

My Secret Sissy Humiliation

How Danny Became Daniella

Hi, my name is Daniella, formerly Danny, and this is the story of how the latter became the former.

It all started when I was a teenager, and discovered I had an overwhelming compulsion to dress as a woman. In fact, I would steal my mother’s lipstick and makeup, and put it on when everyone was out, and masturbate to my reflection in the mirror. I had a fantasy of going out dressed as a woman, and I even used to look longingly at the acrylic blonde wigs available for nine pounds and ninety- ninety pence in the small ads section of the Daily Mirror- the newspaper my parents used to take. But I was always interested in women sexually, and not men: in fact, my transvestitism was because I was so interested in women that I wanted to actually become one. Though, when I fantasised about dressing as a woman, this included going out dressed as a woman, and men finding me attractive. But the thought of being gay was anathema to me.

However, I did have a life changing experience in my early twenties. I was walking home from the West End after a night out, having had a bit too much to drink. I’d missed the last bus, and was stranded. I didn’t even have enough money for a taxi, so I was walking from the West End to Streatham in south-east London– heading in what I supposed was the right direction, judging from the road signs, which I had to screw my face up so that I was looking through one eye, to read – because of the drink I’d had. But at least I knew what I was doing, I supposed, as I trudged across Waterloo Bridge. All I could think to do was just to walk – trudge blindly on.

Just then, a car drew up beside me, and a finely modulated man’s voice called-

‘Can I give you a lift? Where are you going?’

‘Streatham.’ I slurred.

‘Yeah, I’m going through there, hop in.’

I gladly got into the car, the alcohol dampening my natural suspicions. Immediately, I recognised the man as an actor who was regularly on TV. His name escaped me, but his face was familiar from many films and TV series, where he usually played a suavely sophisticated type –a bit of a ladies man, but also something of a cad. However, I didn’t say anything.

The man asked me a few questions about my evening, but I wasn’t feeling very talkative, though grateful to him for the lift. Just then, I felt the man’s hand on my crotch, pulling down the zip of my jeans as he drove with one hand.

‘I’m not gay’ I protested, pushing his hand away.

But just then my cock popped out of my open zip, and I was mortified to see that it was getting hard.

‘So you’re not gay, but you’re getting an erection’ – he said, withdrawing his hand.

‘I’m going to a club – why don’t you come-I guarantee that you’ll be a big hit there.’ He continued.

‘No’ I said ‘I just want to get home – and I’m not gay anyway.’

‘Well, tell me if you change your mind.’

We drove on silently through the deserted night time city streets, where only stray cats witnessed our passage. Me being given a lift in a famous character actor’s car would have been an invisible and forgotten event, if I weren’t now informing you about it. As we drew into Streatham, nearing my home, I said –

‘Next right and then first left, please.’

‘OK’ the man said ‘but are you sure that can’t tempt you to come to the club.’

At that, he fumbled in his pocket with his left hand, a hand that he had already proved was very dextrous, and pulled out a wad of banknotes –

‘It’s yours if you come with me.’

I gazed at the money- several fifty pound notes, and silently took it.

‘Take this – it will help you’ the man said, handing me a blue pill, and I quickly swallowed it.

The man drove on through the night, past my turning, and on towards the south coast.

I was nervous and dry mouthed as we entered the club, sobering up, but also strangely confident and full of energy. This was something very taboo to me, something that challenged my whole sense of self. The darkly lit room was full of men, who turned to look as I walked past with the actor, who’d now told me that his name was Mark, which I knew wasn’t his real name. Several nodded to him as we passed, on the way to the bar, where he bought me a much needed drink.

‘Who’s your friend?’ someone said.

Just then I felt a hand groping me, and went to knock it away, but ‘Mark’, gently grasped my arm.

‘It’s OK – you’re among friends here-and don’t forget the money I’ve given you.’

I felt his own hand on my cock, and again it stiffened to his touch.

Then my cock was suddenly outside my trousers, and someone was sucking it, while another man kissed me full on the lips. I felt myself wanting to run, but before I did so I was gently pushed over a small table. A cock pressed at the entrance to my back passage, I mumbled something, but my voice came out as a garbled mumble. I felt the man’s cock going up deep inside me, right to my pleasure centre, while I felt another cock in my mouth and began to suck it.

Three months later I applied scarlet lipstick to my mouth, as I looked at my reflection in the mirror, making it sure it was on correctly, before applying mascara and blue eye shadow. Making up my face always gave me a thrill – it was transgressive, illicit, as well as being something that seemed somehow natural to me, as were the female clothes, and high heeled shoes I donned. Prepared, I walked into the club to whistles and applause, hands grabbing me every which way – patting me, groping me. I felt my cock hardening as it was  grabbed, then next thing my  frilly knickers aware down around my ankles, and  before I knew it I again had a cock in my mouth and another up my arse.

‘Can I be next?’ a voice said.

‘There’s a queue -get in line, I’m first’ someone else said.

So I was gangbanged, and lost count of how many times I was penetrated, or how many cocks  I sucked , and that came into my mouth or over my face, so that my carefully made up face and hair were covered in cum. Then everyone drifted away, and I was alone, with only a worker at the club to help me back to my dressing room. As I sat down, he took out an envelope and placed it on the table –

‘There you go’ he said, ‘you’ve certainly earned it.’

He went out, and I counted the money – and I couldn’t believe it was all mine. But the thing was, I felt like I wanted to do it all again for nothing. I had started to crave being used, abused and humiliated – I couldn’t get enough of it: and there were always people around who wanted do it to me, and pay well for it. Some even wanted me to humiliate them, and I was glad to oblige, for a price, but my heart wasn’t in it in the same way, and I often found it hard to do what was requested of me.

For instance, one man, a leading academic, wanted me to tear up items from his extensive and expensive collection of rare stamps, assembled over many years. He wanted me to tie him to a chair, then tear the irreplaceable stamp albums up before his face and scatter then over his floor, then pee on them, and all over his expensive carpets, and this turned him on masochistically. But I felt bad destroying the rare stamps, and tried to only destroy the least expensive looking ones.

I also drew the line at causing any kind of physical pain to anyone, though some urgently wanted me to do this, and would offer me increased amounts of money to do so.

I had to admit that I did succumb to temptation on occasion. This particular man made me an offer I couldn’t refuse, but when he detailed what he wanted me to do to him, I balked, but now I was committed.  He wanted me to tie him up tightly then put him naked in the bath. He would be wearing a black hood over his face, with only the mouth uncovered. Then I was to piss into his open mouth, which I found hard to do, abusing him all the time – telling he was a filthy faggot slut, and this was all he was good for. I also had to write filthy things all over his body in lipstick, like ‘disgusting faggot maggot’, and ‘pansy ponce.’

Then I was to leave the flat without freeing him, but phone the concierge of his luxury apartments, and tell them that he was tied up in his apartment. The fire brigade or the police would then have to be called to break in and free him. I wasn’t happy about this since this could then possible lead to the police becoming interested in me, but he assured me that he would tell them that it was all his idea, and that he had willingly submitted to what had happened. It still made me very uneasy though, and I never went back to the man, despite the huge amounts of money he was paying.

Anyway, despite the amount I was earning, I began to find the life I was leading intolerably stressful. I knew that I wasn’t gay, and I began dating women again. To cut a long story short, I met a lovely, understanding woman, Suzi, and after a whirlwind romance, we got married.

After getting married, I was perfectly happy-for a bit. Our sex life was great at first, but then I suggested to my wife that it might be exciting for us if I were to dress in her clothes, but she was disgusted by this suggestion, and adamant the such a thing would be a compete turn off for her-

‘If you want to do that kind of thing, you’ll have to do it when I’m not here.’

Well, she obviously didn’t really want me to do such a thing, but I took my cue from her anyway, and began dressing in her clothes when she was out-which really turned me on, then ordering female clothes from specialist websites, and also visiting transvestite and transgender chat rooms. I wanted to be dominated and abused, but didn’t know how to ask my wife if she would do this. I also fantasised about being humiliated sexually by other men.

One day, my wife had told me she would be in late from work, so saw the way clear to have a dressing up session. Just thinking about it my me  excited, and I felt  butterflies  in my stomach – the feeling of transgression,  the sensual touch of the delicate fabrics on my skin. I had shaved my legs, and  my cock  hardened as I pulled the silky stockings over my  legs, then even more so when I  pulled on the satin knickers, and fastened the padded bra, before slipping on a  satin blouse, and  black latex mini skirt. Next were the six inch heels, purchased from an online specialist. Then I rather inexpertly applied thick make up, before the final coup de grace, of a flowing blonde wig. I looked at myself admiringly in the mirror – and then froze, as I heard the front door open. There was no time, even to move, as my wife, whose late meeting had been cancelled, walked into the room –

‘What the fuck!’ she exclaimed in horror –‘what the fuck do you think you’re doing?’

I turned, presenting my now unfamiliarly prettified, sissified face to her, and tired to mumble an explanation, but no words came out, and she…..she laughed, breaking into fits of giggles.

This hadn’t been my expectation of how she would react at all, and I did feel humiliated, but at least it was better than being shouted at –

‘What do you look like?’ she asked, mockingly ‘but, you do actually make quite a pretty woman, I must admit. In fact, I think I find you more attractive like this than I do normally.’

I wasn’t sure how to take this, or if I liked it, but I also felt strangely turned on.

‘Do you know what? I’ve actually always fancied trying a lesbian relationship- and if you look just like a woman….I’m becoming excited now, just looking at you – come and   lick my fanny you slut – sorry but that’s just what you look like – some cheap whore – and it really turns me on.’

She sat down and pulled her knickers down around her ankles, and opened her legs, and leaned back in her seat.

I knew what I had to do and went and kneeled in front of her, hoisting my skirt up with a bit of difficulty. I bent my head between her legs and began lapping at her fanny, which was noticeably, smelly after a day at work – but I knew I didn’t have much choice in the matter. I made little darting movements with my tongue around her clity, and she came surprisingly quickly her hips bucking against my face, her cum trickling down my chin.

‘Thanks – you’re dismissed now’ she giggled.

She seemed to have no trouble in assuming a dominant role- she’d probably read about it in one of her magazines.

So amazingly, my wife not only seemed to approve of my cross-dressing activities, but actually appeared to welcome them. There was obviously a difference between someone speaking of an idea, and seeing the scenario in the flesh as it were. She had always had secret lesbian fantasies, apparently, and found me so convincing as a woman, that I could, partially at least, fulfil them.

It gave me the green light to go on further in realising my compulsions, and also for her to realise her own fantasies regarding other women, and dominant, masculine men. We discussed these things, and agreed that we should both now be free within the marriage to pursue our specific sexual needs. I began to think of  some of the things that had happened to me earlier in my life – the  episodes of humiliation, which  had so  aroused me, and which I craved  to experience again. My wife now had my blessing to go out and sexually experiment – with macho men, and with women, and she had given me permission to do the same.

I couldn’t get away from it – that desire to be a glamorous, sexy woman. I began to scan the fashion pages of newspapers, and on the internet. I would avidly watch videos in which the latest fashions in boots, or blouses were modelled and discussed. Take note of makeup tips about how to apply lip liner, or the latest in mascara. I would be turned on, doubly, watching these – turned on by looking at the sexy models and the fashion editor discussing the clothes or make up, and, possibly, even more aroused by the thought of myself wearing the clothes or makeup.

However, six months later, I’d taken the train to Brighton, and was staying in a seedy B and B, drinking heavily, to deal with my anxiety, and feelings of guilt –after leaving my wife, without explanation. Our open marriage hadn’t really worked out. I had become a cuckold, while my wife entertained a variety of lovers, and had completely lost interest in me sexually. I had to help entertain these lovers, acting as a maid to clean the house before and after, and as a fluffer to get the men, and women, ready for sex with my wife. Once my wife had realised how easily she could get male and female lovers, she had lost all interest in my sexually – even with me as a surrogate woman, and had begun not returning to our home, and spending time with her lesbian lover. I realised that my wife had lost all interest in our relationship.

So, there I was in Brighton, alone, compelled to explore my masochistic desires. I was wondering around, when I noticed some postcards in a phone box.

One of those cards said ‘Dominant woman seeks subs, sissies welcome’, so, with trembling hand, I rang the number, and an upper class, woman’s voice answered –

‘Hello – this is Mistress Yvette, how may I help you?’

‘It’s about the domination’ I said with a quavering voice.

‘It’s thirty pounds for a half hour session; I can give you the address if you want to come.’

‘When are you open? I asked lamely.’

’10 am until 11 pm – do you want to make a booking?’

‘Can I come now?’

‘Yes, that’s fine. Shall I give you directions?’

‘Yes, please.’

‘Well it’s 3 Palm Court. You walk from the Hove road up Palm Avenue, and turn right at the top and its first left – the maisonettes.’

It seemed hard to associate the mundane address, rooted in reality, with my fantasies – which seemed somehow glamorous, as did the woman I’d just spoken to.

I found the house, definitely ordinary, and walked nervously up the short path through a scrubby bit of garden, and knocked on the door, since I couldn’t see a bell. There was silence, and I was about to go, when I heard the drawing back of bolts, and the clanking of chains. The door opened and a woman’s face appeared – the heavily made up face of a blonde woman of about forty.

‘I phoned’ I said nervously.

‘Oh yes, you must be Rob’ which was the name I’d given her- ‘Come in.’

Her voice was attractively husky, and she was indeed sexy, in very high heels and short skirt, as she showed me the way into her boudoir. On the way I heard voices from another room, and glimpsed some chaotic untidiness through an open door, but the room she showed me into was immaculately clean and tidy, with a huge double bed, taking up much of the space.

She invited me to sit down in a comfortable armchair, while she sat in the one facing it, her skirt riding up her legs, so that I glimpsed the tops of her stockings. She lit a cigarette, and exhaled smoke through bright red lips.

‘So what is it that we can do for you?’ you she asked pleasantly.

‘Well…ahem, I like to be forcibly feminized and dominated.’

‘I see – and what sort of woman do you like to be transformed into – an Audrey Hepburn or a Marilyn Monroe?’

‘Oh, definitely Marilyn.’ I said, thinking –this woman knows what she’s talking about.

She wrote something down on a pad.

‘And you like to be dominated? In what way?

‘Well, it’s all to do with humiliation, not so much physical pain – but being degraded and abused.’

‘Do you like several women to be involved or just one?’

‘Well, it is a fantasy of mine to be  humiliated and laughed at by a few women – being dressed as tart in front of your friends, and laughed at and abused, and also having to go out in public dressed as a slut.’

‘That can be arranged – and do you like women to be involved only or men as well?’

‘Yes, I am turned on by being sexually abused by men, though I’m not gay.’

‘You’re not gay, but it turns you on- the idea of being forced to be gay.’

‘Yes’ I swallowed, feeling my trousers bulge.

‘First of all you need to pay, and as your requirements involve some extra expense, that will be fifty pounds for half an hour up front, and then we’ll go from there.’

‘OK then’ I said taking out my wallet and counting out the money with trembling hand.

She took a draw on her cigarette, and blew a stream of smoke right into my face. I coughed-

‘Might as well start as we mean to go on’ she sneered.

The bulge in my trousers grew larger.

‘Those trousers seem a bit small for you don’t they?’ She reached out, pulled down my fly and grabbed my cock, catching my balls with her sharp fingernails, and pulled it, without any delicacy, from my trousers, where it sprung to full attention. My balls throbbed with pain from their harsh handling, but this only served to make me feel even more aroused.

‘A skirt and stockings would suit you better than trousers, wouldn’t they?’ Mistress Yvette said, but I didn’t say answer.

‘Wouldn’t they?’ she shouted, right in my face.

‘Yes, they would’ I said.

‘Yes they would what?’ she asked threateningly.

I picked up my cue-

‘Yes, Mistress’ I said.

‘That’s right, I’m your Mistress now, you fucking loser. Open your mouth.’

I obeyed and she flicked the ash from her cigarette into it-

‘That’s all your good for isn’t it?’

‘Yes, Mistress’ I answered.

‘You would make a good rubbish bin for us here, somewhere to put all our waste products – a form of recycling, so at least you would be doing something useful. You’d like that wouldn’t you?’

‘I don’t know Mistress.’

‘Well, it doesn’t matter whether you like it or not-if I say you have to fucking do it, you have to do it. And then you have to pay us for the privilege. You’re going to be our new cash cow aren’t you?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘But first of all we have to get you looking like the sissy you truly are.’

She picked up a shower bag of makeup, and sorted through various tubes of lipsticks, pots of colour, and delicately hued powders- the sight of which excited me even more.

‘We have to make you look as slutty as possible – because that is your true persona isn’t it?’

‘Yes, it is Mistress.’

It was thrilling to have her carefully apply the cosmetics thickly to my face, and when she had finished I was amazed at the transformation. I really did look a total slut – with vivid pink lipstick, heavy mascara and eyeliner, bright blue eye shadow and lashings of blusher. And this was topped off with a gorgeous blonde wig.

Next were clothes - she had a supply of equally slutty clothes –stockings and suspenders, pink panties with a little bow on the front, black PVC mini dress, a pink chiffon blouse, and short leopardskin jacket, and four inch black patent leather heels completed the ensemble.

The she called her friends in from the next room -

‘What a complete fucking state’ a spiky haired young woman said ‘how could THAT ever be taken for a real man?’

‘Well no one could ever make that mistake’ another woman said ‘and now he is dressed appropriately for his true identity.’

‘Ha, ha, ha’ another young woman laughed- he looked like a right pansy as a man, and he looks like a right scrubber-the town bike, who everybody rides.’

‘And she’d pay them to do it’ the spiky haired woman mocked.

Then a collar was put around my neck attached to a lead, and I was taken out into the street, attracting stares and comments from passers-by. As a test I had to go not a busy supermarket on my own, and buy a packet of sanitary towels. I felt really humiliated as I tottered along the supermarket’s aisles in my heels, desperately trying to find the feminine hygiene section, than having to ignore the tuts and hostile stares from female shoppers, and sniggers from the shelf stackers, as I reached for a box of sanitary towels, and put them in my basket. There were more sneers and sniggers as I queued at the checkout, before emerging to where my new mistress waited.

‘Did you feel humiliated Mistress Yvette asked?’

‘Yes, I felt very humiliated and completely abject-it was the most embarrassing thing I’ve ever done’ I said.

‘Good’ she answered.

It was agreed that I would return in two days’ time and spend time at the Mistress’s flat as a general maid, toilet slave, and rubbish bin.

I felt as if I couldn’t wait to go resume my humiliation in two days, and I wandered around Brighton, desperate for more of what I’d just experienced. I was like a junkie in search of the next fix.

I walked around the town that night, noting the bars and clubs where only men entered, until, I plucked up the courage to go into one myself. The place was packed, loud music, and a full dance floor – of only men. Drink gave me Dutch courage, and I began dancing with a chubby young man in a pink shirt and baggy black trousers. There was a DJ, introducing the records. The young man handed me something, and from his actions I realised that you sniffed it. I inhaled the substance, and felt an immediate surge of exhilaration. We danced together wildly, and I was emboldened to reach out to touch the man, but he drew back –

‘The DJ is my boyfriend’ he said.

Suddenly the music ended, and the lights came up, and I was able to see the man in the glare of the lighting – a podgy, innocent looking young man in his early twenties. The man’s DJ boyfriend came up to us- he looked at me and gave one of those scornful laughs, as if I was a piece of shit, which is how I felt, now that the glare of reality had imposed itself again. But, surprisingly, he asked –

‘Why don’t you come back with us?’

‘Yes – OK’ I said, flattered and excited, which along with the drink and the drug, overrode the warning siren going off inside my head.

And, so I followed the two from the club, and down the street. It was only a short walk to their flat, also in the Lanes gay area. We went in, and Gareth, the DJ, beckoned me to sit down on a comfortable looking sofa, while he vanished, and Teddy, the younger man went into the kitchen, soon returning with coffee.

Music was put on, and I began to relax a bit as Teddy told me that he had been with Gareth for about eight months, meeting in the very club we had been in that night. We chatted casually for a few minutes, before the door opened and Gareth came back in. I realised he was tall and muscular, compared to the slimly boyish Teddy, and as soon as he came into the room the atmosphere changed, and I found myself tensing up.

‘So you want to have sex with my boyfriend do you?’ Gareth asked.

‘Well, I don’t know…’I mumbled, blushing.

‘But you do fancy him don’t you?’

‘I suppose I do.’ I mumbled.

‘Well, suck his cock then,’ and to Teddy ‘get your cock out sweetheart, and let this slut suck you off, I’m sure you’ll enjoy it.’

And Teddy obediently dropped his trousers, and stood there naked, and I got down on my knees, and took it tentatively in my mouth. It was salty to the taste, and soon hardened as I put my lips to it. The next thing was that I felt my hands   pulled back behind my back and cuffed together, while Gareth pushed me forward so that my arse was in the air, and then I felt his cock thrusting up inside me. It really turned me on despite myself, and I let out a loud moan,

‘Keep sucking’ Gareth said, and I continued to suck Teddy’s cock, while I felt Gareth thrusting into me from behind, the sensual vibrations travelling straight to the pleasure centres of my brain. In a few moments, Teddy withdrew his cock from my mouth and jetted a stream of thick white cum into my face, while almost simultaneously Mark pulled his cock from my arse, and came all over my bare bum cheeks and back. Then, he replaced Teddy’s cock in my mouth with his own-

‘Clean it, you fucking faggot’ he ordered roughly.  I felt humiliated, but turned on at the same time.

‘You wanted to play at being gay, and now you’ve had the chance – enjoy it you fucking wanker.’

Gareth laughed his scornful laugh again, and my cock grew another couple of inches, so aroused did his disdain make me.

After that we sat drinking wine – and not long after I fell into a deep sleep of unconsciousness.

I awoke in hospital – apparently I’d been found naked, tied to a lamppost in the centre of Brighton, with a butt plug stuck up my arse, and a sign round my neck saying ‘sissy faggot slut likes humiliation.’

I was covered in cum, pee, vomit and all kinds of garbage, where night club revellers had complied with the request to humiliate me, and they had also added their own slogans in indelible marker to my body and face- many too disgusting to repeat, but words like ‘slut’, ‘whore’, ‘sissy’, ‘shit’ and ‘scum’ were prominent. The marker took ages to get off completely, and for ages every time I looked in the mirror I saw the word ‘slut’ on my forehead.

I was taken to hospital, and tests showed an excess of a sedative in my blood, though I hadn’t consciously taken any such thing.

The hospital was a strange, very impersonal place –a psychiatric hospital, I realised, when I looked around me at the woebegone figures slouching down the corridors fully dressed. I immediately sensed the hostility of the nurses, when it was dinner time. All the dinners were brought round to us in our beds, but everyone else seemed to get served except me. When my dinner was finally brought to my bed by an orderly, it was put on a small table, but the table wasn’t pushed close to me bed. I tried to reach over to pull it over, but was unable to; since I was connected to various tubes. I pressed the emergency button to summon a nurse. When one came over, she was very annoyed when told her of the problem –

‘You’re only supposed to press the button in the case of an emergency’-

She said nastily, grabbing the table and shoving it up to my bed, so that most of the food slid from the plate over me. She walked off, and I picked at what remained of the dinner – it looked and smelled awful. I tasted a bit, and it was disgusting, as if someone had peed in it, or worse-so I pushed it away.

Another nurse said that she needed to examine me, and told me to roll over on my stomach. I heard the snap of latex as she donned a pair of thin gloves, then next I felt her lubed hand shoved up inside my back passage. I moaned–‘Shut up ‘she said ‘you’ll disturb the other patients.’

I felt her gloved hand deep inside me, and began to become hard. When the nurse noticed she slapped my bottom hard –

‘We don’t want any of your filth in here.’

I was told I needed a special examination, and my bed was wheeled by burly porters from the ward – and into a lift. When we emerged it was into a grimy basement.  More hospital porters lounged around smoking, and talking loudly, making jokes about ‘poofs.’

‘We’ve got a right one here’ one said ‘let’s show the pervert a lesson she won’t forget.’

At that the man unzipped his trousers, after putting his cigarette in his mouth, then came over to me where I lay on the trolley. He took a drag on his cigarette –

‘Open your mouth darling’ he said, and I, for some reason, obediently complied. He flicked his ash into my mouth-

‘There you go-fag ash for a fag’ he said.

The he took out his flaccid white cock, and directed a steady steam of piss into my open mouth.

I coughed and spluttered, but felt the familiar feeling of masochistic arousal.

‘I think you’d like us to do you a big favour’ the man said, roughly pulling me from the bed, and pushing me over an old table.

I didn’t resist as my  gown was raised to me thighs as the  porters – sweaty ones, fat, smelly ones, black ones, grossly wrinkly old ones, took turns to anally penetrate me. Then they all stood in a circle around me, and peed on me, before wanking over me, so that my face and hair were covered with their cum.

I felt used and abused, but masochistically satiated, as I was returned to the ward.

‘Enjoy yourself?’ the nurse asked mockingly.

I blushed with shame, and wondered if my face was clean of cum – I’d been given a cloth to wipe it, but I needed to see myself in a mirror. I was also soaked in pee; and the nurse must have been able to smell it.

‘Excuse me, could I have a change of gown please.’

That was only clean on the day before yesterday, we only issue clean ones once a week’ she said coldly.

‘But I’m afraid I’ve wet myself.’

‘Well, that’s your own fault, you should have asked for the commode.’

Later that night, when the ward was silent, several of the nurses came over to my bed, having ignored me all day.

‘We need to take some tests’ one giggled, and I could tell that she was drunk, and recognised her from earlier in the day. I realised that these were off duty nurses, just come from a bar, and sexily dressed and heavily made-up, who were after a bit of fun at my expense.

‘We need to take a sperm sample from you,’ the leading one said, grasping my cock, and wanking it with red painted nails. Her soft hands on my cock and the overwhelming smell of her perfume, made me become immediately erect.  I came quickly -into a glass that was held at my cock.

‘Now you have to drink it – you have to drink your own cum –it’s got nutritional value.’

The nurse said, holding the glass to my lips, and I felt I had no choice but to comply.

‘Open your mouth and tip your head back.’

I did as she said, and drank my own cum as it was tipped into my mouth, some of it dribbling down my chin. It tasted pretty awful and made me feel degraded and abject.

‘Well done’ the nurse said. ‘That has curative effects you know. Now we have to give you an anal examination,’ she slurred, sniggering, and she turned me over on my front, and parted my bum cheeks – and the next thing was that I felt her sharply finger nailed finger up my anus. I squealed –

‘Now doesn’t be a baby’ she said –

And with that an object was inserted up me, which was, in fact a huge butt plug. I squirmed uncomfortably.

‘That’s to help your bowel evacuation’ she said ‘you’re to keep it in at all times until we tell you can remove it- your anus needs loosening.’

I could hear the other nurses sniggering.

What kind of hospital was this I wondered? But it wasn’t the first bad experience I’d had in such places, but being labelled gay added another dimension to it. 

Next, the doctor saw me, and told me I was to begin Behavioural Therapy.

‘What’s that?’ I asked.

‘It’s something that will help you to fulfil your true identity’ the doctor answered ‘and thus be better able to cope with your problems.’

I wondered what was in store for me, but felt positive because I was getting some treatment to help me. However, I was shocked, and appalled when one of the nurses brought me some magazines –when I saw what the magazines were: gay porn magazines.

‘Take out your cock’ the nurse said ‘you have to masturbate over these magazines as part of your behavioural therapy.’

‘What – I can’t do that’ I protested ‘these magazines disgust me.’

‘Well, you have to overcome your disgust, that’s what the therapy is all about.’

The nurses stood over me as I opened the magazine– a glossy photo of a man dressed as a builder, wearing a hard hat, but with his shirt gaping open to reveal a muscular torso, and, in full view, a huge, erect cock, which his right hand firmly grasped.

‘Come on’ start wanking’ a nurse in her white, starched apron and cap said, cuffing me round the head with her hand, while another spat into my face –

‘Come on, we all know you’re a secret faggot, start wanking yourself off to these pictures – reveal to us and to yourself what you really are.’

Tears filled my eyes as I began caressing my cock.

‘Ha, ha, ha’ – the first nurse laughed – ‘he’s becoming hard, so he is gay after all, despite his ardent protestations.’

‘Yes, they were ardent, weren’t they?’ the other said ‘how hollow was his protest.’

She spat again, pushing back my head and forcing my mouth open, to unleash a globule of phlegm straight into my mouth.

‘Come on’ turn the pages; I want you wanking over some of the harder photos.’

I turned over the page of the magazine, and was presented with the sight of a man sucking another man’s cock. I was filled with disgust –

‘Get on with it’ first nurse ordered.

I touched my cock, and felt it grow even harder. It throbbed as I began to stroke it.

‘Look how turned on this “straight” man is by gay photos’ the other nurse cried, raising her phone to her face and taking a photo –‘there you go – you will be revealed for all to see.’

Just then, the door opened…

‘You’ve just proved now gay you are – and here’s your reward.’

I looked round to see a naked man walking into the room –a naked black man, with a huge ebony cock semi hard between his legs. He walked up to me

‘Suck him off’ the nurse commanded.

‘No’ –I can’t do that I protested. I’m not gay.’

I felt the nurse’s hand slapping the side of my head.

‘I beg your pardon – you’re not gay, but you get hard looking at gay porn! Give me a break. Now, I won’t tell you again, this is a very important part of your therapy – suck him off.’

Meekly, as if it was all destined to happen, I opened my mouth to receive the man’s salty tasting cock. It gagged me as I sucked away at it, until the man suddenly removed it, and directed a load of thick white cum over my face.

Later I was lying in bed when a nurse approached me –

‘Turn over onto your front' she demanded coldly.

I complied, wondering just what was in store for me this time, and my pants were pulled down roughly, and I jerked as I felt the nurse’s chilly hand on my bum cheek as she dabbed me with something, and then the sharp pain of a needle going in.

She dabbed the spot again-’OK’ she said, and walked away.

What had I been injected with? Some kind of psychiatric drug was what I surmised, but the truth was far darker. It was only later after had several of the injections, one every three days, that I was called in to see the  psychiatrist, and she informed me that I was undergoing a course of hormone therapy, as this was deemed in my best interests.

‘You’re turning me into a woman without my consultation’ I said angrily – ‘that’s illegal’

‘No – it isn’t, we have been in contact with your wife, and she has given us permission – since you are suffering from a psychiatric illness, you are not considered responsible in this matter.’

‘Not responsible – not responsible for being turned into a woman? I’m a man, and that’s how I want to stay.’

‘Well, the process is irreversible now, and we have no choice but to continue, otherwise it would be harmful to your health. We’ve changed your forename by the way- from Danny to Daniella.’

She bent down to write something on a pad, and I realised that I was dismissed, and walked out back to the ward in shock.

What was happening to me? It seemed like some conspiracy, but why?

After four weeks, I realised the effectiveness of the injections – physically, I now had incipient breasts, and a more curvaceous figure, and my voice was higher. Mentally, I was different too – I no longer felt so angry at what was happening, but had a greater sense of acceptance.  In fact, I felt quite relieved – as if I was finally becoming my true self. But another voice inside protested – that I was being brainwashed, that the treatment was what was affecting me and clouding my judgement. But I realised that there was little I could do, and I realised that I certainly was becoming more feminine – looking myself in the mirror more, and enjoying the feminine  aspects of my appearance, and thinking of suitable clothes and hairstyles and make-up, and really wanting to try them out. The fact that that my name had been changed from Danny to Daniella, which I must admit gave me a thrill as well as some trepidation, gave me a feeling that now there really was no way back.

‘You’re to go out to work – it’s part of your therapy’ it was suddenly announced one day.

I wasn’t opposed to this, since I could see that it was way to support myself, and get out of the hospital. I was to work for an accountancy firm, a job at which I had plenty of experience, though I had been used to a managerial position.

‘If you work hard enough, you will get promotion,’ the boss promised me at the interview.

Dressed head to toe in black, with jet black hair, bright red lips, and green eyes, heavily outlined with black pencil, Ms Sinead McIntyre was an imposing Irish woman. Her manner was chilly, and she looked at me with some disdain, but I was surprised when I was offered the job, though I thought it might have been something to do with the firm being contracted to take on a certain number of therapeutic cases.

But when I got to the office on my first day at work, a surprise was in store for me, when I met my new boss again-

‘After thinking about things I’m actually giving you an immediate promotion – I want you to be my personal assistant – to cater for my every need, and I mean “every” need while I’m here – and outside of work too, perhaps.’

She smiled meaningfully- which meaning I could only guess, and these imaginings sent a frisson of excitement and fear through me.

‘Fine’ I said ‘when do you want me start on my duties.

‘Well, right now would be a stood a time as any’ she said. ‘I’m feeling rather horny – so get on your knees and lick me off.’

I dutifully knelt before her, as she pulled down her knickers, and opened her legs to reveal a thick black fur of pubic hair. She elegantly sat back her chair and opened her legs wide reveal the delicate pinkness of her fanny peeping from its jungle of hair.

‘Come on you sissy faggot lick me off’ she said.

I tentatively pushed my face forward, so that me  tongue had access to her  cunt, and poked it into her wetness, trying to locate the firmness of her clit, which I soon found, and began my little darting motions  on her hard  mound, which was surprisingly big.

‘Massive isn’t it. From what I’ve seen in the photos the hospital sent me, my clitty is as big as your cock. In fact, your cock is more like a clitty’ she laughed.

I ignored her brutal address to me, realising the truth of her words regarding my post hormone treatment cock, and brushing aside the humiliating breach of confidence by the hospital, and concentrated on licking away, as her wetness flooded my mouth. I must admit that I was now becoming hard myself, and soon her hips began to buckle, and she erupted in a massive orgasm-

‘Well done’ she said, when she’d finally subsided, you’ve started well in your new post. Now I want you to get changed into some new clothes that I took the liberty of buying, such was my confidence that you would take the posting I had in mind for you.’

She directed me bethought small cupboard like room , and when I went in, I discovered, to my horror, some female clothes spread out on a table, many of them brand new, with the labels still on.

‘Quick, put the clothes on’ she called ‘and leave your old clothes in a pile.’

What choice did I have but it follows her wishes?

So I picked up the clothes – felt the gorgeous fabrics – the softness of the delicate materials. I stripped out of my own clothes, and immediately felt very vulnerable – a shiver went through my body, though it wasn’t cold in the centrally heated office. I slowly began to put the clothes on – the stockings immediately made my cock go hard when I felt their caress against my shaven legs. Then a bra and panty set in pink ribbed with black, with a delicate black bow on the front. Next, a dark red satin blouse, and a black pencil skirt, slit up the side. Lastly, there were the shoes – four inch heeled patent leather stilettos.  Then the boss came in-

‘One thing I need to do’ she said -‘Bend over.’

I bent before her, and she pulled my knickers down, and I gasped as a huge butt plug was inserted up my anus. Then, before I knew it, a chastity device was clipped over my cock, which immediately became even harder than it was already, before the head felt the sharp points embedded in the end of it, and recoiled as I grunted in pain.

‘You shall wear these all the time you are here’ she said, ‘In fact, you will have to wear the cage permanently, because I will keep the key.’

I was speechless, and unable to reply.

‘Now lick me off again’ she demanded ‘get under the desk – this is what you’re to do whenever I require it.’

She pulled her knickers down, sat back in her chair with her legs open,

I crawled under the desk, and again buried my head in her moist fanny, smelling its pungent aroma. I felt my cock hitting the spikes of the device and winced, as I applied my tongue to her cunt, tasting its saltiness, lapping away at her juices. She immediately became very wet indeed, and I sought out her clitty, finding it, and it quickly became firm as put my tongue to it. I licked away,  her juices flooding my mouth, pubic hairs in my teeth, as I pressed my tongue as deep into her as possible. And then she came, with a juddering orgasm that made her hips bang into my face, knocking against my teeth.

‘Well done’ she said, a moment later, now you can resume your new duties at the reception desk. I emerged from the under the desk awkwardly, and went out of the office, teetering on the stilettos.

There was the desk, with no one sitting behind it. I could see the computer and other accoutrements, and sat down. Immediately the phone rang, and I picked it up–

‘Hello’ I said, struggling to remember where I was.

‘Oh, is that Dimesons’ a woman’s voice said.

‘Yes,’ I said.

‘Who am I talking to?’

‘The receptionist – do you want to leave a message?’

‘Can you put new through to Emily Parsons?’

‘Yes, of course’ I said. I looked at the panel of numbered buttons, pressed one, and a voice answered –

‘Hello, Emily Parsons.’

‘I have a call for you’ I said.

‘Who is it?’

‘Hold on a second please.’ I fumbled with the phone.

I pressed the button, but the line had gone dead.

‘They’ve gone’ I said.

‘Gone –I was expecting an important call – it wasn’t Marion Barnes was it?’

‘I don’t know.’

The line went dead. I sat there feeling stupid, but how was I supposed to know what to do when I wasn’t a proper receptionist or secretary, and hadn’t received any training.

The phone rang again, and I answered it-it was the boss.

‘Can you come into my office please?’

I went in quickly.

‘I’ve just had Emily Parsons on the phone – saying that you messed up an important phone call, with your incompetence.’

‘Well, I haven’t had proper training- I’m sorry.’

‘Sorry doesn’t cut it with me. Bend over the desk.’

I went and bent over her desk as she came round on the other side, pulled down my knickers, and picked up wooden object shaped a bit like a large bat, with spikes embedded in it. She began hitting my naked bum with it. Every blow forced my hips forward, forcing my cock onto the spikes of the chastity device. I was also becoming aroused, which made my cock touch the spikes even more forcefully. I cried out in pain, with the spikes biting into my arse, and those of the chastity cage pricking my cock’s tender glans.

‘Shut your fucking whining’ she said, hitting me with an even harder blow.

After a few months, the hormones really began to take effect – I had developed a feminine figure replete with a pair of shapely breasts with sensitive nipples, and a higher voice. My hair and skin were softer, and my voice higher and my muscles had disappeared, to be replaced by slender, hairless arms and legs. It was a bit alarming to realise that now there was definitely no going back. But what the psychiatrist said next alarmed me even more –

‘You cock is now so small it’s like a little clitty. And your balls have shrunk too. There’s not much point in them now is there – you could have them removed- and even your little penis, and a vagina created’

‘No’ I said ‘I definitely don’t want to go that far.’

‘Why not’ –you’ve effectively become a woman, why not goes the whole way – you’re never going to be a man again are you?

‘Maybe not….but I’m just not sure about being castrated, it just seems a step too far.’

‘Rubbish – those balls are no use to you – and think if you really become a woman down there - a woman whom all men will be attracted to.’

‘I don’t know about that at all….’

Anyway, the next thing was was that the doctor clipped a dog collar around my neck, and a lead was attached to it, and I was taken out to the car. We drove some miles to another town, and stopped outside a ….vet’s.

‘Oh no’ I said, ‘oh no.’

‘Come on’ she pulled me from the car by my lead-

‘Get on your hands and knees like a dog’ she ordered.

I complied and was thus led into the vet’s waiting room.

The vet, after the doctor had offered her an enormous amount of money, told us that castration was a procedure that he regularly performed on animals, and performing it on me would be no different, though it was, of course, entirely unethical, and would lead to her being struck off if anyone found out – hence the large amount of money she was given by the psychiatrist: who’d  explained to me that it was therapeutic for me to be so treated, in order for me to fully inhabit the submissively feminine role to which my personality was suited. She’d explained to me that my attempts at a rebellious masculinity, were at war with my inherently feminine, submissive character, and were thus aberrations that needed to be expunged – brutally if necessary, for my own long term wellbeing.

So that was it – I was treated just as if I were a dog, a beloved pet, whose sexual proclivities got in the way of her owner’s lifestyle. I must admit the procedure was quick and painless, and I felt no immediate after effects. But in the ensuing months, I realised that I was completely feminine. Not only physically, with no body hair, soft hair and skin, and my cock no bigger than a woman’s clit; but mentally I was different too. I now had no desire to rebel, and in fact, I began to enjoy my status, and not having to compete in the big, bad world. I became really girly – enjoying reading fashion magazines, and experimenting with clothes and make-up.

I was an asset to the company, as I sat at the reception desk, always immaculately made up and dressed, but with a strong hint of the slut about me – with my skirts always a bit too short, my make up always a bit too thickly applied; but I knew the male business visitors to the company’s offices really appreciated this. And, of course, I was always at hand if any ‘extra’ services were required as sweeteners in a business deal, or as a gift from one company to another.

I now no longer lived at the hospital, but in a hostel for others like me – inadequate males feminized by powerful women – a squad of sissies who could be deployed in any number of roles, and were available for hire at a suitable price. At the hostel we had to perform all domestic duties, such as cleaning and cooking, and our spare time was spent in feminine deportment, and elocution, as well as talks on makeup and diet.  The rest of the time was our own, and I made a couple of good friends  with  other sissies, who’d once been men like myself, with wives, and often children, but had achieved  fulfilment in the sissy role. We were allowed a limited amount of sexual contact with each other -one hour a week, which we looked forward to and greatly enjoyed, though this contact was frequently withdrawn for even the most minor infringements of the rules.

The women who ran the hostel would have social evenings every Saturday night, and we sissies were allowed to attend as maids, and human ashtrays. I felt privileged to spend an evening kneeling at the foot of my mistresses as they smoked and chatted, using my mouth, held open with a steel device, as an ashtray, and absent mindedly flicking their ash into it, and spitting their phlegm into it, as if I really was just an ashtray and spittoon – an inanimate object, existing for their use; which I was, of course.

Women also used to be received as clients, paying for the attentions of the women running the hostel, but also for that of the male studs on offer, if that was what they desired. My duties were usually to act as a fluffer on such occasions – sucking the men’s cocks to make them hard, licking women clean from the studs’ cum, and also using my tongue for cleaning up the floor. The women were amused and turned on by seeing me humiliated – my serving them as a toilet slave, for instance.

Anyway, on this occasion we there was a female client coming, I was informed, and told to get into my maid’s costume. However, when the woman walked through the door, I got an enormous shock – it was Suzi, my wife, whom I was still married to – the person who’d signed the form enabling the hospital to forcibly feminize me. There she was – as large as life, still beautiful, and I realised, with a pang, how much I still loved, and desired her.

‘Hi’ I said, even though I was forbidden from speaking, but I couldn’t help myself. However, she just ignored me, and didn’t even look at me.

I wanted to hug and kiss her, but I wasn’t allowed to make any physical contact with her at all– having to suck the huge black cock of a muscular black man to get it hard for penetrating my wife, while the mistresses caressed her body.

How it wounded me to the heart to hear her moaning and crying out as she was fucked by the man’s massive cock, after being fingered to near orgasm by one of the mistress; and I had to watch as she was fucked in every hole, and engaged in a variety of lesbian stimulation, her orgasms becoming more and more intense, while I, her feminized husband, could only watch impotently.

And that is my journey – from the conflicted sissy longings of youth, to actually becoming a fully fledged sissy, on the verge of, if not actually inhabiting, proper femininity.

Please read my honest account, and draw your own conclusions.
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