

Like Mother Like Daughter:

Mother introduced me to the art of femdom humiliation

I well remember the day I discovered my mother was a dominatrix- how could I ever forget it? I was out shopping one day in the city centre: I’d left work early – I had some flexitime, and I was looking for a new outfit, and was flagging, so I went into a nearby hotel for a coffee and something to eat.

I looked around casually, and then I saw her. I had to look twice but it was definitely her – my mother – but as I had never seen her before, dressed as a complete slut: in short skirt, very high heels, her face heavily made up. But mum never wore make up, and only ever wore flat shoes – ‘they’ll cripple you’ she’d said when I went out in heels – but I would never wear shoes as high as she was wearing now, and certainly not with a skirt as short as that. 

I felt guilty, as if I was doing something shameful by watching my own mother without her knowledge – but I was unable to turn away, and continued watching her, since she didn’t look in my direction. She leaned back in her chair, and crossed her legs- her skirt was so short that I could see the ornately patterned tops of her stockings – 

‘God, what a complete tart’ I thought. My own mother whom I was used to seeing in twin set and pearls, and sensible shoes; her greying hair in a sensibly short cut. Now her hair was jet black, and cut in a stylish bob. I had to admit that she did look sexy, as well as being mutton dressed a lamb, perhaps. But I felt myself strangely jealous. And then the next thing that happened was even more astonishing – a man – dressed in an expensive suit, came up to her table and sat down. I craned my neck: he was good-looking in a patrician way, and held himself as if he were someone important. He looked at my mother with obvious desire, and handed her something – a thick envelope. What was it – a gift? Money? the two spoke for a few moments before getting up and walking towards the reception area. I followed them- I couldn’t help myself, trying to remain at a discrete distance. They must be booking a room, and indeed they were. I strained my ears and heard the receptionist say ‘Room 35 sir, second floor, enjoy your stay,’ handing him the key. The pair went off to the lift, and my mother suddenly seemed impossibly glamorous. I located the stairs, walked quickly up them, emerging breathlessly into the corridor of the second floor, in time to see them going into their room. The corridor was empty, and I tiptoed to their room door, and pressed my ear to it. I could hear sounds of muffled conversation, the clink of glasses–and then, the door, which hadn’t been closed properly, opened, and I fell into the room!

I looked up from where I lay in a heap on the floor. It was hard to say who was more embarrassed – me or my mother and her admirer, as they sat in armchairs drinking coffee.

‘Hello mum’ I said lamely.

‘Hello Penny’ my mother said. ‘What the fuck are you doing here?’ Then to the man –‘This is my daughter.’

‘Pleased to meet you’ the man said, rediscovering his equilibrium remarkably quickly ‘to what do we owe the pleasure?’

‘Well’ I said, getting up clumsily from the floor, shocked at my mother’s swearing ‘I saw mum in the hotel bar, and I was so surprised at the way she looked, that I felt compelled to follow her. I’m so sorry, I know it was unforgivable of me – but what are you up to mum?’

‘I don’t think your mother needs to explain herself to her own daughter’ the man said sniffily.

My mother was silent.

‘Look, your mother is a most congenial companion, but more importantly an attractive lady, who provides therapeutic female company for a busy man like me, who has little time for relationships. Perhaps you would like to join us- I can pay handsomely, double what I’ve already paid your mother.’

I glimpsed the wedding ring on the man’s finger –‘does that you mean that you’re a prostitute, mum?’ I demanded, even more shocked.

‘No, not a prostitute, a dominatrix – there’s a lot of difference.’

‘Your mother is by no means a common prostitute.’ He grabbed at his wallet on a table ‘are you sure you don’t want to join us?’

‘No – no way’ I protested edging back towards the door, but then I saw the wad of banknotes in the man’s hand. The incredible thing was that the whole situation had really turned me on, which made me feel ambivalent about the situation. And the man was actually quite attractive, as was my mother – who looked nothing like the dowdy, boring mother I thought I knew. 

I turned back from the door from which I had been about to storm out. I was suddenly hesitant – it wasn’t really the money, but the excitement I felt at doing something illicit, taboo.

‘OK’ I heard a voice saying ‘OK, I’ll join in with whatever it is – as long as it’s not too kinky.’ I realised that it was my voice.

Did I just agree to have paid for sex with a strange man and my mother? I couldn’t believe that I had done such a thing.

‘No’ I heard my mother say, as if in a dream – ‘nothing TOO kinky, well not really, just a bit of mild femdom.’ 

Femdom- what was that? – Something to do with female domination, I’d read somewhere. But what exactly did it entail?

‘Yes, the situation is, I’m in control here, and everyone else has to do exactly what I tell them to do, and if they don’t like it, then they can fuck off.’

I was taken aback – was that my mother again using four letter words, and speaking of being control – my mum who’d always seemed so conventionally staid and dutiful, as a wife and mother. 

‘Yes, I give the orders and you both have to obey – well, you know that don’t you, you fucking piece of shit?’ She addressed the man.

‘Yes, mistress’ he said. 

‘Right, go into the bathroom and get changed’ she handed him a bag ‘here’s your outfit for the evening, and there’s make up, and a razor in there too- Penny here will give you a hand.’

‘Yes, mistress.’

The once proud businessman suddenly seemed diminished, as he meekly obeyed my mother’s orders.

‘Go and help him you slut.’

‘What?’ I said astonished.

‘Go and help him get dressed up as a woman – you’ve had plenty of practise at being a tart haven’t you? I remember when you were a teenager- the way you used to go out dressed like a complete slut. All you have to do is make him look like you used to look – though you seem to have become boring now.’

I didn’t know what to say – all I knew was that I was filled with a strange sense of excitement, and went compliantly through to the bathroom, where I found the man stripping off. Without his suit he immediately seemed more vulnerable and less imposing. I could see the clothes he was to wear – black stocking and suspenders, a silky red and black basque. They were the kind of slutilly sexy clothes I still sometimes liked to wear myself, though these days there was little opportunity or time, what with a demanding job – the type of clothes my mother was now wearing. And now this man was putting them on. He had quite a slim build and as he dressed I could see his masculinity vanishing before my eyes, and a feminine woman emerging- albeit a very slutty one. Then, he sat down as I applied his make up. I was surprised at the thrill I had already – the thrill of being in control of this powerful man, transforming him from something untouchably powerful into something very vulnerable. I applied the dark mascara, black eye liner, blue eye shadow, and crimson lipstick to his features, and took great pride in making him as feminine possible – and as sexy.  Then there was a wig of fine blonde hair to put over his pepper and salt crop, to complete the transformation.

Just then I heard my mother calling-

‘Aren’t you fucking ready yet?’

I followed the man as he teetered out in his size ten, six inch heels.

But I couldn’t, again, believe my eyes – my mother stood, arms folded, dressed in black latex basque similar to that I’d just helped the man get into, with a huge, black cock hanging down between her legs. I looked again, and realised it was a dildo strapped between her thighs, but it looked incredibly realistic.

‘He knows where this is going’ she sneered, and even I felt scared.

‘Bend over that chair you fucking arsehole’ she ordered, and again I had to pinch myself that this was my demure, middle-class mother – and even more so when the man complied.

‘There’s a spare strap on for you, she indicated a table, where another black rubber phallus, with its connected strapping, lay. 

‘Hmm’ I said ‘I’m not sure about this.’

‘Do as you fucking told’ mum yelled, in a way that she’d never yelled at me before. But now I felt in no doubt that she meant business, as I hastily went and picked up the grotesque object, and tried to work out the strapping.

‘You need to strip down before you put it on. Actually, I’ve got a spare basque in my bag that’ll probably fit you.’

I realised that that was what she expected me to do, and I looked in her bag and pulled out the flimsy latex garment, along with suspender belt, stockings and very high heeled shoes. Just touching the clothes gave me a tingling in my fanny.

I stripped off and put them on – and was amazed- I was immediately transformed from harassed, dowdy young woman, in boringly practical everyday sweatshirt and jeans, into a sexy siren. I pulled on the six inch high heels, almost impossible to walk in, which were also in the bag, clipped on silky black stockings to a lacy suspender belt; then seeing the tube of scarlet lipstick, I applied that too, thickly layering it on my lips, and feeling utterly sexy as I did so, but also incredibly powerful: just as the man too had been transformed by its application, but into someone far less powerful.

Now mum, whom I refused to believe was really my mother, was pressing the tip of the dildo to the man’s anal entrance-

‘Come on you fucking faggot, take it up you –that’s what you really want isn’t it? Instead of hiding behind that suit and your masculine façade. You’re just a sham aren’t you – your whole life’s a fucking sham isn’t it?’

The man groaned as the dildo was pushed inside him-

‘Answer me faggot,’ mum shouted – ‘your whole life’s a sham, and that’s what you really want isn’t it? – a big, fat cock up you.’

‘Yes, mistress, my whole life’s a sham, and that’s what I really want- a big, fat cock up me.’

And, as he spoke the phallus suddenly went right up inside him, making him moan even louder, as mum fucked him with incredible, to me, aggression. I noticed that the man’s cock was erect and pre-cum was dripping from it. I could tell that he was about to orgasm, when mum withdrew the dildo, suddenly pulling it from his arse – much to the man’s consternation. 

‘Make me come, make me come’ he cried urgently ‘wank me off’ – his eyes turned to me, and I glanced at my mother. 

‘No, leave the bugger to stew – he’s not allowed to come unless I give him permission, and at the moment permission is denied.’

The man started gibbering, obviously in some distress, yet, I had to remind myself, he was paying a lot of money for this treatment – it must be what he wanted.

‘Stick your cock up him’ mum instructed me –and I wondered what she was talking about, but then I remembered that I myself was suddenly the possessor of a big, black cock.

His anus was already gaping, so it was fairly easy- even for an innocent novice like me, to step forward and press my own ‘cock’ up his back passage. Again I felt an enormous and very pleasurable surge of power, as the man moaned in obvious delight. How strange to be actually fucking a man, instead of the other way round, and being in control was such a turn on. As the man‘s breathing became rapid, more pre-cum dripped from the end of his erect cock. I was getting into a rhythm now, and enthusiastically banging away at him –

‘You fucking, sissy, faggot scum’ I heard a voice loud with anger, and with surprise I realised it was my own. 

I could tell the man was about to orgasm, and made my efforts harder, but just then mum touched my arm-

‘Stop’ she said, ‘pull out’ and when I hesitated. ‘I mean NOW’ she shouted, pulling me back, so that the dildo came out of the man’s arse.

‘You want to come do you?’  Mum asked the man.

‘Yes. mistress – I do, desperately, please let me.’

‘Well’ mum said, slowly, as if thinking about it. But while she spoke she bent to a table and picked up some kind of steel looking sheath –

‘I think’ she said, grabbing the man’s still hard cock ‘that you should be placed back in chastity’ and with that she clipped the object, which was actually a small cage, over the man’s penis, forcing it over his erection, so that it immediately subsided, as his cock met steel spikes embedded in the end of the cage. I found this out later- when asking why it seemed to cause him such pain.

I could see that the man’s balls were swollen, and imagined his failed orgasm must have left him in some discomfort. At that mum grabbed his swollen testicles and squeezed them hard, making the man yelp. ‘Lick us both off –then get dressed and fuck off’ mum said.

Mum sat in a chair and opened her legs – her moist fanny revealed through crotchless panties. The man, obviously still in discomfort, knelt before her and inserted his tongue into her, and began licking away. Mum grabbed his hair, and pressed his face against her - ‘come on faggot- you can do better than that. I want to come today, not next week.’ 

The man stuck to his task, until I saw mum’s body suddenly twitch and shudder, as her orgasm swept through her. I was wet now, watching her, and I must admit I felt grateful when mum said to the man –

‘Now pleasure my daughter you wanker, and the man crawled over to me, where I quickly pulled my knickers down and opened my legs to receive the man’s tongue – which he was actually very skilled at using . He immediately located my clit, and lapped away at it with little darting movements, and my orgasm was swift and very satisfying. My natural instinct was to thank him, but my mum’s voice immediately intervened –

‘Right – now you can fuck off – but don’t forget you have to pay extra for my daughter’s services.’

The man limped into the bathroom where his clothes were, but before he left mum reminded him again of the extra money for my services, and he duly handed over what seemed to me a huge wad of cash, which mum counted, passing what seemed a substantial amount to me.

And then he walked out, and I realised that he must still have the cage type thingy locked on his cock –

‘You didn’t take the cage off’ I said to my mum.

‘No dear’ I didn’t.

‘I suppose he’ll take it off when he gets home’ I said.

‘He can’t remove it because I have the only key. The only way he could remove it would be to go to a locksmith, and I don’t think he’ll be doing that.’ She laughed.

So how will he get it off?’ I asked innocently.

‘He won’t – when he comes to see me again I might choose to remove it for a short time, like I did today, or I might not.’

I couldn’t believe it when I counted the money mum had given me, two hundred pounds, just for doing something that I’d really enjoyed. The whole thing had been an immensely liberating experience for me, and it actually changed my life. God, I had never seen so much money for such a short amount of time, or for something that had actually given me such pleasure. I thought of the things I could buy, and wondered if I could earn more in the same way, and of how long it would take me to earn as much in my boring, but demanding, admin job. 

Well, mum told me that working together as a mother and daughter dominatrix team would mean a lot of money for us both.

She explained to me that such men as the man we’d seen, were addicted to the type of service she offered and would spend fortunes on pursuing their compulsion. They were often wealthy, but some men would spend money they could little afford. They were often married with families, who knew nothing about their ‘hobby.’ Mum. Like other dominatrix, had Paypal and Amazon accounts where men could buy her presents, or make financial donations, which many did. Usually they had never even met her, but just seen a Youtube video she had made, in her domina role – asking for donations – this was known as ‘findom’. She showed me the video, and again I was taken aback – mum in the type of clothes she was now wearing,  confidently staring into the camera, smoking a cigarette in a long holder, blowing smoke from between scarlet lips, telling  ‘you worms out there’ how they could donate gifts. I could see that the video had had several hundred hits – and she did actually get a lot of gifts, ranging from expensive brands of cigarettes, lipsticks and high heeled shoes to gold jewellery, she told me- as well as financial donations, ranging from five pounds to a couple of hundred pounds.

The man we had just entertained was Simon Neal, a successful businessman, with a chain of restaurants, and apparently, his wife had found out about him seeing me, and she’d challenged him about where the money was going, and he broke down and told her. Well he didn’t have much choice – she’d discovered that he was a cross dresser, and a masochistic sissy, from him not deleting his internet history, and for some time she’d suspected him of wearing her clothes when she was out.

‘Why doesn’t he leave her then? He’s the one with the business and the money isn’t he?’

‘Well, who knows how relationships work-they have a daughter too I believe….he doesn’t seem prepared to leave her, anyway. But I had a plan for how to keep him seeing us, and thus keeping his money coming in.’

‘How?’

‘Get his wife involved – get her to become addicted to us like he is.’

‘How will we do that – she might not have submissive or masochistic inclinations at all.’

‘Everyone has BDSM inclinations to some extent – but some keep them more deeply buried than others. It’s just that she told him that she likes being dominated.’

‘Why did he tell you that?’

‘It was because  he was telling me that he had to see me to fulfil his  fantasies, because his wife was herself  submissive, and expected him to play a dominant role with her sexually – which was the opposite of what he wanted and needed. So I think there is way in there.’

‘How will we find out if she’s up for it – up for continuing to spend the household budget on being treated in the way we treat her husband?’

‘Well, I believe in being bold – we just arrange a meeting, and get to know what floats her boat. The thing is, as part of his humiliation and my exerting power over him, I told him to send me some photos of his wife – “compromising” photos, you might say, of her wearing sexy lingerie, and posing provocatively. Apparently, some of these were sent by him, without her consent, to a Wives and Girlfriends amateur porn website, and displayed anonymously there with her face blocked out – but I have the originals, where her identity is apparent. So, not only have I told Simon’s wife that he gave me the photos; I have also threatened to send the photos to her family and employer, and publish them over the web. I also have many compromising photos of Simon himself – for example, dressed as a sissy maid, wearing a chastity device and being anally penetrated – I took one of him being fucked by you actually.

I couldn’t believe that this was my own mother acting in such a manipulative, scheming way –in order to get the wife of a man who was paying her a lot of money to be treated like shit, and totally degraded, to also agree to pay to be treated in such a way.

I looked at my mother – she seemed very pleased with her plan -a plan that to me seemed incredible and…..well, immoral. But, she explained that it wasn’t immoral at all really– because she was only carrying out Simon’s own  desires to be humiliated, and  his wife would take part if she so wished to. It wasn’t really blackmail because she knew that Simon, and his wife, enjoyed humiliation. She understood the addictive psychology of the masochist. 

‘Well, they might as well give their money to us’ she said ‘at least we always give a comprehensive, skilled service.’

So, surprisingly perhaps, Simon’s wife did agree to come to dinner with us. She wanted to meet the woman whom her husband had paid hundreds of pounds to to be humiliated, and also to ensure that the compromising photos of her and of her husband would not be publicly disseminated. 

We met in a hotel suite, paid for by Simon, and I was intrigued to see what Simon’s wife was like. In walked an attractive blonde in her forties. Barbara was smartly, if somewhat demurely, dressed, in a pink blouse and navy skirt, with four inch heels. When she was introduced to us she said politely, if rather coldly-

‘Pleased to meet you at long last –I’ve heard so much about you.’

My mother started the conversation – she had been displaying a confidence and self belief that I had never before been aware of. 

‘Well we are here to discuss the problem of Simon –or rather the problem of his desire to be sexually humiliated and  to be forced to be submissive, employing a professional dominatrix to do this– i.e. me, and now my daughter too –and the fact that his wife, Barbara here, isn’t, understandably, happy about this. So this meeting is to attempt some compromise, and maybe give Barbara a little understanding about what it is we do, and what Simon needs from us – which he can’t find elsewhere, and thus pays us to treat him in a certain way, in order to maintain his mental health in the other areas of his life- such as running a demanding business.’

‘Well my husband is a dirty little pervert isn’t he?’ Barbara said bitterly. I’ve only come here because he kept on at me, you know, and also because of those photos you have – I want them destroyed.’

‘We hope you might learn something about the services we provide, and maybe find some understanding of the therapeutic nature of them.’ 

‘Humph’ Barbara snorted. ‘I have no interest in your services – just destroy those photos, or at least sign a declaration that you won’t use them in any way, or I will consult my lawyer.’

‘We only wanted to make you come here so that you could see how Simon depends upon what we have to offer – it’s like a drug to him – and see how you yourself might benefit from it.’

Mother turned to Simon – 

‘Get in the bedroom and put your outfit on you fucking sissy faggot.’

‘Yes mistress’ Simon answered, as if he had been conditioned to respond in such a way and immediately got up and left the room.

‘How did you get him to do that?’ Barbara asked incredulously. ‘When I ask him to do things, like the washing-up, he complains.’

‘We’ve got him well trained’ mother answered. ‘Wouldn’t you like to be able to dominate him like that?’

‘Most definitely – I’ve never respected him as a man- he’s always seemed to have too many feminine traits. But I’m not sure if I’m able to dominate him myself, I’m more of a submissive – and that has been a problem between us -we both have a need to be dominated.’

‘Well, we can do both things – dominate Simon, and train you to do so, so even you will be able to control every aspect of his life, and have easy access to his finances, while at the same time  we can satisfy your own desire to be dominated.’

‘Hmm’ Barbara mused, and I could tell that she seemed interested.

‘Go and help Simon get dressed, and do his makeup for him – he hasn’t quite got the hang of it yet’ – my mother commanded me, as if I was ten years old again, and she was telling me to stop watching TV, and to go and do my homework. But I found myself immediately complying as if I WAS ten years old; such was the authority which she now emanated.

Getting Simon into his female clothes, and then applying appropriate slut make up, was real buzz for me, and I was definitely turned on by it- and by him as woman – he seemed far more attractive then he ever did as a man. I took pride in his transformation, as I ushered him back into the room, taking his arm because he was still unsteady in high heels.

‘God’ Barbara turned, mouth agape – ‘is that really my husband – you’ve performed wonders.’

‘Now he is no longer Simon, businessman and your husband, but Simone the sissy, who only exists to serve women and do their bidding, and for their amusement.’

‘I like the sound of that’ Barbara giggled. 

‘Lick your wife’s fanny’ mum commanded, and he immediately crawled beneath the table, and pushed his head beneath Barbara’s skirt, and began lapping at her fanny through her knickers.

‘I glanced at my mum, and she at me – we were uncertain of how Barbara would react. But she actually welcomed her husband’s attentions, pulling her skirt up, and her pants down so that he could get his tongue inside her pussy, which I noticed was quite wet. Simon licked away at his wife, expertly darting his tongue around her clitty, thinking only of pleasuring her, with no thought to his own discomfort: which must have been quite intense, on his knees, head raised at an acute angle, and working unceasingly with his tongue. It seemed an age, but Barbara suddenly came with a soft moan, and a muttered

‘Wow.’

Simon was able to rest his tired tongue. I could tell he was pleased that he had made his wife orgasm – apparently sexual relations had been dormant between the couple for some time. So mum had already had a positive effect upon their relationship.

So Barbara had experienced being in a dominant role, but what about the submissive role she said she craved, and that her husband couldn’t provide for her.  The soup was about to be served, and mum muttered beneath her breath to me, that I should do something to humiliate Barbara.  I was to help Simon, who was struggling in his heels, to bring the soup in. I had Barbara’s bowl of soup in my hands, and, suddenly, as I was about to place it before her, I tipped it over her head, so that it cascaded down over her beautiful hair, and lovely blouse and skirt.-

‘I’m awfully sorry’ I said, genuinely wondering what had gotten into me.

‘She’s not really sorry’ mum said ‘I told her to humiliate you- since we know that’s what you crave.’

‘Yes, but not to have an expensive hair- do and outfit ruined like that’ Barbara fumed, dabbing at the mess ineffectually with a tissue.

‘Well, that’s what we do – what would be the point of humiliation that wasn’t actually humiliating? Anyway, let’s get you out of those messy clothes, Mum said more sympathetically, going round to Barbara, and   started to unbutton her shirt, slipping her hand inside her bra as she did so. 

‘Give us a hand, Penny’ she said, and I went over -

‘Get her skirt off’ mum said, and I unzipped Barbara’s skirt, and saw that her knickers were also  soaked with soup, so I pulled them down, and, inadvertently, felt my hand going to her fanny. Barbara didn’t resist but gave out a small moan, and pressed my hand to her fanny with her own hand, while mum sucked her nipple, which was now poking above her soiled white bra.

I glanced over at her husband, and he was desperately trying to caress himself through his chastity device, as his cock hardened against the spikes of his cage. He watched, filled with unrequited desire as his wife was manipulated to the floor, with my mum sitting over her mouth, her now naked fanny open for Barbara’s tongue, while I sucked at Barbara’s engorged cunt. She soon came, her whole body shuddering with the intensity of her orgasm.

Next we concentrated on her abject husband, sitting in frustration in his sissy costume and chastity cage.

‘Please let me come’ he implored.

‘No fucking way’ mum said, I’m fed up with your  whining’ – with that she picked up three pegs from a bag hanging on the corner of the chair, reached into his thickly lipstick slathered mouth, and pinched his tongue between thumb and forefinger, before  clipping the pegs onto the end of it. Now he was only able to make noises.

‘Shut up’ mum said, slapping his face, before clipping more pegs to his balls.

‘What would like us to do with him she asked Barbara, after all he hasn’t treated you well at all – spending the family budget here, indulging his faggot fantasies.’

‘Well we can all see that he’s a faggot for wanting to dress as a woman – so maybe he should be really made to become a faggot. Well, I certainly don’t fancy him anymore, and haven’t done for a long time even before I found out about what he’d been up to....’

‘That would be a turn on, and something that we’ve already been thinking about. He needs to be introduced to this gradually and broken in properly, though.’ Mum said.

But when we finally allowed Simon to speak, he was adamant – 

‘No, I’ve never been interested in that kind of thing. Dressing as a woman is one thing, but that…..’

‘But that would be the ultimate humiliation’ Mum said ‘plus it really would mean you being a woman. What could be more feminine than having a big, black man fucking you?’

‘No, no way’ Simon said.

‘Well, you already take a big black dildo don’t you? – perhaps we should get your wife to fuck you, she’s yet to have that pleasure.’

‘I’d rather she didn’t’ he said ‘it’s one thing to have you doing it, it’s a turn on be treated like that, but not with my own wife- I’d rather not go there.’

‘“I’d rather not”, mum mimicked him – you big fucking pansy, get over that chair and get your knickers down, you fucking arsehole.’

And with that, Mum ordered Barbara whom she now referred to as Babs, to don a strap -on which was lying on the table.

‘That’s not really my thing, as a sub, I’d rather have the strap -on up me.’

‘Everyone is full of themselves today aren’t they?’ mum exclaimed angrily- ‘Don’t you people realise that when you’re with me, you do as I say. Now Babs baby, get that fucking strap-on on, and get it stuck up your pathetic husband pronto, you stupid, fucking tart.’

And with that, the frightened Barbara, expensive hair- do destroyed and matted with dried soup, now clad only in stained white bra and pants, strapped the black rubber phallus around her thighs, her fingers nervously fumbling with the straps. Her husband was now bent over a chair, his naked arse exposed. Mum slapped a splodge of lube on the big rubber cock, and pushed Barbara forward – 

‘Come on, don’t be frightened -just push it in until his arse accepts it, then it will slide up.’

Nervously, Barbara pressed the dildo to her husband’s back passage, which initially resisted 

‘Come on you fucking stuck up tart- push’ mum said, and Barbara pushed the phallus in harder as her husband groaned.

‘I can’t do this’ she said.

‘You have to fucking do it’ mum told her ‘if you want to keep seeing us, and to make sure we don’t send your slut photos to your boss and family.’

This made Barbara apply herself with more determination, and the strap-on suddenly went up inside her husband, who moaned – with delight this time, while his wife seemed suddenly seized with rage, and began pounding his arse with the dildo between her thighs, shouting-

‘Come take it you fucking piece of sissy shit.’ So that her husband’s cock became hard against the spikes of his cage, making him cry out even louder in a mixture of pain and exquisite pleasure. 

‘You’ve both lost your virginity’ mum said afterwards to the satisfied Barbara –

‘You see – most people who are sub also have dom desires, and vice versa, although one will still predominate over the other. But it’s taken us to teach you that about yourself. You see, seeing us is a voyage of discovery for you’ and Barbara agreed –

‘Yes, I really appreciate what you’ve done – for both of us.’

‘Well, you can show your gratitude by keeping the payments coming – and any extra will always be gratefully received.’

‘It’s worth every penny’ Barbara said.

We then taught how to use her husband as toilet slave, which we had introduced him to during our sessions. To demonstrate we set the sissy to work, after ensuring that the toilet was nice and filthy. The pegs were removed from his tongue, though not his balls, as they hung engorged below his caged cock-

‘Clean the toilet bowl’ mum ordered, and he bent down and applied his tongue to the rim as he had been taught. Then a long, thin brush was strapped around his mouth, which had a penis gag on the other end, for him to clean deeper into the bowl.

Then Barbara used the toilet, and her husband was ordered to demonstrate his use as toilet paper, as he had been taught by us.

Simon was now fully versed in  cleaning  the toilet bowl with his tongue,  having his mouth used as a receptacle for all kinds of rubbish, including  a woman’s most intimate bodily fluids and waste products,  and , most importantly, perhaps, licking a woman clean when she had  gone to the toilet, as a substitute for toilet paper. Barbara certainly relished experiencing these things, and relished using her hubby in this role when they were back home. And he, of course, gained great masochistic satisfaction from being so humiliated.

There were also lessons for Barbara in using her husband as an ashtray and spittoon using a steel device to hold Simon’s mouth permanently agape, he sat between us, while we (mum had told Barbara that all true dominatrix should smoke) sat chatting and casually flicking our cigarette ash into the hapless sissy’s mouth, which we would then wash down with a good helping of spit and phlegm from each of us. Since Simon was one of those men with a smoking fetish- like many men with this fetish, his own mother had smoked - he really enjoyed this humiliation too.

We gave Barbara a complete makeover, similar to that we had given to her husband, though obviously somewhat less dramatic – but dramatic nonetheless. Gone was the mumsy, middle aged woman, and instead the stunning MILF, of her secret, shameful photos- slutty and sexy - was revealed.  I was surprised at what a transformation there was. We ditched the cardigan, sensible dress, and flat heels, for a stunning low cut dress in black latex, which hugged her sensual figure; and instead of the tan tights and flatties, we substituted six inch heels and black seamed stockings. Finally her face was slathered in heavy slut makeup, and her greying, blonde hair-styled in a glamorous fifties style, and highlighted and coloured a garish gold. She truly did looked like a sexy siren – in fact, I really fancied her myself.

She looked in the mirror and was astonished-

‘Amazing’ she said ‘I look unrecognisable – so sexy…..’

Mum went up to her kissed her full on her scarlet painted lips, turning me on.  Well, I thought, I don’t need to hold back here, and went up and groped her bottom, outlined through the latex. Next my hand was at her fanny, up her skirt and inside her knickers. Somehow she was pushed over a table, and I found myself pulling her knickers down, - and strapping on the dildo, while mum fingered her –

‘Shove it right up the fucking slapper’ mum ordered, and that’s what I did, feeling such as a thrill as she moaned in pure delight as the big, black, rubber cock went up deep inside her, her orgasm  causing her whole body to tremble.

We’d explained to Barbara that being legally ‘owned’ by mum and me was an excellent idea, and in her and Simon’s best interests – in that it would really fulfil their addictive, masochistic desires, because it meant that we were obliged to always service their needs. If we owned them, then we couldn’t just abandon them, just as they couldn’t leave us on a whim. The contract had already been drawn up, and was presented to Barbara when she’d had a few drinks. I couldn’t believe how readily she accepted it- in fact she seemed pleased, to be owned by my mother and me; and happily agreed that a standing order should be taken out to provide us with monthly payments. I felt guilty, as if we’d brainwashed and taken advantage of Barbara and her irrationally besotted husband, but not so guilty that I wanted to turn down the opportunity for all that money-not that mum would ever have agreed not to do it, whatever I did. Plus Barbara and Simon both seemed only too happy to agree to our terms, and to sign a binding legal document to that effect. Though Simon was so besotted with mum that he would have signed anything – he couldn’t help himself in this situation.

‘You can both be our maids – a sissy and real woman – and be here to entertain our clients, look after their needs, in every way possible, and you can  have the satisfaction of being part of a rapidly growing enterprise, that provides therapeutic services and fulfilment for men and women of all ages and sexual proclivities. When we become really big, you will be able to say that you played a small part in the start of things. And think how much you have contributed to such a good cause, and profitable business venture.’

‘I’m really looking forward to it’ Barbara said, with an excitement that sounded strange to me, but the very idea of being ‘owned’ was such a turn on for her, that she  wasn’t really thinking rationally. I had my qualms about this, but I knew that mum had no such scruples. And Simon/Simone was obviously happy with the situation, though s/he wasn’t consulted, just informed. 

To cement them becoming our property, Barbara and Simon were ceremoniously tattooed with the words ‘Property of Mistress Rose and Mistress Penny’ indelibly inscribed on each of their left buttocks.

Mum also took the liberty of immediately posting the photos of Barbara online, her face now fully revealed, so that you could see exactly who the attractive, heavily made up MILF was, who was laying back, pouting at the camera, clad only in stockings and suspenders, while holding open her wet fanny for all to see-

‘Well they want us to humiliate them don’t they?’ was all she said by way of explanation.

She also posted some photos of Simon, so that if you type ‘sissy humiliation’ into Google, a picture of him, clad in a maid’s outfit – a black latex dress, with a little frilly white apron and cap, six inch heels and lots of make-up, holding a pink feather duster; along with his name, address and phone number- with a message saying ‘I’m a sissy faggot slut who wants to be humiliated.’ As a result of this the couple did get many obscene calls, which Simon found a turn on, as well as being mortified by the humiliation of it. But, he told us that it was certainly arousing to answer the phone, and have someone ridiculing or abusing him down the line; though they eventually had to change their phone number, so frequent were the calls.

The fees paid to us meant a financial drain on Simon’s business, but they weren’t aware that there was a clause in the contract, that meant that if they were unable to pay the standing order, our legal obligations to them would end, but there was no clause enabling them to end the arrangement if they so wished, and they would be liable to continue to pay us even if it meant the ruination of their business – which mum was well aware of when thinking up the whole plan.

After we’d finished making them over, husband and wife looked a couple of totally sexy sluts – in fact, it was hard to decide who was the sexiest, and not that easy to realise who was the male and who the female. They were completely under our control, but what should we do with them?

Well, they were a good source of income for us, as well as mum’s other clients, but she reckoned that we could earn even more money with them, as well as more deeply fulfilling their masochistic fantasies of humiliation. 

By now, Barbara lad already learned many techniques of control and domination regarding her husband, while subjecting herself to total submission to us – both things she found deeply satisfying.

‘The thing is’ she said, that Simon isn’t really woman is he – is there any way that he can be made more feminine-can become a proper woman.’

‘Yes, mum said ‘of course there are ways - hormone therapy for a start – which will give him a more womanly figure including breasts, and softer hair and less body hair, and a higher voice, etcetera. Then, perhaps a bit more dramatic is surgery to complete the process. But you and he might not wish to go that far.’

‘Yes, I do – I certainly do want to go that far, and I want him to be completely sissified and me to be a cuckolding hotwife and to be serviced by young black studs’ Barbara said eagerly.

‘And how about Simon?’ I asked gently.

‘Who cares what he thinks-what’s best for me is best for him’ – she laughed, ‘but yes, I believe that now he is ready become as much like a woman as possible.’

As part of our plan to fully feminize Simon, and to further humiliate him, we ordered gay porn magazines. Simon was called in –

‘It’s your day’ mum said – ‘we’re going to release you from your chastity …for a bit.’

‘Oh, great’ he said.

‘Yes, we want you to wank over the pictures in these magazines.’

‘OK - brilliant’ he said, but then he saw the photos on the front of the magazines concerned –

‘I can’t wank over those, they’re gay magazines, and I’m not gay. I’m not turned on by photos of gay men, or any men – not in the slightest.’

‘In that case – you won’t get hard at all when you look at the photos, and then we will know for sure that you’re not gay. Sit down.’

He sat in the chair and his chastity device was duly unlocked, and his cock immediately sprung to attention, as it were – just the whole humiliating situation, and the proximity of sexily dressed women, like mum, me and his now sluttily dressed wife, was enough to arouse him. Just the merest touch of mum’s fingers as she brushed his cock taking off his device, made his frustrated libido gush to the surface.  To feel sexually stimulated, but not to then feel the pain of his cock butting up against the spikes of his device, was itself an enormous release for him. 

Mum placed the magazines in front of him –

‘Look at them and start wanking.’

‘This stuff doesn’t arouse me at all- it’s pictures of women, like you, that’s what turns me on’ he complained.

‘Do as we fucking say’ his wife ordered, showing her newly acquired role as a dominatrix – in relation to her husband anyway.

‘This is pointless.’ He whinged.

‘Just fucking do it’ mum ordered.

He half heartedly massaged his cock, as he looked at a photo of a muscular young man dressed in a cowboy outfit, as he turned the pages the man was seen in various stages of nakedness. We could see Simon’s cock obviously growing hard under his fingers, and when the man in the photo appeared on another page completely naked, except for his boots, Simon’s cock stood to attention, and pre-cum dripped from the end of it.

‘Ha, ha, ha’ Barbara laughed cruelly – see he is a faggot, just as we thought. Come on – next page.’

Simon turned the page of the magazine, which displayed the man holding his erect cock in his hand, and Simon’s own cock became fully erect, and now he really was wanking hard – he couldn’t help himself, moaning as he felt himself about to orgasm.

He suddenly came- streams of white spunk jetted upwards in an arc, falling yards away on the carpet. There was loads of it. 

‘And he says he’s not gay’ mum said scornfully.’ From now on he’ll only be allowed to come by wanking over gay porn.’

‘What a fucking joke’ Barbara said – ‘typical man, in his complete self delusion – but  he needs a real man, to  show him what it’s like to be a man, and demonstrate to him that he is a actually a sissy, a not quite woman, but definitely more female than male.’

‘It’s one thing for him to experience a strap-on, and being butt plugged, but doesn’t this show that Simone is now ready for a real man’s cock inside her?’ I observed.

‘It most certainly does, and this is something that should be utilised for our own advantage, besides being ultimately fulfilling for her, of course.’ Mum said, for ever the practical, down to earth one.

Simon looked as us with fear in his eyes –

‘No-I’m not going there –that’s not what I want at all –I’m paying you remember.’

‘Yes, but we own you now, you’ve signed a contract – you have to do as we fucking well tell you to do. Let’s see what your wife thinks about it – do you think your husband needs to discover his true identity by being fucked by a man?’

‘Yes – I’ve always thought that he was secretly gay beneath the phoney, macho exterior; and also that he needs gender reassignment, because he is fundamentally more female than male.’

‘Your wife is your advocate now – she answers to us, who own you both, while she owns you, and thus she decides from now on what is in your best interests.’

Simon began to speak, but his wife interrupted him –

‘Shut the fuck up – we don’t want to hear any more crap emerging from your mouth.’

I couldn’t believe the change in her- how commanding she had become.

‘We should gag the sissy, shut her up and give us a bit if peace from all his endless whinging’ she went continued.

‘Yes, that’s a good idea - which of us has been wearing their knickers the longest?’ Mum said.

‘I’ve been wearing mine for a couple of days – and I’ve also had a little accident in them.’ I said.

‘You always were a filthy slut’ mum said to me – ‘While you were growing up I always had to nag you to change your clothes. Right take your knickers off, and stuff them in his mouth.’

I wriggled out of my pants, rolled them into a ball, and rammed the soiled pants in the hapless sissy’s mouth, as requested. Mum picked up some packing tape, cut a bit off, and taped my knickers into place, forming a very effective gag. Simon made noise of protest, but was soon stopped by a blow from his wife round the face –‘Shut up’ she yelled – ‘you fucking wanker.’

‘As a punishment for his behaviour, I think he should be made to go into a shop and buy his own gay porn from now on.’ Mum said.

‘Dressed up as a woman.’ Barbara said.

‘Yes, we’ll take him to the shopping centre on a Saturday afternoon, when it’s really busy, and he can go into the newsagent and buy his gay porn to wank off to- and that’s the only time his device will be removed.’

Simon shook his head and there was anxiety in his eyes, imprisoned as he was- in chastity, butt plugged and gagged.

So it was that that  Saturday, we drove into town and parked as near to the shop as possible, then pushed Simon out – wearing a frilly pink blouse, tight black latex skirt with six inch heels, thick make up, and a long blonde wig. He teetered unwillingly towards the newsagent’s shop, emerging some minutes later, looking highly embarrassed and clutching a brown paper bag, which contained a gay porn magazine from the top shelf. 

Mum opened the car door and let the traumatised sissy inside.

‘How was that dear?’ she asked, laughing.

‘Terrible –I’ve never been so humiliated in my life’ he said ‘people stared at me and muttered under their breath and sniggered, and the shopkeeper practically threw the magazine at me in disgust.’

‘Well, this is your new identity – as a humiliated, sissy faggot slut – you’d better get used to it. We know it’s what you want, don’t we? – why you’re paying us, and have contracted to become our property.’

But the thing was, was that mum and me had even greater plans for the sissy and his wife also, which we didn’t discuss with either of them. For although Barbara was our confidante in a way – this was very limited. We made her think she was, but, of course, she was contracted to us as well – our property to do as we liked with. And what we liked, as well as the feeling of power, of course, backed up by the photos we had of them- and we had even more now- was making money from these two abject sluts. We wanted to initiate Simon into the ways of gay sex, and then make him into a whore basically – and Barbara too. We liked the idea of having the two of them, a sissy – a wannabe female – and an actual female – to give our customers some choice. 

And it excited us, of course. But I couldn’t believe that I was complicit with my mother in something like this. I would never have believed mum capable of such a thing – that she had this dominant side to her personality. Or that I possessed it too, and was getting such enjoyment and a new found confidence from it. Yes, I now relished my newly powerful persona- I felt I possessed an aura about me when I walked into a meeting at work, or a restaurant, or a shop. I was now able to shop in stores I would have rarely have entered previously, having being a Top Shop kind of gal, and eat in restaurants I would never have been able to afford. But now I could afford to buy the best, and also had the self confidence, even arrogance to go with it- all because I had been introduced to the role of dominatrix by my mother. 

Simon’s next test, after forcing him to wank off to, then publicly purchase, gay porn, was to actually  to get him to have gay sex, and we thought that the best place to meet men to do this with was a gay club. Though we also wanted to get ourselves fixed with up with a couple of bull studs, and Barbara also greatly desired this, after so many years with a man like her husband – she was now craving a real man, preferably black, she told us.  So perhaps we wouldn’t bother with the gay club for the moment – after all there had to be men out there, real men, who could be bisexual with an attractive sissy, but who mainly, liked women. And we also had to think about our own needs. The whole thing was very exciting, and I fingered myself thinking about it. 

We sat in the corner of the pub, in a well known multi-racial area of south London. Four of us ‘ladies’ – of different ages, and indeed, actual genders, but all of us glammed up to the nines, and slutty with it-six inch heels, latex mini dresses, satin blouses, loads of make-up – no red blooded man could avoid paying attention to us – even if he was out for an evening with his wife or girlfriend, and this was certainly the case tonight in this pub with a strongly afro-Caribbean clientele. We sipped our drinks-Simon was seated in the middle of us, and I thought it unlikely that anyone would be able to tell that he wasn’t an actual woman, such was the care that had gone into  preparing him for the evening. 

Just then a man sidled over to us – he was black, but I noticed he was somewhat down at heel looking, his clothes shabby. 

‘Can I buy you ladies a drink’ he said.

Mum looked at him disdainfully – he wasn’t really what we were looking for, and he was on his own –

‘No, not at the moment- but we may have use for you later.’

She didn’t need to say anything else – the man knew he was dismissed, and slunk off. But she had also kept our options open regarding him, I realised.

Up at the bar, I noticed  two men looking at us, turning away, speaking to each other, then turning back to look at us.

‘They seem interested’ I said, realising that I was allowing my skirt to slip up over my stocking tops, without pulling it down. I fluttered my eyelashes at the men, noticing their expensive looking clothes, and youthful virility.

‘Yes, I think we’ve got a chance there girls’ mum said. 

‘Look they’re walking over ‘Barbara said suddenly.

‘Are these seats taken one said?

He immediately seemed charming – well spoken and sophisticated.

‘No’ mum said ‘you can sit here if you wish to.’

‘Perhaps you ladies might like some drinks’ the other man asked.

‘Yes, mum said ‘we’d like some cocktails – Long Slow Screws all round please’ and the man went off to the bar without batting an eyelid, returning with the drinks.

‘And to whom we have the pleasure, the man asked-

‘I’m Gigi, and these are my friends Yvette, Nikki and Gloria ‘Mum improvised brilliantly.

‘Mmm, very exotic –I’m Andy and this is Frank’ the stranger said, and I noticed how handsome and athletic looking he was.

We chatted amiably enough making small talk, with the sissy keeping his mouth shut unless asked a direct question, in which case he just answered monosyllabically. 

But I noticed that Frank seemed definitely interested in him, and keep trying to get him to enter into conversation –

‘What brings you here’ he said?

‘My friends’ Simon murmured in his newly feminine voice – we had given him lessons in female deportment and elocution.

‘You seem to like her don’t you?’ I asked him.

‘I certainly do – very much’ he said.

‘I know that she likes you – it’s just that she’s not able express herself very well. She’s not like other women, you know.’

Oh – how’s that – is it because she’s sexier than other women.’

‘Well, perhaps – but she’s never had a cock before, and she wants her first cock to be a black cock.’

‘Well, I can certainly oblige in that respect.’

‘I’m sure you can – but there’s one thing you need to know before we go back to my place –she doesn’t have a vagina, In fact she can only be satisfied anally.’

‘Do you mean what I think you mean? I’m not interested in guys, no way – I feel disgusted.’

‘But you said she was sexier than most women – and she is, and she is just embarking on the road to full womanhood. But we are all real women, who want black cock – and if you fuck her then you can have the three of us – both of you.’

‘And do we both have to fuck her or rather him, first’ Frank said.

‘Yes’ that’s the deal.

‘Well, I certainly fancied her, and as long as no one finds out………well, it won’t be like fucking a man anyway.’

‘That’s for sure’ his friend agreed.

And so, after several more drinks, we all went back to our house.

It was agreed that Barbara would arouse the men, and get them ready to screw Simon, then they fuck the two of us, and finally having Barbara herself.

The men were still somewhat reluctant, but excitement and the anticipation of having three sexy women, as well as a sissy faggot, overcame their inhibitions, and they sat back on the sofa as Barbara sucked at their big, black cocks, before guiding them, each one, into Simon, who himself was very anxious, and not at all happy, about receiving his first real cocks. Frank pushed his massive member towards the entrance to Simons’s anus, guided by Barbara, who was highly excited by seeing her husband so treated. He gasped as the cock pressed into him, and then moaned with pleasure as it went right up inside him, filling him up, stimulating his ultra sensitive nerve endings. Frank soon released his load inside Simon, before Andy replaced him and did the same. Simon was about to come, but Andy came first, then pulled his cock out, leaving Simon desperately wanking himself off – only for mum to order him to stop. Pre -cum dripped to the carpet as he carried on, lost in the moment, but mum grabbed his wrist, stopping him just as he was about to orgasm. 

‘Bollocks’ he said, and mum slapped him around the side of his face, before securing his wrists together with a pair of tights.

‘Bad sissy’ she said ‘who doesn’t do as he’s told.’

Then, Barbara bent to the men’s cocks, and sucked away at them, making them hard again.

She took Frank gently by the cock and led him to where I was bent over a chair, legs part, fanny glistening and ready. I felt his cock huge inside me, and soon came unable to contain my ecstasy as I cried out. And then it was mum’s turn – her plump, naked bum, hairy fanny glistening, as Andy’s cock was guided into it. 

And now Barbara was waiting expectantly, as the men rested, their now flaccid cocks gleaming with our juices. 

‘Clean their cocks with your tongue’ mum ordered Simon, before addressing the satiated men –

‘Piss over  her, she likes to be humiliated’ she directed them to the waiting Barbara- now bent over a chair awaiting their cocks, and they got up and directed  their streams of hot, yellow pee over her.

Barbara’s fingers reached to her fanny, as she furiously wanked herself off, but her husband wasn’t even granted that opportunity, just having to watch his wife being humiliated, without any release for his intense desire. 

Then fifteen minutes later, mum ordered the men to fuck Barbara, while Simon watched, and this increased his frustration, and loud were his groans as his cock repeatedly butted up against the spikes of his chastity cage. 

So that was Simon’s initiation into womanhood, and  from then on we - mum and me, encouraged  strongly by his wife, Barbara- encouraged  him to go further and further down the path to total femininity with a course of hormone injections. Surgery was also considered by us as a possible future option. He wasn’t happy about this, but of course, he didn’t have much choice. Mum and I owned him, and Barbara sanctioned this, as the right thing for him. And we all agreed that this probably was in his best interests – that he would be far happier as a woman, than as a man. Of course, he may not have been consciously happy about this, but he was unconsciously compelled – and thus really turned on, in his inner, masochistic self, by what was happening to him.

We brought more men back and repeated the scenario as before, and also  getting  sissy and wife part-time employment in a seedy club, where they acted as  waitresses and pole dancers, though  they were discretely available to be paid for  sex. They were both very popular with the clientele– in fact, Simone, as she was now always known, was more popular than Barbara.

They made a lot of money for us, and we also had their contracted income from being our property.  

Meanwhile, their restaurant business was in financial decline – so much of the profits being paid to us. Also, as Simon became increasingly feminised with the hormone injections, he began to lose the intense drive he’d had, and began spending his time experimenting with make-up and clothes rather than working. This was all part of mum’s plan to take over the enterprise, and turn the upmarket dining establishments into ‘adult’ bars –bars with scantily dressed waitresses, who would  literally fulfil the customers’ every need – and I mean every need. And to crown the humiliation, we ordered Simon and Barbara to become two of these waitresses, working, in a very degrading capacity, in the places they had once owned and taken such pride in.

I went into the establishment where they worked one day, and a buxom tart teetered over to me to present the menu. She was dressed in high heels, stockings and a shiny, black basque, blonde hair cascading over her voluptuous breasts. I fancy her, I thought, before realising that it was Simon, as was. Now he seemed a completely feminised, and very sexy, slut. 

Although, he must have obviously recognised me he maintained the professional attitude that was drummed into all our staff, as he told us what was on offer –various types of food, and drinks, but then there were the all important extras, which were oral, or full sex, with staff members, who included him and Barbara, whom I also glimpsed, looking as slutty as her husband. I did opt for oral sex from Simon/Simone, and enjoyed a very satisfying orgasm from him/her. I found it very hard to believe that this was the same man I had first met that time when I followed mum to the hotel room. That this beautiful, obliging, sexy tart had once been a successful businessman- who actually used to own the  place in which s/he was now working in such a degrading position. I had also changed a great deal too, I reflected, as I left a £5.00 tip to show my appreciation. 

Now the profits from the once ailing business soared and soon mum and me were able to move into a big, new house, while Simon and Barbara had to move downmarket, into a smaller place in a less desirable part of town. Simon was now on the road to complete feminization: his injections had been completed, and he had embarked on surgery to make him a complete woman, and this made him less inclined to go to work every day. Mum actually wore his surgically removed balls, stuffed and gold plated, as earrings, as a symbol of her domination over men. I was appalled I must admit, at her hardness, but I had to acknowledge that I, too, had become hard compared to the naïve woman who had accidentally stumbled upon mum and Simon in the hotel bar, but then I had been a bit of a loser in life up to that point, hadn’t I?

Sad to say, both Simon and Barbara began to inhabit a risqué BDSM clubbing/party scene, where drugs were commonplace, and began to be late for their shifts at the restaurant, or even fail to go in at all.

As Human Resources manager of the company – as well as part owner with my mother - I had no choice but to sack them both. But, they were able to use the assets and skills we had given them to still make a very decent living as escorts and hostesses in clubs, and they also began to appear in porn films, with Simon/Simone very much in demand as a t girl, while Barbara made the perfect MILF slut.

Yes, I did feel guilty about what happened to them, but reflected that Simon, and possibly Barbara too, had an addictive personality – he’d been addicted to making money, and masochistic sex, and had gone on to become addicted to drugs. Also, Simon  was a wealthy businessman  when we’d met , and he didn’t achieve  that by  being unselfish – no, he  did his best to make as much money for himself and his family as possible – and that’s what me and mum were doing- as mum explained to me.

But I do think he and Barbara achieved a kind of happiness and fulfilment – he had finally escaped the pressures of business, and was now free to pursue his innate femininity and masochism, while she had shaken off her subservience to her husband, and now dominated him – and was able to pursue a life of sexual fulfilment on the BDSM scene. They were paid to follow their true identities, while providing sexual services for others, which was exactly what mum and me were doing too.

And, as for mum and me – we were happy and contented – two women, who’d managed to become assertive and confident, and liberated themselves from the passivity and submissiveness that had generally been the lot of women. We were role models, you might say, besides providing therapeutic services to the community – at a price, of course, and Simon and Barbara had paid a price – but there is no such thing as a free lunch, unfortunately, in our society.

My mother the dominatrix – the words still sound strange – and the whole thing seems completely unreal –but it is actually the truth, and has certainly led to a complete change in my own life, and new fulfilment in realising my own dominant personality; while becoming wealthy through fulfilling the dreams of those who are naturally submissive, and men who harbour a secret desire to become women, which I am always more than ready to fulfil. Well, the more women in the world the better in my opinion – and I know my mother would wholeheartedly agree!

OEBPS/images/image_93078667-a91f-458b-959f-f4b6724cf3d3187822171371864789.jpg
Mother =
Like ‘

Daughter

Mother introduced me to the
art of femdom humiliatiom

Sarah Millwara






