

Like Daughter Like Mother:

Mature MILF Louise’s nineteen year old daughter, Becky, inducts her into the dark arts of female domination, and transforms her life

I put on the six inch high heels and stood up, and immediately felt powerful – obviously physically taller, but the feeling of my own sexuality made me feel strong. I looked at myself in the mirror, appreciated my figure in the tight black basque, clinging to my womanly curves, my opulent breasts like two half moons, their succulent nipples just hidden tantalisingly from view. I looked at my face in the mirror- the lips painted scarlet, the eyes outlined in black, and the raven black hair cascading to my shoulders. 

I walked into the room, where a middle aged Banker cowered, feeling incredibly turned on and strong. I grabbed the huge black strap on phallus that hung from a harness strapped around my crotch, and held it in my in my fist-

‘You’ve been a very bad boy – you’ve disobeyed me, and now you’re going to receive the punishment you deserve.’

‘No Mistress’ he bleated in what seemed genuine fear ‘not that Mistress please.’

‘You can beg all you like – trying to appeal to my better nature, but I don’t have a better nature any longer. You have to understand that the worm has turned: the old, “nice” Ms Louise, who came into your Bank begging you for a loan – which was denied, is dead, and in her place is Mistress Louise- and Mistress Louise don’t brook no disobedience at all. In fact, she has a zero tolerance attitude to disobedience.’

I looked at the man – he looked so pathetic, and to think I had once been in awe of such men. Now I saw him for who he was – a wimp and a worm, and his fear of me made me feel tremendously empowered. 

‘Bend over that trestle I ordered, and pull your knickers down. I cracked the dildo on a nearby table edge – this is going up you, and I don’t want any of your whining.

And the so manly, dominant alpha male, head of a major Bank, who had paid me an enormous amount of money to treat him in such a way, immediately complied; and I fastened the chains at his hand and feet, fastening him to the trestle, so that he was spread-eagled vulnerably before me – his arsehole open and awaiting my penetration with my massive black cock………..

It all started nine months ago. We had always had problems with our daughter Becky. Since early teenage years she had run wild– out drinking and smoking, and wearing sexy clothes and make up. And………. well I didn’t know, and didn’t like to think, exactly what she got up to. Drugs, sex –well, I was sure that Becky was involved in such things, besides her drinking, but what could I do? Very little, for try as I might, Becky seemed completely headstrong, and took not the slightest bit of notice of me.

We lived together in the same well appointed semi. Becky’s father had left when she was eight, and I had done my best to bring her up alone. But I realised that I was also jealous of my daughter – of the fun she seemed to be having, the sex…since I hadn’t had a relationship for years, and had sacrificed my own life for Becky’s well being.

One day Becky, now nineteen, was speaking to someone on her phone, and the door of her room was slightly ajar. I could hear Becky talking and laughing, but also smell the acrid tang of cigarette smoke, and determined to give Becky a good telling off. I tiptoed up the stairs, and through gap in the door I could see my daughter reclining in a chair, smoking a cigarette, smoke drifting from her scarlet lips, and looking so sophisticated and sexy in the black latex corset, stockings and very high heels she was wearing. I stopped, confused now in my mission to admonish Becky for the error of her ways, and my impulse to warn her of what she might be getting herself into. For this seemed no naïve young thing, ripe for exploitation, but a self aware, knowing young woman –

‘Yes,’ she drawled into the pink mobile phone she held to her mouth-

‘I just told him to fuck off– if he wanted to agree to let him take me out, he’d have to come up with a much better present than that. And do you know what? He only went out and bought me a really expensive gold necklace – it must have cost a fortune.’

‘And then you went out with him?’ I heard Becky’s friend’s voice from the phone.

‘Did I fuck’ Becky said ‘do you think I’m being seen dead with a loser like that? But I’m keeping him on a string – so that he keeps buying me more expensive things –I’ve given him a list, but I think he knows he’ll never have me – the fucking muppet.’ She laughed cruelly, and something clicked in my mind – who was I to tell my daughter how to live her life? when she seemed far more sorted, and getting far more from her life, than me – in my sad middle age, still  feeding the egos of men I knew weren’t worthy of  my time, and letting them treat me like a doormat. From then on I resolved to be different-to be more like my own daughter.

And so instead of admonishing my daughter for smoking and dressing like a slut, like a good mother would, I purchased some cigarettes of my own, along with a sexy black basque, stockings and suspenders, and some bright red lipstick, mascara and eyes shadow – and dressed and made myself up like a slut, then looked at my reflection in the mirror as I put a cigarette between my red lips, it and let it dangle seductively from the corner of my mouth, before blowing out a stream of smoke.

Yes, it made me cough at first, but I immediately felt powerfully sexy as I looked at my reflection, in a way I had never done before: as an obedient girl who’d become an obedient, submissive adult. Now I felt dangerous, full of my own desires and longings. Someone who was going to do exactly what she wanted to do – and she would do this partly by the power of her own female sexuality.

Becky’s boyfriend was Jack, a slim, diffident young man, who seemed a bit wet. In fact, I’d always wondered what Becky saw in him, until she told me one day that she was keen on me meeting him. I was very surprised, to say the least, since up until then Becky had shown little indication of wanting me involved with her life in any way – apart from supplying the meals, and as a handy bank to help her out.

‘I’d be glad to meet him’ I said. ‘I’ve wondered what he’s  like – he’s never struck me as your kind of bloke – far too placid and, well, timid, but  I’m sure he’s different when you get to know him.’

‘That’s just it – it’s his timidity that attracts me to him, the fact that I can boss him around, and dominate him – it turns me on.’

‘Oh’.

‘And that’s why I’d like him to meet you – he’s said that he’s likes to be dominated by an older woman, and I was wondering how you would feel about playing that role. We could both dominate him together.’

And I had to admit that the thought did make me highly excited, and I then wondered where that feeling had come from, since I’d never been aware of feeling excited by the idea of dominating a man before. She told me that she’d discovered that he had been wearing her clothes while she was out, and she now planned to get revenge on him.

In preparation for our meeting, we went on a shopping expedition, with Becky instructing me what to buy. This was basically slutty clothes for me, and for Jack – black stockings, suspenders, black latex mini skirt, satin tops – in different sizes and colours for him and for me. Plus, we also bought a corset for Jack to wear, and some frilly pink knickers, and a bra with rubber inserts. We also purchased loads of make up – bright red lipstick, garish shades of eye shadow, lip liner, eyeliner and mascara. Everything a slut could need in fact.  Finally we purchased online a blonde wig, and a pair of high heels in size ten from a specialist website. 

I found the whole experience highly bizarre, but I was also filled with excited anticipation. Just thinking of myself in a dominant role, particularly towards men, made me feel powerful, and also, surprisingly, seemed   more natural to me, than the role I’d always inhabited of a shyly submissive, feminine girly. I knew in my heart that this wasn’t really me – to just put up with the ways of men lording it, when I secretly knew hew how pathetic most of them were. 

And so the evening of our meeting with Jack arrived, and I was very nervous, as I dressed in my new ‘dominatrix’ outfit, with the help of Becky. She’d given me some lessons in being more assertive with shop assistants, and a male barman in a pub. 

‘You just let people walk all over you’ she’d said ‘you need to take control of the situation, let them know who is boss. Here’s a test for you, to build up your confidence’ she said as we sat in a pub, after our shopping expedition. I’d bought a round of drinks, and thought that I’d been short changed. I told Becky, but didn’t intend doing anything about it, which was my usual response; but Becky told me that I had to go up to the young barman, and assert my rights.

‘But it might have been a genuine mistake’ I said ‘and the barman probably doesn’t earn much anyway.’

‘Look’ Becky said ‘you have to forget all the empathising with losers – that barman has ripped you off – he’s taking the piss. I want you to go up there and make sure he’s aware that you won’t put up with being ripped off, and want your money reimbursed.’

‘But he’ll just say that I should have said at the time.’

‘Well you didn’t realise until you sat down and counted your money did you? Go up there and demand you’re the money back that he’s stolen from you. Come on – how can you be a dominatrix if you won’t even stick up for yourself in something like this?’

‘OK’ I nervously got to my feet; hoping the ground would open up and swallow me, and walked up to the bar. I spoke slowly in a deeper than usual voice, as Becky had instructed me, when I caught the barman’s eye.

‘How can I help you?’ he smiled.

I took a deep breath –

‘You can help me by giving me back the money you stole from me, by not giving me the correct change’ I said, surprising myself with the sternness of my voice.

‘You’re completely mistaken’ the barman said ‘I gave you the correct change –I’m sure of it.’

‘I held out a handful of coins –this is the change you gave me – a pound short. Give me the money and I won’t take this any further.’

‘Look – how do I know that that’s the actual change I gave you – you could be trying to rip the pub off, and falsely accusing me.’

‘Give me the money you stole you fucking loser’ I heard myself shouting, and, out of the corner of my eye, noticed heads turning- ‘or else.’

With that the barman went to the till, opened it, and returned with a pound coin –

‘There you go’ he muttered ‘now let it go’ he said.

I turned triumphantly on my high heels, and went and sat down, smiling –

‘I can’t believe it worked’ I said.

‘Well done – see, you have it in you to make grown men quake in their boots.’

As I said, Jack had been caught by Becky dressing in her underwear. She had been suspicious for some time, and had laid a trap for him, by pretending to go out for the day, but then returning unexpectedly early and she had caught him in flagrante, posing before the mirror, in a set of her bra and pants, her stockings clipped to one of her suspender belts.

‘I just did it out of curiosity, it’s the first time I’ve done it –I’m not gay, you know.’ 

‘You may be or may not be a faggot, but you sure act like one, rather than a real man. I’ve always had my suspicions about you.’

Anyway, Becky had decided that I would help her teach Jack a lesson, trying out my new dominatrix role, and I felt very excited by this, though nervous and concerned about the ethics of the situation. But I realised that it was the old me who had qualms about punishing, rather than empathising with Jack.

‘You have to be tough in this world’ Becky said, otherwise you will always be a loser. Besides Jack’s a masochist – it’s his secret fanatsy to be dominated by a sexy, mature woman like you – however much he denies it – but that’s all part of it. Believe me- he gets turned on by being dominated by women, especially a mother figure like you.’

I wasn’t sure how flattered I was by the references to my age, but I certainly felly sexy in my new dominatrix gear.

I was wearing ridiculously high, six inch heeled boots in shiny black patent leather, black seamed stockings, a black basque which pushed out my white fleshy breasts at the top, and exposed a mass of my white chest. I’d been to the hairdresser, and my hair was newly dyed jet black, while I’d slathered my face in thick make up. On Becky’s instructions I was smoking a cigarette in a long holder – it made me feel a little silly, but she had assured me as to how sexy I looked.

‘You look terrific mum – just like a sexy domina. Jack will go weak at the knees when he sees you – you’re his fantasy come true.’

I walked into the room where the hapless Jack was pleading with Becky -

‘I’m not gay’ he was saying ‘or a transvestite – I don’t know what came over me – I just had this overwhelming urge to wear your underwear. But I swear I’ll never do it again.’

Just then I came in, my heels loudly licking on the varnished wood of the floor. I spoke, deliberately and carefully in the deep, dominant voice Becky had had me practising –

‘You’re a complete fucking loser, and a sissy faggot, and you have to be punished. You’d better do as we tell you or else the whole world will know about your pervy doings – your mother, your friends, your boss. First of all we have to get you shaved, and then into those clothes’. 

I referred to the pile of new female clothes which lay on the chair. 

‘Now get stripped off’ I commanded loudly. And, to my surprise Jack actually began to strip, as if he was scared of me and what I might do to him. This made me feel even more empowered. 

When he was naked, Becky and me grabbed razors, and soap, and began shaving off every bit of his body hair, though he continued to protest –

‘Please’ he said ‘don’t make do this. I’ll never dress in Becky’s clothes again – it was a one off.’

‘I know that you’ve been through my underwear drawer several times at least. I’ve been having my suspicions about you for ages, and I set a series of traps for you with everything in my drawer folded in certain order, with discrete pieces of cotton on top. You’re a secret sissy Jack – so we think it would be good for you if you went public – if only to us. We won’t tell anyone –as long as you do what you’re told.’

Soon Jack was all dressed up in the women’s clothes, face plastered in make up, and wig of blonde ringlets falling around his face.

‘You look gorgeous, I have to admit’ I said ‘it really suits you being a woman.’

He grunted.

‘And now we have the piece de resistance’ Becky said, Picking up the high heels we had bought from a specialist shop

‘Slip these on darling.’

Jack reluctantly put the shoes on – though we’d noticed that his reluctance hadn’t prevented him from having an enormous hard on as the silky fabrics were slipped over his body.

‘Let’s see you walk in then –you have to practise – this is something all real women have to go through at some stage of their lives’ Becky said.

Jack got up and teetered across the floor, nearly falling.

‘You have to get the centre of balance right’ Becky instructed. ‘You have a good practise while we go and have a glass of wine,’ she giggled, and the two of us adjourned to the drawing room, where we could hear the hapless Jack as he practised walking in the heels, often muttering very unladylike oaths, as he stumbled and tripped around the room.

While Jack continued begrudgingly with his essential sissy training Becky helped me into what I’d thought was a strange looking contraption when she’d first shown it to me. It consisted of a long, thick black rubber object, with what appeared to be some kind of harness attached to it.

‘What’s that?’ I asked.

‘What do you think it is, pick it up and have a look at it’ Becky said mysteriously.

So I picked it up, God – it seemed enormous, and quite heavy. I looked closely at the black object – 

‘It’s pretty phallic’ I observed.

Becky broke into laughter –

‘Of course it’s bloody phallic – it’s a dildo – a strap on dildo for you to wear to stick straight up Jack’s arse.’

‘No – I can’t do that’ I demurred.

‘Of course you can – you’ll love it. Imagine the power it will give you, to have your own cock that you can use to dominate some hapless male, in the way that men have used their cocks to subjugate you in the past.’

‘And to give me pleasure’ I said.

‘Well, you’ll be giving Jack pleasure – a lot of pleasure, believe me, but you’ll also be humiliating him at the same time – deflowering him in the ultimate way. Well, maybe not the ultimate – but you’ll be preparing him for that – which is what he craves – to truly become a woman.’

And I must admit I did feel excited as Becky helped me strap the device around my crotch. When it was on I felt really powerful – like a bloke in a way, except I was actually a powerful woman.

I grasped the big, black strap on that dangled between my legs, with my black, elbow length, latex gloved hand –

‘Bend over that chair.’

‘Jack hesitated, looked at me fearfully, but I could see his erection growing between his legs. 

‘Come on – fucking hurry up and do it’ I shouted, and inwardly amazed myself with my confident sounding aggression. It was as if I was someone else, and even more amazingly, Jack complied, his whole body trembling.

I stepped forward and something made me stick the sharp point of my boot into Jack’s anus, making him squeal, before I thrust the tip of the dildo into his tight little hole. He gasped with pain, but I ignored it and pressed the big black cock, my cock, deeper into him, spitting on it to make it go in easier, and it suddenly slid in, and I let myself fall forward as my dick went right up into him, right up to the hilt. I began to fuck him, as if it were something I was well used to doing, instead of never having done it before, and he gasped again – but not in pain this time, but a distinctly orgasmic moan of pleasure.

‘Liking it are you?’ I said ‘like a real sissy boy faggot.’

‘Yes Mistress ‘he cried ‘yes, fuck me harder.’

‘Fuck me harder, what?’ I said. 

‘Fuck me harder please Mistress’ he said pleadingly, and I duly obliged, putting all my effort into ramming the dildo into him as hard as I could.

‘Go easy mum’ Becky whispered with some alarm. 

‘Will I fuck’ I said ‘I’m going to give him the buggering of a lifetime, if he wants to dress like a slut; he deserves to be screwed like one. In fact, we should get a real man to fuck him.’

‘Good idea’ Becky laughed ‘just what he needs.’

His body began to shudder –

‘Don’t stop’ he said ‘don’t stop, make me come.’

‘You don’t deserve to fucking come’ I said, suddenly withdrawing the thick rubber phallus from his back passage.

‘No – please’ Jack shouted, as he realised his anticipated orgasm had been thwarted.

‘You come when I say you can come’ I said brutally.

Just then Becky stepped forward, with another thing that I had previously never seen before – a metal cage, which she quickly clipped over Jack’s cock and snapped shut.

‘There you go – now you can only come when we give you permission.  Mistress Louise and I will have keys hung around our necks, and we will say when you can wank yourself off, or engage in any sexual activity involving your own pleasure. That will not be very often, but there will be many occasions when you will be involved in pleasuring us. Now lie on your back’ she commanded.

Crestfallen, Jack complied, and I squatted over him, as he lay on his back with his mouth gaping open, as instructed. I took a breath, allowed my body to relax, and then my bladder – and released a stream of hot yellow piss directly into his mouth.

‘Come on - drink it up you fucking waste of space, it’s all you’re good for’ I heard myself shout, as he coughed and automatically closed his mouth, so that my pee ran over his face and onto the floor.

‘Drink it’ I shouted ‘don’t close your mouth – what sort of a human toilet are you?’

Soon I’d finished my piss, a great deal of it having gone down Jack’s throat, as well as much onto the floor, and I stood up, looking down upon the hapless sissy. 

‘I’m afraid you failed in the task of being Mistress’s toilet, I’ve no choice but to give you further punishment.’

I relished being so in control, and couldn’t believe how well I inhabited a dominant role, as if I’d been playing it all my life, instead of spending most of it previously as a timid mouse.

‘We used to say a little rhyme at school “eyes, nose mouth and chin, down the road to Uncle Jim, he sells lemonade, round the corner chocolate made” –you know what that means, don’t you?’

‘I think so mistress.’

‘What does it mean then? I demanded.

‘You’re going to have a crap?’ Jack asked, his voice filled with foreboding.

‘Exactly right.’

I couldn’t believe I was about to do such a disgusting thing, but the fact was that I actually felt incredibly turned on by squatting again over the hapless sissy boy, close to his  face this time, right over it in fact, and relaxing my sphincter and  releasing my body’s stinking waste products  over his upturned face and open mouth.

‘Yes’ I almost exclaimed triumphantly, but I knew I had to remain calm and in control 

‘This is all that you are good for’ I said ‘as a receptacle for other people’s waste products. That’s right isn’t it?’

There was silence from beneath my bum-

‘That’s right isn’t it?’ I shouted.

‘Yes, Mistress it is’ he mumbled through the slime.

‘Now lick my arsehole clean’ I demanded, and sank onto Jack’s face, and he inserted his tongue up my anus and began licking away.

‘Make sure you do a thorough job’ I demanded ‘or else.’

Jack became our feminised sissy maid, serving us in every way, and looking after the housework while we were at work or out on the town in the evening. It meant the complete abandonment of his old life – job, social life, and he moved in with us – he had to, of course – away from his mother’s house. In fact, his mother came to visit us………….. She arrived at our front door one day, very angry –

‘Where’s my son- I’m taking him away from the clutches of you witches, and back home where he belongs.’

‘But Jack is over eighteen, he can live where he wants to’ I said. ‘Becky is his girlfriend, and he wants to live with her.’

‘Some girlfriend – turning him into a pansy – and enticing him into having a relationship with her mother. There’s something unhealthy going on here – Jack given up his job in the Civil Service, and going out with his mates – he just stays here with you – doing what….?’

Just then Jack came in dressed in his sissy maid’s costume.

‘What the heck’ his mother exploded.

‘It’s OK mum – I want to be here with Mistress Rebecca and Mistress Louise- to serve them. This is my true destiny.’

‘You’re coming back with me – you’ve been brainwashed.’

She went to grab Jack or Jackki as he was now known by us, but I said

‘If you touch him we’ll call the police.’

‘I’m happy here, mum’ Jack said.

‘Look’ I said ‘sit down, and have a drink- we can discuss this like adults.’

She sat down, exhausted after her outburst, but also seemingly calmed by my conciliatory tones.

‘We understand what you’re going through, but Jack’s made his choice - he’s chosen what makes him happy. Get us some drinks Jackki dear’ I said to her son, and he teetered off in his heels.

His mother looked, appalled,

‘What would you like to drink?’ I said.

‘G and T’ she said ‘I need certainly need it.’

Her son, who she might now think of as her daughter, perhaps, came in, balancing a tray of drinks. I poured a very generous measure of gin into the glass, and small amount of tonic, and handed it to her.

‘Cheers’ I said, clinking my glass with hers and Becky’s and lighting the cigarette Becky passed me.

‘Yes, as a mother myself, I know how hard it is to bring up children – how you worry about them, but sometimes you have to give them freedom, let them discover things for themselves.’ I said, blowing out a plume of smoke.

Mrs. Jackson took a long swig of her drink, and I saw that she’d soon finished it, such was her agitation.

‘Another’ I said ,  refilling her glass, making sure there was even more gin in it than before….and then I picked up a  pill bottle  from the table –

‘I usually take a couple of these when I become stressed’ I tipped two of the Valium from the bottle.

‘No – it’s all right – and by the way – would you mind not smoking’ she said.

‘Go on’ I said, ‘take them -they definitely help, and yes, I would mind not smoking’ I said, blowing a stream of smoke directly into Mrs. J.’s face.

‘Won’t they react adversely with alcohol?’ She said, coughing dramatically.

‘No’ I lied, and she took the proffered  pills and swallowed them, washing them down with her gin, in which I’d only added the merest taste of tonic.

‘Yes, it is a worry’ she said, and I sensed how much she needed to unburden herself. As she spoke, pouring everything out, we listened sympathetically, while I kept her glass topped up with neat gin, as she told me how hard it had been bringing up Jack alone  after his father had left, and how she’d always worried that he might be gay, and how relieved  she’d been when he began going out with Becky.

Soon, as the tranquiliser acted with the alcohol, she was slurring her words, and becoming emotional and teary. I put an arm a round her, and surreptitiously let it edge inside her blouse, and on her tits through her bra. She did nothing to stop me, so I went a bit farther. Soon  I was fondling her heavy tits, and she was  doing nothing to stop me, instead she was breathing heavily, and reached out to me, and begin caressing my  breasts. I kissed her on the lips, and she responded passionately, her tongue going deep inside my mouth. My hand eased up her skirt, finding the elastic of her knickers and tugging them down. 

I gestured to Becky, and she  came over and knelt between Mrs. Jackson’s legs, and reached up to pull her panties down around her ankles, before  pushing up her skirt and  sinking her head between her thighs. Mrs Jackson moaned as Becky began licking her fanny, while I sucked at her now rock hard nipples. 

‘Fuck me, fuck me’ she moaned.

‘We can actually oblige you in that regard’ I said ‘Jackki, get the strap on from the bedroom.’

‘The one you use on me’ he said.

‘Yes, that one.’

He click- clacked away before returning with the big, black dildo with its webbed strapping and placed it on the sofa.

We eased Mrs. J. onto the floor, so that she was on her back, with knees raised and legs open. Becky continued to lick her fanny, while I strapped on the phallus, before easing it into her soaking, swollen, hairy cunt.

All the time her son, resplendent in his maid’s costume, filmed everything.

This prim and proper middle aged women, engaged in vigorous lesbian sex with me and my daughter, while her son, dressed as a sissy maid, watched, and filmed it all!

Then, we squatted over her  and peed all over her well permed hair, and immaculately made up face, then over her face, before smashing eggs into her hair, and tipping flour over it, She moaned as we did it –

‘Yes, treat me like a fucking piece of shit’ and I found it an incredible turn on to hear this  apparently staid woman use such language, and become so turned on by what we were doing  to her-

‘Humiliate me some more’ she cried,

And I turned to Jakki, her son ‘Come and have a piss on your mother’ I ordered, and, surprisingly to me,  he complied immediately and with seeming relish,  pulling down his  knickers so that I could unlock his cock from its restraint, and stood astride his  dishevelled, degraded  mother-

‘Open your mouth’ he said, before releasing a stream of yellow piss into her open mouth, much of which splashed over her face and hair.

Then we made her let us use her mouth as an ashtray and spittoon, and invited her sissy son to have a good gob in her mouth, which he did with surprising eagerness. Finally, we taped her mouth, and put a lit cigarette through a hole in the tape, and filmed her as she was forced to inhale the smoke, her filthy hair and face, tits and fanny exposed to all.

‘Don’t ever tell us not to smoke again’ I said, and she nodded, before coughing. The film was very popular on You Tube, and internet fetish sites.

There were some nettles in the garden, and, using rubber gloves, I’d collected some clumps. I used these to caress Mrs. J.’s breasts and nipples, and Jack’s cock. It was exquisite torture for them –a pain that lingered for hours afterwards to remind them of their subjection and humiliation. 

After that Mrs J. began to spend increasing amounts of time with us, and became completely subservient to our wishes. This gave me an even greater confidence and awareness of my power over others. We devised a role for her, which gave us particular satisfaction – she would be an under servant - who had to obey the instructions of the maid – i.e. her son. And said son delighted in humiliating his mother as much as possible.

We also created a sexy persona for her, making her dress in six inch heels, stockings, and a black latex maid’s outfit withal little apron, similar to that worn by her son.

We entered the fetish club, with our two pets on leads. On the end of one lead was Jack/Jakki, and on the end of the other Mrs. J., unrecognisable now from the priggishly bourgeois, middle class mother, concerned about her son being badly influenced- her face a mask of thick slut makeup, her body clad in a black latex basque, suspenders, stockings, and very high heels, instead of the sensible tweed skirt and cardigan of before.  She was truly an MILF, and thus very attractive and sexy for the clients of the club, male and female. As was Jakki.

We led them around introducing them to the members, though this wasn’t by way of a polite handshake or kiss, but for them to lick each person’s shoes, be it heavy thick soled brogue, or dainty strappy high heeled sandal, in turn. In reply, the member being introduced would spit on them, until they were soon covered in white spittle, which both humiliated and delighted them in their masochism. And thus their obvious desirability for people in the roles we had carefully cultivated for them, made us realise that we could make money from the pair, and that began a new life and source of income for them, as well as us -as whores, basically, which they loved.

Becky and I had taken great delight in completely transforming Jack into Jakki, and we took a similar pleasure in transforming his mother from a priggish, ultra conventional housewife, into a complete slut. It was such a buzz to be utterly in control of another person, especially after feeling controlled oneself for so long.  Mrs. Jackson and her son became like our personal dolls, like we had when we were kids – the kind that you dress up. So Mrs. J.’s hair was restyled into a glamorous Monroe style and dyed a vivid, garish blonde- so different from her previous greying perm. Her face painted in the same kind of over the top, thick, slut makeup, as her son’s face. And it made us highly aroused to dress her in the same tiny mini skirt, stockings and heels. And she, like her son, seemed eager to submit to us, despite token protestations. They both seemed to be addicted to their relationship with us, and their role – humiliating as it was. But, of course, we also provided these two previously repressed people, the opportunity for lots of masochistic sex, which gave them the utmost pleasure, and made them hooked on inhabiting the roles we had designed for them. And it was also a real dual turn for us –to send them into a part or club as two obvious whores: mother and cross dressed, sissy faggot son. Two identical sluts, out for hire, under our strict auspices, and always available for our own personal gratification, of course.

I delighted in transforming these two – in making the son into a sissy slut, from an outwardly conventional young man; and his mother into a sexy MILF, from a dowdy, bourgeois housewife. Just as my own daughter had transformed me and now I could never imagine going back to my previous identity. But the transformation of the pair was not complete – not complete at all. We wanted to take them  somewhere they would previously never have entertained- never have entertained in their wildest dreams, but it would fulfil their deepest fantasies, as well as  making them break taboos  that they would previously never have broken, and take them to the farthest reaches of masochistic  desire.

The goal Becky and I had for Jakki was for him/her to become a true woman, and to do this s/he needed to ultimately be fucked by a man, and undertake hormone therapy. While the goal for Mrs.J. was for her to inhabit a complete MILF slut persona, so that she would walk into any room, and every man, and many women too, would desire her, and know that she wanted to be fucked.

But our first mission was to her son, our little sissy maid. He had become increasingly feminised during his time with us, so much so that it was very difficult not to refer to him as her. Now, we decided to begin bringing men home – ones we would pick up in bars and clubs, and he would be a part of our seduction of them. He would help prepare them for us, but also be available to service them sexually on our demand. When we first told him about these plans he wasn’t altogether happy –

‘Well, I don’t mind playing a submissive role, in fact it turns me, serving them drinks and watching them fuck you two, even though I obviously have very mixed feelings about seeing Becky with another man’s cock inside her, especially when I’m not allowed to make love to her myself, but I certainly don’t want any sexual contact with other men. I’m straight, I’m just a transvestite, that’s all, turned on by dressing as a woman – but I’m still basically a straight man, and it’s only because of my relationship with you two that I’m in this situation. 

‘Look’ I said ‘you worthless sissy wanker, you fucking mummy’s boy, if we tell you to let men fuck you, then you’ll let men fuck you, and if we tell you to lick their come up, then you’ll lick their come up – you know you want to, don’t you darling?’

‘Yes’ he mumbled.’

‘What did you say?’ I demanded.

‘Yes’ he said, louder.

Becky and me sat in the bar sipping our drinks. We were both wearing mini skirts that slid up our thighs as we perched on the high barstools, revealing our stocking tops. But we weren’t bothering to try and pull them down, appreciating the glances many of the men in the bar, even ones with their partners. We had come to his bar because we knew that it as used by quite a few black guys, and there were indeed a fair number of black customers in tonight.

I was worried about how I appeared next to my daughter – would anyone realise that I was her mother. I had plastered the makeup on, and Becky had advised me to dress especially slutilly. With my newly dyed and coiffed hair, and  clothes, Becky assured me that I certainly didn’t look old enough to be her mother, and besides, many men  were attracted to older women – MILFs. And, of course, we could entice them with another MILF at home – Jakki’s mother, and also Jakki him/herself, for those who were gay or bisexual –a veritable cornucopia of femininity. 

Just then a couple of black guys came over –

‘Like a drink’ one said.

‘Yes-thanks’ Becky said ‘we’re drinking cocktails – mine’s a Sensual Swoon, and my friend will have a Bitch’s Lament.’      

The men sat down, and one introduced himself as Ricky, while his friend – Mel - ordered the, horrendously expensive, drinks.

‘We couldn’t help but notice you two lovely young ladies’ Ricky said. 

I felt glad that the light in the bar was dim, conscious of the lines on my face, filled in with thick foundation, like plaster in the cracks of the walls of an old house, but Mel was gazing at me as if he really fancied me. And he was handsome and young too – I felt a thrill of desire running through my body like an electrical current.

But now my desires were to dominate these two men, rather than be a submissive slave. They would be my slaves and I knew what I had in mind for them. To deflower our sissy boy boy, and also fuck his stuck up mummy. But how to manage this was the question. The men were obviously interested in us, and getting them to come back with us should be no problem.

Ricky seemed very interested in Becky, placing has hand on her knee. The air was charged with sexual energy and tension, as I felt my skirt slipping further up my thighs, revealing the whole of my stocking tops, with a hint of white flesh contrasted against it.

‘Your one hell of a sexy lady’ Mel murmured.

‘Thank you’ I said ‘you’re not so bad yourself.’

‘Maybe you’d like to come back to my place’ Mel said, brushing my knee with his fingers. For such a big man he had a surprisingly delicate touch.

‘Well, I thought we might to go back to our place- we have some special surprises there for you.’

Mel called to Ricky-

‘Hey, these ladies want us to go back with them – they say they have something special to show us.’

‘OK man, this young lady has been telling me exactly the same thing – so that seems like a good idea.’

And so we all ended up taking a taxi back to our house, where our two maids had been ordered to fully clear the house in preparation, and to be ready in case we brought guests home. I had been fantasising about getting Mel’s big, black cock inside me, as well as seeing it go up both our ‘maids’, and once in the house, I couldn’t wait. And nor could Becky, it seemed, who seemed to take special delight in unzipping Ricky’s trousers and grabbing his massive member in front of her former boyfriend, who was dressed in a maid’s costume of black latex mini dress with a white frilly apron, and little frilly cap atop his permed hair and heavily made up face –and who came teetering in on stilettos, with a tray of drinks. 

I delighted in Jakki’s obvious discomfort and humiliation, and in his mother’s, whom I’d could see was also turned on by watching the sexual activity before her – she who had probably hadn’t had a fuck in years, now watching a woman of mature years like herself, i.e. me, turning on a handsome young black man, whom any woman would fancy madly. 

‘Suck him off and get him ready for me’-

I ordered Mrs.J., while Becky took my cue and ordered Jakki to do the same   for Ricky. 

And so we were able to experience the thrill of control as mother and son got down on their knees and put their thickly lipsticked lips around the two giant black cocks: Jakki wishing it was his cock about to go up inside Becky, while Mrs. J. wished the cock she was sucking was going up inside her, rather than the woman who had taken her son away from her. 

But they both addressed their tasks eagerly, and got the required results of causing the men’s cocks to become erect, and ready for action, at which point, I ordered them to stop, as I and Becky bent over the dining room chairs, ready to take the men’s gigantic erections. 

‘Guide their cocks in’ I ordered, and our two slaves each took the cock of the man they had been working on, and guided it towards our open, wetly expectant fannies. 

I could guess at the mixed feelings Jakki and Mrs. J. had, and that gave me an extra thrill, to feel that I was not only putting on a display for these two, and exulting in my own sexuality, but making them feel completely humiliated and abject, as their own desire was ignited, then ignored. And, as Mel’s cock entered me, I immediately realised that I had not been wrong in my eager anticipation, as his huge, black, pulsing penis filled me, thrusting against the resistance of my tight fanny, then breaking through right up inside me, so that I could feel his cock right at the very core of me, filling me with complete sensual delight, which sent waves of pleasure through my whole body.

I heard a loud moan, and realised that it was my own voice, then another equally loud from Becky. Out of the corner of my eye I glimpsed Jakki rubbing himself, his  constrainer having been removed for the occasion, but was too caught up in the moment to order her to stop, as Mel intensified his rhythm, began grunting and moaning himself, then, suddenly, withdrew his cock, and came round in front of me and began to wank himself, before directing a thick stream of white spunk into my face, blinding me temporarily in one eye, while I furiously frigged myself off with my fingers, coming with an explosion that shook my whole body.

Soon after I witnessed my daughter having a similarly massive orgasm, while Ricky withdrew his cock from her gaping, sodden fanny, and directed a stream of spunk over her lower back, which dripped down into her bum crack.

I then looked to where Jakki was furiously rubbing away at his cock – 

‘Stop that –it’s forbidden without mine or Mistress Becky’s permission’ I shouted, and he immediately stopped. I realised that he would need to be permanently caged from now on.

Mrs. J. was also playing with herself, dress up around her waist, fingers at her sopping fanny through her knickers.

‘I can fuck her’ Mel said.

‘No wait, not yet’ I answered – ‘she needs to earn it.’

I thought of ordering her to suck off Jakki – to give her son a blow job – and imagined her doing it, and him coming all over her face and hair. But, I realised that that was just too taboo, and so I said –

‘Go down to the corner shop and buy a Readers’ Wives top shelf magazine.’

‘I need to get changed first’ she said.

‘No, you have to go as you are.’

‘I can’t go out like this- there’ll be lots of people about’ she protested.

‘Don’t argue, just do as your told, otherwise you’ll be out of here and forbidden from seeing your son.’

‘OK’ she said despondently ‘but I need some money’.

‘Take this’- I handed her a five pound note –put it inside your bra.’

She gave me a dirty looked, but poked the note inside her bra, and tottered on her six inch heels towards the front door.

Out of the window we watched her walking down the street – she really did look like cheap tart, in her heels and mini skirt, and tight top. The fact that she was obviously not a young women, added to the slutty, MILF effect. I was really turned on by her humiliation.

And even more so, when thirty minutes later she wobbled back up the garden path clutching a brown paper bag. I ordered Jakki to go and let her in, and she tottered into the room and handed me the bag which contained a Readers’ Wives top shelf magazine, as requested.

‘You’ve done well’ I said ‘you can be rewarded.’

‘I’ve never been so humiliated in my life’ she said breathlessly ‘going  out dressed like this, and then into that busy shop, and having to choose one of those mags, while everyone else was buying their newspapers. Then having to hand it to the shopkeeper, who put it in a bag as if it were something really shameful, and looking at me as if I was a cheap tart.’

‘You are a cheap tart’ I laughed. ‘I said you’d get fucked, and you will get fucked’ I told her, but let’s have a look at the magazine first. I looked at the pages of readers’ wives – glorious in their tacky sexuality. I felt really turned on to see these ordinary women, clad in cheap lingerie, making come hither looks at the camera held by husband or boyfriend, holding their fannies open, revealing their most intimate places to  the eyes of  every man, and woman, who purchased the magazine.

I held the magazine open, and showed it to Mrs. J. – this one looks just like you – Tracey from Stoke – and you’re photo is going to appear right here in a future edition of this  magazine..

‘No – people who know me might see it, please….’

‘Don’t fucking “please” me. If I say your photo is going to appear in here, it will. No one will recognise you, looking like such a tart, and anyway, who do you know who would buy such a magazine? Also, we won’t let Mel fuck you unless you let us take some photos and send them to the magazine.’

‘But you said I’d get fucked if I got the magazine’ Mrs.J. protested.

‘That was only the first part of your task – it’s not your place to question me you know.’

And so I snapped away as Mrs. J. posed – laying back holding her fanny open, caressing it with scarlet fingernailed fingers, then on all fours –wetly hairy fanny and little brown bumhole revealed.

‘Smile and show you’re enjoying it’ I commanded and Mrs. J. formed her lipstick covered mouth into the semblance of a sexy smile. And, of course, given her disapproval of mine and Becky’s smoking when she first entered the house, she had to pose with a lit cigarette dangling from the corner of her mouth, and seductively blowing plumes of smoke through her red lips.

‘That’s great, Stinkabelle’ which was my new pet name for her, I said ‘you look really sexy.’

And the photos were sent, and duly appeared in the magazine, under the heading ‘Betty of Halifax’- and I felt a real thrill when I received a free copy of the mag, and excitedly opened the pages to where my photos of Mrs. J. appeared, looking a complete slut, and very sexy indeed. When I showed them to her I could tell that she was turned on by the whole humiliating aspect of it, and the thought of all those hundreds of men, and women, getting horny and wanking over her image.

To have all these people jumping to my tune- even my own daughter, who had never  previously taken any notice of me, and  who had been responsible for getting me into all this in the first place, and now seemed to follow my lead -was such complete thrill. The power was intoxicating-I was drunk with it.

And, to have such gorgeous young black men desiring and fucking me. To have my own, once rebellious daughter, following my example. To have this young man turned into our sissy slave. To have this bourgeois, middle aged woman turned into a complete slut. All these things were incredible to me, as I clicked the camera, taking a series of photos of this previously prim woman, who had despised me, and deemed my daughter unworthy of her son, posing for a Readers Wives’ magazine, with a cigarette dangling from her scarlet lips, like some cheap whore, so that she could be fucked by one of the young black men, was such thrill.

‘Let him fuck me, now’ she said imploringly.

But I hadn’t finished with my power games –

‘First of all your son has to be fucked up the arse – has to complete his initiation into womanhood, and who better to oversee that than his mother.

‘No’ Jakki said ‘definitely not – I don’t want to go there.’

‘He does really’ I said ‘come on mummy, encourage him, you know he wants it, and unless you persuade him, I won’t let them fuck you either.’

‘Go on’ she addressed her son - you’ll love it, it’s just what you need……please, for me.’

Jakki relented ‘well what choice do I have?’

‘Ok bend over that chair’ I ordered, suddenly in command. ‘We want it, your mum wants it, and you know you really want it.’

And at a signal from me, Mel walked towards him with his stiffening cock, and pressed the tip to Jakki’s anal entrance, then gradually forced it up into his arse- and suddenly it eased in as Jakki’s sphincter opened, and he let out a moan of pleasure as he felt the huge, ebony phallus going deep inside him.

The watching Mrs J. gasped too, and seemed delighted–

‘It’s just what she needs, she murmured ‘now she will really be able to call herself a woman’ as Mel began his rhythmic pounding, pressing deep into the sissy faggot, who moaned in time with his penetration. 

I was also turned on, as I watched – what a thrill it gave me to watch these people dancing to my tune.

Jakki began to moan louder and louder his cock suddenly exploding in massive orgasm, just as Mel pulled his dick from the sissy’s arse and shot his loud all over Jakki’s back. Jakki collapsed to the floor – 

‘Now you can definitely call your son your daughter’ I said to his mother who was stroking her fanny and moaning.

‘Yes – I think he’s happier being female’ she said. ‘And now it’s my turn to be fucked.’

‘I’m not sure Mel is up to another fuck right now’ I said. ‘Maybe next time.’

‘But you promised me – after all I’ve been through.’

‘Well, you enjoyed getting the magazine and seeing Jakki fucked didn’t you? In a masochistic way, of course.’ I strapped on the dildo ‘bend over and I’ll see you right.’

Mrs. J. sighed, and bent over the chair – moaning loudly as I vigorously stuck the dildo straight up her drenched cunt, and aggressively fucked her, until she orgasmed with a loud scream.

My newly dominant role had a knock on effect in my life- I became far more confident, found that I commanded instant respect just from my demeanour. There was also my appearance - sharp business suits, suits with skirts slit to the waist, low cut blouses revealing my voluptuous breasts- that I had once hidden in shame as being too heavy- killer heels, scarlet lips and dramatically outlined eyes. The way people responded to me, and treated me, was as if I’d become a completely different person, which I was in a way. Well, perhaps I wasn’t so much different as unleashing a previously repressed part of myself.

I really delighted in getting back at people whom I felt were representative of those who had previously looked down me, such as Jakki and his mother.

Jakki represented all the stupid men I’d known and allowed to humiliate me, because I hadn’t realised how strong I actually was compared to them, who hid behind their masculinity. Now it was very illuminating to me to see a man stripped of his masculinity, and see what a vulnerable, timid creature he actually was.

While Mrs. J. was representative of all the staid middle class women - teachers at school, superiors at work, mothers of my daughter’s friends, my own mother, who’d always sneered at me and looked down on me. So I found it very exciting and rewarding to humiliate her in such a way.

She had a typical middle aged woman’s body, though we’d got her to lose a little weight to increase her desirability, but not too much, because men who liked older women often liked them a bit plump; but she still had saggy boobs, which she was very self conscious about, and we, for the purposes of humiliation, made a point of highlighting said boobs by making Mrs. J. wear transparent blouses. This made her very self conscious when we had guests, and we delighted in her mortification – as did she herself, with her newly realised masochism. She discovered a need to be humiliated and submissive, just as I’d discovered a need to be dominant. 

I loved to write things on her tits, like ‘dirty slut’ and ‘I am a filthy whore’, in lipstick. I would also write on her forehead, and on her sissy son’s-things like ‘fuck pig’. You might think I am a heartless or sadistic person, but I knew they both loved being humiliated. 

To see them sat side by side in some bar, both dressed as total sluts, in latex dresses, revealing black stocking tops, their knickers revealed in any sudden movement, faces heavily made up, hair tinted and coiffed – advertising themselves to passing strangers, many of whom were definitely interested. Then to later see them being fucked by these strangers, men and women, the ugly and the beautiful, black and white, was such a turn on for me, and for Becky. It was also a turn on to me to see my daughter with them, to see her dressed up as a tart and getting fucked. And, of course, I wanted my own pleasure, my rediscovery through my daughter of my own sexuality, and realisation of my continuing desirability as a woman.

Of course, it also became a source of a very good additional income to our other female domination duties, hiring out Mrs J. and her sissy son, plus all the videos we cheaply made featuring them and the people we picked up, which we found a good outlet for on the internet, and which were very popular.

And now back to the Banker referred to at the beginning of this piece……… I grabbed the huge, black rubber dildo in my fist and strode towards him, spat on the end of the cock, and thrust it straight up his arse, making him groan –

‘You fucking piece of shit’ I said ‘you and your like are ruining the country, aren’t you?’

‘Yes’ he gasped.

‘What are you going to do about it?’

‘I don’t know.’

‘I don’t know what?’ I thrust my cock aggressively up him as far as it would go.

‘I don’t know Mistress.’

I thrust away, right into his back passage, eliciting another moan, but more of delight this time. At the same time I grabbed his cock with my latex gloved hand, and stroked it, making him groan even more, but now with pure pleasure.

‘Donate five hundred pounds to my foundation for the improvement of people’s sexual well being’ I demanded.

‘Yes, mistress – I will.’

Good – have I your word for that?’

‘Yes, mistress – you have my word.’ He gasped deliriously, as I pounded rhythmically away, while stroking his cock at the same time.

I could sense he was about to come, so I stopped wanking his cock, and pulled the dildo from his fat arse.

‘I’ll tell the  receptionist to add the money to  your bill’ I said, turning away and striding from the room , my heels  noisy on the hard floor, not heeding his pathetic cries of ‘Please make me come Mistress.’

So, my discovery of my daughter’s femdom inclinations, and her introducing me to her boyfriend, and thus getting to meet his mother, completely changed my life. I went from being a submissive dormouse, who wouldn’t say boo to a goose, to being a strong, empowered, wealthy woman, who was in control of her life, and who enabled other women, and men, to live out their own fantasies. I’ve never looked back!
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