

CHAPTER 1 The Madness Begins

It was madness, I knew, and didn’t understand why I was compelled towards it. Extreme Findom: to let a dominant woman take over your life, and your finances. To let yourself be owned, and all that entailed.

But I couldn’t help myself, kept looking into it, going onto websites. Looking at Twitter accounts of Findom mistresses.

It wasn’t real, right, just a bit of a fantasy. But, despite my reservations, I began dipping my toe into this, buying tributes to mistresses: women I’d never even spoken to, even online, just looked at their sexy pictures, and reading and listening to them ordering men to buy them things from their Amazon Wish Lists. And, like many men in this position, not only was I not that well off, and worked hard for what I did get, but I was also married, so had responsibilities to someone else; though not yet kids, fortunately. But despite my responsibilities, I wanted to give my money away to anonymous women online, who would do nothing but abuse me in return!

Then on that fateful day, I clicked onto the gorgeous Madame Voodoo’s Twitter account, and was soon immersed in her website. Immersed in something that seemed more far more serious, far more hardcore, than the usual Findom tribute material I looked at, and on occasion, participated in -

‘If you want to follow and tribute me – if you want to be granted that privilege, then you have to allow me to own you, with the potential to blackmail you with any sensitive personal material I discover; and to begin, you have to give me the password to your personal computer and phone, so that I can control them.

These are my terms, and if you don’t agree with them, you can fuck off, and not waste any more of my time.

So, if you really want to be owned by me, with everything that entails, you have two minutes to decide.’

Madame Voodoo’s words echoed inside my head, making my cock rock hard.

My mind was in a whirl.  Obviously, I should log off from this site immediately, then press Delete History, and never return to anything involving this woman again: so sexy with her lush red lips, raven hair, and darkly seductive voice. For it would be complete madness to continue down this road, and come anywhere near agreeing to this woman’s terms.

Yes, that’s what I should, and would, do, but......

Right, I’d made a decision. My right hand hovered over the Back button. I was leaving this conversation, though I didn’t press Return or Back immediately. Or the little cross in the corner of the screen. But the seconds ticked by -the conversation would very soon be ended, without me doing anything, and I would be free.

Then, as if taken over by an unknown force, I clicked the Agree button, and immediately a reply came up -

‘OK, you’ve agreed to my terms, which I’ve told you all about, and are stating that you are an adult, of sound mind.’

I clicked the Yes, that came up.

‘Now enter your passwords to your personal computer and phone.’

With shaking fingers, I typed them in.

The screen went blank. Was that it? Connection to the site lost? I breathed deeply – thinking I’d just escaped making an awful mistake, and vowed never to go on such a site again. I would change my passwords straightaway, though, just in case. But, at that moment, I had to deal with an urgent work problem, and didn’t think the fact that I’d given my password out was really something to worry about, because internet connection had been lost at the crucial moment, hadn’t it? It was all a bit of a fantasy role play game, anyway, wasn’t it?

CHAPTER 2 The Dream Turns into a Nightmare

I awoke the next morning, before Chrissie, my wife, as usual, and sat down and turned on my laptop. I’d almost forgotten about my experience on Madame Voodoo’s site yesterday; but as soon as I typed in my password, an error message came up, ‘Password not recognised.’

‘Shit’ how could I get into my computer, God, my heart skipped a beat. What had I done?

Just at that moment, a text came through on my phone. I opened it, and my hands shook as I saw it was from Madame Voodoo – ‘I now have control of your computer, and you need my permission to get into it. I’ll let you in now, and you can see that I’ve made a few changes – appropriate changes, I think. Hope you like them. If you don’t – tough.’

My computer now allowed me to enter, and I thought I’d put some music on, help me relax - maybe something by the Beatles. I went into my computer menu, and selected Media Player, and scrolled down the albums, I wouldn’t have to go down too far, because I was looking for ‘B.’  I got to ‘B’ – something wasn’t right.  Under the ‘B’s, there was Back Steet Boys, Beyonce, Boyzone, but no Beatles. I scrolled down the rest of the records –, Abba, Elton John, Queen, Little Mix, but no Beatles, Stones, Dylan, Sabbath or Led Zeppelin. The penny dropped, that Madame Voodoo must had deleted all my music, and put in her own choices, which seemed to be weighted towards women and gay friendly artists. I hated Abba for one thing.

In panic, I began looking through the rest of my computer files. The User Name had changed, for a start, from Gunners Mad to Sissy Cum Dump. And, horror of horrors, all my photos had been deleted: my running race photos, my wife and parents, and now, sickeningly, instead, there were photos of muscular black men, with huge cocks, having sex with cross-dressed, sissified men. Explicit photos. God, what if my wife saw this. How could I take the computer into a repair shop, either, with all this on it?  My Favourites had been changed too, from my favourite football team, Arsenal’s, website, to trans and cross dressing, and sissy sites – porn sites, with photos of men dressed up as sissified sluts, or maids in pink frills, sometimes their ‘femininity’ compromised by a huge cock poking out from beneath frilly pink knickers.

Despite the chill that ran through me, I realised that my cock was really hard, and I found myself wanking to one of the photos.

I stooped myself, but there was worse to come, or should I say cum!

There were photos of me, that I’d posted on Twitter as instructed by another Dominatrix, dressed and made up as a very slutty woman, some with ‘Slut’ written on my forehead, and ‘Cum Dump’ on my cheeks. In others, I had my cock out, and was clearly masturbating to a photo of a man dressed as a sissy, sucking a big, black cock. In another, I was sucking on a dildo, which was smeared with my lipstick.

And this was all on my computer, which my wife had access to, and used if her own wasn’t working, something which I’d previously had no problem with. But now I would be desperate for her not to look in my files, or anywhere on my computer, in fact.  She’d immediately see my new User Name, for a start.

There was nothing for it – I had to contact Madame, and ask her, no tell her, to change it all back. Findom was one thing, but this was destroying my life, my whole identity.

I texted her.

Hours went by and she hadn’t replied, but when I was notified that a text had arrived, I opened it with trembling fingers.

‘Dear Sissy CumDump’ it began,

‘The terms of our agreement, which you gave your consent to, are clearly laid out. You had a chance to refuse to enter an arrangement with me, but you didn’t, and freely agreed to the contractual arrangement. So, I now control you and every aspect of your life.

If you complain to, or inform, anyone, all your personal information and photos will be sent to everyone in your address book, including, friends, parents and employers. Your wife will also be informed, of course. In fact, I intend to own her too.

Keep your eyes open for farther developments.

And as for the Standing Order I’ve taken out through your account – I think two hundred pounds a month is pretty reasonable – you still have plenty to live on. Of course, you need to continue to tribute me, too. In fact, I also want you to earn more money, which you’ll give to me.’

Apart from the shock of her taking out a Standing Order to herself, I wondered how I was to earn even more money to give her-

‘Earn more money – how? The money you’re taking is money I’ve earned anyway.’ I texted back, desperately.

‘This will be a little part -time job, where all your earnings will be paid to me.’

‘What – taking clients as a free-lance?’

‘Yes, in a manner of speaking, except it won’t be business clients. I want you to work as a sissy prostitute, since this is something that will give me pleasure – to think of you degrading yourself to tribute me.  The terms are simple, giving you a lot of control.  The only stipulation is that you earn at least 100 pounds a week. How, you do this, what you charge, what services you offer, will be up to you; but you need to give me at least 100 a week from this, or all you’ve been up to will be revealed to the world.’

‘I, I... what about my job, my wife?’

‘Well, how you keep it from her is up to you -I’m sure you’ll find a way.’

I began to tremble, overcome with fear, but also incredibly aroused – as images came unwanted into my mind of me as a cheap, streetwalking tart, sucking a cock, with another up me from behind. Just a trashy slut, available to anyone who would pay.

I looked at the screen, it had gone blank, Madame had gone.

How could I stop my wife from seeing my computer was my first thought? I obviously couldn’t destroy it. I’d have to hide it, and say it had been damaged or I’d stolen.

There was also the little matter of the Standing Order that had been taken out by Madame in my name, to pay her two hundred pounds a month. OK, so maybe fifty quid a week wasn’t that much - I shuddered to think how much she could have taken, but it was a significant amount that my wife might query if she saw it. Now I would have to cut back on many of my interests, to cover it – my football season ticket for example, and gym memberships. Well, my favourite football team, Arsenal, had featured strongly on my laptop, but all that had been deleted. Now I ‘followed’ Ru Paul, and Drag Race UK apparently, and there were prominent photos of Ru and leading drag artists, along with gay comedians such as Julian Cleary and Alan Carr. And, humiliatingly, photos of me dressed as a female slut, with ‘Slut’ written in lipstick on my forehead, and ‘Cum Dump’ written on my cheeks, with an arrow pointing to my mouth. These were photos that another mistress had ordered me to make of myself, and must have been publicly available somewhere, which shows how naïve I’d been.  I groaned with the humiliation of it, but at the same time I was even more appalled at my arousal, and the hardening of my cock. What hope was there for me?

OK, so Madame had instructed me to work as a whore, obliging punters on the street, but how was I to do this without my wife finding out. Well, it would be fairly easy to excuse why I was out a few nights a week – work meetings. But I had to get ready, dress up as a female slut, then return home dressed normally, making sure no one recognised me, or knew what I’d been up to.

I decided that I would work late on the nights I was going to do this, get changed in the office toilets, though there was always some risk there. I would drive, though I could get a taxi, to a place I knew prostitutes operated.  I was to be a transgender whore, so at least I wouldn’t be trying to deceive anyone. Though I still felt fearful, and presumably some men might actually think I really was a woman, before it was too late. I’d have to tell them in advance, obviously. Yes, I was fearful, yet hugely turned on, and the risk only seemed to add to this.

One hundred pounds a week? Well, it depended on how much I charged, as to how many nights I would have to do this. As few as possible, obviously. Not just because I didn’t want to arouse Chrissie’s suspicions, but the longer time I was out on the streets would surely mean more risk, though I wasn’t sure exactly what those risks were as a transgender prostitute.  I had no idea of how much to charge, but had enough knowledge, gained from films and tv series, to know that different ‘services,’ attracted different amounts. OK, I had to come up with numbers, so I decided: blow job twenty-five pounds, full sex – which meant being fucked up the arse, which I’d never before experienced, though had often fantasised about it, fifty pounds. But how could I have anal sex, something which was completely outside my experience, and   disgusting to me, while, I had to admit, at the same time, also being turned on by it. The humiliation was one thing, but there was something else -something that turned me on about it. In fact, I’d suggested that Chrissie used a dildo on me, and she’d said ‘No way, that’s disgusting.’

CHAPTER 3 Turned into a Common Whore

Anyway, I stood at the corner of a Common that I’d read in the local paper was a rendezvous for this type of thing, and could see a few women in miniskirts and high heels, smoking as they stood in huddled groups, near dense undergrowth. I also noticed a few lone men hanging around – pimps or gay Rent Boys?

I didn’t want to stand too near anyone else, for a start, so went further down the road. A street lamp spread a glow across the narrow, tree lined street, where a path wound its way into the undergrowth. I was shaking with nerves, despite the whisky bottle I’d sipped from. What to do now? Just stand here, I supposed. I’d bought clothes especially – the black vinyl skirt was extra short, barely covering the tops of my stockings; or my cock inside my pink, lacy knickers, come to that.  While I clutched a little grey, fake fur jacket tight around me. I’d made sure my makeup was extra thick, while a blonde wig cascaded down over my shoulders. I fancy myself, I’d thought, as I looked into the mirror, getting ready in a nearby toilet, foregoing the toilets at work as too dangerous.

Cars swept past in a continuous flow of home going traffic, their headlights blinding me. Eventually one slowed down, though it didn’t stop. I thought this a good sign, though I was also half hoping that no - one would stop. But I had to earn the money to satisfy Madame, otherwise I’d have to draw even more out of the account to give her – and, anyway, she’d said she wanted photos of me doing this. It was obviously about further humiliating me for her amusement, rather than just the money.

At that moment, an SUV drew up and stopped. Nervously I walked over to the passenger window as it was wound down, and a cloth capped head appeared -

‘How much for a blow job?’

‘Twenty – five pounds’ I said, trying to make my voice as feminine as possible, which didn’t sound very feminine to me. I need to practise this, I thought.

‘Are you a man?’ the driver asked.

’I’m Trans’ I answered nervously.

‘Shit.’

The man quickly wound up his window, and roared off.

I wondered whether I should just go home, tell Madame that this was an impossible idea, but then another car, a saloon, drew up. The window wound down –

‘Doing business? How much?

‘Twenty – five for oral, fifty for a fuck – I’m Trans,’ I added hesitantly.

‘Jump in’ the man said, to my surprise, and the passenger door swung open, and I climbed inside, which I found a bit of a struggle in my heels and tight skirt. I was filled with foreboding - what if he drove off somewhere and beat me up?

My skirt had risen around my thighs, my bulging panties revealing my cock, but he was already unzipping his trousers, and his own cock popped out. I bent my head to it, pushing my hair away from my face, and began sucking and lapping away with my tongue. His cock stank of sweat and pee, but this only helped make my own cock hard, since it added to my humiliation. He moaned, and I withdrew my mouth a bit, and darted the tip of my tongue at his cock’s eye, tasting the pre-cum. He moaned some more, and encouraged, I began to suck more enthusiastically; but glancing up and seeing the man’s eyes closed in apparent ecstasy, I surreptitiously took my phone from my jacket pocket, and took a few photos with my left hand, as requested by Madame; until the man suddenly erupted into my mouth, with a loud cry, then spurted cum into my face, which ran down my cheeks ruining my makeup.

He sat back, breathing heavily, while I struggled inside my tiny handbag for a tissue, and dabbed at my face.

‘Twenty- five quid?’ he asked.

I nodded, cum dripping from my chin, as he took out his wallet.

‘Keep the change,’ he muttered, dropping a twenty, and a ten-pound note, into my lap.

‘Thanks’ I replied, and I hurried to gather the money up, before opening the car door, and struggling out in my tight skirt. I’d barely slammed the door behind me, before he skidded away with a squeal of tyres.

I stood, wondering what I’d just done, and how I’d really gotten into it, and had felt so pleased at the man’s tip, which showed he was pleased with what I’d done. God, what was happening to me?

I thought maybe I’d call it a night, since it was my first time. I felt exhausted from it all, though my erection told me that I’d enjoyed the experience, despite myself. There was nothing for it, and I went behind a nearby bush, and wanked myself off, thinking about the humiliation of what had just occurred.

CHAPTER 4 Gangbanged at Madame’s Request

I reported my experience back to Madame, as instructed, along with the requested photos. She later responded with a ‘Good, make sure you send the correct amount of money to my account – it had better be the right amount. But I have a new assignment for you, you’re to attend a function at the Grosvenor Hotel, WC1, in full sissy slut mode. Be there at 8pm on Wednesday – make you sure your turn up on time. You’ll be paid 80 pounds for this – just do what they want you to do.’

‘Now what?’ I thought anxiously.

But I had no choice in the matter, I had to go.

Madame had emailed the pass I needed to get into the exclusive event.  As with the streetwalking, I had to find somewhere to get ‘dressed’.  I’d found a nearby pub on the map, so I entered and bought a double whiskey, and quickly knocked it back, before entering the Men’s’ toilet, and going into a cubicle, and quickly getting changed, struggling to get my stockings on in the confined space. I listened, heart pounding, and when all seemed quiet, I emerged. There was a man at one of the urinals, peeing, but I tipped - tapped past him in my heels, noticing his head turning at the sound – so unfamiliar in a men’s toilet. I came out into the pub, didn’t look back, and walked quickly away, and along to the nearby hotel. Two doormen looked at me with some suspicion, but let me through when I showed my VIP pass.

I followed signs, and suddenly found myself in a vast banqueting hall. A man in evening dress, a red cummerbund tied around his portly waist approached, and asked –

‘You must be Sissy Cum Dump?’

I cringed at the name Madame had obviously given them, but nodded assent -

‘You’re here to provide entertainment after the meal, so you’ll come in when you get the nod.’

‘OK’ I said, in my best girly voice.

I found it difficult to think – I had no idea of what was expected, but sat down in the small side room I was ushered into. A glass of wine was handed to me, and plate of small sandwiches placed on a small table by a woman wearing suspenders, stockings, high heels, and a spangly, low cut top. She smiled at me, and I smiled back, feeling my cock harden.

I wondered how long it would be before it was my time - to do......what? I could hear what definitely seemed to be a party coming from next door, which got noisier, even riotous as it progressed. I was filled with apprehension.

The door of the room opened, and the woman in stockings came in –

‘Ready for you now, darling.’

I got up and teetered after her in my six-inch heels. As I entered the room, there were loud cheers, and applause. I blinked in the bright lights of cameras pointed at me. There were loud wolf whistles, and shouts of ‘Get them off,’ and ‘What’s in her knickers?’ and this was taken up into a chant –

‘What’s in her knickers? What’s in her knickers?’

I felt myself pushed up onto the main table, tottering uncertainly before all these middle-aged men, staring at me, and shouting ribald comments. Then the chant again –

‘What’s in her knickers? What’s in her knickers?’

Then ‘Get them off. Get them off.’

I caught the eye of the man with the cummerbund, and he indicated with a pulling down gesture, that I should indeed show them what was in my knickers; but just at that moment, two hands reached up and tugged them down to my knees, my dress now hardly covering my cock, which was, humiliatingly, getting hard.

‘Whoo-hoo,’ a huge cheer went up.

Now I was staggering even more, with my panties around my knees, and automatically holding my hands over my cock. I had to wiggle to make the panties fall to my ankles, so I could step out of them, and the crowd cheered even more.

I noticed a bald man, head gleaming in the lights, and I realised, his cock was too, as he was pushed towards the table.

‘Suck him off. Suck him off’ the cry went up.

I dropped to my hands and knees, revealing all to everyone behind me, as I crawled towards him.

‘Open your mouth Ducky’ the man said, and I complied, as he took a deep puff on a fat cigar, then flicked the ash into my mouth, making me cough and splutter.

‘Suck him off. Suck him off’ the chant went up again, as the man leant forward, his cock touching my thickly lipstick coated lips. I struggled to gulp down the hot cigar ash, and took his greasy, repellent cock into my mouth, and began sucking – tentatively at first, but then to the manner born, as I got into giving a display to the cheering crowd. The man soon began to moan, his cock jerking as cum streamed down my throat –

‘Cum in his face. Cum in his face’ the chant went up, and the man withdrew his oily member from my mouth, and directed the hot, wet cum directly into my eyes and face.

Next, I was bent over a small table, my skirt roughly pulled up to my waist by one of the suspender clad waitresses, who kicked my legs further apart with a high heeled foot, before thrusting lubed, latex gloved, fingers up my hole.

‘She’s ready’ she said.

Nest moment, I felt a warm, fat cock, deep inside me, pumping away, until I gasped as the hot cum streamed into me. But there was no respite, and I felt another hard member rammed up me, while the first cock, wet with cum and my anal juices, was thrust between my lips gagging me. I nearly fainted as a third cock was thrust up inside me, as the first cock erupted cum all over my face, to be replaced by the second cock in my mouth. So, it continued, until every man at the party had fucked me and, cum in my mouth or over my face.

Then several of the men took turns to pee over my head and face, with one of the women in stockings holding and directing their streaming cocks, and all I could think of was what a mess for someone to clean up. I must admit that things were becoming a bit hazy at this point.

Afterwards I felt completely ravished, there was no other word: a completely degraded slut, who just existed as an object for men’s amusement, and women’s too. And, do you know what? – I found it fulfilling, in a way, like coming home. As if I’d realised my true, submissively feminine, destiny.

‘But that’s crazy,’ another voice said – ‘this is insane, you’re heading for destruction if you don’t manage to turn away from this road you’re going down.’ But how, I wondered, could I possibly get out of this? And my wife. How could I prevent her from finding out? And from the designs of Madame herself?

CHAPTER 5 Madame Invites Herself Round for Dinner!

But it was inevitable, I suppose that Vicky would start to get suspicious, what with the amount of money going unexplained from the account, and my absences in the evening. Well, I always had an explanation, but I could tell she was becoming suspicious.

But she didn’t realise the seriousness of what was happening. Well, why would she ever suspect the reality of the situation? But the thing that did arouse her suspicions, was unexpected in a way.  I’d been keen to do everything to cover my sissy slut activities. But it was hard to keep tabs of everything – my computer, which I’d told her I’d had to take for repair, the money being paid from our account to Madame, and my streetwalking and related activities; but Chrissie just happened to be collecting clothes for washing, when she saw something - a bra strap, hanging from a box on top of my wardrobe, where I’d stuffed some of my women’s clothes. I had more hidden in a bag at work. She wondered what it was, and pulled at it, thinking it was dirty sports’ gear or something, and was amazed when a black bra came falling out, along with black see-through panties and dark stockings. When she picked them up, she could see and smell the cum stains. They weren’t in her size, and she had no memory of buying such underwear, so no chance she’d put them there and forgotten them, and she resolved to ask me about them.

In fact, she phoned me at work, and, thinking on my feet, I said they probably belonged to my sister, who’d stayed with us once, and she seemed reasonably happy with this explanation.

However, when Madame had her usual zoom call with me, which I received on my phone, and took while sitting in a nearby park at lunchtime, I thought I’d better mention the close call, and also that Vicky had mentioned that she needed to get in touch with our bank because our monthly statement seemed wrong-

‘It’s only a matter of time before she finds out’ I said.

‘Well, that’s your problem isn’t it – you knew what you were in for when you signed up to this process.’

‘OK – but if Vicky finds out, then that could kill the arrangement, kill your financial tributes, since we have a joint bank account.’

‘As you know the arrangements are legally binding, but I’ll tell you what I’ll do – as a special favour, I’ll come round for dinner, and bring a friend, someone whom your wife might enjoy meeting.’

‘Come round to my house – are you serious?’ I stammered, terrified of Madame meeting Vicky.

‘Tell her I’m your therapist, treating you for your secret cross-dressing addiction.’

‘And this person you’re bringing?’

‘My specialist assistant.’

‘That’s impossible, you can’t come round to my home, bringing whoever it is, and expect my wife to believe you’re someone trying to help me.’

‘Well, I am helping you – you committed to this arrangement with your own free will, remember. We’re coming round, whatever you say, and you have to let us in or you know the consequences of disobeying me – your wife will really know what you ‘ve been up to, and your boss, and your family. We’ll arrive around seven, tell your wife you’ve invited your therapist. I’m trying to help you, here.’

My anger subsided, what could I do? I created all this for myself. Madame coming to my house – what did she have in store? I felt great foreboding though, I have to admit, a voice somewhere inside me, expressed some illicit excitement at the transgressive nature of it all. But I was scared stiff about it – on a conscious level anyway.

But how to break the news of the proposed visit to Vicky? Well, I just had to bite the bullet.

I went straight home that night, and prepared something nice for dinner, and I’d bought a bottle of good wine too.

I heard the door - Vicky was home from work.

‘All right love?’ I asked, had a good day? There’s a steak in the oven, and jacket potatoes – I know you love them.’

‘Is this some joke? – you’re usually out at all hours these days, then arrive back when I’m asleep.’

I just thought you deserved a bit of TLC.’

I do that, you’re right there. But you’re right – I’ve been worried about you? Those women’s clothes I found – are they really your sister’s. I always thought she was a size 10.’

‘She’s put on a lot of weight lately’ I said, trying to sound convincing.

‘And the money – I’ve got a meeting with the bank manager on Friday about suspicious activity in our account.’

‘Well, actually, I’ve been paying a therapist to help me with my problems.’

‘What problems – are a you cross dresser?’ So, she’d suspected. I thought quickly -

‘Yes, I’m sorry, I didn’t want to tell you. I’ve always had this compulsion to dress up in women’s clothes, but this woman, a therapist, is helping me with that compulsion,’ I took a breath – ‘She’s coming round for dinner tomorrow night, with her specialist assistant.’

‘What? Coming here – we need to get stuff in. This is too short notice.’

‘She’s a busy woman, we’re lucky she can fit us in. I’ll get all the food and drink in, and everything.’

‘That’s all I need – but if it helps you overcome this weird perversion, and with the way you’ve been acting lately, then I suppose it’ll be worth it. I hope so anyway.’

The next day, I again left work early, glad of another evening off from street - walking, but very worried about what was in store that evening. I rushed to the supermarket, and bought quality ready meals, and some good wine, then rushed back to get everything ready.

Vicky arrived home, her mood made worse by the anticipated visitors; and, of course, felt bound to get changed into something smart, though I told her sheer usual indoor lounging attire would be fine. I was secretly pleased that she dressed up for the occasion, since Madame was sure to be very glamorous.

CHAPTER 6 Madame’s Porn Film Re-enactment Therapy

The bell rang, dead on eight pm, and I wasn’t mistaken about Madame’s glamour. This was the first time I’d ever met her in the flesh, and she towered above everyone with her long, slender legs, in black, seamed stockings, enhanced by six-inch heels. A red satin blouse, and tailored black, leather jacket completed the ensemble. While raven black hair cascaded in waves to her shoulders, framing her darkly outlined, piercing green eyes, and sensual mouth, with its scarlet lipstick. I could tell that Vicky was impressed – impressed and jealous. Then there was the assistant, who happened to be a man – and it was my turn to feel jealous and threatened. A handsome, muscular black man, over six feet three inches tall, in an immaculate black leather jacket and tight black trousers, which didn’t hide the outline of his massive cock. I could tell Vicky was VERY impressed.

Madame had brought wine, and the man, Garth, was soon filling our glasses, as I put the food out. Vicky was nervous and drank quickly, and I noticed how Garth was quick to refill her glass. In fact, he’d paid her an inordinate amount of attention ever since he’d arrived, complimenting her straight away on her ‘beauty’ and her dress, which I’d bought for her on her birthday – a white off the shoulder number, which showed off her silky skin, slender shoulders, and cleavage - revealing her lovely breasts. Though not as revealing or sumptuous as Madame’s, when she took her jacket off to reveal a low-cut black top, showing a stunning decolletage.

Madame began,

‘Thank you for inviting us into your home Vicky – we’ve come here to help your husband with his crossdressing problem. This therapy is known as Aversion Therapy, and is tried and tested. I’ve brought a couple of erotic films with me to help in this therapy, which involves role play. So first of all, your husband has to go and get dressed in his female clothing and make up.’

She looked at me – I was slow to react, not realising it was me she was talking about, and I blushed. I realised that she meant me to go and get dressed as a sissy immediately, and got up and went into the bedroom.

I was trembling, as I again pulled on panties, suspender belt and stockings, and applied thick make -up: it was like a bad dream.

I came back in, in full slut mode, tottering in my heels, feeling awful. My wife had never seen my dressed up as a woman before, and I was worried about what Madame had in mind., and what was Garth’s role going to be in all this? I couldn’t help myself, and was excited as well as apprehensive, and could feel my cock hardening inside my black lacy panties, barely covered by my latex mini. Chrissie gasped, but was lost for words, wondering just what was happening.

As instructed by Madame, Chrissie, Garth and me sat down on the sofa: Garth in the middle. Madame, sitting in an armchair, clicked the vid on. Vicky was definitely tipsy, and, I could tell, flattered by the attentions of Garth.

‘You,’ Madame addressed me, are to do everything the cuckolded husband does in this film, while why you, Vicky, will play the role of the cuckolding wife, and you will play the male Bull role, Garth – I want you all to enact the film’s action as it goes on. This should be great fun.’

‘For you maybe’ I thought grimly, though didn’t dare say anything, and also couldn’t help couldn’t help but be aroused.

The film began with a husband and wife, sitting talking -

‘I have a fantasy of you going with another man, while I watch,’ the husband said.

‘I’m not sure if I like that’ the wife responded, ‘I only want to have sex with you.’

‘Give it a try’ the man asked, and the wife said, grudgingly –

‘Ok, I’ll have a go, but if I don’t like it, then don’t ask me again.’

‘It’s a deal’ the man said.

In the next scene, the couple are awaiting the arrival of the Bull. He arrives, a good-looking black guy, who looked a lot like Garth in fact; and the husband is ordered to dress in female clothing, which is conveniently to hand. Soon the Bull and the wife are embracing, while the husband watches, feeling his visibly hardening cock through his knickers.

‘This is your cue,’ Madame said, indicating   us.

Garth embraced, and began kissing Vicky, fondling her tits. I was rather surprised and shocked at how easily my wife responded to this, kissing Garth enthusiastically, while moaning as he fondled her breasts.

I began copying the husband in the film, and stroking my cock through my panties. The man in the vid pushed his hands up the woman’s dress, revealing her knickers, and Garth did the same to Vicky. As the Bull felt her fanny, the wife in the film said contemptuously to her husband-

‘Watch how a real man does it,’ and it shook me when Chrissie shouted the same at me, only adding ‘You pathetic fucking loser.’

The husband in the film, began wanking his cock, and I did the same. Well, I didn’t need much prompting.  Suddenly, the film Bull grabbed the woman by the legs, and heaved her onto her back, with her now naked fanny revealed and glistening. Garth did the same to Chrissie; and I was turned on by her sopping fanny, as Garth, copying the actor in the film, thrust his massive cock into Vicky’s wetness, and she moaned even louder than the actress in the film did, as Garth pumped her vigorously, and she bucked in rhythm with his thrusting cock; bucking even more violently as she orgasmed, simultaneously with the film wife, who then yelled at her husband -

‘Lick his cock clean, your worthless piece of fucking shit,’ and Vicky, whom I’d never heard use such language before, shouted the same words at me, and it was a turn on, as well as a shock, to hear these words from her mouth. As, copying the film, I placed my mouth over Grant’s cock, now glistening with Chrissie’s juices, and licked and sucked at it. Before again, in the space of a couple of weeks, experiencing a man’s cum hitting the back of my throat, and spurting into my face, having never experienced this before my fateful encounter with Madame Voodoo.

The vid had ended – I raised my head from Garth’s, now limp, cock and looked up, as Chrissie and Garth continued to kiss and fondle each other; then noticed Madame, filming everything, and realised she must have filmed the whole thing.

She saw me watching –

‘Now I have you both in my power,’ she laughed, ‘you and your slutty little wife. I have material to blackmail you both now.’

And that is how our house got turned into a sort of porn production centre, come Trans brothel, with me and other sissies working the streets and servicing clients, in between making porn movies.

At least Chrissie was given a high-status role, in charge of the operation, though always submissive to Madame and her demands: a job which she actually seemed to enjoy. As did I, I suppose, enjoy my regular sexual humiliation at the hands of Madame, and now my wife, with her new lover, Garth, now my new lover too I suppose – how I’ve come to love his big, black cock in my sissy hole; and the demands of the men, whose services I was pimped out to. In fact, I became quite popular, something which I must admit I was quite proud of.

CHAPTER 7 Warning!

But a warning! Please be very careful if you go down the Findom, and being Owned, road – prepare to have your life completely changed. Resist this road, if you aren’t completely prepared for this. But, if you are truly submissive sissy, maybe this is the road for you to take, but once started on it, it’s almost impossible to go back.
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