head down in the bowl, and nibbled at the food, before retching violently.

‘Come on – eat it up’ she said, and he put his head back down in the bowl, and nibbled at again.

‘Eat it properly’ she ordered ‘eat it up, proper mouthfuls.’

And the doctor gagged as he swallowed the disgusting mixture, but didn’t dare stop eating it.’

She smiled beatifically – revenge was certainly sweet, and it would get even sweeter. She had no intention of letting him off the hook now – after everything he’d done not just to her, but to others too.

She also realised, with a pang of desire, how much she now fancied the unfortunate doctor. Well, she’d never really fancied him when he was a man, she’d only pretended to for the purposes of her plan, but now he was a sexy MILF……well, things were a lot different. Her own pet submissive, always available to fulfil her lesbian fantasies. Except the submissive wasn’t very compliant – but that was the challenge, which she was already winning – making this once pompous, arrogant man, a genuinely submissive woman, eager to please her.

‘I need a smoke’ she addressed the good doctor imperiously– ‘Get me my cigarettes, they’re in the bedroom on the dressing-table, and while you’re there bring in that black box that’s on the table will you?’

With a filthy look, he got up awkwardly, in the unfamiliar tight skirt and heels, to his feet, and teetered into the bedroom, emerging with her cigarettes and the package she had requested.

‘Take out a cigarette and light it for me’ she ordered.

He pulled a cigarette from the packet and went to give it to her.

‘Put it in my mouth’ she said, bending her head ‘and light it.’

She took a deep, satisfying drag on her cigarette. She remembered him admonishing nurses whom he’d seen outside smoking, and who smelled of cigarettes – calling them a ‘disgrace to the profession.’

She took the cigarette from her mouth and blew a plume of acrid, blue smoke into his face.

‘Ugh’ he coughed a feminine little cough.

‘Disgusting, isn’t it?’

‘Yes it is.’he almost shouted, his voice rising even higher.

‘Good’ she said ‘open your mouth.’ He duly complied – his eyes telling her how angry he was.

She took another long drag of her cigarette and flicked the ash into his open mouth, right onto his tongue.

‘Swallow’ she said coldly, and he gulped as he did so. Now there was a look of panic in his eyes.

She repeated this process until she had almost finished the cigarette, and then commanded him to open his mouth again. When he did so, she stubbed the cigarette out in the spittle of his tongue-

‘Swallow the butt’ she said, and he almost retched again as he did so.

‘Did you enjoy that’ she asked him.

‘No, I fucking didn’t.’

She raised her hand and slapped his face, hard.

‘When you talk to me, you talk to me with respect’ she said ‘and from now on you’re to address me as Mistress –understand.’

He didn’t reply-

‘Understand ‘she pushed her face into his, and shouted, before spitting directly into it.

‘Now you know what it’s like to be bullied and humiliated.’

She picked up the box she had ordered him to bring in and opened it, taking out the object inside.

He stared wide eyed as a huge black phallus was revealed, gleaming, with straps attached.

‘This is for you’ she smiled ‘see – I strap it to myself, like so’ and she did up the straps around her waist, so that the object hug menacingly from between her legs.

‘Now I’ve got a cock and you haven’t’ she sneered. ‘Take down your knickers, and bend over that coffee table.’

He hesitated, shocked-

‘Fucking do as you’re told.’

And there he was, the great surgeon, now totally feminized, bent over before her, with a gleaming pink fanny, and tiny brown bum hole, awaiting the attentions of her massive, black member.

‘This is just a rehearsal for the real ones you’re going to receive’ she said as she thrust the lubed plastic into his virgin cunt.

He moaned, feeling the thing reaching up inside him, feeling her thrust away – and he realised just how it felt to be a woman – pleasured and used for male, and female, pleasure – just as he had used so many women.

And yes – for his pleasure as well, as he felt the wetness between his legs, and heard his own moans of delight in that woman’s voice that he couldn’t associate with his own –

‘Yes, yes – fuck me harder.’ He heard a voice cry, before realising that it was his voice.

‘You like it do you? – I stipulated that you should be a highly sexualised, and masochistic woman’ she said, as she pulled the dildo, shiny with his juices, from his fanny; and, now well lubricated, applied the end to his bumhole, slowly edging it up him, despite his muffled attempts at protest. Though it was a half-hearted protest now, as his sphincter gave way to the massive object, and accepted it gladly. She fucked him. She fucked him good and proper- fucked his fanny and then his arse, causing him to climax several times, until he was a soaked and stinking slut, slick with sweat and cum.

Afterwards he lay there, gazing at his swollen nipples, pinkly throbbing on his ample breasts: erect with excitement. He gazed at then wondrously, touched them gently, and felt a tingle of pleasure go through his body.

‘Ha, ha’ – she laughed – ‘there are pleasures in being a woman. You look lovely lying there, we should get you to pose for some photos –post them on an internet porn site. It’s just a pity we can’t post before and after photos of you.’

‘Humph’ he reacted, but his protests were becoming ever more muted, as he slowly began to realise that there wasn’t much he could immediately do about his fate.

This was her intention – that he slowly come to embrace his femininity, and become dependent upon her, submissive to her every wish, and thus psychologically incapable of getting his own identity back, even if the physical process of feminization were to be reversed. She wanted him to become so authentically feminized that he wouldn’t want it reversed, but she didn’t tell him all this, of course.

‘You’re just a fucking slut aren’t you? – that’s what I’m going to turn you into- a slut who’ll open her legs to anyone- male or female.’

He seemed about to reply, but thought better of it.

‘Ha, ha – you’ve realised that you have no choice but to go along with things now, don’t you. You’ve stopped your fucking moaning, whining on. Just do what I tell you to do, and keep quiet – your job isn’t to have an opinion, but to serve me without question.’

He still didn’t speak… ‘Isn’t it?’ she demanded.

‘Yes’ he finally murmured grudgingly.

‘Yes, what?’ she shouted.

‘Yes, Mistress’ he mumbled.

‘I didn’t hear that.’

‘Yes Mistress’ he said louder.

‘Right – now you can clean up the house, and have my meal ready when I get home from work’ she ordered, loving her new role.

And, grudgingly, he cleaned the house, hard as it was in mini skirt and heels, sweating beneath the caked makeup. But he figured that his only hope was to go along with things, until he worked out a way of escaping this nightmare- a nightmare from which he hoped to wake any minute.

‘I’ve got you a job – at the hospital.’ Sheila announced the next day.

His eyes lit up, she could see he was pleased.

‘Yes, you’re to report to the hospital at 6am.’

‘Why so early?’

‘Seeing that you’ve cleaned this place up so well, I’ve got you a job as a cleaner.’

‘I was a qualified surgeon – I’m still a qualified surgeon, there’s absolutely no reason why I can’t perform a surgeon’s duties as before.’

‘Yes, but how will you get a job as a surgeon – an unknown woman, with no employment record or qualifications or experience – you should be glad I’ve got you job at all, and at the hospital. At least you will know your way around.’

‘I’m not doing it.’

‘I’m sorry – you don’t have a choice.’

And so it was with heavy heart that he reported to the cleaner’s office in the hospital basement at 6 am one dreary Monday morning. His feet already ached due to the high heels he had been forced to wear, and his face ached under its thick mask of very heavy makeup. Sheila had insisted that he wear the whole slut ensemble, including heels, stockings, black PVC mini skirt, and a little leopardskin jacket, that did little to protect him from the biting wind. All the cleaners had to wait outside in the March chill, until their supervisor arrived, a formidable polish woman called Alexa. She was a large lady, with the build of a wrestler, and a face that looked as if it was hewn from granite. She dressed like a man in heavy donkey jacket, jeans and boots. The doctor looked around at his fellow cleaners as they chatted desultorily in a variety of languages. Many of them were, like him, unsuitably dressed for the British winter, in thin jackets, revealing miniskirts, and high heels, peroxide hair framing heavily made up faces, as if they had just come to work from a night club. Was this what he had been reduced to – he who used to arrive at this very hospital late in the morning, with everyone waiting on him to begin the ward round, and to tell them what to do. He, who had had such power over everyone, it was so unreal as to be barely credible.

One thing, though – he realised that he was still heterosexual. He’d been completely turned on by having sex with Sheila, or rather her having sex with him, and now he felt pangs of desire towards the sexy young women surrounding him, despite the early hour. Yes, he felt a twitching in his crotch, but then, realised that there was no cock there any longer, just a little clitoris. He could never have conventional sex as a man with them, not in the immediate future anyway. He was now a woman, and he could only ever have lesbian sex with a woman again. But turning into a woman hadn’t made him desire men, become gay –except it wouldn’t be being gay now would it? So as far as he was aware he was a gay woman. But, that wasn’t going to last – he was going get his male identity back, wasn’t he.........?

A young, blonde woman, wearing a skimpy skirt, with a short, insubstantial PVC  jacket wrapped around  her slim body against the wind, turned to him–

‘Got a light please?’ she said in broken English.

As it happened he did – Sheila had ‘encouraged’ him to start smoking cigarettes – he’d previously only smoked the occasional cigar, and as a doctor was vehemently opposed to smoking, but now, on Sheila’s orders, he had cigarettes and a cheap lighter in his shoulder bag, amongst the makeup she’d insisted that he carried. He rooted in his bag and found the lighter, flicking it towards her cigarette. She inhaled deeply-

‘Thank you’ she said.

‘That’s all right’ he said softly – feeling very attracted to this young woman.

Just then the supervisor arrived in her car. The others mostly came on public transport, or got lifts from partners. Everyone milled around the door to the hospital, eager to get in. Alexa strode towards them –

‘Get away from the fucking door’ she said in her heavily accented tones. ‘How can I open it with lot of silly sluts in the way?’

He felt his hackles rising – she should address her staff with more respect, he thought. They trooped into the bowels of the hospital behind Alexa as she switched on lights, and unlocked doors, and cupboards of cleaning materials.

‘We have a new one starting today’ she announced ‘and you must be her.’ She looked at the doctor –‘You have experience of cleaning?’ 

He nodded.

‘You are not too old?’ she asked ‘We are mostly young ones here – we have to work very fast.’

‘I am very fit’ he answered indignantly, insulted that this woman would think him less able physically to undertake cleaning duties, than these scrawny young woman, who probably lived on a diet of cigarettes, alcohol and cheap food.

‘You take a bucket and a mop – put some of this in the bucket’ she picked up a large plastic container of detergent, and the water – then you go to Casualty area and wash it. You understand?’

‘Yes’ he said. Now he was being asked if he understood how to mop a floor.

He filled the bucket with water from the large sink, and walked off to the Casualty area. He struggled a bit with the weight of the full bucket, suddenly realising that he didn’t have the strength that he possessed as a man. But he managed to carry the bucket to Casualty. It gave him a very weird feeling to be walking along these familiar corridors, in such an unfamiliar role. Of course, he knew exactly where to go. Head bowed, he mopped away at the floor, hoping that no one would know him, as he recognised a couple of nurses as they came on duty; but they merely walked by him as if he didn’t exist. Well, who would recognise him – as a female cleaner, instead of a top male surgeon? He found the whole thing hard enough to believe himself.

But still, all he wanted to do was to get out of here as quickly as he could. He mopped away, head down, making as perfunctory job of it as possible, skimming the mop over the floor, then quickly squeezing the mop out and drying it off. He found a ‘Danger Wet Floor’ sign and dumped it in position, then rushed away, back the cleaners’ room; where he sat down to rest before emptying his bucket, trying to cope with the emotional upheaval of it all. Just then the door burst open and Alexa crashed in 

‘You have break – but we don’t have break yet.’

‘I was just going to change the water in my bucket.’

‘You don’t need to change every time – and that floor you washed in Casualty – it is shit job – you’ve missed a big part of floor. You fucking useless - need to be taught lesson.’

Alexa grabbed him by his overall, which ripped as she hauled him to his feet, his high heels scrabbling on the tiled floor. The she slapped him hard across the face, spitting full in it-

‘You are disgrace. You need to be punished’ and with that she pushed him over her knee, pulled his skirt up around his waist, and his knickers down, revealing his bare arse cheeks, and began to thrash him with the back of a clothes brush she’d picked up. The slaps on his naked arse echoed around the room, as she laid into him. Then she stopped, fumbled in the pocket of her overall, and pulled an oddly shaped object out.

‘This to remind you to do proper work’ she said, thrusting the object up his anus. He winced as the butt pug, which is what it was, was pushed against the resistance of his body, until his sphincter suddenly opened, and the horrible object slipped up inside him.

‘You wear that all the time to remind you.’ Alexa said, before slapping his arse with her hand, and pushing him to the floor. She stood over him, spat on him, before saying-

‘Get back to your fucking work’ and turning and walking out of the room.

He slowly got to his feet, and wiped the spittle from his face. Then he realised, to his horror, that he was already taking lipstick and compact out of his bag to retouch his makeup. He had suddenly become very concerned about his appearance – about how he looked as a woman, when, as a man, he had never bothered about how he looked. Well, he’d always assumed that he looked good, and it didn’t take much, just a bit of hair cream, a good shave and haircut, and a nicely cut suit. But now, as a woman, he had suddenly become neurotic about how he looked: how attractive was he? Was his hair and makeup all right? Whereas just after the change, he had completely rejected the whole idea, and might just as we have looked a complete frump as far as he was concerned – he just wanted his old identity as a man back. If he was now accepting his new role, this was a worrying sign, he thought, glancing into the mirror again, and giving an involuntary pout, despite himself.

He tottered back out with his bucket, aware of the plug up his arse, but realised, to his horror, that he was now quite turned on by this new humiliation. And there was more to come. Resuming his mopping of the Casualty area – ordered to do it again by Alexa, he was aware of a tall, muscular young man watching him. He felt himself blushing, and he lowered his head and concentrated on his work. But, then he realised that he felt flattered, and worse, turned on, by the attention. Suddenly, the man came over to him.

‘Excuse me, could you tell me where the toilet is?’ He asked, although there were clear signs indicating where they were.

He paused his mopping 

‘Just down that corridor’ he said ‘Look I’ll show you’ he heard his voice say to his horror, and he found himself leading the way the  men’s toilet, pushing the door open, for the man, and then following him in. They went into a cubicle and he knelt before the young man, and unzipped his trousers, taking his semi hard, young cock in his mouth and sucking away at it. The man moaned, and soon came, quickly pulling his cock from the doctor’s mouth and directing a stream of cum into his face. Then the man zipped up his trousers and walked quickly away. 

When the doctor got back to the Casualty area to resume his mopping, the man was nowhere to be seen, and he resumed his work quickly, but kept touching his face in case there were traces of cum on it. He realised the significance of recent events, though he was worryingly not just accepting this female status, but embracing it. ‘I must fight it’ he muttered to himself. ‘I must fight this – I don’t want to be a woman, I’m not gay and I’m not a woman. I  had a life as a an attractive  heterosexual man, who bedded any woman he wanted – and now I’m sucking off strange men in toilets, with a butt plug up my arse, and working as a cleaner rather than a top doctor. It’s like a nightmare –but this situation can and must be reversed, I WILL get my old life back again.’ But there was something in his tone that wasn’t entirely convincing, even to him, as he automatically bent down to straighten the seam of one of his stockings, and put his fingers to his lips in anxiety about his lipstick. It was as if he was being subverted from within.

Then he felt the butt plug huge and uncomfortable up his arse, but he kind of loved it, as well as hating it.  He loved the humiliation of it, and the feel of something constantly up his aresehole – it must made him realise how much he craved anal penetration, and to be thoroughly humiliated, treated like a completely abject slut, to be used and abused for the amusement of alpha males, and those women who loved them; and those who women who were alpha themselves.

But, he pulled himself up –

‘I am an alpha male – that’s my role, my whole identity, but now I’m the opposite. But I can’t, I won’t, accept it’ he told himself firmly, but his hand fluttering to check his hair and makeup, kept giving the lie to all his lame phrases. Perhaps what gave even more the lie to them was his conscious craving to be fucked and abused by men and dominant women; and he, or at least a strong, out of his conscious control, part of him, was always on the lookout for opportunities to be so humiliated. He felt tears come to his eyes, and run down his face – and he fought this even more, but he couldn’t help it, as he began to sob.

She had arranged a photo session for him, for a website and magazine, specialising in Mature Women and MILF’s. He now found he had little will to resist. But the worst thing was how he found himself being aroused, and even posing and preening, for the degrading photos – laying back, dressed in corset, stockings and suspenders, sluttily made up, hair backcombed and teased, in flattering lighting – and with his legs apart: naked, hairy fanny wide open for all to see, as it gleamed pinkly and wetly. And, most humiliatingly, the shots showed him smiling confidently and coquettishly for the cameras, as if to the manor born. How could he still claim, with any validity, to be an alpha male in the wrong body?

It was the night of the annual hospital party, and the doctor had been ordered to go by Sheila, but he was dreading it. Though one part of him, that unconscious part over which he had no control, was looking forward to parading his sexy femininity in front of his old colleagues, demonstrating what a sexy woman he’d become. Yes, one part, an irrational part, while consciously he completely hated the idea of  being paraded before his old hospital colleagues, still secure in their roles as doctors and nurses, while he was now a………what exactly was he? Though, Sheila had assured him that they had not, and would not, be told who he was. However, she didn’t tell him that they would be told that he was Doctor Knox’s twin sister, come to look for her missing brother.

Well, that was a very important piece of information, he found out, since Doctor Knox had been universally hated and feared. The drink was flowing, as it always did at all these kinds of occasions, or whenever off duty medical staff were socialising together, and after the doctor had managed to hide in a corner for most of the party, Nurse Rob, the male nurse whom he’d verbally abused, and whose masculinity he’d questioned, came up to him, obviously the worse for wear with drink.

‘So you’re Doctor Knox’s  sister are you’ he said ‘Well, out do look like him, that’s for sure, only a lot more attractive- and you actually seem like an OK person, but I hear you’re very much into being humiliated. Is that true?’

This was Sheila’s doing, spreading this rumour, along with the story of him being his own sister. But what could he do, but nod, as if in vague agreement?

Nurse Rob’s hand was already creeping up his skirt, and he thought of knocking it away, but did nothing. He was actually quite turned on-

‘I think me and the girls can arrange something suitably humiliating for you – as solace for the disappearance of your brother.’ Nurse Rob slurred drunkenly.

The doctor froze, was the stupid twat of a male nurse suspicious?  No, he was being paranoid, how could he have any idea of the awful truth?

But before he could do anything about it, he was on the kitchen table, hands cuffed behind his back with the kinds of handcuffs they sell in sex shops, a ball gag filling up his mouth, and strapped behind his head 

‘She’s that old bastard’s Knox’s sister, and she loves to be humiliated’ he heard a female voice say with a drunken giggle.

‘Well, we’ll certainly humiliate her’ another female voice said.

‘Give her the bucket. Give her the fucking bucket’ another voice cried, and he cringed as he felt the rank contents of a bucket being poured over his head. He soon realised what it was from the smell – piss mixed with the putrid dregs of some ancient punch.

She’s got lovely hair’ another voice said- ‘let’s shave it off.’

He felt a shiver run through him – he relied upon his glorious hair, his passport to femininity, forgetting at that moment his insistence to himself that he was really a man in drag.

‘No’ he mumbled ‘Please….’

But next he heard the buzz of clippers and an electric razor was run straight through the centre of his hair, creating a wide, bald parting – though then the razor was turned off –

‘It’s more humiliating like that, like a clown’s hair, than actually shaving the whole lot off’ a  well-spoken young woman said, as at the same moment his legs were parted from behind, and something hard and rubbery was eased up his fanny. God it was massive, he thought, as it seemed to fill him up, and he heard his own, oh so feminine voice, moan with pleasure.

‘But there’s something  not quite right about her’ the female voice said, as he surveyed his hair lying on the floor in front of his face ‘the way she moves – not like a woman at all, as if she’s not quite used to inhabiting a female body.’

He felt himself stiffen – he certainly didn’t want this drunken rabble realising who he really was. Wait until he back to his old self- then he would get revenge all right.

‘True- she does seem bit awkward, and sort of naive, but she’s Knox’s     sister, have to expect she’d be a bit weird being brought up with him. I bet he was really spoiled as child compared to her.’ A nurse said.

‘I wasn’t actually’ he thought to himself ‘shows what you know, you jumped up council estate slut, rescued from a meaningless life by somehow getting a nurse’s job, and then failing to realise when you were being helped by someone superior, from turning your whole career into a disaster, with your incompetence and stupidity.’

‘But look how wet she is between her legs – she’s a real woman all right’ Rob, the male nurse’s voice said.

‘Yes, she’s certainly turned on by us – really loves to be humiliated. Well, let’s give her some more. Come on Rob, fuck her, she’s gagging for it.’

And the doctor received the ultimate humiliation of having a male nurse, one whom he’d admonished and verbally abused, as a top surgeon, sticking his surprisingly big cock up his fanny; and, far, far worse, him actually enjoying being fucked by this excuse for a man. The doctor moaned as Rob’s cock went up deep inside him, to be suddenly withdrawn when he was about to cum, and thrust up his anus – more humiliation –gorgeous, exquisite humiliation. Yes, the ecstasy reaching up from between his legs to the pleasure centre in his brain, told him what he ‘really’ wanted, despite himself –humiliation, from these attractive young people, and as much of it as possible.

Someone took out a marker pen, and began to draw on his face, to the assembled glee-

‘Slut’ was inscribed on his forehead, then ‘my brother is a cunt across his chest, while ‘fat’ and’ tart’ were written on each of his breasts, while ‘put cock in hole’ with an arrow pointing to his fanny, was written on his belly.

And he felt his fanny sopping wet. How odd to have an organ that didn’t really seem as if it belonged to you, to be so sensitive to pleasure.

One thing, though, he certainly appreciated as a woman, was continually being able to  orgasm and sustain sensual pleasure, when as a man , once he had come, he’d been used to then having to wait a bit, especially as he grew older, before  being able to experience more delight – but as a woman this  just seemed ongoing. If you came, then seconds later you could come again he realised, as he was repeatedly fucked by Rob, and  by the female nurses with the huge strap on dildo, until he lost count of the orgasms he’d had.

Finally, he was ‘encouraged’ to lie on the floor of the toilet, where everyone took turns to pee on him –over his face, in  his mouth, and over his breasts – and the humiliation really turned him on, which was what was most alarming about it- until he was reeking, soaking mess – gloriously humiliated.

Afterwards, he must have fallen asleep, for he awoke to an empty room, lying there amongst the party debris. He could see a couple of bodies also laying there– they appeared to be out to the world. 

‘God, is this what I’ve come to ‘ he thought to himself’ attending nurses’ parties – the very nurses whom I used to be boss of, and fuck and humiliate – well, they begged me for it, a man of my status in the hospital, but now they are fucking and humiliating me-with interest.’

He had a headache, and realised that he was half naked, his breasts exposed, and he looked down at the humiliating writing on them, felt his hair, which seemed matted with something, and the shaved  bit down the middle, looked in the mirror and saw that there were disgusting things written on his face too. How degrading, he thought, but felt a thrill run through him at the same time.

‘I have to get out of here’ he said aloud, and got unsteadily to his feet, arranging his clothes as best he could. There was nothing for it but to ring Sheila, and ask her to pick him up.

‘Did you enjoy yourself’ she asked when she arrived, and he could hear the mocking laugh in her voice.

‘Humph.’

‘That’s a yes then – well I know how you like being humiliated.’

On seeing the state of him, Sheila did feel sympathy for him – he seemed so abject, although he’d been programmed to enjoy humiliation. But, Sheila suddenly felt a wave of compassion come over her when she saw his degraded state. ‘Maybe he’s been punished enough’ she decided, I’ll get the pill to transform him back to masculinity, and then he’ll have to pick up the pieces of his old life. But then minutes later she shook that idea off –‘no, he doesn’t deserve another chance’ she decided firmly. She had obviously been successful in creating a suitably slutty MILF, whom men and women found very attractive, and greatly enjoyed having sex with and humiliating. And she could see that ‘Sharon’ which she now began calling ‘him’, obviously really did enjoy these things too.

‘I think I’ll a get you another job more suitable to your disposition and talents’ she told him.

He wondered what that meant, but surely anything had to be better than that cleaning job, under the horrendous Alexa.

‘I’ll take you there now; I think you’ll enjoy it.’

The place was actually a seedy bar, where ‘hostesses’ entertained clients with lap dances, before offering them ‘extra’ services in a back room.

‘So now you’re offering me a job as a whore?’ he asked in horror.

‘Well, do you want to continue being a cleaner, or would you rather have your old, male, life back – and the file I have sent to the police?’

And so ‘Sharon’ became a very popular fixture in the bar, and could be found every evening sitting seductively on a bar stool, high heeled legs revealed by a mini skirt, giving tantalising glimpses of her knickers when she crossed and re-crossed her legs; smoking cigarettes, and smiling at men with her bright red lips, as they brought her drinks, before going off with them to a back room – for a suitable fee, most of which went into Sheila’s pocket. Sheila took great delight in bringing doctors from the hospital to the bar, especially those who had once been close colleagues of a certain Doctor Knox, who had mysteriously vanished, never to be seen again. Little did they realise as they chatted up the slutty MILF at the bar, or queued up to have sex with her, the awful truth……

Postscript

After some months, Sheila began to feel guilty. She was involved in a new relationship with another, female, doctor, and started to feel sorry for ‘Sharon’, as the former Doctor Knox was now referred to. He seemed thoroughly brainwashed into his female identity. But Sheila decided that she would enable him to get his old, male, identity back – that he had been punished enough.

Doctor Knox/Sharon looked at the small, blue pill lying on the glass coffee table. He knew that it was his passport back to his old self, where he could take his chances as a man again – a new start. He  picked the pill up, looked at it, raised it to his lips- then put it down again, and walked from the room to his dressing room; sat before the mirror, and began thickly re- applying his makeup, and selecting suitably slutty clothes and shoes for his shift in the club that night……
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