

I hardly thought anything of it, one evening, when my girlfriend, Diane, and a couple of her friends, during a drunken birthday celebration, had decided that it would be fun to put makeup on me, and turn me into a woman. It was Diane’s friend, Trudy, whose birthday it was, who made the suggestion –

‘Nick’s so pretty’ she’d said ‘I wonder what he’d look like with makeup on.’

I felt my face go red: I’d always had a bit of a complex about my somewhat feminine looks, which had often led to me being teased, and even downright bullied, when I was at school.

I can’t remember exactly what had led up to Trudy’s remark, but it was some conversation about men in drag, after we’d been watching Drag Race on TV. How would the average man would look like if he wore make up? Diane had said that they’d look awful, just like men dressed up as women, as at least one or two of the drag queens on display in the TV show, had. But Trudy had argued that some men would look good wearing it – the ones who looked a bit feminine anyway, as did most of the drag queens on show, even if it was an exaggerated, camp, femininity, that they displayed.

‘Like Nick’ she’d indicated me, making me blush.

‘He doesn’t look feminine at all, Trudy,’ Diane had said.

‘’Ok, I’ll bet you. I bet he looks feminine in makeup, and that it suits him.’ Trudy argued.

‘You’re on’ Diane replied.

A big mistake, I thought straight away, but little did I know what this innocent seeming caper would lead to.

Anyway, I sat there as Trudy liberally applied makeup to my face – lipstick, eye shadow, mascara, the works - while the others helped, including Diane, making suggestions, and offering their own cosmetics for use on me, so that I ended up looking like a complete tart.

‘Oh, yes, he looks lovely’ Trudi said exultantly ‘all he, or should I say she, needs now is a wig.’

I don’t know how or from where, but a wig was produced: a long, blonde one, cascading in luxuriant waves, and placed on my head to much giggling.

Of course, I couldn’t see myself, but when a mirror was finally   put in front of my face, I had to grudgingly admit that the makeup, and wig suited me, that I looked, at least a bit, like a passable woman. Inside, I was astonished and aroused, by my own appearance, which did look convincingly female. I also felt humiliated - I didn’t want to look at all feminine, and I certainly didn’t want to feel turned on by being made to look this, especially in front of my girlfriend, and a bunch of attractive women, whom I fancied.

‘Let’s dress him up like a girl too,’ Trudy cried; and the others, to my horror, agreed. I say, to my horror, but the whole thing had already made me quite aroused, as I said, much to my l discomfort. I was a bloke, for Chrissakes, not a blooming drag artist! But I couldn’t help admitting that the idea of being dressed in women’s clothes turned me on.

Clothes were brought forward from a wardrobe, to more giggling, and somehow my own clothes were removed, and female clothes put on me – stockings and suspender belt, bra and panties, and a flowery dress, with much giggling at my erection –

‘Oh look, Trudy said ‘this is turning him on. He’s a closet tranny,’ and everyone, even Diane laughed.

‘He’s got quite a big one, though, hasn’t he – I’m really surprised.’ Trudy exclaimed.

I resisted the temptation to say –

‘Yes, I have, and I’d like to stick it up your fanny.’ And just silently complied with my humiliation.

Long earrings were found, and clipped on my ears, to more giggling.

‘Oh yes, he really does look like a drag act – like that blowsy barmaid in Coronation Street.’ Sarah said.

‘You mean Bet, she always wears mock leopard skin print, with her hair high, and a low-cut top, showing off her big tits. He looks just like her, or he would if he had tits,’ Donna said, to more laughter.

The women seemed very pleased with the outcome, especially Trudy. But Diane also was forced to admit that ‘Yes, he does look like a pretty girl, if a bit of a slut.’

‘I bet he’d like a big, fat cock up him’ Trudy exclaimed, and everyone laughed cruelly, except for Diane-

‘Trudy!’ she exclaimed ‘Nick isn’t like that.’

‘You have to admit wearing makeup and women’s clothes suits him though’ Trudy responded, ‘and he certainly seems to like it’ she said, indicating the bulge between my legs.

I blushed even more deeply.

The next morning, I felt anxiety gnaw at me as I sobered up, and attempted to clean the makeup off. It was just a drunken evening, wasn’t it? The girls had got a bit carried away, but no harm done. Last night’s events would soon be forgotten, just a blurred memory of a drunken evening.

However, a few days later, with Diane away because of her job, I thought bitterly of the effect that night had had, as sat, alone, in front of Diane’s dressing table mirror, I slowly began applying her reddest lipstick to my lips, and feeling my cock grow hard as I did so.

I’d also been looking on the internet, at Twitter photos of ‘sissies,’ ‘feminised’ by their wives, and reading the tweets with their, often sexually explicit, photos; and all I could think of was how much I too wanted the humiliation of big, fat, black cock up my arse. Just as if I was a woman!

‘But you’re not gay’ I protested, but the image persisted. The desire to be so penetrated. Penetrated, while dressed as a helpless female. Though I still wasn’t attracted to men, as far as I could tell, but really turned on by women. But somehow, I wanted to actually be a woman, and as a woman, I wanted to be treated as such. Treated as a slut, in fact. It had become an obsession.

Diane, rang me. She’d just got back from her business trip, and wanted to arrange a lunchtime meeting in a café, before returning to work.

I was really looking forward to it, since I hadn’t seen her for several days, and had just been alone with the weird obsession she and her friends had inadvertently aroused in me.

When I arrived at the café, in London’s West End, I soon saw her, sitting at a pavement table, enjoying a cigarette, and looking delectable, as usual, in a dark, fitted suit, with tight skirt and four-inch heels. Her face immaculately made-up. But her makeup was discrete, unlike the thick, slut make up I’d applied to my own face, only two evenings before. Her makeup.

On my way, I’d glanced at a couple of the prostitutes hanging around Piccadilly, in their typically slutty outfits - high heels, short skirts, tight, satin blouses, and heavy makeup, and they’d made me feel strange. It wasn’t just that I fancied such women, perfectly natural of course, but I somehow was jealous of them, as if I wanted to be them.

I mentally shook myself, and told myself to get a grip, before meeting the lovely Diane. As I sat down at the table she smiled warmly –

‘That was a lot of fun last weekend, all my friends really enjoyed it, as I did too of course. You certainly made an attractive woman!’

She laughed, and I squirmed a bit, but tried to smile back –

‘Yeah, it was fun, we must do it again sometime’ and as I said the words, I felt my cock unmistakably hardening, which I certainly didn’t want to happen, as if I was turned on by the prospect of dressing up as a woman!  Of course, I wasn’t. But...... Anyway, we had a pleasant meal, and a chat, before Diana had to go back to work. I watched her walk away, then made my way back to Piccadilly Circus tube. But I didn’t go straight into the station, but grabbed a can of coke from a vendor and sat on the steps of Eros, watching the tourists go by. Many of them were young, attractive women, but there were also the prostitutes, hanging around, trying to look discrete, but really sticking out. And a part of me began to stick out -my cock. But as I’ve said, what reallly aroused me was the prospect of becoming one of these ladies rather than having sex with them, which would probably have been pretty perfunctory and unsatisfactory. However, the thought of thought me making the same transactions as they hoped to make, being paid for sex by strangers, really turned me on. Again, I imagined a cock penetrating me from behind, and tried to banish the disgusting thought from my mind.

I looked around at the busy shops – a sex shop, a Marks and Spencer’s department store, an off - licence and a wine bar. I formed a plan. I crossed the square to the wine bar, went in and order a double whisky, then another, then another. Suitably fortified, I then went a few doors down to the sex shop – the first time I had been in such a place, but I’d been looking at a mannequin in the window, dressed in sexy lingerie with stockings and suspenders, and short PVC mini skirt, along with a notice that all clothes were in large men’s sizes too. I nervously entered and quickly purchased the items I wanted, plus, an added bonus, a pair of women’s high heeled stilettoes, size ten, my size. The clothes and shoes were expensive, but I didn’t care, and emerged with a   huge, discretely labelled, carrier bag, quickly losing myself quickly in the crowds, so that no one would know I’d just been buying stuff from a sex shop.

Next, was the Marks and Spencer’s. I remembered from visits to the store, that they had a makeup counter, where women could actually try cosmetics before a mirror, before buying them. I obviously had never bought makeup in this store, or any other come to that, but I admit to always having a fetish for it - that nothing was sexier to me than a heavily made-up woman, and the sight of a lipstick had always sent a shiver of desire through me. I walked quickly over to the counter, and the female assistant made eye contact with me, despite my looking down at my feet –

‘Can I help you Sir – a gift for the wife or girlfriend?’

‘Yes’ I mumbled, reddening, before quickly picking up a number of items from the counter – scarlet lipstick, mascara, eye shadow, blusher, in the most garish colours that caught my eyes, quickly selecting them, scurrying to the checkout, and enduring the raised eyebrows of the shop assistant –

‘Wife’s birthday’ I mumbled.

‘That’ll be forty pounds please Sir.’

Who knew makeup was so expensive? I fumbled for my credit card, before rushing from the shop.

Now the next part of the plan – find a suitable toilet. But I have to find one where they won’t notice that I look completely different when I go out compared to when I went in, changed sex in fact. That probably excludes the toilet in a café, but what about a busy pub? Hmm, possibly get away with it. Who would care in a central London pub anyway? Then I remembered that there were public toilets down in the concourse of the tube station. Who would notice or care, if a man dressed a woman emerged from the gent’s toilet there, with everyone intent on getting to their destination as quickly as possible?  So, I walked down the escalator, into the tube station. I quickly located the men’s toilet and went in, and entered a cubicle.  I could hear men coming and going as I changed into my purchases – a public toilet wasn’t a place where most men hung around in, unless they had some ulterior motive, of course.  And I had never been one of those men. Well, never before anyway. It was difficult trying to put a suspender belt and stockings on in the confined space, as well as all the other clothes. Then I had or pack my usual clothes back into the carrier bag. God, why had I begun with this crazy idea, just because of some weird compulsion? Now, I was left putting on my wig, and applying the makeup I’d bought, having crucially remembered to also buy a small mirror. I tried to remember exactly what Trudy and the other women had done when they made me up on that day.

I was finished, finally, dressed in full sex shop, cheap whore costume, hair and makeup. I opened the cubicle door, and it was like   jumping of the high board in a swimming pool, when you couldn’t swim.  Now it was too late to go back. I was out, away from the protection of the cubicle’s four walls, tip tapping my way across the tiled floors in my four-inch heels. Men were standing with their backs to me, peeing into urinals, while others washed their hands, and dried them in the automatic drier. No one looked at me, openly anyway, as I teetered towards the toilet exit, out into the busy station concourse.

I felt a mixture of fear, and adrenaline fuelled excitement. The drink helped, of course. I don’t think I would have ever been able to go through with this crazy idea without being tipsy.  I felt lost in the tube crowd. No one seemed to pay me any notice, which emboldened me. I thrust my chest, with its padded bra, out, remembered to walk on the balls of my feet, as the girls had taught me on that fateful night. Standing on the escalator I felt strangely exhilarated, as if this new feminine self was somehow more real than my usual masculine self. Now I was out of the station, into the bright daylight again, which made me feel more vulnerable. That and the fact that my bravado was wearing off a bit. I paused, where to go   now. I knew that the side streets from here led into Soho, now a prominent gay area, and I turned down the first road, Old Compton Street – I remembered it as a famous Soho street. There must be gay pubs around here. I passed one pub, with some office workers standing outside, smoking, and didn’t have the nerve to go in, and walked farther on, turning off the main throughfare, into a smaller street, with pub and restaurant signs aplenty.  I arrived at a small pub – a couple of men in casual clothes sat outside at a small table, chatting. On impulse I turned and entered the pub. The inside was dark after the brightness outside. There weren’t many customers, which suited me.  I went to the bar, and it was as if I suddenly realised what I was doing. I had to make an effort to put on a high pitched ‘feminine’ voice, and to order a G and T, rather than a pint of best bitter. The barman was polite, friendly even. First hurdle overcome. I was unsure whether or not to sit on a barstool, but it seemed a bit high, and my skirt would rise revealingly over my stocking tops, and up my thighs, with a danger of revealing the bulge beneath my panties. I’d surely be better going and sitting in the corner, where no one would notice me. Yes, that’s what I OUGHT to do, I thought, so I did the opposite. As if I was being controlled by some outside force. I eased myself up onto a barstool, my short skirt rising around the tops of my thighs, revealing my stocking tops, as I’d predicted, and I had to quickly cross my legs before revealing anything more intimate.  Once I’d sat there, I felt unable to move. Just what had made me do this – abandon the sensible idea of sitting in the corner, to blatantly display myself in such a fashion?

But I suppose it worked, if my plan was to engage with a man, because I hardly taken my place on the barstool, before a youngish guy, about thirty-five, handsome and well dressed, asked me if I wanted a drink.

‘Yes,’ I said in my new feminine voice, though I hadn’t quite finished my first drink, ‘G and T please.’

And another drink was almost immediately placed before me before me, a double, I realised when I tasted it, and the man, now sitting beside me, introduced himself.

‘I’m Sam’ he said.

I had to think of a name in response, and quickly came up with, off the top of my head – Lily, maybe I’d just been listening a Lily Allen record, or was I subliminally thinking of drag artist Lily Savage?

‘Lovely name for a lovely young lady’ the man said. I felt myself blushing (becomingly!) – did he realise that I was really a man?

Sam’s hand was upon my knee, but did nothing to remove it, and minutes later we were outside the back of the pub, behind some smelly dustbins, me on my knees in some stinking slime, mixed with food waste, Sam’s surprisingly big, cock, in my mouth, giving my first ever blow job. I felt his hot seed hit the back my throat, and gulped to swallow it, before a   sticky white torrent hit my face, blinding me monetarily in one eye.  Sam quickly zipped up his trousers –

‘Thanks darling’ he said, before scribbling his phone number down on a piece of paper, and tucking in my top, before swiftly disappearing.

I cleaned myself up as best I could. God I really did feel like a whore., and I still hadn’t got exactly what I’d craved, and remained a virgin.

But maybe it was a good thing that I hadn’t broken that taboo. How would I feel towards my girlfriend? I could never tell her. What if she’d turned me gay, by dressing me as a woman for a joke? How ironic. But I still fancied women though, and wasn’t even sure that I did fancy men, but there was something about the humiliation of what had just happened, and taking on a female persona, that   I found   really fulfilling, if that’s the right word.

The man had vanished now. I pulled the piece of paper with the phone number on it from my cleavage – I could always ring him, I supposed, if that was the right number, which I somehow doubted. Now here I was, dressed as a total slapper, in the middle of the West End.  I had at least managed to have sexual contact with a man, while dressed as a woman, even if my central fantasy hadn’t actually come true. Well did I really want that anyway. I still felt horny, though, since I hadn’t had an orgasm. I needed to clean up, there was some of the man’s cum on my blouse, and in my wig. I walked out of the pub, through a back door, without having to wall through the main bar. I needed to find a toilet again. This time I went into a burger place. It was busy, so I felt anonymous, as I walked through to the toilet. I had a moment of indecision – which gender toilet should I go in? I went into the women’s, walking quickly to a cubicle, where I changed back into my male clothing.   Then went back into the restaurant and bought a burger and coffee. No-one took any notice of me. I phoned Diane, and we agreed to meet that evening.

We spent the night together, and had loving sex. But as Diane slept, I lay there, still feeling frustrated somehow. All I could think of was dressing as a slut, and being fucked by a man. What was wrong with me?

We’d actually gone to bed early and I lay awake, unable to sleep. I looked at my phone. I’d put in Sam’s, the man from the pub’s, number. It was probably a wrong number, but once I had it in my mind to ring it, the thought wouldn’t go away. I got up, and went downstairs, leaving Diane sleeping. The house was quiet, as I rang the number which, surprisingly to me, rang, and was soon answered –

‘Hi, is that Sam’ I asked.

‘Who’s speaking’ the male voice said.

‘It’s the, erm, guy, erm, dressed as a woman, from the pub this afternoon.’

‘Oh,’ I could hear the speaker relax ‘How are you? Did you get home all right? I admire you going out dressed. I couldn’t do it. You looked lovely though, quite convincing as a woman.’

‘Thanks,’ I said embarrassed ‘I was thinking about you, wondering if we could meet.’

‘Actually, I’m just off out to a club, I could meet you there if you want. You’ll be a big hit if you look like you did when I met you.’

I had to make an instant decision. I knew what the ‘right’ answer was, a firm ‘sorry, can’t meet you there at the moment, I’m at my girlfriend’s’ but instead said –

‘Where is the club?’

‘It’s right near where I met you, just down the road from Wardour Street.’

‘Ok, I’ll meet you there about 11.30, say.’

‘Great, see you there at 11.30, then.’

I put the phone down. I’d done it again, acted on impulse – led by my cock? Well, what exactly did that organ reallly want? More importantly, what did I really want?

But I needed to hurry if I was to meet him in at the time I’d said. I needed to get dressed up, and hope that Diane didn’t wake up, and ask me what was going on. I’d put the bag of clothes I’d bought in a cupboard, and went straight there. I now felt energised, full of excited anticipation, replacing my previous feelings of boredom and apathy. I remembered to shave my body, then struggled into the still shop new, though now stained, female clothes: the sensual satin lingerie – red crotchless knickers, and padded bra, the low-cut sequined top, the black stockings and suspenders. Then thrilled as I applied the cosmetics inexpertly to my face. Just unscrewing the lipstick, and watching the scarlet shaft emerge made me dizzy with desire, and applying it to my own lips nearly made me faint. Then the delicious dark blue eyeshadow, with plentiful black eyeliner, and   dark mascara.  Women were so lucky to be able to have these things, which were prohibited to men. I felt transgressive, as I applied the finishing touches of my lovely wig of cascading blonde waves, then big, hooped earrings. God, I really did look like a drag artist, but quite a convincingly feminine one, I hoped. Well, Diane and her friends had commented on how female attire suited me, on that evening they’d dressed me up, and I supposed that if I’d just looked like a guy in skirt, they’d just have laughed at me, and my fantasy wouldn’t have got off of the ground.

Now, I had to get to the club, which was in central London, though it shouldn’t take me long to drive there at this time of night. I remembered to put on a long overcoat, a spare one of Diane’s, which did fit me reasonably well, and an old cap. I got into the car, realising that my skirt rode up to the tops of my stocking clad thighs, as I sat at the wheel. Rather than try to cover up, the thought that passing motorists might get a glimpse of me in their headlights, just turned me on. God, what hope was there for me? Was I already lost?

Once in London, I had to find a suitable parking meter, and walk to the club which was down a Soho back street, near to my previous encounter with Sam, as he’d said. It was dark and although still quite busy, and no one seemed to take any notice of me as I clip-clopped in my heels, mincing and teetering along the street. I heard wolf whistle, but didn’t turn to see if it was directed at me. It took ages to walk the short distance in the unfamiliar heels, but soon I was outside the discretely illuminated club. My heart raced, as I wondered whether to just go in or not.

I was saved from my indecision, by a tap on the shoulder. I turned, to see Sam standing there. I was surprised at how good looking he was – my last meeting with him being a bit of a blur. He smiled at me and took my hand, and flashed a membership card as we walked past the bouncers at the door. Inside the club was dark and noisy, loud music making conversation hard. Men, and women- were they real women?  -pressed their bodies against mine, in the packed space, hands groped me.

‘Like a dance’ Sam said, and I joined him on the dance floor, feeling completely weird dancing as a pretend woman, with a male partner. But I could see other women dancing amongst the predominantly male clientele, and mostly couldn’t tell who was a real woman, and who was really a man.  Sam bought me a G and T after the dance, and I downed it quickly. I needed Dutch courage, and had a couple more drinks, before beginning to relax.

Which I certainly did, because half an hour later, I was up on the stage, belting out ‘Hey big spender’ in a karaoke competition. As I walked off stage, I felt a hand up my skirt, and heard a voice saying

‘You’re a sexy one, aren’t you?’

I felt flattered, and turned on.

‘You’re certainly putting it out there’ Sam said, when I got back to him.  ‘You’re a big hit. You should become a drag act.’

That was something I never would previously have done in a million years; it was so out of keeping with my usual character.  But now though...it was as if my personality had changed.

Sam took me by the arm.

‘There’s something here that I think will interest you.’

And guided me through to another room. 

‘Cock-sucking sluts suck here’ was written crudely on the wall, in white paint, like graffiti.

And I realised that there were small holes in the wall at hip height. Moments later a big, black cock appeared through a hole.

‘Go and suck that cock’ Sam instructed.

I wasn’t sure about this. It seemed even more transgressive than picking up a stranger, to suck of someone’s cock when you couldn’t even see their face: the ultimate in humiliation. Becoming an object, only existing for others’ sexual delight – turned me on. But I felt wary, cautious.

‘No, I don’t think I can’ I said.

‘Fucking do it, you pathetic bitch, or else.’

Now I felt scared of Sam, and obediently found myself obeying his order, and walked over to the where the cock was thrust though the hole in the wall, and took it in my mouth.

God, the shame, the transgression, that was both thrilling as well as shameful. Was I really sucking a stranger’s cock though a hole in a wall in a gay club?

‘Come on suck it harder’ Sam said, pushing the back of my head firmly. Make him cum.’

And cum the anonymous stranger did - thick white semen hitting the back of my throat, then directing the rest of his plentiful supply right into my face making my makeup run.

‘Right’ now suck off another one’ Sam said, as another cock appeared through the hole, and I meekly complied.

When I got back in the early hours of the morning, Diane was still asleep, and I hoped she didn’t notice that I was gone. Well, if she’d woken during the right, she would have been unlikely to have looked for me, thinking I’d just got up and gone to the loo. She looked so vulnerable and attractive lying there, and I really wanted her.

‘That shows I’m definitely not gay’ I said to myself. Though before I got into bed, I had to rush to get out of my female clothes, which now definitely needed washing, and remove my makeup.

Eventually I was undressed, and had managed to get my make up off, hopefully without leaving any traces, before I slid into bed beside Diane, who stirred and put her arms around me.

‘If only she knew,’ I thought guiltily, nuzzling into her hair, and feeling my cock stirring. But the image that entered my mind was of a big, black cock, and me on my knees, taking it into my mouth. I pushed that picture away, and softly kissed Diane’s sleeping face. However, another image entered my mind unwantedly - me on my hands and knees, wearing stockings and suspenders, and a big, black cock pressing up inside me.

‘No. I’m not gay,’ I whispered to myself.

At that moment, Diane woke up.

‘You’re back’ she said ‘that’s good. I woke up and you weren’t here.’

‘I just had to go to the toilet, and then I went down for a cup of tea’ I said apologetically. ‘I had a bit of an upset stomach.’

‘Are you all right?’ Diane said, concerned.

‘Yes, I’m, ok now.’

I pressed my body into Diane’s and felt my cock hardening. She felt it against her, and parted her legs. I used my fingers to gently manipulate her clit, and feeling it grow wet, I pushed my cock slowly into her, and felt the warmth of her. We made delicious love, until Diane’s body trembled with an orgasm, though I didn’t cum. I had nothing left after my experiences at the club.

‘That was nice’ she said ‘did you cum?’

‘No, but it’s all right -I’m probably a bit under the weather.’

Diane dozed back to sleep, while I lay there, my mind in a whirr.

When I eventually woke next morning, and went downstairs for breakfast, I wondered why Diane was glaring at me.

‘Morning love’ I said, then, sensing something was very wrong ‘all right?’

‘No’ was the answer, and she threw a lipstick covered tissue down onto the table.

‘Oh,’ I said ‘it’s not what you think.’

‘Not what I think? What do you think that I think? That you’ve been seeing another woman?’

I nodded.

‘Well, I did think that at first, and I was angry and jealous, but then I discovered your bag of clothes – women’s clothes. You left them in the hall, after you’d been up to whatever it was you were up to... Are a cross dresser, a trannie?’

‘No’ I said. ‘Well, I wasn’t, but you remember during Trudy’s birthday party, you and Trudy and your friends thought it a great laugh to dress and make me up as a woman, but since then, I haven’t been able to get that idea out of my mind. I’ve just felt a needed to do it again.’

I wondered how she would react. I expected anger, but instead, she laughed.

‘We did think it suited you, to be dressed as a woman. We all said that. But it seems you really were a closet trannie.’

‘I’m sorry’ I said.

‘Don’t be sorry – I like the idea. You can be my new girlfriend, as well as boyfriend. To be honest, I’ve never found you very masculine, and maybe that’s what’s attracted me to you. I like women too, you know.’

I didn’t know, had never suspected.

‘Yes, I’ve had a few experiences. I think we can go somewhere with this fetish of yours.’

I was relieved, but dismayed at the same time.  When I was dressed up as woman, did I really want sex with Diane? I wasn’t sure. But what about my burgeoning relationship with Sam? It was all a bit much for me to get my head around. How had I got myself in this mess?

‘Did you go out somewhere while you were dressed up. It’s just that I woke up and thought I heard the front door, and you weren’t in bed. Now I’ve discovered these women’s clothes, and   when opened the bag, there sems to be a smell emanating from them – alcohol, and, well, something else.’

‘Yes, I did go out. I just wanted to experience what it would be like to be dressed as a woman in public.’

‘Where did you go?’

‘Just to some club, I discovered was open late in town – just for somewhere to go, get a drink.’

‘And how did you get on dressed as a woman – didn’t anyone say anything. You were pretty convincing as a woman, but you still seemed like a man, the way you moved, your voice.’

‘Well, it was gay club. I figured that would be the safest place.’

‘But you’re not gay, are you. Or are you bisexual?

‘No, no, I’m completely straight.’

‘Completely?’ did I sense disbelief, and that she was laughing at me.

‘Yes, completely – I’ve no interest in sex with men.’

‘Ok’ she laughed ‘I believe you. ‘We’ll have to go out together, with you dressed as a woman. Go clothes shopping. And then you can get all dressed up for me. In fact, I think you should get dressed up for me tonight.’

I blushed crimson. Now my secret was out. But surely, I should be pleased – my girlfriend was pleased, it seemed. What was wrong then? I don’t quite know what. It had been my little secret, me identifying as a woman, and enjoying men finding me attractive. And now a woman was finding me attractive, which was flattering, I supposed, though Diane seemed more excited about the thought of having sex with me as a woman, than she had been with me as a man.

Anyway, that evening, I got dressed up in the clothes I’d bought, and applied the makeup. I did look a bit like a drag act I thought. This time Diane helped me, gave me a few makeup tips, but she seemed pleased with the result.

‘Yes, Trudy was right, you do make an attractive woman. There is something feminine about you -you’re far more pretty than handsome.’

‘Pretty? I wasn’t sure whether or not I should be flattered by that, as a man, but as a woman – well, I definitely took it as a compliment.

Diane came closer-

‘You look so sexy’ she whispered, and we embraced.

I felt my cock hardening, as our lips met, and we kissed passionately, lipstick coated lips meeting, tongues intertwined.  Then Diana gently pushed me backwards. Well, she tripped me actually, with a high heeled foot behind my leg, and pushed me backwards, so that I fell fairly heavily onto some cushions that had been placed on the floor. Now she was on top of me, and sat astride me, which she had never done before, and roughly pulled my panties down. She eased herself up, and onto my erect cock, and sighed as it went right up inside her. I moaned too, as my penis was engulfed by her warm wetness. She rhythmically pushed herself up and down on me, fully in control, so that she was able alter the pace to ensure her own orgasm, with no regard for mine, and she came, with a loud moaning, and gushing of fluid over me, soaking me. She lay back panting –

‘That was great.’ Then ‘Didn’t you cum, my poor baby. And she firmly grabbed my cock and began to wank me, but just as I was about to cum, she slowed down dramatically, so that finally, my spunk only trickled out of the end of my cock.  Very unsatisfying, and I wondered where she’d learned such techniques, which I’d only recently read about on the internet, and that were associated with female domination, and described as ‘milking’ or ‘spoiled orgasm.’ I’d read up on them easily on the internet, so she could have done too, since female domination, seemed something she seemed, unexpectedly, very interested in.

‘Look at you’ she laughed ‘Aren’t you pathetic. A little sissy bitch. You’re not worthy of me, you little whore.’

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Diane had never spoken to me in anything but affectionate tones before.

She laughed –

‘It’s all right, I’m just indulging in role play – fun isn’t it?’

I nodded. I wasn’t sure if fun was the right word, but I realised how turned on I was by being dominated like this.

We drove up to town to visit a women’s clothes shops. I was dressed as a woman, as instructed by Diane. I assumed that she would be coming into the shops with me. But as we walked towards a large department store, Diane said –

‘I want you to go to the makeup counter, where they have an assistant giving demonstrations, and ask to try on lipstick. I want you try on lipsticks to find the one you like best, and then buy it, and buy other make up too, then meet me downstairs in the café, and after we’ve had a coffee, I’ll help you shop for outfits.’

I was filled with foreboding.  A man dressed as a woman, trying make up on in a busy department store – I could imagine the stares and comments I might get. That’s if Security wasn’t called.

‘I don’t think I can go through with that. Can’t you just buy me makeup, or at least don’t make me ask to try it on.’

‘That’s what you have to do. I’ll be watching from a discrete distance.’

I just felt that I didn’t have any choice, so strong was Diane’s now dominant persona. I teetered with great trepidation towards the makeup counter, where a woman with garish blonde hair, heavily made up - similar to the way I myself looked I suppose, was standing behind an array of cosmetics, waiting to help customers, who were invited to try the makeup on. I’d been in a similar situation when I’d bought the makeup that first time in Piccadilly, but now I wasn’t fortified by Dutch courage.

I walked up to the counter, half expecting the woman to recoil, say ‘We don’t serve men here’ but she just said –

‘How can I help you Madam.’ I wasn’t sure if she was just being polite, or really did think I was a woman.

‘I’d like to try a lipstick, the brightest red you have.’ I said, in my highest, most feminine voice.

‘Certainly Madam - well we have this shade, Crimson Sunburst, and this one, Scarlet Woman.’

‘I’d like to try the Scarlet Woman’ I heard myself say, in as feminine a voice as possible.

‘Another one you might be interested in Madam, is this one, a very alluring, slightly darker shade – Slut.’

Was the woman on to me? But, immediately, I knew that was the colour for me. The woman handed me the lipstick in its gold tube, and I felt a thrill run though me as I unscrewed it. Diane had glued long, bright, false red fingernails onto my fingers, which made me struggle a bit to hold the slim shaft, that and my trembling hands. But I looked in the mirror and hesitantly applied the wicked scarlet to my, naked, lips- Diane had wiped my own lipstick off, before I went to the makeup counter. I had to be very careful to put the lipstick on accurately, without it going over my face, a giveaway that I wasn’t used to putting on makeup.

‘That looks lovely Madam, really suits you.’

I heard my feigned feminine voice, coached by Diane, say –

‘I’ll take it, please.’

‘Certainly Madam’ the assistant said ‘would Madam like anything else?’

I surveyed the array of cosmetics, and at random I chose a selection of the most garish eyeshadows, and lip and eyeliners, as well as mascara.

The assistant wrapped the items, and I, struggling with my long nails, put my credit card details in, hand still trembling –

‘Thank you, Madam, bye. Have a good day.’

‘Bye’ I said, thinking that the woman probably had sussed me.

Relieved, I made my way down the instore escalator, having to be careful not to catch a heel, or topple over, to the restaurant area, where I saw Diane waiting, and sat down at her table with relief. But my ordeal wasn’t over, since I still had to try on clothes, but at least Diane would be with me.

We examined dresses on the racks, an assistant hovering-

‘Would Madam like some help’ she said to Diane ‘what sort of thing are you looking for?’

‘It’s not for me, it’s for my sister’ she indicated me, who blushed ‘She’s looking for something, you know, quite glamorous, for an evening out. A special date.’

‘Ah, I see – if you would like to look on those racks over there, you’ll see our range of evening wear.’

We browsed the racks, Diane pulling out the most revealing dresses and skirts, eventually selecting some for me to try on. She took them over to the assistant –

‘Can we try these please?’ I wondered if the assistant thought I was unable to speak for some reason – which was sort of true, I suppose.

Now, I had to go into a   women’s changing cubicle, and put the dresses on, while Diane waited outside. This was highly embarrassing. For a start it took me ages to get everything on and off, what unfamiliar zips and buttons, and just being so nervous. Diane had obviously decided to stand outside on purpose to humiliate me. Then, I had to walk out and parade before Diane and the assistant, and anyone else in the shop who cared to look.

The first dress, was in a red velvet type of material, slit to the thigh on one side.  It was certainly glamorous, but as I walked out of the changing room, I stumbled and nearly fell in my five-inch heels.

Next was a purple mini skirt, that hardly covered my stocking tops, or, what concerned me, the bulge of my taped down cock.

The assistant made comments about how lovely I looked, which made me feel even more embarrassed, and we ended up buying both outfits, and a third: a glittering white, low neckline, strapless dress, that hung just above the knee.  I could hardly imagine wearing such exotic outfits, though my cock throbbed to escape its bondage at the sensual feel of the fabrics, and the thought of wearing them in public.

‘How would you like to be a bridesmaid at Trudy’s wedding?’ Diane asked a few days later. ‘It’s just that one of her bridesmaids has dropped out at the last-minute, and we thought it would be a good idea for you to take her place - make the event even more memorable.’

‘Me?’  I said incredulously. ‘Are you mad? No is the answer.’ Though I had to admit, that when I thought about this, it did turn me on, but no way would I do it.

But it didn’t matter what my thoughts in the matter were. Diane decided that I would do it, and I felt compelled to comply, against my better judgement. My once nice, meek girlfriend, had become completely domineering, since she’d discovered my crossdressing activities.

I told Sam about this proposal, when I next clandestinely met him-

‘Can I come?’ He said ‘I’d love to see you as a bridesmaid.’

‘I don’t know, what if Diane finds out? This is really humiliating for me, you know. I don’t know if I can handle being a bridesmaid.’

‘You love cross dressing, though don’t you?  These women obviously see something feminine about you, and they like it.’

‘They think it’s a laugh, you mean, to see a bloke humiliated, for some reason.’

‘It tickles them – they are intrigued, even turned on, just as I am. He patted my bum – do you really think anyone thinks you’re a typical, macho bloke. Embrace your femininity.’

‘It’s all right for you to say- you’re not having to go through with this.’

‘Well, I don’t go around dressed as a woman – pretty convincingly in your case. I’d make an awful looking woman.’

And so, it came to pass. I had to endure endless fitting sessions for the bridesmaid’s outfit – which was in frilly lemon-yellow taffeta, low cut to display my non-existent bosom – a special, padded, push up bra, was proposed to rectify this. Then having to have different makeups applied, and decisions made about hairstyles and wigs, though my own hair was growing out, on Diane’s orders.

Diane had kept telling me that if I was good, meaning obeying her in her increasing domination, which included doing ALL the household chores and cooking, while dressed in a silly little, frilly maid’s outfit she’d brought from a sex shop: comprising black vinyl dress, which hardly covered the black stockings I had to wear with it, and very high heels that made it hard to walk in, never mind hoover, with white frilly apron, and frilly cap – then I would get a reward which I’d love. I wondered what it was, and did feel a sense of excited anticipation, though also some foreboding.

Anyway, Friday evening arrived, and Diane had told me to be ready for her when she got home. This meant dressed in my maid’s costume. I ‘d served up the dinner I’d cooked, which Diane had criticised for not being hot enough, and was about to wash up, when Diane said –

‘Time for your surprise, bend over the chair and close your eyes.’

Now I really did feel excited, and also rather nervous. I waited in this uncomfortable position for several minutes, as Diane disappeared. I heard her enter the room in her heels, and waited. The next minute my panties were unceremoniously pulled down around my ankles, and I felt something hard at the entrance to my back passage. But it didn’t stop at the entrance, but was pressed inside me, filling me, as Diane pressed the huge, black strap on she was wearing up into me, striking up a rhythm, as she gave me a thorough fucking.  This was my fantasy, what I craved. What had driven me into parading myself in public, dressed as a woman- to be taken in such a way. The only thing was that I’d imagined a man, a real cock, up me, not a plastic dildo, strapped to a woman. But this had to be the next best thing, and I erupted in a massive orgasm, all over the carpet, which Diane   ordered me to clean up –

‘Clean your disgusting filth up, you pathetic fucking fag’ was what she actually said, shocking me. She’d really grown into the role of dominating and bossing me around, that seemed contrary to the   passive, gentle woman I’d thought I’d known. She forced me to get down on my hands and knee and lick up my own juices with my tongue. Though this was also a double turn on for me: the humiliation of being fucked from behind, and then having to clean it up; and not just clean it up, but with my tongue!

It was the day of Trudy’s wedding. Trudy had wanted to be the first woman to have a transgender woman as her bridesmaid, and I was unfortunate enough to be that person. I was primped and preened within an inch of my life - dress, hair and makeup immaculate. It would hardly be possible to be more feminised. Also, what could be a more feminine role than to be one of three bridesmaids, the others most definitely attractive young women: in a low-cut pale-yellow dress, bouffant blonde hair, porn star makeup, and a cleavage, that looked completely realistic. I saw the eyes of male guests staring, and found myself, to my shame, playing up to this, batting my long false eyelashes, accentuating my wiggle -my figure enhanced by padding and corsetry. But then I froze. There was Sam, grinning away, and taking photos. That was all I needed.  I hadn’t been back to the gay club, and his face was like an image, haunting me from the past, a past I wanted to forget – yet did I really want to? Dressed as a woman, as I now was in the bridesmaid’s costume, I felt as if I really was a woman. But as a man, it seemed completely alien to me to have any desire for Sam. Well, I only desired women usually, but it was just the humiliation aspect of sex with men that turned me on. Anyway, there Sam was, and I wished he wasn’t, for I didn’t want Diane to discover anything more than she already knew.

But Sam also turned up at the reception in a hotel ballroom, standing grinning annoyingly again, as I sat at the top table with Diane and the bride and groom. I had to go to the toilet – but which one should it be, male or female? There wasn’t anyone about, because the speeches were going on, and then I heard footsteps behind me, it was Sam, and he pushed me into the men’s toilet, and into a cubicle. He pressed me up against the wall, and I felt his hard cock against me.

‘Suck me off’ he said, pressing me down onto my knees ‘you know you want to.’

I opened my mouth and took his cock inside and began sucking it hungrily. It was humiliating, and also such a turn on.  When he was about to cum, he quickly withdrew his cock, and directed a thick stream of spunk into my face and hair, which dripped down onto my ‘breasts’ and dress. Then, the ultimate humiliation, he took a good pee all over me, drenching my hair and clothes in his stinking piss.

‘Thank you darling’ he said, before disappearing into the night.

Now I was faced with the problem of getting cleaned up, before going back into the reception. Well, the cum wasn’t so hard to clean off, but the pee, had soaked my hair and clothes, and stank too. I certainly didn’t look at all ladylike now, my hair was a reeking mess, my makeup had run, and my expensive designer dress was like a wet rag hanging from my body.

What excuse could I make. My mind was whirling – I had to think quickly.  An excuse, any excuse would do, just as long as no one suspected the truth. But why would they? Why would anyone suspect that what had happened, had happened?

All it needed was the front to carry it off, to not look guilty.

It had been raining, so that was a possible explanation: I’d been out in the rain. But for what reason though? For a smoke, though I didn’t usually smoke, but I perhaps just decided to have a cigarette because of nerves at being a bridesmaid. But I didn’t have any cigarettes, so I had to find a shop, rather than standing under cover, along with the other smokers.  Trying to find a shop. I slipped on the wet pavement in my heels -slipped into some smelly, slimy mud. Yes, that’s what I’d say.

I went back into the reception, mumbled my explanation to the table we were sat at, and everybody was sympathetic –

‘You poor dear, can we find you some dry clothes.’ The bride’s mother asked.

‘No’ it’s all right’ I said ‘I’m drying out now.’

Everyone was sympathetic, I thought. Everyone, that is, except for Diane, who looked at me very suspiciously. Did she suspect anything?

Anyway, it was agreed that I would take a taxi home, and Diane would stay at the reception –

‘I’ll be all right’ I told her, and she didn’t seem particularly keen to come with me, and help me, anyway. She looked disappointed at the thought of leaving her friend’s wedding early, in fact, and seemed to think I’d let her down. But I couldn’t help having an accident. Could I?

When I got home, I stripped off and lay in the bath. All I could think of was Sam, and what he’d done to me, and my hands went straight to my cock, until I exploded in a huge orgasm.

When Diane returned, very late into the night, because they’d all gone from the reception to someone’s house to continue the party. I lay still when she entered the bedroom, pretending to be asleep. I knew that she wasn’t pleased with me, to say the least, and felt guilty about what had happened. But, I reasoned, it was her and her friends’ idea, that I should be a bridesmaid, and it had been a big thing for them; especially for the bride, Trudy, who boasted of having a transgender person as a bridesmaid at her wedding. Though that wasn’t exactly true, of course, but it   made her look cool in the fashionable circles she inhabited.

I lay there apparently sound asleep, while Diane got undressed, and into bed beside me. The warmth of her body made me hard again, but I gave no sign that I wasn’t asleep. I couldn’t face her expected wrath, though I realised that I would have to face the consequences of my actions sooner or later.

It was getting out of hand. My cross dressing: my compulsive search for something I couldn’t define, had led me to this. My simple seemingly uncomplicated life, now seemed   very complicated, and was far from offering the happiness I craved.  But where did this lie. With Diane, who was now feeding my masochistic desires, and becoming more and more dominant, or with the mysterious Sam, who happened to be a man. I realised that I wanted them both, that they both met in some way my deep-seated needs and   compulsive desires.

The next morning, I pretended to still be asleep when Diane got up. I suspected that she had a hangover, and I heard a tinkling, as aspirin was stirred into glass of water. 

‘Serves her right’ I thought uncharitably.

Sooner or later, I would have to face the music, so I grudgingly hauled myself out of bed.  My bridesmaid dressed lay crumpled in a corner of the room, and I hadn’t removed my makeup, which was smeared all over my face. I went into the bathroom, and applied makeup remover to my face, and had a shower. Then I ventured down for breakfast. Diane sat at the kitchen table eating a boiled egg. She looked awful, very pale.

She looked up when I entered –

‘Morning’ I said cheerily as possible.

‘Hmm. What happened to you last night? Since when have you smoked?’

‘I did before you met me, but gave up. Last night I was stressed out with it all, and just felt I needed a cigarette.’

‘And why did you stink of piss.?’

‘I had a bit of an accident going to the loo, when I couldn’t get my dress down in time.’

She seemed somewhat placated by this.

‘Well, you were a hit as a bridesmaid anyway, everyone said how convincing and lovely you were. I even felt a bit jealous.’

‘I’m glad I went down well’ I said.

‘Yes, you make a very convincing woman now. Shows what a bit of female input can do for a man like you. You could almost pass as a real woman.’

‘Thanks’ I said.

‘And I intend to use this – take you out more in public.’

‘Oh......OK’ I said.

‘I have to admit that I’m enjoying having you as my pet sissy slut, to display, dominate, and humiliate. And you enjoy it too, don’t you?’

‘Er......yes’ I said.

It did turn me on, though it was also scary, I had to admit.  But I also wanted to revisit the gay club again, and see Sam.  Why did I still need to do that? Surely the best thing for me to do would be to get rid of Sam, tell him to get lost, and focus on my relationship with Diane – surely, she offered more than enough humiliation and feminisation for me, and with a woman I loved, and who, I hoped loved me. Maybe that as the problem – maybe I had a need to be    humiliated by strangers, who didn’t know me and cared about me even less.

Whatever my conflict, two night later I Left Diane asleep in bed, got dressed up in full slut style, and drove up to the gay club, where I’d previously arranged to meet Sam. I met him and we went in, him flashing his membership card again. 

‘You know what to do, don’t you? Sam said.

Yes, I instinctively knew what I was expected to do. But I didn’t HAVE to do anything did I? I didn’t HAVE to suck this smelly, stranger’s cock – how disgusting! And Sam made a point of telling me that this wasn’t the organ of a handsome stud, but an old tramp, he’d paid to stick his unwashed cock through the glory hole especially for me. It was the last thing I’d ever thought I’d do. I could just get up, turn round, and leave this perverted place, and never return. I began to get up, then paused, stopped, walked over and knelt before the stinking cock, took it in my mouth and began to tease it with my tongue. I let it go deep into my throat, vigorously pushed my mouth up and down on it, embraced the humiliation, the foul taste, as it throbbed against my tongue.

The next morning, I was again consumed with guilt – with this really the life I wanted, to be some kind of gay slut, getting my fulfilment from being used and abused by both women and men? No, I thought, this wasn’t what I really wanted, it was some kind of mental aberration, begun by Diane and her friends dressing me as a woman, and me somehow getting a thrill out if it, as if it some Pandora’s Box inside me, had been opened, releasing uncontrollable demons. I was made even further aware of the depths to which I’d sunk from my former self, by hearing on the radio, of a big football match that night. I usually went to watch these games in the pub with my mates. Right, I was going to stop all this feminisation, cross dressing rubbish, and go back to my old male persona, and this would start with going to the pub to see the game. 

When I changed from the female clothes I was wearing, into my male clothes, these felt scratchy, uncomfortable, stiff and unyielding. They were also boringly dull, something that hadn’t really bothered me before. I brushed my hair in a manly style despite its length and made sure my face was makeup free, though there wasn’t much I could do about my plucked and shaped eyebrows. Now, instead of a sexy woman looking back at me from the mirror, there was now an ugly bloke. An ugly bloke in dull, boring clothes, with incongruous, elegantly shaped eyebrows.

I entered the pub, and my mates were pleased to see me, wondering where I’d got to.

‘Oh, just with my girlfriend, Diane – you know how it is with a new girlfriend.’

There were sniggers, knowing looks, jokes about being too exhausted to come to the pub. If only they knew.

I was bought drinks, pints, instead of the G and T’s I’d been drinking. The huge volume of beer made my stomach bloated, with little of the desired effect of becoming drunk.  I’d been a bit of beer snob, into craft ales, but now I found I hated the stuff, but I didn’t like to be different from the others, and order a gin or vodka.

The football match commenced, and after ten minutes I felt bored, and trapped by the relentless maleness of the whole thing. The banter, the aggression, the highs and lows over twenty-two men kicking a ball around. I no longer felt as if this was my world. Did I really used to find this sort of thing exciting?

I no longer felt comfortable here, and I sensed that my mates no longer felt too comfortable with me, and that they knew something had changed in me, and that I wasn’t the same man they had known before. I kept checking myself for any outward vestiges of femininity, but couldn’t find any, part from my longer hair, and my shaped eyebrows. But it was mainly the inner changes that I think they noticed - a more passive, less aggressive manner. Less dedicated to getting drunk and telling bawdy jokes. But had I ever really been happy being that person, anyway. It had never been really me.

I also noticed that the others were looking at me strangely, at times, as if I was an outsider, no longer one of the gang.

‘You’ve certainly smartened yourself up’ Trev, whom I’d always got on well with said ‘You used to be a right tramp, but I can’t put my finger on what it is – how you somehow look different.’

‘I don’t know about that mate’ I said   jocularly ‘I’m just the same bloke as always’.

When I said it, I was hoping he didn’t notice my plucked, shaped eyebrows.  I had the excuse ready, that there’d been a chip pan blowing up in my face, and my eyebrows had been burned off, which didn’t sound very plausible. But was my appearance really so different than previously, now that I was back dressed as a man. Well, my clothes were maybe more pressed and cleaner looking, since I hadn’t been wearing them so much. But I thought it may more likely have been my movements and mannerisms – I’d been used to acting like a woman, with different gestures, maybe more use of my hand when I was talking, but also walking with shorter steps to accommodate high heels and look more feminine, and dainty. I was also used to talking in a higher-pitched voice. I’d tried to go back to being a man, but it was difficult, and sometimes I forgot myself somewhat. This was probably what Trev was picking up on, and I resolved not to visit the pub again, sad as that made me feel.

But what did I want – pub, with my old mates, or gay club, where I was dressed as a cheap hooker and sucked off strangers’ cocks? if my pub mates knew anything of this, there would probably have been uproar. An image flashed into my mind, of myself, dressed as the trashiest of trashy tarts, the cheapest of cheap sluts, a blonde bimbo, with my lipstick coated lips around a big black cock. And I cringed with shame and guilt. God, what was happening to me. I wasn’t gay, definitely not, I’d always fancied women, a lot, whereas as I hadn’t been attracted to men at all. No. not at all. This had to stop. I resolved to reclaim my life.

‘We must get together again’ I announced, as I left my mates outside the pub – ‘to watch the game this Saturday.’

But I was surprised when I only heard mumbled excuses - that they had made prior arrangements to see the game, with other friends and family. Mortified, I walked off into the night, with only my shame for company.

But as I walked another, unwelcome, image came into mind, of me, dressed as woman kneeling in the middle of a circle of the friends I had just left. In in my mind’s eye, I sucked each one’s cock in turn, while they abused me, and called me a ‘fucking dirty faggot bitch;’ and when I had finished sucking them off, my face and top covered in their spunk, they all pissed over me in unison, drenching me in their stinking yellow fluid.

Of course, the images aroused me, and I struggled to shake them off. What did I really want now? See my mates at the pub, or meet Sam at the gay club? Well, I really knew the answer. But a shock was in store for me, one that I could never have foreseen, not in a million years.

I walked into the house, noting as I approached that all the lights were on, and there was a strange car parked outside. I’d thought Diane would have been in bed, but heard voices, as I entered the house.  I paused – who could be visiting at this time? Apart from Diane’s the other voice sounded like a man’s voice. Surely not a lover, when she knew I was due home any minute. I hoped Diane was all right, and quickly pushed open the drawing room door. I could have dropped dead with shock, when I saw, sitting there as large as life, Sam.

‘Did you enjoy seeing your friends?’ Diane asked, as if there was nothing out of the ordinary, as I entered the room.

I was so shocked by Sam’s presence that I was barely able to speak.

I opened my mouth, but could only mutter –

‘Yeah......’

‘You know Sam, of course.’

I nodded. How the heck did Diane know him? I tried to ask, but no words emerged from my dry lips, just spluttering, which I turned into a cough.

‘Hi Nick, or Lily, or should I call you Miss Cum Dump. That’s your nickname down at the gay club.

I reddened, but felt a thrill run though me, nevertheless.

‘Very funny’ I stuttered.

‘Most apt I think’ Sam said.

‘It seems to suit you after what Sam’s been telling me about your experiences at that club, and how much you enjoy it there. Sorry I can’t provide the same sort of enjoyment for you. But maybe I will, now that I’ve linked up with your good friend Sam, here.’

Linked up? What the heck did that mean I wondered.

‘We’ve been out shopping today, buying some new clothes for you. Sam’s opinion was extremely helpful, as to what best suited you. The clothes are on the bed, if you want to go and try them on.’

I shook my head - no, I didn’t really feel like trying them at the moment. In fact, I just wanted to crawl away and hide.

‘Sorry, I gave the wrong impression’ Diane said ‘We’re not really asking you if you want to, we’re telling you to. Go and put the new clothes on, and come back here and give us a twirl. Just fucking do it.’

I meekly went into the bedroom, there they were, on the bed, some of the sluttiest, most over the top, women’s’ clothes I’d ever seen. A pair of patterned stockings, bright pink crotchless knickers, and peephole bra, a red satin blouse, and a leather look mini skirt with a zip up the front.  There was also a bright blonde wig, a lot of makeup, and very over the top long, dangly earrings. I got to work, and despite myself, couldn’t stop my cock becoming rock hard, as I slid the stockings over my legs, now kept smooth and shaven, eased the panties over my cock – well, I had to let it stick out above the waist band, since there was no chance of it fitting inside them; pulled the padded bra tight around my chest, and reached around and clipped it up behind my back. I was getting used to this. I felt the familiar sensual feeling of becoming a woman, and, after my male clothes, it felt like coming home. I felt a certain lightness of being, as my female persona gradually took shape, except now it seemed even tartier than previously. But that’s what I was, a right tart, a slut, Miss Cum Dump, willing and able to accept any man’s seed if and when he needed release. A sissy, looked down upon by women, as not a real man, but not fully accepted as a woman either. I steeled myself, and walked, or rather tottered and teetered in the new six-inch heels that’s been bought for me, through into the drawing room. I felt attractive and sexy, in a way I’d never felt as a man. How many women had ever desired me as a man? Well, Diane was one of the few, and perhaps now I knew why.

‘My. Doesn’t she look a picture’ Diane said, as I sashayed into the room.

‘Yeah, I’d definitely give it one’ Sam replied.

‘Why don’t we let her demonstrate the oral sex abilities on you, that I’ve heard so much about?’

‘Good idea. Miss Cum Dump, come and suck my cock’ he said, opening his trousers, and pulling them down to his ankles. Then his   tight white pants too, so that his cock stood up, erect and huge, before him, like a flag pole.

‘Miss Cum Dump’s cock isn’t nearly as big as yours’ Diane said admiringly to Sam.

She must have seen the expression on my face, for I’d always been proud of my ‘big’ cock.

‘He thought his was big, because he’d never seen a proper sized one before. His is more like an engorged clitty compared to yours Sam.’

Sam laughed, a throaty, manly laugh –

’Yes, they call me Big Sam’ he said.

‘You’re Big Sam, and he’s Little Lily,’ Diane giggled.

‘Hmph!’ I couldn’t help exclaiming.

‘What’s this – a bit of dissent from the sperm receptacle.’ She turned to me ‘you’d better get your lipstick covered lips around Sam’s cock, before you get yourself into trouble.’

Filled with a mixture of humiliation, and   arousal, I went and knelt before Sam, and took his throbbing member into my mouth.

But, instead of continuing to orgasm, he pulled his cock out of my mouth.

‘We have a surprise for you. Someone you’ve sort of met, been on intimate terms with. In fact.’

Who was this? I wondered.

I found out the very next moment, when Diane ushered a stranger into the room – a filthy tramp, dressed in stinking clothes, looking as if he hadn’t washed in months.

‘Yes. You made his acquaintance at the club, when you sucked his cock through the glory hole.’

‘Yuk,’ I felt sick.

‘Yes’ Diane continued, and now he’s going to give you what you’ve always craved - he’s going to finally deflower you properly. I did it with a dildo, but no you’re going to get a real, live cock up you. Bend over the chair and pull your panties down around your ankles.’

I felt a weakness come over me, my legs turning to jelly, as I did as I was instructed, and waited, bent over the chair.

‘Stand with your legs apart, and hold your bum cheeks open’ Diane instructed me, and I complied, legs apart, shaking slightly in their ridiculously high heels, my bum framed by a suspender belt and black, seamed stockings. Then I felt the tramp’s lubed cock at the entrance to my back passage, before it was pressed firmly up inside me. I groaned at the pain, but he pressed again, and I felt my anus receive   his warm member, felt it go right up inside me, to what seemed the very core of my being.

After the tramp had fucked me, and I embarrassingly had a massive orgasm, cumming all over the carpet, Diane ordered me to suck him off. I was then presented with his putrid cock, now coated with my own filth too. But as I sucked him off, I felt myself becoming hard again.

‘You’ll have to pay me more for doing that’ the man said to Diane.

‘I’ve got a bottle of whisky here for you.’ Diane said.

So, it came to pass that I was a bridesmaid at another wedding – Diane’s to Sam. I was leading bridesmaid this time, and a particularly feminine costume had been picked out for me to wear, with a pink  

bow in my hair, and a posy of pink flowers for me to hold. The dress was also pink, frilly and low cut, with pink tinged stockings and high heels. I had my now long hair, coiffured the night before, and it was piled in bright blonde coils, with the ribbon around it, tied in a big bow in the front, atop my heavily made-up face, displaying my brightly rouged cheek bones, and matching pink lips.

I felt terribly humiliated, but was also turned on by my undoubtedly feminine and sexy appearance, and my bound and shackled cock, kept trying to break free throughout the ceremony, and on into the reception. Diane did look lovely though, as, I had to admit, did Sam – a perfect looking bride and groom.

After the marriage I went to live with them as their maid, performing all domestic duties, while attired in a sissy maid’s outfit and heels. Diane would often have her female friends’ round, including Trudy, whose idea it had first been to dress me as a woman for a laugh, and to prove a point, about how some men could be made to look like attractive women, and which had led me down this road. I provided much hilarity and fun during the evening, having to perform whatever task they asked me to – which usually became more and more outlandish as the evening wore on, and the drink flowed. You could pretty well guarantee, that at some point in the evening, I would be a toilet slave, with women peeing into my mouth; an ashtray slave, knelt on the outside terrace, as women stood around me in a circle, flicking their cigarette ash into my mouth, then washing it down with their nicotine flavoured spit; and even, towards the end of the evening, being penetrated by women wearing big, black didoes. My favourite part of the evening. A man might even be brought in, to provide a real, live cock to penetrate me. My days as a virgin were now long past.

So, if one of your girlfriend’s friends suggest you   dressing up as woman during a drunken celebration, you might be better to run away!

Or maybe stay around if you think that might be your predilection, and you will enjoy it. But just be aware of what road this make take you down!
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