

Owned by the Black Master-

A Tale of MILF and Sissy Husband’s Total Humiliation and Degradation

Hi, I’m Lucy, a forty-six year old woman, and this is my incredible story.

The story of how a chance encounter at a Halloween party changed my, and Barry (now Becky) my husband’s, life dramatically and irrevocably. I will not say any more, but will just tell the story as it happened.

I’d had an idea. It was an idea concerning my very conventionally masculine husband, Barry.  We’d recently attended a Halloween party, and, at my suggestion, Barry had gone dressed as a woman. I’d suggested this because I could see that with his slim build, rather feminine features and fair hair and complexion, he might make quite a good woman; but also, more importantly perhaps, I remembered him, early in our relationship, confessing that he had had fantasises of dressing as a woman from an early age, and asking me if he could dress in my clothes.

At the time I had been shocked and appalled, but afterwards I’d often thought of the scenario he’d suggested, and been aroused by it, though I’d never had the nerve to say anything more to him about it. However, the forthcoming fancy dress party had caused the idea to resurface in my mind, and given me a good excuse to again raise the idea of him dressing as a woman, which I thought he’d eagerly embrace. However, I was wrong-

‘No, I’m not going out in public dressed like a pansy –what will people say? I asked you if I could dress up in your clothes before, and told you about my adolescent fantasies of dressing as a woman, because I wanted it to be something personal between us, a secret – not for the whole world to know’ he said angrily.

‘They’ll just think it’s a bit of fun- a good laugh in favour of a worthwhile cause. They definitely won’t think that a regular guy like you is a secret transvestite.’ I said, pointing out that the fancy dress party was in aid of local children’s charities.

Eventually, he’d grudgingly agreed to do it, after I’d threatened to tell everyone we knew about his constant wanking to porn in preference to sex with me; and I had worked hard on choosing his clothes, and making him up- and he’d exceeded my expectations in becoming a highly attractive woman.

Anyway, at the party, I had begun chatting a to particularly hunky, handsome, well dressed black guy – who oozed class and sophistication, and was obviously a powerful and successful alpha male; and he had, to my surprise, seemed very interested in me. Me, a boring, middle aged wife- which was how I, self-deprecatingly, saw myself.

‘I really find you attractive-why don’t you come back to my place?’ he’d asked.

‘I can’t’ I said ‘my husband’s here.’

‘Where is your husband?’ the man asked.

‘Over there’ I nodded towards a sluttily sexy, tipsy looking woman, sitting on her own, showing far too much leg, in a far too short latex mini skirt.

‘Where?’ the man asked, puzzled.

‘It’s that woman you’ve been ogling’ I told him – that’s my husband – ‘he’s in fancy dress as a woman.’

‘Well he certainly fooled me- why don’t you both come back with me’ the man said ‘the three of us can have some fun.’

I definitely felt interested, very interested, but I was sure that Barry, my husband, would never agree to what I thought the man had in mind. But I told the man, who told me that his name was Peter, that I was very interested, and we exchanged phone numbers.

‘Have a word with your husband – tell him I’m very keen to meet both of you.’

‘I will’ I said –‘I very much hope we meet again.’

‘I certainly hope so-but I want your husband to come too’ Peter answered.

As I said, Barry, my husband had confided in me that  he had , as a teenager,  used to steal his mother’s old lipstick, and makeup, and put it on, and look at himself  in the mirror, becoming excited, and having an erection – leading to him wanking himself off. He’d also fantasised about going out dressed as a woman, though he’d never actually wanted anything other than heterosexual experiences with women. His ideal fantasy had always been for a woman to indulge, and even be turned on, by his wanting to dress in female clothing, and then to have sex with him dressed as a woman.

I couldn’t believe what a convincingly attractive woman he made. In fact, I had to admit that he gave me competition, and the fact that the guy I met at the party had been interested in both of us, showed that he really was convincing. It had all been a bit of a joke really- cobbling together an outfit from the local charity shops, old clothes from my own wardrobe, and an old wig of mine. I had dressed him in a purple satin blouse; black, latex mini skirt; black stockings and, the most expensive item- six inch high heeled shoes bought second hand from eBay in size ten. I had done his makeup for him, and had been taken aback by how hard his cock had grown while I was doing it. Well, I had already seen his erection when he donned the underwear that I had given him, and pulled my stockings over his freshly shaved legs.

Then I painted his nails a lovely red that matched his lipstick, and set the whole ensemble off with a pair of gorgeous dangly earrings. Once in female attire he immediately became more feminine, and I found myself incredibly turned on by this shemale creature before me, who had minutes ago, been my boringly blokeish husband.

After the events of the party, I was very excited – at seeing him in public dressed as a woman, and the attentions of Peter, and couldn’t wait to talk to him about it. I told him the whole story of Peter, and what he’d said – how he’d said he would like to entertain us both.

‘No way’ he said ‘I’m not going there. Definitely not.’

I was very disappointed, not least because I really fancied Peter, and seeing my husband dressed as a woman, made me realise that he was more attractive to me as a woman than as a man – and I needed a real man, like the man at the party. To be honest – I didn’t want to give Peter up, nor did I want to relinquish the idea of him ‘entertaining’ me and my husband.

‘He invited us down to his big house in the country – he’s a wealthy businessman.’  I said.

‘I’m not going to see some guy who wants to fuck my wife – and he’s certainly not coming anywhere near me’ Barry said.

We were sitting on the settee, and Barry was still in drag. I put my hand on his knee, and then eased it up to his panties, where his cock was trying to burst out. I pushed his skirt up and took his cock in my hand began caressing it. He moaned quietly, and I bent my head to his crotch and began to suck him off. Later on controlling his use of his cock would be a central part of my erotic control of him, but now I still conventionally regarded him as a man – my husband. But seeing him dressed up as a woman had given me a whole new perspective on things.

The truth was that for some time I had felt unfulfilled in the marriage. Yes, my husband was a sensitive, caring man, who looked after me, but something was definitely missing, much as I hated to admit it to myself.  Our sex life had become almost non-existent, with Barry preferring masturbating to porn to having sex with me. I had lost interest in him sexually anyway, but his continual wanking and use of pornography was a constant bone of contention between us.

That Halloween party had suddenly opened a new vista for me – a scenario where I could find happiness and true fulfilment, and I was loath to let it slip away: a man who had shown interest in me, and was handsome, manly, rich, assertive and in control – in fact he was everything my loser husband, with his lowly admin job, wasn’t. Whereas, I had seen my husband in what seemed his true light – dressed as a woman, convincingly, and actually making a convincing woman, in a way that he had never been convincing as a man.

But as far as he was concerned, it had been a fun thing to do for a party, to dress as a woman; but now he had resumed his male identity, and he wasn’t, he vehemently asserted, thinking about inhabiting a female identity again. But I wasn’t so sure that he didn’t actually harbour intense feelings towards doing this –and that he didn’t, deep down, want to spend more time dressed as a woman. Well, as I said, he had admitted to transvestite fantasies from an early age, and told me of how he used to sneak his mother’s lipstick from her handbag, and put it on in front of the mirror and become aroused. I very much wanted to see Peter, the man from the party again, and was also turned on by his proposal of seeing us both –with hubby, Barry, as a woman.

I became obsessed by the whole thing – by meeting the man again, and by my husband pursuing his transvestite inclinations – in which, in my, recent, approval and encouragement, I gathered I was a lot different from most wives faced with this fetish in their partners. However, I was excited by it – and this was a lot to do with my husband assuming a more submissive role in the relationship. I began to research things online, looking on various websites, and had a crash course in female domination and forced feminization, or sissification, of men. As a result of my research, I made several purchases online, and waited excitedly for the postman to arrive.

I also sounded Barry out on his transvestite desires. One evening when he had returned from work, and I waited for him to recover from his usual stressed out state, and relax a bit after his meal, before addressing the subject, which he hadn’t appeared too eager to discuss since the party.

‘You know your desires to dress as a woman – how strong are they? Do you ever wish you could actually become a woman?’

‘You’ve asked me this before -look, it’s just a bit of fun for me, no big deal, and no, I’ve never wanted to become a woman –I’m perfectly happy as a man thank you, and intend to stay that way.’

My packages came, and I opened them in excited anticipation. Yes, they were just the things I wanted. It was Barry’s birthday, and I gave him the gift wrapped parcel, and waited for his response.

‘What are they? He said, as he took out a shiny metal cage, and a pear shaped, solid plastic object.

‘They’re to help you with your feminization’ I said helpfully. ‘It’s a chastity device for your cock, and a butt plug.  The chastity device means that your sexual activity will be under my control. You’ve agreed that you masturbate too much already – well, this will help you to stop. And the butt plug will remind you of your lowly status, and prepare you for…… becoming more of a woman, shall we say.’

‘No –no, I’m not succumbing to all this – that’s not what I want at all. I just like dressing as woman for a bit of fun, as I said.’

‘In my internet research, I’ve discovered that you are probably a masochist, and like to be dominated and humiliated by women. I also discovered something about myself – that I am very aroused by this scenario, just as I was certainly turned on by seeing you dressed as women at the Halloween party. Then – that guy’s proposal –including you in your female attire- I’ve hardly been able to think of much else since.’

‘Well, I’ve haven’t thought any more about it-only that the whole thing is repugnant to me. In fact, I’ve got the dressing as a woman thing out of my system now – I’ve tried it, and now I realise that I no longer have any desire to do it.’ He said angrily.

‘But you said that dressing as a woman was a favourite fantasy of yours from when you were a teenager- a compulsion even.’

‘No, not a compulsion – just a bit if fun.’ I noticed his face reddening.

I decided to try something – an experiment you might say.

‘Take your fucking trousers down.’

‘What?’

You heard me – just fucking do it, I’m fed up with messing around.’

And to my surprise he lowered his trousers and dropped them around his ankles.

‘And your pants.’

He pulled them down too, and I clicked the chastity devise over his cock – and locked it.

‘I’ll keep the key round my neck I said ‘we need to cure you of this wanking.’

‘Ow’ he said. His cock had begun to become hard, and had butted up against the spikes of the device, which dug into his tender glans causing him excruciating pain –a pain that , I was soon to discover, was, as I had suspected, also an intense, illicit pleasure for his masochistic inner self.

‘I know you like it really’ I said.

‘No…..yes- well, it’s all right for a bit of fantasy role play, but now I’ve had enough.’

‘You have to stay in chastity for a period, to cure you of your masturbation habit, and for you to realise that you are subservient to me. For the same reason, you also have to wear a butt plug – bend over.’

‘No – no I’m definitely not having that.’

‘Do as I fucking say – or …..’

Amazingly, he obediently bent to obey.

‘Pull your arse cheeks open ‘I said.

He complied with a sigh and I pushed the lubed butt plug to the entrance to his anus, where it met with some resistance from his sphincter.

‘It’s too big’ he whined ‘it’ll never go up there.’

‘We just need to take it in stages – trust me, it will be worth it.’

I poked my latex gloved finger into his arse, and gently pushed, wiggled it about and felt the resistance lessening. Then I put more lube on the  butt plug, and pressed it back  into the now slightly opened entrance to his anal cavity, as I pressed it began to go in, until suddenly his sphincter opened, as the plug popped into him, his sphincter closing over the slender neck.

He moaned in pleasure as he felt the thing inside him, and I moved it around, and he moaned even more.

‘Told you would enjoy it’ I said ‘And you enjoy me dominating you and telling you what to do, don’t you?’

‘Yes, I do – but only as a temporary thing – these …things you’ve put on and in, me are already feeling very uncomfortable.’

‘But your chastity device is so uncomfortable because you’re so turned on that you keep getting hard. I bet you would enjoy it – if we met that guy from the party- with you dressed as a woman.’

‘No – I definitely don’t want that – no way. But you seem very keen on it.’

‘Well, it’s the most  excited I’ve been in years – that guy at the Halloween party was really attractive , and you were too – as a woman –it was a revelation. To be honest – you are far more attractive as a woman, than you are as a man, and being female seems to suit you somehow.’ I touched his hand gently.

‘Bollocks – I’m a man, and dressing, and acting, like a woman is just that – acting – a bit of fun role play.’

‘And I enjoy acting in a more conventionally male way – of being dominant, and in control. I’m also surprised about how much I’m turned on by you as a woman.’ I said firmly.

‘So are you going to dress as a man then?’ he asked rather sneeringly.

‘No, I don’t have any desire to do that – I still feel like a woman, and love female clothes, and , now that I’ve been looking into it – I’m really looking forward to getting some outfits associated with  female domination – like six inch high heeled boots, satin blouses and latex skirts. I still want to be a woman, but a powerful one.’

‘Sounds very sexy’ he said, then immediately moaned as his hardening cock again pressed against the spikes.

‘See – all this really turns you on doesn’t it?’

‘Yes – it does, I must admit – the thought of you dressed like that.’ He said lecherously.

‘And me dressing like that goes along with you being like this – one goes with the other. I fact, I can’t wait you see you go even further – when we get together with that guy from the party.’

‘That’s not going to happen. Look can you unlock me from this…this thing please.’ He implored, desperation creeping into his voice.

‘No, you have to remain in it for a few days at least – you need to be cured of your wanking addiction for a start, as well as becoming aware of my power over you.’

‘And the thing up my arse – why do I have to wear that?’

‘That’s also to make you aware of your inferior status, and to prepare you for your complete induction into being a real woman.’

‘If that means what I think it means –it’s never going to happen, because I’m always going to remain a man.’

Things carried on as normal – my husband changed back into his male clothes, and carried on as a typical bloke – going to work in his suit,  after work drinks in the pub with his mates, watching sport on TV with a can of beer in his hand. However, the difference was that he wore his chastity device at all times, and the butt plug. I also made him wear a bra and panty set of mine under his suit, so that he was constantly having to pluck at the uncomfortable straps beneath his shirt, and would often wriggle in discomfort as he sat at his desk. But as far as we were aware no one suspected anything untoward.

But I hadn’t forgotten my plan – I fact, I was unable to forget about it. How could I get my husband to come round to my way of thinking, and come and meet Peter from the party with me – dressed as a female? How could I make him realise that he would be better suited, and much happier, with a feminine identity? Then I had an idea – gay porn....I’d buy some gay porn and force him to watch it – since I felt sure that he wouldn’t watch it voluntarily. This would not only feed his need to be humiliated, and my desire to humiliate him; but would, I hoped, make him realise his innate bisexuality, or gayness, and prepare him for what I believed Peter had in mind for him.

It was easy to order a couple of magazines online, and a DVD too. When the package arrived I was excited, and curious to acquaint myself with its contents, and spent a happy hour or two looking through the magazines and watching the video. I actually found it a real turn on – to see these handsome, well-endowed men, having sex with each other, and I masturbated myself to a couple of  very satisfying orgasms, as I watched the  film, where  a man seduced a younger man, who came  to his office for a job interview. In the film, the boss told the interviewee that he could only get the job if he sucked him off, and then bend over the desk and let him fuck him – and the younger man agreed to this, and it all occurred in vividly shot detail. If I could get Barry to watch it and wank – it would show him his intrinsic nature and that would make him more amenable to meeting with Peter, and also make him more fully aware of his submission to me. I couldn’t believe the enthusiasm with which I was planning the whole thing.

Finally, one night, after a cooking his favourite meal of Spaghetti Bolognese, and a couple of glasses of wine, I asked him if he would get into his female clothes.

‘No’ he said –‘I don’t want to – doing it for that party seems to have cured me of those inclinations,’

‘Put the fucking clothes on.’ I shouted, surprising myself.

Again, to my astonishment, he went and meekly donned the women’s clothing that I had put out on the bed, then sat down, when I commanded him, for me to apply his make-up, which I did with relish, enjoying the transformation form bloke to slut, with the magic of lipstick and eye shadow, artfully and thickly applied.

‘Wow’ you really do look like a woman’ I said, standing back and admiring my handiwork.

‘As a special dispensation’ I said ‘on this occasion you will be allowed to wank yourself off,’ and I produced the gay porn magazines I had purchased.

‘Look, I can’t wank off to that stuff because I’m not gay’ he said. ‘You seemed to have this idea in your head – but it’s a completely false idea, and you should disabuse yourself of it immediately.’

However, as he said this, I could see a noticeable bulge apprising beneath his skirt.

‘Ha, Ha, Ha’ I laughed ‘Look, you’re getting a hard just thinking about it.’

‘Well, I suppose it’s the humiliation of this whole situation that turns me on. But I repeat, I’m not gay.’

‘Well, you can prove it to me – by getting your cock out  and trying to wank – if you’re not gay at all, there will be no response, but if you do have at least some gay inclinations, then we will see for ourselves.’ I giggled.

‘I’m in charge now ‘I continued ‘and you have to do as you’re told, you fucking wanker.’

Again, I was surprised at how he just meekly complied with my instructions, taking out his cock –

‘Now you will see that I’m definitely not gay’ he said.

But, his cock starting growing hard despite his protestations,

‘Start wanking’ I ordered, and he grudgingly began to stroke his member, and even he seemed surprised at how it became erect as he turned the pages of the magazine. When he turned a page to a man being anally penetrated by another man, his cock suddenly shot a team of spunk into the air, landing several feet away on the carpet.

‘Ha, Ha’ not gay at all are you?’ I sneered.

‘It’s just the humiliation that turned me on – I still don’t want anything to do with this man you’re so keen on – or for you to have anything to do with him for that matter.’ There was an edge of desperation in his voice, as if he was struggling within himself.

‘Well, I’m going to meet him whether you like it or not, so why not come and join in the fun?’

‘Humph- it won’t be fun for me will it?’

‘Well, it may well be – in your feminine role – which I know you love really. It could be your chance to become a real woman.’

I could tell that I was getting through to him, that the idea didn’t seem quite so unattractive to him, despite himself. In fact, deep down he really wanted to do it.

‘Imagine – you dressed as a sissy slut, seeing your wife fucked by a hunky black stranger- and you getting fucked as well, maybe.’

I saw that his cock was stiffening again, and that my plan was working.

‘And how do you think your work colleagues would react to seeing photos of you dressed up as a woman?’

‘You wouldn’t – that’s blackmail.’

‘Let’s just say “encouragement” to do the right thing – something that I know you really want to do. Well, maybe it’s what we both want – as a team, a couple. Life’s too short not to enjoy it, to be constrained by notions of doing the right thing.’ I said.

‘No, I don’t want that – I love you, and all I want is you to be my wife, and not to share you with anyone else.’ He whined.

‘Yes, but I could see how you were becoming excited by the scenario I was just painting there with Peter – and who knows what other exciting things that would lead to. Because this relationship just isn’t enough for me – I love you, but I need to be fulfilled sexually, and, I’m very sorry to say, you just don’t do that for me – with your constant wanking to porn, and your generally feminine traits – but the idea of you as a sexy woman, which I saw at Halloween – well, that’s a completely different matter. This opportunity with Peter – it just seems too good to be true – and I don’t want to turn down something that could lead to fulfilment and happiness for me ….and for you too, and us as a couple. Something that could rekindle the fires of our relationship. Otherwise, I’m sorry, but I don’t see a future for us, much as I love you. So you’re fucking coming with  me to Peter’s, and that’s an order from your newly dominant wife to her newly sissified husband – and if you  refuse to come, photos of you dressed as a sissy slut will be posted to your boss….just before I walk out of the door for good.’

Two weeks later we walked into the hotel room, where Peter sat – he was naked, revealing his gleaming, muscular body, and holding his huge, black cock in his hand. It had all been pre-arranged.  I was dressed up as a complete slut, which was how Peter had told me he liked it, and so was hubby – teetering in in ridiculous six inch heels, pouting through thick red lipstick. Peter turned to him –

‘Glad to finally meet you – you look lovely by the way.’

‘Thanks’ Barry muttered. I had now given him a sissy name of Becky, and

He’d moaned about that – ‘Becky, short for Rebecca, what a stupid name.’

‘Well, the object is for you to be humiliated, so the more ridiculous and feminine the better, and Becky’s certainly a feminine name.’

‘It sounds like the name of a …..’ he fumbled for the right word.

‘Of a what – of a fucking sissy’ I’d laughed.

Peter stepped back and ran an approving look over hubby ‘very nice ‘he said, then turned and looked at me –

‘Yes, very sexy, just how I like it. In fact, you both look like a pair of VERY sexy sluts –I’m a lucky man.’

‘Well, I hope we are able to satisfy your desires’ I said.

‘And me yours’ he said.

With that he came over to me, took my face in his hands, and kissed me on

the lips, while pushing his hand beneath my skirt, and inside my knickers.

I could feel myself growing wet, as I responded to his kiss. Out of the corner

of my eye I could see my husband’s jealous expression. But he was also turned on, since he reached to his cock. I’d taken his cage off for the occasion, and he was soon wanking himself off, as I guided Peter’s cock into me.

‘I like having my arsehole licked’ Peter said as he began to fuck me.

‘Lick his arsehole’ I shouted at my husband. ‘Come on do it, or else’ I said when he didn’t immediately respond, and he grudgingly stopped wanking to come and kneel behind Peter and stick his tongue into Peter’s anus.

‘Does he like eating shit’ Peter asked.

‘Yes, he loves it’ I lied.

‘We can make him do that later can’t we?’

‘Yes, of course’ I said, between gasps as I felt Peter’s cock huge inside me.

‘Now I know what it feels like to be fucked by a real man’ I shouted to Barry, just before I came, with intense sensual tremors pulsing right through my body, and into my brain. I’d been fucked, all right! It was the best orgasm I’d ever had – far, far better than anything hubby had been able to achieve.

‘His cock makes yours seem like a pathetic dicklet, not much better than a woman’s clit, you fucking loser’ I shouted at my abject husband.

‘Lick your wife out – clean her fanny of my cum’ Peter demanded of my hapless husband, then clean the cum off of the floor with your tongue – and then you might, I repeat might, be allowed to cum yourself.’

I realised that Peter was far more dominant than I was, quite a sadist in fact – but I was turned on by the way he treated my sissy husband. I did feel sympathy for Barry though, but my arousal at the hands of Peter, and my own pleasure in seeing my husband so treated, overruled this. Also, hubbie seemed to actually quite enjoy being humiliated. After all, this was all consensual!

‘He’s to take a course of hormone injections’ Barry said in a voice that commanded obedience ‘beginning ASAP. I’ve got things in mind for him.’

Peter took us at to a nearby restaurant, one where he was well known. He knew all the waiters, and told them to prepare something special for us. Well, what was special for him and for me was a lovely meal of onion soup, lamb cutlets and asparagus, followed by lemon sorbet and fresh ice cream, washed down with a bottle of best white. While what was special for hubby was a meal of rank leftovers, into which all the waiters had wanked, and spat, and flicked cigarette ash into – his dinner was slimy with cum and snot, and he had to eat it all up – every last morsel. By now I couldn’t help but relish being in such a dominant role – and found myself reinforcing Peter’s demands and threats of punishment. If the sissy boy didn’t eat his dinner, he would have to go to into the street and suck off the nearest down and out, while we filmed him.  Of course, he ate all his dinner up- the waiters’ cum oozing from his mouth, and down his chin, while said waiters took it in turns to fuck his slut wife, i.e. me, in the toilet.

As I looked at my hapless husband, a frisson of desire ran through me -seeing his lipstick covered mouth slathered in other men’s cum, his eyes timid and vulnerable – my once manly husband reduced to a quivering sissy. Of course, I loved him and cared about him, but I also took great delight in his humiliation, which seemed to liberate my own personality, and release previous dormant longings. I felt as though I was at last suddenly able to release my true potential. The role of subservient wife had never suited me – inwardly I’d always known that I wanted to be powerful, as powerful as any man. Knowing my husband’s own desires to be subservient and abused, enabled me to realise my innate dominate personality. Yes, I wanted to be dominated by, and only by, an alpha male, a real man – like Master, but I knew it was also natural for me to dominate a man like my husband, and to take great delight in this. And he knew it too, and understood his own place in the hierarchy.

Master told me something that I was to repeat like a mantra –

‘A sissy’ he said ‘is the lowest person in the hierarchy of the tribe – neither a hunter- gathering male, nor a female - able to bear children and offer succour to the males – the sissy is the one who has to service the other members of the tribe in any way they desire – usually carrying out the most menial tasks, and existing primarily to satisfy the other tribe members’ sexual needs. Though a sissy can never provide fulfilling satisfaction, but can only aid satisfaction, by helping the alpha males and females in their congress. The sissy’s own sexual needs are considered completely unimportant and are usually ignored, which gives it the masochistic satisfaction it craves anyway.’

When I repeated all this to Barry he began to protest, but the bulge I could see in his crotch area gave the lie to his protests. So, I realised I had discovered a relationship that was truly fulfilling for us both.

Now, looking at my sissy husband after he’d been forced to eat a meal permeated with waiters cum, spit and snot, you might think that I would have taken pity on him, and part of me did, but, another, more powerful part of me, wanted to humiliate him even more.

‘I think he should be made to suck off a tramp anyway’ I said ‘and filmed doing it.’

Everyone agreed that this was a good idea – to renege on our promise was very humiliating for the sissy, but only what he deserved after all.

We walked him out into the urban night, and soon found a group of winos huddled round a fire on some waste ground, drinking from a bottle.

It was agreed that we would pay them to let hubby suck them off, one by one, and he proceeded to suck each of their stinking, fetid cocks in turn, either swallowing their cum or letting them spurt it all over his face, whatever we ordered him to do, so that he finished as a complete cum slut, his thickly made-up face covered in spunk.

But then Master said to me –

‘Now you have to suck them off’.

I was somewhat surprised, since I hadn’t thought that was part of the plan at all, but Peter commanded-

‘Come on you old slapper, fucking do it’ and I knew I had no choice but to  go up to the first tramp, and get down on my knees before him, and take his filthy, malodorous cock in my mouth. I felt an excitement in the pit of my stomach as I sucked away at him, smelling the rank smell of piss as I did so, then what seemed the ultimate humiliation, as I let him direct his gushing cum into my face.

However, I was wrong, it wasn’t the ultimate humiliation, as, finally, Master ordered us both to kneel, and directed the winos to piss over us, and then I realised what true abjection and humiliation was – as the foul pee ran over my hair and face, and I looked to see hubby suffering the same degrading fate.

Well, it was very fitting that Peter should be the Master of both me and my husband, while I was the immediate Mistress of the sissy. I became totally addicted to obeying the wishes of my Master, and in humiliating the sissy- I became adept in the art of femdom humiliation in all its varieties. I, as did hubby, received a reminder of how we were controlled by Peter, now known as The Master, with compulsory tattoos – on our arse cheeks – ‘Property of the Master’  in  large, black, Gothic letters. When I looked in the mirror at my naked reflection, a thrill went through me. And I felt the same when I looked at my sissy hubby – at his rapidly feminized body, and saw the tattoo resplendent upon his arse cheek; which seemed to be getting plumper and more rounded by the day, with the hormone injections master had commanded him to have.

I walked up to him as he was getting dressed, now a  labour of love for him – choosing between all his  lovely, pretty clothes, and slapped his  arse cheek –

‘Owned eh? – you really are a fucking sissy faggot slut.’

‘I guess there’s no getting away from that now’ he said, with a look of …what? Sadness, joy, resignation? – Maybe all of those things.

‘But he owns you too.’ He said.

That was true– and just word ‘Owned’ gave me such a thrill – the whole idea of having a Master, just as the idea of being Mistress of my husband also gave me a thrill. I must admit that I’d never thought that things would go so far.

Our Master didn’t just want to humiliate our sissy slave, but to humiliate me as well. I was instructed to always wear a paper bag over my head when he or his black friends were fucking me. Since hubby didn’t have to do this when they were fucking him, I got a bit of a complex that they found him prettier and more attractive than me. The seeds had been planted in my mind, which was probably the intention, and thus my own sissified husband began to make me feel insecure about my looks!

Also, Master would write things all over my face and body in lipstick, or  worse, in indelible marker pen – which was very hard to get off; and he would love to point out my faults in these inscriptions, as well as standard humiliating terms like ‘slut’, and ‘whore’ and ‘cum dump’- with an arrow pointed at my fanny. So ‘Fat Whore’ would be written across my belly, ‘Saggy Titted Slut’ on my breasts, and ‘Ugly Fuck Pig’ on my forehead. This was obviously degrading and humiliating, but also a real turn on, I had to admit. As was my, similarly, degradingly written upon, husband, being forced to lick another man’s cum from my fanny, or clean up the cum, and pee- where we had been used as toilets, from the floor with his tongue.

While, I was forced to go to work wearing soiled knickers that several men had wanked into. This was after we’d spent the weekend at Peter’s, aka the Master, mansion, as well as my husband wearing bra and panties under his suit. I also worried that I’d managed to get the humiliating writing off of my face – going into an important meeting, smart in my suit, but beneath that my body covered in humiliating writing, wearing piss and cum soaked underwear, and hoping that the words ‘Ugly Fuck Pig’ inscribed on my forehead in marker pen had been completely erased. I felt my hand constantly going to my face, as if trying to cover my forehead, though I had applied layers of heavy foundation to cover the stubborn traces of the marker pen, which had proved resistant to my scrubbing. But I felt paranoid every time someone looked at me. I suppose it was Master’s intention to humiliatingly undermine me – my sense of self, and he had been successful in this, as I stumbled over my presentation, and felt myself blushing uncontrollably. As for Barry – he told me had suffered a similar crisis of confidence, worried that no traces of makeup were left on his face, and that the bra straps weren’t visible beneath his shirt, or the chastity cage beneath his trousers. But, as he said, part of him hoped they were. I had to admit the same about my own fears – the masochistic side of me wanted people to see the writing on my forehead-to know that I was an ‘Ugly Fuck Pig.’

I also worried that people might be able to smell cigarette smoke on my breath, since I’d always been known as a committed non-smoker, who used to slag off smokers at every opportunity. But now Master forced me to smoke, because he found it sluttily sexy. In fact he had a fetish about it, because his mother used to smoke, he told me. Hubby and I would have to kneel while a circle of Master and his friends stood round us smoking cigarettes and fat cigars – we had to keep our mouths open and our tongues out, while they used our mouths as their ashtrays. They would also spit in our open mouths, and use them as toilets, as Master had intimated on that first meeting.

It was extremely unpleasant, to feel the acrid ash on our tongues and in our mouths, not to mention the stink of the smoke being blown in my face. Though being forced to smoke myself, made me, worryingly, more used to the reek of nicotine. In fact, hubby and I found ourselves becoming addicted smokers. I even craved to have a cigarette at work with the stress, and had, humiliatingly, to make an excuse to go the Ladies to have a cigarette. They looked at me suspiciously when I came back; well they would be able to smell the cigarette, because, as I said, I’d been vociferous about colleagues who smoked not taking time out for their habit, and constantly saying what a disgusting habit it was. What was happening to me, I thought: I felt as if things were spiralling out of control–yet my life had a new intensity and excitement. Before I had been plodding along – going to work every day, chatting with my husband, and sometimes having perfunctory sex with him – but since the Halloween party, my life had changed by far for the better. Boredom and dull routine had been replaced by the thrill of the unknown. Tired relationships, replaced by the stimulation of edgy new acquaintances, and, most importantly, highly fulfilling sex. Yes, I was being regularly humiliated, but this was fulfilling and exciting to me in its intensity. Even being forced to go to work stinking, and having to sneak out to smoke, gave an exciting edge to previously stultifying dull routine. And seeing my, worthy and caring, but oh so boring, husband, as a sexy sissy, and watching him used and abused by other, more virile men, was a real turn on, and empowering for me, as well as offering him  renewed sensual excitement and  fulfilment.

Hubby and I were led into a room on leads attached to collars around our necks, on our hands and knees, like dogs. The room was fairly bleak, white walled, with little in the way of interior décor. But I noticed that the walls had small round holes in them along one side, at regular intervals. I had no idea what the holes were for, but we were directed to each kneel in front of one – which meant the holes were roughly in line with our heads.  Suddenly, without warning a big black cock emerged through hubby’s hole –

‘Suck it off’ Master commanded roughly, and the penny dropped for me, as my sissy husband tentatively struggled to get his mouth around the huge penis, and made gurgling sounds as he sucked away at it. Just then a similarly large and black cock emerged through my own hole, and I knew what I had to do – opening my mouth letting the anonymous member into it. I almost gagged as it filled my mouth. It tasted of sweat and piss, but I sucked gamely away, and in seconds I felt it begin to throb inside my mouth-

‘Let him cum in your face’ Master ordered, and I pulled my mouth away from the pulsating organ, just in time for it to explode right into my face, in a gushing torrent of thick white cum, which stung my eyes, and dripped from my nose and chin.

Through my clouded vision I witnessed hubby receiving a similar load over his pretty, heavily made-up face. There we were a couple of abject sluts –used and abused. It gave a fresh perspective to the idea of husband and wife doing everything together, but I didn’t think such a scenario would be in the happy marriage guides, I thought with dark humour.

Anyway, just when I thought we had successfully completed our task, and begun to get to my feet, so that I could clean my face, Master ordered –

‘Stay there you stupid slag.’

I stopped in time to see another cock of similar girth and length to the last emerging through the hole. Hubby also received another one, and we both sucked away again, and gain received a load of cum in each of our faces. In total we each must have sucked off about ten cocks – you lose track after a couple. At the end of it we were both a completely cum covered, reeking, humiliated mess. My knees ached with kneeling, and I need help to get my feet, where I staggered in my heels. I looked for a proffered towel or tissue, but was brusquely told that we had to let the cum dry on us.

It was all rather tacky, compared with the sophisticated relationship with Peter that I’d imagined, but this was, if anything, far more of a turn on in the degree of humiliation involved. I looked over at hubby –his face and blouse, through which the shape of his budding breasts could be seen, covered in cum, and realised that I was in the exact same abject state.

But the next thing in store for us was even more bizarre –

‘Get dressed up’ Peter/Master announced ‘We’re taking you both out.’

I felt excited, and took ages tarting myself up, wondering where we were going as we got in the car. We drove to the suburbs, before Master announced –

‘We’re here.’

Ahead was large tent – a Big Top, in fact – we were being taken to the circus.

Master had got seats for us right in the front row, which gave us a good view of the action. To be honest, I’d never been that keen on circuses – in fact, I’d only ever really like the clowns, and was thus pleased when they came on, after some boring acts with elephants, and a tightrope walker; riding round the ring  in a  mock car, pumping the  huge horn.

The clowns got out, and I was pleased to see that they were typical clowns: traditional, with baggy check suits, elongated shoes, and, of course, heavily made up clown faces with bright red wigs and funny hats and false noses.

They walked around the ring – one had a bucket which was supposedly full of water, and kept threatening to throw at the people in the front row – then eventually he did throw it, and the people dived for cover, screaming, but it was only small pieces of silver paper in the bucket.

Everyone laughed at the old gag, including me and hubby, resplendent in his sissy attire.

‘Now we need a volunteer from the audience for our next trick.’ Unsurprisingly no- one was forthcoming, and I shrunk in my seat, but suddenly I realised that the clown was coming over to where we sat, and the spotlight was upon us. The next moment was like a dream, as I was led from my seat into the ring, tottering in my best heels – the very high ones that Master always liked me to wear.

‘You’re to be the guest at our new restaurant’ the clown said, and led me over to table which had appeared at the centre of the ring, and sat me down at it. Immediately the audience howled with laughter, as I sat straight in a large custard pie.

‘Oh so sorry madam’ the clown said, pretending to clean the filthy backside of my dress with a large wet sponge, and only making the mess worse.

I felt the liquid seeping through my underwear, running down my stockings. I could hardly speak with embarrassment, as the audience kept laughing loudly. Anyway, I was sat down again, and the first course brought. It was soup, and the clown bringing it tripped, so that it went straight over me –right down my cleavage – again I as wearing what Master liked – a low cut dress, showing off my substantial breasts.

I felt the slimy ‘soup’ running down inside my dress. Next there was an argument between two of the clowns over a large cream cake, which ended with it accidentally being smashed over my carefully teased and lacquered hair do, destroying it, and my makeup as it covered my face. But this wasn’t the end of the humiliation, as the clowns engaged in a wall paper paste fight, and a couple of buckets of the thickly sticky gunge ended up all over me. Just at that moment, I felt my bladder open, and was appalled as hot pee cascaded down my legs, much to the audience’s mirth. Now I was a completely ruined, degraded slut; and the audience roared with laughter, as I was ushered back to my seat, with only a towel offered to me to clean myself up with. The spotlight shone on me as I sat there, thoroughly humiliated.

‘Let’s go’ I said to Master.

‘No, he said – you have to stay and watch the rest of the show’.

So there I sat, with all the mess drying on me- my clothes, hair and makeup, which I’d spent so long on in getting ready ruined – turning me from a glamorous, sexy MILF, well that’s what I aspired to, into a humiliated, incontinent, middle-aged woman, whom everyone  would laugh at. I could see that hubby had found the whole thing very funny, and I felt miffed, hissing-

‘It’s you who is meant to be humiliated, not me’

‘The state of you, though – your hair and dress, after you took so long getting ready.’

‘Humph – your turn will come, I’m sure.’

We were told that we would both be taken to a notorious red light area, to work as whores – and there would be a competition as to who made the most money. My immediate concern was that sissy hubby might make more than I, a real woman, did. We stood on opposite sides of the street. I had to admit that hubby looked the part-in micro mini, long stocking clad legs ending in the highest of heels, a little leopardskin jacket, and a mane of blonde curls from which his heavily made up face pouted. He made me feel dowdy; though I was dressed similarly, but I just didn’t have that slutty persona that hubby seemed to embrace as if the manor born. And sure enough a car drew up, driven by a young black guy, right by the sissy, and he got in after a few words. I was left standing there in the cold, while cars just cruised by me, until eventually one stopped, and we went to nearby alley, where the middle-aged man fucked me from behind over a dustbin. I couldn’t believe that that was what I’d come to –a cheap whore, for sale, and so was my now sissified husband And yes, sissy hubby did make more money than me, though I certainly made a lot more than I would earn for such a number of hours in my stressful, responsible day job. But hubby’s even higher earnings meant that he was to be a whore in the brothel Master planned, while I would be in a more managerial position, though I would service important clients too.

And then the next day I had to go into work, with hardly time to change. I couldn’t help but become more of a slut in my dress and makeup – when I saw the power it gave me over men. I didn’t know what was happening to me, and  there was the fact that my salary at my stressful , demanding job, was insignificant compared the money I was earning as a whore, even if I did have to give a significant portion to Master.

It was one of the other prostitutes who started me on the drugs, and hubby became involved also. Well, everyone else was doing it, and was such a buzz –inhabiting the role of a cheap slut, available any man prepared to pay. And to see my sissified husband degraded in the same way. The thing was that this identity, my fantasy one, began to impinge upon my real one. I began turning up for work hungover, still looking like a slut. I was also late sometimes for meetings – me who’d always been so punctual and conscientious. Hubby also began to have similar problems in his own job.

Going to work after a late night spent having humiliating sex, and taking drugs, was often very difficult, for him as for me. He struggled to get out of his female attire and back into his business suit in time, while remembering that he had to wear women’s bra and pants under his male clothes, on Master’s orders. Of course, he was unfamiliar with the female routine of removing your makeup at night, and rushed in the morning to remove the thick layer of cosmetics from his face, and sometimes, in his befuddled state, traces of black mascara or eye shadow were left. Once he wore a thin white shirt over a black bra, and the outline of the bra was apparent. His colleagues began to stare at him and mutter to each other, while female secretaries would snigger.

The thing was that we both had important jobs – jobs in which it was almost impossible to have a low profile. We both had to address important meetings, and were thus meant to always adhere to the highest professional standards. Well, as an actual woman, it was easier for me not attract attention, rushing to work with a hangover, or even in a still intoxicated state, and dressed in slutty clothes from the night before. Many modern young women often do that, even at professional level. But I realised that it was becoming too frequent, I wasn’t a young thing, and my clothes went beyond what would be considered decent workwear sometimes – depending on how successful I was in getting changed. Usually I would have at least  a couple of elements of  business attire – maybe a suit jacket over a satin blouse, and mini skirt – which I had to spend an entire meeting struggling not to let my skirt ride over my stocking tops. And then there were the heels I was wearing. Once I noticed that a man from the firm we were meeting with couldn’t keep his eyes off of my legs, or me generally.  And, I’m ashamed to say, that I let him fuck me over the sink in the Executive toilet. Ashamed yes, but what an illicit thrill it gave me. But it also made me question what was happening to me. Me, who had always been so career orientated and conscientious – nothing would get in the way of my career – nothing, but now look at me. Me who had always been a feminist, and delighted in having power over my feminised husband, was now herself in thrall to Master. Someone who had all the power over me, but whom I actually knew very little about.

Then Master gave me another humiliating task – to give a blow job to the most menial person working in the office, or around it. I looked about – there was Bob the messenger, who brought things to your desk, and took things to other offices. He was a shy, middle- aged man with a stammer, who looked as though he lived with his mother, but there was little opportunity to do what I was ordered to do with him. It was even difficult to involve Bob in conversation, since he was so shy, and always rushing off.

However, from odd days when I had come in very early –to meet a deadline or something, I knew that one of the early morning cleaners was a man – a particularly smelly looking man, who looked as if he slept rough. But the thought of sucking him off gave me a bit of a thrill, I had to admit. He was certainly masculine – a real ‘bit of rough’ you could say. But again I had to question what was happening to me, that I should even be entertaining such a thing, and even getting a thrill from thinking of it. Why not pretend you had been with the man, you might say – but Master was omniscient and all seeing- well, that’s what I thought at the time anyway.

So one morning I got up very early to go into the office. I had a now familiar feeling in the pit of my stomach, of excitement, fear and anticipation. It was much quicker getting into work at this early hour, and Victoria Street was quite deserted as I walked up it, almost wanting to run away. But on I went, nodding to the security guards, whom I had also thought of as candidates for Master’s mission. As I went into the office, in its unfamiliarly quiet state, all I could hear was the buzz of a hoover. Most of the cleaners were women- tough East Enders with forearms like wrestlers: but there was the man, mopping the floor of the ladies toilet-with the door wedged open. Here was my readymade opportunity –

‘Good morning’ I said.

‘He grunted’ –and picked up a sign saying ‘Wet Floor’, and plonked it down heavily as he went to gather his bucket, with obvious annoyance at being interrupted. But before he could go out, I kicked away the block holding the door open with my high heel shod foot, and it swung shut.  I opened my coat, to reveal the slut clothes I’d been wearing to service customers the night before, as my hand grabbed his crotch.

‘Fuck off’ he snarled, and for a moment it seemed my mission was going to be unsuccessful, but then he said–

‘You’re a right slag aren’t you?’

‘Yes’ I said  ‘I am’ unzipping his trousers, so that hardening cock popped out, and going down on my knees, and taking the fetid , stinking penis into my mouth, which almost made me gag.

I sucked away in silence, just the faint sound of the hoover outside the door. The other cleaners hadn’t seen me, and anyone could come in at any minute, but I could feel that the man was about to come, and increased my tongue’s frantic action, until, suddenly, I knew he was about to shoot his load. I quickly pulled his cock from my mouth, directed the stream of cum directly into my face, since this was the most humiliating thing, and felt his hot spunk hitting me, stinging my eyes, going into my hair, and dribbling down my cheeks. His cock went limp, just some drops of cum dripping onto my blouse. He stepped back and zipped up his trousers.

‘I need to get on with my work’ he said, walking out of the toilet, while I stepped into the cubicle and did my best to clean myself up. I had fulfilled Master’s mission, was all I could think, as I dabbed away at the cum on my face, in my hair, and  on my clothes – the man couldn’t  have cum for weeks. Supposing he told someone? Supposing we had been caught? I was taking risks – that colleague the other day, now this. I also realised that I’d become wet between my legs, and had to quickly go into a cubicle and frig myself off, before continuing with my makeshift clean up.

But, I didn’t really think I would get caught, I suppose; though  maybe I unconsciously wanted to. Anyway, I was surprised when the day after the encounter with the cleaner, I was called into the Chairman’s office. I had no idea what it was about, but just thought it was routine matter. However, when I entered the office, I was surprised to see several high ranking members of the board and management team sitting there, ranged around the chairman’s desk.

‘Take a seat’ Bob Lord, the CEO said.

I sat down, wondering what was up.

‘Several colleagues have expressed concern about you, and we were wondering if you are all right – is there anything happening in your personal life that might affect your work?’

No’ I said, trying not to show any emotion on my face – no everything’s fine.’

‘Well, a number of people have expressed their concerns to me in recent weeks, and now the other day….’ His voice tailed off. ‘The other day, you apparently performed a sexual act sex with one of the cleaners in the Ladies’ toilet.’

‘God no – who said that? – someone is lying about me.’

‘We have a video of the whole thing from the camera in the toilet. The cleaner has been dismissed already.’

I was stunned- unable to speak.

The CEO was speaking again, and fragments of his words permeated my dazed consciousness –

‘……we have no option but to dismiss you with immediate effect.’

I got up, turned and walked from the office – then headed straight for the door to the lifts. Soon, I was walking back down Victoria Street, as if in a dream. Sacked – me who had always been supremely conscientious and driven – the person who would always go the extra mile for the company. Now I had been sacked for acting like an idiot, for following some stupid obsession involving a man-me, a feminist, who had prided herself in her non- macho, caring, sharing husband. Now I was in thrall to a supremely dominating, and sinister man.

I boarded a bus, the first one that came along; with no idea where it was heading, but when I saw it was going up Charing Cross road, I alighted, and merged into the busy crowd, edging my way towards Shaftesbury Avenue, and into Chinatown, and then Soho itself. I’d always thought Soho was the place to obtain drugs – as a teenager me and my friends had bought some from around Piccadilly Circus, as schoolgirls on a trip uptown, wanting to do something illicit. We had managed to get some cocaine in a pub, and excitedly snorted it in the toilet. But since then I had had little direct experience of drugs. Friends experimented at university, but I’d been more keen on getting a good degree, while in my working life I’d also ignored the cocaine around at parties, and post -work pub sessions – being someone who always went home early; especially if there was work the next day, where hubby and me would spend the evening with a pizza and a bottle of wine, crashed out in front of the TV.

And it was the mundanity of this existence, that had led me here, you could say. How that Halloween party with hubby dressed in female clothing, and meeting the Master, had made me completely discontented with my life, and long for more. And now I had more, but it wasn’t enough – I still wanted even more, as if I had an appetite too demanding to satisfy. And so, here I was in Soho, not wanting to experiment with drugs as a naïve teenager in search of thrills, but as an adult woman, who felt a need for them, after self-destructing in the job she’d worked so hard at.

I went into a pub, crowded with office workers taking their lunch breaks, a world which I was suddenly no longer a part of. After ordering a drink I managed to find seat in a corner, noticing the male eyes on me as a lone female. I knocked back my whisky and soda and ordered another, before walking out into the afternoon, bright against the pub’s darkness. Passing an alley, I saw a homeless looking young man – he looked furtive, counting out money. Brave in my need, and with the drink, I walked up the alley towards him. He looked at suspiciously –

‘Excuse me – do you know where I can buy some cocaine’ I said.

‘I’ve only got pills- amphetamines- speed’ he said ‘have you got money?’

‘Yes’ I said ‘what’ve you got.’

‘Pills -give me a blow job, and you can have five.’

Without speaking I got down on my knees in the filthy alley, and unzipped his trousers, and took out his cock.

As I walked from alley, I shoved all five of the small, blue pills into my mouth, and swallowed them with a bottle of water I’d bought. The pills soon combined with the whisky to make me feel better – less jaggedly disorientated, less like a completely worthless human being. I took out my phone and rang Master’s number.

‘Come round tonight’ he said.

I rang the bell nervously – I was already craving more drugs or drink. Master himself was like a drug that I was helplessly addicted to. A maid answered the door, and as she escorted me into Master’s presence, I realised that ‘she’ was a sissy, just like my own hubby. It was something about her height, and the broad shoulders, but part from that she was a convincing woman in her little PVC maid’s outfit, stockings and heels. So hubby wasn’t the only sissy serving Master. 

Then I entered the inner sanctum, where Master sat on a raised chair, something like throne, surrounded by beautiful young  women, all dressed in corsets and stockings, and muscular black men. I became conscious of my own frazzled state. I hadn’t been home, and had just wandered around the West End from pub to pub, only reapplying, thickly, my makeup in an attempt to look halfway decent, which only added to the slut effect.

Then I espied hubby – now really looking like a true slut himself, instead of a boring male office worker. From bloke to bitch, the alliteration came easily into my head, as my husband was lead in on all fours, by a chain attached to a collar around his neck. He was wearing a latex basque and black, seamed stockings; his face plastered in thick makeup which made him very feminine and sexy; topped with his own, now grown long, hair, coloured and styled into flowing blonde ringlets. His eyes were downcast, in the manner of a truly humiliated sissy, who was receiving his just desserts, and knew he was, and that he should be grateful for it.

At the same time some of the women stepped forward and began to strip me, caressing and touching me intimately as they did so, while one stuffed a ball gag into my mouth, and strapped it behind my head, and another placed a brown paper bag over my head. I noticed that hubby was in chastity and could hear his muffled cries, through his own ball gag –though with no paper bag over HIS head!- as his cock thrust against the spikes of the device. I was pushed to the floor by the women, onto my knees, my hands cuffed behind my back, my arse cheeks pulled apart to reveal my fanny: as Master stepped forward, naked now, his huge, black cock gleaming, before thrusting it into me. I moaned as my cunt received his massive phallus, and was transported, as he thrust rhythmically deep inside me, as if into the centre of my very being.

All the while I was aware of my husband, restrained and chained, watching me, his wife, who was now unattainable to him – available only to the man who now owned us both, and whosoever he decided I should go with; but hubby knew that he would never be allowed to again, as, out of the corner of my eye, I saw one of the young black men anally penetrate my husband with his gleaming cock, while the other black guys queued behind him- waiting their turn to fuck my sissy hubby, and heard his cries of sensual, masochistic delight…..and  I, too, cried out as I came with a juddering climax – as Master’s huge, black phallus penetrated my very being. Owned indeed!
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