

Office Groper Gregg to Glory Hole Gloria:

Women wreak revenge on abusive Alpha male

You know that in every office you always used to get someone described as ‘the office groper.’  The women working there often felt they just had to accept the situation, and try to ignore it. They didn’t feel as if they had any choice in the matter. Well, Gregg Hansard was just such a man - an office groper. Married to the long-suffering Dora, he wasn’t just a groper, but had affairs with any young woman who would be gullible enough to succumb to his charms, and the implications that their careers would be advanced if they slept with him, whereas the opposite might happen if they didn’t. But he wasn’t quite Ladies’ Man he thought he was, but someone whom many women found deeply unattractive. They just felt that thy couldn’t complain, since Gregg was part of the firm’s management.

One day, a new young woman, Naomi Clarkson, started work in Gregg’s department. He went to welcome her in his usual tactile way – if the newcomer was an attractive young woman.

‘Hi   Naomi, he said ‘I’m Gregg, I’ll be liaising with you about Consumer Affairs.  I hope you have everything you need, and have been shown around. If you need anything just ask me.’

‘Thank you’ she said, pleased at getting such a friendly welcome, but then alarm bells rang, as Gregg embraced her so tightly that, she could feel his hard cock pressing against her, while a hand tightly squeezed her bum. His embrace lasted several seconds, several seconds too long, and she struggled to break free, and, as she did, Gregg’s hand ‘accidentally’ brushed against her breast.

At the coffee machine that morning, alone with another member of staff, Debbie, whom she’d already struck up a friendship with, she said -

‘You know Gregg, one of the managers?’

‘Yes’ Debbie said scornfully ‘I know him all right.’

‘Well, he came to greet me this morning, then pressed his cock against me and blatantly groped my bum, then touched my boob when I pushed him away.’

‘That’s Gregg all right. Yeah, you have to watch him, he tries it on with everybody.’

‘How come no one says anything?’

‘Those who’ve had the guts to complain have ended up leaving soon afterwards. Gregg has influence around here, and he tends to pick on young women who are fairly new and don’t have much clout. I’ve certainly experienced his attentions.’

‘And you didn’t complain?’

‘I suppose I’m just too timid, and I needed this job. I know I should have said something, but I just feel the power is stacked against me. But so many women have similar stories about Gregg, but they’re afraid to speak out after what happened to the last girl, who’d gone away to a conference with Gregg, and he tried it on: she made an official complaint, and ended up going sick, then leaving.’

‘Hmm, we need to find a way of catching him, bang to rights, with incontrovertible evidence, and then punish him, in our own way, if the powers that be won’t take action. I have a plan forming. I know someone who works in a science lab, and she told me of a controversial new drug, which can change someone’s sexual inclinations, i.e. change them from gay to straight, which is what it’s intended for, but it can also do the opposite, change someone from straight to gay, but it’s top secret because of the furore it would cause  if was publicly used. But my friend might give me access to it, if I explain what we want it for. Imagine if horny Gregg, who couldn’t keep his hands off of young women, began identifying as a slutty woman and became horny for cock.

‘What a thought – that would be a satisfying revenge, but I find it hard to believe this could actually happen. Plus, he wouldn’t take the drug willingly.’

‘He might take it willingly, if he thought it was like Viagra, but there are ways of administering a drug without the recipient knowing they’ve been given it, and I would be willing to testify in public that he’d abused his position to serially abuse female employees. I might speak to his wife too.’

‘You’re wicked Naomi’ Debbie laughed ‘but I’d love to see the bastard get his comeuppance.’

Naomi purposely tempted Gregg. She deliberately went into the office in clothes and makeup bordering on the unacceptable at work, with very high heels, short skirt, and low-cut tops. Which caused Gregg to come over to talk to her with the slightest excuse, ostensibly to ask her opinion on work matters, so that he could look down her cleavage. He was almost fucking her with his eyes, so lascivious was his gaze, and instead of returning it coldly, as she would normally, Naomi made sure to bat her eyelashes, and look flattered and beguiled by his charm.

And then it came, what she wanted –

‘How about coming out for a drink after work, sometime?’ Greg asked casually.

‘I thought you were married?’ she asked coquettishly - she knew he was married, and serially unfaithful.

‘Yeah, I am, but you know....’

‘Your wife doesn’t understand you?’

Gregg laughed –

‘Something like that.’

‘I will come for a drink with you, but just a drink, right?’

‘Yeah. Of course, I really wanted to talk about this new project the company’s mooted, and I do also enjoy the company of beautiful women, I must admit.’

‘I’m interested and flattered you want to consult me, and I like the company of good-looking men too.’

‘Great, shall we say, Friday, after work.’

‘Fine.’

The trap was set.

At the first opportunity, Naomi grabbed Debbie and told her of the plan. They would work together, maybe involving some of the many women in the office with a reason to want to take revenge on Gregg.

On Friday, Naomi made sure she was dressed really sexily for the dates. Gregg had arranged to meet her in a nearby pub –

‘We don’t want to give the gossips ammunition’ he’d given as a reason not to leave the office together.

‘Of course, not’ Naomi replied. ‘These days two work colleagues can’t even go for an after-work drink together without folk with nothing better to do, reading something into it.’

‘Exactly.’

The pub was crowded, warm with a Friday night vibe, but Naomi made sure she didn’t drink all of the G and T that Gregg bought her. When she tasted it, she realised that it was a double not the single shot she’d asked for, so she surreptitiously tipped it on the floor when Gregg went to the gents.

After a couple of hours of Gregg telling Naomi about how he was a captain of industry, and her pretending to drink in his every word, gazing at him as if in awe, Gregg suggested they go to the flat he owned nearby, which he used when working late, and couldn’t get home.

‘Doesn’t your wife mind?’ Naomi asked innocently.

‘She understands that my job demands a hundred percent dedication.’

‘I’ll come, just for a coffee mind.’

‘Of course.’

‘It’s just that I’m not ready for a relationship at the moment,’ Naomi said.

‘I’m not either, I just enjoy your company.’

The flat was in a well-appointed luxury block. They went in and Gregg indicated a plush sofa, while Gregg went through to the kitchen. Naomi was just taking her coat off, when Gregg   came back into the room, and moved towards her-

‘You’re so hot, I’ve been longing to do this all evening,’

he said, his voice hoarse with desire, pinning her up against the wall, hand up her skirt. But Naomi, having spoken with Debbie was prepared, and slipped the syringe hidden in her sleeve into her fist, and jabbed it into Gregg’s arm. He stepped back, and sat down heavily on the sofa. Naomi took out her phone, pressed play, and shone the screen in Gregg’s face: a seductive female voice emerged -

‘You are now sexually attracted only to other men, and crave being a submissive, masochistic feminised sissy, who always obeys women; and who wants to dress as a complete slut, in sexy women’s clothing, and suck men’s cocks, and also let them fuck you.’

Simultaneously, images flashed fast across the screen of men dressed as slutty women standing on street corners, like whores, sucking men’s’ cocks and being anally penetrated.

As Gregg lapsed into semi consciousness, there was knock on the door, as prearranged, and Naomi opened it, to see Debbie standing there with a holdall.

‘Come in quickly, so you won’t be seen.’ Naomi hissed.

Debbie walked through to the lounge, a determined expression on her face, to see the Alpha male sitting, dazed on the sofa, looking completely lost.

Naomi followed her through.

‘He doesn’t look such a big man now’ Naomi said.

‘He certainly doesn’t, he looks as if he doesn’t know where or who he is,’ Debbie replied.

‘He’s had the injection and the brainwashing instructions, now we just have to see how successful it’s been. Come on, order him to do something.’ Naomi said urgently.

‘Get your male clothes off, you no longer require them,’ Debbie said, suddenly emboldened towards the man who she’d lived in fear of -

‘and put these on’ she said, spilling the contents of the bag over the sofa. These contents were: black stockings, an embroidered suspender belt, crotchless knickers, and matching peephole bra, a cascading blonde wig, and a pair of six-inch stilettos heeled shoes.

‘When you’ve got them on, we’ll help you apply these’ and with that she produced a makeup bag of cosmetics, in the most lurid, sluttiest garish shades.

‘Yes, Ma’am,’ Gregg replied and began to slowly undress.

‘Seems to be working so far,’ Debbie said.

Next day, Dora, Gregg’s wife, having been informed in advance as to what was planned, and giving her blessing, phoned in sick on her husband’s behalf, to the office, while Naomi and Debbie had already booked leave. They spent the afternoon at Gregg’s flat, preparing him for what they had in mind. That evening, now totally transformed into a streetwalking slut, Gregg, accompanied by Naomi and Debbie, was taken by taxi to a sleazy looking building in the city’s red-light district. The place wasn’t at all prepossessing, and a passer-by would hardly notice it, and certainly not guess what lay behind the anonymous green door.  

It was actually a special space, with rooms for various activities. Gregg was led into to one of these rooms by Debbie, on a chain linked to a collar around his neck. He couldn’t see anything through the hood he was wearing. Naomi and Debbie could see that his cock was hardening, despite his protests. The walls were featureless, except for small, circular holes, dotted around at intervals, about waist height.

‘Kneel down’ Debbie said, pulling the feminised male to a spot right in front one of the holes, about the same height as his mouth when kneeling. She pulled the hood off, and rapped on the wall with her knuckles, and almost simultaneously a big, black cock appeared through the hole.

‘Suck it’ Debbie said, while Naomi filmed the scene. Anyone could see that the erstwhile Alpha male, was really turned on, though protesting loudly, until his mouth was filled with the cock, which he sucked at enthusiastically despite himself. The cock suddenly drew back from his mouth, and stream of thick, white cum was directed at Greggs face, covering it, and running down his chin.

‘Smile please’ Naomi said, while Debbie grabbed his head, turning his heavily made up, spunk covered face to the camera. Naomi   clicked away -

‘One for the album – you can show your wife, and your mum – bet they’ll be proud.’ Naomi said.

Gregg snorted, and bubbles of white cum dribbled from his mouth.

‘Oh, he’s such a hardman’ Naomi said.

‘In more ways than one’ Debbie   answered, and the two women laughed triumphantly.

The reluctant sissy had tears of humiliation and self-disgust in his eyes, leaving dark mascara stains on his rouged cheeks. But the thing was, much to his chagrin, he couldn’t help loving the humiliation of what had just happened, almost having an orgasm, and now desperately wanting to cum. But not to cum by having sex with one of the two sexy women standing next to him, whom he had so desired until a mere twenty-four hours away ago, but to be fucked up the arse by a virile man. He just wanted to feel even more vulnerable, even more seductively feminine than he did already. Even the sight of himself in the mirror – sexy slut, totally sissified tramp, really turned him on, and he suddenly wondered if this identity was the real him, not his old, masculine one. Though intellectually, he completely rebelled against this and what had happened to him, and wanted to shout out against it, but the contrasting feelings, of now enjoying being utterly feminine, were utterly overwhelming. The two women knew that they were now in command– this was payback time.

The now abject, sissified male, makeup and dress smeared with cum stains, was ushered onto a stage in another room of the building. Half blinded by the spotlight; he heard a loud female voice–

‘Get them off, sexy.’

He peered into the semi -darkness, to see his wife Dora’s face in the front row, laughing loudly. She put her fingers to her lips and gave a loud wolf whistle. Gregg stood there helplessly, looking like a complete tart, in heels and mini dress, his thick red lipstick now smeared, his mascara had run, his wig hair was matted. Along with a tiny handbag, someone had passed him a long, slim cigarette, which he puffed at nervily, though, as a fitness fanatic, he didn’t normally smoke. He didn’t realise that he stood beneath a mock streetlight, making him look like cheap whore waiting for customers.

However, it was woman who approached him from the stage wings, who just happened to be one of the women he’d groped from the office.

‘You doing tricks lovey’ she said, condescendingly, while at the same she reached beneath his short skirt and grabbed his balls and squeezed them hard. The formerly Alpha male womaniser: a blokey, football mad guy, couldn’t help but squeal girlishly. The audience howled with laughter.

Next, Dot, the tea lady from the office came onstage, to cheers. Although in her fifties, this hadn’t stopped Gregg from molesting her, grabbing her fulsome breasts from behind on several occasions, openly, as if neither she nor anyone else should be bothered about this, because Dot was a lowly employee of mature years, and thus invisible. Dot approached her boss, her appearance totally different than it was at work:  glamorously made up, blonde hair in a sexy bouffant, and wearing stockings, suspenders, and killer heels. The audience gasped when they saw she had a large black dildo strapped to her thighs. She grabbed Gregg, and swung him round, with surprising strength, at the same time pushing him forward from the waist, so that he was bent over a suitably placed table. Then she raised his skirt, pulled down his knickers, and thrust the lubed strap-on hard up his arse, and proceeded to fuck him –

‘This for all the humiliation you put me through’ she shouted, to audience applause, as she thrust away into her now hapless manager’s hole – degrading the man who’d felt he could abuse her without compunction. When he erupted in an orgasm moments later, squirting cum all over the stage, the audience cheered and clapped wildly.

‘Make him lick it up’ someone shouted.

Taking the cue Dot ordered the now abject male, to get down on his hands and knees and clean the stage with his tongue, which he obeyed without a murmur.

Other female staff members submitted the, now, less than manly, man, to more humiliation. Sue applied his makeup even more thickly, making him look like a particularly over the top drag artist. While Wendy masturbated him, and his cock, surprisingly after what had just happened, became hard again in her hand, and she milked him like a cow, with a such a firm grasp on his cock, that the cum just trickled out into cup held in place. He was then ordered to drink his own cum. Fiona then locked a steel cock restrainer with a spike in the end, over his now flaccid member.

Then Dot came back on stage, and made an announcement-

‘I’ve agreed to take Gloria on as my live-in sissy maid, to do all my household chores, and to serve, and service me, as I see fit. And to service my friends, including any male guests, if they so wish. This has been agreed with the corporation, on our promise not to sue, and they will pay me Gregg’s salary, from which an allowance will be taken for his board and lodging, and clothing, etcetera, and the rest will go to the women’s’ charities.

A loud cheer went up at her words.

It didn’t take long for Gloria, as the hapless Gregg was now known, to be transferred to his new role. In fact, he was taken, gagged and blindfolded, in the back of Dot’s small car, where he was shown to his specially prepared room, painted lurid pink, with no furniture except a barred cot, and a pink dressing table with a little mirror, with an array of cosmetics lined up on it.

When he went in, sat down on then the little pink, satin covered stool before the pink framed, oval mirror, he had sense of coming home, as well as self-disgust. This was him now, an inner part of himself whispered, while a more conscious part, if you like, warned him against this, with guilt and shame at what he’d become, but which he felt completely helpless to do anything about.

Naomi, Debbie and his wife, decided to visit the erstwhile sissy at Dot’s house, to see how he was getting on. They hoped he was doing well – in his new humiliating sissy role, but felt little compassion for him, after what he’d done to them and the other women.

‘Dot will look after him’ Naomi said.

‘She really will look after him’ Debbie laughed cruelly, ‘she won’t let him get away with anything, that’s for sure.’

When they knocked on the door, it was Gloria who answered it, greeting them with in his new lispingly feminine accent, that Dot had coached him in. When he curtsied in his blue satin maid’s dress, with lace trim, he revealed the patterned tops of his black stockings. His bowed head revealing the bright pink bow with which his lengthening hair was tied, which matched his pink lipstick, while bright blue eyeshadow matched his dress. Naomi found it hard to believe he’d really been an Alpha male, who abused women. Now he looked vulnerable and submissive. The injection and conditioning had really worked.

‘You look lovely Gloria’ she ventured.

‘Thank you, Miss,’ the sissy replied demurely, and did Naomi detect a blush darkening his heavily rouged cheeks, and a tear in his eye.

Naomi, Debbie and Dora, sat amongst the Women’s Institute group, who always met at Dot’s, sitting on her sofa, as sissy maid, Gloria, served them wine, and listened as Dot told them of the sissy’s progress.

‘My friends from the Women’s Institute love him being here. I’m really surprised, I was worried they might have an adverse reaction.

They are tickled by being served by him, and that they can order him to do whatever they want. I can’t believe how naughty they’ve been.

The smokers all go out in the garden, and I was amazed when Mollie, respectable, middle aged Molly, a magistrate’s wife, asked me if they could use Gloria s an ashtray- she said she’d watched videos of this online, and thought it would be fun to do. I looked out of the window, and they really got into it, the three of them, as he knelt before them, flicking their ash into his mouth, and spitting into his mouth too. As if they were egging each other on to see how transgressive they could be in humiliating him, which he obviously craved. Then, Gina asked me if he’d be a toilet slave. I couldn’t believe how dirty   these women were, and how much they enjoyed abusing this sissified male, as if they were taking revenge for all the injustices and abuses, they experienced at men’s’ hands. Gina said to me – “I made sure my bladder was completely full, then I squatted over his mouth, and just let it go in a golden stream, right into his mouth, and he had to swallow it all down although it nearly choked him.” She thought it hilarious, but also daring and taboo breaking. Then she told me that Mary did the same thing. After that they both defecated in the toilet, and made him clean the bowl with his tongue – they’d made sure it was particularly filthy, of course. And the humiliation he received, the more it seemed to turn him on.’

The women were all fascinated by Gregg’s cock restraint, lifting up his dress to look at it, and touching it, squeezing his balls, making jokes about it. Then someone had a bright idea – why not advertise his services   down at the local dogging area.’

Jenny said -

‘I’ve never been there myself, but now’s our chance to organise something, and that gives us an excuse to see what happens down there, purely for cultural study reasons of course,’ she laughed.

‘And we can even take part ourselves’ Sarah, a well-dressed, middle aged lady said, to a chorus of giggles.

‘Yes, we can have cards printed and pinned the on trees, and leave them in local pubs, and gay clubs regarding Gloria, of course, not us,’ Dot said.

‘Can you imagine, all those men lining up to fuck him?’ Someone else said.

‘Oh, makes me feel sexy thinking about it’ A voice cried saucily.

‘Some of those of the men might want to fuck us too,’ someone laughed.

‘As if’ someone else replied. A thrill of transgression seemed to run through the women.

‘Imagine seeing a big, black cock going up his arse from some well-built randy stranger – a man who just goes down there to fuck anything he fancies.’

‘And imagine that cock going upside yourself,’ the usually quiet, demure Carol said.

‘Carol– please.’  Mary said.

‘What would Stanley think?’ Dot asked.

Stanley was Mary’s husband.

‘Well he thinks I don’t know about the stash of magazines in the bottom of his wardrobe. And, do you know what?’

The women waited with baited breath, at Mary’s unaccustomed frankness –

‘I looked through them, and there were the usual big tits and bums, and blonde bimbos, but one of the magazines was of men dressed up as women.’

‘God, did you look inside it?’

‘I have to admit that I did, and it was an eye opener I can tell you. Men sent their photos in dressed up as women, some of them very   realistic looking. Then they had Sissy Slut of the Week. A bloke dressed as right bimbo, with loads of makeup, false eyelashes, big hair, dangly earrings, short skirt, falsies, heels – very convincing, and pulling a number of poses, including bent forwards pulling his arse cheeks apart invitingly, But then, when I looked more closely, I realised that it was a man, and then I nearly had a heart attack when I recognised who it was.’

‘Your Stanley wasn’t in there was he?’ Dot asked, as the group waited with baited breath.

‘Yes – the Sissy Slut of the Week was Stanley, he’d given himself the name, Sian. Well, I had wondered – I have thought on occasion, that someone had been going through my clothes and underwear.’

‘Stan’s a trannie, just like Gloria!’

‘I wouldn’t go that far - no one would know there was anything unmanly or odd about him at all.’ Mary said.

‘Bring him down here to meet Gloria – she can give him a blow job.’

At that the women dissolved in laughter.

But, later some of them thought about this seriously, and discussed it with Mary.

‘How did you feel when you discovered that Stan had all that porn, and especially when you saw he had a trannie mag, and then realised why it looked as though someone had been looking through your clothes.’

‘I felt disgusted to be honest – it made are my skin crawl, I didn’t want him sexually after that.’

‘So, you must harbour resentment, want revenge. A lot of women would have filed for divorce.’

‘Well, I suppose I didn’t want it to affect the kids. I just thought I’d manage, live my own life, with the support of my friends – you lot.’

‘But now, you have a chance of revenge. Introduce Stan to Gloria -reveal his little secret, for our amusement and his humiliation, and his satisfaction too presumably, so not that terrible a revenge.’

‘Must admit the thought had occurred to me. I’d love to see Stan exposed – literally.’ She laughed. ‘Reveal his true colours. He’s made such a good job of hiding that side of himself.’

And so, a plan was hatched. Stan would be invited round to the house on some pretext, then introduced to Gloria.

‘But we should dress Stan up too’ someone said.

‘Oh, yes, what a great idea, but would he allow it.’

‘Well, he doesn’t look that strong, I’m sure we can overpower any   refusal to do as we want. Well we know, don’t we? We know his secret. I don’t think he’d like everyone else to know about it.’

Stan came round that Wednesday, asked by Mary to look at a light fitting that wasn’t working.

He arrived, wearing his working clothes of old, stained jeans, flannel shirt, and big brown boots. He was no sooner in the front door, than the women grabbed his arms and frog marched him into a bedroom.

‘What’s happening’ he cried, as he felt his jeans unzipped, pulled down. ‘Stop this. Is this some kind of joke?’

‘We know your secret Stan. We know you like to dress up in your wife’s clothes, and that you subscribe to transvestite magazines, where you send photos of yourself dressed up as a woman. We’ve seen them – Sissy Slut of the Week?’

Stans seemed to shrink, his resistance gone.

‘Please don’t tell anyone. I’ll do whatever you want me to do, just don’t tell anyone. What would my parents say, my mates in the pub and at football, the people I work for?’

Soon, Stan, was a glamorous, if slutty woman, in blonde wig, bright red lipstick, blue eye shadow, frilly blouse, tight skirt, and stockings and suspenders. High heels completed the transformation.

Then he was ushered into the living room, where all the Women’s Institute members had gathered. Some giggled, others clapped delightedly, when Stan entered.

‘My, what a transformation. He looks far better as woman, quite sexy, than as a man, with that that thin, pale face, and nondescript looks. Now he, or should I say she, is a stunner.’ Mary, his wife, said.

Next Gloria was called in, inexpertly carrying trays of food and wine for everyone, desperate not to drop anything, and incur Dot’s wrath – which she already knew could be vicious.

Gloria hadn’t been informed about Stan, and firstly she looked curiously at this strange new woman, really sticking out in her street walker style clothes, which Gloria would have loved to wear herself; but then the shemale’s thickly lipstick coated mouth dropped open, to see what seemed a possible fellow sissy sitting there. Though Gloria didn’t really view herself as a sissy, since she’d never had a desire to wear women’s clothes and to suck cock before her encounter with Naomi. The man that still existed inside her knew something awful has happened to him, but he didn’t know what, just that now he was in this terrible predicament, which he, inexplicably, seemed to enjoy, despite himself.

‘This is Sian, formerly Stan,’ Dot said by way of introduction, Mary’s husband. ‘He’d like to suck your cock. Pull your dress and knickers down, there’s a good girl.’

The hapless Gloria complied, revealing a stiff cock, still of sizable proportions, despite the recent hormone injections she’d been given. She’d wondered why the restraint had been removed just before the party, but had been very pleased, and filled with anticipation about being able to cum, which Dot had banned unless she gave permission - whatever the reason might be.

‘Come on Sian– you know what to do.’ Mary said, delighting in her husband’s humiliation.

Stan/Sian turned crimson, but nevertheless, remembering the threats of exposure, he went and knelt before Gloria, and took the cock in his mouth, and began nibble and suck at it, to the cheers and approval the women.  When Gloria quickly came, with huge spurts of cum, over Stan’s pink lips, spunk dripping down his face, there were cheers, and loud clapping.

That W.I. group would never   be the same again.

They now had new, more exciting interests added to their curriculum, and it was decided that Sian was to join Gloria in the fund-raising participation event at the local dogging centre.

It was the appointed day. The day that Gloria and Sian were to give their performance down at the dogging arena, in a local beauty spot’s car park. The women were excited, but understandably nervous. They had decided to dress for the occasion, and had really risen to the completely unfamiliar role of sex show organisers. Hair dressers had been visited for elaborate coiffeurs, and   grey hair transformed into platinum blond, and raven and red tresses, which immediately took years off the wearers’ ages. This, allied to makeup and jewellery, often not worn for years, and dresses dragged from the backs of wardrobes, with corsets laced tight to get into them, feet pushed into unfamiliar stilettoes, made the women look far younger...and sexier. Well, they seemed to have found a new lease of life. Husbands were left in the dark, told that the women were going on a day out to the seaside, as the women enthusiastically set out on their adventure. A minivan was hired for the occasion, and the woman, along with the two sissies, who looked nervous, though they were also secretly excited, drove down to the local common, and along the   rough track, leading the car park at the centre of the wood.

The two sissies weren’t immune to the atmosphere of anticipation, and both felt their juices rising, as cocks were unshackled from locks, and butt plugs removed. They anticipated the orgasms which they would have, after being denied them for so long.

The women were surprised at the crowds of men, and some women   gathering. Little groups stood around cars, lurked among trees. Sat on the nearby benches, smoking, chatting, and trying to look as inconspicuous as possible.

The two sissies were led out, to muted cheers chained to dog collars around their necks, and bent over two high, wooden picnic tables that stood in a clearing.

‘Form a queue please, show your tickets, then   join the queue to fuck one sissy, if you have a yellow ticket, or both of the sissies if have a blue ticket. If you’ve got a red ticket, you can then come round and have the sissy of your choice suck your wet, stinking cock, and she will either swallow your cum, or you can cum in her face. Or she can just lick it clean.

Hope you all enjoy it.’

And so, the fun began. The sissies had mixed feeling about the whole thing, but both squealed with pleasure as the first cocks went up deep inside them, and enthusiastically sucked away as many of the cocks’ owners came round to get blow jobs, or have their cocks cleaned with a sissy’s tongue.

After the first ten cocks, the sissies felt themselves somewhat stunned, but the humiliation kept them aroused. They both felt intense gratitude, for they’d both had several orgasms.

Stanley/Sian’s wife, Mary, who’d blown the whistle about his secret, greatly enjoyed sucking off a big black man right in from of him, making him hard, so that he could penetrate the sissy’s exposed hole.

And at least two or three of the women, dressed to the nines, often sexier looking now than they were when they were young – discretely disappeared into the woods with some of the better looking, younger men who’d turned up. While the other women giggled as they discussed   how they might turn their own husbands into sissies.

How did Gloria, the former Alpha male, sex abuser, Gregg, end up?

Well, the women, specially Dora, his wife, greatly enjoyed taking him dressed in full slut mode, to the local red-light district, and leaving him standing on a street corner for an hour or two, with strict instructions not to turn down any offers of business. Any money he earned, and you be surprised what he did earn, was to go to the Women’s Institute fund, which was used for various charitable enterprises, such as battered and abused women.

While handyman Stan, was no longer a handyman, but drag artist Sian, with wife Mary as his manager, very popular at gay clubs, and hen nights, and he/she also earned a lot of money for the W.I.

So, you could say that the women got sweet revenge!
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