

I’d heard a lot from my wife,  Liza, about her mother, Gigi – how she’d been a strong feminist campaigner in the 70’s, had been member of a group called  SCUM, the Society for Cutting Up Men, and had never married. Anyway, now she was coming to stay with us, Liza informed me – this weekend. Inwardly I groaned. I imagined a  cropped haired  mature lady, resolutely grey haired and without makeup, in  dungarees, and stout boots.  Someone who’d preach to us both about our bad habits, and lecture us on our bad diet and drinking. So, I couldn’t have been more shocked at the reality, when I arrived home from the supermarket that day in my current role as a house husband, since being made redundant from my admin job. Walking into the  living room, I was surprised to see an extremely glamorous looking woman, with waved, highlighted blonde hair framing her face, bright red lips and heavy eye makeup, and a dress that rose nearly to her thighs, revealing black stocking tops, as she sat back on our couch. She was the embodiment of my fantasies – like a 50’s movie star, an MILF, the sort of woman I’d always fantasized about. So unlike Liza, with her slimmed down figure, through her  dedicated running schedule, little makeup, and decidedly practical clothes and shoes – dark trouser suits for work, and comfortable sports  gear  when she wasn’t.

‘Hi,’ the vision drawled in a sexily throaty voice –

‘You must be Alan, Liza’s been telling me all about you,’ then, pulling out a pack of cigarettes from her handbag, ‘do you mind if I smoke? I’ll go out into the garden – I know Liza hates the smell.’

‘I Don’t mind at all,’ I stuttered, barely able to speak, so overcome was with  desire was I for this woman – even more aroused by the fact that she smoked too, for I had a secret smoking fetish.

‘You don’t need to go out into the garden, I’ll just open the window.’

‘If you’re sure,’ she said, taking out pack of Virgina Slims, and putting one between her crimson lipsticked lips.

‘I mind Mother,’ Liza said, ‘You’ll make the place stink.’

‘Of course, sorry dear, I’ll go outside.’

But all I could think of was how much I wanted to watch this, so sexy, woman smoking -

‘No, you’re our guest, it’s raining outside, we can’t have you going out there now.’

Liza glared at me, lips pursed, ‘Ok she muttered’, I’ll open the windows,’ and she got up and thrust the window wide open, letting a blast of cold air into the room.

‘Just while the weather’s bad outside,’ she said between clenched teeth.

‘If you’re sure,’ Gigi said, lighting up quickly, and emitting a stream of smoke, which caused  Liza to, self – consciously, cough.

‘I’m sorry, I’m just addicted,’ Gigi said.

‘Well, it’s about time you gave up Mum, think of your health, you can have therapy you know, to help you quit.’

‘I know dear. I promise I’ll go to the doctor’s as soon as I get home, get some of those patches.’

‘They say hypnosis is good,’ Liza said sternly.

Gigi giggled a throaty  giggle,  and simulated  waving an object around in front of her face -

‘Now you will go into a deep sleep, and when you awake you won’t remember anything.’

‘It’s not funny Mother, smoking could seriously affect your health, especially at your age.’

‘I know dear, I honestly don’t take it lightly, I intend to give up.’

‘Well, there’s no time like the present,’ Liza admonished. ‘For as a long as I can remember you’ve been talking about giving up, yet here you are, still puffing away.’

I felt my cock hardening as I watched another stream of smoke from  Gigi’s bright red lips, and hoped my erection wasn’t visible  underneath my trousers.

I was unemployed, my  employer had let me go, due to the recession – why was I one of those let go? I wondered, but really knew the answer – I’d never been very motivated or competitive in the business  world, or in life.

Next day, Gigi had gone out for some reason, and said she wouldn’t be back until after lunch. I’d had cross-dressing fantasies since adolescence, but  rarely felt able to indulge them since I knew Liza would strongly disapprove. I had little interest in  dressing in her clothes anyway. But now, I just couldn’t resist – when satisfied that Gigi was safely out of the house, I tentatively opened the door to the spare bedroom, where she had all her stuff. I trembled when I looked at the array of cosmetics and lotions on her dresser, the lovely lipstick shades in those elegant tubes, the eye shadows, the blusher. My wife used little make up, and didn’t really approve of it. A pack of Gigi’s cigarettes lay nearby too. I couldn’t resist, and was soon inexpertly smearing cosmetics onto my face. First, the lipstick, unwinding the tube so the scarlet tip peered out, making my cock begin to stand up too; then the  back eyeliner, and mascara, the blue eyeshadow: the  effect was immediate, I really began to look feminine, like a  woman. Then, with a shiver of transgression, I opened the cigarette pack and pulled out a long, white cigarette, placed it in  lipsticked my mouth and lit it. Immediately I began to cough – it had been so long since I’d smoked, and I’d only ever been a very occasional smoker. But I soon got more used to it, with my hard cock sticking from between Gigi’s suspender belt and stocking tops, pre -cum glistening, as I looked at myself in the mirror, smoke drifting  from between my bright red lips.

But , suddenly, a noise, the front door – no, surely not. I froze with fear, unable to do anything, as I heard someone enter the house, walk towards the bedroom. The click-clack of high heels on the wooden floor of the passage. Then, as the bedroom door  opened,

I tried, face riven with fear, to grab the ashtray, and stub the cigarette out.

‘It’s all right, no need to look so worried,’ Gigi said cheerily, striding into the room. ‘I don’t mind you smoking my cigarettes. In fact, I’ll join you,’ she said, as she took a pack of cigarettes from her handbag, and lit one, then sat on the bed, again revealing her stocking tops, as her dress rode up around her thighs. 

‘Sit here,’ she patted the bed beside her, ‘it’s a lot more comfortable.’

Nervously, I slid off the dressing-table stool, and teetered in Gigi’s heels, which just about fitted my, small for a man’s feet, to the  bed, and half fell, as I sat heavily beside her.  My now erect cock revealed in all its glory, as I fell back onto the bed.

‘Lovely cock you have there,’  she said calmly ‘but small , more like a lady’s clit – which seems appropriate,’ she laughed her sexy, throaty laugh. I wasn’t sure how to take this: she said my cock was lovely, but like a ladies’ clit! I’d always been embarrassed about my small cock, but thought it pretty big when hard. But Gigi’s sneer only served to make my cock grow harder.

‘Would you suck it please?’ I heard myself say, and then could hardly believe I’d said it.

‘Big ladies’ man, eh?’ Gigi said, a glint in her  eyes. Then -

‘I prefer real, well-endowed men, thank you. Anyway, you’d better be nice to me, or I’ll tell my daughter all about your little secret, and how you fancy her old mother more than her.’

‘That’s not true,’ I muttered indignantly. ‘Please don’t tell her about this.’

‘Well, as I said, you’d better be nice to me. But my main concern is my daughter’s wellbeing, so I think it’s about time you pulled yourself together and got another job, instead of messing about  in my clothes and with my makeup.’

‘I’ve tried really hard, sent out loads of applications.’

‘Well, maybe you’re looking in the wrong places, I think you’d better expand your horizons, and what I‘ve seen today has given me some ideas of how you might do that. Anyway, let’s just enjoy our smoke, we can talk about that later,’ she said, blowing out a stream of smoke.

Now my cock was becoming hard, I took a drag of my own cigarette, they were a strong brand, but having Gigi next to me, and seeing her smoke up close, was even more intoxicating; and also, an incredible turn on, as my cock hardened and dribbled pre-cum.

‘You like to see me smoking?’ Gigi asked, letting her scarlet nailed fingers brush over my cock, making it throb even more.

‘Maybe I should wank you off,’ and she clasped my stiff cock with her red nailed fingers, quite firmly, so that I could feel her ring dig in to the soft flesh, and I moaned at this, but she said, ‘you enjoy the pain don’t you, I know you’re a sub slut masochist.’

I nodded desperately, unable to speak, I was so consumed  with pure pleasure was I, as she gripped  my shaft; and she was right,  the pain from her ring  enhanced my pleasure – I wanted her to dominate, hurt, me. But then she suddenly stopped, removed her hand.

‘I’m, not going to finish you off’, she laughed ‘I want you to feel my complete power over you – that I’m going to have in the future, anyway. And you’re not allowed to pleasure yourself now, or else I’ll tell Liza all about you, you being a naughty  boy. Or girl  might be more appropriate, considering you’re dressed in my clothes , and wearing my makeup, and the fact that you have a clit instead of a cock.’

I struggled to protest, but was again unable to speak.my mouth moving silently, as my penis throbbed impotently.

She turned and examined my face - ‘decent effort I suppose, for a man, who presumably has never put on makeup before.’ She smiled , ‘Or have you?’

I felt a blush spreading over my cheeks, as the thought of teen transgressions with my sister’s clothes and makeup entered my thoughts.

‘No,’ I said unconvincingly.

‘Well, you’ve certainly got a good idea of makeup application for a man. But we can do better here. Let me have a go,’ and she picked up the makeup I had left  on her dressing table. Soon she was expertly applying these tubes and powders, that were so exotic and mysterious to me, to my face:  dabbing with a tissue here, reapplying there. Ater ten minutes she paused, and picked up the hand mirror, and offered it to me. I couldn’t believe the transformation – now I did  

look like the  that glamorous film star of my dreams, causing my cock to stiffen even more. She stood back, gazing with some satisfaction – ‘We’ll make a sissy whore of you yet, you definitely have feminine features, that really suit makeup.’

Then, she grasped my cock, her bright red fingernails around my shaft, sending a thrill  run through my body,  and began to wank me off, but grasping me hard, too hard. 

‘This won’t be pleasurable for you dear,’ she said ‘it’s just to relieve you, I’m not here to give you pleasure.’ She fitted a condom on the end of my cock, taken from her handbag – ‘I always carry some of these with me’ she said. She was right ,her masturbation technique wasn’t enjoyable at all, too hard and fast. I was too uncomfortable, sat upright rather than lying back, as I too quickly spurted my thick , unending load of pent up cum into the condom. –

‘Oh look,’ Gina said in mock horror, ‘what shall we do with this muck?’

I was just about to tell her that we could wrap it up and put in the  waste bin, when she said –

‘You’ll have to drink it darling,  tip your head back.’

Well, I was unable to protest as she tilted my head back, and tipped the condom’s contents into my  open mouth. Gina ignored my coughing fit and said -

‘Right, we might as well go out for walk, show your new lady self to the world, but first of all you need to practice a bit at walking in my heels.

I unsteadily got to my feet, and lurched sideways, as I nearly twisted my ankle in my first tentative steps.

‘You need to balance; take small steps – not as easy being a woman as you think,’  she said.

I struggled not to fall, but could feel myself getting better at it, the more steps I took, and began to feel more confident, despite my semi stiff cock getting in the way – both mentally and physically.

‘That’s ok, I think you can manage for the moment. I’ll help you anyway.’

I wondered just what she meant, help where? when? But then I discovered just what she had in mind. She pulled one of coats from a hanger, bright pink, a lovely color, and   threw it on the bed.

‘Put that on – it’ll do for now.’

I didn’t question her instructions, her tone didn’t brook dissent, like someone who was used to giving orders. The coat was  actually  quite good fit, and highlighted well the blonde wig. Looking in the mirror, I couldn’t believe how pretty, and convincingly feminine, I looked.

‘Right, come on  - we’re taking a walk, two girlfriends together.’

‘But the neighbours….’ I protested meekly.

‘What, are they coming too?’

‘No, if they see me.’

‘But you no longer look like you, you look like a woman.  You’re my  girlfriend, if anyone asks, or my daughter’s friend, or something.’

I was still hesitant, scared, as Gigi opened the front door.

‘Come on,’ she said, pulling at my sleeve, and slamming the door shut.

Now I was out, exposed, dressed as a woman. I felt a mixture of heady excitement, fear and shame – exposed to the world.

Gigi took my arm, linking it, and I struggled alongside her, almost stumbling, but she managed to hold me up without making it obvious – she was actually quite strong. And I felt weak and defenseless -  a helpless female, in shoes that made it impossible to run or walk fast, as I was used to. Gigi also in heels, was obviously very adept and could walk quite fast, and I struggled to keep up.

‘Why don’t we go for a coffee,’ she said, seeing a café, ‘we can sit outside, have a cigarette.’

I didn’t like to say that I didn’t actually smoke.

We sat down at  table, and Gigi said  ‘You go in and order, it’ll be good experience for you.’

‘What….?’ I stuttered.

‘Go on, do it, it’ll be good for you to embrace your  femininity, its nothing to be ashamed of.’

I hesitated, and Gigi’s tone became harsher –

‘You fucking do what I tell you, or else.’

I almost was more frightened of Gigi, now,  than walking into the café dressed as a woman. I rose unsteadily from my  seat, and teetered into the shop, desperate not to  trip, aware, I thought, of some sniggers, as I approached the young woman behind the counter, trying to put on a high a female voice as possible, and ordered two coffees, and  used my credit card to pay, my hands with their bright red nails trembling.

’Thank you, Madam,’ the  female assistant said, was she mocking me? - at least she didn’t call me ‘Sir.’ I carried the coffees out, struggling not to spill them, and the saucers rattled as I put them on the table.

‘I didn’t think you’d manage that – it was as if you were on a tightrope in the circus. Well, you should be in the circus, you’re such a fucking clown.’

I was again shocked at her use of foul language, and felt myself blush, and I never usually  blushed as a man. Did this mean I was really inhabiting my female role?

Gigi took her cigarettes from her bag, and offered  them to me.

‘You have to smoke now, makes you look sexy,’ she said, ‘well you know that already, don’t you?’

‘Well, I find women smoking sexy,’ I said, ‘like you.’

‘You’re right, there’s nothing sexier than blowing smoke from between  red lipsticked lips.’

I took the cigarette, and coughed as she lit it, and I made my first, tentative inhale, which immediately made me feel dizzy. She lit her own cigarette, and we sat smoking in silence. I hadn’t realized how much my skirt had risen up my thighs, giving a glimpse of my panties as well as my stocking tops. But then I saw a man  turn to stare at us as he passed. Well, he may have been looking at Gigi rather than me, but the thought that he might be find me sexy made my cock harden. Then a builders’ van passed, with loud shouts from a window – ‘Get them off.’

‘You’re so attractive as a woman – your true identity methinks.’

‘It was probably you they were shouting at.’

‘But you’re the one showing everything,’ Gigi said knowingly. ‘Who’d be interested in old woman like me?’ she said, winking.

Again, I felt myself blush, and at the same time became aware of a moist patch on my pale blue skirt – it was pre-cum from my cock, still hard after the male attention.

There was little I could do to cover it up, though I was just about to place my handbag on my lap to hide it. Too late, Gina had already spotted it.

‘Look how turned on you are by those men wanting to fuck you. Shows that I’m right in thinking that you’re really far more comfortable in a female role, than a male one – when you’re not hiding your true identity. Those guys want to stick their big cocks right up inside your hole and fuck you senseless. I bet that turns you on.’

‘No, no, I’m straight,’ I protested, but my cock becoming even harder now, belied my protests.

‘Yeah, straight as a nine-cent watch,’ she laughed throatily. ‘You just love  to be humiliated, don’t you? And what could be more humiliating than a big, fat cock  fucking you up your lady hole. I bet you’d even love me to fuck you with a big, black dildo.’

I nodded my head, and tried to speak, but no words emerged. My cock though, throbbed and became even harder, and of course  Gigi could clearly see it through the  thin material of my skirt, as I felt her crimson nailed fingers suddenly brush against it, which made the material even damper with pre-cum.

‘I might do that for you, if you’re good. Better not let my daughter know though.’

I’d never felt more vulnerably feminine at the at that moment, now had more of a craving to be humiliated, by this dominant woman. Even, I hated to admit, by some macho guy with a big cock.

As if reading my mind, Gigi, opening her handbag, said –

‘I’ve something to show you, something I think you’ll like.’

‘Oh,’ my attention was  captured, as she glanced around  to see if anyone as watching, and began pulling something from her bag.

I glimpsed something, black and rubbery looking, she pulled the bag into her lap, as she revealed the object was a huge black dildo.

She took it out quickly and surreptitiously passed it to me –

‘Put this in your bag. Now, a little test for you, you have to go to the Ladies, and put this up yourself, then walk back out, with it inside your arse.’

‘I can’t go into Ladies, I’m a man.’

‘But you look like a woman now, don’t you?’

‘Yeah, but people will know I’m really a man.’

‘Who cares-  what toilet are you supposed to use, as someone trans?’

‘Yes, but I’m not, I’m not trans.’

‘Well, maybe you are but  haven’t acknowledged it to yourself.’

‘I just don’t think I can go into the Ladies.’

‘Like I said , this is test, a test  - do you want me to continue like this with you, or  I could just tell my daughter about you dressing up in my clothes.’

At the thought of  her telling Liza what had happened, I said

‘OK, but how will I get that inside me , it’s huge.’

She handed me a small tube –

‘Here’s some lube, put plenty on and it’ll go up, with a bit of effort’ she laughed, ‘just do it, whatever it takes.’

Shaking with nerves, I teetered in my heels into the café, and looked around the for a sign for the toilets. I had to cross the café to the far side, but luckily the toilets were down a narrow passage, away from full view of the café’s customers; and with trembling hand I pushed at the door marked ‘Ladies.’  I walked through, nearly bumping into a woman coming out, but just muttered ‘Sorry,’ and carried on, entering the nearest cubicle. I quickly tugged down my knickers, took the dildo from my handbag, and bent over the  toilet bowl as far as I could, then pushed the dildo, now slavered with lube, into my anus. It wouldn’t go up. I began to sweat – I had to do this, I couldn’t handle  my wife knowing about  what I’d been up to, and finally I managed to locate my arsehole, and eventually, with some pushing, the dildo  went up inside me surprisingly easily in the end. I felt a real thrill surging through me, but also discomfort as  I stood and pulled my knickers up. I walked from the cubicle, finding it very hard to walk, and nearly bumping into a woman coming in: my teetering greatly increased, as my strides became even shorter and more girly, as I scurried stumblingly across the floor of the café, conscious of my reddening face, and terrified expression. I was so glad to  get back out into the street, and slump into my chair, feeling immediate discomfort as the dildo was pushed even further up inside me.

‘You did well,’ Gigi said, ‘how did you find it?’

But I was unable to speak, with the combination of  fear, breathlessness and discomfort.

‘Ok,’ I finally gasped, relieved that my ordeal was over. But little did I know that this was just the start of it! But the next thing Gigi said, gave me a chilling inkling –

‘Well, you should get used to a butt plug, because you’ll be  wearing one when you take your new job, which you’re  uniquely qualified for as a trans woman, as well as having your cock  locked in a cage.’

‘New job’ I muttered ‘but I’m a house husband ……  and me and Liza  find that a very good arrangement.’

‘That’s what you think!’ Gigi said ‘she doesn’t tell you everything you know, doesn’t want to hurt your feelings, but she told me that she wasn’t happy about being the main breadwinner, and as for your house husband duties… she says you’re useless at it, that she has to go over  what you’re meant to have cleaned, and even the dishes you’ve washed up aren’t properly clean.’

‘She  thinks you should be able to eat your dinner off the floor,’ I countered, upset at the criticism, which I hadn’t expected.

‘But about this  job offer, I’m not a trans woman, I have no wish of becoming a full-time woman, and I just don’t think I really look like a woman, don’t have that feminine look that  trans women I’ve met have. Do you think that anyone in that café thinks of me as a real woman? the way I walk and struggle in heels, my height and  my voice.’

‘You can learn how to walk in heels, and have voice coaching.  When you’ve had the hormone and treatment and breast augmentation, no one will suspect that you’re not a real woman,  you’ll be more rounded,  with softer skin and hair, a higher pitched voice and emerging breasts, and you’re not that tall anyway, not much taller than me.’

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing –

‘I don’t want hormones or any of that. I told you it’s just a kink, a fetish, wanting to dress as a woman – I’m a straight guy normally, and want to stay like that.’

‘I’m sorry, but I’m afraid you have no choice in the matter. These people want a trans gurl anyway, not a cis woman, and you’ll fit the bill perfectly. My daughter always gilds the lily,’ Gina said ‘but talking with her, I know she’s not happy with the present arrangement, and this post I’ve arranged for you through contacts, will supply  more in a regular income, and, but also has great prospects of earning even more.’

I was stunned ‘What is this job?’ I asked timidly.

‘Personal Secretary, actually – Personal Secretary to a powerful  businessman . The  thing is, he only employs trans women in this role, so that’s why I’m ensuring that you are suitable.’

‘But, as I’ve already said, I’m not actually trans or female, even if dressing as one turns me on, which is my shameful secret.’

‘Well, not going to be a secret for much longer! I think you should become a real woman, and that is what you really want , in your inner being.’

‘I honestly don’t – I’m mostly content with my identity as a man, and just can’t imagine being a full-time woman. It’s great to put on makeup and wear women’s clothes, but to HAVE to do it every day!’

‘It’s your destiny darling’ Gigi said mysteriously, as if she had inner knowledge of my future.

‘My destiny……’ I spluttered, the words seeming to choke me. Was I really destined to be turned into a woman, with hormones, and who knew what else. Yet, and yet…I felt my cock hardening at the very thought of it. Did I really want that, did I really, in my deepest being, want to be a woman, and was this my true identity? I realized how much the thought turned me on.

‘Yes, it’s your destiny darling, to realize your true self – you’re so lucky to be granted this opportunity, so many are never able to; But I’ve come along, someone one who fully understands you.’

‘Thank you,’ I gasped through scarlet lips, as a car tooted its horn as it passed, having let my dress ride up a little more around my hips, revealing my stocking tops, and pink panties with the little bulge. I seemed to have discovered a secret power I didn’t know I had. A pathetic failure as a man, but as a glamorous  woman, guys  found me very attractive, it seemed.

Anyway,  about the job mentioned by Gigi – she   had already arranged an interview with  an employment agency handling this particular contract. They vetted all prospective  candidates before sending them to the employer.

I was very nervous that morning as Gigi helped me get ready, Liza already having left for her own job. I actually had to attend the interview dressed as a woman, as a stipulation for getting the job, was  being a trans woman.

‘I’ll get you a taxi, though when you get the job, you’ll have to get used to travelling on public transport, dressed. And we’ve decided your new, female name is Lola,’ Gigi said, makes you sound like a real slapper, which you are , of course darling.’

I didn’t like the name,  and certainly didn’t feel like a Lola, though it was kind of sexy, but what could I say?

So,  I lounged back in the seat of a London taxi, trying not to display too much leg for the driver glancing at me in his in his mirror. Despite my nervousness, it was also a surprising thrill to be out and about, dressed as was woman. Though did anyone think I was a real woman?

My interview was with a Ms. Pettifer, and I was ushered into her office by a young woman. Ms. Pettifer, turned out be the type of woman I found very attractive - an older woman, classily dressed, with an air of authority about her. In fact, this type of woman made me visibly shrink, and I trembled a little when Ms. Pettifer addressed me.

‘Take a seat,’ she said, as she looked at my cv. Then she  looked at her computer screen for a few minutes. I waited anxiously,  intimidated by this woman, crossing and uncrossing my nylon covered legs, and hearing the  unaccustomed swish, of nylon upon nylon, aware of the sensual feel of the stockings on my now smooth-shaven legs.

Eventually, MS Pettifer spoke said –

‘You definitely seem to satisfy this employer’s particular requirements, as long as you agree to further personal changes. I have spoken to Ms. Adams, whom I believe is your mother-in-law about this. This employer only wants transgender applicants, either  fully transitioned or,’ and she paused ‘those undergoing, or  even contemplating, transition, as long as they  seem fully female in appearance and manner.’

‘But,’ I said, ‘though I’m a cross-dresser, I’m not trans, and nor am I thinking of transitioning.’

‘But Ms. Adams said that you are ready to undergo the necessary changes to become a fully trans woman, and at present can pass as a fairly convincing woman,’  Ms. Pettifer said, ‘and I can see that you have the demeanor, looks and bone structure, along with your  wig, clothes and make up that I feel sure you could pass as a woman: with a little practice, while undergoing transition. I’ve spoken to your future boss and he is happy about that. But first , you need to be approved by the company doctor. I can get an appointment for you this afternoon.’

The doctor’s  surgery was located on another floor of the building, and I felt very nervous, as I negotiated corridors and stairs, trying not to stumble or fall in my heels. I felt a bit like an actor playing a role, but one I must never step outside of in public.  Finally, I arrived, sweating and  rather breathless, at the surgery. I went in and stuttered that I had an appointment, to a  bored looking receptionist, who literally looked down her nose at me.

She phoned through to the doctor, and  told me to go to the end of the plush carpeted passage, which I did, and knocked on  a door with a sign saying ‘Doctor Capaldi’ on it.

‘Come,’ a deep-toned female voice called.

I pushed open the door, and entered a luxuriant looking office, my feet sinking into the deep pile carpet. Doctor Capaldi sat beside a large desk, her long legs  encased in black stockings, from under her short black skirt. I noticed that she wore black high heels, unusual for a doctor, perhaps. She ushered me into a seat opposite her, and I sat down, feeling uncomfortably close.

‘I’m just looking at a testimonial from your mother -in- law, Gigi Adams, written  for this job, which  requires a trans or  similar person to be employed. Gigi tells me you have gender dysphoria issues,’ the doctor said, ‘and  your identity is essentially female, and you are  about to undergo transition.’

The doctor was very attractive, in a dominant sort of way, which made me even more nervous, as I struggled with desire, as well as  anxiety at the situation, which Gigi had forced me into. If I wanted this new job, which I wasn’t sure I did, anyway, then  I had to deal with my  feelings that I didn’t want to  undergo  transition- ‘to become my true self,’ as Gigi  called it.

I cleared my throat, words forming a salad inside my mouth, and I struggled to speak –

‘Well,’ my voice came out in a squeak, ‘I like dressing as a woman, but don’t want to become one, a woman that is, full time, as Gigi wants me to, and to take hormones etcetera; but I think of my compulsion to sometimes cross-dress as a fetish, based on some  kind of  envy of women, which I indulge in occasionally, while generally being happy as a man, a heterosexual man.’ I said.

‘I see,’ the doctor said, looking at her  laptop screen. She turned and stared straight into my eyes, which made me feel very uncomfortable. I noticed how green her eyes were.

‘So, do you really think of yourself as masculine?’

I nodded, finding it hard to speak ‘yes’, I mumbled unconvincingly.

‘Hmm, well if I can be blunt, you don’t seem very masculine to me.’

‘Oh.’

‘Do you think that a real man would put on makeup and go out dressed as woman, as you are now, and as you did with Gigi the other day, as she relates in her testimonial.’

‘But I only went out with her because she urged me to.’

She looked at her computer again, then back to me ’But Gigi says that she discovered you wearing her makeup and clothes, in the first place.’

I felt myself blush –

‘Yeah, that’s true , but that was  just, like, my  crossdressing compulsion, not about becoming a full-time woman. I didn’t really want to go out with Gigi dressed as a woman.’

‘But when you did  you enjoyed it – Gigi said that you had an erection when men looked  at you and  made favorable comments.’

Now, rather than blushing, I felt my face drain of colour. It was true, of course, much as I didn’t want to admit it.

‘OK,’ the doctor said turning back to me from her  computer screen –

Eventually she looked at me , studied my face, then, suddenly reached  between my legs, feeling my semi- hard cock, which immediately grew even harder at her  grasp, painful as it was .

‘Hmm, I can see that wearing women’s clothes makes you highly aroused,’ she said,  ‘and so obviously suits you. I mean do you know what percentage of men would even   consider  doing what you’re doing, going for a job interview dressed as a woman?’

I shook my head, unable to reply.

‘About 0.01 percent, hardly any. The way you embrace dressing as a woman, shows to me that  that is your true identity.’

‘What about drag acts?’ I said, not why knowing I’d said that.

‘But they’re usually gay, aren’t they? So, to some extent having a female identity. You don’t identify as gay, do you?’

I shook my head.

‘But as a woman you are attracted to men.’

‘No,’ I mumbled, ‘no I’m not.’

‘Yet you get an erection when men  look at you dressed as a woman.’

I felt as if I wanted to cry – a typically feminine response, I supposed, making me hate myself even more.

‘Do you like wearing makeup? you’ve applied it pretty well considering that you aren’t used to applying makeup – or are you?’ she said sternly.

I shook my head.

‘Gigi helped me,’ I mumbled.

‘We have one more test,’ she said,

Could you please step into the cubicle, bend over the  table there and pull your pants down.

‘I……’ I mumbled something but was lost for words, and went into the cubicle as instructed, bent over the small table, about waist height, an after pulling my panties down around my ankles. I felt very vulnerable as I waited in that position. Seconds later the doctor entered, but I couldn’t see her since I had my back to her, bent over the table. I felt a  latex gloved finger apply something cold to my behind -  the entry to my anus specifically, and wonder what she was up to. I was soon informed, when I felt the  big strap on, that she  had secured around her waist, and which  was hidden  from my view, pushing into the opening my anus,  before  pressing further in, against my body’s resistance. I moaned in pain, as  the doctor applied more force with her hips, and the long, thick  dildo went  right up inside me, and I moaned again, this time with pleasure. She began  pushing the dildo in and out  using her hips, while at the same time masturbating my cock with her latex gloved hand, but so firmly, it was painful, plus I was wobbling uncomfortably on my high heels, rather than laying down. She masturbated me rapidly, as she fucked me hard, and I soon felt as if I was going to cum. I orgasmed with a loud moan, as the doctor reached out and grabbed a  plastic cup, and  directed my  plentiful cum into it. Now I felt deflated, sore, and  hadn’t enjoyed the experience at all. But more humiliation was to come –

‘Drink it,’ she ordered holding the cup to my lips, ‘I don’t want to have to depose of your stinking mess myself.’

I meekly took the cup, and  tipped it into my mouth, repugnant as it was, and drained it, my own  cum clogging my mouth.

‘Here’s some mouthwash,’ the doctor said, ‘to wash it down with.’

The taste of cum  was replaced with the mouthwash, that tasted suspiciously of piss – surely not! as I rinsed my mouth out with the yellow fluid, swallowing it since I couldn’t see anywhere to spit it out.

‘OK, you can get dressed now,’ the doctor said coldly, before  going to her desk and opening her computer.

When I came back out of the cubicle, the doctor was scribbling on a prescription pad.

‘I’m fully satisfied that  you genuinely have an essentially feminine identity, and are very likely suffering from gender dysphoria, and have thus  prescribed a series of hormone tablets for you.’

She handed me the prescription, and  looked down at her pad again, as I hesitated, unsure of what to do –

‘You can go now,’ she said.

Head bowed, feeling totally abject and humiliated, I left the surgery, in a daze at what had just occurred.

I walked back into  the office of my new job, entering the big room full of men and women, sat at desks, staring at  computers or on the phone. I straightaway  realized that many faces were turning towards me, which made me even more self-conscious: of myself not just as a woman, which I was actually  starting to inhabit quite comfortably – but as a man masquerading as a woman. I’d had lessons from Gigi about walking, especially in high heels, and I tried to take small steps,  hold myself erect, wiggle my, padded, hips, hold my handbag in a feminine way. But any moment I was expecting a voice to loudly exclaim – ‘that’s a man not a woman.’ 

No such  voice spoke, but I thought I heard a couple of sniggers and muttered comments.

I minced through the office, trying to look as confident as possible, managing to remember where Ms. Pettifer’s office was, and knocked on the door, entering at her ‘Come’.

‘Good news,’ she said  after I’d sat down, The psychiatrist has given you the all – clear. She says that she’s satisfied that you really are a trans woman, about to undertake transition, and that  at present you clearly pass as a female. Gigi’s told me a lot about you,’ she continued, ‘and I’m grateful to her for satisfying my need for a trans woman to work for me for a special job I have in mind.’

I nearly said ‘well, actually, I’m not trans at all’, but thought it better to keep quiet, and just tried to smile and nod, aware of my wig’s hair falling around my face, as I nodded my head up and down, such an unfamiliar sensation, but one that certainly reinforced the feelings of femininity that  were growing inside me. But what was this job I wondered, with some trepidation?

As if reading my mind,  she said ‘I expect you’re wondering just what this special job is.’

‘Yes,’ I mumbled,  wondering if it was my place to wonder or question, though I’d just assumed I’d be doing some kind of basic office  work.

‘Well, it’s as a secretary to the head of C. S. Standings - the huge financial corporation- Marcus Shakini, a very powerful man - you may have heard of him.’

I vaguely thought I’d seen the name, though I took little interest in business, but nodded anyway. I was doing so much nodding I felt like one of those dogs they used to have in the rear windows of cars!

‘Yes,’ I said.

‘Well,’ she continued, he’s outwardly a respectable married man, a real family man – as he is keen to demonstrate at every opportunity. However, he isn’t as respectable as he seems – in fact, he  has a predilection for trans women, and takes every opportunity to meet and have sex with them;  and he is very keen to keep these activities private, otherwise his image of respectability would be blown, and his business  and reputation  damaged   completely. So, your confidentiality is very important.’

I wondered what on earth was this to do with me, why should I be bothered what some rich  businessman got up to - who  cared if he fucked trannies? was my attitude.

‘We want you to go and work with him on secondment, and then to ensure that  he  notices you, and that he wants to become intimate.’

‘What if he isn’t attracted to me?’ My voice now sounding very small and feminine.

‘Oh, he will be , you’re just his type. Gigi was right, you make  a most attractive lady, a lady with a cock between her legs, which is just what he likes.’ She smiled at me, as if expecting some response, so I lamely attempted to smile back, contorting my heavily lipsticked mouth into what I hoped  seemed like a smile. Of course, I wasn’t all used to wearing heavy makeup for any length of time, and I felt as if I wanted to keep wiping away the mask over my face, but I  had to keep telling myself, not to do this. Instead, I’d been warned by Gigi and Liza not to  keep touching my make up, but to repair it at every opportunity, like when I went to the bathroom. The bathroom, that was another problem. I’d avoided going to the loo since I’d been in the building, but now I needed to go or else I might wet myself. I felt like a school child as I asked Ms. Pettifer -   

‘Sorry, where’s the toilet, please. I’m desperate.’

‘Oh yes, should have told you – the Ladies is just over there behind the photocopier,’ she indicated the other side of the office.

‘The Ladies…?’ I said questioningly, without thinking about what I was saying.

‘Yes, of course, the Ladies,’ she said, ‘where else would you go?’

I rose gingerly, hoping my bladder wouldn’t leak, as I  began to tentatively walk in my heels - after sitting that felt so hard again, and teetered out into the busy office, which seemed like a hostile sea, after the relative safety of the manager’s office. Well, the boss knew my secret, even encouraged it, but did the rest of these people know. I saw they were mostly young, men and women, but mainly female. I received a few looks, some questioning, some  faintly mocking, or was that my imagination? Did I hear a snigger as one young man  leant towards another? Maybe I did, maybe I didn’t, but I certainly felt out of place, not just in an entirely unfamiliar environment, but dressed as a woman, in public, for only the second time.

Ms. Pettifer had told me that I would be sent to this important position, AND had seduce the  boss there, both prospects that filled me with dread; but I felt I couldn’t escape my fate. Well, I’d have had to stand up to both my wife and the fearsome Gigi. What was wrong with me? was I a man or a mouse? – a mouse was the answer I realized. Well certainly not a man I decided, and even that  sent a thrill through my loins, the  submissive humiliation of it. That was it, I wanted to be punished, though hadn’t  committed a crime, only the crime of being me - of being male, when I clearly wasn’t up to that role, and had always really been a woman, mentally if not physically.

But, of course, I was unable to think of myself as really a woman either, though I was beginning to realize that I was far more comfortable as a woman in many ways. As I walked to the bus stop -Gigi had insisted that I take public transport to and from work, rather than she picking me up in her car: my failure to learn to drive  just another example of my lack of masculinity - after my first full day   not just dressed as a woman, but completely in a female role. I was aware of the approving looks of many men, gazing at my,  now fairly unfamiliar amongst female office workers, high heels,  short skirt and waves of blonde hair. Not to mention my  bright red lipstick and heavy makeup. Ok, so the looks may not have been of the kind of admiration I  would have previously craved,  but previously I hadn’t received ANY admiration or approval – it was as if I was invisible. Even at home I felt inconsequential, especially now Gigi seemed to have moved in with us. Anyway, I survived the bus journey, keeping my legs - in my mini skirt that tried to keep rising around my thighs, firmly crossed, and tottered the short walk to my house. I was definitely getting better at walking in heels, which helped my progress, as, with some relief I opened the gate to the path to  our front door. I couldn’t wait to get my heels off; my feet were killing me. How did women mange to wear these things for any length of time? I fumbled in my handbag for the  front door key – it was hard to get used to having your possessions in a handbag, after being accustomed to pockets, when the door  was flung open from  within. It was Gigi, who stood back to let me pass.

‘I saw you from the window, thought I’d save you getting your key out of your handbag. You look shattered.’

‘I am,’ I said, making my way into the living room and collapsing on the sofa, and kicking off my shoes.

‘God, so glad to get out of those.’

‘Poor dear,’ Gigi said ‘now you know a little of what it feels like to be a woman.’

She was always antagonistic, never sympathetic, I thought.

‘It’s true,’ I said ‘being woman’s tough, what with the makeup, that has to keep being repaired, making sure your hair’s ok, and the heels – men don’t know they’re born.’

I knew this would go down well with Gigi.

‘We’ll make you a feminist yet,’ she said.

‘I already thought I was one,’  I replied, which was true - that is what I thought.

‘Men can never know what it’s really like, but  hopefully you will have real insight after all this, when you achieve womanhood  itself.’

This chilled me, but I thought it better not to say anything.

‘Liza  should be home soon; she said she was getting away early  today.’

How weird was it I thought – my wife was  a manager in one firm, while I was a  sort of sex object, pimped and preened to be attractive to men, miles away from the feminist ideal. But who was I to question these two  strong women?

‘I need a  drink,’ I said ‘and something to eat,’ as I sat back in the sofa, in full expectation that Gigi would rush into the kitchen and make me  a coffee, and get me something to eat, but instead she remained seated, then said -

‘I’ve talked with my daughter, and we’ve agreed that you’ve been having too easy a time of it. My daughter used to cook when she came home from work, and when did you ever do the same? Now you’re female, you need to fully inhabit that role; and, I feel, we also need to dehumanize you, treat you like an object as women so often are, bring down that  ego of yours. Make you realize that your only value now to society, is as tits and an arse, and a convenient hole. You’re just a bimbo slut, unlike your wife and myself who’ve made something of our lives, despite our gender. If you were born a woman, you would likely not have this house unless you married some old, rich guy, so it’s about time you made more effort around here. So, if you want something to eat and drink, you’d better  go and get something  for yourself, before preparing your wife’s dinner, because I’m not going to be your  fucking slave, darling. So put those heels  back on and get back into the  fucking kitchen.’

‘What… ? oh, ok,’  mumbled.

‘Do I hear a “Yes Mistress?”’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ I mumbled.

‘What’s that?’ Gigi demanded –

‘Yes, Mistress,’ I said loudly, getting up and padding inro the kitchen in my stockinged feet.

‘Haven’t you forgotten something?’ Gigi asked.

I struggled to think what  I’d done wrong.

‘Put those fucking heels back on.’

I slipped the heels back on to my painful feet, wincing as I did so, and hobbled into the kitchen.

I was still in full  slut mode, with  the makeup forming a mask on my face, and the panties cutting into my  balls and cock, but  couldn’t risk Gigi’s anger by saying I needed to get changed. I teetered about,  at least I was more able to keep my balance in heels now, otherwise I’m sure I would have  fallen, with my feet so sore, and began to  get food from the fridge, chopped up vegetables and threw them in a pot.

As the food was bubbling away, I heard  the living room door, and Liza’s voice, talking indistinctly to her mother. Then I smelled the tang of cigarette smoke – surely, she hadn’t  began smoking too, after being so opposed to it. It made me, now a confirmed smoker, want to smoke too. Had Gigi got us all addicted?

I tottered back into the kitchen, and Liza and Gigi sat smoking  on the sofa, watching TV.

‘Are you smoking now?’ I asked, trying to keep the  accusatory tone from my voice.

‘What if I am? Just the occasional one, to relax – besides, mother says  it’s good to smoke if you’re a dominatrix, then you can use men’s mouths as an ashtray,’ then , as if an idea had  suddenly occurred to her, she said sternly –‘come over here and kneel down, bitch.’

All I wanted was  to slump into an armchair, but I did my wife’s bidding, and knelt  where  she indicated, between the two women.

‘Now open your mouth, slut,’ Gigi commanded, and I opened my freshly lipsticked lips – I remembered my instructions to keep retouching my makeup, and was amazed when Gigi flicked the ash from her cigarette into onto my tongue, then my wife did the same thing.

‘Keep your mouth open and tongue ready,’ Gigi instructed, and I complied, my cock hardening at this new humiliation, as the two women smoked and flicked their ash in my mouth. It was  hot on my tongue, and disgusting to taste. Then, in a final humiliation, Gigi  roiled her still burning stub on my wet tongue until it was nearly extinguished, while my wife did the same.

‘Swallow now,’ Gigi ordered, and I felt  a wave of nausea, but also my cock hard against my knickers, as I  gulped down the butts.

‘You’re our sissy ashtray now,’ and it was my wife, not Gigi who said this, with a cruel laugh.

‘Come on, swallow - swallow our ash and butts,’ she laughed again, as I gulped the turgid mixture down, but it was difficult to swallow , since the ash clogged up my mouth.

‘He needs something to wash it down with,’ Gigi cried, ‘well, let’s give him something, some of our gorgeous nectar,’ and with that she   drained the wine from her glass,  pulled up her skirt, and  wriggled out of her panties, then held the glass beneath her pussy and filled  it.

‘Now you fill your glass,’ Gigi addressed my wife, who did likewise.

I was presented with the two full glasses of steaming liquid.

‘Wash it down with this,’ my wife ordered cruelly.

What choice did I have, but to comply, with a thrill at the humiliation of it? A thrill I was well becoming used to - the more humiliating something was, the more of a turn-on it seemed. While my rational mind rejected the situation, my unconscious, essential being, lapped it up. Literally in the case of the ‘wine,’ as I struggled to drink even one glass of the foul liquid,  washing down the ash and butts, which I finally managed to do successfully.

Next day, I walked into my new office. Remembering  Ms. Pettifer’s last words to me -

‘Dress in your sexiest outfit,’ she’d said, ‘act at your most feminine around him - he’ll love you, I’m sure.’

Well, I wasn’t so sure, and was very nervous as I tottered in my highest heels into a new set of offices, still very unconfident  in my female identity, as I inquired in my new, quavering, ‘female’ voice at an outer desk, and was directed by an efficiently aloof woman, who phoned my name through. Security didn’t seem to be  very tight I thought, as I took the lift to the top floor, considering the man’s importance.  I knocked nervously on the office door with shaking hand, aware of how big my hand was for a woman, and checking my nail varnish as I did so.

‘Come in,’ a deep, foreign accented voice,  boomed.

I slowly opened the door,  nearly falling as I minced through. Mr. Shakini sat behind a huge desk, smoking a  big, fat cigar. Despite my nerves, I found myself now automatically going into sexy, hapless bimbo mode, fluttering my eyelashes; and I’d indeed felt a coquettish thrill run through my thighs – what the heck was happening to me?

‘Hello there, darling, please  sit down,’ he said, blowing a gust of cigar smoke in my direction, making me cough. I sat down as elegantly and femininely as possible, and crossed my legs, deliberately letting my very short skirt rise up and reveal my stocking tops – I was becoming a real tart.

‘Very nice,’ he said ‘very nice indeed,’  blowing more smoke at me.

‘You can smoke here you know; we don’t have none of those fucking stupid rules in here. I reached into my handbag for my cigarettes, having become a confirmed smoker, and as I put a cigarette between my thickly lipsticked lips, he leant over and lit it for me. It was like a scene from a film, and  I briefly reflected on how I’d gone from a nondescript male, whom no one noticed, to a female  who men definitely seemed to  desire.

‘Thank you, sir,’ I lisped  in my best Marilyn Monroe voice – almost a parody of a female voice.

‘Your most welcome darling,’ he said, and I was are of his power as he leant back in his chair. Power which was really turning me on. It was as if I had turned  totally into a horny woman, turned on by the most macho of men. How ironic, I wondered that those feminists Gigi and my wife, had made me into a  stereotypically submissive woman, hungry for cock. Though,  I suppose they didn’t think of me as a real woman, just like them, but a sissy boy, a parody of a woman, whom they could humiliate and use as they so desired.

Anyway, here I was, deliberately allowing my already revealing dress to slip up over my thighs, giving more than a glimpse of my stocking tops, as this  brutal looking  man  surveyed me with obvious lust. Was I really flattered that he was so desired me? Did I, a married straight guy, really want a cock inside what Gigi had taught me to refer to as my  pussy or cunt, i.e. my arsehole? Yes, on both counts, I was ashamed to admit.

He sucked on his fat cigar,  the fumes of which filled the air, and all I could think of was how much his cigar was like a fat cock.

I took a puff on my cigarette –

‘I  love women who smoke,’ he said, his voice deep, guttural. He was the sort of man who doesn’t give a fuck about convention, or about anything, I thought; and the idea of his huge cock filling my hole made my thighs tingle, and  my cock, now taught to refer to by Gigi, as my clit, harden.

The naked lust in his eyes was obvious, and made me feel naked as he undressed me with his eyes.

‘Well, my dear, I think you are just the sort of woman I’ve been looking for. I have plans for you – especially to accompany me at social events.’

I was so flattered, he wanted me, a trans woman at best, to be on his arm, though little did I know what he really had in store for me!

He leaned  back in his chair, puffed at his  cigar, I could see his sheer masculine power, imagined him up against my soft, feminine body – what was happening to me flashed into my mind, as if I was two people in one body. He leaned right back in his chair –

‘You’re such a lovely, sexy thing,’ he said, and I felt myself blush, coquettishly, flutter my eyelashes – as if I was  an actor  giving a performance, though this was a performance I really inhabited. Then, I was shocked as he unzipped his trousers, an letting his huge, glistening cock pop out, where it stood erect from in lap, like a rocket about to blast into space.

‘Get on your knees and suck it darling,’ and I didn’t feel I could refuse. Nor did I want to, as I nervously got up, trying not to fall over in my heels, and went around the desk, and knelt before him, my skirt rising to my waist, revealing the bulge of my own cock, as I leant forward and  took his cock in my mouth, tasting the pre-cum on my tongue, as I began darting at his opening with the tip of my tongue, before taking it farther into my mouth. It was as if I was an expert at this, and I certainly did it enthusiastically, and it seemed only seconds before he said, ‘I’m want to cum over your pretty slut face,’  and I pulled his cock from my mouth and held it inches from my face, just as his thick creamy cum spurted forth,  into my hair, and eyes, dripping into my mouth and over my chest. He leaned back, spent –

‘Thank you darling,’ he  said, ‘you can sit down now.’

I went back to my seat, wondering if I needed to ask if I could go and clean myself up, or if he’d just say something about it, but he said nothing, except,

‘Go back into the office now sweetie. I’ll tell you if I need you again.’

‘Can I go and clean my myself up?’ I asked timidly.

‘No,’ he said ‘go back into the office as you are.’

I minced back into the office, deflated now, and embarrassed, feeling all eyes on me, as I sat at my desk, dabbing at my face with a used paper tissue I’d found in my bag, and began pretending read some information  booklets about the company I’d been given, in lieu of any actual work. Well, I thought, they can’t stop me from going to the loo, though the thought of entering the Ladies filled me with some dread – but what choice did I have, and there I could quickly  clean myself up, at least a bit. I looked around and located the sign for toilets, and got up and  walked towards it, trying to look confident, though I hardly felt it. I pushed open the door of the Ladies’ toilet, and breathed a sigh of relief,  it was empty. I quickly got some toilet paper from a cubicle, wet it and began to dab at my face, and hair, which was matted with white  cum. However,  just then the door opened, and a woman entered, she  nodded at me,

‘Hi,’ I said, trying to sound as feminine, and normal, as possible, before quickly rushing out back into the office, where I sat back down, wondering if I would be given  something to do, otherwise it could be a very boring day, though it had hardly been uneventful so far! I saw  people  leaving the office for short periods, then glimpsed  a young woman who sat at a desk near me, outside in the small courtyard, though a window, puffing on a cigarette. So that why they were going out of the office. Now I was a smoker myself, and, of course, experiencing nicotine withdrawal cravings, despite having been able to smoke in the boss’s office. You could smoke in there, but not out here it seemed. I was one of the  few allowed to go into his office apparently.  I also felt lonely, and wanted to talk to somebody, somebody not in charge of me or trying control me in some way.

I walked out of the office building and into the small courtyard, which was just below the office I worked in. There the, very attractive, young blonde, stood smoking. I  had to remember that I was dressed as a woman, remember to get my voice right. The girl turned as I approached –

‘Hi’ I said.

‘Oh, hi,’ she didn’t seem unfriendly.

‘So, this  were you go to smoke?’

She nodded –‘Unless your one of the boss’s favorites, and can smoke in his office like he does, with his disgusting cigars.’

‘A favorite like me?’ I smiled.

‘Well …yeah, I suppose,’ he hires  ones like you, if you know what I mean,’ I nodded ‘ And he has them in there with him a lot, and they smoke in there too, one told me. Don’t know what happened to her, she  just disappeared after a couple of weeks, like they all do.’

‘They disappear…?’ I spoke.

‘Yeah, one minute they’re here, then they’re gone, and you never usually see them again. Though some of them return for a bit…. But they’re, sort of, different.’

‘You don’t know what happens to them? How are they different?’

‘It’s hard to say, but just more feminine perhaps, more  like real women. No idea, what happens to them, and most of them we never see again, and no one ever mentions them, as if they never existed.’

This chilled me somewhat – the bit about seeming more feminine both chilled and excited me. How strange, Gigi hadn’t mentioned any of this, but there was obviously something untoward about this business. I wandered just what Gigi’s involvement with it was.

‘What exactly is this business’ I asked the woman, whose name I discovered was  Jill –

‘Well, not exactly sure. I just know it’s all-round  finance and communications, that and fashion.’

‘Those definitely go together’ I laughed.

Jill smiled, she was very pretty, and I wandered what I was  doing, dressed as woman, and sucking a man’s cock, when I found her so attractive.

‘Sometimes us girls go for a night out, and you can come along if you want.’

‘Thanks for asking, but do I qualify ?’

‘You’re a girl, aren’t you?’ She laughed again.

‘I suppose so,’ I smiled, ‘looks like it doesn’t it?’

Jill looked so  sweet when she smiled, and it made me wonder what had happened to me, now being beholden to two  very tough women, who weren’t sweet to me at all, in fact treated me like shit; and the worst thing was that I loved  this, as if I’d craved it all my life. But Jill seemed to like me, which I was grateful for in these  surroundings, where I’d just sucked off my male boss, and was dressed as a woman, with little choice in the matter. Not that I hadn’t greatly enjoyed it, which made it even more humiliating.

‘Have you any idea what happens to these, er, women?’ I asked.

‘No. no idea, they just vanish, we never see them again.’

‘You don’t think…?’

I asked nervously.

‘No, they’re prebaby just transferred to other offices, I don’t think they are killed or anything,’ she laughed, and I laughed too, if a little nervously.

I hadn’t been back at my desk  long before the  buzzer on  my desk  told me that the boss wanted to see me. I rose to my feet, catching the eye of Jill at her desk nearby  -

‘Good luck,’ she mouthed.

‘Thanks,’ I mouthed back.

I nervously knocked on the boss’s door, and  waited for his booming come in, before entering,  immediately being hit by a cloud of cigar smoke.

‘Get your coat, we’re off out somewhere you’ll like, Better than this boring office shit, something very exciting for you.’

I felt worried, but  grabbed my coat and handbag anyway, as he strode from the office, and out onto the street, me struggling to keep up in my heels. A chauffeur sat the wheel of a huge limo, and got out and opened a  door for me to get in. The seats were plush, and  I sank into them, my skirt rising way above my stocking tops, as we drove away through the city traffic.  The boss, had no compunction about  pulling my skirt up and fingering my cock through the lacey panties, emboldened by the car’s tinted windows. I again felt my clit, as I now referred to it, hardening.

‘I’m going to  fuck you and fuck you hard my darling,’ he said, and despite filling me with some trepidation, my cock just became even harder to his touch, and oozed pre-cum.

We drove into the centre of London, and stopped by what seemed some sort of night club. Getting out of the car was difficult for me,  trying to keep my skirt from rising above my panties, and also trying to hide my erect cock from passersby.

We entered the building, and were ushered through plushily carpeted rooms by men in smart suits -  some sort of  bodyguards, I thought.

‘See you later darling,’ he said, and I felt myself pushed into a room, and the door locked behind me. Looking around, I saw it was some kind of dressing-room, with brightly lit mirrors, and an array of cosmetics, wigs, and glamorous outfits hanging from a rail. I imagine myself in one, a blue sequined number,  and  it made me feel so glamorous and sexy, and then felt  shame about thinking it. But at least a strong part of me, longed to  try an outfit on and experiment with some of the makeup.

What was going to happen? I wondered with some anxiety, as I sat down in one of the comfortable chairs in the room. Was I going to give some kind of performance? Well, in fact I was, and it was a good job I had little idea of what that was!

I seemed to be sitting there for ages, bored with gazing at myself in the mirrors – though still amazed at seeing myself as an attractive female. I was attracted to myself - I definitely seemed to suit makeup and a wig, whereas I’d never been  considered attractive as a  man!

Just then the door opened, and someone else stumbled inside. I saw refection of myself almost, a garishly dressed and made-up ‘woman,’ with bright blonde hair. But unlike me, in full sexy slut mode, she was more of a sissy, with a pink tutu, and white stockings, her hair in  Shirley Temple curls.

‘Hi,’ I said, as the poor  ‘girl’ looked around in some  bewilderment.

It was only when she spoke that I heard the distinct timbre of a masculine voice.

‘Oh , hi,’ the vision replied, through bright pink lipsticked lips.

‘Have a seat,’ I gestured to the other armchair; and she slumped into it. I tried to think of something to say, and finally uttered a feeble –

‘Come far?’

‘Not sure,’ he/she said, ‘I couldn’t really see where we were going, being gagged and blindfolded,’ he/she  giggled, a high-pitched feminine giggle, which certainly didn’t sound natural.

‘I’m Alan, or rather, Lola,’ I said, offering my hand with its painted red nails.

‘Cindy, used to be Brian,’ she replied, which seemed appropriate as she looked like a doll.

‘So, you’re a tranny too?’ she asked ‘What is this place?’ she continued.

‘Don’t know,’ I replied, ‘seems like some kind of night club I think, and this certainly looks like a dressing-room.’

‘Is there a show on?’ Cindy said.

‘Well, if there is, I think we might be involved in it.’

‘I could never do that, get up on a stage in front of people.’

‘Will we have a choice?’ I forced a laugh, hiding my own fear.

Cindy grimaced – she was very pretty, and I couldn’t help liking her. Well, we were both in the same boat it seemed. She told me that she’d been sissified by  her wife, whom she called Mistress, and I told her about Gigi. Our stories were very similar it seemed. It was so good to talk to someone in the same boat as myself.

Suddenly, the dressing room door was flung open, and a man’s shaven head appeared round it –

‘You’re on in fifteen minutes, start making your way to the stage,’ he ordered.

We both gazed at him in astonishment, and I was just about say something, when the man’s head disappeared, the door closing behind it.

‘I suppose we’d better go and see what’s happening,’ I said, and Cindy nodded. She looked terrified, as she followed me out into the corridor. I noticed a sign, ‘Stage This Way,’ with a large arrow.

‘I suppose we should go this way,’ I said, with attempted humour, and Cindy followed me, as our high heels clacked on the corridor’s hard surface. Then, I was dazzled by some bright lights, and before I knew what was happening, we were ushered to the side of a small stage, brightly lit by a spotlight, seeing shapes of people, and the tables and chairs of what must have been an audience, out there in the dark. Someone  attached something around my neck, and pushed me forward. It was a dog collar and people clapped as I was led onto the stage, by tall woman, in a leather catsuit, with high heled boots, with a lead attached to the collar around my neck, and pushed by the woman onto a chair in the middle of the stage. The very short,  red vinyl dress I was wearing, rose up around my stocking tops,  and I worried about exposing my cock in its very brief pink knickers, but there little I could do about it, but then the  woman’s pink  fingernailed hand, reached into my knickers and flipped my cock out anyway. I watched it, as if it didn’t belong to me, as it  grew harder, exposed to  everyone, to some cheering from the audience’s direction.

There was loud applause, as some more people came onto the stage. When I looked round, I was stunned in shock. My wife, in  a corset, stockings and suspenders and six-inch heels, her hair in a bouffant, smoking a cigarette through a long holder, wearing thick makeup; arm in arm with two muscular  black guys, naked, their smooth skin glistening in the light, highlighting their  huge muscles, and, what drew my attention far more, their  massive, erect, black cocks. Then I was even more even  more shocked to see Gigi, following, dressed in tight back latex,  holding a whip. Gigi went up the microphone, and said –

‘Here we depict a topical cuckolding scenario - a real-life hubby, sissified by me, and his actual, real life, wife, who is going to be  fucked by two  Bulls in front of him. He knew nothing about this, and is completely unaware of his wife’s  fantasies.’

The audience whooped and cheered.

My head swam -

‘Was this a crazy erotic dream,’ I thought, as  my wife was bent over a small trestle, and without hesitation, one of the men  stuck his  huge cock to her lips, and she opened her mouth and began sucking it, to the cheers of the crowd. While the other man  began slowly fucking her from behind. My own cock throbbed, as I watched all this, but Gigi came over to me , and I noticed her huge strap on dildo.

‘You’re not man enough to satisfy your own wife,’ she said, to the crowd’s cheers,  ‘suck this symbol of your humiliation,’ and she pressed the huge dildo to my mouth, and I began to suck it as she thrust it down my throat, making me gag. As she did this, she reached and pulled my panties down, so that my erect cock was even more exposed. A spotlight shone on me, then one on my wife, moaning greedily as she was fucked, while Gigi  face fucked me, as the crowd cheered. I felt abject humiliation, which was also an incredible turn on for me. Now one of the men who’d just fucked my wife, appeared before me, his huge cock, glistening with my wife’s love  juices, as he pushed it right up in my face.

‘Suck it, you fucking fag,’ Gigi commanded, ‘lick it clean.’

I opened my mouth and duly obliged,  licking the shaft of the ebony member, glistening with my wife’s juices, clean, then  teasing the tip with my tongue, before taking it in my mouth and  sucking as best I could, as my mouth was filled. The man pulled his cock out and I felt his hot cum spurting over my face, before I was turned around and bent over, for the other cock to penetrate me from behind: the first time I’d had a real cock up inside me, and it felt so delicious, as he seemed to  reach deep up inside me, as if to the core of my being. Then Cindy and some other sissies from the dressing room were led out onto the stage – they were all dressed up like myself, as total femboy sluts and whores. I was so turned on by it. We were told, we were going to be fucked, and we were all ordered to bend over a low table, our panties pulled down, and naked bum holes exposed, by Gigi, to  great cheers from the audience. And a further shock, this was to be the moment when the boss, Mr. Shakini, who suddenly appeared on stage, cigar jutting from his lips, got to fulfill his earlier promise to me, and stick his cock up inside my lady hole, which, I have to admit, I barely felt after the Bull’s giant black cock; but the humiliation aspect was really strong: to have this, powerful, gross, obese, hairy man  fucking me. He seemed to take ages, pounding away, until I felt his hot cum spurting inside me, cum dripping from my  ‘clit.’ Then he took the  cigar from his mouth and jammed it up my hole,  to  audience laughter, before coming around in front of me and offering his cock for me to clean with my tongue, which I duly obliged; before, without warning, he unleashed a stream of hot, yellow liquid into my mouth. I’d hardly managed to swallow this before the Bulls also took in turns to fill my mouth with their own yellow juice. Then, a line of men walked out. A random looking selection of middle- aged guys, though they had maybe one thing in common - they were all completely unappealing. Balding, pot-bellied, seedy and furtive looking. Gigi indicated me, still bent over the  trestle –

‘Step forward the first guy who wants to fuck this gorgeously trashy slut,’ and out of the corner of my eye I saw one of the  rancid looking guys walk towards me, holding his equally rancid looking cock. Despite this grossness, or maybe because of it, I felt incredibly aroused as the man began to insert his throbbing  cock  into my arsehole fanny.

These men were the ugliest, grossest men you could set your eyes on, but the way they looked at me, made me wiggle my hips that bit more, pout seductively, and flutter my false eyelashes.  The attention of these guys, repulsive as they might be, turned me on, and the thought of  having sex with them was incredibly exciting, their ugliness even more of a turn – on for me, than glossily buff, handsome guys.

I realized that I was just a cheap whore, available to any man  who  wanted me – but this, rather than filling me with self -disgust, just made my cock grow hard.

I woke up, and it took me a minute or two to realize where I was. It gradually dawned upon me that he wasn’t in my own bed at home, next to my wife. I opened my eyes and looked around – I appeared to be in an oversized child’s cot, with pink rails  on each side. I tentatively pushed at one,  noticing my still scarlet painted nails, which brought the previous day’s events rushing back to me,  causing me to blush, but also to feel a tingling in my hardening cock. I then realized that I was dressed in a baby pink  nightie, though still had on suspender belt, stockings and heels - which were  secured to my feet with a small padlock and chain.

As I became fully awake, I was aware of certain  urges nagging at me. One was a desire to smoke – me, who’d never previously smoked, and been obsessively aware of my health and fitness, was now, through Mistress Gigi, an addicted smoker, ordered to smoke because it was the sign of a real street corner slut, and greatly enhanced my sexiness. The next urge was a twitching in my anus, which had been renamed my lady hole, pussy or cunt - a desperate need for a big, hard cock inside it. God, what had happened to me-  only months ages I’d been a straight hubby, non – smoking, and upright: a conventional guy and husband, and now……now, what was I ….? I then became aware of a small tray across my bed, like one you might get in hospital, and on it, as though someone  had anticipated my waking thoughts, were several items – makeup and a mirror,  a pack of cigarettes, and a huge black dildo.  Without thinking, I reached out for the cigarettes, put one in my mouth, grabbed the mirror, and  lit the cigarette,  and blew out the smoke from my smudged bright red lipstick coated, lips.  There was also an ashtray on the table, and I placed the cigarette in it, while I squirted  lube onto the  dildo, and, after taking another puff on my cigarette, leant back, raising my legs in the air, and pressed the dildo up into my lady hole - it went up surprisingly easily.  Now I felt a sense of relief as the nicotine took  effect, and pressed the lubed dildo up inside my ‘pussy’, feeling a sudden sense of euphoria sweep into the pleasure centre of my brain – and let out a moan of pure delight, as a powerful stream of cum surged from what I’d been ordered to refer to as my clit, and arced into the air, before falling hot upon my belly. Spent, I lay back, still puffing desperately at my cigarette. Now I’d cum, the shame and guilt  surged over me – what the fuck was I doing? what had happened to me?

But the feeling of this big, black dildo up inside me, made my cock harden again. It was overwhelming - it overwhelmed all the guilt and shame. I wanted it so badly, no argument – that was why I’d become  a sissified slut, and there was no arguing against it.

Calmer now, I was able to think about my situation. I realized that the room was occupied by several other beds, all with  sissies similarly attired and restricted as myself. They all seemed to be asleep, and I wondered if  we’d been drugged – we’d been given some kind of milky drink the evening before, and something had been said about ‘Here are your hormones -  lucky you, you won’t be having an injection tonight.’

I’d been so dazed by the day’s events that I had hardly been able to think straight, but now the words had full effect – we were being physically, as well as mentally, feminized. This was something I certainly didn’t want, and immediately thought about how I might escape this situation. Is this what this and all been about? – the job, the idea that I should try to discover something about this business, something untoward.  But just what involvement did my wife and her mother have in all this. They’d certainly been present last night. My brain felt scrambled; I was so confused. But I just knew I needed to get out of this place – I didn’t want to become a trans woman!

I examined the cot. The pink bars were actually of some kind of reinforced steel, and were high, making it difficult to climb over them from such a narrow space, especially with high heels chained to my feet. I’d done some climbing when younger, so surely escaping the cot wasn’t insurmountable. Well, it was best to  try, while everyone was asleep, and there didn’t appear to be anyone around.  I pulled myself up  with my hands on the bars, then heaved my body up onto the top of the bars, and  pushed my weight forward, so I was suspended  with my face facing the floor, half in and half out of the cot. I gave another heave, and inched my body upwards, then another, I was nearly there. With a last heave my  weight  was  over the top of the bars, and I fell with a thump onto the floor.  Winded I paused, looking around, but there was no sound.  I got to my feet and tottered on my heels to a door I could see. I tried it, it was locked. I panicked, what could I do? I’d gotten so far, and would surely be punished if I gave up now. I noticed another door in a corner of the room, and  minced over to it. It opened into a bathroom, containing a wash basin and toilet.  But there was a small window above the toilet bowl. I stood on the bowl, nearly almost twisting my ankle in my heels, and pushed and pulled at the window.  It didn’t budge - must also be locked I thought, but then it suddenly burst open outwards. A flaw in their security I was lucky to find! I  pulled myself up and into the window’s opening. I got my head through, but it was a tight fit as I pushed my body into the opening, but I was able wriggle through. I was half in and half out, and I could see an alley about five feet below me, not too high then. At least I wasn’t on the first floor. I wriggled some more, and eventually I found myself falling, as my weight carried me, and I hit the concrete with a bruising thump. I was free. I examined my body with my fingers and gingerly go to my feet. I didn’t seem to have broken anything. The alley  opened into a road, and I could hear traffic, not much since it was the middle of the night. First thing I needed was something to cover my frilly, baby-doll night dress, revealing my bulging pink panties, suspenders and stockings, ending in the, still chained on and irremovable, high heels.  Otherwise, I would certainly attract attention. However,  looking up and down the road, I was glad to see there was no one about. I felt the chill morning air on my  half naked body, but at least I was free, I reflected; and had escaped the injections, and whatever else might be in store for me – I shivered when I thought of what that might be. Though was escape  what I really wanted? To escape from Gigi? From my wife? From  feminization?

Suddenly,  I heard the noise of a car, and within minutes a big, black SUV was alongside me. I was surprised to see Gigi, in a black leather jacket and tight black leather trousers, and black stilettos -  not very suitable for driving  was the ridiculously inappropriate thought, that entered my head, when she got out of the driving seat, accompanied by several huge, shaven headed, men.

‘So, you thought you could escape, did you?’ Gigi asked with a sneer.

‘No… I don’t know, I just didn’t want the hormones.’

‘You didn’t want the hormones….’ she mimicked.  ‘You who’re already far more female than male. We’re just giving nature a helping hand. We want you to achieve , to fulfill, your true potential, honey. But you’ve been a very naughty girl, and have to be punished, I’m afraid. Bend him over there, she indicated to the men, and they scurried to get me in position, bent over the open boot of the vehicle, then Gigi produced a riding crop from somewhere.

‘Pull its knickers down round its ankles,’ she instructed, and the men scurried to do her bidding. She then administered a number of  hard  strokes to my naked  arse.  I tried not to cry out, but couldn’t help it, and wondered what anyone who came along would think. But when they saw Gigi and the men, they would probably hurry in the other direction. My arse stinging, I was bundled in the  car, and taken back to the night club building, though I was unable to see where I was. Then I was grabbed by the arms and marched through taken to what I believed was a reception area, where I was put in some stocks,  my head, which was hooded, and hands and ankles shackled, my high heels still chained to my feet. A sign was hung below my head, which I was later able to  read – it said, ‘Very naughty sissy slut requires punishment and humiliation, please do this in whatever way you see fit. Thank you.’

I didn’t have long to wait before I felt the tip of a cock, poking at my arsehole, which, as said, I’d been instructed to refer to as my ‘sissy cunt.’ Within seconds I felt the  cock ease itself inside me - fortunately Gina had left some lube by my feet and this  man seemed to be using it. His cock seemed massive though,  reaching far up into me. I gasped with pain, then pleasure as he pumped away. I hardly had a chance to breathe though, as another cock entered my mouth through the mouth hole in my hood. Now I was being double penetrated. It was so humiliating,  but this in itself felt wonderful, besides the pleasure of being fucked - often a mixed pleasure if you’re a guy, being fucked up the arse. Though I appreciate that being fucked can be a mixed pleasure for females too. And now I was  starting to think of myself as a, very submissive, masochistic, female. Though not all women are  like that of course – Gigi for a start, and even my wife, Liza. A  memory suddenly popped up in my mind’s eye, of my wife being fucked by  two black guys, while I watched, and this made my cock, or clit, harden even more, with the humiliation of it. Now I was imagining that I was my own wife, as another cock entered  me from behind, and the cock in my mouth unleashed its load of cum  over my teeth and down my throat, making me cough.

After that I was taken back to the sissies’ dormitory, as I referred to it, and in the days that followed, some kind of routine  was established. Us sissies, would be released from our  cots, and let out – the room was now far more secure, and it was impossible to escape – and would eat a meagre breakfast  of unsweetened porridge oats and crispbreads – we were all on a diet!  We would take it in turns to be waitress for the day, and wear the  maid’s costume, of  frilly  pink, vinyl dress, suspenders and stockings and pink high heels, and a little white cap and apron.  It wasn’t  much different from the clothes we had to wear  anyway, but it made us used to  assuming differing feminine identities, we were told. Once a week, we all had to line up and bend over, with our knickers around our ankles, while  a mistress went along with a syringe and gave us a hormone injection. The rest of the day would be taken up with such things as female deportment lessons, a lot of which was devoted to practicing walking in heels, and such things a voice training, feminine gestures and mannerisms, and how to smoke in a feminine way.

‘Won’t smoking make us liable to illness?’ a sissy asked, and she was summarily removed and we never saw her again. I heard that she  now worked full time in a brothel as a whore. We were shown a photo of her, looking like a cheap slut, a cigarette hanging from the corner of her crimson lips, caged cock sticking out from between  stockinged legs.

One day I was taken into surgery, it was the same doctor who had given me my earlier medical. I no longer felt able to protest about what was happening to me – I had become a totally brainwashed, submissive sissy. The daily hormone injections had also served to make me less assertive and  more submissive, as well as giving me budding breasts, which I had to admit I was quite proud of, a more feminine figure, softer skin and less body hair.

When I awoke after the operation , I wasn’t sure where I was . I instinctively touched my  bandaged body, my now large, enhanced breasts, then more gingerly I explored  below. My cock was now a mere nub, definitely more like a woman’s clit. My balls were absent, which did shock me. And when I reached around to my arse, and touched my arsehole or cunt, it tingled with pure pleasure. Apparently, the nerve endings from most of my penis had been implanted in my back passage to  give me greatly enhanced pleasure, at a mere touch of that area.

After a couple of months, without warning I was told I was leaving, that my time had come to re-engage with the outside world, and I was to be taken back  to resume my work at the office, and living with my wife and mother-in law.

When I walked into the office, I was pleased to see Jill, who smiled at me, and said ‘Hello stranger, didn’t think I’d see you again, ’ and she leant across and gave me a peck on the cheek.

I realized with some regret that I was still attracted to her, and my little nub tingled at her kiss. Of course, I would never be able to make love to her now, with such a tiny penis/ clit, and no balls. I felt a sudden sense of loss, and a hot tear traced a path down  my  heavily rouged cheek. Just then I was summoned  by the buzzer on my desk  to see the boss. I entered the office, to see Mr. Shakini  leaning back in his seat, cigar in mouth, trousers gaping open, erect cock shiny tip glistening, in  his right hand.

‘So now you’ve returned to  us darling. Your look so much better after your treatment. Bend over the chair, lower your knickers and hold your cunt open, there’s a good  girl. I did exactly what he wanted, and when his cock went up inside me the pleasure was unlike nothing I’d ever experienced before, with the stimulation of the sensitive nerve endings, now  implanted in my anal passage. I couldn’t help but cry out loudly,  with pleasure, as he roughly pressed his  huge shaft   rhythmically in and out of me. I even came, with a massive orgasm surging through my whole body. He withdrew his cock and told me to suck it, which I did greedily - now I really did feel like a slut. When I eventually walked back into the main office, Jill looked at me with some pity, I thought., and I knew things had irretrievably changed between us.

Things had changed a lot at home too. Well, it was at a different address for a start: a large house in a very well-appointed d street, with  a smart red sports car parked outside – this was Liza’s, who waw now in business with  Gigi and the creepy Mr. Shakini.   

.

We also shared the house with one of the Bulls from  the nightclub. In fact, he shared Liza’s bed, while I slept in a cot similar to the one  at the club dormitory. My room was decorated in all pink, with fluffy toys, with a pink dressing table, its surface   crammed with  cosmetics and toiletries, which did excite me, I had to admit. Was this what I had become? Once it would have been  football and sports memorabilia and  books that would have aroused my interest, but now it was clothes and makeup.

I sat down at the dressing table, gazed at my face in the well-lit mirror, and with shaking hand picked up a brush and jar of foundation, then looked at the array of lipsticks, feeling excited – which gorgeous colour would be prettiest?

THE END
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How does straight guy’Alan become feminized slut, Lola?
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