

Simon/Suzi’s Forced Feminization Fantasy: From Husband and City Businessman to Prison Bitch, Cuckold, and Whore

My name is, or was, Simon, and below is a fantasy scenario that I wrote for my wife, Ruth, in order to help her understand the sort of things that turned me on. I only present it here because I feel that others like me will relate to it, but if you are easily offended please do not read on. In this story there are incidents of compulsion and aggression, but I believe that all sexual relationships should actually be consensual; but, of course, people do like to sexually act out scenarios that they would never participate in in real life. This is just one such of those fantasy role play scenarios, and  me and my wife and friends gained much pleasure from  acting out the roles described, in a play acting, non violent and consensual way.

Ruth had requested that I write such a fantasy, after she’d discovered my predilection for dressing in female clothing. It was actually a classic example of the wife coming home unexpectedly early, and catching her husband, whom she’d believed was as blokey as they come, posing in front of the bedroom mirror dressed in her clothes, his face slathered in her make up, cock rampant.

However, Ruth hadn’t gone crazy, and threatened to divorce me, as in the cliché, but had actually seemed sympathetic, and, after the initial shock, had confessed that she was actually turned on by the thought of me dressed as a woman. But she wanted to find out more about what turned me on, to understand my fantasies, and to enhance our sex life. So here is the story I wrote, and presented to her.

“I Was a Prison Bitch, by Suzi Sissyslut

I and my wife, Sheila, had an accommodating relationship. Well, she accommodated me in my predilection to dress as a woman – to be a transvestite, while I generally performed the male role in the relationship. Most of the time I lived as a man, going to work every day in my job as a successful accountant, with a senior position in a top City firm, with my own office and secretarial and PR staff, and keeping my crossdressing activities to  weekends and evenings. It was my hobby, and helped me unwind. 

Sheila seemed to accept this, and even seemed to quite like it, giving me tips on makeup and clothes. She also knew that it didn’t affect our sex life, making me, if anything, even hornier. When I was ‘dressed’, I immediately became very aroused sexually, and it was to Sheila I turned. I had no gay inclinations that I was aware of, and, in fact, my need to dress as a woman came from my love of women, and everything about them. As if by being a woman, if only temporarily, I became that which I so desired. I had no wish to be a woman permanently, and was perfectly happy, I thought, being a heterosexual man. 

However, a chain of events was to occur that irrevocably changed things, and from which there would never be any going back. And this is the story of that chain of events.

As I said, I am, or was- since I can no longer be described as such– a part time crossdresser- whose wife knew about my predilections, and actually encouraged them. She was turned on by the idea of me as a subservient sissy, stepping outside of the ‘alpha male’ role that I usually inhabited. She seemed to enjoy being able to take a dominate role in the relationship, especially the sexual aspect, ordering me to serve her dressed as a maid, and perform increasingly humiliating duties for her. In fact, she loved thinking up ever more humiliating scenarios for us to act out. She looked at BDSM websites, and began to introduce new, humiliating aspects to our relationship, like putting pegs on my cock and balls, nipples and tongue; placing my cock in a chastity device; butt plugging me; and giving me a feminine name – when I was ‘dressed’, I became Suzi.

One of the things that had always really turned me on was going out in public dressed as a woman. Sheila helped me in this – taking me out in the car to remote places, to begin with, where I would practise walking along the   road, with only the occupants of passing cars to see me. Did they think I was a real woman as they glimpsed me as they sped past? I didn’t know, but these trips gave me confidence to go with Sheila to ever busier places, and to walk amongst people as a woman, with Sheila waiting nearby with the car, in case of any problems.

Anyway, I had become increasingly confident, of being able to pass in public as a woman, which was a big thrill for me, as for many trannies; and had begun regularly going out ‘dressed’ – testing out my boundaries. I usually avoided busy places, and would appear in public for short periods, and always with my wife in the car nearby.

However, there were no problems, and I became increasingly emboldened at being able to pass for a woman, finding that people usually didn’t seem to notice that I was anything other than a real woman.

So I began to venture farther afield, and occasionally, to go out on my own, without Sheila being nearby with the car. And one day, I was at home alone, having taken a day’s leave from work, and went to make some tea, and realised that we had run out of milk. I was in full female drag, which I’d been wearing more and more at home, inhabiting my chosen feminine identity of an elegant, sophisticated woman. So, I decided not to bother about changing into male clothes, and decided to walk the short distance to the shops still dressed as a woman: in black skirt, just above the knee; red tailored jacket; white satin blouse; black stockings and four inch heels; wearing full makeup; my face framed by my carefully teased blonde hair.

I got to the local shop, only to discover that they had run out of milk, so I decided to walk into the centre of town to the local supermarket. This was a bit of an adventure for me in my female persona, and showed my increased confidence in going out ‘dressed.’ As I walked round the supermarket aisles, I realised that we needed a number of other things besides milk. And, of course, I inadvertently bought more than I meant to – you know how it is; and ended up struggling with a heavy basket, made even more difficult by wearing high heels, which I wasn’t that confident in, anyway. Well, I certainly hadn’t been used to walking so far in them. 

So there I was,  mincing along the street, my arm dropping off, and wishing I could take my shoes off, which I couldn’t since  my wife had padlocked them to my feet with tiny padlocks before she went out, which was one of our humiliation scenarios. It was a fairly busy day in the high street, and no-one seemed to pay me any attention, which is what I wanted, since it meant that I was passing effectively as a woman. However, I gradually became aware of voices and figures close to me. I could hear the comments as I strained my ears, which I realised, with sudden alarm, were abusive and directed at me –

‘Look it’s a fucking pansy –it’s not a proper woman.’

‘It’s a pouf dressed up as a woman, what a disgrace.’

They were female, voices, and I looked round to see a group of about six sluttily dressed young women, aged from about eighteen to their early twenties, following me closely, and seeming to take a strong interest in me – an interest that I certainly didn’t want.

But, there wasn’t much that I could do. I couldn’t run, because of wearing heels, and carrying the shopping bags, and I didn’t want to attract even more attention to myself by calling for assistance. Well, I would have felt stupid doing so, just because of name calling from young women; but in hindsight I realised that I should have made a fuss, and attracted the attention of passers by. But hindsight is a wonderful thing!

So I carried on, hoping the women would just leave me alone, and thinking that they would get fed up and go away; but they didn’t, just keeping up a stream of abuse, and jostling me. Suddenly, I realised I was being steered off of the high street and into a small park, which was deserted, and hidden from the road by a high hedge. I tried to get away, but found my arms rigidly held, as I was forced down an alley leading to small hut, and pushed inside. It seemed to be an old workman’s hut, probably now used as a den for down and outs. It had sagging armchairs, and there were empty wine and vodka bottles, and beer cans on the floor, which was also strewn with cigarette butts.

I felt my hands being fastened behind my back with some old electrical flex, while the contents of my shopping bags were emptied onto the filthy floor.  A carton of eggs was immediately picked up, and the eggs smashed one by one over my head, the yolks running down my face, which I had spent so much care immaculately making up. This was followed by a bag of flour over my elaborately styled hair, ruining it, and making a gooey paste which would be very difficult to get out.

‘Ha, ha, ha’ one of the women laughed scornfully, ‘you fucking faggot.’ 

She was tall, heavily made up, with long brown hair, and slender, mini skirted legs, and seemed to be the ringleader. She lit a cigarette, blowing a stream of smoke into my face.

‘What a fucking wanker’ she said.

‘Look at this girls’ one of the others said, picking up large cucumber from amongst my shopping- ‘What will we do with it?’ she asked knowingly, and I felt an uneasy feeling in the pit of my stomach.

‘A sissy like her would love something long and thick up her arse.’

This caused much hilarity, and I found myself being pushed over a filthy table, my knickers pulled down round my ankles, and the cucumber, lubed with some butter from my shopping, inserted slowly up my anus.

I yelped, but that didn’t stop them from ramming the thing right up my back passage to the hilt. The sensation of it going up inside, despite the initial pain, also, shamefully, aroused me, enhanced greatly by the humiliating aspect of the situation.

‘Look’ a short, fat young woman, with long blonde hair shrieked ‘I can see her cock getting hard.’

‘Yes, it is – just like real bloke.’ A skinny young woman wearing glasses cried.

‘She doesn’t know what she is- she’s a half and half.’ Another laughed.

‘It’s really big, God I wouldn’t mind having one like that up me.’

‘Well, you can if you want.’

‘Imagine being fucked by a pansy.’

I felt fingers on my cock, while the cucumber continued to be rhythmically rammed in and out of my back passage. Now I really was hard.

‘Quick, get a mug- make her come in it, and then she can drink it.’

I was roughly masturbated, and almost immediately felt my cock burst forth with what seemed an unending stream of semen, which was directed into a stained mug. I was pulled back up, and into the chair, my head jerked backwards by the hair, and the mug held to my lips. 

‘Drink’ the tall girl ordered, and I had little choice but to allow my semen to be tipped into my mouth. I spluttered on the acrid taste of my own come.

‘We can make her drink anything we want’ one of the young women laughed.

‘Lets all spit into the cup make her drink that.’

‘Yeah, and lets all smoke, and blow smoke into her face.’

‘And use her mouth as an ashtray.’

‘Yeah, let’s do it.’

So they all lit up cigarettes, and blew smoke directly into my face, the tall girl holding the tip of her cigarette right up beneath my nostrils, so that the smoke went directly up my nose.  I was soon coughing with the thick smoke in the airless room, and the tall woman commanded me-

‘Open your fucking mouth,’ before she flicked her ash in it, and the others did the same, which they seemed to find hilarious, as I coughed and choked on the smoke and hot ash. As they smoked, they spat in my face and in my mouth, until my face was dripping with their phlegm.

All the cigarettes were then stubbed out on the wetness of my tongue, one by one, and I was commanded to eat the butts, which made me retch; but when I faltered my balls were grabbed and twisted, causing me to howl in pain.

Then, they all took it in turns to spit in the cup, dredging phlegm from their chests, and then I was forced to drink all the nicotine flavoured spit. I must admit that it really turned me on to be treated in such a degrading way, while at the same time feeling great shame. But I could never have guessed just how these events would turn out.

‘We should tell the police about this creep – say she assaulted us. We should be entitled to some compensation.’

‘Yes, people like her deserve to be punished good and proper.’

‘But I haven’t done anything’ I protested.

‘Yes, you have, and we’ve got plenty of witnesses’

‘What! You assaulted me.’

‘You assaulted Maria, here’ the tall woman said, referring to the short, fat young woman. ‘You groped her, and we had to step in and restrain you.’

‘What….?’ I exclaimed in disbelief.

The tall girl spoke into her mobile phone, and minutes later, a police car’s sirens could be heard, getting louder and louder. I thought of trying to run away but knew I’d just make things worse for myself. Then, the police car drew into the park, and two female officers got out, and ran towards us.

‘This pervert assaulted us’ the tall girl said.

‘I didn’t – they assaulted me.’

A policewoman came up to me

‘What gender are you?

‘I’m a man, but I just like dressing as woman sometimes’.

He’s a perv’ the tall one shouted.

The police woman turned towards me-

‘We are arresting you on suspicion of assault; anything you say may be taken down and given in evidence against you.’ She pulled out a pair of handcuffs, and went to put them on me.

‘No, they assaulted me’, I cried desperately, drawing away from her ‘I’m innocent- you should arrest them, not me.’

‘Get in the car, you fucking wanker.’

And my hands were forcibly handcuffed behind my back, and I was taken to the police car, and pushed in.

As I was driven away, I looked back and could see the jeering faces of the young women, as they waved ironic farewells, and blew mocking kisses.

In the police station my name and address were noted, and all my possessions taken from me, and placed in a plastic bag. The charge of assault was read to me, and I was asked if I pleaded ‘guilty’ or ‘not guilty.’

‘Not guilty’ I said loudly. 

Then I was taken to a cell, where I spent a sleepless, fear filled night.

The next morning, I was handcuffed and taken out to a waiting prison van, with the other, genuine, criminals.

The van was divided into little cells. I’d previously seen these vans passing me in the street on their way to court, but I’d never given a thought to what it was like to be inside one. I was hit by wave upon wave of panic attacks, in the confined space, looking out at the world of normal everyday life through a small, barred window. Then, when we arrived at the court, I was taken to a holding cell beneath the court, and found it hard to hold back the tears, as I sat with the other, more obviously criminal types, who regarded me with hostility and suspicion.

Finally, I was taken up to the dock. Still dressed as a woman, with my hair and face gummed up with eggs and flour, mixed in with phlegm, and reeking of piss and cigarettes, I felt completely vulnerable and degraded, beyond even my most masochistic imaginings. 

But I thought it would just be a formality for me to be released, when they realised that I was obviously completely innocent. 

I smiled weakly at my wife, when I looked up and saw her in the public gallery, and she tried to smile back. In a way it was very reassuring to see her there, but in another way I hated her seeing me in such a degraded state.

‘Soon be home’ I mouthed to her. And I did think that this miscarriage of justice would be remedied when everyone realised what a decent, law abiding citizen I was.

But it only seemed a minute later that I, incredulously, heard the words from the magistrate on the Bench-

‘A potential danger to the public……..remanded in custody, pending further investigation. Take him down.’

I had to be supported from the dock by prison officers, my legs in their heels, buckling beneath me. I had to be half carried back to the prison van, back to the claustrophobic confinement of the mobile cell.

I watched, again, from the window, as London passed by us, ignoring us on our desperate journey. I wanted to cry out ‘I’m innocent’ but I knew no one would hear. Yes, I was innocent, and was, in fact, the victim, yet here I was going to gaol. Well, it certainly fed the masochist in me. 

Then, suddenly, the van swung left and we were entering the foreboding prison gates. The van’s cells were opened, and I was escorted from the van, nearly toppling down the steps as I was rushed along. I was half dragged into the prison reception area.

A female prison officer approached me. She was short woman with bright blonde hair, scraped tightly back from her dour face –

‘Are you a male, or transgender?’ she shouted. 

‘Well, I’m a man, but I like dressing as a woman’ I said timidly, by way or explanation.’

Are you a male, or transgender? Select one’ the woman shouted again. 

‘Male’ I mumbled.

‘You will be searched by a man –go in there.’

I went into the small room and got undressed. A burly prison officer entered 

‘Are you in possession of drugs, or any other contraband?’ he yelled. ‘Answer “yes” or “no”.’

‘No’ I answered.

‘I now need to give you an internal search -bend over’ he barked, ‘and spread your legs apart.’

I did so, and he brutally pushed a latex gloved hand up my anus, as hard as possible, it seemed. He pushed his fist right up inside me, and twisted it, to my great discomfort, though it didn’t prevent my cock from hardening, before pulling it out.

‘Get dressed’ he shouted ‘and go back outside’.

I was issued with bedding and escorted up some flights of stairs and along a steel floored corridor, and then another corridor, until finally the officers stopped at a cell, where I was pushed in.

Then I heard the chilling sound of a slamming door and a key in a lock. I sat down on the hard bunk. The cell was bare, except for a small table and a bucket, which I later discovered was a slop bucket, for use as a toilet. I felt very vulnerable and alone. As the night wore on, the air was rent by shouts and screams. I wondered if any were directed at me, but the words were indistinct. I hardly slept that night, and was glad when I head footsteps outside and keys in locks. Eventually, the key rattled in my lock, and a voice shouted through a square panel, which was pushed open -

‘Stand away from the door.’

The door opened a little, and plate of food was placed inside.

It was rancid porridge, and tasted vile, as if someone has pissed in it it, but I was hungry enough to eat anything. 

As a remand prisoner, I was allow to wear my own clothes, but all I had were the clothes I stood up in, my now ruined female clothes. It was scary to think I had to walk around the prison dressed like this. But I managed to phone my wife from the pay phone, and asked her to send in some clothes – male clothes.

‘Well, I threw a lot of them out, since you hadn’t been wearing them much at home’ she said, ‘but you’ve still got some casual clothes. I’ll try and send some in for you.’

It was with great relief that I received  a package a couple of days later, and donned the male clothes my wife had sent in for me: not just because they were clean, but I now thought that I would be able to move around the prison  without drawing unwanted attention to myself….but I was wrong. 

I was walking along a corridor to get to the dining hall for lunch, when a burly arm yanked me into a cell. My heart missed several beats. The man who’d pulled me in was a shaven headed, tattooed brute of a man.

‘Where are your women’s clothes?’ he barked.

‘My wife bought these in, I needed fresh clothes.’

‘I want you wearing women’s clothes – I’ll get you some. You’re going to be my bitch. Do what I say and I’ll look after you…..’ his voice tailed off. 

I walked into the dining room, feeling much less conspicuous wearing male clothes, but still enduring stares and sneers. I thought that I would stick out like a sore thumb in this environment anyway, as a sensitive, educated person, who was incapable of committing any sort of crime. But now that everyone had seen me dressed as woman, I had no chance of remaining below the radar. And what about the man’s offer? I could get his protection, and perhaps I needed it. But at what price?

I quickly gobbled down my meal, then got up and walked back to the landing where my cell was. I’d reached the top of the stairs and I felt a sense of dread- it was eerily quiet. Suddenly I turned a corner, and a group of young black men stood in my way.

One stepped forward, blocking my path: a muscular young man, with dreadlocks down to his shoulders –

‘Hey you, raas claat – that guy, Big Al– he offer you protection, and to get you  women’s clothing………well, we  will protect you better, and get you good women’s clothes, better than the crap he would get – and lots of other things – but you need to take our protection and agree to be our bitch, not his. Do you understand?’

I looked at him blankly

‘We’ll get you women’s clothes – you don’t suit those men’s clothes, you’re better as a woman – our woman. You’re going to be our sissy bitch, not that other man’s -he’s a bad man. We’ll take care of you, even if you are a faggot.’

‘I’m not gay,’ I said.

‘You are gay sweetheart, as gay as the gayest sissy faggot. But we don’t mind that, if you stay with us and be our new bitch.’

I was then allowed to carry on back to my cell. I was shocked and also confused. Two groups of men competing for my favours, to control me, and to buy me, transvestite, female clothing. Why did I need protection? And what exactly would I have to do in return for this protection?

I lay on my bunk, wondering what I should do. Well, what could I do? I was trapped in this terrible place. However, the decision was taken out of my hands, when the next day I was taken from my cell by some of the black guys and led to another cell.

On the bed lay a whole wardrobe of glamorous, sexy clothes – the kind of designer labels I would have salivated over in normal life, though on closer examination they were far more sluttish than the image of femininity I usually aspired to – they seemed more like the clothes a tart might wear. I wasn’t sure what to think. 

‘Try them on babe’ Errol said.

I didn’t know where to start –but picked up a red, PVC mini skirt, and looked at the size – it seemed as if it would fit me. Then I picked up a black, satin blouse, felt the weight of the material– this was classy, though very tarty stuff- far more tarty, and expensive, than anything I would buy for myself. On the floor stood a pair of black stilettos, and another, strappy, pair, both with very high heels. I picked a pair of the shoes up – hand made, and in my size. I was amazed, - how did they know?

‘You like them?’ Errol asked, surprisingly solicitous of my opinion, I thought. But what if I said didn’t like them? That the style was far too sluttish for me – I doubt if he would have said ‘that’s ok, we’ll send them back.’ And how did he get all this into prison?

‘Get dressed in an outfit’ he said.

I knew I didn’t have any choice, though I was also very turned on.

‘Here?’ I asked.

‘We’ll go out and come back in ten minutes.’

I struggled with the clothes, the unfamiliar zips and clips. There was also a small razor and cream, and a whole array of make up – lipstick in different shades of red, and even black, blushers, eyeshadows, mascara, eyeliner, lipliner – everything a tranny could want. I set about making myself as glamorous as possible, and enjoyed it, despite the fear and uncertainty gnawing away at me. A full length mirror had  also been imported into the cell, and I enjoyed looking at myself, and preening, relishing my long, shaved, black nylon clad legs, and my  face prettified with thick make up, my hair brushed and  lacquered.

Then Errol entered again, with three other big, young, black men.

‘Look, I’m not gay I said, I don’t have sex with men.’

‘You’re my bitch,’ he said, suddenly cold ‘and you have sex with me and whoever I say, otherwise I won’t protect you, and who knows what will happen to you.’

I was chilled to the bone.

He pulled his trousers down– ‘Clean me with your tongue.’

I stifled my shame at performing a sexual act another man, something I’d never done before, and laid on my back, as he sat astride me and I licked the area between his anus and balls - the acrid sweat, the tangled hair, with bits of his dirt stuck in it - as he sat over my face. Then he raised himself, leaned over me, and touched my painted, red lips with his cock. He supported himself on his arms, and leant over me, pushing his cock into my mouth. 

‘Suck me off’ he commanded.

I didn’t have any choice but to open my mouth and suck at his huge member as it filled my mouth. It was only moment before he drew back, and directed a stream of think spunk into my face, which stung my eyes, and stuck in my mascara. God, how much humiliation could I endure? Well, there was more, a lot more. I was forced to bend over a small table, while the other men there took into turns to anally penetrate me, something that had never happened to me before:  the ultimate taboo, and my humiliating initiation into gay sex. But I knew I had no choice. As the cocks went up deep inside me, I was ashamed to feel my own arousal, and to hear my voice moaning like a woman, like my own wife used to when I penetrated her, which seemed so long ago. A couple of the men made me give them blow jobs immediately after fucking me.

‘You’re our bitch now’ Errol explained. ‘We’ll allow you to have sex with other men, but they have to ask our permission first, and we might let them – for a price.’

And that was my new life – a sort of concubine, part whore, part domestic servant, who had to keep the cells tidy, and run errands. I became used to being the subject of regular gangbangs. Errol sold tickets for sex sessions with me, and men would queue up outside the cell, and down the corridor. Sometimes, I would have to lie flat on the floor, and a toilet bowl type construction placed over my head, so that I was facing upwards to whoever pissed in the bowl, or sat down on the toilet……... It was so degrading to feel a man’s slime slippery on my face. Some men would order me to lick their anuses clean with my tongue, including Errol himself, and I had no choice but to comply. I came to see myself as just an object, existing for others’ satisfaction, and this also gave me great masochistic pleasure. Errol had also arranged for me to be tattooed- large Gothic letters at the base of my spine, just above my arse – reading ‘Property of Errol.’

Now I had a new cell – it was next door to Errol’s, with other black guys in cells nearby, and this was to provide security for me, as well as enabling them to monitor my movements. While all this was going on the warders, screws as they were known by the prisoners, seemed oblivious, or keeping a blind eye more likely. I thought it a pretty good assumption that they didn’t have my best interests at heart, and would only do what was best for them. I was obviously involved with very powerful people in the prison, who seemed to be able to do as they liked with impunity.

Then, suddenly, I was informed that my wife was coming to visit, and it was with very mixed feelings that I anticipated meeting her after those few weeks, which seemed like a lifetime. Psychologically and physically I was starting to feel like an actual woman. A certain type of woman, who exploits her sexuality to survive, and even prosper.  I knew how to coyly glance at a man who was looking at me, play with my hair, show a bit of leg, flutter my eyelashes – I was turning into a right slut. I was given an appointment with the doctor, and explained to him that I was struggling with a male identity in prison- which is what Errol told me to say- and immediately, to my surprise, he prescribed a course of female hormones, which was Errol’s intention.

My wife was sitting there, expecting to see me dressed normally, in male clothes; and, instead, a mini skirted, high heeled, heavily made up strumpet teetered towards her. And when I spoke my voice was higher, more feminine.

I must have seemed, to her, to have turned into different person.

‘But I thought you were going to dress as a man to be inconspicuous’ she said, horrified.

‘It’s a long story,’ I bowed my head, how could I explain, admit, what had happen, so shameful was it.

‘You seem totally different – you seem like…a woman, and a right slut at that. You look like some cheap hooker. What happened to that elegant woman, sitting outside a café discussing art with her fashionable friends that you always said you aspired to in your transvestite fantasy? What would you say if I came to see you dressed like complete tart?’

‘It’s a long story.’

‘A long story-humph. I don’t know what you’ve been up to in here – who paid for these clothes – designer labels, and all that makeup, and the  perfume your wearing, the jewellery – and your voice sounds feminine………’

With that Sheila began to cry, jumped up and ran out of the visiting room, causing heads to turn and stare.

Crestfallen, I teetered back to my cell. Yes, I knew it was better than the alternative, and I truly was living out a sissy’s fantasy, perhaps. But I also knew that things would never be the same again: I was irrevocably changed by my experiences, mentally and physically.

After six months on remand, becoming used to, and even enjoying, my life as sissy bitch, a screw came into my cell early one morning, and ordered me to quickly pack any possessions I could carry, and accompany him. I followed with some trepidation, as I was led to an office, only to be told I was to be released immediately, as the Crown had decided not to prosecute because of lack of evidence.

I teetered out of the prison gates on six inch heels, carrying a mock designer handbag, and looking like a total slut, since I didn’t have any idea what had happened to my male clothing, and I had worn female clothing every day since my adoption by the gang. Eventually it had been decided that I had no case to answer, which only added to my bitterness. Six months in prison, during which I had been sexually exploited, for a crime of which I was completely innocent.

But, I was just glad to get out, as I minced through the prison gates, with a brusque nod from the officer in charge.

And there was Sheila, waiting for me in the car, as I’d hoped. Well, she’d said she would be there, but I wasn’t sure she’d turn up. I got into the car, my short dress riding up to reveal my stocking tops.

‘God’ Sheila said ‘I feel like I’m giving a lift to a prostitute.’

Well, little did she know, I thought to myself. I proposed to give her some version of events, but thought the truth might be too upsetting, and I also found the whole thing too shaming to talk about.

But, in my heart I knew that I couldn’t go back to my old life and identity. I had become effectively feminised, and my confident, assertively masculine identity, where I enjoyed assuming a female role as a discreet hobby, had been lost- not to mention the physical changes wrought by the female hormones. I got a part time job in a local hairdresser, using the experience I’d gained in prison, where the gang had allowed me to help the prison hairdresser, so that I could cut their hair. The other hairdressers in the salon viewed me with some suspicion, but I seemed to have a rapport with the customers, and enjoyed creating flattering hairstyles for them. I found this very satisfying, both because of the creativity involved, and the pleasure in seeing the pleasure it gave other customers to have a stylist who was genuinely interested in them and the way they looked. 

Now, instead of indulging my desire to dress as a woman, as a hobby in my spare time, I was now dressing as a woman all the time, since I had continued with the hormone therapy I’d been forced to embark upon inside. Well, I actually felt like a woman, and there wasn’t really any going back. 

But things were going quite well for me and Sheila, who seemed happy to have me back safely, at least, until something intruded from the past to cast a dark shadow over things.  The phone rang one night, and Sheila answered it.

‘It’s for you’ she said, rather suspiciously, ‘a young man, maybe Afro- Caribbean from his voice.’

My heart missed a beat.

‘Hello’ I said.

‘Hi babe’ the immediately recognisable voice said ‘how’s things?’

Straightaway, I knew it was Errol.

‘I’ve just got out – I’d like to meet up with you’ he said.

‘Look, I’m with my wife now – she doesn’t know anything about what happened in prison.’

‘How come you’re married – you being a faggot and all?’

‘I’m not gay, I told you’.

‘No, you just enjoy dressing as a lady, and having men stick their cocks up your arse. So, this wife of yours - does she knows all about what you’ve been up to inside prison? I wonder how she’d feel, if was to tell her.’

‘Oh don’t, please.’

‘Well, I won’t if you help me, you’re still my bitch you know, my name is still tattooed on your arse- what does your wife think of that?’

‘She hasn’t seen it yet –I’ll just tell her I was bullied and coerced, which is the truth.’

‘Don’t tell me you didn’t enjoy it. Surely you can have someone who saved your skin in prison, and has just come out, round for a meal – as a thank you. I’m sure your wife would think that’s all you could do. She should be grateful to me as well for saving you from a terrible fate. Whatever happened, at least you’re still here to tell the tale – because of me.’

‘OK, come round, but don’t tell her what happened -not all the details.’

‘I won’t tell her. As long as you play along with me. What’s a suitable day to come?’ 

‘Make it this Saturday –at six.’ I said grudgingly.

‘Fine, see you then babe.’

Errol arrived right on time. I had to admit that he looked great- long dreadlocks down his back, a soft leather jacket over a black woollen sweater, and black trousers tight across his muscular thighs. You could see the results of his regular use of the prison weights room on his honed physique.

I could tell immediately that Sheila fancied him, her voice wavered, and her face reddened as he took her hand and pressed it to his lips.

‘You’re such a gentleman,’ she said.

I had cooked dinner- roast lamb with sprouts, carrots and creamed potatoes, followed by lemon meringue pie, accompanied by a bottle of red wine.

‘Very nice’ Errol said ‘that certainly beats prison food. He’s told me all about you’ he said to Sheila as we sat on the settee, him on one side of Sheila, me on the other.

‘All good I hope,’ Sheila giggled nervously.

‘Definitely’ Errol said, casually letting his hand brush Sheila’s knee, as her skirt rode up her thigh on the deep sofa.

Sheila reddened even more, but didn’t knock his hand away

‘Yes’ he said how tolerant you are of his little predilections, and how open minded you are.’

Errol’s hand crept up Sheila’s thigh, and she just sat there, while I froze, feeling my cock hardening, despite the hormones.

‘Yes, he said you were a very liberated lady.’

His hand was now reaching up to the top of her thighs beneath her skirt, then stroking her fanny through her panties.

Sheila moaned, and I knew what was going to happen, as he kissed her full on her lips and she responded, turning into his embrace, as his fingers went up into her cunt.

‘Unzip my fly and release my cock’ Errol ordered me, as if it was the most natural thing in the world, and I responded as if it was too, finding myself, as if hypnotised, reaching over, and pulling the zip of his trousers down to release his big, black cock, which I found myself, to my horror, kissing; and which Sheila then immediately fell upon and began sucking.

‘Lick your wife’s fanny’ Errol; ordered, and I complied, my mouth lapping at Sheila’s surprising wetness, her furry cunt opening to my tongue like a bud coming into flower. But then my head was roughly pushed aside, and Errol was inside her, her fanny stretching to accommodate his huge cock. Sheila moaned and I began to wank, so turned on was I by the situation.

Soon Sheila exploded in an orgasm, shrieking the place down, in a way she’d never, ever done with me. 

‘That’s what a real man’s like, you fucking pansy’ she screamed at me. 

I was shocked – she’d never revealed these feeling of contempt for me before, though I has suspected this ever since I’d come out of prison. 

Now I felt a completely humiliated sissy – with my wife having sex with the man who’d made me his bitch in prison, and who had, effectively, forcibly feminised me.

And, do you know the worst thing? It’s that I was really turned on by the situation. 

‘Your wife is a much better fuck than you are’ Errol said, as I licked Sheila’s juices from his glistening cock, as instructed– ‘a real woman’s always much better than a make- do prison sissy bitch –but any port in a storm,  and all that.’ He laughed derisively.

I cringed, wondering what insight into things Sheila was now getting. So this was Errol’s plan, to further humiliate me by fucking my wife. But was this all that he had in mind?

Well, I was soon to find out that it wasn’t.

‘Since I’ve come out, I’ve had a few business ideas,’ he later told me, and one is a lap dancing club with hostesses, and I want you to work in it –it’s always good to have a sissy faggot in such a place. You’d serve customers drinks, and chat with them, and, for a fee, they could go further – if you know what I mean?’

‘You want me to become a whore, like I was I prison?’ I asked incredulously.

‘Well, if you put it so bluntly- you should make a fortune.’

‘Make you a fortune you mean -no, definitely not.’

But, somehow, Errol sold the idea to me – it became more and more attractive, despite my better judgement.

And that is how I ended up in a seedy Soho club, sitting at the bar every night, dressed and made up as a complete tart: mini skirt almost revealing my knickers, as I sat sexily smoking, waiting for business men to chat me up, or ask me to do a pole dance. I would encourage them to drink as much of the overpriced, weakened drinks as possible, before going into a back room with them. Members of Errol’s gang were bouncers, keeping a firm eye on things. I was just one of the girls working there, except I was billed as a ‘sissy faggot slut’, something exotic for those with jaded palettes, or bi or closet gay men. In the back room I would expertly suck them off, before letting them fuck me, which I had to admit, I enjoyed. That had to pay, a lot, of course, and I gave the money to one of Errol’s men. In return, I was allowed me to live – as the cuckolded husband of Sheila, who actually had ended up as a hotwife, having liaisons with many of Errol’s acquaintances. She loved it, and it seemed to make her despise me even more. I was just an object to her, a receptacle for people’s body waste; while Errol and his men were real, heroic men, doing things out in the world, instead of passively accepting their lot, like me.

She would entertain Errol and his friends at our home, and I would serve everyone, dressed in a little maid’s costume: serving drinks, but also sucking the men’s cocks to get them hard before they penetrated my wife, and then licking them clean afterwards, and licking Sheila’s fanny clean of their come. They liked to think up ever more humiliating scenarios for me, such as repeating my prison role as a toilet – with me lying  face up in a toilet bowl as the men, and Sheila and a couple of her female friends, took turns to relieve themselves over my mouth. Then I had to lick their anuses clean with my tongue. Sheila also made me a toilet slave, making me clean the toilet floor and bowl with my tongue and toothbrush, after it had had heavy usage from so many people in the house. I would have to use the same toothbrush to clean my teeth.

On my birthday, Sheila baked me a special cake, with some special, unique ingredients – Errol and his crew all masturbated, then spat and flicked cigarette ash, into the mixture. I was informed of this fact, and told that I had to eat the whole cake myself, which I did. Then, as a present, Sheila sucked Errol off, while I watched, but held the semen in her mouth, and came and kissed me full on the lips; passing Errol’s come straight into my mouth. And then I was permitted to wank myself off, while Sheila was comprehensively fucked by Errol and his men, though I had to lick up my own semen, which spurted over the floor in a huge arc. Finally, I was given the ‘treat’ of a pint mug of Sheila’s piss to drink, for, as she said –‘that’s the most intimate contact you’re going to have with me from now on.’

I can’t say I was unhappy at my situation. I had come to accept my lot, and didn’t have to worry about much about anything anymore, as long as I kept myself pretty, and attractive, and allowed my arse to be available to whoever was prepared to pay the inflated prices charged by Errol: and there seemed to be many who were. My lifestyle certainly fed the deeply masochistic desire to be completely feminised, which had lain dormant in me for so long. And a female role definitely seemed more suitable to my personality, than my previous masculine status.

So, that outing to the shops dressed as a woman, had repercussions on my life that I could have never have foreseen, and things were never, ever the same again. Instead of a part time trannie, I’m now almost a full time actual woman, and one who earns a living by her sexuality – something which would have been a powerful fantasy in my past life – so you might say I was living the sissy dream. Yes, you might say that…….But I do have pangs of regret now that I’m no longer allowed to have sex with Sheila – she says I no longer turn her on in any way. And I sometimes regret my loss of professional status, now that I have gone from an ‘alpha male’ top accountant, with my own office and a secretary and PR, and a wife who respected me, to being a prostitute in a lap dancing club, and a cuckolded, sissy faggot. I try not to be bitter, though, and give thanks that I have survived the terrible ordeal, that began that day I went out ‘dressed’ in public. Who would have thought that it would have led to me embracing a completely feminine identity – and one that I generally found far more fulfilling than my previous male one, despite its limitations.

The End”

I showed the completed story to Ruth, my real wife, and she took it and sat down to read.

I left her to it and went out. Later Ruth came up to me –

‘I’ve read your story – it was a good read’ she said ‘ but I have to admit I was  somewhat surprised that you had such fantasies, though perhaps not that surprised. And I have some ideas about we can incorporporate your fantasy into a role play scenario, with you and me, and few of my friends.’

I immediately felt turned on by her comments, and wondered what she had in mind. And that was my fantasy, as told to Ruth, and she used my fantasy scenario to spice our sex life up memorably.

She enlisted the help of some of her friends to make my fantasy come true as a role play scenario. Firstly, she and her good friend, Betty, dressed as slutty young women in very short skirts, high heels; skimpy tops and loads of make up, and pretended to be young women abusing me – dressed up in my female clothing.

‘You’re not a real woman, you’re a fucking pansy’ Ruth said vehemently.

‘Yes, you should be ashamed, you fucking pervert.’ Betty said.

Then they smashed eggs, and tipped flour over my head, and then Ruth picked up a cucumber.

‘Get your fucking knickers down’ Ruth said, sounding almost as scary as the young woman in my fantasy confrontation. My knickers were summarily pulled down around my ankles, and I was roughly pushed over a table, and I winced as the cucumber was inserted into my back passage. It was hard to believe they were actually going through with my fantasy story, let alone with such enthusiasm, as I felt the cucumber going up inside me, then felt Ruth’s hand, soft upon my cock. I began to moan, as I was about to come, but then Ruth promptly stopped ‘don’t think I’m going to give you the pleasure of an orgasm’ she said.

The next thing, the door opened and two more of Ruth’s friends, Gillian and Brenda, entered, dressed as police women.

‘This weirdo has been bothering us, Ruth said.

‘Right’, Gillian, one of the policewomen, dressed in a sexy parody of a police officer’s uniform, said.

‘You’ve to accompany us to the station,’ and she pulled my hands behind my back and cuffed them. I began to protest, and Brenda, the other policewoman, grabbed my face with her hand, and ordered me to stick out my tongue, which I did. Then she pinched my tongue, and snapped a couple of pegs on the end of it, which was very painful, as well as stopping me from speaking.

They were certainly taking this seriously, I thought.

‘You’re going to prison’ Gillian said, ‘and you know what they do to people like you in prison,’ she said menacingly. 

And the next thing, I was marched to a ‘cell’- which was a small box room, like a cupboard. I was pushed into the darkened room, and the door slammed behind me. I heard a key turning me the lock. I really did feel a bit scared.

After I’d been sitting there, on an old trunk, for about ten minutes, the door was opened thrown open.  Two huge black men, Billy and Les, doormen at a local club visited by Ruth and her friends, apparently, came in and grabbed me.

‘You’re going to be our bitch’ one said, pushing me roughly over a chair.

‘No’ I said, genuinely scared now, when I realised what was going to happen, but my cock also stiffening in excitement, as my knickers were pulled down around my ankles.

‘Don’t tell us this isn’t what you want’ Billy said; before he pressed the glans of his cock into the entrance to my back passage.

‘No’ I tried to say’ No- I’m not ready for that yet’ but my words were lost in my groan, as I felt the great cock going up inside me. I moaned with pleasure, as Brenda came in, and began to wank me off, as I was anally penetrated. God, I felt such a surge of sensual pleasure, as if my whole being was tingling in a way it had never had before. Shaming as this was, my spunk erupted, directed into a convenient glass, held by Ruth.

She held the glass to my lips ‘the sissy’s finally been deflowered – her fantasy fulfilled. Now drink this to celebrate’ she sneered.

I duly obliged, swallowing my own bitter spunk in the way I had fantasised.

Then, Bill came  round to my face, and thrust his cock, which had just been up my bum, towards my mouth – ‘Suck it you fucking faggot,’ he said, and I duly opened my mouth, and allowed his fat cock, glistening with my juices, to enter. I sucked away, feeling him becoming hard again, until he suddenly pulled his cock from between my lips, and directed a stream of spunk into my heavily made up face. God, how abject, but, also, how fulfilled, I felt.

Next, I was alarmed to see Brenda and Gillian taking Ruth’s arms and bending her over a small table, pulling her knickers round her ankles as they did so.  Brenda began caressing Ruth’s fanny and clit, while Gillian wanked Les’s huge, black cock, before easing it into my wife’s fanny, and I had to watch my wife penetrated by a black stranger, my own cock hardening impotently.

So that was the first of many enactments of my fantasy as role play, which I found highly satisfying. But the thing was, was that fantasy began to become reality, with Ruth getting more and more ‘into’ the role of dominatrix, and increasingly turned on by humiliating me. 

She was particularly turned on by the ending of my fantasy story, when I was forced to work in a nightclub as a hostess/whore. 

‘Does that idea really turn you on’ she asked me one day.

‘Yes, it really does’ I answered.

‘Hmmm, perhaps we can make it come true, to an extent – and we can, at least earn some money out of you – if you really want to do it.’

I felt giddy with excitement ‘Yes, I do’- my voice was faint with shame and excitement.

As that is how I became advertised through word of mouth, and over the internet through adult contact sites, as a ‘glamorous sissy faggot slut,’ whom men, and women could pay to have sex with.

I began top earn so much from this, that I gave up my job as an accountant in the City-my heart was no longer in it, anyway; and I became a sissy slut full time, just as in my role play scenario.

Next thing was that Ruth said that after the experiences with Billy and Les, she wanted to further explore hotwife and cuckolding fantasies, just like Sheila, my wife in the story; and as this was obviously a fantasy of mine, she thought I wouldn’t have any problem with this.

‘Well’ I said but that was just a fantasy, it doesn’t mean that that’s what I want in real life.’

‘But don’t you want your fantasies to come true? The enjoyable ones anyway, but obviously not going to prison. But you can have your fantasy of seeing me penetrated by black men, and being regularly penetrated yourself, in  a safe, consensual environment, and  everyone’s happy – me included, when I get all that black cock.’

I felt shocked to hear Ruth talk like that, but I had to admit that the thought did turn me on. And thus it came to pass that I became a cuckold, and Ruth a hotwife, in real life, with a scenario very much like that depicted in my fantasy, except  it was all consensual.

However, Ruth had assumed a  decidedly more dominant  and cold persona, and seemed to now delight in my humiliation, and almost like Sheila, my wife in the story, comparing me unfavourably with  the back friends she had sex with in front of me. And, on my birthday, she made me a cake just like the one in the story –she called it a ‘sissy special cake’ and delighted in seeing me eat it.

She also demanded that I get a ‘tramp stamp’ tattoo, like in the story, and I did so, and had ‘Property of Hotwife Ruth’ tattooed at the base of my spine.

Next, she asked me if I wanted to assume an even more feminine persona –

‘You’re limited by your gender' she said ‘clothes and make up can only accomplish so much, and although you seem to think like a submissive woman, you’re still a  flat chested man with a cock, albeit a very tiny one.’

‘What are you suggesting?’ I asked anxiously.

‘Well, in your story you referred to being given hormone injections in prison, and that these gave you increased feminine characteristics – have you thought of having such injections in real life?’

‘No. I haven’t really thought about actually going that far, but the thought of becoming more like a real woman does turn me on, especially in my present circumstances, where I seem to live like a woman most of the time, anyway. But, I suppose I’ve always thought that I might one day return to my old masculine life.’

‘Well, you can get that idea out of our fucking head – you won’t be going back, you’re far better as a woman. So why not take the plunge into proper womanhood?’

I couldn’t think of any reason why not, and so the following week I attended a medical specialist, paid for from my recent earnings as a………whore.

All this demonstrates how important it is to communicate your desires and secret longings to your partner – they might be far more understanding than you think.

And your dreams can come true, it seems! So be careful for what you wish for………..
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