

From Macho Business Owner to Owned Sissy   

Secretary:                

A Tale of Extreme Femdom Humiliation and    

Role Reversal Degradation         

Introduction – One Year in the Future

Sammi crossed her legs, letting her skirt ride up her thighs, revealing a tantalising glimpse of stocking – she knew how much that turned him on. ‘He’ was Mr. Burns, her boss, except she never referred to him in that way now.  It was usually ‘sissy bitch’, ‘piece of useless shit’ or ‘worthless waste of space that could be occupied by a real man.’ Something along those humiliating lines.

While her erstwhile boss, knelt before her, his eyes filled with a desire he knew could never be requited, and fear. Fear of this woman, whom had once been his secretary, at his beck and call. Someone he expected to do whatever she was told without demur. Someone who would submit his wandering hands as he passed her desk or she came into his office. Someone who he didn’t really think about, apart from how he’d like to fuck her, and how he would do so. Someone who was far sexier than his wife, but whom he’d never leave his, well connected, wife for.

Sammi spat full in his face, but he was unable to wipe it away, as saliva trickled towards his mouth, since his hands were chained behind his back. And, anyway, he felt his cock hardening and pressing against the restraints of the steel cage that confined it.

‘So, I’ve had the papers drawn up for you to sign – that will finally place the ownership of the company in me and your wife’s hands. I’ll have you unlocked so that you can sign it.’ She pressed a button on the desk, and a minion entered almost immediately – a slutty looking woman at first glance, but a deeper perusal would have shown the large feet, and height, of a man.

The person who’d entered duly unlocked Burns hands, and thrust a pen into one and the document with the other.

‘I can’t sign that’ he said – this will reduce me to nothing.’

‘Well, you should have thought of that before you began you used your position as my boss to sexually exploit me, as you has so many of your young, female employees – which, I will remind you, could lead to a very substantial prison sentence, should I decide to pursue the case through the courts.’

With trembling hand, he took the proffered pen, and only vaguely heard Sammi’s voice –

‘I propose to buy your house from you, an offer you can’t refuse– June, your wife, and me, will live together there. You won’t be out on the streets, you can work for us as a live in cleaner and maid.’ She laughed, a laugh that sent chills through Burns.

‘But I won’t. Because I’ll be working here’ he managed to utter, in a hoarse voice-

‘Yes, you will, as well as your domestic duties, but in an entirely different capacity than before’ Sammi said – ‘I was thinking more as a sexy receptionist - eye candy, and other services as clients require. I’ll be the boss, though I will delegate, to my  new partner, your wife June, and female colleagues, because of my other interests.’

‘You mean all MY other businesses and investments’ Burns cried bitterly.

‘Some of them, yes, will be  concerns that you are no longer in a position to  own, but I’m now branching out, and  have my fingers in a lot of different pies, and a  building contacts with like-minded souls, with an adventurous approach to business and making money, blowing away the old fuddy duddy, male dominated business world, with a  world of female empowerment, fulfilment, and business  opportunities favouring  service for women, which, sadly, will mean that many of the men who previously felt  a sense of entitlement, will now find themselves only able to offer support in menial, stereotypically ‘feminine’ roles, like yourself now, just as women have done for years.’

Burns bowed his head, and wondered why Sammi’s arrogant, even aggressive tone, turned him on so much. As did his now utterly enfeebled position, as a submissive,  ‘owned’ sissy, which he also hated and despised, of course.

1 Sammi, The Perfect Secretary......?

It had all begun so well for Charles Burns. Sammi had seemed the perfect secretary – attractive, very attractive- always coming to work in stockings and heels and short skirts, wearing plenty of makeup, just as he’d told her to do at her interview for the job. And just as he told all his secretaries, none of whom seemed to remain in his employ for very long, often being mysteriously transferred to other departments or summarily dismissed. And when he ‘accidentally’ brushed against her, and his hand ‘accidentally’ caressed her breasts, bum, or fanny, she never said anything, never complained to HR, or made any kind of fuss. Which encouraged him to do it more often, and to go further, of course. But little did Burns know that Sammi recorded everything untoward that her boss did. Made an audio, or video, recording where possible. She knew this could all be of value to her later.  And when Burns asked her to go for a drink after work, and they had ended the evening in a hotel room, in bed together, Sammi had surreptitiously recorded that too. After all, Mr. Burns was a long-married man, and it was she herself who’d had to phone his wife and tell her husband was working late.

After they’d had sex, Burns got up and dressed hurriedly – ‘I’m sorry I need to rush, get back to my wife, you can take your time.’

She watched from the bed as he left the room, turning to wave goodbye-

‘It’s been fantastic, we must do it again’ he said.

‘Most definitely’ she replied, smiling warmly.

However, as soon as he has gone her smile vanished, replaced by a thoughtful look.  She reached down, and from her bag retrieved Burn’s phone, which she’d kept hold of after ringing his wife – he was probably fumbling in his pockets for it at his very moment, wanting to tell his wife that he was on his way home.

Sammi, clicked the phone on, and began to examine the contents, and soon found the sort of thing she was looking for – undeleted porn sites. Hmm, nothing much out of the ordinary, just standard boobs and bum fare, but then she saw a couple of sites, sites that seemed a bit different, unusual for a straight, middle aged businessman –

‘Femdom humiliation - humiliated sissies on display, cross dressers and trannies.’ Hmm, so Mr. Burns maybe wasn’t quite what he seemed, she thought as she clicked on the links, and was presented with an array of men dressed up in women’s clothing, being forced to lick the high heeled feet of dominant women. Men bent over, as a whip was applied to their naked buttocks. Men forced to parade in public dressed as cheap, streetwalking sluts. Men dressed as streetwalking sluts sucking black men’s cocks. So, this was what Mr. Burns, respectable business man Mr. Burns, was really into. If that was what turned him on, maybe she could suggest that he indulged in it with her – in a suitably roundabout way, of course. It would have to seem like his idea. And once she’d hooked him......

2 Cross Dressing Transgression

The next morning Sammi was at her desk bright and early. Well she was forever the conscientious worker, keen to make a good impression with her bosses, though maybe she wasn’t actually as conscientious as she seemed!

She’d made sure to wear an extra short skirt that morning, and apply the lipstick and eye makeup liberally – since she knew that her boss was a sucker for these things. He was fetishist, she could tell – black stockings, heels, satin blouses, heavy makeup were what turned him on. And now she knew how much such things meant to him – so much that he wanted to wear them himself. She smiled to herself, leant back in her chair and crossed her legs, so that her skirt rose up revealing the tops of her expensive stocking with their fancy embroidery. As if on cue, Mr. Burns walked in. He nodded to her, but tried to avoid making direct eye contact. He’d explained to her about not making their relationship too obvious to prying eyes. At work, their relationship was strictly professional. But later on, he surreptitiously passed her a note as walked by her desk –

‘Tomorrow, after work OK?’

When he passed by again, she nodded her head and mouthed ‘Yes,’ as he glanced at her as he walked past her desk.

He’d booked a table in a very expensive restaurant – Italian, where the waiters were particularly courteous towards an attractive young woman.

He gazed into Sammi’s eyes, he seemed besotted, telling her about his career, how he’d climbed to the top of the corporate pole, and founded his own business. She seemed to hang on his every word, gazing at him in awe.

But as the wine flowed after the meal, and the talk became a bit more personal, she said – ‘I get turned on by transgression – by things that breach boundaries, naughty things.’

Burns’ interest was aroused, and not just his interest – ‘in what way?’ he asked, trying to keep the excitement from his voice, if not from his loins.

‘Well,’ she lowered her voice ‘one thing that really turns me on is seeing a man dressed up as a woman. I had a boyfriend once, who was a cross dresser, and he kept it from me, thought I’d be disgusted, since that was his experience with other girlfriends; but when I inadvertently discovered him wearing my clothes and makeup, when he thought I wouldn’t be home for a bit, I just felt aroused and wanted to have sex with him. In fact, I fancied him more than I usually did.’

Now Burns had a peculiar expression on his face.

‘Oh....that’s interesting’ he said, his voice suddenly sounding a bit hoarse, as if it was hard for him to speak.

‘Yes, I love drag artists. Men dressed as women, the sluttier the better, that’s a transgression that really turns me on. The men are transgressing, breaking gender taboos, and I feel transgression by letting myself give in to the feelings it arouses in me: of being attracted to another “woman”, of taking the dominant role, the masculine role in a relationship with a man. I mean, it’s obvious that women’s clothes are far sexier than men’s, isn’t it?’ She laughed. ‘The colours, the textures -the satins and silk and sheer nylon. I just love to run my hand up a man’s legs, when he’s wearing stockings – after he’s shaved them to get the feel against his skin, of course.’ She paused, and mover her head closer to his across the table, leaned forward to confide in him –

‘it would really turn me on if you were to wear a pair of my panties, and maybe stockings, under your business suit at work.’

Burns face reddened, this was because his cock, which had begun throbbing since the beginning of this conversation’s turn, was now threatening to burst from his trousers.

‘Yes, if you did that, it would turn me on so much’ Sammi continued.

‘Well, I suppose if it’s what you want me to do, I could maybe try – just panties mind. No-one would know, would they? it would our naughty secret.’

‘Oh, would you? – it would make me so excited, and I would show you just how excited’ she winked ‘when we were in private, and you removed your trousers, and I saw your huge cock constrained by my knickers.’

She had one hand on his, and he nearly orgasmed in his trousers.

‘I’ll go to the ladies and take my pant offs, and you can go into the men’s toilet and change into them, and keep then on tomorrow at work.’

‘But they won’t be very clean’ he laughed, though secretly very aroused by the humiliating thought of wearing her used panties, fresh with her womanly odour from her most intimate place.

‘Yes, they’ll smell, but that just makes it even more transgressive – will anyone notice? Will we be caught?’ It was her turn to laugh.

‘But what about my wife, what will she say?’

‘But isn’t she usually in bed when you get in’ she said. ‘If she does notice, just say that you couldn’t find a clean pair of your own pants, so you put hers on instead.’

‘But won’t she notice that they’re not hers?’

‘Notice? What colour pants does she wear?’

‘Well, white normally.’

‘Mine are white too – so she won’t notice a thing. But that’s what makes it exciting isn’t it – that slight risk of discovery, of being found out doing something naughty.’

‘I guess you’re right’ he said, inwardly weak at the knees about having to don her used knickers, his wife not knowing, and wearing them to work.

Sammi went into the Ladies, and took off her knickers. She was very excited, and wet between her legs. She made sure she pressed her panties firmly into her wetness, and rubbed them into it, so that they’d be completely soiled, and stinky for her boss to wear. This would be humiliating, and that was what turned her on, as well as seeing men dressed as women, which really was something that excited her. But it was the domination and humiliation aspect that turned her on even more – her taking the male role over a man playing a female role. Though the fabrics and colours of female clothing - their tactile nature, as well as her being attracted to women, was also important A man as a woman – especially a so-called Alpha male, like her boss – that really aroused her. She was also well aware of her boss’s womanising reputation. It was common knowledge, and the thought of bringing him down a peg or two, also excited her. Furthermore, she had other, more material, motives behind what she was doing. She removed her now sodden knickers and put them in her bag, and walked back into the restaurant.

She surreptitiously passed the soiled knickers to her boss beneath the table –

‘Now you have to go and change into them – no cheating now -and you have to wear the same pair at work tomorrow. In fact, you have to wear them until I tell you to stop, however many days that might be.’

‘But there’ll be very smelly’ Burns said, ‘after tomorrow – they’re smelly already.’

‘Yeah – well, you just have to wear them if I tell you to.’

Burns blushed slightly, did Sammi know something about him?  Beneath his trousers his cock was hard. And when he went into the Gents to put them on, his cock became even harder. He slid the delicate fabric over his leg finding some difficulty in getting them over his thighs, then covering his erection – the top of his cock stuck out of the top. They felt very tight and uncomfortable, which just seemed to make him harder. Because, as Sammi had realised from looking at the websites on his phone, he had submissive and humiliation fantasies, that involved being made to dress as a woman by dominant women. But no- one knew of these fantasises. Well they hadn’t until now.

3 Compelled

Burn’s wife, June, was in bed asleep when he got home, and he carefully eased into bed beside her, careful not to wake her, since he was still wearing Sammi’s panties. She’d told him not to remove them until she told him to, and, for some crazy reason, he felt compelled to do what she said. This really was transgressive, he realised. It was exciting, thinking of what his wife would say if she knew. She must never find out, of course, but risking her finding out made it even more exciting. The excuse about wearing his wife’s pants because he couldn’t find clean ones of his own, wasn’t that valid an option, because June wore mostly basic white knickers for work, and Sammi’s had pink around the top, and a little pink bow at the front. His wife would know they weren’t hers immediately.

The next morning Burns woke early, and leapt out of bed before his wife opened her eyes. He went straight into the bathroom, and showered before dressing, putting Sammi’s soled panties back on before easing his trousers over the them – difficult with an erect penis. In fact, he had to go downstairs to the kitchen, hoping his hard- on would subside before his wife got up.

At work, the feel and presence of Sammi’s panties kept making him hard, and they were so tight and uncomfortable that it was impossible to forget he had them on.  He was worried about anyone finding out. At the urinals, he had to fiddle about far more than usual to get his cock out to pee, and hoped no one else walked in. What if he had an accident and had to go to hospital? He imagined the doctor and nurses faces when his trousers were removed, and they saw he was wearing women’s underwear. Then there was the smell – which would surely only grow more fetid during the day. And what if Sammi told him to wear them for more days. And what about his wife finding out? ‘This is ridiculous’ he mumbled to himself, then –

‘But it’s just a bit of fun. I don’t have to wear these knickers at all. I’ll remove them when I get home tonight, and give them back to Sammi tomorrow. She can’t make me wear them.’ Though the thought of Sammi making him wear her knickers, made him hard again. He felt humiliated and weak, totally at odds with his usual confident self.

He pulled his shoulders back, composed his face, and walked into the office.

‘Morning’ he said loudly, as always, but realised he didn’t quite feel as confident and manly as usual. He passed Sammi, sitting at her desk near his office, and felt his face reddening, as she gave him a knowing look –

‘Morning Sammi’ he gave his usual greeting.

‘Morning Mr. Burns’ Sammi replied cheerfully. Was there something mocking in her voice? ‘Now I’m getting paranoid,’ Burns thought as he sat at his desk – something which was a bit more awkward than usual, in the tight fitting under garments imprisoning his nether regions. But the physical discomfort was as nothing compared to the feelings of emasculation and humiliation that nagged at him. His young secretary had ordered him to wear her soiled knickers – and that thought was an immense turn on, as well as a source of great unease. His normally secure world now didn’t seem quite so secure.

Well, tonight, he would remove Sammi’s knickers, and give them back to her tomorrow. As stated, Burns and Sammi were discrete about their relationship while at work, and had to communicate with each other wherever and however they could.

After a visit to the toilet, where he was again forced to struggle with his secretary’s pants – Burns did think of simply taking them off, but something compelled him to keep them on. He saw Sammi at the photocopier, with no one around. He surreptitiously picked up a paper from a desk and walked over, as if going to photocopy something.

‘Alright Mr. Burns’ Sammi said, with that mocking tone in her voice again.

‘Fine’ Burns forced a smile. ‘Fine thanks Sammi. Hmm -look, I’ll give those things of yours you lent me back to you tomorrow.’

‘No – no it’s all right Mr. Bums, you keep them until the end of the week.’

‘No, I’ll give them back – they’re going off.’

‘Good - that’s good – they’re better like that, like a good cheese.’ Then, she looked about – there was no one within hearing distance- before pressing her mouth to Burns’ ear, her strong perfume, and closeness to him, making Burning hard again-

‘You have to wear the panties until the end of the week, and I’ll see you on Friday night in the pub -I expect you to still be wearing them if you want to continue seeing me.’

At that Sammi smiled, and winked-

‘See you later Mr. Burns’ and walked off, her four-inch heels tip-tapping on the floor.

Burns watched her walk away, feeling her knickers around his hardening cock.

Friday night, in two days’ time. He couldn’t possibly wear her soiled knickers for that time – the smell would be awful. People would think he’d stopped washing. Yet, yet – she’d ordered him to do it. And what about June, his wife? It had been fairly easy to keep it from her for twenty-four hours, but the longer he was wearing them, the more likely she was to find out. Well, all he had to was take them off tonight. It had been a bit of fun, an experiment in mild transgression, and now it was time to have a laugh about it, and move on. His wife discovering him wearing another woman’s soiled knickers had potentially serious consequences. Was it worth upsetting his wife as much as he knew it would, and making her suspicious about him, when there was no need of it. He’d prided himself on his discretion with this, and other affairs – so why risk everything, just for the sake of some secretary’s silly fantasy about being dominant, and her being aroused by men wearing women’s clothes. Well, he’d thought that it would be exciting to explore this fetish further. He felt his face reddening, as he thought that surely, she couldn’t know anything. Better not go down the cross dressing/feminisation road anyway. No -no one must find out about his little predilections.

So, he’d finish the business with these panties tonight when he got home. ‘But,’ an inner voice said – ‘she’s ordered you to wear them, so you have to wear them until she tells you not to.’

‘She’s ordered me, but I don’t have to obey her, she’s just one of my employees’ he answered himself. Then he realised that he wanted to obey her, that it turned him on. The sense of transgression, the risk of his wife finding out made him feel excited, aroused. To have this attractive young woman showing enough interest in him to want to make him wear women’s’ clothes, and to order him to wear them. He knew that he wouldn’t take them off until she told him to.

He went back to his desk again feeling diminished, unmanly, but incredibly turned on.

4 Mr. Burns Takes A Step Too Far

That Friday, he met Sammi in their usual pub, a bit off the beaten track of city pubs were everyone else went. They would meet in a side booth, and enter and leave separately. He was early that Friday, and sat hoping that Sammi would come. He realised that he was already in thrall to this woman, and not in control of things as he usually was in his flings with silly secretaries, who were impressed by an older, powerful, Alpha male’s interest. He never would have believed that one of these girls would have attempted to order him about, let alone that he would comply with it. He shifted uncomfortably in his seat, again feeling the tightness of the panties, which were now causing him some irritation.  No one else had seemed to have noticed the smell -as far as he was aware, but would they tell him if they did? Amazingly, his wife hadn’t noticed anything untoward, and he’d taken care not to let her see him getting undressed.  

‘Hi, Big Boy’

His heart leapt – it was Sammi.

‘Hello darling’ he said, unable to hide how pleased and relieved he was to see her. Why had he thought she wouldn’t turn up this evening?

‘I hope you’re still wearing my panties’ she said, rather aggressively Burns thought.

‘Yes – I thought of taking them off, but I was determined to go through with your little test.’ He laughed.

‘Good boy -I’ve got a few more things for you to wear. You can put them on when we get to the hotel.’

He felt both annoyed, and very excited, by this proposal. Annoyed because he thought that this was the end of this stupid transgression experiment, which had been a bit of fun while it lasted, but turned him on because...well because it turned hm on to be so humiliated.

When they were in the hotel room, he sat on the bed and said boastfully –

‘Well, I kept the panties on all the time until today, like you wanted me to.’

‘Good’- Sammi answered, ‘If you’re going to keep seeing me, you need do what I tell you to do. You’ve passed the first test, your next is to wear these things for.... let’s say the whole of next week.’

With that she threw a bundle of delicate fabrics onto the bed.

Deflated because he thought he’d passed the transgression challenge, and that was the end of it, but now had to continue with this humiliating game; but excited too, he picked up the clothes. There were stockings, a suspender belt, a fresh pair of knickers, this time far more obviously women’s pants, with pink frills and flowers over them, and a bra, which had breast enhancers sewn into it. There was also a white blouse, with frills up the side.

‘How can I wear these, especially the blouse? I won’t be able to prevent my wife from finding out, and it might be difficult to disguise them under my work clothes.’

‘Well, the risk is exiting, isn’t it? You’ll just have to find a way of keeping it from your wife, and your work colleagues, Mr. Burns. But you don’t have to wear the blouse every day – just for that big meeting you have next Tuesday.’

She pronounced the ‘Mr’ with something of a sneer, Burns thought.

This wasn’t the agreeably submissive secretary, Sammi, he thought he knew, when he’d first asked her out – but someone assertive and even contemptuous towards him, her boss. But he felt powerless against her will. Somehow compelled to do what she said, and the thought that she wouldn’t see him again appalled him, and made him want to do anything to stop this happening.

‘OK, I’ll give it ago’ he said meekly.

‘’Put them on. Now!’

‘’Now?’ he exclaimed. He’d been anticipating getting down to a bit of bed action with his sexy secretary, and had been eagerly looking forward to it all day – his cock throbbing against her panties, leaving a damp stain on the already stinky garment.

‘Yeah – get into the bathroom and put this new stuff on. I want to see you in it. Now But first of all you have to shave your whole body.’

She sat down on the bed and waited. Twenty minutes later, Burns walked back into the room, a shamefaced look on his face. He wore the stockings, suspenders and frilly knickers, and the padded bra, over his pale, flat, chest. Sammi clapped her hands excitedly-

‘You look lovely dear,’ she laughed. But I have some accoutrements that will set it off even better. And she took from her bag a pair of black stilettos.

‘Just slip these shoes on’ she said. Blushing, his cock rock hard, he grudgingly complied. It was against his nature to let a woman, let alone a mere secretary boss him about, but he did so anyway, so weak at the knees with arousal did it make him.

‘Ah, yes -Very sexy’ she said, when he’d put them on, making him look and feel very feminine. But you need the finishing touches.

And she then produced a long, ringleted blonde wig, and an array of cosmetics from her bag, and proceeded to pluck and shape his eyebrows, and make up his face up, before placing the wig on his head, and styling it

Burns was amazed when he looked in the mirror – now he really did look like a woman. His cock ‘s tip was visible now, thrusting up out of the top of the panties. Just then there was a knock on the door, and before he could flee, Sammi had called out ‘come in.’

A waiter entered with a tray of drinks.

‘Just put them on the table,’ Sammi said causally, while Burns attempted unsuccessfully to scurry into the bedroom, nearly tripping in the heels.

The waiter left.

‘So sorry’ Sammi said, ‘I’d forgotten that I’d phoned room service while you were getting changed. I thought he would be up and gone before you came out.

The man had seen everything, and, to his credit, hadn’t batted an eyelid, but Burns was mortified.

‘You did that on purpose to humiliate me’ he said. But he knew that inwardly the humiliation had really turned him on. The fact that Sammi seemed to have planned the whole thing, shocked him. No, she definitely wasn’t the submissive secretary he’d supposed her to be. In fact, she was more like the fantasy women on those websites he felt compelled to visit so often: a dominant woman, who loved to humiliate men. 

Well, then he was very lucky to have met her, wasn’t he? His cock rose as if in answer, while his brain said loudly ‘no, don’t go there, think of your marriage, your career.’  And his cock answered ‘fuck my marriage, fuck my career.’

At that moment Sammi walked right up to him –

‘I find you so sexy dressed like this, much sexier than before.’

His mind boggled at this unexpected information, but his cock was in no doubt what it thought about it.

Sammi put her arms around him and kissed him full on his lipstick stained lips-

‘You’re such a sexy little thing’ she said.

He responded, suddenly feeling very feminine, though his cock was pressing hard into her through the flimsy material of her panties. She gently pushed him back onto the bed, and, in a flash of movement, pulled something else from her bag, which sat conveniently next to her on the bed. Her hands were a blur, and he wondered what heck it was she was doing.  He was soon to find out as she eased his legs into the air, and let them rest on her shoulders, and he felt the slap of something cold and wet, then tip of the big, black dildo she’d strapped around her thighs entering the sensitive entrance to his back passage. Burns gasped as the plastic cock entered him. Sammi paused, as Burns drew a deep breath, then she eased the black organ deep into him. He felt as if he was going to break in two, the thick phallus seeing to go right up inside him, but then felt an enormous wave of pleasure as Sammi pulled the imitation penis back, then thrust it into him again.

‘You’re well and truly fucked, bitch’ she said, and Burns felt a throbbing in his cock, and erupted with huge fountain of cum after three more thrusts. Sammi pulled the dildo out –

‘Now suck me off, sissy boy, taste your own cum.’

Burns obediently opened his mouth and took the plastic head of the cock in it, tasting his own juices, overwhelmed with feelings of humiliation.

‘No longer a virgin, eh?’ Sammi said, afterwards, lighting a cigarette.

Burns was unable to speak, so shocked was he by what had happened. That’s why he hardly gave a murmur of protest, as Sammi ordered him to again bend over and spread his arse cheeks, and he felt a wetness as she again plastered on some cold jelly like substance, then something was pushed up inside him. It went up quite easily into his now distended back passage.

A nice butt plug for you to wear – you have to keep it in at all times, apart from when, ahem, absolutely necessary – i.e. when you need to have a shit – but if you’re at work then you have to tell me, and I’ll come with and remove it, and then replace it afterwards.

‘But you’ll have to come into the men’s toilet with me.’ He said, shocked, ‘someone might see you.’

‘We’ll be discrete – don’t worry, it all adds to the transgression, and that’s what you wanted isn’t it?’

He could only nod in subservient agreement, and subservience was something that had previously been completely alien to this Alpha male.

Once Sammi had penetrated him, he was lost. It was the ultimate humiliation for a man, the ultimate sissification. And he could never forget the feelings it engendered in him. The exquisite humiliation, but also the sheer pleasure. And he couldn’t forget it, began to crave it, to be so penetrated and humiliated again. He couldn’t top thinking about it.

5 Alpha No Longer

He walked into the office the next morning. Now he felt even more diminished, as a man and a boss. No longer a confident Alpha male, with Sammi’s stockings, suspender belt, knickers and padded bra beneath his suit, butt plug shoved up his arse, and having to ask his secretary whenever he wanted to go to the toilet, like a young child with his mother. With very stride he felt the caress of the silk stockings on his shaven legs, which sent a thrill through his body. He’d sailed close to the wind with June, his wife, telling her he’d shaved his legs because he’d taken up cycling. Well, he’d actually had to buy a bike, which he hated riding, as cover. She’d still been suspicious, though –

‘Isn’t it only professional cyclists who have to shave their legs?’ she’d asked. ‘And have you shaved your chest as well?’

‘Well, I’m thinking of taking up cycle racing, and it’s important for hygiene, when you get very sweaty it can cause infections if you’re hairy’ he’d said.

Yes, June was suspicious, but she didn’t seem to have a clue about what was actually going on.  But, now he kept away from his wife as much as possible, getting up early and going to bed late, so that she wouldn’t see the female clothes he’d been wearing.

But wearing Sammi’s blouse for the business meeting, something else she’d insisted on, was quite traumatic for him. Now everyone could see him wearing a woman’s blouse, except he had to carry it off as the latest in chic men’s fashions – a rather feminine fashion, especially for Burns, who was usually so staid in what he wore. On Sammi’s advice, since he couldn’t wear a tie with the garment, he had on one of her silk scarves, worn as a sort of cravat. People did look twice as he strode into the meeting, the only man there without a crisp white cotton shirt and tie. True, Sammi’s blouse was white, and he kept his jacket buttoned up, so that it hid the frills, and the feminine shape, but it definitely didn’t look like typically masculine shirt. It was somewhat ambivalent, except surely no-one there Had thought that he was anything but 100 percent Alpha male.

‘I like your cravat’ Sue Symons, one of the female executives said ‘Goes well with shirt. Very trendy.’

‘Thank you’ he muttered between gritted teeth.

But, her noticing what he was wearing was a first – well, all the men wore the same attire normally – and only served to make him feel even more uncomfortable.

Then even worse perhaps, were his eyebrows, which Sammi had insisted on plucking and shaping, before applying eyebrow pencil, along with all the rest of the makeup she’d thickly applied to his face. He’d been helpless to resist, so overcome was he, weak at the knees at the effects of being so feminised, like a secret fantasy fulfilled. A shameful fantasy. The makeup had been removed, but his shaped eyebrows couldn’t be changed back. He kept putting his hand to his face, as if trying to hide it. People must notice – him, such a man’s man as far as everyone was concerned, with plucked and shaped eyebrows.  

‘Oh, it’s my new hairdresser’ was the story he had ready if anyone asked him ‘she did it before I could say anything.’

But no one did ask him, so he didn’t have a chance to give his explanation.

The butt plug was also very uncomfortable, too, and just before the meeting he’d suddenly had to beep Sammi and asked to come into his office. -

‘I need a shit’ he’d said urgently. Well there was no way of saying it other than directly. He needed to go, and Sammi had to follow him at a discrete distance, to the toilet, and sneak into a cubicle, with him, and pull the plug out for him. And later, he had to wait for her to remove it before he went home for the evening. Why was he agreeing to all this? He could hardly believe the hold Sammi had over him.

As he entered the meeting he realised how feminine and vulnerable he felt, but part of him embraced that femininity: almost felt compelled to act in a more feminine way, as he sat down delicately in his chair, anticipating the push of the butt plug as he put his weight on it. He actually felt himself becoming hard, especially when he looked across at one female Board member, Sue Symonds, a woman he’d always fantasised about being dominated by, with her thick red hair and dark red lips, and big breasted, big boned frame. She looked back at him - did he detect a smile of derision?  When he spoke to introduce the meeting, as CEO of the company, his company, his voice sounded high pitched and girly, and he cleared his throat, and turned to speak more deeply.  This was one of a number of things that were happening to him physically, and he thought it must be psychological, as said, but little did he know what was really happening.......

6 A Women’s Blouse for Work? It’s the Latest Male Fashion

Then there was June, his wife to contend with. He hoped she wouldn’t have returned from her own job when he got home, but this evening she’d got home earlier than usual. God, he didn’t know what to do. The best thing was to get in and go straight into the bedroom without removing his jacket, as he usually did to hang it up in the hallway. No, he would say he needed the toilet, and rush in there, then surreptitiously go into the bedroom and change out of Sammi’s blouse into one of his own shirts.

But, as soon as he walked in the front door, he almost bumped into June in the hallway –

‘Can’t stop, I need a pee’ he said, trying to rush past her. But as he did so, she said –

‘Like the shirt and the scarf – very sexy. Is this a new look?’

He paused –

‘Oh, yeah, didn’t I tell you? I picked it up the other day when I spilled coffee on my shirt at work and needed a new one for a meeting.

Then he vanished into the toilet and locked the door behind him. He was sweating- He’d been discovered, June had seen the blouse. But hopefully, would believe his explanation. He still needed to get out of the blouse quickly, because his wife would surely realise that it was a women’s shirt- and not one of hers - on closer examination. Similarly, his ‘cravat.’

He changed into one of his normal white shirts, and stuffed Sammi’s blouse and scarf into a carrier bag, and thrust them into a laundry basket. He took a breath, and entered the living-room.

‘How was your meeting?’ June said.

‘Fine. A bit intense, you know, hard work, but it seemed to go OK.’

‘And how did people react your new look – that shirt and scarf combo?’

‘Oh’ he said as if it had been the farthest thing from his mind ‘no one seemed to notice.’

‘I thought someone would, it seems so different for you. You’re usually so conservative in your dress.’

‘Yeah, I suppose I am’ he said lamely, proffering no more explanation, apart from spilling coffee over the shirt he’d been wearing, as to why he’d worn something completely different from his usual style at an important meeting.

‘You looked nice’ his wife said ‘it suited you. You should wear more things like that.’

He felt his face redden.

‘Thanks’ he muttered.

‘Yes’ his wife continued, you suit a more feminine look- your bone structure and features suit it.’

He blushed even more – did she know something?

‘I feel more comfortable now – back in my usual clothes. It was just a case of buy the first thing I could find – it was an emergency.’

‘It’s so unusual for you to buy your own clothes you usually leave it to me. And I always choose conservatively, because in the past, if I’ve chosen anything a bit different you’ve refused to wear it. Now, you’re going out and buying your own stuff – and being pretty radical. I think that’s great.’

‘It was just a one off, through necessity’ he said curtly, wanting to get off the subject of his clothes. He was a guy, uninterested in what he wore, was the impression he always tried hard to convey. He inwardly cursed Sammi – this was all her doing. But just to think of his secretary made him go hard between his legs.

But did his wife suspect anything. He’d been surprised at the approval she’d given what she seemed to think was a sudden interest in his appearance, despite his explanation of grabbing the first thing he saw for an emergency. She was right, of course. He’d never been interested in his clothes, but women’s clothes were something else. He’d often looked at forcibly feminised men on the internet, publicly humiliated, displayed in all their sluttily feminine finery, and become hard imagining himself dressed like that.  Times when he’d taken his wife to go clothes shipping in the high street, and he’d waited outside the shop in the car, under the guise of complete disinterest and boredom; but secretly glancing in the window of the shop, and admiring the pretty colours and delicate fabrics, imagining the feel of them on his own skin. The erotic humiliation of him being made to dress as a woman. Secretly glancing in his wife’s shopping bags, while outwardly showing scorn at her feminine frippery. And now, now he’d been caught, in way, showing an interest in clothes that his wife perceived as somewhat feminine.  And she hadn’t made any comment about hypocrisy on his behalf, or wondered aloud whether or not he’d had a personality transformation. He’d been caught before he could get changed, but she hadn’t seemed to think it that odd, but a good thing. Yes, but what about if she’d found him wearing women’s underwear, another woman’s underwear at that? Surely, her response would have been a lot different? He shuddered. She hadn’t caught him, but he had to be careful. It suited him being married to June, while being able to carry on with young women at work who, when he got fed up with them, he would simply ensure their contracts were discontinued for some trumped up reason. And they never knew he was behind it, but he was pleased to never see them again, though some of them had thought it was a serious relationship, and he was going to leave his wife for them. Stupid bitches, he’d always laughed to himself.

7 Burns Decides to Take Back Control

Sammi was merely another casual fling, he’d thought, to be cast off when it no longer suited him. Though she had surprised him by somehow sensing his fetish for cross-dressing, and there had been a subtle change in the power balance of the relationship from soon after the start. He’d felt disturbed by this- this would have to be ended soon. But the thing was he was very turned in by Sammi’s gradual dominance, and felt a compulsion regarding his secretary that he’d never had before. This is like an addiction, he thought, and I need to take control of it. He knew that he would have to end the relationship, and have Sammi transferred, or made redundant due for ‘staffing reasons’ or something., as he had to so many young women in the past.

Burns realised that his relationship with his current secretary was affecting his life, and was not something he could just shrug off when he was fed up. Sammi seemed to have some hold over him, and had got beneath his skin. His fetish, which Sammi was the only woman he’d ever met knew about, and was turned on by, and certainly had indulged it – enthusiastically.  Now he kept finding himself constantly having fantasies of being dressed as a woman, subservient to a dominant woman like Sammi, and his sober male clothes, seemed even more boring and uncomfortable to him than before. At work, he noticed that there were sniggers when he passed, murmured comments, which he couldn’t quite catch, and Sammi herself wasn’t as conscientious a secretary as she had been. And others in the office were following her example, it seemed. But how could he step in and suddenly begin asserting his authority over his sexy secretary. The same secretary who’d encouraged his cross-dressing, even initiated it. He suddenly began to feel very vulnerable. But what he had to do, he decided, was to reassert his authority over Sammi, and, he took a deep breath, end their relationship. Then, he would get in touch with HR and tell them that her work and attitude were sadly not up to scratch, and advise them that she should be moved to another department, or, even better, have her employment terminated. Then he would never see her again. He felt a pang of sadness at this thought, but pulled himself up sharply -it was for the best. Otherwise where would the relationship end?

Something else filled him with some disquiet and shock. Undressing for a shower, he glanced in the mirror, and was a bit taken aback by what he saw. He had been taking more interest in his body since meeting Sammi – well, shaving his legs, and surreptitiously because of his wife, the rest of his body to meet his secretary’s requirements. Now he looked at his chest and thought ‘I’m putting on weight.’ He was bit surprised because he had actually been trying to eat a bit less recently. Well Sammi had told him to do it actually, because then he could more easily get into the female clothes she’d bought for him to wear. But now he noticed that his breasts were definitely puffier than previously, and the nipples looked sort of enlarged. More like a woman’s breasts, in fact. Also, was it his imagination, or was his cock becoming smaller? He didn’t like this, didn’t like this at all. He was firmly male, and didn’t want that to change. Yes, of course, he had imagined it changing – often – when ordered to dress as a woman by Sammi – and had fantasies of femaleness that he couldn’t help, and didn’t understand.  Could it be that his body was changing because of the psychological effects of cross dressing and fantasising about being a woman. Surely not, he thought. Nevertheless, he broke out in a cold sweat at the thought – of becoming feminine because of his perverse thinking. ‘This has got to stop’ he muttered ‘that woman has to be gotten rid of,’ and then he would be able to return to his normal, Regular Joe lifestyle of before. Regular Joe apart from the time he spent on those websites, of course.

But, yes, he would bite the bullet. If the deed had to be done, it was better done sooner rather than later. He resolved to tell Sammi at the first opportunity, that their relationship was over. Then he would get in touch with HR, tell them that the young woman was unsuitable to continue as his secretary.

At work - his own business, he had to keep reminding himself, he felt even more vulnerable and unconfident. He now kept his jacket buttoned up to hide his incipient breasts. Had Sammi put a spell on him to transform him into a woman. Maybe she was a witch. Don’t be stupid he told himself, you’re probably just putting on weight, but it showed how his relationship with Sammi was getting to him.

8 Burns attempts to Dump Sammi

As usual, that Friday he arranged to meet Sammi in the discrete pub they used. She turned up looking a stunning as always, in a tight, black skirt, black five-inch heels, and red satin top, beneath a chic leather jacket, immaculately made up, black hair piled sexily above her head. She looked like a glamorous spy out of a James Bond movie, he thought. Every man there, and many women, turned to look at her as she entered the pub.

She sat down.

‘The usual’ he asked her.

‘Yes...please, I’ve had a heck of day. Those invoices you gave me took some work- boring.’

‘By the way, I’ve got something to tell you’ he said.

‘Oh, what’s that’ Sammi said crossing her legs, so that her skirt rode up sexily around her thighs.

He cleared his throat nervously – it was unusual for him to feel so apprehensive about addressing an inferior, and all his employees, as well as nearly everyone else had always been inferiors to him. However, now he didn’t feel quite so secure in his Alpha status, especially with Sammi. He continued –

‘I want to end our relationship. I’m sorry but I won’t be seeing you again outside of the office, and I’m proposing that you are transferred to another department, so we won’t meet at work either.’

Sammi looked completely unperturbed by this news, which threw him. He’d expected a tantrum, even tears, though he’d never seen Sammi show either. She wasn’t like other women he’d been involved with –

‘Well’ she said coolly ‘I’m afraid that that’s not going to happen.’

‘Well’ he said, slightly irritated at this response ‘it is going to happen- it’s happening now, because I say it’s going to happen. I won’t be seeing you again.’

Sammi sexily ran her tongue over her glossy lips, which reflected the light from the table lamp- ‘You know you can’t keep away from me, like a moth around a flame. Plus, if you do refuse to see me, and get me transferred, or sacked, everyone, and I mean everyone – your wife, your clients, your parents, your employees, will know about your secret predilection to dress as a woman, and be treated like shit.’

He frowned, he hadn’t expected any obstacle to his statement. He’d never dumped a woman, and had her refuse to be dumped in such a way – they usually pleaded with him tearfully to give the relationship more time. Not this bald refusal, that he’d got from Sammi. Plus. He knew there was a lot of truth in what she’d said -was he able to give her up, or was he completely under her spell? And, her threats did scare him, scared him a lot.

‘Are you blackmailing me?’ he asked. That’s a criminal offence -I’m sure the police would be interested.’

‘Oh yeah – you’re going to the police, even if everything you’ve done since you met me is made public, as well as the fact of cheating on your lovely wife, as you’ve done many times before. See, I know all about you and your creepy activities. I know all about how you’ve abused women, and used your power and position to get away with it. Well, I have chapter and verse from all the young women you’ve been involved with, as well as my own experiences of being assaulted by you – your groping my breasts and fanny, and how you’ve used the threat of sacking me to escape any censure. You’ve abused your position, and I’m sure the newspapers and public would be glad to hear the truth come out.

9 A Plan Is Executed

Little did Burns know that his wife had known all along about his affair with Sammi, and what was happening. This was because Sammi had told her when the pair had met after aerobics at a local gym, and become firm friends, which burgeoned into a sexual relationship, and together the two women had devised a plan. A plan to feminise Burns, and more importantly, to take over his business, to get it signed over to them, and that they would take charge of it, and, most significantly, take all the profits, and Burns wold become a mere employee. His wife had known about his affairs for some time, and this was her plan, helped by Sammi, to take devastating revenge on him.

His wife had already discovered her husband’s sissy predilections, when he’d inadvertently forgotten to delete his browsing history after visiting certain websites, and Sammi’s feminisation of her husband was planned between the two of them. Not that this wasn’t something that really aroused them both as well. Now, the pair decided that June, Burns’ wife, would leave her clothes accidentally laid out on the bed, when she said was going to be out for some time, so that her husband would be tempted to try them on. A camera was secretly instilled in the bedroom, to film him, and also in the study where his computer was- trained on his chair and the screen, so that he could his behaviour while watching certain videos could be captured. And this was exactly what happened. Burns was filmed trying on his wife’s clothes and makeup, and posing in front of the mirror before masturbating to his own image, and then at the computer, pleasuring himself as he gazed at clearly identifiable Femdom websites, which included men dressed as women being fucked by women wearing dildoes, and by actual big, black cocks.

Burns phone rang and he picked it up –

‘Hello....’

Oh hello, Mr. Burns, it’s Sanderson’s Bank here, your company has an account with us.’

‘Yes, of course – you have done for years. How can I help you, is there some sort of problem?’

‘Well, I’m afraid there is a query – it’s about the transfer of your account from your name to that of your wife’s and a Ms Samantha Reid?’

He nearly fell off of his chair.

What! What the heck are you talking about? I haven’t transferred my account to anybody.’

‘But you signed a document, and it was brought in by your secretary – who is one of the new account holders.’

His mind flashed – images, of what Sammi knew of him, of her threats – images of his humiliation, which must never be made public.

‘Look – I’m going to investigate this and get back to you. Don’t do anything else with the account. OK?’

‘Yes, of course Mr Burns, we want to know if there has been anything untoward. We’ll wait for you to get back to us.’

Burns rang off, the immediately pressed the buzzer that connected hi with Sammi, sitting at her desk.

‘Look’ he said urgently, what’s all this about   me signing over the business to you and June.’

‘Well, yes, you did, don’t you remember?’

‘Of course, I don’t fucking remember, because I didn’t fucking do it, not knowingly anyway. If this was done through some subterfuge, the that’s fraud and you’re in trouble. No way is you, and that wife of mine, getting ownership of my business.’

‘But there’s the small matter of your sissy inclinations that make you want to wear my underwear to work, and be fucked up the arse with a big, black dildo – and which you wouldn’t like anyone to know about. There are also all the women you’ve mistreated, groped while they were at work, and used for sex with false promises of leaving your wife, then sacked illegally when you got fed up with them. A number of these women will testify in court that you sexually abused them.’

‘What – they were all consensual relationships.’

‘Consensual, when you were the boss with control over their livelihoods?’

‘Look, you’re twisting everything.’

‘So, do you want it to come out in court what a pervert you are, always unfaithful to your wife and using your power, while at the same time looking at Femdom websites, and dressing up in women’s clothing?’

‘But that was all your idea.’

‘Only because I knew that you were into all that. This has all been planned you know. June and me, we’re in love by the way. We planned it together, to catch you, and take away your power over us. Now we have power over you.’

Burns couldn’t think of anything else to say to his secretary – since he’d first met her he’d felt as if she had s secret power over him – as if she really knew him, knew his weaknesses. And she was right that he didn’t want publicity, which could have serious consequences if all these women really were ready to testify that he was an abuser.

10 Three Months Later- Role Reversal

‘It’s proposed’ Sammi, now Burns’ boss, clad in a smart dark grey business suit, while he was dressed as a sissy slut, revealing sheer black stocking clad legs and thighs, said –

‘That we begin to diversify, with a view to completely changing the nature of the business in a radical, and hopefully more successful way. We want to drop the male sport and leisure clothing market, and go into women’s lingerie and makeup – which we feel will far more lucrative.’

Burns was instructed, if he wanted to remain in employment, to dress sexily for the office, just as he’d told Sammi and his other secretaries to do. He did so, and felt most uncomfortable in a short dress, barely covering his stocking tops, and a flimsy, low cut top, showing off his puffy, white cleavage. It did turn him on, but he felt exposed too, kept wanting to pull his clothes tight around him, as men leered. Then, he was ordered to come into a meeting and take notes. The stool he was told to sit on was waist high, away from the conference table that the, mostly, men, sat around. He perched on it, crossed his legs, and his skirt rose right up his thighs, showing the tops of his stockings and a glimpse of white flesh. He felt embarrassed, as some of the men couldn’t keep their eyes off of him. Did any of them know he was really a man? But he did look pretty convincingly feminine by this time, what with the intensive programming and the hormone injections, that he now found out his wife had been secretly administering to him, in soups and coffees, for a long time, without his knowledge. Hence the growth of feminine breasts and the shrinking of his cock, and his voice becoming higher pitched.

11 Tattooed Toilet Slave

The two-woman looked at him, as he stood before them dressed as a total sissy slut, bedecked in tight satins and lace, uncomfortable in six inches heels, a distinct bulge beneath his black PVC mini skirt.

‘Just look at the state of him – to think he used to boss us about.’ Sammi sneered.

June, his wife, giggled, ‘he used to be an Alpha male, now what is he? more like an Omega male.’

‘No, he’s an unclassified and unclassifiable gender, and his sexuality is – well, let’s just call him “available.”’’

‘Yes, available to any man or woman who wants to avail themselves of him - hole for rent.’

‘Only he doesn’t receive any money for the rent – we do.’

They both laughed. Cruelly.

His arse still felt sore from a recent fucking from Sammi with her big, black dildo, but it also twitched with desire, desire for more penetration. Maybe one of the online photos of big, black cocks they’d made him wank over while they watched, giggling and making rude remarks.

‘I really want to piss in his mouth, how humiliating would that be. What a turn on for me.’ Sammi said.

‘Oh, yeah’ June, his wife agreed enthusiastically, ‘use him as a toilet, piss all over his face, right in his mouth. God, we could even shit in his mouth.’

‘I don’t know about that, but it would certainly be the ultimate humiliation for him. He could be our toilet –our piss and shithole. ‘

She turned to him –

‘Say “I want to be your piss and shithole toilet please Miss Samantha.”’

‘I don’t think I can do that.’ The sissy said apologetically.

Sammi slapped him round the face. Hard.

‘Say it– and make sure you say “please.”’

‘I want be your piss and shithole toilet, please’

Sammi slapped him hard, again –

‘Say “I want to be your piss and shithole toilet, please Miss Samantha.”’

The abject, former Alpha male recoiled, and replied with trembling voice –

‘I want be your piss and shithole toilet please Miss Samantha.’

‘OK’ Sammi said ‘we’ll consider your request and let you know.’

The pair laughed.

‘We should tattoo ‘toilet’ on his forehead, then everyone would know what he was.’ Sammi said.

‘Yeah, great idea. We could get his cock tattooed too.’ The sissy’s wife answered. ‘I’d like to daub his face with writing in marker pen or bright red lipstick – like “cunt hole” pointing at his mouth, with an arrow, and take photos and put them on the internet.’ She continued.

‘Great idea – we’ll definitely be doing that. I bet it’ll be popular, get loads of hits. Yes, we can put them on a porn site, one of the ones he used to look at, make money out of them.’ Sammi said.

‘Oh yeah – great idea.’

The hapless sissy couldn’t help but say something, though forbidden to speak unless spoken to –

‘Please – don’t tattoo my forehead, or my cock.’

‘Who said you could speak? Did we ask you something?’ His former secretary said.

‘No’

‘No what?’ Sammi struck him across his face.

‘No Miss Samantha.’

‘If we want to tattoo you, we fucking will. OK?’

‘Yes, Miss Samantha, OK.’

12 ‘What goes Around Comes Around’

At first the two women had him at the front desk, as receptionist, where everyone entering would see him. He was ordered to dress as sexily as possible, revealing loads of leg, stocking tops, and cleavage. They would never instruct an actual female employee to dress like that, but it was revenge on him, and his attitude to his female staff.  The idea was that he’d be a figure of ridicule, sending up the image of the sexily dressed female secretary, but instead they found that many male business men arriving for meetings, actually found the sissy very attractive, now that real women were dressing increasingly demurely, and wanted to date the sissy – and more! This put June and Sammi in a bit of quandary, but didn’t stop them exploiting their ex- hubby and ex-lover’s attractiveness to men, and a few women, as a further way to humiliate him, and to make more money for themselves and their business. After all, they reasoned, they deserved anything they made from him, after the way he’d treated them, with his wife as unpaid domestic help, and Sammi as a bit on the side, with no intention of a real relationship with the young woman.

Now the tables were well and truly turned. Both Sammi and his wife had handsome, young male, and female, lovers, at their beck and call. His wife felt she’d been liberated by her meeting Sammi – fate had freed her from the tyranny of her husband, whom she ‘d felt bound to for economic reasons, as much as a feeling that that’s what wives did. Now, there was no stopping the two women. Once they’d got his business signed over to their names, and all his wealth, the world was their oyster. They diversified in business, into female clothing, lingerie and makeup, instead of the boring golfing and male leisure attire. Middle aged men’s clothing was phased out, and the business actually began to expand, and they had to employ more and more people. But, they assured their hapless ex-husband and lover, he would still have a job as sultrily dressed secretary. But, they stressed, only if he kept up the sexy standards of dress and deportment that they required – which would involve regular visits to the hair stylist and beauty parlour. As well as keeping up the hormone tablets, which they’d d been secretly giving him for some time – hence the physical changes he’d noticed and put down to psychological reasons, and also followed a strict diet to maintain his increasingly feminine figure, and highlight his growing breasts.

What did the ex-husband, lover, and business owner think of all this? Well, what choice did he have. But he also realised that he was beginning to, against himself, embrace his feminine role. Enjoying coquettishly fluttering his false eyelashes at the men who came into the office. He had to admit he was flattered by their attention, as well as enjoying evenings and nights with them spent in hotel rooms at conferences – the kind of evening which he had once initiated with female colleagues, taking the dominant role and loving and leaving them. Now he was the one picked up, then dropped, as the men returned to their wives, and it made him feel cheap and objectified – used for just his sexy appearance. The boot was well and truly on the other foot.

No longer Charles Burns, executive, with his own business, but Clara Burns, sissy slut, he actually began to quite enjoy and embrace his feminine role, and the attention he got. Maybe that was what he’d always secretly caved. Whenever he thought about what he’d lost – his Alpha male power and status, the word ‘Karma’ often came unbidden into his head – and the phrase ‘what goes around , comes around’ buzzed  unwantedly around his mind, while he watched  his now ex-wife, and his ex-girlfriend, entertain  handsome young bucks in front of him, and he was forced to join in , sucking them to make them hard and ready to  penetrate  one or both of the two women, and to lick their cocks clean afterwards. But, you could say that he now had his deepest, most masochistic fantasies fulfilled. His life was now a whirl of perfumes, silks and satins; of fashion, clothes and hairstylists. The kinds of things which he’d always fantasised about but had felt so ashamed of, he now had carte-blanch, was indeed encouraged, to indulge in as much as he wanted.
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