

Humiliated by the Boss, Cuckolded by the Wife: Ben’s Journey into Femdom Degradation and Sissification

Ben Hasker had been coasting along nicely in his admin job, before the takeover by an American conglomerate. Well, he made it clear that he thought himself above the job, considered it below his capabilities as an ex minor public schoolboy, and North London Polytechnic graduate.  A ‘ladies man’, married to the long suffering Jilly, he was the one who was always sneering, making cynical remarks – someone who considered working hard demeaning and uncool. So he thought little of it when the takeover happened, or when he heard that the new American management was arriving in the very next month. 

The new boss turned out to be a woman, Ms Cramdom, as well as a Yank; and, to make natters worse, in Ben’s opinion, a typically power dressed, dominant woman boss, as she strode through the office besuited, big haired, scarlet lipped and high heeled: a troop of male minions struggling to keep pace with her.

‘This train don’t carry no fare dodgers’ she said as she passed Ben’s desk, where he sat pointedly yawning.

‘Bollocks’ he said under his breath, but loud enough for her to hear him.

She stopped-

‘What was that?’

‘Nothing’ Ben said ‘Just talking to myself.’

‘You said a rude word didn’t you?’

‘No, not rude, “bollocks” is a term of enthusiasm – like hurrah,’ Ben said.

‘Ms Cramdom turned to her minions – do you know what this word means?’

One man, coughed, then spoke up –

‘It means balls - it’s like saying “bullshit.”’

‘So you think you’re clever, swearing at me,’ she said. ‘Well I know a few swear words myself, you fucking English faggot. I’ll see you in my office in fifteen minutes’. She turned to again to the minion –‘Get this guy’s files ready for me immediately.’

Ben wasn’t too bothered, though, he was bit surprised at the reaction his sotto vocce sneering had met: well, it was just the kind of barely audible aside in the presence of authority Ben often made. However, he didn’t think this would be anything he couldn’t handle.  If it came to it, he might even bring himself to apologise, and assure the new boss that he would, of course, always work as hard as possible, and then he could go back to skiving and exploiting the system –something he was very skilled at.

When Ben went into Ms Cramdom’s office, she was already perusing his personal file. He sat down in the only available chair in front of her huge desk, and found himself several inches below her.

‘You need to buck up your ideas’ she said ‘your timekeeping is poor and your attendance record is terrible, and there have been complaints of harassment from female employees. There is little in here about any positive contribution you’ve made to the company.’

‘I work hard – I just don’t blow my own trumpet; and those complaints – well, that was just a couple of women who wanted to get back at me, when I turned them down after they’d thrown themselves at me. You know how it is- a woman scorned…..’ Ben said, attempting a smile.

Ms Cramdom was stony faced-

‘Well, it’s not good enough- you need to work harder... you especially need to improve your attitude. In fact, I think you need one of our obedience courses. What do you think ..?’ she turned to an assistant sitting next to her.

‘Yes, I think he definitely needs our obedience training’ the man said.

‘Right’ Ms Cramdom demanded ‘get on your knees and bark like a dog.’

Ben laughed ‘very funny.’

‘It’s not fucking funny’ Ms Cramdom shouted, so loudly Ben turned suddenly pale –

‘Do as you’re fucking told.’ Ms Cramdom leaned across the desk, her black outlined, baby blue eyes, cold and aggressive- snarling through her crimson lips.

‘I can’t do that’ Ben protested, his voice rising ‘it’s humiliating. It’s completely disrespecting my rights as an employee.’

‘You don’t have any fucking rights. The only right you have is to do what I fucking tell you to do, or to walk out of that door and not come back. So what’s your decision?’

Ben sat silent for a moment. He was dumbstruck.

‘Come on - do as you’re told, or fuck off.’

He stiffly got down onto his knees, then on all fours, and let out a couple of “woofs”, and then went to get back up again.

No stay down there, Ms Cramdom said, rifling in her desk, and pulling items out from a drawer. She went behind him – and Ben could smell her strong, sweetly feminine perfume, as he felt his trousers being unfastened, then trousers and underpants swiftly being pulled down; and her long, red fingernails on his bare arse cheeks, pulling them apart, immediately making his cock stiffen. Then he felt a sudden pain as something hard was inserted into his anus, and up inside him, which made his cock stiffen more, despite his surprise and disgust.

‘Right stand up, but don’t pull your trousers up.’

In shock, Ben stood up, feeling the discomfort of the object inserted in his arse.

Ms Cramdom then grabbed his cock, and slipped a sort of cage over it, deftly locking it.

Ben again felt his cock throbbing, but it was prevented from becoming hard by the device that now restrained it.

‘You’re to wear a butt plug and a cock restraint at all times while you’re in the office’ Ms Cramdom said- ‘you have to ask for permission whenever you wish the plug to be removed – and that will be for  obvious reasons – you’re spending too much time in the john, and we discourage unnecessary time spent there. The plug has an electronic sensor, so you won’t be able to remove it yourself, but will have to ask permission from this office. The restraining device has a key that will be kept by me, and will not be removed until your behaviour has significantly improved. Pull your trousers up and get back to work.’ She turned back to her computer screen. 

‘You can’t do this’ Ben cried, but his protests were strangely muted, as if suddenly aware of his impotence. Realising he was dismissed; he hobbled back to his desk. The butt plug and the restrainer were very uncomfortable, and he felt embarrassed and thought everyone would know he was wearing such things. Things he had barely even heard of before, let along seen, or, heaven help him – been made to wear. He felt reduced, degraded, and unable to make his usual sneering, cynical witticisms. He bent his head, and meekly carried on with work –trying to be conscientious, but his mind was a whirlpool of conflicting emotions – anger, humiliation, vulnerability, fear.

Before Ben left work that evening, he couldn’t remove the offending objects, and didn’t want to ask  at Ms Cramdom’s office, and had to travel the all the way home on the train still wearing them, despite dying for a shit. How could he remove them, without asking his wife, Jilly, to take them out for him? But how could he do that? What would she think about him having allowed such things to be done to him? What had happened to his pride and self respect? But, of course, this was only temporary – someone’s idea of a sick joke. Tomorrow everything would be sorted out, Ben told himself.

However, that night, there was nothing Ben could do but explain matters to his wife, though she was incredulous and found it hard to comprehend.

‘You agreed to be treated this way because you were frightened of losing your job?’

‘Well. Yes, basically. But, I know it’s not serious – it’s some kind of joke, they can’t really make me wear these stupid things.’

‘But you are wearing them, Ben – here, with me, your wife, in your own home’ Jilly said. She was astonished -what had happened to the man she thought she knew? Brash, cynical, his own man, who wouldn’t bow the knee to anyone. What was it he had said when news of the American takeover at CAE went through?-

‘You won’t catch me as a corporate lackey for the Yanks.’

What hold did this Ms Cramdom have over him? Jilly was intrigued by a woman who had such power over her husband, power which she’d never had over him herself, and she felt her respect for him vanishing, and he noticed the look of contempt in her eyes, as she said distastefully -

‘Well bend over then and I’ll take those things off, or out, or whatever you do.’

What humiliation Ben felt as he bent over, and held his arse cheeks wide for his wife to pull the sex toy from his behind; but, also, even more humiliatingly perhaps, he felt has cock growing hard, and pushing against

the cage’s confines– which his wife also noticed. She was also shocked at her own excitement at her husband’s humiliation.

The plug made a loud, electronic whining noise when removed – without the sensor being turned off, as warned by Ms Cramdom – and it would only stop when replaced in Ben’s anus, thus just allowing him enough time to have a much needed crap. The cock restraint couldn’t be removed without the key. Ben could pee through a hole in the tip, but was unable to have an erection, and obviously having sex with his wife was out of the question.

‘Are you telling me that your employer is stopping you from having sex with your wife as a punishment for a misdemeanour at work?’ Jilly asked incredulously?

‘Well…..’ Ben stuttered.

Ben continued at work wearing the butt plug and restrainer, being treated like a naughty child, having to ask permission from staff much younger and more junior than himself for permission to go the toilet, then having to wait for someone to deactivate the sensor so the plug could be removed – and this duty was the responsibility lowest status worker of all – a young female temp in her early twenties, who distastefully donned a pair of latex gloves for the task.

Now he became used to the sniggers at as he walked to the photocopier or went to lunch. He felt an alien in his own office, as many of the older staff disappeared, replaced by young men and women, many of them American, who thought nothing of staying late in the office and burning the midnight oil. Ben tried it be his old self, making them laugh with cynical comments, but it just seemed that everyone was laughing at, rather than with, him. At home, his wife also didn’t have her old respect for him, and even seemed, incredibly, to find dark humour in the situation. Why didn’t he leave- just walk out of the job? He didn’t really know why- he just felt very vulnerable and afraid.

Things came to a head the night of Marty Marlin’s leaving do. Ben was standing there having a drink -in fact he’d had a quite a few- watching the scene as everyone enjoyed themselves and let their hair down, when suddenly hands grasped him and he was thrust into a small toilet. Female hands, that weren’t very gentle as they stripped him of his clothes, while others held him, and a razor was applied to his hairy legs, then stockings pulled over them, a basque put on him, and pulled tight from behind, heavy make up plastered over his face, very high women’s stilettos put on his feet, and a blonde wig carefully fitted on his head, and held in place with some form of adhesive. He vaguely noticed people filming the whole scene on mobile phone cameras. The brutal hands, with their delicately manicured and painted nails, made sure they brushed against his restrained cock, making it throb against the confines of its cage, and causing his  balls to ache, heavy with their unspent load -

‘How does it feel to be groped yourself’ he recognised Lucy Wright from Accounts voice, one of the women who had made a complaint against him for sexual harassment.

‘Yeah, now you know how it feels to be used and humiliated’ and again Ben realised he knew the speaker – Karen, that little blonde from Reception he’d had a  brief fling with…….OK , so he hadn’t told her he was married, but so what, there was no need to have made such a fuss when she found out.

‘I’d love to see your wife’s face when she sees you like this’, Karen laughed viciously.

‘She won’t see me’ Ben protested, because as soon as I’m away from here ‘I’ll change back into my suit, and bin all this rubbish.’

‘Rubbish?’ Ellie, from IT said – this stuff cost a fortune, especially the heels. Look, you won’t be able to wear your suit’- she pointed to a toilet cubicle -‘it’s in there, and Jane has had a good pee over it – and then it’s going into the garbage.’

‘You can’t do this – I’ll report you.’

‘No use mate– it’s Ms Cramdom who put us up to it – we have her full support’ Lucy crowed triumphantly.

Before Ben knew it, in his befuddled, shocked, half drunk state, he was bundled out of the building and into a taxi, and the driver given his home address. Ben avoided making conversation with the curious cabby during the journey, and struggled to find the money for the fare in the woman’s handbag into which the contents of his pockets and wallet had been transferred, but managed to find a wad of notes and thrust it into the cabby’s grasp, before staggering up the drive to his house in the alien high heels. Finally managing to open the front door, he could hear that Jilly was watching a late film on TV. When she first saw her husband teetering into the lounge in high heels, mini skirted, heavily made up and with flowing blonde ringlets, she firstly wondered how a cheap slut had got into the house, then she was appalled, then strangely excited. This was the sort of thing she’d started reading about on the internet, since her husband’s initial humiliation -and imagining him as a sissy, to now be dominated by her. Her humiliated husband, dressed and made up like a slut, and actually making quite a sexy looking woman. Yes, she felt sorry for him, and saddened at his loss of status – but she also felt incredibly turned on by seeing him like this. She suddenly felt a surge of dominant feelings, that she had never known she had, but which she had been becoming more and more aware of since all this began.

She had actually done some research on the subject of sissification and cross dressing husbands, and although his humiliation wasn’t something that he’d wanted, he seemed to be acquiescing in it – as if he might secretly be embracing it. And now, things seemed to have gone to a new level with this latest episode.

She took a coolly feminine interest in the clothes Ben’s female work colleagues had dressed him in: they were quite expensive and probably purchased in the area around Ben’s central London office, which meant that you’d be paying two to three times as much to buy them as elsewhere. It seemed a pity than such glamorous clothes as the red satin blouse, and black, wet look, mini skirt and dark stockings were wasted on him. Not to mention the high heels, which obviously must have come from a specialist shop, or probably off of the internet, to fit his size ten feet.

‘My, you do look a sexy sissyboy’ she said. 

‘Oh thanks,’ he mumbled sarcastically – ‘now will you help me to get out of this ridiculous outfit. I just want a bath and then get to bed.’

‘Wait a minute – I don’t think to should be allowed to go to bed yet, not before you’ve pleasured me.’

‘What do you mean? – look I’m not in the mood for that now.’

‘Well – I am’ she said emphatically ‘and things are going to change around here – what I say goes.’

It aroused strange feelings in her – the routine humiliation of her husband. It diminished him in her eyes, and she felt sorry for him, yet she became excited herself with her own new found power over him – her recognition of the power of her own sexuality. Thinking of ways to compound his humiliation, which he seemed to perversely enjoy, despite his protests, preoccupied her, and gave her sex life a renewed zest and excitement. Her research on the internet, about women who did this sort of thing to their husbands – men who actually secretly wanted to be treated in such a way. These women would also take lovers, and have sex with them with their husbands’ full consent, and even in front of them. They were known as ‘hotwives’. Jilly fancied being a hotwife – the more she thought of it, the more she liked the idea. Usually these women seemed to have affairs with virile, young black men, because they found them attractive, obviously, but also because this caused their feminised husbands maximum humiliation to see their wives having sex with a virile, well hung black guy. 

‘Get down on your knees and lick me out you useless wanker’ Jilly ordered Ben.

‘What?’

You fucking heard.’

Ben was appalled and shocked. He had never heard his wife swear before.

But …he found himself kneeling down, and presenting his mouth to Jilly’s suddenly bared fanny.

‘Come on then. Give it a good lick clean.’ He stuck out his tongue, poked it into his wife’s surprisingly wet vagina, and began to lick away.

‘I haven’t had a wash today,’ she informed him, pressing herself at Ben’s mouth, allowing his tongue to penetrate her slippery, smelly cunt. She orgasmed quickly, explodes into her husband’s lipsticked mouth, her juices trickling down his chin, staining the delicate satin of his blouse. It was only after that that Ben was allowed to go to bed, falling into an exhausted sleep, where he had disturbing dreams of himself dressed as a compliant, sissy slut in prison, being gangbanged by the other prisoners, who sold tickets, and queued up to fuck him.

The next morning Ben had a hangover, as well as feeling completely mortified at his further humiliation. What had happened to the mobile phone films that had been taken of him last night at the party? Why did his wife seem to be turned on by the sight of him in female clothing?

Soon after arriving at work, wearing chinos and a casual jacket, having no idea what had happened to his suit, but not returning the women’s clothing on Jilly’s insistence, Ben was presented with further humiliation. He was called into the office again, and felt fear in the pit of his stomach, rather than his old arrogance. He was wearing his plug and restrainer as instructed.

‘Hasker, you haven’t met Al Jackson, the new American Regional Manager have you?’

‘No…’

‘Well you’re about to make his acquaintance.’

To Ben’s astonishment the man unzipped his fly, and let his pendulous cook pop out-

‘Suck that you sissy bitch’ he said loudly.

‘You heard him’ Ms Cramdom said.

‘I can’t’ Ben heard his voice as if it were someone else speaking – a voice weedy and non-assertive in its protestation, whereas once he would have told Ms Cramdom to piss off, and stormed out of the office.

‘Well,’ she said ‘you’ve got a choice Hasker – suck his cock, or vacate your deck immediately. If you can’t perform the tasks we ask of you then you’re of no further use to this company.’

And again Ben felt himself submissively complying, as if someone else was inhabiting  his body – a submissive little sissy, who only existed to serve and give others pleasure - and kneeling before someone to give them sexual favours, but this time not his wife, but a stranger – and a male stranger at that. He took the man’s cock in his mouth; it tasted salty and sweaty -

‘Come on you Limey faggot, Ms Cramdom has told me all about you, give me a good blow job, or your annual report might be downgraded even more.’

Ben sucked away – it seemed to come naturally to him. Well he knew what men liked in a blow job, since he had educated Jilly in the art, and she’d become an expert, despite her initial disgust. Jackson grew hard, until he suddenly withdrew and allowed his semen to spurt all over Ben’s face and hair. 

Jackson quickly wiped his cock with a tissue and zipped up his pants.

‘You can go now’ he said coldly, and turned to Ms Cramdom-

‘About the new franchise in, where is it- Edinburgh...?’

‘Yes, Edinburgh’ she replied.

Ben got to his feet, wiped his face, hair and shirt front as best he could with a tissue, and walked, head bowed from the office, and back to his desk without making eye contact with anyone. 

Ms Cramdom had started getting in contact with Jilly. She herself was also a hotwife with a sissy husband, she explained, and this was the only way for a modern woman to be, in her opinion –

‘We’re the stronger sex,’ she said ‘and we have to keep men in their place, otherwise they just fuck everything up.’

Jilly began to admire Ms Cramdom, or Gail as she asked Jilly to call her. She discussed Ben’s situation at the corporation with her, and explained that his treatment was in his own best interests –

‘We knew straightway that he would never amount to anything in the role he inhabited, and thus we are preparing him for a far more relevant position in the company – one from which he will be more suited, and thus happier in his work’

‘I see’ Jilly said – ‘well I was surprised at how easily he seemed to accept his new status, and put up with things I never thought he would put up with’.

‘That’s because he isn’t really as macho as he appears’ Gail Cramdom said wisely. ‘Anyway, we have a proposal for the last stage of his rehabilitation, and it is something in which you can be involved – we think you’ll find it rewarding.’

And thus Jilly agreed upon a scenario that Ben and her would take part in, something that seemed exciting and dangerous, and was to be organised by her personally liaising with Ms Cramdom.

A number of leaflets were printed and left in swingers clubs and round well known dogging sites-

‘Sissy faggot slut- tied up and blindfolded for people to do they like to. Also his sexy hotwifwe, who likes having sex with strangers in front of him. Old Wood dogging site, Rochester, Friday, 17th October, 7pm’.

The day of the planned event arrived and Ben got himself ready as instructed by Jilly. It had been several months now since Ben had first arrived home dressed a sissy slut, and now Jilly regularly made him dress in such a way, which he seemed to now enjoy, and look forward to. She had also been taking lovers, many of them young black American internees from Ben’s office, recommended by Gail Cramdom. Ben would be present when Jilly brought these men home, dressed in full sissy costume – watching his wife pleasured, though not being allowed to do so himself, and sometimes having to lick the men’s cocks clean after they had made love to his wife.

Jilly trusted Ben to get himself ready these days. He was even allowed to do his own make- up, and he’d had plenty of practise. But, it would be inspected by Jilly, and if there was the slightest problem, he‘d be made to do it again. So Ben carefully applied the layers of eyeliner, lipstick, eye shadow and blusher. Putting make up on was something that always turned him on, and he had become very adept at it, after his early botched efforts. As he pulled his stockings over his freshly shaved legs, he felt his cock harden against his chastity device, and wished he could do something about it – but knew that this was entirely dependent upon the whims of his wife – and today she’d promised him that the device would be temporarily removed.

So, stomach churning, Ben sat next to Jilly, as they drove into the country on a pleasant autumn day, with the leaves golden on the trees. It was before the pre arranged time, and there was no one around. Gill had everything worked out with Ms Cramdom, or Gail as she referred to her now. The area, a well known dogging spot, had been scouted, and it had been decided to handcuff Ben to a wooden bench, hidden by trees on all sides.

Ben knelt beside the bench with one wrist cuffed to it. This gave him some freedom of movement, which his wife explained was to give people   chances to do different things to him, than for his comfort. It was, indeed, hard to stay comfortable – he could kneel or sit on the damp ground, sit on the armrest of the bench or stand. Ben was blindfolded, and a sign hung around his neck – ‘I am a sissy faggot slut – do what you want to me.’ 

Jilly had set up hidden camera behind a bush, and disappeared. Ben was alone and suddenly felt immensely vulnerable. , but also very excited – anyone really could come along, and do what they wanted to him– and he wouldn’t be able to do anything about it. The time passed slowly, and it grew darker, and no one came, until, suddenly, he heard footsteps, glimpsed the beam of a torch through his blindfold. A man’s voice – 

‘What have we have got here, look at the state of it.’

A woman’s voice ‘what a mess – what shall we do to it.’

‘Has it got a cock? Check if it’s got a cock’

Ben felt a hand go up his skirt and roughly grab his balls and cock, a female hand-

‘Yes, it has - a cock and a pair of balls.’

‘Ha, ha -I wonder if it will suck me off. Oi, get down your hands and knees and suck me off’ the man demanded.

Ben knelt down, and felt the man’s cock press against his lips. He opened his mouth and began to suck it. It throbbed inside his mouth, when, suddenly, the man withdrew his cock and came over Ben’s face – semen dripped down onto his chest, staining the sign around his neck, as the massive bulge of his erection was plain for all to see through the thin, feminine fabrics that encased it.

‘Now lick my missus off’ the man demanded, and Ben felt the woman’s soft, moist fanny pressed to his lips, and his cock grew even harder as he enthusiastically lapped away at her moist cunt.

Ben could hear the voices of more people on the scene. He felt something wet spurt against his face, as a jet of pee hit it, and gushed over him like a fountain. The warm liquid ran down his face, and into his mouth. What could new more humiliating than to have a strange man piss on you? 

Well, the next thing that happened was even more humiliating for Ben – forced onto all fours, his bum cheeks were pulled apart, revealing his anus, now devoid of the plug for the evening, and a man’s huge cock pressed into him. He had never felt such discomfort, but as the cock eased up him, his anus accommodated it, and Ben was ashamed to find himself becoming erect. A woman’s silky fingers grasped his cock and began rhythmically masturbating him, while he was fucked from behind. He came with a loud cry, into a container the woman held in place, and which, after he had finished shooting his substantial load into it, she held to his mouth-

‘Come on, you fucking fairy,’ she said in an American accent ‘drink your own spunk up. That guy who just fucked you was sent as a present from Ms Cramdom – he’s one of the biggest young black studs we have working for us, and he’s regularly been fucking your wife.’

Ben could see the flashes of cameras through his blindfold, as more people did more things to him, as well as verbally abusing him. Soon he was a reeking mess, covered in semen, piss and mud, with  ‘slut’ written on his forehead in pink lipstick, the colour running into his own thick makeup.

Then, Suddenly Ben’s blindfold was pulled off, and he blinked as the lights of car headlamps dazzled him. A small crowd now stood around him- jeering, laughing, and sneering. Then he saw why his blindfold had been pulled off – Jilly walked towards him, as much as she could walk in the heels she was wearing – teetered would have been a better word. She was wearing flimsy black crotchless knickers, suspenders and stockings, and a peephole black bra, revealing her huge, swollen nipples. As she approached some men got their cocks out and began to masturbate. Next thing, Jilly was up against tree, and men, many of them black, were fondling her, until one, apparently the man who had fucked Ben, slipped his cock inside her, to the sound of her moans. Ben’s own cock, now free, after weeks of restraint, hardened and became erect again. 

A man who had been fondling Jilly came up to Ben and thrust his soaking fingers into Ben’s mouth –

‘Taste your wife’s come’ he said, laughing, and Ben tasted his own wife’s distinctive, womanly essence on another man’s fingers. Ben began to stroke his cock with his free hand – the pleasure made him dizzy after so long. As the young black man’s fucking of Jilly against the tree grew faster and faster, so Ben’s groans became louder, until he came with an all mighty explosion of pent up frustration, his semen bursting forth in an arc, much to the amusement of the small crowd; while, almost simultaneously, Jilly’s moans of delight pierced the night air, as she too had a massive orgasm.

The whole experience was both mortifying and very fulfilling for Ben, and also gave him a new insight into himself. He realised how much part of him, a previously secret part, liked inhabiting a submissive, sissy cuckold role both personally and professionally. He continued at work in a role of greatly reduced status, and pay – though that was more than compensated by Jilly’s employment by the company, becoming Ms Cramdom’s, with whom she was now having an affair, right hand woman,. Ben was little more than a office junior now, permanently on call to Ms Cramdom, and Jilly, to make coffee, do photocopying, and run out to the local café to get sandwiches. He would also help prepare the conference room, making sure that the water bottles were filled, and that there were fresh flowers. And, importantly, he also had to be on hand to provide ‘special’ services to corporate guests, and visiting bigwigs, and he was in particular demand at conferences. The films of him at the leaving party being dressed in women’s clothes, and at the dogging site, were all over the internet, and were used by the company to advertise his charms. Jilly was also popular at such functions, and was used to help young black American internees to fit into the company, and feel at home in England. They would wine and dine her, and then she would take them home, where Ben would enact maid duties, and also lick their cocks and Jilly’s fanny clean, after she’d been fucked by them.

Ben no longer wore conventional business suits to work, but female looking trouser suits in various pastel shades. His now long hair was in a ponytail or pinned up beneath a cap; and he wore subtle make up, saving the full slut look which Jilly so liked him in, for outside work. He would get home early and make Jilly’s dinner, and do the household chores before she got in. 

So, all in all, the American takeover of Ben’s company had worked out very well for both Ben and Jilly. And, when Jilly had a lovely black baby by one of the American internees, she named her Gail after Gail Cramdom, whom she also asked to be the child’s Godmother. ‘I owe everything to her’ she would tell people ‘and so does Ben or Brenda as he is now known, though he doesn’t always seem to appreciate what’s happened to him.’ She would nod towards the fully sissified Ben, clad in a lilac trouser suit, as he scuttled around trying to service all the guests’ needs, which included their ‘special’ needs, at some corporate bash. Ms Cramdom had recommended a series of injections, and Ben/Brenda’s shape was becoming increasingly womanly, along with his incipient breasts, and his higher pitched voice. 

Ben’s initial encounter with the formidable Ms Gail Cramdom had momentous consequences for him, and for Jilly too. But I’ll leave it up to you, to decide whether or not you think Gail Cramdom’s intervention in Ben’s life was beneficial for him or not - but he certainly seemed to accept, and even embrace, his fate, as if he was fulfilling his destiny.
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