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Chapter 1 – New Job Opportunity

It was an ad in the paper, that started it all for Megan and Roy –

‘Live in couple wanted for luxury hotel – handyman/gardener and cook/cleaner.

Free accommodation.

Suit young married couple.’

Well, it just so happened that the pair were thinking of moving away from the big city anyway. Roy disliked the Civil Service job, he’d got post-university, and Megan was fed up with commuting to her stressful financial services job in the heart of the City of London.

‘This could be our chance of a completely new start, away from the rat-race. You’re a decent handyman and gardener – well, you can fix a plug, and know the difference between a weed and a flower; and I enjoy cooking and cleaning – should be a lot less stressful than Finance, anyway.’

‘Maybe you’re right,’ her husband replied. ‘A good chance to make a lifestyle change before it’s too late.’

‘Let’s apply.’

And they sent off their application and CV straight away.

Roy and Megan were quite surprised to be offered the job, the owners saying they had selected them from a huge number of applicants. The owners of the hotel were a wealthy couple. The husband, Leon, a handsome, muscular, SUV driving, Alpha male; while his wife, Jade, was a sexy MILF, impossibly glamorous, in expensive designer clothes.

Early in the morning, two days later, Roy and Megan packed their possessions into a hired van, and left their London flat for the Peak District countryside, arriving at the hotel where they were to live and work, several hours later.

Everything began well – the couple liked their apartment within the hotel complex, and on first meeting, the owners, Leon and Jade, seemed very friendly. In fact, they said on introduction –

‘We want you to think of us as more like friends than employers – you have been carefully selected from among all the applicants because we thought we would get on so well with you. You can start work tomorrow, if that’s OK with you both.’

‘Sure - we can’t wait to get stuck in,’ Roy said.

‘Well, we’ve got your new uniforms ready, made according to the measurements you gave on your application forms.’

Chapter 2 – First Day at Work

The pair got up with some excitement the next morning, and donned the new uniforms. They were a pink shirt, and fitted red trousers. Megan put her outfit on first, and it fitted well, and looked very smart. Roy came out of the shower, and began putting his uniform on. The trousers were a bit of a struggle, they were so tight, as was the top. He looked in the mirror, and stepped back – the clothes definitely seemed of a female style and cut: the shiny, skin tight, red trousers; the shirt, actually more of a women’s blouse, with frills, and flared at the waist – not to mention being bright pink. What looked smart on Megan, looked ridiculously feminine on Roy. 

‘These are women’s clothes’ he said to his wife.

‘I think it’s just the style’ Megan said, ‘you look fine. Lots of men wear pink these days.’

‘They don’t feel right,’ Roy said, ‘how am I supposed to work in these trousers, they’re so tight I can hardly move.’

‘I’m sure you’ll get used to them,’ Megan said.

Roy’s first job was to get the garden in shape. The ‘garden’ was actually more like grounds; but Roy enjoyed riding around on the state-of-the-art lawnmower, though rather daunted when he saw all the overgrown flower beds, that he was expected to knock into shape on his own. While Megan was shown the hotel’s vast kitchen, and met the young local woman who would be helping her. Her job was to plan and cook all the hotel’s meals, actually quite a lot of work. However, the couple had never been afraid of hard work, and felt very happy to be living rent free in such a nice part of the world.

Chapter 3 – Roy Gives Humiliating Oral

Roy was daydreaming as he rode on his lawnmower. Well, actually he was thinking of the female half of his new employers, Jade – God, she was sexy. That morning, when she issued the day’s instructions, she’d been wearing a short, red lycra skirt, black stockings and heels, with a low-cut, white top, revealing a stunning cleavage– it had been obvious she wasn’t wearing a bra, as her huge nipples were clearly outlined through the fabric. The previous night, Roy had been thinking of her as he fucked Megan, his wife, Though, Megan might well have been thinking of the other half of the employer partnership: the handsome, macho Leon; who now suddenly appeared out of the morning mist, hand raised in greeting. Roy stopped his mower –

‘Morning, Roy,’ Leon said stepping forward. He was certainly good

looking, with a muscular body, set off by a white t-shirt, and tight

black trousers, which showed the outline of his massive cock.

Roy had a feminine sensitivity about him, along with his slight frame, and

rather feminine features, which people often picked up on and ridiculed,

much to his annoyance.

‘Fancy a chin wag?’ Leon said, ‘I’ve got some decent whisky in the barn there.’

Whisky, at this time of day! Roy thought alarmed.

‘I’d best crack on - I’ve got a lot of mowing still to do.’

‘Well, I’m the boss, and I say you should have a break, relax. I’ve got some things I want to talk to you about, anyway.’

‘OK’ Roy reluctantly got down from the mower, and followed Leon across the field to where a modern looking building stood, surrounded by old tools and machinery.

‘Thinking of starting a museum,’ Leon said, indicating the old machinery ‘The History of Gardening, could be a nice little earner.’

‘Sounds good,’ Roy said, for want of anything else to say, and nervously followed Leon through a door. Inside was very luxurious room, not barn like at all, with comfortable chairs, and a big movie screen.  Leon took out a bottle of Jack Daniels, and two glasses.

‘Not for me – too early, thanks,’ Roy said apologetically.

‘Oh, come on - one won’t hurt, will it? wifey will never find out.’

‘She will if I return pissed after a day’s work,’ Roy thought, but took the proffered glass anyway – what else could he do?

‘Attractive woman, my wife’ Leon began, as if he’d been reading Roy’s mind ‘not many women can compete with her in the glamour stakes.’

‘She certainly is,’ Roy agreed, wondering where this was going.

‘But Megan is a lovely girl too,’ Leon said, ‘watched you giving her one last night.’

‘What?’ Roy exclaimed.

‘Yeah, you’ve got cameras in your room, you gave us a lively display.’

Roy couldn’t speak. He took a deep swig of whisky, and then started coughing.

‘You can’t do that,’ he eventually said.

‘Oh – what, can’t have security cameras on our own property? I was just keeping an eye on things, that’s all. You had good references, and seemed very trustworthy, but you can’t be too careful these days.’

‘You can’t intrude on our privacy like that.’

‘Hold on, hold on old chap, don’t make a mountain out of a molehill.’ It wasn’t just security that made me watch you both anyway – we’re not your regular couple, if you know what I mean. Jade and me wanted to confirm that you two are the kind of people we can invite into our lives, who can work for us at one of our special parties. You look like a man who can swing both ways, and your wife seems a bit of a goer too – judging by the noise she was making last night, anyway,’ Leon smiled.

‘Swing both ways? – I’m completely straight’ Roy said angrily. ‘I only fancy women.’

‘But Jade doesn’t think so’ Leon said calmly, ‘that man has a touch of the lady about him, of the feminine,’ she said, and she’s always such a good judge. But I like trans men, I want to fuck them. A lot of them are so attractive, more attractive than many women, with all their makeup, and sexy clothes. They are just like women, except they mostly, unless they’ve had an operation, have got a cock between their legs, even if it’s just like a large clit, and that gives me a kick fucking them. Maybe I am a bit gay myself. I like to fuck men anyway, just to show my superiority, to demonstrate that I’m more of a man than them. That’s why I’d like to fuck you, you big Nancy Boy - especially if you were dressed up like a tart.’

Roy blushed, tried to protest, but no words emerged from his mouth. For some reason the memories came flooding back – of his teenage days of putting on his mum’s makeup, suspender belt and stockings, and her high heels – how it had turned him on, standing before the mirror, becoming what he so desired, wanking himself off to his own reflection. And he remembered again how dressing as a woman had made him fantasise about going out in public, and men being attracted to him. While dressed as a woman, he really felt he’d become a woman, and had enjoyed imagining men fucking him as a woman, which he’d never done when in male mode.

He noticed with horror, that Leon had opened his trousers, and his big thick cock stuck up like a tower from between his legs – ‘Suck me off,’ he said hoarsely and, Roy found himself meekly complying, as if compelled by some unknown power; going over and kneeling before the Alpha male, and taking his cock between his lips, in full Beta mode. It was the first cock Roy had ever sucked, and it tasted vile, but he applied himself to the task, turned on by the humiliation of being so treated by the powerful Leon. He sucked and darted his tongue along the big man’s shaft, doing his best to get a response – nervous about failing at the task his new boss had given him; but feeling rewarded when Leon began to moan, suddenly pulling his cock from Roy’s mouth, with a shout, and directing a stream of hot cum into his face.

‘Well done, dear,’ Leon said.

Roy felt very humiliated, as he dabbed at his face and top with a rag Leon had given him, but his hard cock told him that the experience had also aroused him. He felt degraded, and confused – he’d thought he was here to work, not for…. this.

As if reading Roy’s mind, Leon said -

‘Right, no more fucking about - get on with your work,’ turning, and walking off.

Roy clambered back onto the mower – he noticed his hands were shaking as he started it up, and also the obvious stain on the crotch of the hated red trousers. He drove on, trying hard to focus his mind on what he was doing.

Chapter 4 – Megan Gives Humiliating Oral

Meanwhile, back at the hotel, Megan was cleaning the rooms, carrying a  vacuum cleaner around, along with dusters and polish. She had to admit she was finding it hard work, but was determined to do a good job. She didn’t know where Jade, who’d given her instructions earlier in the day, had gone, and presumed that she’d gone out. She arrived at Jade and Leon’s bedroom, to clean it, and knocked on the door. There was no sound, just a faint buzzing, which Megan presumed was some electrical equipment left on.  She slowly opened the door, thinking the room was empty, and there, lying on her bed, skirt hiked up around her thighs, stockinged legs apart, was Jade, pushing a big vibrator up inside herself.

‘Hi’ she shouted ‘can you bring me off, I need some help to cum.’

In a daze, Megan walked over to the bed, sat on the edge, took off her rubber glove, and with trembling fingers, located Jade’s clit, and began to massage it.

‘Use your tongue, use your tongue’ Jade shouted, and Megan pressed her face to Jade’s fanny, which tasted salty -

‘That’s nice’ her boss gasped, ‘faster, faster.’

Megan increased her speed, until her tongue was beginning to ache, when Jade’s body trembled and began to shudder with a massive orgasm.

‘Thank you, you’re a darling,’ Jade said finally, as her body stilled; then reached up and pulled Megan’s face towards her, and kissed her passionately on the lips. Megan felt herself respond, and yielded to Jade’s embrace, and the pair kissed passionately, tongues entwined, which led to them embracing, and exploring each other’s bodies, caressing each other’s breasts. Jade suddenly tweaked Megan’s breasts quite hard and she yelped.

‘That hurt, did it?’ Jade asked.

‘A bit.’

‘Good.’ Jade spat in Megan’s face –

‘Bend over the bed, you stupid slut.’

Megan found herself complying – she was wet between her legs, turned on by being so treated.

Jade pulled down Megan’s knickers and slapped her hard several times on her bare bum. Megan moaned, as Jade thrust two fingers up into Megan’s fanny and began to bring her off, and she soon came shuddering to a huge orgasm –

‘Liked that didn’t you?’

‘Yes,’ Megan gasped.

‘Yes what?’

Yes, Ma’am,’ Jade replied.

‘Now fuck off, and get on with you work.’

The rather chastened Megan adjusted her clothing, grabbed her hoover, and quickly left the room.

Chapter 5 – Roy Becomes a Maid

It wasn’t long after that that Megan was promoted from her role as cleaner and cook, to being in charge of a newly employed team of minions beneath her, who would carry out these duties under her supervision. New people were also employed to do Roy’s jobs – of gardening and handyman. He was called into Jade’s office –

‘We’re very pleased with your work, but we’ve decided you’ll be better suited to a new job – you’re to take over the cleaning from your wife, and we’re employing a couple of experienced gardener/handymen -who will work under Megan’s supervision, as you will too.

Roy found it hard to take in this information. He’d worked so hard on the garden, and trying to fit in all the repairs around the house too, which had often been difficult, but he thought he'd done well.

‘I…… er,’ he stumbled over his words.

‘And we’ve decided, well this was really my husband’s idea, that this will be your new uniform for your domestic duties; and she indicated something black, white and frilly hanging behind the door. You’re to wear this outfit at all times, along with wig and makeup – Madame Hollier, who does my makeup, has kindly agreed to instruct you in this, and aspects of female deportment, and you will begin the lessons today. My husband’s wish is that you should be feminised – we believe that this is most suitable for your personality, and role within our organisation.’

‘I don’t…,’ Roy began, but Jade was looking at her phone –

‘You can fuck off now,’ she said, ‘don’t forget your new outfit.’

Roy stumbled towards the hanger, and took it, noticing a pair of very high heeled shoes on the floor beneath it. Surely not, but thought he had better make sure -

‘Do I take the heels?’ he asked, hoping so much that this wasn’t the case.

‘Oh yes, the heels, of course, the only footwear that goes with that outfit.’

Roy struggled not to drop anything as he nudged the office door closed with his forehead, and went back to the apartment he shared with Megan.

He couldn’t understand it – he’d enjoyed the job he’d had, though finding it a little stressful trying to keep up with all the demands, and also shamed by Joel, and what he’d said, and done: which had turned him on, which made him even more ashamed – the first time he’d ever given a blow job to another man. Though the Alpha male hadn’t approached him since, and Roy had convinced himself that it had all been a bit of a wind - up. But now he had to perform domestic duties, dressed as a sissified maid, wearing a wig and make up too, after humiliating lessons from the sexy Madam Hollier. Donning the maid’s outfit, pulling up the black stockings over his freshly shaven advised by Madam Hollier, legs; he felt even more disturbed and humiliated as his cock grew hard with the feminine way it made him feel, the softness of the delicate fabrics upon his bare skin. Once dressed in the outfit, his mannerisms and voice became inadvertently more feminine, as Madam Hollier had advised and predicted: now the thought of having sex with Joel became, instead of being repugnant, was something he began to fantasise about, as if he really was a woman – being used by him, humiliated and degraded by the Alpha male. Though he tried to push all these shaming thoughts away, as he teetered and tottered along the hotel corridors in his heels, with his hoover, doing the jobs that only days ago his newly promoted wife had done, which included cleaning the toilets. He noticed that the toilet nearest Jade and Leon’s apartment, was becoming increasingly filthy, and taking longer to clean. Then one morning, he encountered Jade standing outside it.

‘I’m afraid that your work isn’t up to scratch, especially the toilets. This one, for example, is disgusting.’ She flung the door open, ‘Look’ –

Roy peered in, and could see that the bowl was absolutely filthy, although he’d only cleaned it a day ago.

‘I cleaned it yesterday,’ he protested.

‘We like honesty here – that toilet looks as if it hasn’t been cleaned for days. As punishment, you’re to clean it with your tongue, and it’d better be shining. Tracey, here, and she indicated a teenager, just taken on, will watch and ensure that you clean it properly, and do it with your tongue.’

She stalked off.

Roy looked with silent appeal at Tracey, but the young woman just looked back with contempt, and took out a phone.

‘I’m to film you licking the toilet clean with your mouth,’ she said coldly.

Roy knelt before the toilet, bending his head into the filthy bowl, and having to hold the hair of his wig back with one hand. The smell was rank, but he felt his cock hardening at the humiliation, especially since it was probably Jade herself who’d created this mess, or if not her, Leon.

While Roy’s status was reduced, its lowness humiliatingly reinforced, his wife’s had greatly increased. Roy knew that Jade liked Megan,

and favoured her, but wasn’t aware of the nature of their relationship, though he maybe had some idea: another thing that he pushed to the back of his mind.

Now Megan had her own office, from which she issued instructions to her staff – of which her husband was now one: a pathetic, cross-dressed, sissy maid.  Her attitude had definitely changed towards him, although they still shared a bed, but sex had become a bit perfunctory. On Roy’s part, how could he play the male role he’d always played in bed, convincingly? He felt a fraud, going from dressed and made up, not just as a woman, but with an almost cartoon like submissive femininity, to taking the lead sexually over a wife whose confidence was increasing by the day. And there was the fact, which he hadn’t told Megan, that their most intimate moments were being filmed. That thought actually turned him on, he was ashamed to realise - the thought that Leon, and Jade? might be watching them having sex. This made his cock hard, when just moments ago he hadn’t been able to get it up, when trying to make love to Megan. He touched her shoulder, as she lay in bed –

‘Are you asleep – look,’ he indicated his erection.

‘Not sure I can be bothered now,’ she said.

‘Suck me off – please.’

Jade grudgingly pushed herself up, and knelt in front of him as he stood there, and placed her mouth over his throbbing cock. Roy felt a double thrill, at being given a blow job, but the thought of Leon watching them, him still in suspenders, stockings, heels, and heavy makeup, while Megan worked her mouth and tongue up and down his slimy shaft, made him even more excited. He realised that he was going to cum, and it came to him to make a show for the cameras, so he pushed Megan’s head back from his cock, and blasted hot cum into her face and over her hair –

‘You don’t usually do that,’ she said, ‘now I’ll have to go and get cleaned up.’

‘Say something sexy,’ he said, ‘what do you think of me dressed like this? aren’t you appalled?’

‘I think it suits you actually- compared to a real man like Leon, you’re a fucking sissy - is that sexy enough? Jade was explaining to me that it’s to help you inhabit your true identity, so that you can fully realise your potential within the organisation.’

‘Does it turn you one to see me humiliated? Do you have a favourite fantasy about my humiliation?’

Megan thought for a moment –

‘Yes, it does actually, and yes, I do have a fantasy. There’s a public toilet, a really filthy one, and Leon makes you go in dressed in your maid’s outfit, heels tip-tapping on the oozing, filthy floor; and there’s a line of blokes at the urinals, peeing, and you go up to the first, get down on your knees next to him, and take his cock as he’s peeing, grab it and direct the pee into your lipstick coated mouth, and over your face; then you suck his cock off. And you do the same to all the other blokes in the toilet.’

Wow - Megan’s fantasy really turned Roy on – the idea of being forced to do that by Leon, made his cock really hard.

Chapter 6 – Roy Becomes a Drag Artist

One day, just as Roy was putting his hoover, brushes and polishes away in the cramped store cupboard, he heard Leon’s deep voice –

‘Hey, Rhonda,’ as he’d annoyingly taken to calling him, ‘fancy coming out tonight to a club?’

Roy, as usual when talking to Leon, couldn’t think of anything to say, he just felt consumed with shyness – he was tired anyway, after a day’s work, and had been looking forward to something to eat and a rest, not that he got much rest with Megan always on the phone with Jade, discussing the running of the hotel – well, they probably saved the personal stuff for when he wasn’t around, he thought bitterly.

‘I’m a bit tired’ he said, ‘and I need to get changed, and get this make up off, so you’re best going on your own.’

‘No, no – you should stay as you are – where we’re going, you’ll be a big hit looking like that.’

That was all the more reason for not going, Roy thought. But before he could say anything, Leon had grabbed him by the shoulder, and was marching him down the stairs, to where his SUV was waiting –

‘Get in,’ he ordered, holding the door open, and Roy slid onto the plush seat. They roared through the darkening evening, the car’s headlights lighting their way through the unlit country lanes. Roy watched the dark shadows, and the eyes of dazzled animals staring out of the night – it all seemed so eerie, gave him a sense of foreboding. Eventually, they entered the suburbs of the street lit city, and soon came to halt outside an undistinguished, unlit building, with a couple of bouncers standing at the, closed, door.

‘Come on’ Joel said, as Roy struggled down from the car, trying to keep his short black maid’s dress from revealing his knickers, which barely covered his cock. As he minced behind Joel towards the club’s entrance, he wished the earth would open up and swallow him – to be so dressed in front of the macho bouncers, and anyone else who might be passing. He thought he heard a wolf whistle. His teenage fantasy of going out dressed as a woman finally fulfilled, he thought – typically through someone else’s initiative. The bouncers waved them through, which he’d never experienced before: he was more used to being refused entry because he wasn’t wearing the right clothes, or some other made-up reason.  The dark club seemed exotic. A seedy glamour pervaded the place, and he realised that many of the customers were men dressed as women – in drag. In fact, there was a drag artist onstage.

‘Come with me’ Leon said ‘I want to introduce you to someone.’

The dazed Roy followed Leon, as he led him through the crowd, and through a small, insignificant looking door. This led backstage to the dressing rooms for performers. Leon knocked on a door,

‘Come in,’ a voice, which it was hard to tell if it was male or female, drawled. They entered, and Roy was presented with the most exotic creature he’d ever seen. This was the drag star, Candi Doll- resplendent in cascading blonde hair, huge false eyelashes, plumped red lips, outlined in dark liner, a tight, scarlet dress, with a cleavage revealing huge breasts, black stockings, their lacey tops revealed, and a pair of six-inch heels.  This was a vision of how he would like to be, Roy thought: he both wanted Candi, and wanted to be him, or her.

Candi surveyed him –

‘I like your costume - a little maid, very sexy.’

‘I thought that you might give him a few tips – I think he’d make a perfect drag act.’

‘Perfect for you to fuck,’ Candi laughed. ‘I can certainly see the young man, or should that be young lady, has promise. I’ll tell you what – she can come onstage with me tonight, people would like that, me with my own maid, a real blast.’

Roy gulped; it was like being in a dream.

But twenty minutes later, a couple of whiskies inside him, he was pushed out on stage by Candi – at the last moment Candi’s pink painted fingernails lifted Roy’s short maid’s dress, delved into his knickers, and whipped his cock out, so that Roy walked on stage with his cock hanging out in front of him, to a huge cheer from the audience. As he went to push his cock back into his knickers, Candi gripped his wrist –

‘Here’s a young lady who wants to introduce herself to you. As you can see, she’s a very open, demonstrative young woman.’ This to more cheers.

‘Give them a wiggle,’ Candi said.

And Roy, as if in a dream wiggled his body, so that his cock waved about in front of him – he was even more embarrassingly aware that he was getting hard. There were more cheers, and he wiggled his hips some more. The shy, reserved Roy was exposing himself to a horny, gay club crowd, as if to the manor born.

Candi carried on with a stream of filthy jokes of which Roy was the butt, though he grinned inanely, and laughed along, and periodically Candi would tell him to give a wiggle, which he did, smiling as he did so. There he was in a sex shop maid’s outfit, of black vinyl mini-dress with a little white apron, his cock hanging out; black stockings, with the lacey tops revealed; high heels; white frilly cap on his head, and thick, slut make up, including huge false eyelashes, which Candi herself had applied – what a transformation had taken place.

Eventually Candi finished her act and the pair walked off stage to huge applause, and shouts of ‘more.’

Leon, looking down at Roy’s. semi – erect cock, said ‘You need to cum.’

‘No, it’s all right,’ the now subdued Roy replied, ‘I can do it myself later.’

‘Follow me,’ Leon said and led Roy down a corridor to another door. They entered, a small narrow room.  Roy noticed men pressing themselves to the wall or kneeling, and realised that there were small holes in the wall.

Leon motioned to one of the holes in the wall –

‘Put your cock through there,’ he said.

Roy complied; he didn’t feel able to contradict Joel- was scared of him.

No sooner, had he inserted his cock into the hole, than he felt he warmth of a mouth over it – a mouth that began expertly giving him a blow job. He soon orgasmed, his cum disappearing on the other side of the wall, as the mouth’s warmth was removed.

‘Feel better now?’ Leon asked the now even more humiliated, though physically relieved, Roy.

Roy nodded.

Back at the hotel, dinner was over and Jade lay back on her white sofa, while Megan pushed her head between her legs, and pressed her mouth to her fanny. The very short dress she now wore, on Jade’s orders, rode up to her thighs revealing the black stockings that Jade had also ordered her to wear.

Megan had previously had a lesbian relationship at university, and she was certainly turned on by the attentions of this wealthy, glamorous older, woman. Though also with the same nagging feeling of being controlled, manipulated, that Roy had, with Leon. There was a feeling that they couldn’t protest, even if they wanted to, such was the strange power that this couple had. Megan was glad to have been promoted, with more responsibility, and pay, and to be in a more powerful position than her husband. And she did enjoy the attentions of Jade, demanding as they were becoming – Jade expected Megan to be on call for her, whenever she wanted, but kept telling her what a wonderful lover she was, one of the best she’d had. Jade also liked to dominate her- slap and humiliate her. She kept telling Megan about how her husband had been transformed into a sissy, and how Megan was married to a real loser.

‘But,’ Jade said, ‘you, and your fag husband can be of use to us, if you comply with everything, we tell you to do, and this will benefit you both in the long run. We own you both now, and there is a certain security in that for you. Some people are naturally dominant Alphas, like me and Leon, and some more naturally submissive Betas, like you, and particularly, your hubby – that’s just how it is.’

Chapter 7 – The ‘Special’ Party

Megan and Roy had been hearing about this big party, a regular event, which involved ‘sploshing’- neither of them had any idea what this was. On Google, it was said ‘messy food play fetish’, which didn’t make things much clearer for them, but it sounded harmless fun, anyway.  Jade explained to Megan that they usually hired models or actors to play the role of sploshing victims, but now Megan and Roy would have this honour. They were told that they should dress up glamorously, with full makeup – both of them, Roy now wearing makeup every day in his maid role. What did Megan think of the feminisation of her husband? She thought he made quite an attractive woman, and he seemed to enjoy it; but she was aware that their lives and values had been turned upside down by their recent experiences. She saw her husband as no longer a real man, but a humiliated sissy, and was no longer sexually attracted to him.

But there was always the nagging idea that they were being manipulated for the satisfaction of their wealthy employers, and that it could be hard to extricate oneself from this situation, the deeper they became involved in it.

Having been told that they would have to dress glamorously for the dinner, the costumes they were given to wear were actually very slutty. Both of them in corsets, stockings and suspenders, heavy makeup and six-inch heels – just what was their role in this party going to be? Megan asked her husband anxiously–

‘I have no idea; we should just try and enjoy the experience.’

The guests arrived, and they watched from the window as the big chauffeur driven cars drew up, and the glamorous guests got out – the beautiful people. It seemed amazing to Megan and Roy to be involved such an event. They felt flattered, if rather fearful about what their role would be.

When the guests had assembled, sitting around a huge table –

an assembly of the great and the good: expensively dressed and

glamorous women; men oozing with money and power, mostly big, fat,

and old, puffing cigars; Megan and Roy were told they to make their

entrance. Both very self-conscious, even after a couple of drinks, they

were led in, to a set of old-fashioned stocks that had appeared at the

end of the room. They were lost for words, as they were told to put their

heads and hands into the appropriate openings, which were then

closed and locked, so they couldn’t escape. They were facing away from

the room, so that their bare bottoms, clad in skimpy, open – crotch

knickers, suspender belts and stockings, with legs ending in six-inch

heels, were on display to the whole room. They both wondered what

was about to happen.

‘I’m nervous’ Roy muttered, ‘but excited.’

‘Me too……’ Megan replied.

Immediately, the guests seemed far more interested in the pair in the stocks, than in eating, though drink was plentifully consumed. Jade, now wearing a huge black strap-on, approached the pair, their bottoms facing the room, to provide the first indignity – she fondled Megan, causing her fanny to glisten wetly, stuck a lubed butt plug up her arse, then commenced fucking her with the huge black strap - on, to much applause and shouts of glee from the guests. Then, the strap – on, now wet with his wife’s juices, was thrust into Roy’s ‘lady hole,’ as Jade called it – he moaned first with pain, then with pleasure, as it went deep inside him.

‘And of course, this is a sploshing party,’ Jade said, applying several eggs, margarine, custard, then flour to Megan’s hair. Jade had sent her for a special visit to the hairdresser, for her hair to be dyed a platinum blonde, and teased into delicately feminine waves, cascading around her face. Within minutes, her teased and coiffed hair, was a grimy mess. Roy, who was wearing a wig, in a similar style to Megan’s, got the same treatment.

‘Now’ Jade announced to the guests – ‘You’re free to do what you like with these sluts.’

And all hell broke forth. Fingers and dildoes were stuck up the hapless couple’s every possible orifice. Rude words, like ‘slut’, ‘whore’ and ‘black cocks only’, with pointing arrows, written on faces, breasts and bums, with handily provided sharpies and lipsticks. The pair were covered with every possible manner of messy foodstuff – gravy, baked beans, cooking oil, butter, syrup, and slops from the kitchen – their hair, makeup and outfits ruined.

Finally, Leon approached Roy -

‘Remember, I told you I, as an Alpha male, was going to totally humiliate you,’ and he took out his cock, lubed it, then eased his erect member up the sissified hubby’s, now gaping, ‘lady hole’. Roy yelped as the tip went inside him, groaned as Joel pushed it further in, then gave an enormous sigh of pleasure, as it was pushed right up inside him, as if to the very heart of his being.

Within seconds Roy orgasmed, his cock spurting cum across the floor.

‘You’ll have to lick that up later. Now, to really humiliate you, I’m going to fuck your wife,’ and he took his cock, gleaming with Roy’s juices and inserted it into Megan’s fanny –

‘Yes,’ she cried ‘yes,’ as she felt the Alpha male’s massive cock reach up right inside her.

‘I bet you never say that when you’re fucked by your hubby.’

‘No – he’s not a man, his cock is like clit – he’s more of a woman than a man,’ Megan gasped hoarsely.

‘How would you feel to be gang banged while Hubby watches?’

‘I’d absolutely love it.’

‘Any men here, and women, want to fuck this sexy MILF’ Leon announced.

There was a roar of assent.

‘Form a queue then, cocks and strap -ons at the ready. And anyone who wants can fuck hubby, too.’

A queue of men, and some women quickly formed, and Roy was forced to witness his wife fucked by an assortment of a strangers which she really seemed to enjoy, as Roy did too, in his masochistic, submissive way - and taking cocks and strap-ons up himself, as well.

He knew, that he and Megan were now well and truly owned by this wealthy, glamorous couple, and that he had maybe come to like, and accept, this fate.

Chapter 8 – New Beginnings

However, some months down the line, Roy was becoming increasingly feminised, and was now commonly known as Rhonda; while Megan, who was becoming ever more involved sexually with Jade in a Sub/Dom relationship, was given her own room, on the exclusive top floor, near to Leon and Jade’s apartment.

But the, severely disillusioned, Roy, escaped one night, through the kitchen and out of a fire exit. Although in his maid’s outfit, he managed to get a lift in a lorry, parked in a nearby lay-by, to the city - by offering the driver a blow-job, and managed to find his way to the club he’d visited with Leon – they’d been there several times since that first experience, and Roy had begun to get on very well with Candi, who saw him as a bit of a drag protégé, and who was very popular with punters.

Roy managed to get into the club, and find his way to Candi’s dressing-room.  Candi was glad to see him and Roy explained his situation.

‘You poor darling’, Candi said embracing him, and soon the pair were kissing passionately, one thing leading to another.

‘You’re free to stay here my darling,’ Candi said afterwards, just as long as you don’t mind getting up on stage with me – cock hanging out, of course,’ he laughed, referencing Roy’s first visit.

Roy jumped at the opportunity, and, now Candi’s lover, he soon became a popular drag artist, known for being particularly outrageous. While Megan got even more promotion at the hotel, and was given far greater responsibility by Jade. Six months later, though, Jade left Leon, and ran off with Megan to Cornwall, where they got a job running a B and B.

Chapter 9 - Epilogue

Who’d have foreseen the route Megan and Roy’s journey would take, when they first took the job at Jade and Leon’s hotel; but, at the end of it, they seemed to find, at least some, happiness and fulfilment, if not with each other. Though their journey is not over yet!

THE END

Thanks for reading – really hope you enjoyed it. If so, please leave a positive review, and any ideas you might have for future stories.

You can find more of my books on Amazon.

Best Wishes,

Sarah Millward
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