

From Tough Guy to Forcibly Feminized, Humiliated Sissy:

A hardman’s journey into forced feminization, total humiliation and degradation

‘On the good ship Lollipop’, I sang, my voice as high pitched and feminine as I could make it. I attempted a little jig at the same time, as I imagined Shirley Temple might do. Well, I was pretending to be an adult, female version of Shirley Temple: with a frilly, pink dress revealing black stocking tops; black, patent leather, six inch heels; and a ringletted, blonde wig. But the thing was…I was actually a man, a straight man.

I finished the song, and the therapist, Maria, said –

‘Thanks Brian that was one of the best Shirley Temple’s I’ve seen here.’

I sat down, and realised I was shaking with humiliation. I wanted to glare at the other men in the room, but all I could do was bow my head in shame. But I had to admit that it turned me on to be forced to parade in such a demeaning way in front of these men, by an attractive woman like Maria.

Well, the thing was, and the reason why I was here in this room, undergoing this therapy, was that I was a so-called hardman – a man who would never back down from confrontation or danger – and my aggression, which had caused me to violently attack someone in retaliation for verbal abuse, had, with my previous record, led to a prison sentence. This therapy course was a way of confronting the reasons behind my violent outbursts of temper. And one of the reasons was thought to be my insecure masculine identity: if anyone as much as questioned my masculinity, I would attack or threaten them.

And  so one of my  tasks  in this therapy group was to put myself in the most  un-masculine, feminine  role as possible, and not to react in any way if someone made a hostile  comment .

‘What did people think of Brian’s performance?’ Maria asked.

‘He looked fucking ridiculous’ Jamie said ‘like a big, fucking Nancy boy.’

Normally such criticism wouldn’t have been allowed in the room, but this was part of my therapy to be able to take such comment without retaliating.

‘What do think of what Jamie’s just said?’ Maria asked me.

‘Well,’ I cleared my throat ‘he’s entitled to his point of view, but just because I appear in such a feminine role, it doesn’t mean I’m not a real man. But he’s entitled to his opinion’ I said ‘and what he thinks doesn’t bother me.’

‘Good lad- very well done.’ Maria said. But what she said next shocked me 

‘Now you really have to show that you’re inhabiting your femininity by sucking each of these men’s cocks – those would like you to that is. Who would like Brian to suck their cock? And two of the men put their hands up.

‘I’m not doing that- look, I’m not gay’ I protested.

‘Well, Maria said ‘you know the consequences of not pursuing the whole course of therapy – you will be sent back to a closed prison, and have to serve your sentence there.’

‘’Ok, I’ll do it, I said between gritted teeth.’

‘Right – those that would like Brian here to suck their cocks, stand over there’ and she indicated the right hand side of the room.

Trembling, I walked over the where the three men stood. I knelt in front of the first man, a huge, shaven headed, black guy, and unzipped his fly. His already hard cock popped out glistening and stinking. Repulsed, I took it in my mouth and began to suck away at it. The man began to moan, and to my consternation, I felt my own cock hardening as I felt his cock throbbing in my mouth.

‘I want to cum in your face’ the man said urgently, and I pulled his penis from my mouth, and squirmed as I felt his thick spunk hit my face and run down my powdered cheeks.

Then, with the man’s cum running down my face, I moved to the next man to do the same thing. By the time I was finished with the third man, I was cum soaked, reeking wreck, totally humiliated and degraded, all masculine self –respect gone.

‘Congratulations’ Maria said ‘This has been a really good therapy session for you, to cure you of your aggressively masculine impulses.’

Why did I think I saw a glint of amused satisfaction in her eyes?

‘But, finally, there are some spots of semen on the floor –if you’d just clean them up with your tongue, and this will help to further cure you of your aggressive masculinity.’

I felt I had no choice but to comply with the request, but it was actually a real turn on to humiliate myself by licking the men’s cum of the floor, while dressed as a sissy slut, and with a beautiful, dominant woman ordering me to do it.

Later, as I lay on my bunk in my cell, I realised that the therapy was what I needed – I had to break the cycle of aggression and anger, and of being so easily wound up. I had to accept the feminine, vulnerable side of myself. But, I’d noticed a difference in myself since started doing this. I’d actually become more feminine, and felt less aggressively masculine, and more vulnerable – which was also an especially fraught  way to feel in a place like prison, even if an open, more progressive one.

I also couldn’t get it out of my mind – being Shirley Temple that is: dressing up in humiliating female clothing, and of what it would be like to actually be a woman: a woman having submissive sex with tough, male prisoners, for example. I felt my cock becoming hard, and this added to my shame and anger, made me clench my fists, as if I wanted to hit someone.

And, of course, word got out about my Shirley Temple impression. When I walked through the prison at mealtimes, I was assailed by mockery and abuse – ‘Hey Shirley, give us that little song of yours’, and ‘You fucking pansy faggot ’, and at one time I would have reacted angrily, attacked my tormentor, and probably ended up on a punishment charge; but now I just turned the other cheek. The truth was that I actually did feel changed: I didn’t have the same  swagger, and confrontational glare as I strode about, but keep my eyes lowered, and my voice even became  softer, quieter – not quite Shirley Temple, perhaps, but less loud and abrasive – and I wasn’t completely happy about that. But not getting into fights all the time, then ending up with loss of privileges or remission was something that, I reflected, made life a lot easier. The hardman reputation was something that others would want to challenge, whereas my present status was unthreatening to most other prisoners, and had turned me into a figure of fun rather than a threat. And now everyone laughed at me, and I found it hard to come to terms with this, without responding aggressively. But, I also, to my horror, realised that part of me was enjoying my new identity, and was sexually aroused by it.

And, of course, my prowess at sucking a man’s cock had got around, and now I had a while queue of men wanting my services, especially black men.

They were prepared to pay me for my services, and I found myself agreeing to do what they wanted, despite myself: the worst thing was that part of me really enjoyed the masochistic humiliation of it all- of becoming a male whore, basically. 

But, the real problems came after my release, a month later, when I was back with my wife, Jo. It actually became apparent on the first night, when, desperate to have sex after the time inside, I found myself unable to get a proper erection.  Jo, who was also understandably frustrated, understood, and we put it down to a temporary malfunction due to the stress of the sudden change in circumstance. But after a few days, Jo told her me that she was worried about me because I didn’t seem ‘the same man as before- as if you’ve lost something fundamental.’

‘Well’ I said ‘I don’t feel like same man, but I’m much happier in some ways.’

‘You might be happier in some ways – but I’m not. I want the old Brian     back – the tough guy, tough but tender, and self-assured. Who was protective, made me feel safe. Now I feel that I have to protect you.’

‘I can’t help it – I’m trying to be the same as I was, but I just can’t hack it at the moment. I will be the same man I was, but it’s hard at the moment. I have these feelings.’

‘What feelings?

‘Feelings of vulnerability, of being threatened, and …...I can’t explain it.’

‘Oh, I’m sorry. I know you’re trying, and I don’t mean to be horrible, but I’m worried about you, and I never used to be   – I  used to worry about what would happen to you with your temper, but now I feel worried about you in different way, as if you were my child not my husband.’

‘Don’t worry, I’ll sort it out –it’s just getting used to the outside world again.’

She went off to work, and I was left on my own in the house; as I was these days, since I’d come out, without a job and not much to do, and not much to fill my thoughts, just the anxieties and compulsions swirling around inside my head – thoughts of vulnerability, and fear. And thoughts of me as Shirley Temple. I was haunted by the humiliation of it – I wanted to recreate it, and the fantasies it had aroused in me: of being humiliated and degraded by other men in the role of a woman. That was one reason why I was finding it hard to have sex with my wife – I was secretly turned on by fantasies of being dominated by her, and her of forcing me to have humiliating sex with other men – a group of aggressively masculine men, the type I previously wanted to fight. It was as if something had clicked in my brain, and instead f having to prove how macho I was, I was now compelled to seek humiliation, and for a woman to command me to be completely feminine and submissive. And I knew, I thought, that Jo, much as I loved her, wasn’t the type of woman who could fulfil that role.

Well, I was divided within myself - a confused, part of me, a strong part, still wanted to fight everyone, especially if they questioned my masculinity; but another part me not only realised, but relished, a previously repressed submissive femininity. And you don’t need to be a shrink to draw the conclusion that the reason for the macho violence, that was always getting me into trouble, was a problem with accepting the so called feminine part of myself, and that now I had, at least partially, come to accept this aspect of myself, I was less prone to be violently provoked. It was guilt that was the thing, I supposed – guilt at being feminine, and especially at my gay sexual feelings, so I wanted to dress as Shirley Temple, and be feminine in a ridiculous, humiliating way. Masochism was at work here, and my realisation of this- that it needed to be satisfied, was something that at least gave me self-knowledge. But the problem was that I had so become obsessed with satisfying these feelings, and images of myself as Shirley Temple, had come to dominate my mind. 

However, I was disturbed by the way I felt. After all the years, all the fights and trouble, defending my reputation as a tough, hundred percent straight guy, this identity was now questioned by myself, and I didn’t seem able to shrug it off. I looked at myself in the mirror, at the femininity of my features, which I’d so often railed against with various beards and moustaches obscuring them; my fair hair, so often in a an unforgiving crop – but now beardless and with my hair grown  back longer, I felt myself glad,  for the first time, that I was pretty for a man –which had caused a lot of my problems with other men; and with a face that looked  acceptably feminine, and even quite good, in makeup; and a slim figure, that looked good in female clothes: like Shirley Temple’s, I couldn’t help thinking. God I was obsessed with bloody Shirley Temple. I began wondering about how I could get a Shirley Temple outfit – how I might perform my act in front of people, remembering how I’d secretly loved the humiliation of it all previously……… was I going mad? 

I began to sing softly, my voice in a falsely high falsetto –

‘On the good ship Lollipop.’

I remembered the sniggers -even the tutor had stifled a giggle, and became hard with the memory, and began imagining the way I’d had to suck those men’s cocks, and then how I’d been treated by those other prisoners who’d used me as a whore- I became even harder, and began to masturbate.

The images flashed through my mind –of humiliation, degradation, imagining the sensual, but completely humiliating, feel of a cock in my back passage, though that was something I’d never actually experienced, and was a complete taboo for me; and I was overwhelmed with these feelings, as I came with a loud moan, a rope of semen arcing into the air, and splashing onto the carpet. I quickly got down to clean it up, and guilt replaced desire, as I imagined what my wife would say if she knew what I’d been fantasising about.

In another fantasy, I lay in the toilet with my mouth open for people to piss in. There couldn’t be a more abject humiliation – to have your most intimate place used as a toilet, a mere receptacle for others’ waste fluids – and to be used with as little thought as using an actual toilet. I truly felt as I i'd reached my nadir, and as if I had attained the pinnacle of masochistic fulfilment – reached a kind of happiness. My blonde wig was soaked with pee, my sissy clothes reeking and sodden. I was abject, degraded – but I felt it was what I deserved, how I deserved to be treated. I found a website where men like me posted photos of themselves dressed as sissies, and begging for people to comment – the most derogatory, humiliating comments the better.

I’ d begun looking through my wife’s wardrobe and underwear drawers while she was to work, and found some of her clothes that fitted. I also began buying female clothes online, through eBay, and then I discovered a specialist site for cross dressers and transvestites, where I bought some six inch heels in my size. I also experimented with my wife’s make up, before beginning to buy that, too, online. I loved choosing the different colours of lipstick and eyeshadow, and imagining wearing them. That was a real turn on in itself. Then, there was the glorious anticipation, as I waited for the postman to arrive with my latest package. Fortunately, the post usually arrived after Jo had left for work. Of course, there were the payments taken from the account, but I told my wife that I was buying sports clothing, because I was thinking of going down the gym again. I banked on the fact that Jo wouldn’t look too closely at the names of some of the companies that I purchased stuff from, since they were obviously sellers of female attire. But I tried mostly to choose anonymous sounding eBay sellers.

And I couldn’t help myself, against my better judgement, I photographed myself and posted it on the website, dressed up in a pink dress, barely covering  my stocking tops, with a blonde acrylic wig I’d also got through eBay for fifteen pounds, and a pink bow in my hair, my face plastered in inexpertly applied makeup. I called myself Sissy Shirley, and asked people to say how they’d like to humiliate me, and said that my hobby was sucking cock. I convinced myself, not unreasonably perhaps, that no-one who knew me would be likely to look at such a website – particularly my wife.

However, one day my wife came in from work, and I knew right away that something was wrong. She wore an expression like thunder, when she was usually so cheerful. 

‘Hello love’ I said. ‘Are you all right?’

‘No, I’m not bloody all right.’

Alarm bells rang inside my head, but I tried to stay calm, feign an air of innocence-

‘Has something happened?’

‘Yes, something bloody well has happened – a work colleague drew attention the fact that you’ve put your photo all over the internet, dressed as that Shirley Temple character you’re always on about.’ 

‘Oh, those photos- I can explain all that –it was a bet made with some of the lads in prison, that I would never post photos like that of me online – the way I’d had to be  during my therapy – so I took the bet on, as bit of a laugh.’

‘You’ll be laughing on the other side of your face if certain people see those photos – a future employer for instance, your parents, me – oh, I don’t matter do I?’

‘Look – it was one off, it was just something I had to do  because of a stupid bet made when I was inside, but now I wish I’d never done it. I’ll delete that picture and my account straight away.’

‘Well, just make sure that you do’ Jo said.

‘I will – I’ll do it now. You’re right it was a completely silly thing to do, and I’m over that transvestite nonsense now: it was just because of what happened in prison, that Course I was forced to go on.’

‘OK’ Jo said, calming down ‘just make sure you delete all that crap.’

But the thing was, when I went to delete my account, photo and details, I couldn’t bring myself to do it; but just made sure it could only be accessed by people who paid to register on the site as members, rather than visible to anyone who cared to look.

But another, female, member had contacted me through the website. She said that her name was Mistress Gloria, and she had posted a photo. When I looked at the glamorous woman, dressed in black latex corset, suspenders and six inch heels, I immediately felt my cock hardening –

‘I am a dominatrix’ she emailed me ‘and I want to dominate and humiliate you – get back to me’. And against all my better judgement, and good intentions, I couldn’t help myself and did reply to the woman; and when she asked if she could come to see me, I invited her round, agreeing on an afternoon two days hence. Well, my cock ruled my brain, is my only excuse. I thought that if Gloria came round in the afternoon, she would be gone before Jo got in from work.

However, Jo happened to leave work early on that particular day, and  when she walked in the front door, she was surprised by the smell of what seemed like cigarette smoke, when neither of she nor I smoked. What was her husband up to now? But at least he seemed cured of all this Shirley Temple, and dressing up as woman nonsense, is what she thought. However, when she opened the living room door she was shocked to see an impossibly glamorous woman of about forty, lounging back on the sofa, smoking a cigarette in a long holder.

‘What the heck are you doing here?’ Jo said, her voice rising with a mixture of anger and anxiety.

‘Your husband invited me’ Gloria said coolly, taking a drag on her cigarette, and blowing a plume of smoke into the air.

‘What?’ Jo looked at her me, and I wished the ground would open up and swallow me, but then she noticed the heavy makeup that Gloria had applied to my face–‘Are you wearing makeup?  I thought you’d given up all that transvestite shit.’

‘It was me – I was just trying it out on him. Your husband looks so attractive in makeup.’ Gloria intervened.

‘And is that one of my dresses?’ Jo said agitatedly

‘It so suits him to dress up as a woman don’t you think?’ Gloria drawled.

‘My husband looks attractive in makeup, and dressed an s a woman?’ Jo asked rhetorically, a note of hysteria in her voice. Just who are you?

‘I’m Mistress Gloria, someone whom your lovely husband met online, and invited round to his home.’ The woman said coolly, drawing on her cigarette.

‘Get out’ Jo shouted.

Gloria looked at her me-

‘Are you going to allow her to speak to me like this?’

‘Jo’ I said ‘please keep your voice down, Gloria is an invited guest in or house.’

‘She goes or I go.’ Jo snarled.

There was silence –

‘Right, that’s’ it then, I’m off.’ Jo said, turning on her heel.

‘Wait a moment ‘Gloria said ‘don’t do anything you might regret. Have a glass of wine, and calm down. Pour her a glass of wine’ Gloria commanded me, and I hastily complied.

I was surprised to see Jo sit down, and accept the proffered glass of wine from me, snatching it from my hand. Gloria looked at her, and when Jo met those vivid green eyes, she seemed inextricably drawn to them, as if unable to turn away.

‘Why not take some of your clothes off Jo?’  Gloria said ‘you know you want to; because you know that I make you feel horny.’

Expecting Jo to explode in anger, I was amazed when she actually removed her blouse.

Then before I knew it, my wife was on all fours, wearing only her suspenders and stockings and high heels, with her fanny glistening and open, as Gloria donned the huge black strap on she had been showing me when Jo came in, and inserted it into her cunt – pushed it right up inside her, making her moan, as I was unable to help myself, and took out my stiffening cock and began wanking. Jo came with a cry, body bucking, as Gloria pulled the strap on out, and came straight over to me, and pushed the strap on into my mouth, commanding-’Suck it, you fucking faggot, suck it’.

Jo watched as I sucked the strap on, wet with her juices. Watched me as I allowed myself to be degraded by this mysterious woman, who seemed to have such power over us both.

I could tell how shocked she was to see that I was obviously excited by seeing Gloria and her having sex, when I’d appeared without any sexual desire since leaving prison.

‘Go on- get it right down your throat’ Gloria ordered me, and I obediently complied, gagging as I received the massive cock deep into my throat – me the former tough guy, who wouldn’t take orders from anybody.

‘OK’ Gloria said, laughing sneeringly, as she pulled the huge black phallus from my mouth, now glistening with my saliva as well as my wife’s cum-

‘You’ve passed the test -how does it feel to taste your wife’s juices, you creep?’

I didn’t answer, as I struggled to speak through a mouthful of Jo’s cum, which had so thickly slathered the phallus.

‘I asked you a question, and when I ask a question I expect a fucking answer’ Gloria demanded, and remember to address me as” Mistress”.’

Jo must have been amazed, when instead of telling the Gloria to fuck off, I said -

‘My wife’s juices tasted lovely Mistress.’

‘Good’ Gloria said ‘I’m sure you’ll taste them on a regular basis from now on, but I doubt if you will be having much other sexual contact with her.’

‘Wait a minute….’ Jo said, but was immediately interrupted by Gloria –

‘What’s that wifey – who asked you express an opinion on the matter?’

‘He’s my husband’ she protested.

‘But I own him now’ Gloria sneered.

‘What…?’

‘You heard, I own the fucking faggot you’re married to, and’, she lit a cigarette and took a deep drag on it, before slowly blowing out the smoke into Jo’s face-

‘I own you too, you fucking slut.’

‘You own me?’ Jo said falteringly, as if she couldn’t quite believe what she was hearing.

‘Yes, I own you’ Gloria said, before walking across the room and kissing Jo full on the mouth, passionately- and Jo responded; and I was treated to the sight of my beloved wife, and the weird stranger who had seduced me, passionately kissing her. Gloria’s hand crept inside Jo’s blouse, and Jo allowed her to fondle her breast; and soon she was on her back on the floor, with her knickers around her ankles as Gloria licked at her sopping fanny, causing her to moan with pleasure.

Watching, her I again felt very aroused, but also had mixed feelings of jealousy and humiliation. My cock told me I was very turned on, but inside, part of me was shouting ‘no’; but another, stronger, part, made me delight in seeing my wife having humiliating sex with this dominant woman.

‘You may fuck her now, and that will be the last time for the foreseeable future, before I put you in chastity.’

I had little idea of what Gloria meant, but went zombie like to where my wife lay, legs apart, fanny gleaming from the efforts of Gloria’s tongue, and stuck my cock inside it– the first time I’d been inclined, or able, to do so since I came out of prison. Yes, this was just like old times I thought, as I began to fuck Jo, when we’d first met and fallen in love; but then I spoiled it by prematurely shooting off my load of cum, leaving her dissatisfied-

‘Bring me off, bring me off’ she cried out urgently, but Gloria said-

‘It’s all right I’ll do it, and pushed me aside, before manipulating Jo to a shuddering orgasm with her fingers. Jo cried out in ecstasy, and it wasn’t my, her husband’s, name, but Gloria’s name she shouted. Then, in a flash as I lay on the floor, still exhausted from my efforts, Gloria bent over me and clipped a metallic object, which had been lying on a nearby coffee table onto my cock; and locked it with a small key on a chain, which she hung around her neck.

I reached down to my penis, and was appalled to feel cold metal beneath my fingers. My cock immediately hardened as my imagination responded, unasked, to the humiliation. But as it hardened, it caused me to yelp in pain, as my tender glans met the small spikes embedded in the end of the cage.

‘Better get used to it’ Gloria said ‘you’re going to spend a lot of time in it. Your wife will be no longer be having sex with me from now on, but with selected men – real men , alpha males, not like you, as I’m sure you’re only too aware.’

‘Well, being a real man seemed to be my problem, and I was taught to challenge my own obsession with being a real, tough man.’

‘Yes, but that’s because you were a fraud. You have to accept you’re not a real man, but a sissy, and that’s why you got in touch with me, and why you’re now in chastity, and a cuckold.’

‘But I want to get back with my wife – to how it used to be’ I said plaintively.

‘Do you think your wife wants a sexual relationship with a man who feels compelled to dress up like Shirley Temple in public? I propose to indulge your compulsions, and to enable you to pursue them with your wife’s approval – she will approve because she will no longer rely on you for sexual satisfaction, but will get that elsewhere – beginning with me, of course.’ 

Gloria laughed an evil laugh, which chilled me to the bone. But I also felt excited by what she had said – that I would be able to follow my obsessions, and by the thought of being cuckolded by my wife with Gloria and alpha males. My cock stiffened again, and I again moaned as it met the spikes at the end of the cage.

‘You won’t be using that poor excuse for a cock much in the future – better get used to being caged.’ Gloria said, then turned to Jo –

‘Don’t worry darling – you’ll get real satisfaction now. How did you cope for all this time with that pathetic excuse for a penis, you must have been gagging for some real cock.’

‘Well – I always had to use my fingers on myself after he’d fucked me. I waited until he went to sleep, or went into the toilet.  I was always frustrated, but I never told him. To be honest, I wasn’t surprised when he told me about this Shirley Temple thing – I always knew he wasn’t really very masculine, and his cock’s more like a clitty.’

‘I’ll be sleeping with you in the marriage bed from now on – we’ll get him a little cot, but until then he can sleep in the cupboard under the stairs –teach him his place.’

I looked at Jo, waiting for her protest, but she merely said-

‘That’s great Gloria; you make me feel secure, unlike him, much as I love him. Yes, we can get him a little pink, satin lined cot’ she giggled ‘and he can wear a pink, baby doll, frilly negligee.’

‘I’m glad to see you catching on’ Gloria said. ‘First of all, we’ll grant him his wish-get him dressed up as Shirley Temple, and post the photos all over the internet – everyone will see them- his parents, friends, everyone – he’ll be a laughing stock.’

‘Would you really do that’ Jo said, suddenly concerned. ‘He’s still my husband you know.’

‘Yes, but you don’t need to worry about that now – because I’m proposing a new career for you as a dominant hotwife, and your control of your humiliation craving sissy husband will only enhance your reputation, and help create fame and fortune for you both. I foresee interviews on YouTube, a Facebook page, media coverage. The money will come rolling in, and you’ll never be short of sexual partners – but I’ll always have priority ownership of your fanny of course,’ she laughed, but Jo didn’t protest at all.

‘Thanks Gloria’ she said ‘for all your help.’

‘Help’ I said ‘all she’s doing is using us to make money for herself. We need proper help, not this…witch.’

‘Shut up you fucking faggot’ Jo said, to my astonishment; but before I could say anything else, I found myself gagged with a soiled pair of Jo’s knickers, taped in place over my mouth. 

My own frilly, pink knickers, which were actually Jo’s, were then pulled down around my ankles, my hands cuffed behind my back, my attempts at resistance overwhelmed by Gloria getting me in a headlock, while Jo kneed me firmly in the balls, forcing me to my knees, where I was pushed forward on all fours before being given a good beating on my bare arse with a studded, leather belt, which caused me to cry out in pain, to no avail. I’d never previously have thought that my lovely, shy Jo would ever be party to such a thing-but here she was, seeming to enjoy my pain and humiliation.

I struggled to breathe through my nose, as the pair smoked; and I wondered exactly who this woman was, and what was the mysterious hold she had over us both. It was true- I had hoped to get help with his problems of gender identity and submissive masochism, but this woman was just enabling me in my compulsions, and I felt powerless to do anything about it; and I also, of course, deep down relished my humiliation, and seeing my wife humiliated too. They then took off the panty gag, and ordered me to kneel before them with my mouth open, while they used is as an ashtray. I found it so humiliating to receive their acrid ash and smoke, as well as their spit and phlegm- which they freely gobbed into my open mouth too, and to know I was incapable of fighting them off; and it was especially humiliating to be forced to eat their cigarette butts; but part of me relished my degradation – while also hating myself for the pleasure I took in it.

But my wife seemed suddenly liberated, as well as enjoying her own humiliation. Liberated to have a relationship with a strong woman, rather than a weak man, and liberated to take control in her relationship with me; because she now began to follow Gloria’s example, and dominate me, her sad hubby, too. This turned me on, of course, at the same time as it mortified me. Well, it was completely unexpected that she would behave in such a way – it changed all my assumptions about our relationship that she would be ordering me around. It really was humiliating, when I had once been so dominant in the relationship, had had the upper hand, and now I was the weak, submissive one. When Jo ordered me to- ‘Do the housework, you fucking wanker.’ I was comp0letely shocked, because I’d never, ever, known her to swear before, or even raise her voice. What was the power that Gloria had over us both, and had brought into our house, and our relationship? All I knew was that Gloria’s power was completely overwhelming, and that neither Jo nor me, seemed capable of resisting it in any way. We were under Gloria’s mysterious thrall, and there was absolutely nothing we could do about it.

‘He still has some male resistance to female authority, and hasn’t fully accepted his sissy status’ Gloria said to Jo ‘he needs to be sent to college for special feminization training.’

‘No’ I said ‘I don’t want that at all –I’ve just come out of prison. I want help to give up this stupid obsession with dressing as a woman, and get back to being a proper man again.’

‘What you want, and what you get are completely different things from now on’ Gloria snarled ‘you have no choice but to do as we tell you.’

‘My wife won’t put up with that – she wants me back to my old self, don’t you Jo?’ I addressed my wife, whom I couldn’t help notice looked completely different from usual – heavily made up, and a wearing low cut, black top, studded belt, the same one that had early been used to punish me, black vinyl mini skirt, and six inch heels, which I’d never seen before.

Jo spoke loudly and aggressively, unlike her previously soft speech, always muttered from beneath lowered brows and downcast eyes –

‘I trust Gloria to know what is best for you – and thus for me, and she has said that you need training to complete your feminization, freeing me to meet real men, and I think that she’s right.’

‘What…...’ I could hardly belief what he as hearing.

‘But first of all, he needs to get used to permanently dressing in female clothes, and to this end I propose that we throw all his male clothes away, or give them to Charity shops.’

‘That seems a good idea’ Jo agreed ‘that will force him to fully embrace the femininity which he spends so much time trying to suppress. Female clothes suit him so much better anyway.’

I spluttered, but no words emerged from my mouth, as if Gloria’s words exerted a control over me that I was completely powerless to even protest against.

And so I, dressed from head to toe as a slutty woman, chastity caged and butt plugged, soon found myself turning up for enrolment at a local college. The thing was- this wasn’t one of the well-known colleges that advertised their courses. No, this was a very specialised, little known college, whose existence I had been completely unaware of, situated a couple of miles out of town, down a country lane. As the car, driven by Gloria, drove towards the unprepossessing buildings, I looked in vain for a sign with the college’s blame on it. I obediently followed Gloria and Jo from the car, and walked, awkward in my heels, over the gravel drive. 

‘Come on’ Gloria said with some irritation,  keep up’ as I struggled to match the long striding dominatrix in her smart, black business suit and patent leather heels, and the brisk step of my wife, smart in a black, business suit, her now jet black hair neatly bobbed, feeling humiliated as I tripped and stumbled along.

‘You’ll get female deportment lessons here’ Gloria said ‘including walking in heels, which you definitely need.’

She strode up the steps, and held a swing door open for me, and I found myself inside a coolly modern foyer, with a smart reception desk at one end-

‘How can I help you?’ a glamorous receptionist asked, and despite her sexiness, I notice a male depth to her tones, and also a rather large Adams apple emerging from her crisp, white, high necked blouse.

‘If you’re wondering’ Gloria said ‘All the posts here are filled by sissies like yourself.’ 

I felt a twinge of fear at what might lie in wait for me.

‘We have an appointment with the Principle’ Gloria said ‘Sissy Shirley, formerly Brian, for feminization training.’

The receptionist consulted her computer ‘Oh yes, go in please – the room at the end of the corridor.’

Now I felt his high heels sinking in into soft carpet, as I followed Gloria and Jo along a corridor. There was a strong smell of feminine perfume in the air; Gloria knocked on a door at the end of the passage-

‘Come in’ a voice called –it was the voice of authority, a headmistress’s stern voice.

I followed Gloria into the room, where three women sat behind a long desk. They were all elegant and glamorous, immaculately coiffed and made up. I immediately felt clumsily male, and uncomfortable, in my female clothes, which I inhabited so uneasily. But the woman sitting in the middle, who seemed to have the most authority, was speaking, and I tried to tune in to what she was saying.

‘Yes, he definitely has potential and we’re prepared to take him onto one of our courses. I feel that we have a good chance of success with such a specimen – of turning him into a fully-fledged feminized sissy, who is conditioned and trained to serve women’s every need, and rid him of those irritating residual male ideas and traits.’

‘Well, he’s already been on a programme in prison to cure him of the violence stemming from his masculine insecurity, successfully it seems – and now I feel he needs to go a step further in his conditioning, if he is to be able to take his place with his wife, and in the company of women; so that he exists just to serve their every need, and offer no threat or disruption to them in their lives.’ Gloria spoke as if addressing an academic seminar.

‘I certainly think there is a good chance of success with this one, just going from initial assessment and perception. He seems suitably demure and quiet – as if he would make a nicely passive sissy.’

‘Don’t let appearances fool you’ Gloria said ‘’he’s actually quite a| bolshie specimen – he’s resisted my good work with his wife – freeing her from the paternalistic yoke as her husband’s chattel, and enabling her to live her own life, and to realise what a strong woman she is – and that it’s her husband who is the weakling, the one who really craves submission and masochistic abuse.’

I cringed at this, but thought it best not to say anything. All I had to do was keep quiet, and I would be out of this nightmare. It was like prison, I surmised – you just had to keep your mouth shut, and agree with authority, if you didn’t want a hard time. Soon I would be a free man, and I intended to get as far away as possible from Gloria. Just then something drew my wandering attention to what the women were saying –

‘Of course, we offer a wide range of surgical options to help our students in their quest for total feminization, and we take full advantage of them if we consider it necessary, and in the subject’s best interests, and those of his partner.’

Surgery! I heard a ‘no’ emerging from my lips, and watched in horror as all the women turned and looked at me.

‘“No” isn’t a word we recognise from the mouths of sissies’ the headmistress woman said.

‘I apologise’ Gloria said – ‘You know your opinion is worth nothing, and has absolutely no validity at all don’t you?’ she asked me angrily.

‘No Mistress Gloria, no, my opinion doesn’t matter at all.’ I answered, hating myself for my abject humility and submissiveness, but being unable to help it.

‘You’ve already got him well trained’ the headmistressy woman said admiringly.

‘Well, if he was that well trained, he wouldn’t have spoken out of turn. I do apologise.’

‘Don’t worry – we’re used to these sissy men, who came here, and still hang on to vestiges of their masculinity, and make pathetic attempts to be butch and assert themselves. But when they leave here all that has been knocked out of them.’ The woman laughed, and I felt a chill run through me, but was incapable of speaking, let alone trying to escape – my head full of confused, conflicting, thoughts.

Yes, my head was full of conflicting thoughts. For a start I felt incredibly turned on – by being surrounded by a mixture of strongly dominant woman, and by my own feminine attire, and the thought that I was at a place where encouraged to get even deeper into my feminization. Rather than being ashamed of my feminine predilections, I was now to be positively forced to embrace them. But the conflict I had was that I’d wanted to overcome these inclinations to become a woman, and get back to my old self: as a good husband to my wife, and father for our potential children. But these plans had been completely thrown by my dark compulsions leading me to encounter Gloria online; and somehow being seduced into inviting her home, where her malign influence on my wife and myself, had immediately manifested itself. But, then my reverie was suddenly rudely interrupted-

‘I hope your listening to everything – this isn’t a holiday camp. Be under no illusions, this process will challenge every aspect of your sense of self, everything you thought you knew about yourself, but at the end of it you will have discovered your true self – and you will, hopefully, be able to re-enter the world as a submissive sissy, who exists to service your wife in whatever way she wishes.’

I gulped. Now I wasn’t sure what to think, but I had a strange, uncomfortable feeling in the pit of my stomach.

A week into my time at the institute, and I stood in line for inspection, having been up since five am, ensuring that my clothes were pristine and pressed, my hair and make-up immaculate. I’d soon realised that the institute had very high standards, and that no digression from these standards was tolerated. I looked along the line at my fellow sissies, all looking immaculate in their feminine attire, suitably demure with downcast eyes, struggling to stand erect in their heels. 

Then a door at the end of the room opened, and one of the Mistresses, Mistress Justine, entered. She herself was immaculate – tall and striding out with long, black nylon clad legs, ending in impossibly high heels. In her right hand she carried a riding crop – a riding crop that my buttocks had already had painful, personal acquaintance with. The Mistress slowly walked along the line of sissies, making comments whenever she saw some transgression of the rules, however minor-

‘Your skirt needs to be six inches above the knee, not four’ she said to Lauren, formerly Glen, an investment banker from London. She raised the hem of the sissy’s skirt with the end of her riding crop, and then drew the crop back, and it swished through the air, and I heard Glen/Lauren’s cry as the whip cracked against the back of her thighs. I tried to peer along the line, but the mistress saw me –

‘Stand straight, and look straight ahead she ordered me – unless you want more punishment.’

It was true that I’d received more than my fair share of punishment since I’d been at the institute– I just didn’t seem capable of fully complying with the rules, and, despite myself, something inside me seemed to rebel – at great pain and humiliation to myself; but I, usually, only broke the rules inadvertently, in my clumsy maleness, which they were trying so hard to cure me of.

Anyway, now Mistress had arrived along the line, at me. She stared me up and down, but I felt fairly confident after all the work I’d put in on myself.

‘What the fuck do you call this mess’ she said, surprising me, since I’d felt confidence that everything was fine.

‘I don’t know Mistress, I thought I looked ok’ I stammered.

‘Ok? – Ok? – Well, ok isn’t good enough here you know. Ok is for those who are mediocre, those with low standards. But here at the institute we have high standards – and we want to keep them that way, and we don’t want them diluted by some “bloke”, who fails to think in the feminine way that we encourage our pupils here to always aspire to.’ 

She spat a large glob of phlegm into my face, before hitting me several times on the side of my naked thigh with her whip.

‘I’m sorry, you just have too many faults in your appearance today for me to itemise, go to the office and await suitable punishment.’

Crestfallen, I tottered along the corridor in my heels, wondering what Mistress could possibly have seen about my appearance that was wrong; but when I later managed to look into a mirror, I saw that my lipstick was badly smudged, and that I also had a smear of lipstick on my blouse. These were crimes by the standards of the institute, though I couldn’t help thinking that Mistress had a downer on me for some reason. I wondered what my punishment would be, as I entered the office.

The Mistresses were siting there behind their desk. I felt my cock hardening inside its cage, as I gazed at their dominating sexuality – the immaculate hair and makeup, the elegant, but very sexy clothes, the patent leather high heels. Mistress Alexandria stood up, and I suddenly noticed the big, black strap- on between her legs. My cock hardened even more –

‘We’ve decided on a fitting punishment for your sloppiness’ she said, as the other three women stood, revealing their own strap-on.

‘Bend over the desk’ Mistress Alexandra ordered her vice brooking no dissent. I meekly bent over, and my skirt was raised from behind, my knickers tugged down around my ankles –and I heard myself  gasp in pain, as the first, thankfully lubed, strap-on was thrust up me, into me , until my sphincter gave way, and accepted it fully inside me. I experienced a sensual thrill run through me, as Mistress thrust away rhythmically, but then withdrew suddenly, and another Mistress took her place, forcing her own dildo up my now loosened hole. By the time of the fourth, I was feeling weak and near to collapse.

My cock and balls were bursting, my cock’s delicate tip right up against the cage’s painful spikes, and I was desperate for release, and almost fainted with delight when my chastity device was unlocked and removed, and I felt a latex gloved hand stroke my rapidly growing penis, and caress it to an almost immediate, wonderful orgasm, with weeks of pent up desire bursting forth from my body in a glorious eruption. Still, this was meant as punishment, and there had to be a down side: a glass was held to my cock, and it held firmly pointing into it, so that my cum filled it. A straw was then put in the sticky mess, and I was ordered to drink it –‘every drop’, which I did, well, I had no choice, and which made me gag, as well as being very humiliating. But how do you punish a masochist – every humiliation and pain, is also food for their compulsion. But the regime practised by the institute was definitely successful in reprogramming a male psyche, with its often basic levels of resistance, into that of a truly submissive sissy; rather than a man who liked to dabble in fetish role play. And no doubt, many men felt they had bitten off far more than they could chew after they began dressing up in their wife’s clothes, or asking her to practise fantasy role play, and their wife decided to take things further – to their logical conclusion perhaps. This was ‘role play’ no longer, I became painfully aware, as if I ever thought it was once Gloria had arrived on the scene –this was the real thing.

And my punishment continued. I was to be made available to all sissy cocks for a three day period, whenever they wanted me. And as most of them had been in restraint during their period in the institute, they were definitely bursting with pent up frustration, and with ball sacs filled with cum.

Up to this point I’d been an anal virgin, this was the last taboo for me, and to be to be repeatedly penetrated and used, by every possible variety of sissy, with every shape and size of penis, from butch looking guys who looked like men in drag, to sissies so convincing it was hard to tell they were not real women, and just passively accepting this; really did make me feel like a completely feminized, sissy faggot slut –my last vestiges of manhood dissolving. 

As a further punishment, I had to undertake toilet slave duties for a week, cleaning the toilet with my tooth brush and my tongue. While I was doing this, I had to be freely available for my mouth to be used as a toilet, by any sissy who chose to interrupt me while I was working, Later, the Mistresses themselves took turns to use my open mouth as a receptacle for their waste products, and one by one ceremonially squatted over my face as I lay on my back, and released streams of their hot pee into my open mouth. Incredibly humiliating, and an incredible turn on.

I now also began undertaking more specialised training. The first stage had been general feminization – female deportment, how to walk in heels, put on makeup, dress like a woman, and talk like a woman; with punishments to embed a submissively feminine identity into us. And then the Mistresses would decide on which particular area we would specialise in, though we all had training in each area. And thus it was decided that my area of speciality was to be that of streetwalking slut. This was what I was to be encouraged to train in particularly, with the idea that I would earn money from my new found femininity, which would be of a very slutty variety. I wasn’t at all sure how I felt about this; in fact I strongly resisted it, since I had a thing about being gay. Well, I knew I wasn’t gay, but the mistresses pointed out to my Shirley Temple obsession, and how I’d been turned on by the idea of other men fancying me. 

‘You’re really gay, but you don’t realise it. Well, you’re certainly not a proper man’ they said ‘why not embrace your femininity, and enjoy being a cocksucker, and making money for your wife and her new lover. This training will be particularly useful for you in overcoming your futile macho resentment of your inherent femininity.’

‘What new lover?’ I asked tremulously. 

‘Well, now your has many lovers actually, but she has formed a special relationship with a friend and colleague of ours, Mistress Gloria, who has now taken your role in the family home, and has introduced her to many virile young black men.’

‘Taken my role? How can a strange woman, whom my wife had never met before, take my role?’

‘Well, she is more of a man to your wife than you could ever be’ was the answer given, and I had to sadly admit to its truth. Perhaps I was better becoming a whore, and making money for my wife and her lover. I must admit the thought of becoming a streetwalking tart really turned me on, as well as ostensibly repelling me.

Anyway, as part of my streetwalker programming I began smoking induction. Three of the Mistresses lit up cigarettes, standing around me while I sat in a chair, hands cuffed behind my back. They took deep drags of their cigarettes, and blew the smoke straight into my face, making me cough. Then mistress took a particularly deep puff, blew the smoke directly into my face, and then offered the filter tip to my mouth. I looked at the lipstick stained white filter, and then at the stain of nicotine ate the end of it. The smoke was making me feel dizzy, and I had a mixture of feelings – desire for the Mistresses smoking so sexily, and disgust at the nicotine visible in the filter, and at the smoke curling into my face. But, I had no choice but to take the cigarette filter between my own lipstick stained lips, and inhale deeply, which made me, cough even more.

‘Better get used to it – you need to smoke to be convincing in your new role.’

And before long I was seductively puffing away, coyly letting smoke emerge from between crimson lips like a veritable femme fatale. It obviously wasn’t good for my health, but the institute had indoctrinated me with the idea that my self-interest didn’t matter, just the well-being of women generally, and my significant female owner in particular. Though, in my case there were two important women in my life, apart from the Mistresses at the institute – Jo, my wife, and the mysterious Gloria – whom I thought about obsessively.

I stood on a darkened street corner, in the early hours of the morning. It wasn’t the actual city’s red light area, because to solicit there could invite a lot of hostility from the regular ‘girls’, but it was obvious what I was – as I strolled up and done in my six inch heels, mini skirt, satin blouse and little leopardskin jacket, my face slathered in very heavy makeup, and wearing a blonde wig which cascaded to my shoulders. I puffed cigarettes as I paced, and really felt, and must have looked, a right tart. A car suddenly drew up, but before I could go over to it, one of the Mistresses emerged from the shadows, where she had been filming me, and spoke with the car driver, and he quickly drove off. She told him that I was a tgirl, not a proper woman. But the next driver, who drew up shortly after the first, was happy to pick up a tgirl for sex, and mistress indicated that it was safe to get into his car. I got in with some foreboding, immediately shrinking back, as I feel his hand on my stockinged leg, but I felt my cock throbbing against its restraint, and I couldn’t help but murmur with pain as my glans met the sharp point at the end of the cage.

‘Suck my cock’ the man said gruffly, and he did seem singly unappealing – middle aged and grey looking, though his suit, and his car were obviously very expensive. I had been ordered by the Mistresses to do exactly as the client wanted me to do, so, with trembling fingers, I unzipped the man’s trousers, and gently pulled the man’s rapidly hardening cock out. Pulling back my hair in the way I’d been instructed, I took the man’s penis in my mouth and sucked away at it, while gently wanking the shaft. Again, I had received instruction, and had been made to practise first on a dildo worn by a Mistress, and then on a fellow sissy’s cock, though, of course, I had had previous experience in prison. The man groaned, and it wasn’t long before I felt his cock shuddering and, as taught, pulled it from my mouth, and directed his stream of cum into my face –‘they really like this, and it’s more humiliating for you’, I’d been told. The man’s cum dripped from my face and hair, and I felt a strong sense of self disgust. Is this what I’d become -a cock sucking sissy slut? I wanted my old self back, I decided there and then, and resolved to tell the mistresses about my decision, once the man had taken me back in his car.

Mistress was waiting for me, standing in a pool of light beneath a streetlamp, smoking – herself looking like a high class hooker awaiting a client, but she soon broke the spell –

‘You look like a complete, fucking slut’ she jeered ‘with that cum all over your face.’

I dabbed at my face with the tissue I had – it had been impossible to clean myself up in so short a time, and I only had a tissue in my small handbag – that’s all I’d been allowed, apart from makeup and cigarettes.

‘But you did ok – you’ve passed the test – you are able to work as a whore now. I trust you feel suitably humiliated. Your next test is to be anally penetrated by a client, or even several clients’ she laughed.

‘I don’t want that – no – please, no.’

Do you think you ant longer have a choice?’ she demanded. ‘We follow your wife’s and Gloria’s instructions, of course – and there is no way you are going back to your old life as a man – well, you weren’t very successful at that were you?

I shook my head – it was true that I had not been  successful as a man, and had ended up in prison  from trying to assert my masculinity; and there they realised that I wasn’t following my true personality, and  thus tried to develop the feminine side of me. 

But the thing was, was that I had been in the process of fighting off my Shirley Temple fixation, and was fully expecting that I would be able to resume as a man in my role as a husband, and, potentially, a father. I’d been meaning to talk to Jo about starting a family. But, of course, despite my intentions I’d been involved on that website that got me in touch with Gloria, and invited her, or she had invited herself, to my home. And look what had happened. How could I think positively of my role as husband and father now – now that I had undergone training in becoming a prostitute, and more importantly perhaps, had actually enjoyed that role?

Anyway, the time came for me to leave the institute. I was now very feminised, I realised, and a lot of my residual male ways had been knocked out of me. I could walk and talk as woman, far more convincingly than previously, and knew how to put on makeup, and choose suitable clothes to wear. My voice had a more convincingly higher pitched tone than previously, and having a course of hormone injections had been discussed with me. Well, I didn’t turn the idea down – I was frightened of the consequences of disagreeing with the Mistresses, but I had no intention of going along with it.

Anyway, I felt some trepidation when Jo arrived with Gloria to pick me up in the car. I couldn’t help but notice that it was a new car. I usually chose the car: as a man I prided myself on having a fair bit of knowledge about cars, whereas Jo knew nothing, and had no interest. But my wife now seemed to defer to Gloria in everything she said. In fact, the two of them were like a married couple, sharing in -jokes, and affectionate cuddles and pecks of the cheek, like two lovers besotted with each, and both treated me with amused contempt, as if I were a rather stupid, family pet. 

‘Doesn’t she look lovely’ Gloria exclaimed as she walked into the reception area, where I waited for them.

‘She does – my, what a good job they’ve done with him – he really does look like a “she” now, and so demure and feminine.’

‘Yes – very feminine – not like us’ Gloria cackled, not much feminine about the way we’ve been behaving.’

‘No’, Jo laughed – ‘well Shirley here, can be feminine for the three of us.’

‘But you seemed very feminine when you had that black stud’s cock up you the other night’ Gloria said ‘the way you cried out “fuck me harder, big boy.”’

‘Well that guy certainly made me feel like a woman – in the way that my husband never did, bless him.’ And Jo patted me condescendingly on the bottom.

‘He’s far happier in a feminine role than trying to be a man – and failing pathetically’ Gloria asserted. She picked up a cane from the table, and poked it around my crotch, tapping the cage through my trousers with a metallic crack -

‘Good to see that he’s still in chastity-did thy let you cum during your training?’

Yes, Mistress Gloria’ I said, remembering now to use Gloria’s correct title.

‘Well, we have got some little treats in especially for your return – get them please Josephine’

And I felt certain anger in my breast, as my wife scurried off to do this mysterious woman’s bidding, returning with some objects on a tray.

‘We’ve kept these in the fridge for you.’

She picked up one of the objects between thumb and forefinger, holding it at arm’s length, and I saw that it was a used condom, filled with creamy cum.

‘Yes, this was from one of your wife’s black lover’s. Well we both had them while you were away – and look how much cum he had – and we’ve saved it all for you.’

I looked away in disgust

‘Ew’ I exclaimed.

‘Take it and eat it, you fucking worm’, she said, her voice suddenly harsh, and brooking no dissent. ‘Come on- fucking do it.’

I felt my hand trembling as I took the slimy condom, tipped my head back, and emptied the oozing contents into my mouth, nearly gagging.

‘And there’s more where that came from’ Gloria said, and you’re going to drink it all up, aren’t you?’

‘Yes’, I said timidly.

‘Yes, what’ Gloria shouted.

‘Yes, Mistress Gloria.’

‘They’ve trained him well, haven’t they?’ she said to Jo.

‘They certainly have’ Jo replied. ‘They certainly have – they’ve done a better job than prison did with him.’

She suddenly spat full in my face, and I was completely shocked as I felt the saliva stinging my eye, and running down my cheek.

‘What’s happened to you? – you seem totally different from the woman I fell in love with.’ I heard myself exclaim, despite my new, supposedly, unquestioning submissiveness.

‘Gloria’s opened my eyes’ Jo snarled ‘she’s put me in the picture about you – you’re just a manipulator, and a sham, pretending to be masculine while all the while you dreamed of being Shirley Temple and sucking dick.’

‘No’ I gasped ‘it wasn’t like at all – it was prison that caused the Shirley Temple thing, and that was an aberration, not really me. In fact, I’ve been thinking of starting a family.’

Jo laughed –‘You’re not serious are you? In fact, I’ve been thinking of having a baby with one of the black studs we’ve been seeing- he’s very keen on breeding with me, and Gloria is also keen on the idea – we’ll bring the baby up together.’

‘What about me? – your husband.’

‘In name only – you can fulfil a role as a sissy slave  to me and Gloria, and our new child – helping around the house, doing the housework, and then you can assist when needed, when I see my lovers. We were actually thinking of earning some money with you – apparently you did very well in the streetwalking and prostitution module of the course.’

Just then I felt something hit me on the back of the legs, and I fell to my knees. It was Gloria with her riding crop.

‘Ha, ha, ha – that’s your place in life – on your knees, ready to service women and their lovers.’ She said, spitting on me.

I felt her spit dribble into the cum already there, and form a stream of slime oozing down my face, which dripped off of my chin.

‘Ha, ha – just look at the state of it’ wife Jo laughed, and I was again filled with regret about what had happened to her, as if she had undergone a personality change, or been brainwashed. Brainwashed by Gloria, the woman whom   I had invited into the house. The news that my wife was considering having a baby by one of her black lovers devastated me….but also, in a way, really turned me on too. Part of me was turned on by the thought of permanently inhabiting the submissive, sissy role that I was now becoming so confirmed in.

My thoughts were disrupted as I was roughly pushed forward onto my knees, and felt my arse cheeks pulled aside, and an object inserted into my anus.

‘A nice butt plug for you and it’s been dipped in muscle warming rub, as special treat’ and it was Jo’s voice this time, as if she was even initiating my humiliation now. My Jo, whom I’d loved for her kind, sensitive nature, who wouldn’t say boo to a goose, had turned into a scarily dominant woman whom I no longer recognised.

‘Surely you’d rather have my baby, which we could bring up together and love, rather than some black stranger’s?’ I pleaded, trying to ignore the burning discomfort, as the hot muscle rub penetrated the delicate skin of my back passage.

‘Do you think I want to contaminate my womb with something of you growing inside me? – Rex is a real man, and I know he has excellent, manly genes – not sissy faggot ones, like you, you wanker.’ she said, unleashing another globule of saliva into my face.

I felt so hurt, I was unable to respond. I just didn’t know about anything anymore just that this humiliatingly feminized identity seemed to suit me somehow: it was a safe, warm refuge, as well as a prison.

A week later, with a shove from Jo, I tottered onto the stage in my six inch heels. The audience in the club cheered and clapped enthusiastically, and there were wolf whistles. My long hair was styled in a Marilyn Monroe, fifties glamour girl look –in blonde waves, with a large pink silk bow; and my face plastered in over the top, heavy makeup – black mascara and eyeliner, bright blue eyeshadow, black pencilled and shaped eyebrows, scarlet, glossed lips outlined in thick brown lip liner. I was wearing a pink satin, low cut blouse that revealed my rapidly growing tits, due to the hormone injections I was now receiving; and black latex, glittery micro skirt, that didn’t quite cover my black, seamed stocking tops.

I curtsied, to more whoops and whistles, and began to sing –

‘On the good ship Lollypop…..’

There were catcalls and shouts of abuse. A plastic bag hit me on the side of the head, and its warm, liquid, contents ran down my cheeks, stinking of piss. A rotten egg smashed onto my forehead, but still I kept singing – 

‘It’s a sweet trip to a candy shop.’

So it came to pass that Jo, my beloved wife, became pregnant by her black lover, Rex and had his baby: a boy, christened Kingsley. Well, I actually had to service Rex, by sucking his cock to get him hard for that session with Jo, which was the probably the one from which she became pregnant.

When the baby was born, I had to care for it while Jo and Gloria were out, running their new business – Sissy Maids on Demand, an employment agency for sissies, which matched them with suitable, usually dominant females, but also male, employers. In between caring for the baby, I also put my streetwalker skills learned at the institute to good use, picking up men and servicing them for money, which I would give to my wife, now Mistress, Jo, and, of course, the shadowy Mistress Gloria.

I would also service my wife and Mistress Gloria’s black bull boyfriends in our, now new, bigger, home – acting as a fluffer, but also taking part in regular gangbangs- where money would be wagered on how many cocks I could take up my arse. These events were very popular, and my Mistresses earned a lot of money from them.

So that is my story – and it is one of some fulfilment, for I was never really happy as a macho tough guy, and I now feel comfortable in my sissy role, though finding it humiliating at the same time; but , as I said, I am a masochistic personality, who feels compelled to seek humiliation. Well, there is no going back now, as I am well down the road of complete feminization with my course of hormone injections, which have led not only to budding breasts, but a feminine figure, softer skin, much smaller penis and higher voice – now I find it far easier to sing like Shirley Temple!
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