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Like a Dream

As I arrived at work that Monday, I knew that it would not be a normal day. My throbbing head was a distinct reminder of how my weekend had been.  Saturday night had been a blinder. It was my friend Kevin's 30th birthday, and as such, we decided to make it a bit of a large one. It started out with paintball, went on to karting, dinner, and a strip club. Prague's strip-clubs are something truly special. The girls are beautiful to say the very least, and there's always something for everyone. 

We bought Kevin a special treat for his birthday; two strippers took him on stage, stripped him (almost) naked and danced on him. He was totally humiliated, and determined to get us back. The others placed the blame on me, after all, it was my idea, so Kevin decided that I needed to suffer the most. 

And suffer I did. As I was sat at the table, a gorgeous latex, corset clad brunette came over to me, fastened a collar and chain to me, and pulled me into a back room. The room looked like some sort of dungeon, with a wooden cross and a leather coated bench with a hole at one end. The girl seemed young, maybe twenty one, twenty two. She was tall and could've been a model. 

"Get over to the table and strip." She ordered in a strict tone. "Lie down, put your face in the hole." 

I did as told.  

She told me to put my arms under the table. When I did, she clipped my wrists into some cuffs. She then proceeded to whip my ass with a crop. Then she lit a cigarette, blew the smoke in my face, and ran the tip on my skin. 

She looked at her watch. 

"Your friends only booked 15 minutes with me." She explained. "So, I'll have to be quick." She went over to the wall and lifted a strap-on dildo and put it on. Then she slipped a condom over the latex phallus. She unclipped me from the cuffs, and led me over to a leather coated gym horse. She bent me over it and tied me in place. 

"Please don't." I begged her.  

She laughed. "Don't be such a baby." She rubbed lube on and in my ass, then slowly pushed the cock in me.  “Are you sure you want me to stop?” She asked. 

“I…” I gulped.  “I don’t know.  No, I guess.” 

“Right answer.” She chuckled and pressed forward. To save time, she pushed all the way in first time, then began pumping fast and hard. The initial brutal pain subsided quickly, and in its place was a tickling pleasure running up my spine from the prostate. I knew I would never live this down. Eventually, she reached around, grabbed my cock and wanked me off quickly. I came in her gloved hand which she then put to my mouth. "Lick it up." 

I did as she asked, then she pulled the latex cock out of me. I felt ashamed, dirty. She had a smug grin.  

"If you're worried about your mate, then realise one thing;" she leaned close to my ear and whispered; "I did exactly as he requested." 

I groaned as she smiled, walking away. 

My mates were in stitches when I walked out. "How's your ass?" They laughed.  

"If you mention this to anyone, you're all dead!" I told them, before going on to get seriously drunk. 

So, as I sat there, at my desk, I knew this day would not be normal, because in my free time, I found myself looking up stuff about what happened to me, on the net. I found myself reading stories about it, and looking at pictures. I then realised I was disgusted in myself and closed it, even though I couldn’t stop thinking about how good it felt.  The cock, the penetration, the smell of the latex and leather, the feeling of loss of control… 

No sooner had I shut down explorer, did our HR manager enter my office. For a moment, I thought I was in trouble for looking at porn at work, but she quickly got to the point.  "Mike, I'd like to introduce your new part-time assistant. This is Martina, she's a student." My jaw dropped when I saw her walk in. When she saw me, she smiled, as if recognising an old friend, then she realised where she knew me from and the smile disappeared. She was worried that she'd lost her job even before she started. 

I immediately felt sorry for her. "Hi Martina, good to meet you." I told her. 

"You too Mr…"  

"Just Mike." 

She smiled. "Mike." 

The HR manager, Anita, smiled and pointed out Martina's desk, which was opposite mine. Martina thanked Anita, and took her place at the PC. Anita walked out of the room. Martina stood and shut the door. 

"Go on then." She said, sitting back down. "Ask away." 

I rubbed my temples, preying my throbbing headache would disappear. 

"There's nothing to ask." I told her. "It's pretty obvious. You're a student, who needs money. But surely the job at the strip-club makes enough?" 

She nodded. "More than enough, but I can't put it on my CV, can I?" 

I laughed out loud. "True enough." 

We sat in silence for a bit, then, when I found the time, I delegated some work to her.  

"Did you enjoy it?" She asked. 

After a moment of silence, I said; "yes I did. Very much, but I don't know why.  I…" I wondered if I should tell her the truth, and after a brief moment of contemplation, I decided I would.  “I have been reading about it since.” 

"Good. I'm proud of my work." 

"Did you enjoy it?" 

"Very, very much so. I just play myself. I do what makes me happy." 

"So you're a sadist?" She nodded. "Why?" 

She shrugged. "I don't know why exactly, I just love to see men, and women, cowering below me. I love torturing them, seeing them cry, seeing them fighting their conflicting emotions. I love every second of it." 

"Right. What do you like most?" 

"Causing physical pain is great, but emotional pain is best. Humiliation, forcing men to do things they don't like, just so they can please me." 

"Hmmm… Forcing what?" 

She licked her lips. "Feminisation, homosexuality, public exposure." 

I burst out laughing. "You force people to do that? Force them how?" 

"I can get any man to do what I want." 

"Hmmm…" 

"I fucked your ass without too much persuasion." 

"Okay, okay, keep that to yourself." 

"And what will you do if I don't?" 

"Aha, I see how this works." 

She smiled. "Don't worry." She got up and walked up behind me. "Still got a headache?" 

"Yeah, terrible." She put her hands on my temples. They felt so soft and warm. She rubbed me gently. "Oh God, you're amazing." 

"Hmmm…" Her voice was soft. "Close your eyes, and relax." I did. "Do you have a wife?" 

"No." 

"Girlfriend?" 

"No." 

"Good. I want you to serve me." 

"Excuse me?" I said, jumping up. She pulled me back and continued rubbing my head.  

"Sit still. Would it be so bad?" 

"Public humiliation? Forced homosexuality? Yes, it would be so bad." 

"Relax. I won't do anything you truly don't want to do." 

"Can't we start it with a date?" 

"Sure. What sort of date?" 

"A date, date. Dinner, a movie." 

"Sure. Tonight?" 

"Sure." 

"Great. Then maybe you can come back to mine." 

I gulped. "Maybe." 

Dinner was nice, the movie was crap, but it allowed us a chance kiss and cuddle. I then took her home and followed her up for a cup of tea. 

There was no tea. We kissed the moment we entered the door, and seconds later, we were naked on the bed, with her on top of me, riding me like a cowgirl. She reached down and picked up her pink satin bra, then she started to thread it onto me. 

"What're you doing?" I asked her, panting as she bounced on me. 

"Indulge me. How's it going to hurt you?" 

I nodded, and she fastened the bra behind my back. She kept her hands on my chest and used her thumbs rub my nipples through the thin satin. I had to admit it felt good. She had her first orgasm seconds later, I still hadn't; this was a first for me, usually the sign of an orgasm brought on my own. 

She continued to bounce on me. "Can I put more on you?" She asked, gasping for air. I nodded.  

She reached into a bedside drawer and pulled out a long pink satin and lace nightie. She slipped it over my head and down to my cock. She rubbed the satin all over my body; it felt amazing, like soft hugs all around me. 

"Oh God!" She cried out, another orgasm; yet still I hadn't cum. "Do you want to cum now?" 

I nodded, confused at how she could induce an orgasm. But she did. I felt her pussy muscles clench down and ripple up and down my cock. I stared at her in shock as I came hard. She pulled off me and knelt over my face. I didn't know what she was doing until I felt the first drop of cum land on my face. I tried to pull away, but she held my face in place and let the rest of the cum fall on my face, then she pissed on me. 

"Open your mouth." She ordered. "Do it!" I opened my mouth and swallowed her golden stream. It wasn't so bad, once I got over the initial fight in my head. "Mmmm." She lowered her pussy onto my mouth, then whispered. "Lick up." I did. "Good girl, very good girl." She whispered.  

She got up and opened her cupboard. It was full of sex toys and torture implements. She pulled out a cane and flipped it a little.  

"Turn over." I did, knowing what was coming. I turned my head to look at her, and watched as she slipped on a strap-on cock. I couldn't help but find the look of a sexy six foot tall, skinny woman wearing a 9inch rubber cock sexy. As I was thinking about this, I felt the first lash of the cane on my body. I screamed out in pain. 


"Yeah!!" She called out. "Cry for me baby girl, cry." She brought the whip down fifteen more times in quick succession. I jumped around the bed trying to get away, but she kept getting me, hard. Tears ran down my face. 

She grabbed me by the hair and pulled me to the bed, onto my knees, and then pulled my mouth to her cock. She rammed it down my throat and fucked my mouth hard. "Get it wet bitch, c'mon, get it wet baby girl." She said between clenched teeth. 

I did my best, then she got behind me and plunged in, buggering me hard without remorse or mercy.  

"You love it bitch. Don't you girl?" She called out. 

"Yeah! I love it!" 

"Yeah! Tell me baby girl, tell me how much you love it!" 

"I really love it. Mnnngghhh…." I moaned as we bucked about on the bed. "God I love it!" 

"Me too. Can you imagine doing this every night? Go on, say it, say you'll be my bitch." 

"I'll be your bitch." 

"Say it!" 

"I'm your bitch!" 

"Again!" 

"I'm your bitch!" 

"Say you'll serve me forever!" 

"I'll serve you forever!" 

"Say you'll do whatever I want!" 

"I'll do whatever you want! Mnnnnghhh, oh God, this is sooo nice." 

"I know. Say you'll do all the things we talked about today!" 

"I'll do everything we discussed today! Everything! I promise!" 

"You'll let my other slaves fuck you?" 

I was silent, as if in a vain hope she might drop the idea. 

"Say it!!" 

"Yes, I'll let your slaves fuck me!" 

"Good!" As she fucked me, she bent around and gently rubbed my cock, but this time, she wasn't masturbating me, she was milking me. I came, but I had little or no orgasm. I felt unfulfilled, but that's what she wanted. "I need you to stay focused. I need you to really do the things you promised." 

"I told you I would." 

"But if you orgasm, then your head will tell you otherwise. Get dressed." 

"Where am I going?" 

"Home. Unless you plan to wear the same clothes two days in a row?" 

"True." 

As I was about to leave, she threw some long pink satin bloomers to me; they had thick white lace around the edges. 

"Wait here." She ordered. I stood holding the panties. When she came back, she had two men, both dressed as women, on their hands and knees and on a leash, crawling by her side. "Kiss them both goodbye." 

I was shocked by the scene in front of me and didn't move. 

"I said, to kiss them both goodbye." 

"Who are they?" I asked. 

"Two of my slaves. I told you I had slaves." 

"How many?" 

"Live in? Four. Kiss them." 

I got down on my hands and knees and kissed them on the cheek. 

"No. Kiss them! Like lovers." 

I frowned, tilted my head, and kissed each of them for a good few seconds; our tongues intertwining. It didn't hurt me, and it didn't turn me on that I was doing it, but what did turn me on was that I was being pushed into it. She was right all along. I looked up at her, and she knew what she had to do. "Kiss them again." She ordered. "NOW!" I did. "Feel the satin on them." I rubbed them all over. "Hold their cocks. Their panty covered cocks. Feel the satin and lace." My cock was rock hard. "Rub them." I did. "I was going to save this for another night, start you off slowly, but obviously, I'm too horny. Sissy Jamie, fuck his ass. Sissy Kelly, fuck his mouth." The sissies pulled my pants down, and one of them fed his cock into my mouth, whilst another fucked me. Martina picked up a digital camera and photographed me in all different positions. "That's it, fuck him like the whore he is." She whispered. She bent down to my ear and whispered. "Soon I'll make you look like them. Would you like that?" I nodded with the cock in my mouth, enjoying the sweet humiliation.  

The sissies didn't last long, and soon enough I was tasting cum straight from the source, and feeling it fill my ass. I loved every second, for some strange reason. For some strange reason, I felt these men dressed in puffy, frilly, bright satin dresses were somehow extremely sexy, but I just didn't know why. 

Of course, Martina pointed out to me just how right she was. "I told you I can get men to do whatever I want, even gay sex." 

I frowned at this comment. 

She passed the bloomers I dropped back to me. "Wear those under your work clothes tomorrow. And remember, I will check." 

I knew this was the start of something very important in my life, but I couldn't think what. If I really did get involved with Martina, full time, then how would I do it? I still had family, I had a high-powered job, and then there was the question of what would I be for her? I asked her that the next day. 

She shrugged. "I don't understand." 

"Well, you've got these four live-in slaves, yeah?" 

"Yeah." 

"Well, if I was to start seeing you, regularly, what would I eventually be for you?" 

She looked at me as if I was some sort of idiot. "You want to know if I would treat you as some sort of lover, or something, don't you?" 

"Well…" 

"Look, if you were to move in with me, then you would have to become completely enslaved to me. If, or maybe when, that happens, you will be in the same position as the rest of my slaves. You will not spend the night in my bed, you will spend it tied up, gagged, and locked in a cage in my basement. Eventually, I aim to move to a bigger place outside Prague, where I will have about 10 or so slaves who will serve me." 

I frowned, disappointed. "So I'll just be another slave to you?" 

"Yes. Why is it that every man at the beginning wants to be the one. I don't work like that. You all receive the same amount of attention, the same amount of care, the same amount of everything. In the end, you will have the freedom between each other." 

"What does that mean?" 

"It means that you will not be free from me, but you will have the freedom to play with the other sissies, in your spare time, which you will have very little of." 

"So you plan to turn me into a sissy?" 

She sighed. "I really have the urge to spank you right here and now, but I'm worried I'll lose the job. We discussed this last night. I told you, you will look like them. You agreed." 

"But that was…" 

"In the heat of the moment? Yes. Tough. Anyway, you're already my sissy." 

"Huh?" 

"Drop your pants." It clicked. I knew what she meant. Reluctantly, I dropped my pants to reveal the knee-length pink satin bloomers. Then I pulled the pants back up quickly. The rule was that people were meant to knock on my door before entering, but no-one ever did. In fact, company rule was that all office doors were to stay open unless in a meeting, but Martina had started closing mine. Then again, corporate rules, from the US, stated that I was not to be alone with a woman at any point, but everyone ignored that in the Czech office. Either way, I was worried people would walk in. "Pull them back down and bend over the table."  

I sighed, double checked the door, and did as she asked. She picked up a wooden ruler I had lying on my desk, strolled over in her black high heeled patent leather shoes, and pulled down the bloomers to reveal my arse. She then gave me twenty hard whacks on my already sore ass. 

"Get dressed." She ordered, and we got back to work. "I'm ordering some sandwiches in for lunch, so don't make any plans." 

"Why?" I asked her. 

"We're going to eat here, whilst the office is empty." 

"Oh." 

She made a definite corporate no-no at lunch and locked the office door and closed the blinds. She then told me to bend over the desk with my pants and panties down.  

I watched as she dug around her bag and pulled out a latex glove and a tub of Vaseline. 

"This is going to hurt, a lot, but you'll like it." She told me, as she also pulled out a ball gag. She put the gag on me, and zip-tied my hands behind my back. She then put the glove on and then rubbed Vaseline all over it. I wasn't stupid, I knew what was coming. She inserted two fingers into me, and pumped them in and out. Then she introduced a third and fourth, making sure to widen me as much as possible. I moaned into the gag as she began trying to add her thumb and get her hand in past her knuckles. Tears ran down my face as I thought I'd be split in two. "God this is one of my favourite things." She moaned. She was using her left hand to rub her clit. 

She pushed her hand in hard. I screamed into the gag. With a sudden slip, the hand went inside me. I felt my sphincter close around her wrist, and she let out a satisfied sigh. Then she closed her hand into a fist and pushed in as far as possible up her arm. She pulled out, right to the tips of her fingers and pushed in again. After doing this nine or ten times, she kept her hand as a fist and pulled that all the way out, then pushed back in again. She did that faster and faster until I could see her arm was a blur with the speed of her fisting. She milked my cock until I came on the desk, then she rubbed my face in it. She unfastened the gag. "Lick it up." I did. 

She then had me get between her legs and lick her pussy. 

We cleaned ourselves up, ate our sandwiches, and went back to work. 

"After work, go home, get enough clean shirts and socks to last you 'till Friday. Then come to my place. I'll be waiting for you, so hurry." She tells me. 

"Okay." 

"I prefer, Yes Madam." 

"Yes Madam." 

It occurred to me that she said until Friday because she worked in the club Friday and Saturday nights. Of course, I was wrong. 

"You will be spending the rest of the week with me." She tells me later. "You won't need your own clothes this weekend." 

"Don't you need to work this Friday and Saturday night?" I ask her. 

"I do, but that doesn't mean you can't wait for me. What do you think the rest of my slaves do whilst I work?" 

"I never really thought of it." 

"They work during the day, a couple are students, but on Friday and Saturday nights, they spend the night chained up in their cages." 

"And they don't mind?"  

She shrugged. She doesn't care. 

It was a strange feeling. Not something I wouldn't like, just a strange feeling. It was if my body was in a strange battle with itself, but I didn't know which side I wanted to win. I decided that since I had done the things I had done in the past few days, then this should not matter so much, but for some reason it did.  

I stood there, in front of Martina and her four slaves, each one dressed the same way I was, feeling embarrassed. The puffed up satin party dress was not meant to be sexy, in its original form, but was in its current form; at least I thought it was. 

Martina was proud of herself. She hadn't done my make-up, her slaves had; which made her all the more proud because it meant she had trained them well. 

"Tonight, I want you to do some things you would normally never consider doing." She explained. I was slightly confused. "By that, I mean work things. For example, my personal toilet is next door. I expect you to clean the rim and seat with your tongue." 

My stomach jumped when I heard that. "But that's unhygienic." I told her. 

She slapped my face hard. "Don't be stupid, I'm not going to make you do anything which will make you ill. I don't shit on my seat or rim. Now, the next thing I'm going to expect you to do is to hand wash all my lingerie. I expect you to be the toilet tonight, for me and my slaves. The rotation changes on a nightly basis." 

"Toilet?" I asked, looking for explanation. 

She slapped me hard again. "You're going to have to learn to talk only when given permission. If you want to know, toilet for piss, nothing more, yet. I have told the others that it would only be more if I decided to use it as a punishment, but so far I did it only once; isn't that right Christy." One of the sissies frowned and looked at the floor. "I won't hesitate to use it again though. Finally, I expect you to massage me whenever you have free time." That bit was fine with me. 

"May I have permission to speak?" I asked. 

She frowned, "go on, but I'm adding it to the list of offences, and based on the number you have by midnight tonight, I will decide the severity of your punishment." 

"What about sex?" 

She smiled. "One of the reasons I like you Michelle, is because you have a big cock. All my slaves have a big cock. I don't want to deprive you of sex, though I will use chastity cages on you to stop you from masturbating in the meantime." She clicked her fingers. "Show her." 

The sissies lifted their skirts and lowered their panties, and showed him the plastic cage covering their cocks. 

"Yours is in the post. I ordered it this afternoon." 

"Will I be expected to wear it during work hours?" 

"Always, except when I take it off you. And that's another one for the list of offences." 

"I thought I still had permission to speak." 

"And another one." I groaned. "And that's a big one. No-one moans or groans around here." 

I frowned. "You're loving this aren't you?" 

"No! I want you to behave yourself. But obviously you're loving this! If you continue like this, I'll run out of things to do to you." 

I frowned again. She grabbed a belt of the sideboard and slapped me with it a few times. "Stop doing that you facetious little shit!" But there was less enthusiasm in the punishment, and sure enough, she started giggling. I joined her. "Oh you're going to get it later." She told me between laughs. "Go clean the toilet." 

The slaves led me to the toilet and one showed me what I should do. I noticed the sissy had a pierced tongue and I wondered when he got it. I got down on my knees, and with great reluctance, began licking the rim of the toilet. 

"Little strokes." My new mistress called to me. I turned and saw her watching me, she was smoking a cigarette. 

I went back to 'cleaning' the toilet, and spent nearly half an hour doing it until Martina was satisfied.  

"You took far too long to do it right, that's going on the list." I groaned again, and she smiled, shaking her head. "I think you're testing me." She told me. "Don't push me, because I can be brutal." 

The next task was her underwear. I hand washed all of it as quick as I could, but still she was not please with my performance. 

She needed a piss and used that opportunity to go in my mouth. I fought back the urge to throw-up, and made it past it. After her, two sissies, Jamie and Tanya, went in my mouth. I was surprised how everyone tasted different.  

Sissy Christy made dinner for Martina. It was obviously something she was good at. "I love having my own personal chef to cook me dinner every night." 

I was given bread and water mixed together in a dog-food bowl, as were the others. We ate it up on our hands and knees, like dogs. I later found out that this would be our standard fare during the week in the evenings, as we all ate normal food during the day at work. The weekend was a little more relaxed in terms of what the food was and how we ate it -- depending on Mistress' mood, of course. 

After dinner, Christy and Kelly pissed in my mouth. Kelly then pulled on my ear, as if flushing me, then gave me a sweet smile. Did I really find these men sexy? 

Martina watched telly later. She took her slaves downstairs, keeping me upstairs. She stripped off and laid down on the sofa. "Massage me." She said, pointing to the oil on the table. I spent over an hour massaging her entire body from head to toe. In the end, my hands hurt more than her back ever could have. 

"You disappointed me today." She told me. "If you really want to be my slave, then you have to learn to act like one." 

"I never said I wanted to be your slave." 

"Then why are you here?" 

"Because…I don't know." I really didn't. "I suppose I do want to be your slave.” 

She smiled. "I know you do, but I also know this is new to you and you don't know what to expect. I suppose you could say I'm completely the wrong person to start you off on BDSM, as I am tough, but I like you, and want you to be here. Don't think just anyone gets the chance to be my slave. Do you know how many people offer? A lot! I love all my slaves very much, and they know that. Without love, there is little point in doing this." 

"Are you saying you love me?" I asked her. 

"I'm saying I will love you, in time. Right now, I have…feelings, for you. They are different than those I feel for my other slaves -- and do not ever tell them I said that -- which means something. For the moment I'm not sure, but I am sure I want to hurt you more than the others." 

"Oh great." 

"No, no, that's a good thing. Trust me." She got up and pulled me to the bathroom. "Now, for the first of your many punishments tonight, I will do something I said earlier I would reserve for a more serious punishment. Lie down and open your mouth." 

I knew what she was talking about. "Please don't." I begged. 

"Do it now." She said, calmly. 

For some reason, even knowing that what she was talking about was downright disgusting, I couldn't help but feel it was my own fault. I lay down, closed my eyes, and opened my mouth, waiting. She squatted over my face and I felt the warmth of it before it entered my mouth. The moment it did, my brain took over and tried to force me to vomit. Luckily, I didn't, and I held this foul tasting mass in my mouth, as she pushed more and more in.  

"Chew it." She ordered. Again I gagged as I began to chew. "Swallow." I did, almost choking as I vomited into my throat. "Open up again, I'm not done." She filled my mouth again, and told me chew. I chewed. "Hold it there." I did. "Now swallow." I did, this time I had to dart to the toilet and vomit. She stood there laughing as it came back up and into her toilet. "Wash your mouth and clean your teeth thoroughly, then come back here to lick up the mess." I cleaned up as requested, then lay back down so she could squat over me again. I licked her ass completely clean, then washed my mouth again. 

"I did warn you." She told me. "Come to bed." 

She gave me a nightie to put over my bra and panties. She tied me to the head of her bed, then rode my rock solid cock. It had pretty much been like that for the whole evening. She let me cum only after she had cum three times. Then she fucked my ass for a half hour or so. 

"Come on." She said, pulling me up. She led me downstairs, into the cellar for the first time. There, were about six tall cages, they looked like stretched bird cages, certainly no room to move; four were occupied by the four sissies, gagged, wearing baby-dolls and rompers, with their hands and legs chained up. Each cage had a name printed above it, all except one. I read them, Sissy Kelly, Sissy Christy, Sissy Jamie, Sissy Tanya, and Sissy Michelle. Ah, she already had my cage prepared. 

She opened up the cage door and put me in. She then cuffed and chained my wrists, and then my ankles. The arm chains led to the ceiling. She pulled a ratchet which raised me up until I was suspended in the air. 

"Why are they allowed to be on the ground and I'm not?" I asked. 

"Exactly because of that. Learn to behave and stop asking stupid questions." She spun me around, and then pushed a rather fat butt-plug up my ass. "I don't expect to find that out of you in the morning." She then gagged me, and said, "you won't be getting any sleep tonight." That much was obvious, but what she really meant was, that she was going to make it worse. She attached two, weighted, nipple clamps to my nipples, and two more onto my scrotum. I cried out in pain, tears running down my face. "I told you I can be brutal. Watch." I shook my head, pleading. Instead, she produced hypodermic needles, and pushed them through each nipple, between the clamps. She then pushed another through the head of my cock, again causing me to scream. "Just one more." She undid the gag, then pulled a long thick needle out, and a pair of pliers. "Tongue out." She said, nonchalantly. I shook my head. She grabbed my hair and began slapping me repeatedly until I gave in and put my tongue out. She grabbed the tongue with the pliers and pulled it out further, then she pressed the needle through, preventing me from closing my mouth and pulling my tongue in. "Good night. Don't ever fuck with me like that again, otherwise I'll do much worse." She moved to the door. "Your punishment continues tomorrow." 

The night was very long. I didn't sleep a wink. When Martina let us out in the morning, she made sure to wash all my wounds with antiseptic fluid. She then replaced each needle with a metal stud. My tongue had swollen slightly, and I was unsure how I would explain it at work. 

"Tell them you got your tongue pierced." Martina told me, shrugging. 

She made me wear baggy black and white satin French knickers, a white matching bra, and a matching suspender belt. Then she made me put on some black silk stockings.  

"Put your suit on over that." She ordered. I did as told, and although the bra was flat against my chest and not at all wired, the lace trim was visible under the shirt. I pointed this out to her. "I don't care. Let's go."  

At work, I kept my suit jacket on all the time, praying no-one would visit. To make things worse though, I still had the butt-plug in me, and my nipples and scrotum were red raw. To make matters even worse, I couldn't put a decent sentence together thanks to my swollen tongue. Of course, some of the people at work noticed the lisp. I showed them the piercing and they mostly told me it was cool, much to my relief.  

Lunchtime meant I was to go without lunch, as I was due more punishment. "I've got your lunch right here." Martina told me spitefully, as she pushed me on my back and squatted over my mouth again. 

"Please don't. Not at work." I begged, in tears. 

She ignored me, of course, and seconds later, I saw her sphincter pucker and open. 

"Swallow, lick." I did as I was told. This happened again in the afternoon. I asked her if this was going to continue. 

"I will do it a few more times, until I think you get the message. I will also cause you so much humiliation today, you'll wish you were dead." 

"Please, why are you doing this to me?"  

"Because I like it, and mainly because I know you like it." 

She fisted me again just before we went home, but this time she left the door unlocked. It was sheer luck that no-one walked in.  That night, I was whipped until I had blood leaking down my ass and back. She then rubbed salt into the wounds, causing me to hiss out in pain.  

"Get on your hands and knees." She told me. I did, and her sissies each took turns to fuck my ass.  

Later, at her request, I got dressed in a pink puffy satin sissy dress. Sissy Kelly did my make-up, and I completed myself with a wig. I was then given girly black shoes to put on. Martina took my hand, and walked me to the door. 

"We're going out." She tells me. 

I looked at her in horror but didn't dare speak out against her. With reluctance, we went out into the evening streets. We walked to a nearby shopping centre, and around the shops. I could see the people laughing at me, or the older people looking on in disgust. Martina then took me to the cinema, much to everyone's amusement there. Then the whole evening was completed by a two hour stroll through the centre of town.  

"I want you to skip the way home." She told me. "Holding the hem of your dress, skip like a little girl, and say, 'la-la, la-la' like a girl playing. Make sure you sound like a girl or I will beat the living shit out of you, right before you eat mine!" 

I did as she asked and suffered the fits of laughter of the people on the street. 

That evening, when we arrived home, she kissed me on the forehead and told me I've been a very good girl today. "You can sleep with me tonight." 

She gave me a pink baby-doll nightie and matching thong knickers to wear to bed. We laid down and watched a movie. She let me take my wig or make-up off, and she sat smoking in bed. After a couple of puffs, she passed the cigarette to me. I took hold of it, unsure what she wanted. 

"Smoke it." She said, lighting another for herself. 

"I don't smoke." I told her. 

"Did I give you permission not to smoke?" 

"Well no, but…" 

"Smoke it. Don't piss me off." 

I tentatively put the cigarette in my mouth and smoked it, coughing along the way. When I finished, she lit me another. "This is how you should hold it." Showing me the most feminine way to hold a cigarette. "Smoke it." I did so reluctantly. By the end of the film, I had smoked an entire packet of cigarettes, and she only two. 

I woke up to the feeling of something prodding my ass. In a half-sleepy daze, I pulled my ass open and pushed back, thinking it was Martina. I felt a kiss on my neck and I smiled. Then I saw Martina, stood at the door, already dressed, smiling.  

I turned my head slightly and saw Christy. I relaxed a little and resounded myself to the fact I was bisexual, albeit against my will. 

The warm cum up my bowels got me hard again, so Martina raised her pencil skirt, and lowered her pussy onto my cock. I loved the fact that she let me fuck her. 

“Go shower and shave.” I forgot to mention that I had started shaving my body, at the order of my Mistress. When I came back, I found my clothes for the day lying on the bed. I sighed, and put them on. It was a red loose fitting satin teddy. It looked very 80s. And red self-holding stockings. I put my shirt on, and found it wasn't one of mine. It was a woman's blouse, in sheer white. 

I looked at her, and she smirked. Just try to answer back. I could see her saying. 

I sighed and put the blouse on. Then I reached for the trousers and found that they were tight, shiny black satin-look trousers, very feminine.  

We arrived to work, where I knew I'd have some explaining to do. 

In my office, I had one boss. He was fifty percent in the Prague office, and fifty percent in the LA office. Today I was the boss.  

"Erm, Mike…" My colleague and friend Donald said. "Is there something you want to tell us?" 

I sighed and started to speak, but Martina interrupted me. "Mike lost a bet with me about the football last night." She says. What football!? 

Donald burst out laughing. "You didn't bet on Rangers did you??" He asked. 

Oh fuck! The UEFA cup final! I shrugged, looking dumb. "Yeah, I know, I'm stupid." 

"Well duh!" He turned to Martina. "You should've made him wear make-up and a wig." 

News got out that I lost a bet, and bit by bit people came to see me, just to get a glimpse. One of my team members, Paula, put lipstick and eyeliner on me for the fun of it. 

"Ha ha folks." I told them. I looked at Martina, and in front of several others in the office, I said to her. "Well the USA will definitely beat the Czechs in the Hockey next week. I bet you!" 

Martina's smile grew into a massive grin. Others were saying I was an idiot, but Martina knew exactly what I was up to. "Oh they will, will they? Okay. But if I win, you have to come into work wearing the girliest dress I can find. With wig and make-up." 

"Okay! And if I win, then you have to come in, in hot pants and a bra." 

"Dude…sexual harassment, US company." Donald reminded me, making movements in front of his neck to say cut it out. 

Martina raised a hand. "No, it's okay. I'll do it. Heck, I'll even come in topless if you want." 

"Dude…do it, make the bet, it's worth the risk." Donald informed me, giving me a wink and a thumbs up. 

Martina and I shook hands, and I gave her a wink. She leaned in to my ear and whispered, "Oh you're so my bitch. I own you." 

"I know you do." 

"So you're a betting man are you?" 

"Yep."  

Donald looked at me with a confused look. "I haven't seen you once make a bet." 

"Shut up Donald." I told him, still looking at Martina. 

"Right-o." 

I looked straight into Martina's eyes. She was smiling, but at the same time, she was trying to read me. "Okay. Why don't we take a look at the betting pages for what else we can bet on. Maybe tomorrow I can find something else for you to wear? A nice skirt perhaps." 

News soon spread about my foolish bets, and people began to stop by with lipstick and nail polish. "Ha ha!" I told them. 

"I want you to move in with me." She told me that night. 

"And live in the cage?" 

"Yes." 

I began to think about it. "Can it be some days on, some days off?"  

Her turn to think. "Okay." She knew full well that I would end up with her every night.  

We made love again that night, then she fucked me with her strap-on. I was not allowed to sleep with her though.  She tied me up inside the cage, but this time she left me on the floor. She then gagged me, and put three Nicorette patches on my back. After an hour of trying, I finally fell asleep. 

The next morning, I had a craving for a cigarette. I was let out, taken upstairs, where I was fucked by Kelly, Christy, and Martina with her strap-on. They took turns on me, fucking either my ass or mouth, moving between the two, which I was not entirely happy about. 

They all pissed in my mouth and told me I was the toilet again that day. 

I put on a pink corset, which was tight laced, satin thong panties, and pink stockings. "Here." She told me, handing me a pink satin blouse, the short sleeves of which were puffed up and the lapels of which had a lacy pattern. As I held the blouse in my hands, looking at it incredulously, Martina said; "you may speak." 

"What…I mean, how?" I asked. 

"You are a really bad gambler." She said with a smile; and then it clicked, we had made bets. 

I sighed and resided myself to dressing in women's clothes to work. I put on the sexy shirt, actually enjoying the feeling, then I put on a black leather mini skirt. She then did my make-up, and put a wig on me. 

She then handed me a shoe-box. "A little present for you." I opened it up to find two shiny black patent leather, thigh-high boots. The heels on them were five inches high, like nothing I've ever walked on. "Put them on. Don't worry about walking, you won't be doing much. These are yours, and yours only. The others always had to buy their own." 

"Thank you." I told her, genuinely meaning it. 

She smiled at me. "My pleasure." 

I was pleased it was Friday. I could laugh the whole outfit and bet off as a Friday thing. I stood up on the heels and wobbled a bit before trying to walk. The trick was to keep straight and adjust where you put pressure on the sole of your foot.  

"I'm impressed!" Martina said. "I honestly can't believe you picked it up so quickly.” 

Martina drove to work instead of me. I stepped out of the car, putting one leg out before the other, holding my skirt down. As I stood up and walked, I felt Martina staring at me. I turned around and saw her smiling at me. "You really are something." She said. "You're walking like a model." 

Proud of myself, I kept walking that way, but swayed my ass a bit more. When I walked into the office, mouths dropped open. Donald saw me and followed Martina and I to my office.  

"You lost again??" He squeaked. "Dude, I have to say, I find it a little unnerving, you being dressed like this." 

"Why?" I asked. 

He was nervous. "I, you, well…well you're kinda sexy!"  

Martina clapped, leaned back in her chair and laughed. "Brilliant!" She said. "That bothers you?" She asked him. "Why?" 

"Because I shouldn't be looking at another man that way!" 

"Why not?" 

"Because I'm not gay!!" 

"So, it's Mike's fault that you find him sexy? That doesn't make any sense to me, sorry. I find Mike extremely sexy dressed the way he is. I wish he was dressed like that all the time. I wish you were dressed like that!" 

"You…" Donald pointed a finger and was about to say something; instead he said, "you're weird, I'm not talking to you." So he turned to me. "Dude, do something about this; you can't be comfortable." 

I wasn't going to let him treat my mistress like that. "Actually Donald, I do feel good like this. In fact, there was no bet; I dressed like this under orders of my mistress." I looked at Martina, who sat with her arms folded, looking smug. "And I love her, and if this makes her feel good, then it makes me feel good. I will be moving in with Mistress Martina this weekend. There, I will live in a cage, with four other slaves, where I will be forced to perform sex acts, the likes of which you will never know. But do you know what? It's my decision. I choose to do it. Does it effect you? No." 

He stood there, looking nervous. "So, what sort of sex acts?" 

Martina sensed a chance to get perverse. "I piss in his mouth, fuck his ass with a strap-on, have him service my slaves, suck them, be fucked by them, I torture him, I pierced his tongue, dick, nipples; I fisted him right here in the office." 

He turned to me. "Y-you let men fuck you." 

"I didn't have any choice." 

"How so?" 

"Because my mistress ordered me to do it." 

"So if I bent you over the table and fucked you right here…" 

"I wouldn't do it." 

"But if Martina told you to do it, you would do it?" 

"Correct." 

"Because you have to do what she says, no matter how humiliating to you?" 

"Correct." 

"Do you get off on the humiliation?" 

"I do now, yes." 

He turned to Martina. "You also get off on the humiliation?"  

"Yes." 

"So if I said that I was going to fuck him, you would let me, because you know how humiliating it would be for him." 

"Correct." 

He walked behind me, slowly, and gently pushed on my back, forcing me over the desk. "So, if I was to call Kevin and put him on speakerphone, and tell him what I'm doing and why, then you would be completely freaked out." 

"Yes," I told him. 

Martina was grinning now. She walked over to me, pulled up my skirt and pulled down my knickers. Then she undid Donald's flies, taking out his hard cock. She spit on it, then sucked it for a bit, before aiming it at my puckering anus. Donald pushed in. He moaned, "ohhhh…yes, you're sooo tight." I moaned too; his cock was big and wide. 

In the meantime, I heard dialling. "Hello?" Kevin said. 

"Kev, this is Donald…" and he went on to explain what was going on. 

"Dude, you're fucked up, but it sounds cool. Mike, or should I say Michelle, I'll have to come and see you." 

I moaned. I couldn't speak; Donald's cock was slamming in and out of me like a piston.  

"Sorry Kev, he can't speak right now, I'm fucking him hard." 

"Great, I'll just listen." 

One or two colleagues had gathered to watch. They were laughing and staring. I was so embarrassed. Donald moaned and suddenly I was filled with his cum. 

"Can I have a go?" My colleague Pavel asked. And no sooner had he said it, his cock was out and in my used ass. 

More of my colleagues came in and began to put their cocks in my mouth and ass. Women and men alike pissed on me, slapped me, whipped me. I watched Donald kiss Martina, then they began to fuck, right in front of me.  

Wait, I thought, this can't possibly be real. 

"Mike!" I heard. "MIKE!" 

"MIKE!!!" My eyes shot open and I lifted my head up. Donald was stood in front of me, dressed. My assistant's table was empty, just a PC which was off. I looked down at myself and saw I was wearing my Gucci suit. What the hell? 

"Errr…what?" I asked. 

"Dude, what the hell?" 

"Sorry, dozed off. What do you want Don?" 

"Kevin's birthday this weekend, doofus! Is everything set?" 

"Err, yeah mate, all set." 

"The strip club?" 

"Table booked." 

"Good! This is going to be swee-eeet." 

"Thanks Barney, now get out of my office." 

"Fuck you." Donald said, leaving. 

I sat there shivering. That was weird, I thought. Damn, it was all a dream. I couldn't believe that I was disappointed that it was all a dream. 

Saturday night was a blinder. It was my friend Kevin's 30th birthday, and as such, we decided to make it a bit of a large one. It started out with paintball, went on to karting, dinner, and a strip club. Prague's strip-clubs are something truly special. The girls are beautiful to say the very least, and there's always something for everyone. 

We bought Kevin a special treat for his birthday; two strippers took him on stage, stripped him (almost) naked and danced on him. He was totally humiliated, and determined to get us back. The others placed the blame on me, after all, it was my idea, so Kevin decided that I needed to suffer the most. 

But I didn't suffer at all. When the gorgeous latex-clad brunette approached, she stopped dead in her tracks and stared at me, probably in the same way I was staring at her. She reached out a hand to me and I took it, kneeling down in front of her and bowing my head. 

"So it wasn't just my dream?" She asked. 

"No…Mistress Martina."  

The End


A Man’s Place

I couldn’t believe my luck, a raise! Finally, after working three years in this stinking company as Marketing Manager, and I finally get a raise. Okay, granted, it took for the company to be bought out, have a number of people sacked, and to squirm like mad to do it, but I got there! 5000 quid a year raise, geez, finally!

I needed this raise, and to hang on to the job. My wife, Marian, had finished her studies, also in marketing, and not been able to find work. It looked like I’d be supporting her for the rest of my life, but why not, she deserved it, poor girl; she shouldn’t need to work, I’d do anything for her, anything.

“Mr Wyatt; Miss Sloan would like to see you in her office, immediately.” It was Miss Sloan’s secretary on the phone. Miss Sloan was the newly appointed CEO of the company. People said she was mad and a tyrant. Well, I was about to find out. I’d met her before, briefly, to be told I was keeping my job and that I would get a raise, “and, you’d better be worth it!!” She had finished by saying.

Most of the male employees had been sacked, strangely enough; I was one of about four that had been kept.

“Ah, Michael dear, shut the door, take a seat.” She said upon my arrival. She was very sexy for her age. Oh, don’t get me wrong, she was only about 40, but some women tended to sag a bit by then, she didn’t, else she had plastic surgery. “I haven’t really had much chance to get to know you yet, I only saw you those brief minutes last week. I am led to believe that you are the best worker in this firm. I can happily say that after reviewing your past and present work, you truly are very good. Keep it up.”

“Thank you Miss Sloan. That’s very kind of you.”

“I know it is dear. By the way, call me Erica.”

“Fine, Erica.” A simple smile from her as she stood up from her chair and walked to her personal bar. She poured two whiskeys and carried one over to me. 

“Michael, I’m not going to beat about the bush. There’s something you should know. When you signed the contract for the pay rise, you also accepted that you may have to wear a uniform while you, erm, are at work. Do you remember?”

“Yes, but surely you don’t actually want me to wear one?”

She smiled and shuck her head. “No, no. But I’m just informing you that the clause is there. Now, as you know this is a women’s fashion agency.”

I laughed at little at this. “I should do, I’ve worked here for three years.” 

She also took the opportunity to laugh. “Yes, well, this is why I fired the a lot of the male employees. I want my employees to wear the clothes we design to work.” Er…what was going on here? “Now, you and the other employees are well suited to the clothes as you are, how can I say this without offending you? Feminine, you know, in your body shape. And I would like you to start wearing our clothes to work. They will, of course, be given to you free of charge.”

I thought about this. It couldn’t be happening. “Let me get this straight. Erm, you, want me, to wear women’s clothes, to work?”

“Yes and no. I want you to wear the clothes we design, to work. Unfortunately, this is a a women’s fashion designer.” She saw the look on my face. “Listen dear, you do have the other option.”

“The uniform.”

“No dear, the door!”

Ah, well that was the catch, wasn’t it? “I’ll need to think about it. Will you give me till tomorrow?”

“Well, okay, but only you. But I expect to see you here tomorrow in one of our designs or don’t come at all.”

I went home with my head hung low. I sat down to talk about the problem with my wife Marion. 

“Oh god, honey, that’s awful. What are we going to do?” She said giving me a hug.

“I don’t know, I can’t lose that job, you know it.”

“You can’t wear women’s clothes, you’ll look stupid!”

“I know, but you know what the employment situation is like!”

She sighed. “Yeah, you’re right. Come on then, let’s drive over to the depot and get you those clothes then.”

An hour later we were back. Marion had picked most of the things out, but there was a list waiting in the reception area of what I was to wear to work. 

“Go and take a shower and I’ll lay some of the clothes out for you to put on now, maybe we can mix and match to make the clothes look more masculine.” She said.

I just nodded and went to shower.

She came into the shower just as I was getting out. I loved the sight of her young naked tanned body, and her long brown hair. 

I found the clothes lying on the bed. Reluctantly, I put them on, starting with the black satin panties. It was a very strange feeling on my skin, and I also failed to understand the necessity of a bra for myself! 

Marion arrived back in the bedroom to find me dressed in the suspenders, navy blue mini skirt, and cream satin blouse. She gasped a little when she saw me, then she saw the expression on my face.

“Dear, it’s terrible somebody could force you to do this. Can’t you do something about it?”

“No, what? Who’d believe a story like that?”

“Hmmm.” She said as she worked on my skirt, pulling at it a little. She moved behind me and started to tug at the blouse and smooth it out a little. “Just, er, oh, adjuuusssting, oh, your clothes, uhhh, dear.” She could hardly breathe! I spun round and noticed her staring at my body longingly. She rubbed furiously at her clitoris. She immediately put one hand back on the satin blouse and started rubbing on it, she felt the bra through the material and rubbed even harder on her clit. “God, dear, sorry, but you are so sexy. You feel so sexy, god!!! Fuck me! Lift up your skirt and take your dick out of your silky panties and fuck me!!!” What else could I do? I fucked her senseless, all the while she was calling me a bitch. I loved it. It was the best sex EVER!

I slept in my underwear; Marion left her hand on my panty-covered penis all night.

“I’m glad to see you made the right decision.” Erica said. “And may I say you look mighty lovely!”

Otherwise the day went normal. Until about four o’clock, when I saw Marion leave Erica’s office. 

“What’s going on here?” I asked.

“Oh honey, Miss Sloan here has offered me a job as Marketing assistant. Isn’t that great?” It was good news. We needed all the money we could get.

“Thanks, Erica, that’s good of you.”

“No problem. Oh, and Marion, doesn’t he look great in his new clothes?”

“Well I have to admit he does. I was afraid he’d look stupid but he doesn’t one bit.”

I noticed the boxes and bags in the boot of the car. “Have you been shopping?”

“Miss Sloan took me down to one of the warehouses and gave me some things. I got some more clothes for you as well. And a little treat for tonight!”

“Go on then, put it on.” Marion said.

I didn’t want to wear them, but I didn’t want to upset her. “Okay.” I slid the red stockings on to my newly shaved legs (her idea) and put on the lacy red thong panties. Then she slid the red Basque around me. She put a wig on me, a long straight blond one, and put so much makeup on me, I looked like a whore. 

“Good you’re perfect. Wait here now, I’ll be right back.” She grabbed some bags, and went away. 

Minutes late she was back in the bedroom. I couldn’t believe what I saw. She wore a black latex top, high-heeled black leather boots, and a long thick strap-on dildo.

“NO WAY!!!!” I screamed. Slapped my arse.

“SHUT IT!!” She shouted back. I began to struggle. But amazingly she managed to sit on me and force me down onto the bed. She pulled my panties down to my knees, and greased up my arsehole. In one swift movement the dildo was in my arse. I couldn’t believe the pain, as she forced it up me. Soon the pain was all but gone though as I began to enjoy the feeling.

“You like that don’t you, Michelle?”

“No I don’t and my name is not Michelle!”

“Oh, honey, it is now.” She was riding me with no hands now. I was groaning. Her 8” dildo going all the way in. I couldn’t see what she was doing, but I could feel what felt like band-aids going on my back. Lots of them. 

“What are you up to?”

“Nothing dear. Just fucking you like the girl you are.” Then I felt her stop. What was she up to? OW! She had injected me with something. OW! And again. OW! AND AGAIN!

“STOP IT! WHAT ARE YOU DOING?”

She started fucking me again. “I’ve injected you with an experimental hormone mix Erica gave me, and with the amount I’ve given you, you’ll have C sized tits within the week. Great huh?”

She really did sound happy. “Marion! You can’t do that!” I whined

“I thought you wanted all of this!” She asked, sounding a little surprised.

“I didn’t!” I cried.

“Well your boss told me you did. She said you were just looking for some help to find your feminine side.”

“SHIT! Get off me!”

She seemed to think for a while. “No! I like fucking you, and I’ve had a few good ideas I now don’t want to spoil. From now on, you are my bitch, slave, whore, and maid. GOT THAT?”

“What??”

She rammed the penis hard up my ass and slapped me. “I SAID, GOT THAT???”

I shivered. “Yes, I’m sorry.”

“Good.” She started to rub my penis as she fucked me. “Now relax, because I’m going to fuck you all night.”

I woke to find it was a Saturday, no work. I also woke to find Marion had lit the fire. Something was odd about it though. She had burnt all my male clothes. I went back in the bedroom to think, when she came in.

She didn’t say a word, she just turned me over and inserted the penis in me again. She fucked me hard again, then stopped to take off whatever she put on my back, yet replaced them with new ones. Once again she injected me, this time five times!

“I’ve taken the liberty of burning your horrible male clothes and replacing them with whore’s and maid’s clothes and underwear. I’ve made up the guestroom that is where you will sleep from now on. I’ve also put an ad on the internet looking for a man who can look after me.”

“What?? Why??”

“You think I want someone like you? No, you are my maid now, remember?” She snarled.  “Erica told me this was what you wanted, and yes, maybe I shouldn’t have believed her, but god, was I turned on when I heard it.”  She paused.  “Please Michael.  Please go along with this.”

“But why?” I pleaded.

“Don’t you find it all terribly sexy?  Fuck, when I thought it was your idea, I loved you for being so adventurous.  We agreed we don’t want kids, so why can’t we have a fucking wild sex life?  Why can’t we live our fantasies?  Does none of this turn you on?”

I paused and thought about it a little, then said, “Please fuck me Mistress.  Please transform me and turn me into your little sissy whore.”

I felt something wet hit my back and realized it was a tear.  “Yes, you fucking slut, you’re mine now and forever.  I’m gonna use your cock whenever I want, and I’m going to fuck that slutty ass whenever I want!” 

Two weeks went by. My breasts grew quickly to a C cup size, but I didn’t lose my erections, thanks to the new cocktail of drugs. I serve my wife and her new soon-to-be live-in boyfriend, Jack, as their maid. Erica eventually fired me from my job, and Marion took over my function.  It turned out that whilst I was good, Marion was even better.  However, Erica was kind enough to raise Marion’s wages such that I never needed to worry about bringing in money.

In the evenings, Jack and Marion would sit in each other’s arms and watch TV, or kiss in front of me, or make love. She even invited my ex-boss, Erica, round and the three of them fucked all night.  Of course, most of the time, I was allowed to watch, and I always had to clean up the cum.

My brain told me things were really bad. When things started to look up, they got worse still.

My wife had not slept with me since that Saturday. But this time something was different. She came into my room with her dildo on and told me that I had been good and I could have a treat.  She lubed up my arse and slid the penis in. Whilst doing that though, she blindfolded me. Suddenly she pulled out, and then I felt it. The penis again, yet this time it seemed…warm. It was Jack, he started fucking me up my ass. I tried to pull away but Marion slapped me. “TAKE IT YOU WHORE!!!”

I then felt another penis, this time at my mouth. So there were two men! Shit! He pumped my mouth until he came and I had to drink his cum down. I couldn’t believe it. 

The three of them, the two men, Jack and Kyle, and Marion with her strap-on dildo, fucked me all night, and the next day. Then the next night, they dressed me in red silk thin panties, a red basque, and red stockings. They then dressed me a red rubber mini dress. My hair had grown long and made to look feminine, now peroxided blonde.  The make-up they put on me made me look like a whore.

It was when they drove me to the nearest red-light area, and pushed me on the street that I realized what they wanted from me.

“Now you whore,” said Marion. “Make some money!”

Oh my god! They expected me to me a she-male prostitute! 

I was surprised to be picked up straight away by a young guy. He looked quite decent. I got in his Mazda and we drove back to his flat.

“You’re a good looking lady. I’m a little nervous. I don’t usually do this, but my girlfriend left me, and, you know, I don’t fancy being alone. I’m Paul by the way. Er…how much an hour?”

“I’m Michelle. Er, jeez, er, 40 pounds?”

“Er, okay. Here you go.”

I made him have a shower first, then he came back into the bedroom. I took my dress off. We laid down on the bed, and he started to feel my breasts.  I rubbed his penis. Then when his hand went down between my legs, he jumped, startled by what he found.

“You, you, you’re a transsexual????” He gasped.

“Er, yes, you didn’t know?”

“Well, I’m for women you see. I’m not in the slightest bit gay.”

“I see.” I said, standing, wanting to get out in case he turned violent.

“Wait, well maybe, you know, nobody will know will they?”

“’course not!” I said, sitting back down with a smile.

He started to rub my penis through my panties. I decided that I should help him a little, so I leaned over to kiss him. We kissed passionately as I rubbed his penis and he rubbed mine. We were both rock hard erect.

I sucked on his cock, then pulled down my panties. He slowly inserted his dick into me, and fucked me hard. He didn’t last long as he came up my ass less than a minute later, before he then kissed me. We laid together kissing and fondling each other, when he asked; “What’s it feel like, you know, to wear women’s clothing?”

“Believe it or not, it’s really nice. Do you want to try?”

“No, no, I was just asking.” But I could tell he wasn’t.

I lifted my panties and slid them over his legs. “There, that wasn’t so bad now was it.” I said rubbing his hard penis through the thin red silk. 

“No, it’s nice.” I put the rest of my clothes on him, and took some make-up out of my purse to put on him. He rubbed himself all over. “It feels great.”

“Okay, now shush and bend over.”

“Erm, okay.”

I lifted the rubber mini dress to reveal his ass and pulled the panties down to his knees. I took out some KY jelly and spread it on his hole, slowly inserting a finger.

“Do you like that?” I asked.

“Yeah, it’s nice.”

“Okay, I’m going to insert my penis now. It will hurt at first, but will feel okay later, okay?”

“Okay.” He was very nervous.

I pressed my penis into his hole. He gasped at first, then relaxed. He loved it. He begged for more and more. 

“Okay, Pauline, dear, I’ll give you more.”

I worked hard that night, bringing home nearly 400pounds. Marion and Jack sat me down and smiled at me.  “It was just a bit of fun.” Marion explained.  “You don’t need to do it again.”

For a moment, I sat silently, and then I said, “Don’t take this away from me.  Don’t turn nice.  I don’t want you to be nice to me.  I want you to make me feel like that slut I am.  Promise me you’ll never be nice to me again.”

“Baby, this is all just a game… I love you, but we can’t always…” She began, stroking my face.

“Yes, we can!” I argued.  “This is my life now, the one I want.  You do too, don’t you?”

“Well yes, but I didn’t know you wanted it so much.”

Jack put a hand on Marion’s leg. “Honey, if this is what the bitch wants, then that’s it for him.”

“I guess you are right.” Marion agreed.  “No stop words.  No way out.  You will be a whore for us forever.”

“Yes.  I promise.”

“Right, you little shit.” Jack snarled, slapping my face.  “You’ll be out every single night.  Now, drink my piss and then go to sleep.  Tomorrow you work again.”

Of course, we agreed that I would get none of the money.  Paul became a regular, to the point where I began to give him a discount. He now hires me twice a week, sometimes all night. He now has more female clothes than male, and likes me to call him Pauline all the time. 

I have a few punters like him, who didn’t realise I was really a man, but everyone of them decided to try it, and they always come back for more. Most I have converted and also have started to wear women’s clothes.

I no longer work as a maid, I am used for sex, kicked, pissed into and on, and ganged fucked at home. Marion now lives with three men, and they all fuck me senseless.

After some time, I suggested that Marion divorce me. At first, she was shocked and scared, but I promised her it was not so that I could leave her, but so that I would always be just a sissy slave to her. She agreed, so long as I signed a contract. I went one further and wrote an article of debt, which made me permanent indebted to her.

Now, I only have home and the punters. I am not allowed to go out during the day. If my masters and mistress go out, they tie me up and gag me. 

My parents and family have tried to call me, but Marion simply told them I have no interest in speaking to them, they haven’t called since.

It took some time, and it was brutal, but in the end, I love the shemale whore that I am.  I love that I work on the streets and truck-stops every night.  And I love Marion and Erica for turning me into the slut I am today.

The End


Carrigan’s Kinks

Susan Carrigan sighed as she dropped her handbag down on the table. She looked at the sparkling kitchen and smiled at how lucky she was to have such an attentive husband. On the way to the bedroom, she looked into her daughter Kathy's bedroom, only to find she wasn't home. 

"Hi honey." Susan said to Kevin, giving him a kiss. "I see that Kathy's out again. Is she with William again?" 

Kevin looked up from his crossword. "Yep, he came by for her earlier. She treats him terribly. Do this, do that. I don't know where she gets it from." 

"She's a goth, she likes that crap." Susan had spent a fortune on corsets and make-up for her eighteen year old daughter. Susan climbed on top of her husband. "So are we going to fuck tonight or not?" 

He smiled and put the paper aside. Then he quickly unbuttoned her blouse and reached in to feel her satin and lace covered breasts. He loved the fact she had massive but firm breasts; in fact, it always amazed him that she had managed to maintain her D cup breasts on a thin body, even after child birth. He was lucky to have the brunette; she was a former lingerie model who ended up opening up her own lingerie company when she was still very young. He had met her when she needed a marketing campaign. His was one of the companies which put in a bid for it. He lost the campaign but got the girl. 

Susan Carrigan kept her surname due to the association with her as a model, and with her stores, Carrigan's Lingerie, and when they married, Kevin took his wife's name. 

She sighed when she felt his five inch cock enter her. She enjoyed the sex but she never had an orgasm from it. Thankfully, Kevin would always finish her using his mouth or fingers, which was more than she felt she would ever need. She rode him, holding her left hand on his right shoulder and running her right hand through her long dark curly hair. Kevin began panting and soon enough he came inside her.  

Susan smiled at him, "that was lovely." She told him. 

"Your turn." He replied, pushing her onto her back. 

He began to lick her out, licking his own cum at the same time. It didn't occur to him that he was doing something that most men wouldn't. When he first did it, Susan was shocked, but soon grew to accept it as just something he did, and did very, very well. It took just a matter of a minute or two until she was crying out in orgasm, grabbing his hair and pulling his face deep into her pussy. 

"Oh, that was amazing." She breathed, just as she heard the front door slam. "Shhh," she told her husband, who didn't say a thing, "she's with William." Then Susan heard another female voice. "And she brought a friend." Kathy's bedroom door shut. "Hmmm. I'm not sure I approve of this." 

"She's eighteen." Kevin explained. 

"She's living under our roof." 

"She's experimenting, let her be. She'll grow out of it." 

"I hope so."  

They heard the sound of a whip, followed by, "get down on your knees, NOW!" For the next hour, Susan and Kevin were subjected to sounds of severe femdom as William was whipped, beaten, tied-up, and god-knows what else. Susan couldn't help but get wet listening to it. She turned Kevin to see if he wanted to fuck again, but found he was already fast asleep. She lifted her nightie and gently began to rub herself. 

Susan awoke the next morning and walked to the bathroom in a peach coloured silk, lacy mini-robe. Kathy's female friend, a tall thin blonde with medium sized pierced breasts, was just getting out.  

"Oh hello Miss Carrigan. It's good to finally meet you. I own loads of your lingerie." The girl said. 

"Thank you. And you are?" 

"Miranda. I'm Kathy's girlfriend?" 

"Girlfriend?" 

She smiled. "Yep, girlfriend. Although we're not exclusive." She said with a lingering smile. "If you ever want to go for a drink, I'd be glad to take you." 

Susan didn't return the smile. "Sorry, I'm not that way inclined." 

"Of course you are. All women are. Anyway, I'd best go. We need to take care of William." 

Susan's eyes followed the blonde, admiring the smooth tanned little ass. As Miranda opened the bedroom door, she saw her daughter dressed in a tight leather corset, latex stockings, and wearing a strap-on. She was fucking William, who was dressed in a pink satin corset, wearing black stockings, up the ass. Miranda turned around and looked Susan straight in the eyes. She held the door open and watched Susan's mouth open in shock. Kathy looked over at Miranda, then at her mom. She never once slowed down with her fucking, she just smiled. 

"Honey?" Keith called. "Are you finished in the shower?" 

Susan suddenly came down to Earth, just as Miranda shut the door, the sound of flesh slapping flesh as Susan's daughter fucked her boyfriend, still resonating through the door.  

"No, just going in." Susan replied, shutting the bathroom door and diving into the shower. Immediately her hand went to her sodden cunt and came within seconds. "I can't believe what I just saw." She whispered to herself. "I can't believe I want that." 

* * * * * 

Her Blackberry vibrated once on the conference room table. She picked it up and typed in her password. She opened up the SMS and received a surprise. 

'Hi Susan. I'm going 2 B in town 2day & wud luv 2 C U 4 lunch. R U able? Miranda' 

How the fuck did she get my phone number? She thought. She sent a text to Kathy. 

'Did you give my number to Miranda??' 

The reply came seconds later. 

'Yeah. Problem?' 

She didn't bother to reply to Kathy. Instead she put the phone down and listened to her distribution manager talk about why they needed to expand into new markets. However, she kept looking down at the mobile phone, until finally she quickly grabbed it and typed in a message. 

'Ok. 12:15, Portman Grill on Jersey Road.' 

She stared at the message, then cancelled it, moving it to drafts. Then she recalled it and pressed send, immediately regretting it, but at the same time feeling her pussy warm up and become wet. Part of her wanted Miranda to reply with a message telling her that she couldn't make it...the rest of her didn't really know what she wanted. 

'C U there ;)' 

Susan was nervous as she sat at the table in the expensive restaurant. She had selected a booth rather than a table, though she didn't exactly know why. 

"Hi." The soft voice said. Susan turned towards the voice and saw a figure of beauty. Miranda was wearing a tiny leather skirt, a red satin gypsy top, with a little corset, both of which finished just below her bosom, which seemed to be falling out of the top. Susan especially liked Miranda's shoes, black patent leather little ankle boots with a five inch heel. 

"Hello." Susan told her. Miranda kissed the 43 year old on the cheeks, before sitting next to her in the booth. 

"I'm so glad you agreed to meet me. I've always adored you. I saw some of your old modelling photos and you were always so sexy.  Still are." Miranda gushed. 

"Is that what you want to do? Modelling?" Susan asked her, half hoping the girl was just after advice. 

"Kind of. Not like you did though." 

"No?" 

"I want to do fetish modelling. You know, like Suicide Girls?" Susan didn't know. "I really want to start doing some fetish porn too." 

"How did you get into that?  The fetish stuff?" 

Miranda shrugged. "To be honest, your daughter got me into it. She lent me a book about femdom and stuff, and I fell in love with it. There's nothing better than seeing a man at your feet, begging to service you, or seeing him in tears as we torture or humiliate him." 

Susan pictured it and felt herself get even more wet. "I don't know if I could do that to my husband." 

Miranda held Susan's hands. She whispered. "Close your eyes and picture your husband, dressed in a black and white satin maid's uniform, on his knees, watching as you take a thick black cock, eight, nine inches long, into your cunt, it's pounding you in and out. Imagine forcing him to lick your lover's cum out of your pussy." 

Susan's eyes suddenly opened. "How did you know he did that?" 

Miranda blinked. "What?" 

"How did you know he licks me out after sex?" 

"He does?" Miranda smiled. "Erm, I didn't know, but that is the ultimate humiliation, getting him to eat cum. Better it to be someone else's though." 

Susan nodded. "Where would you come into all this?" 

Miranda's smile spread from ear to ear. "Anywhere you want me, but I have to tell you, I want you more than anything." 

They both heard a cough and saw a waiter stood there. "Are you ready to order?" 

They frowned and ordered. After, Miranda moved closer to Susan and rested her hand on Susan's leg. Susan went to move it, but instead grabbed her coffee. 'If I'm here, then I must be here for a reason. It's just a hand on my leg, and it does feel good.' 

"I have to get back to the office." Susan said. "I've got lots to do." 

"That's fine. Wanna meet again tomorrow?" 

"I can't, I have a lunch meeting." Susan saw Miranda's disappointment. "I can meet you on Friday though?" 

Miranda smiled again. "Great! I'll see you then. Actually, I may see you tonight." 

"Really? How come?" 

"I'm coming round to see Kathy and Willy." 

"Oh, right. Well, see you tonight then." 

* * * * * 

Kevin was snoring again. She was getting pissed off with it; she had to the listen to the sounds of sadomasochism and lesbian sex, and he slept. On top of that, she found herself jealous of her daughter.  

Susan got up and walked to the kitchen. She warmed up a glass of milk and poured in some whiskey and golden syrup. She looked down at herself and wondered what she was doing. 'I'm wearing my sluttiest lingerie. What am I expecting to happen?' The lingerie was a red satin with lace trim baby doll, matching thong panties with tie-up sides, and red stockings. She sighed, stood, and took her milk upstairs. She stopped outside her daughter's door. 'What should I do?' She thought, leaning against the wall and sipping her milk.  

All of a sudden she felt a pair of hands on her ass. One hand trailed up to her right breast and massaged it as lips kissed her neck. "Mmmm." She moaned. She turned around and was surprised to find it was her husband. "Oh, honey." 

"Who did you expect it to be?" He asked with a smile. 

"Oh, nobody, I'm just tired. What are you doing up?" 

"Toilet. You?" She showed him the milk. "Oh. Why were you standing here?" 

"I was just thinking about how fast our daughter grew up." She sighed. "Anyway, I'm going to bed." 

"Good night honey." He replied, going into the bathroom. 

As she entered the bedroom, she turned to look back at her daughter's door. It opened very slightly, and Miranda looked out. When she caught Susan's eyes, she smiled. She looked down Susan's body. Susan stood up straight and smiled. Miranda mouthed the word, "wonderful".  

They heard the bathroom door unlock. Susan darted to bed and Miranda shut the door. 

* * * * * 

Susan stared at the Blackberry and hoped Miranda would write, but she didn't. 'I did tell her I wouldn't have time.' She thought. 'God I have to see her.' 

'Hi Miranda, listen, I was thinking, why don't you come round for dinner tonight?' 

The reply came back seconds later. 

'Can't tonight :( Got a modelling job. I can meet u after though? What about ur husband?' 

'I meant dinner with us all...just dinner.' 

'Of course u did. :) I'd luv to b ur dessert.' 

That was pretty up front. Susan waited an hour before she replied. 

'I want to be your dessert too. Maybe I can arrange something, but not for tonight. Tomorrow meet me for lunch, at my house.' 

* * * * * 

"I'm taking the day off today hun." She told her husband. 

"Really? Well, you deserve it." He said. He gave her a kiss on the forehead before going downstairs to fix breakfast. 

After he left, Susan spent the morning picking what to wear. In the end, she put on a white silk bra, matching French knickers, suspender belt, and white lacy stockings. On top of all that, she put on a white satin camisole and a matching peignoir. The mixture of the shiny materials with the luscious lace was so sexy that she felt herself get horny just by looking in the mirror.  

She had just finished her make-up when the doorbell went. Opening the front door, she found Miranda stood there in a tiny white tank-top and a pink satin mini-skirt.  

Miranda pounced on the lingerie-clad Susan, slamming the door behind her. Susan couldn't believe the feeling going through her body as their tongues mashed together.  

"God I want you Susan." Miranda breathed into Susan's mouth. 

"I want you too Miranda." 

"You're so sexy."  

They got as far as the living room sofa. Miranda pulled down Susan's panties and began licking. "Fuck!" Susan called out, pulling Miranda to her and feeling her cum run down over the girl's face.  

Susan knew what was coming next and couldn't wait. She dived between Miranda's legs and tasted the shaved pussy. "Oh god, it tastes so good." She told the girl. Susan suddenly realised that this was what she was put on the Earth for. She loved the taste of pussy. 

The girls ended up making love all over the house, even her daughter's bedroom. Miranda knew where Kathy kept the strap-on. They took turns to fuck each other, with Miranda even fucking Susan up the ass. 

Towards the evening, Susan and Miranda lay in Kathy's bed, kissing and cuddling. 

"I don't want this to end." Susan said. 

"Why does it have to?" 

"Can we make it work?" 

"Look Susan, there's so much we can do. Don't worry." Susan began to get dressed. "Can I hang around here? I'll just say I was waiting for Kathy." 

"What will Kathy say?" 

"Kathy knows I'm here today, it's cool." 

Susan looked horrified. "You told her?" 

Miranda smiled and stroked the side of Susan's breast. "Don't worry, she's fine with it. She really likes the idea. Honestly." 

Susan sighed and shook her head. "What has my daughter turned into?" 

* * * * * 

Kathy had a very big smile on her face as she tore off a piece of chicken breast and fed it to William, who was kneeling at her feet. 

"William, you are more than welcome to eat at the table." Kevin told the boy. 

Kathy looked angry. "Don't tell my slave what he can and can't do!" She snapped. 

"Kath..." 

"Don't Kath me dad! You do not tell my slave what to do! Understand?" 

"Okay! Jeez calm down." 

Kathy turned to her mum. "Really mother, you must really learn to control the men in your life. Show some discipline around here." 

"Don't speak to me and your father like that." Susan said, without conviction. 

There was a silence. 

"So, mum, what did you get up to today?" Kathy asked with a smirk. 

Susan stared daggers at her daughter. "Er, nothing, just relaxing." 

"I bet you were." 

That night, once Keith was asleep, Susan decided she would speak to her daughter. She stomped over to the room, put her hand on the handle, and breathed in before opening it. 

"Kathy, I want to speak to you." She announced. 

"Close the door Susan." Miranda whispered. 

Susan took in the scene and decided it would be a good idea to close the door. Miranda was wearing the strap-on and was fucking Kathy. At the same time, Kathy was fisting William, who was dressed in a pink slip, wearing a blonde wig and make-up. Susan felt herself get wet again. 

Miranda stood up and walked over to her new girlfriend. She leaned into to kiss her but Susan pulled back. 

"Don't worry mum, I know about you both, it's fine." Kathy giggled. 

Susan took Miranda in her arms and they kissed deeply. Miranda pulled Susan down to the bed and pushed her down to her crotch. "Lick me." Miranda begged. 

Kathy looked over to see her mother licking away at her best friend. She took her hand out of William’s ass and moved over to her mother. She pulled open her mother's pussy and leaned in to begin licking. 

Susan jumped at the feeling. She turned to her daughter. "Kathy, what're you doing? I'm your mother." 

"Shhhh..." Kathy said, continuing to lick. 

Susan turned back to Miranda and continued to lick. Miranda began to moan as she felt her orgasm approach. Susan couldn't handle it anymore and came into her daughter's mouth. 

"I need a piss." Miranda said. "Slave, lie down."  

William lay himself on the floor as Miranda squatted over her and pissed. He drank it all down. Susan stared on in amazement.  

"I want to do that." She said, much to Kathy's amazement. "That has been one of my fantasies ever since I was young." 

Susan squatted over the young man and pissed. While she was doing that, Miranda put on a strap-on.  

"Susan, get up on the bed." She ordered. Susan did, and grinned as she felt the dildo line up with her cunt and push in.  

"Baby," she called out to Kathy, "come let mummy lick your pussy." Kathy smiled and lay in front of her. Susan dived into her daughter's cunt, lapping up the amazing taste. 

During the night, Susan even tried whipping William, fisting him, fucking him with a strap-on, and torturing his cock and balls. She loved it all and wanted to do it to her husband. 

"I need to work out how to do this to your dad." She told Kathy. "I may need your help eventually." 

"Sure, no problem." 

* * * * * 

"Where were you?" Kevin asked sleepily as Susan climbed into bed. He was facing the window, not looking at his wife. He didn't even notice that a third person was in the bed. 

"Was with Miranda and Kathy." She explained. "Miranda is going to sleep here with us." 

That got Kevin's attention. He turned around to see the beautiful blonde in the arms of his wife. The two were kissing.  

"What's going on here?" He asked, switching on the light.  

"Babe, go to sleep, we'll talk about it tomorrow." 

"Wha..." 

"Sweetheart, go to sleep, understand?" Susan told him firmly. 

He nodded and switched the light off, listening to the sound of lesbian lovemaking coming from next to him.  

"Please tell me what's going on?" He begged. 

Miranda took charge. "Shut up and go to sleep! Or we'll have to spank you!" 

He watched his wife make love to Miranda, and masturbated as she did. Miranda caught sight of his cock and whispered something to Susan. Both laughed. 

"What?" Kevin asked. 

"She said it's tiny." 

Kevin sighed and came. Ashamed, he turned over and went to sleep. 

* * * * * 

That weekend, Kevin had to look after to the two lovers as they made love all weekend. Over the following days and weeks, Susan began to spend more and more time in Kathy's room, and Miranda more and more in their marital bed, until one day when Kevin realised that Miranda had moved in without him even noticing. 

"Listen sweetie," he said to Susan one day, when they had a few minutes alone. "What's going on?" 

"I've just found a new sexual side of myself, and I want to live it. I'd love if you'll help me realise my fantasies." 

"Of course, but..." 

"But?" 

"Well, how far do you wanna go? We don't have sex anymore, and I just wank watching you make love to Miranda." 

"How much does it bother you?" 

"Well, it doesn't as such." 

"So where's the problem? I don't know if I want to have sex with you that much anymore. Is that a problem?" 

She knew he was too shy to complain. "No, of course you mean more to me than that." 

"I'm going to get you more involved. I promise." 

"Ok." Kevin was really confused. Had he just given up his right to sex? 

One night, Kevin listened to the sound of his wife in his daughter's room, with Miranda, William and Kathy. Part of him wanted to cry, and part of him couldn't have been more turned on. He just didn't understand why. Suddenly, he heard the door open. Susan walked in to the room holding a leather collar and a chain leash. 

"Strip." She ordered. He did, then Susan put the collar around his neck and attached the leash. "Down on all fours and follow me." She led him into the bathroom. "Get into the tub." He did and she unattached the leash. Then she picked up a pump bottle of Veet hair remover and rubbed it all over his body. "Leave that on for five minutes, then we'll scrape it off, ok?" 

"I didn't know you want me to lose my body hair, why didn't you tell me sooner?" 

"I didn't realise till now." 

"Can I ask what you have planned for me?" 

"You're going to help me realise a new business project, and I'll want you to run the marketing campaign for it, working for me." 

"Really? Wow, well, what is it?" 

"Lingerie for men." 

"Lingerie for men? What, like women's lingerie?" 

"Yes." 

"Do you think there's such a big market out there?" 

"I'm not talking about completely restructuring the company, just creating a new line for my stores. I think it'll work." 

"Ok, well how can I help?" 

"Well first of all, we're going to use you as our test dummy. Then I'll expect you to come up with a good market campaign." 

He shrugged. "If that's what you want, fine." 

She smiled at her husband and gave him a kiss on the cheek. "I'm really lucky to have you, I know that. Just the fact that you are putting up with my experimentation is proof of that. You know that whatever I do here, I never want to lose you. If I ever go too far, tell me, ok?" 

He returned the smile. "Look, I'm pretty confused with what's going on, but it doesn't mean I don't like it. We're not getting any younger. By the time we reach 60-65, we won't feel like experimenting anymore. So long as you are happy, that's good enough for me. Let's not take life too seriously." 

"You're the best. Now come on, let's get that crap off you and see how much hair came off with it." 

To their surprise, nearly all of it came off, and what didn't came off with a razor. She then rubbed moisturiser all over him and told him to get out. She reattached the leash and led him on all fours back to their bedroom. She handed him a pair of pink satin French knickers. He put them on without comment, surprised at the cool feeling of the material on his skin; it was something he felt he could get used to, even enjoying the feeling of the lace gently tickle his legs. 

Next Susan put a matching pink bra on him. It wasn't under-wired, instead the satin sat loosely on his skin, the pink lace edges running neatly up his chest to his armpits. Again, he was surprised to feel quite good in it. It felt restrictive, as if he had been tied up, but that just served to make him horny. He felt his cock grow inside the panties, tenting the loose shiny material. 

"Well somebody likes that." She commented, before slipping a pink satin with white lace trim nightie over him, letting the gown fall all the way to his feet. "Sit down and I'll put a little make-up on you, okay?" 

"If you want." 

She brought out his eyelashes with mascara, then put black eyeliner on him. She completed the eyes by putting pink shadow on him. She highlighted his cheekbones with rouge, and put some bright neon pink lipstick on his lips.  

She reattached the leash and led him to their daughter's bedroom. This time he didn't need to crawl. Kevin had never actually seen what went on in his daughter's room, only heard it. When he got inside and saw how William was getting fucked in the ass by his daughter, whilst at the same time sucking Miranda's strap-on, he felt his cock become rock hard. 

He turned to face his wife, who was busy strapping on a penis to herself.  

"Kneel down on the bed, pull your panties down and the nightie up." She told him, making the final adjustments.  

With nervous apprehension, Kevin did as he was told, burying his head in a cushion. He felt something cold and wet rub on his anus before the fingers entered him, pulsing in and out. Finally, they were removed. Susan put the dildo against her husband's anus and pushed in slowly. Kevin cringed in pain, feeling tears come to his eyes. He wanted to scream out to stop but he trusted his wife not to really hurt him, and sure enough the pain subsided and once the cock was all in, the pain became pleasure. An evening full of surprise pleasures seemed to peak for him; he couldn't believe how right it felt.  

Kevin listened to the slap, slap, slap of the skin to skin as he was fucked. He heard whispering and some shifting. His head was pulled up and in front of him was William and his erect four and a half inch cock. Kevin looked round at his wife with a pleading look in his eyes. She looked like a bitch in heat as she rammed the cock in and out. She looked directly in his eyes and nodded. 

Kevin turned round, shut his eyes and opened his mouth. He felt the warm cock enter his mouth and realised it wasn't such a bad feeling to have in his mouth; the head was soft like a cushion and the shaft was hard like a stick. The girls gently encouraged the boy to push in and out of Kevin's mouth. Kevin, who was starting to enjoy it, licked his tongue all around the shaft and head, trying to take down as much as possible. His attentions on William just meant that the boy would last a shorter time, and sure enough he came straight into Kevin's mouth. Kevin licked it all up and swallowed it down, surprised again to find another thing he enjoyed. 

The girls took turns fucking his ass before they became tired.  

"Honey," Susan said, "dance with William, you know, sexily." The girls all laughed and Kathy quickly put on a Sade CD. 

The two men in satin nighties stood up and danced together, rubbing their hands all over each other's body, nibbling on each other's neck and ears, kissing.  

"Now make love to each other." Kathy told them. 

Kevin and William twisted tongues in their mouths. They felt their hard cocks hit each other like swords. William gently pressed on Kevin's shoulders, pushing him to his knees. Kevin took the satin covered cock in his mouth, before lifting the nightie and feeling the warm dick in his mouth once again. He sucked on it before moving on to each testicle. "Turn around." William whispered.  

Kevin braced himself to feel a real cock in him, he was about to become officially bisexual. William's cock was actually a lot smaller than the dildos, but the feel of the real thing, warm and pulsating, up him was more than he could handle. He began bucking on the cock, wanting more in him. To his right he saw his wife licking his daughter's pussy as Miranda fucked her. The scene was amazing and beyond his wildest dreams. 

He encouraged William to fuck him faster and harder, fully aware that it would only make William cum faster, much to his disappointment, but he was in heat and needed cock. 

Kathy climbed over to her dad and began wanking him fast. William let out an almighty shout and Kevin felt stream after stream of warm cum fill his ass. As that happened, Kevin cried out and came in Kathy's hand. She took it up to her face, looking him square in the eyes, and licked it up, then she leaned in and kissed him, pushing the cum into his mouth. He spent a few minutes kissing his daughter, then swallowed the cum. 

That night, Kevin fell asleep in William's arms, in Kathy's bed. Susan and the girls went to sleep in the master bedroom.  

* * * * * 

"Try these." Susan told her husband. 

Kevin pulled the little red satin tap pants up his legs. His small cock and balls fit nicely into the bulge in the front of the knickers. "They fit." He told her, happy they did. 

"Okay, then put this on." It was a red satin and lace camisole. He put it on and found that whilst the little triangles over his 'breasts' were loose, they were flat, not bulging cups for breasts. 

"Perfect." He told her. 

Over the next few weeks, he spent a lot of time in the factory trying on new designs of sexy lingerie for men. Finally the lines were ready, and his job to begin the marketing began. He quit from his job and went to work for his wife full-time. 

The marketing campaign targeted magazines and billboards. Television was not really an option. It basically focused on muscular men dressed in the lingerie, stating how comfortable they felt. One or two of the adverts, in women's magazines, showed how manageable men became in luxurious women's lingerie, designed to fit men. 

Susan's stores, Carrigan's Lingerie, began selling the items in small areas of the stores. Soon enough, Susan began opening a new line of store called Carrigan's Kinks, which sold lingerie on the first floor, and dildos, whips, and SM items on the second floor.  

Kevin was actually very surprised at how well the lingerie sold to men. He supposed it helped that the shop assistants were trained to make the sale of such items completely normal and easy. The Kink shops caused a bit of controversy at first, but people soon began using them and they too began making money. 

Meanwhile, Kevin was beginning to wear lingerie all the time, and had just received his first sissy dress. His transition into slave to Miranda, Kathy and Susan happened in the blink of an eye. One evening, Kevin was serving drinks in his pink satin sissy dress, when the doorbell went. William was on the ground serving as a footstool. Kevin opened the door to three tall black men. 

"Hey there." The man was American. "I'm Simon, you must be Kevin?" He held out his hand. Kevin shook it, and looked very confused. 

"That's right. Can I help you?" Kevin replied, wondering who these people were and why they weren't shocked to see a transvestite answer the door. 

"Yeah, Miranda invited us over."  

"Oh, erm, ok, come in." 

"Thanks." 

They all took the time to shake his hand and smile as they passed by. 

"Hey Simon!" Miranda called out. "Thanks for coming." 

"No problem, happy to help. Is Kevin cool with this?" 

"He's been cool with everything so far, so I'm sure he'll be cool with this." She turned to Susan and Kathy. "So, Susan, Kathy, this is Simon, Dominic, and Tony, they're students over from the States and they've come to look after us." She said with a wink.  

Tony sat down with Kathy and gave her a deep kiss. Simon turned to Kevin. "Hey Kevin, I want to explain why we're here and basically just make sure you're cool with it." 

"Sure, go on." 

"Basically, Miranda explained about this whole domination and submission thing your wife is getting into, and she basically wants me to fuck her. Now, this isn't going to be just normal sex, this is a chance for your wife to bring you deeper into submission. However, I don't want to do anything that would cause you to leave your wife." 

Kevin nodded. "What else can I expect to happen?" 

Simon shrugged. "Lots of things; I can imagine your wife is gonna get a little insulting to you, don't know how into doing stuff with guys you are, but if you don't have a problem with anything, then with me anything goes." 

Kevin smiled. "I trust you. Please, enjoy my wife." 

With that, Susan smiled, stood, kissed her husband and said thank you, before turning to Simon and kissing him long and deep. Miranda and Dominic were already going at it, and Tony and Kathy were already gone with William. 

"Honey?" Susan said, turning to Kevin. "Show your new master why he's here." 

Kevin was confused again. "Excuse me?" 

"Your cock honey. Show it to Simon." 

"Oh, ok." He took it out and both laughed. Kevin was confused. "What's wrong with it?" 

Susan put a hand on his shoulder. "Oh honey, it's tiny." 

"Oh." Kevin looked downcast.  

"Don't worry honey. Your tongue is the best in the world. Nobody licks pussy like you." 

"Ok."  

Miranda took Susan and Dominic's hand. "Let's go upstairs." 

Upstairs, Susan helped Kevin strip off the dress, leaving him in his pink cami-knickers, stockings and slip. She pushed the blonde hairs of his wig out of his eyes and gave him a kiss. Then she stripped down to the sexy black luxury lingerie she was wearing and kissed the now naked black man, sucking on his muscular chest. 

He pulled her down to the bed, rolled onto his back, and pushed her head onto his soft cock. As soon as Kevin saw it, he understood what his wife meant; it was thick and long, and wasn't even hard yet. Susan began sucking on it as Simon had one hand on the back of her head and one behind his head. 

"Don't you wanna join us, sissy?" Simon offered with a smile. 

Susan took the cock out of her mouth and offered it to Kevin with a grin. Kevin looked over at Miranda and Dominic. He was stood up getting a blow job from Miranda.  

Kevin climbed onto the bed and tentatively took the now hard nine inch cock into his mouth. As he sucked it, Susan sucked on Simon's balls, then she began to alternate with her husband. 

"Ok sissy, time to take care of your wife. You can kneel down and watch." Simon told him. 

Kevin knelt down and watched as Simon put Susan on her back and slowly entered her with his monster cock. Susan moaned out loud and her eyes went blurry as she felt her cunt swell up like never before. 

"I've never had a cock as big as this in me, never." Susan moaned. "Sissy, your cock is never going near me again, this is too good. I'm going to want cock like this forever. You and your stupid little cock; worthless little cock. A teeny-weeny cock." Kevin looked down at his 'teeny-weeny' cock, which was now at full mast. 

Meanwhile, Miranda had repositioned herself behind Simon, and was now rimming him while Dominic was fucking her. 

"Slave, suck on my tits." Susan called out. 

Kevin repositioned himself and began sucking on Susan's massive breasts. Simon pulled on Kevin's hair and lifted him to his lips. The two kissed briefly, smothering Kevin's lipstick over his mouth. 

"Go get your nipple clamps." Susan told him. 

Kevin ran over to Kathy's room. In the room, he found Kathy kissing Tony whilst he was fucking William.  

"What do you want?" Kathy asked. 

"Sorry to interrupt you Mistress. I've just come for my nipple clamps." 

"Get them and get out, unless you want to join in here?" 

"Thank you Mistress. Mistress Susan is expecting me." 

He ran and got the clamps. 

In the master bedroom, Susan was getting fucked from behind. She told Kevin to sit in front of her as she attached the clamps and chain to his nipples, then she twisted the chain around her hand as she pulled him to her. He cringed in pain, fighting back the tears, as he watched his Mistress pant and bounce in front of him, until he saw her flush and her muscles tighten as she screamed out her first orgasm of many to come. 

"Stop, stop, I need a rest." She panted. "Slave, get on all fours." 

Kevin got on all fours and prepared himself. He was scared. It was one thing to have a 7 inch strap-on in him, but completely another to have the monster cock in him. He felt lubricant being put on him and looked to see who was doing it; he was surprised to find it was Miranda, who gave him a cheeky smile as she raised her eyebrows quickly.  

And then it began. He felt the tip of the cock press on his asshole, and is it did, he tried to open himself up. Finally, after some effort, the head went in and Kevin let out an almighty scream.  

Miranda tried to comfort him. "Just let him in. Soon you'll learn to love his gorgeous cock." She pulled his face down to lick her out. It was then that Kevin found Miranda's pussy was full of Dominic's cum. 

Kevin felt more and more of it enter him, until he thought it was pressing his insides. He felt Simon's skin touch his ass and that was when he realised that all nine inches was in him. 

Miranda moved out of the way from Dominic, who fed his cock into Kevin's mouth. 

The two black men spit roast the sissy transvestite slave, fucking him for nearly half an hour. Kevin didn't want it to end, it was like a dream come true.  

Dominic's penis began to jump in his mouth, and he moaned as Kevin's mouth was filled up with thick warm cum. Kevin tried to swallow it all down but couldn't manage it all as some began to dribble down his chin. He quickly scraped it up and put it in his mouth.  

"Yum." He gasped, as Simon continued to pound his ass. Ten minutes later Simon let out a cry and pumped a ton of cum up Kevin's ass. 

Whilst the men regenerated, Susan and Miranda got into a 69 and licked each other. Then the door opened and Kathy and the boys walked in. William knelt down next to Kevin and put his hand on Kevin's stocking covered leg. Tony's cock was standing to attention, so he pushed it into Susan's asshole, causing her to cry out in pain. Meanwhile, Dominic was hard again. He bent Kathy over and had her hold on to a nightstand as he fucked her from behind.  

Simon stood in front of Kevin and William. "Get to it girls." He told them. They leaned forward and began to lick his cock and balls. Simon grabbed Kevin by his hair and the wig, and rammed his cock into his mouth and fucked Kevin's face hard. He ordered William to get behind and rim him. The whole room was filled with moaning.  

By the morning, Kevin and William were full of cum. Kevin, who was asleep on the floor with William, was woken by his wife.  

"What's up honey?" He asked her. 

"I need a piss." Susan told him. 

"So? Go." 

"Ok, lie back." 

"Err, what?" 

"Lie back and open your mouth." 

Kevin was confused until she squatted over his mouth and released the warm piss into his mouth.  

"Oh I need some of that." Dominic said, standing up and aiming his cock at Kevin's mouth once Susan was finished. In the end there was a queue for the 'toilet' as they each used Kevin's mouth for their piss. 

* * * * * 

"We have a night to ourselves tonight." Susan told her husband as he finished washing the dishes after dinner. He knelt down at her feet and she stroked his wig covered head, admiring him in the black and white satin maid's outfit. 

"Does that mean we can have a normal night tonight Mistress?" He asked her. 

She smiled. "There'll be no more normal nights slave. But I do have a plan for tonight." 

"What Mistress?" 

"Come upstairs. Today I want to do a few piercings on you." 

"Piercings Mistress?" He asked in fright. 

"Yes slave, to start with." 

Once they got upstairs, she ordered him to strip. Once naked, she unpacked the first needle and lined it up with his left nipple, then she pushed it in. He bit his tongue and cringed, hoping the pain would pass. She left the plastic tube in and used it to pull the bar in. Then she repeated the process for his right nipple, then his ears and one ring in his eyebrows. 

Hold out your tongue. Kevin held out his tongue as she grabbed it with what looked like barbecue tongues. In the hole, she pushed a needle, which was follow by a gold stud in its place. 

"There. The top half done, now the bottom half." 

"Bottom half?" 

Using what looked like a carpet needle, Susan pierced his belly button, putting in a ruby red stud. Then she pierced his cock head with a curved stud in the head. Kevin was most nervous about that one, but found that apart from the initial pain, it didn't hurt much at all. Finally she put two rings in his scrotum. 

"The next thing we'll do will hurt, a lot, but you'll do anything for me won't you baby?" She asked him. 

"Yes Mistress." 

"Come downstairs then." She said, grabbing a metal bar from a bag and some antiseptic.  

Downstairs, they stood by the gas stove. She lit it and took the metal bar out and held it in the flames. "Bend over and show me your ass." 

"Oh my god baby, I don't know if I can handle that." 

"Suck it up bitch!" And with that she pressed the branding iron on his ass.  

"Argh!!!!" He screamed, panting afterwards. She put antiseptic on the burn and his piercings, putting him in more pain. "What will it say?" 

"Just SC. I want to get you tattooed too, but not today. Today I have other plans." 

"What?" 

"I want to test your resolve." 

"How?" 

"I'm glad you asked. Come up to Kathy's room." He followed her up to her daughter's room, where she dug up several types of whip and canes. She then gagged him with a ball gag, and tied him to a hook on the ceiling. 

She picked up a bull whip. "I hope you're ready, because this is gonna hurt so much." With that, she begun whipping his back. He screamed into the gag. She gave him thirty lashes.  

Susan tried every whip she could. By the time Kathy and Miranda got home, Kevin's back and ass was dripping with blood. He had passed out on the hook. Susan left him there and made love to her daughter and Miranda. 

* * * * * 

"Is this absolutely necessary?" Kevin asked. 

They were sat in the doctor's surgery waiting for their appointment. Susan and Miranda were with Kevin. They had convinced him to start taking hormones, and eventually get breast implants. 

"I want this, slave. Please." Susan begged. 

"Ok. I'll do it." 

So the doctor set him on a course of hormones to help his body develop into a more female form. Six weeks later, he went in for breast implants to take him up to E cup breasts. Over time, he went in for more plastic surgery to have facial work, vocal cord work, and liposuction on his male belly, all paid for by his rich wife. By the time he was finished, he found he looked a lot like Pete Burns, not something he wanted at all, but for some reason it turned his wife on. 

Once he was healed, Kevin sat down with Susan and Miranda. 

"So, how do you want to do this?" Kevin asked. 

Susan nodded. "I've thought about this. As part of the divorce, I will include a clause which states that if for any reason you leave me, or I leave you, then you will get all of my business, and all the money I have. That should be enough to convince you how much I love you." 

"Then why do you want a divorce?" 

"Because I also love Miranda, and I want this to be your ultimate humiliation, not my husband, but my full time slave. If people ask, I'll be able to tell them you used to be my husband, but I divorced you for Miranda." She could see he was getting turned on, so she leaned in to his ear, and smilingly said, "and I can tell them I did it to screw around on you, to fuck who I like because your sissy cock isn't big enough to satisfy a mouse. You know how I'm famous, well I swear that if you give me this divorce, and agree to everything I said, and stay with me, then I will humiliate you in front of camera, I'll tell the whole world on live TV." 

Kevin suddenly came in his knickers. "Ok. I'll do whatever you want." 

And so he signed the divorce, and in its place he signed an agreement to be the permanent slave of Susan and Miranda Carrigan, who were married the day after the divorce was final.  

Kevin loved the honeymoon...but that is another story... 

The End


The Business Trip

The plane journey to London was uneventful, a bit choppy, but otherwise fine. I decided to make my trip a working holiday and convince my boss to give me the following week off. Two days for the World Travel Market then twelve holiday days. 

It would be the last year at the Earl's Court venue, which was a shame; I always enjoyed it there. But anyway, to work! I had to somehow try to sell our services as a web design agency. 

Wednesday was quite good. I made a lot of contacts and had a lot of possibilities, however, it was not until Thursday that something good happened. 

"Ah hello." I said to the man. "I see you operate in the US. Do you have a website at all?" 

"Yes I do." The man stared oddly at my nametag. "Gary? Gary Richter? Do you write stories on the Erotica board?" 

"Erm…yes I do. Have we spoken before?" 

"Yes, by email. My name's Jason; I also write stories there. I wrote to you once." He said, smiling. I remembered! 

"Yeah! Sorry, hi! How are you?" 

"Not so bad. What are you doing here?" 

"Trying to sell websites." I said. "Don't want one do you?" 

"Sorry, we just had ours redesigned. But I'll keep you in mind. What are you doing after the show?" 

"Nothing I suppose. Back to the hotel, then begin my twelve days of holiday." 

"Well, you have to come round to my hotel for a drink with me and the wife. We're also making this a holiday. We leave in two weeks." 

"Sure. Well I'll meet you after the show and we can share a taxi!" 

"Great, say…erm…five-thirty?" 

"See you then!" 

I felt good to meet someone I knew, well, sort of knew. I didn't know anyone else in London. I walked round some more of the show and at five-thirty I met Jason. We shared the taxi home. He told me he already spoke to his wife and told her I was coming. 

"Come up to the room with me and let me get changed. Then we can go down to the bar if you like." 

"Okay." 

He opened the room door, and called out. "Sarah. Are you here?" 

"Just a moment honey. I'm in the bathroom." 

"Take a seat." He said.  

Sarah came out of the bathroom. She was dressed in patent leather trousers and matching tank-top. 

"Hi! I'm Sarah. I've read your stories. Nice." 

"Thanks." 

"Are they true?" 

I laughed. "I wish! No. None of them are. One of them, the one about the flatmate, that almost came true, but none of us had the guts." 

"So you've never been with a guy?" 

"Nope." 

"That's a shame. Well anyway, I liked your stories a lot! And so did Jason here." 

I just smiled, embarrassed by all the attention. 

She continued to speak. "So what's the plan?" 

Jason shrugged. "Well, we can go down to the bar and have a couple of drinks, or we can sit up here and order drinks. Up to Gary here." 

"Whatever you two want to do, it's up to you." 

Jason looked at Sarah. "Well I'm happy to stay up here if you are?" 

"Yeah, fine by me." She replied. 

So we ordered drinks and talked. It was gone ten when I started on the non-alcoholic stuff. 

"So going back to your stories Gary. You wrote those ones about forced feminisation, but have you every tried on woman's clothes?" said Sarah. 

I blushed and smiled. "Heh. Yeah, once or twice." 

"Did you like it?" 

"Yeah, it felt nice. More probably because it felt like something kinky." 

"Do you want to try some of mine?" 

I almost choked on my drink. "Erm, no, but thanks for the offer." 

Sarah got up and went to the bathroom. When she came out she was wearing latex gloves and was carrying a paddle. 

"Maybe I should force you to do it." 

I looked over at Jason to see he was smiling. I relaxed a little, seeing that Jason was okay with everything. "Yes, maybe you should." 

She pulled me up and made me take off my trousers and underpants. Then she paddled my ass repeatedly. I heard Jason undress and began to worry. I remembered him telling me he was bi-sexual, but I had never tried it. I wanted to but at the same time I was scared. 

Jason walked over to his wife and kissed her. He was totally naked and looked like he worked out. He was actually really sexy…for a guy. He then pulled her away and whispered something into her ear. She smiled, nodded and walked into the bathroom and closet. 

"Come up here onto the bed Gary." He said to me as he patted the covers. I took off the rest of my clothes and sat next to him. He started to massage my shoulders; it felt amazing. "I actually discussed this with my wife this afternoon. You said you were staying for another two weeks, right? Well I'd like you to stay with us. We're actually going to rent a holiday apartment on Baker Street tomorrow so we're not disturbed. What do you think?" 

"That's cool. I'd love to spend my holiday with you guys, but what did you have in mind?" I felt his hands move down my body and start to play with my nipples. He slid behind me and I felt his rock hard 9-inch penis press against my lower back.  

"Well, we both know how we are all sexually charged. Hell, my wife more than anybody. But she and I are the dominant type. Now, for tonight, I thought we could just have a normal night making love, just fooling around and stuff. Then from tomorrow you can be our slave for the duration. Sex slave of course. What d'you reckon?" 

I thought about it. A sexual holiday. It could be very fun, and these guys were amazing people. Why not? "Okay. Sure." 

"Good." Was his last word as he pulled my head back so he could kiss me. I realised my dick was rock hard as he grabbed it and started to tug it. Our tongues interlaced for a while then he pulled away from me. "Honey," he shouted to his wife, "he's agreed." 

"Great!" She said, as she walked out wearing a sexy red with black lace and lace-up bustier, with matching suspenders but no knickers. She walked over to me and kissed me full on the lips. She picked up a lipstick from the bedside cabinet and applied some to her lips, then she leaned over, and put some on me. "Jason likes the feel of lipstick when our lips are kissing, so you can have some as well. Do you like that?" 

I shrugged. "Yeah, sure, it feels good." 

"Okay. We can put more make-up on you later. Let's just have fun for now." She pulled me away from Jason and put his penis in her mouth and expertly blew him. Then she pointed it at me. I kneeled down and put it in mouth. I sucked on it exactly how I would want it to feel, then passed it back to Sarah. 

"God, that's amazing." Jason said, as I sucked him again. As I sucked, I stared into Sarah's eyes, which were watching me the whole time. 

"You finish him." She told me, as she sat her pussy on his face, and watched me. I watched Jason's tongue dart all over her clit while I sucked away on Jason's dick. 

"Ah! I'm coming." Shouted Jason, as he bucked his dick right to the back of my throat and came. I swallowed for dear life, and rubbed him to get more out. 

"Oh that's so beautiful, OOOOHHHH!!!!!!" Sarah screamed out her orgasm. 

We repositioned ourselves. Jason said he needed time to recharge. Sarah lay down and told me to lie next to her. She grabbed my hand and put it on her right breast. I started to rub it through the red satin material. 

"Do you like how it feels?" She smiled and asked. 

"You have wonderful breasts. Nice and big." I replied. 

"Thanks, but I meant my underwear." 

I started to blush again. "Oh. Erm, yes, very nice." 

"Oh come on. I know you have a fetish for lingerie. I bet you wish you had this on right now, don't you?" 

I dropped my head. "Yes." I meekly replied. 

"Don't worry man." Said Jason. "Later, you can try them all on, and we can get you dressed up like a proper little slut, okay?" 

I nodded. Sarah pulled me on top of her. I put my rock hard cock enter her pussy as I started to fuck her slowly. Behind me, I felt Jason's fingers rub my asshole. Then I felt him apply lubricant. I moaned in pleasure as his index finger entered me. Suddenly, the finger was pulled out, and Jason's hard penis was at my hole. He pushed slowly. I felt the head pop in, and I screamed out as a bolt of pain hit me. 

"We truly do have a virgin here sweetheart." He informed his wife. 

"Break him in good Jase." She replied as I tried to push further inside her. 

I felt Jason push more and more of his dick in me. Within a few seconds, the pain was replaced by a feeling of being filled up. I felt his pubic hair touch my buttocks. 

He started to pull out then push in. We built up a slow rhythm as I fucked Sarah and Jason fucked me. Soon we were going at it like animals. I had my face next to Sarah's and Jason had his hands on the headboard. We were both pumping to the second. In and out. I looked back at Jason on his knees, bottom going forward and backward at tremendous rate. 

"OH GOD!!!!" Sarah came, and quickly pulled away from me. Jason pushed me forward so he could get a better hold of the headboard. I noticed Sarah had the video camera out and was filming us. "This is so sexy!" She said. 

Jason spun me around so I was on my back and continued to pump in and out of my hole, still holding the headboard. I could believe anyone could move so fast, he must have been well fit! He stopped and dropped his lips down to my lipstick-covered lips. 

"I need a breather for a few seconds. While I'm fucking you, masturbate, okay?" He said. 

"Sure." I replied. 

We kissed, tongues mingling. Then he grabbed the headboard again. 

"Ready?" 

"Yep." I replied. 

He started pumping in and out of me again, this time with fresh energy, he seemed faster than before! I rubbed my dick for all my might. Then I came all over his chest and stomach. 

I felt Jason increase speed, he flung his head back and gave one last severe ram up my ass, further than it went before, and I felt his hot cum shoot all the way up me. He collapsed next to me and we kissed. Sarah joined us. 

"So what did you think of you first ass-fucking?" She asked. "As good as you wrote?" 

"Fuck! Much better than I ever imagined!!! That was the best thing to ever happen to me." We all laughed. 

"Well," said Jason, "there'll be more where that came from, from me and from Sarah's dildo!" 

"First, let's get you kitted out in some nice underwear." Announced Sarah. 

She literally dressed me up in the same thing she was wearing, satin red bustier with black lace trim, and a lace-up front. However, she didn't seem happy with it and told me to take it off and go into the shower. 

I spent about ten minutes in the shower, when Sarah came in with two tubes of hair remover. She rubbed it all over my body, even my face, except my head. Fifteen minutes later, she used the plastic knife to scrape the cream off me, followed by a shower to get the rest off. She then rubbed baby-oil all over me to stop a reaction. I was completely free of any body hair! 

"That's much better. Hey, you know what?" She asked. 

"What?" I replied. 

"You really have a feminine body. Your legs are perfect, long thin, yet curvy, just like models legs, and you have a small bottom, and a flat tummy." 

"Well thanks. At least I'll like good for you and Jason." 

"Yeah. You're gonna look sexy in that underwear now. And I have the perfect wig for you to wear!" 

I put the bustier and stockings back on, but left off the panties just as Sarah had done. Sarah then applied plenty of foundation and makeup to my face, and then the dark brown, long straight wig. She adjusted the wig so that a few of the hairs fell forward over the left side of my face. She turned me to face the mirror. 

"Tada!" She said. "What do you think?" 

I was in shock! "Fuck me I'm sexy! Wow. Even my eyes look sexy." 

She suddenly remembered something. "Eyebrows. I forgot to pluck your eyebrows!" She thinned them out, pulling away at them; it was very painful indeed. However, when she'd finished, I looked even better. If it wasn't for my long thick seven and a half inches between my legs, you wouldn't have known I was a man! 

"Come on, let's see what Jason thinks." She said, walking with me into the bedroom. 

Jason was sat on the bed waiting. I watched as his erection instantly returned. "WOW!" He said. "I want a piece of that!" 

"Nope." Said Sarah. She was strapping on a long thick black dildo, and inserting something into her pussy. "She's mine first. But you can suck her cock while I fuck her ass." 

"Sure!" 

Sarah positioned me onto the bed, hands gripping the headboard, bottom sticking out. Sarah got behind and rubbed lube on my hole and on her dildo, the placed her left hand next to mine on the headboard and used her right hand to guide the fake cock into my ass. Once the head was in, she put her right hand next to mine and began to push the cock up me. 

At the same time, Jason had slid under me and began slowly sucking my cock. Sarah didn't fuck me with such speed and strength as Jason, but she was slow and passionate, all the time sucking and kissing my neck. 

Sarah began to increase the pace. I could see in the mirror she was looking down and concentrating on her fake dick up my ass. Her orgasm was starting. She flung her head back and pulled hard on the headboard as she pumped faster and faster up my ass. She screamed in delight. "This is wonderful!" I could feel my orgasm coming. Just as Sarah climaxed, I came in Jason's mouth; cum dribbled down his cheek as what seemed like pints came out of me. 

We all collapsed on the bed, exhausted. What a night! I told Jason and Sarah that I should go back to my hotel and pack.  

"I'm sure the management here wouldn't like an extra person in the room without paying, anyway." 

They smiled. "Yeah, true." Said Jason. He kissed me on the lips, as did Sarah. "Well keep the underwear on under your normal clothes. Sarah will give you the address of the apartment and we'll meet you there at ten?" 

"Okay. I'll go and wash this makeup off." 

"Sure." 

I went to the bathroom and washed up. Then I got dressed and made to leave. Jason and Sarah met me at the door. 

"It was an enjoyable night." Said Sarah. "I'm looking forward to your first day as our sex slave tomorrow." 

"Me too." I said, meaning it. 

They both gave me long deep kisses, and I left their hotel, officially a bi-sexual transvestite sex slave. 

It was on the Underground back to my hotel that I finally came to my senses and realised I was wearing a white shirt. My suit jacket covered most of my underwear, but if one were paying close attention then one would notice the red and black quite clearly. 

A young man was sitting opposite me. He didn't once look at me however. But at the next stop he got off, only to be replaced by a sexy young woman. She sat reading a magazine, then suddenly dropped it to her legs and looked straight at my chest. Oh fuck! I thought. She looked up at my face, and then moved next to me. 

"Are you wearing women's underwear?" She asked in a whisper. 

I got nervous. "Erm…yes." I gulped. 

"That makes me so horny. Thank you." 

"Oh, er, you're welcome." 

She moved back opposite me and just stared. She got off at the same stop as me. In fact, she came back all the way to the hotel with me. In the lift, she spoke again. 

"It seems we're in the same hotel. Were you at the Travel Market?" 

"Yes, I was." 

"Do you want to come back to my room and fuck?" It was a direct offer, and I gave a direct reply. 

"Yes." 

Back in her room she and I stripped. However, she told me to leave the underwear on. "I want to feel it." She'd said. 

She than put on her own bustier, a black one, then she sat her pussy on my rock hard cock. She rocked back and forth on the cock, at the same time feeling the satin against my body. 

"God, I've always wanted to fuck a transvestite." I didn't have the heart to tell her that I wasn't actually a transvestite. "Once I've come, I'll do your arse, okay?" 

"Yeah," I said between breaths, "sure." 

Her hand movements over my satin covered chest and stomach were quicker and quicker as she brought herself to an orgasm. "OOOOOHHHHHHHHH!!!! That was amazing. Quick, let me get my strap-on." 

She put on a very large black strap-on dildo; it had to have been eleven inches long and very thick. She rubbed Vaseline all over it, and inside my arse as far as she could go. Then she made me go on all fours and she place the dildo at my entrance and pushed it right in without stopping. It felt like it was all in but she told me it was only about eight inches in. It felt amazing as she rocked back and forth; I really felt I was bi-sexual now, as I really loved the feeling of dick up my arse! 

I clenched down on the dildo with my ass muscle as I shot cum all over her bedclothes. She continued to fuck my ass until she reached an orgasm, and it took her ages. I had sort of lost my appetite for anal sex and it started to be uncomfortable, but she carried on until she came. 

We didn't once kiss. I just gathered my clothes, said bye and ran across the landing to my room, hoping nobody would see me covered in dry cum and dressed in women's underwear. I didn't even get her name. 

In the morning I showered and put the underwear back on. I dressed in a loose fitting t-shirt and a thick sweater, took my things and went to Baker Street. As promised, Jason and Sarah were waiting for me.  

"Are you wearing your underwear?" Sarah asked on the way into the apartment. 

"Yes Mistress." I replied. 

"Very good reply." She said. "Well for your duration with us, we can't call you Gary if you are going to be a transvestite, what name would you prefer?" 

I thought about it. "Julia, Madame." I replied. 

"That's a nice name. So Julia it is then. Come with me and I'll give you clothes to wear." 

I followed Sarah into the large bedroom. She dressed me up in a fresh bustier, this time dark blue, with matching dark blue panties and dark blue suspenders. She then gave me a blue rubber micro-skirt to put on.  

"We'll leave it like that. Seeing the top of your lingerie makes you look even sexier. Now let's put some makeup on you and the wig, pierce your ears and maybe even your nose and tongue, and paint your nails." So we did, and she did end up piercing my left nostril and tongue too. "It'll be good for oral." She explained. "We'll have your belly button pierced tomorrow." 

"Okay." 

We went back into the living room to find Jason was gone somewhere. Sarah explained he'd gone to get some porn movies. 

"Well, you can lick my pussy while he's away." So I got between her legs and licked her sweet pussy till she came in my mouth. "Very good slave." 

I almost cringed when my mobile phone went off. I fished it out of my back and picked it up. "Hello?" 

"Hello Gary? This is Kelly, we ahem met yesterday?" The familiar voice said. 

"Oh hi. How did you get this number?" 

"One of your business cards fell out of your suit yesterday. I was wondering if we could meet again?" 

"Oh, I'm afraid I can't anymore. I'm with friends on holiday in London." 

"Well, maybe we could all meet together? Are they transvestites too?" 

"Er, not exactly. Well, I suppose it's okay to tell you. I am going to be sex slave to an American couple here in London for the next couple of weeks." 

There was a long silence. "Oh, my, god! Are you serious?" 

"Yes." Sarah looked at me puzzled. 

"Can you put one of them on the phone?" I handed Kelly over to Sarah. 

"Hello. Sarah speaking." Sarah asked. 

"Hi, I'm Kelly. I met Gary last night. We slept together. I'd be interested in being your sex slave too. If that's okay?" 

Sarah covered the mic and looked at me.  “Is she hot?” She asked quietly. 

“Very.” I whispered. 

Sarah dropped her hand.  "Yeah, sure! That'd be great. Come on round." Sarah gave the address and talked some more, then hung up. She pointed to me, got up and picked up a large studded leather paddle. "You! Over my knee! NOW!" 

She lifted my skirt, pulled down my panties and paddled my ass really hard over and over again. 

"THAT'S FOR SLEEPING WITH OTHER WOMEN WITHOUT MY PERMISSION! BITCH!!!! YOU WHORE!!!! YOU FUCKING TART!!!" She screamed. Tears ran down my eyes as I came suddenly on her PVC skirt. "Lick that up!" 

"Yes Mistress." I licked up my cum and completely licked clean her skirt. 

As I was licking the skirt, I heard Jason come in. 

"That's how I like to see my women, ass in air!" He said, as he pulled his hardening dick out and began to stroke it hard. Mistress Sarah directed my head to her pussy, and I licked. Moments later I felt Jason's penis enter me. Oh it felt so good to have a penis in me again. He wrapped both arms around me and leaned in as one of his hands pumped my dick. He pumped my dick and thrusted in and out of me like a mad dog.  

"Oh yes master, fuck my little girly ass." I said. The doorbell went and Sarah got up to answer it. Master Jason put me over the arm of the sofa and continued to fuck my ass. 

"Jason?" Jason looked up at Sarah who had walked in with Kelly, but he didn't stop fucking me like a mad man. "This is slave Kelly." A massive smile formed on Jason's face. Kelly didn't look at him. She just stared at me in a wig and women's clothing being bum-fucked like a gay fuck-toy. 

"OH!" She shouted as her legs quivered. Cum ran down her legs.  

Seeing this sent Jason over the top and started to ram my ass harder than ever before. Suddenly, my insides were filled with hot cum. Jason collapsed on my back. 

This was only the beginning of an amazing adventure. 

Jason told me to fuck his arse while Sarah took Kelly to get changed. When they returned, Kelly had a studded collar around her neck, had her nipples pierced and was dressed in a similar bustier to the one I was dressed in. She’d also allowed her tongue and nose to be pierced. 

Sarah sat in the armchair opposite us and opened her legs to Kelly's tongue.  

"So Kelly and Julia, our slaves. Here are some rules." Sarah said, while having her pussy licked. "You will be our slaves for the next two weeks. You won't be cooking or cleaning, anything like that, but you will service us sexually whenever we want. If either of you two want more sex, tell us and we'll tell you if we want it too. If we don't, then you may service each other. Whenever we aren't fucking, you will both wear butt-plugs. Kelly, you will wear special panties which fill both your holes, okay?" 

Kelly nodded while she licked. 

"Good girl. Now Julia, you will stay in women's clothes, even when we take you out okay?" 

"Yes Mistress." I said. 

"I also want you to stay free of hair, keep your make-up looking good and tomorrow I want to buy you some false breasts. You have a fairly large wardrobe as well. Plenty of sexy clothes and underwear." 

All this talk was too much for me and I soon creamed Jason's insides. Sarah told Kelly to put her strap-on on, she wanted to watch her fuck my arse. Kelly attached the large tool and walked over to me. Sarah got her video camera and sat with Jason filming us as Kelly fucked my now very open hole. 

The next day, I dressed up in another satin bustier and on top of that a latex mini-dress. Kelly wasn't wearing any underwear except for some red self-hold fishnet stockings. She wore a red rubber micro-skirt, which didn't quite reveal her pussy but left about an inch of bare skin visible over the stockings. She wore a matching rubber short tank top.  

As promised, we went out on the town. We stopped off in a tattoo parlour Sarah had called earlier. The female artist inside was good-looking but a little on the butch side.  

"These two are here to have their belly-buttons pierced. Also, Julia here needs his nipples piercing." Said Sarah. 

"Sure. I'll do this lady's first." The woman took Kelly by the hand and led her to a doctor's examining table. She used a type of bent needle to pierce her belly. Then she slid a type of gold sleeper into it. "There, all done." The woman reached down and started to rub Kelly's pussy. "Now, shall I pierce this cute little clitty?"  

Sarah seemed to think about it awhile, while the woman continued to rub. "Yes, go for it, pierce her labia too." 

So three rings went into Kelly's pussy, one in her clit, and one in each side of her pussy.  

Next, I was told to completely undress. Once I was undressed, the woman repeated the belly piercing, this time on me. Then she pierced my nipples. I received four more in each ear and a chain between an earring and a nose ring. Then she pierced my left eyebrow, which had already been plucked. Luckily nothing went lower down. 

I dressed again, feeling quite sore from the piercing. We left the shop and followed our Master and Mistress to what looked like a doctor's surgery. I began to get nervous.  

"Ah, you must be here with Julia?" The old nurse asked. 

"Yes," Sarah said, "Here she is." She pulled me across. 

"I see. Now, you want him to receive an injection to allow larger objects into his anus, correct?" 

"Yes, as I explained on the phone, this is our sex slave, and we want to perform fisting on her, so we thought it would be best she have her muscles relaxed." 

"Yes I agree. And would you like the same for the other lady?" 

"Yes, her too. And on Julia, I'd like her to have that modern implant technology. Just a bit to give them some shape." 

"You mean the gel injection? Yes certainly, but with that we can only do up to a larger B size." 

Sarah nodded. "That'll be fine." 

I turned to Sarah. "I can't have implants!" 

"Don't worry. It's a type of gel that is injected in, but it can be removed just as easily." 

I decided to trust her. I could put up with having breasts for two weeks. 

The nurse directed me to a table and laid me down. Moments later, a door opened and a beautiful female doctor entered. She couldn't have been more than 28 years old. She had long black hair and the stature of a model.  

"Okay, Julia. First thing I want to tell you. This is a private clinic for special cases like this. We serve women who are forcibly feminising a male. You have no rights or respect here. Do you understand?" The doctor asked. 

"Yes doctor." 

"Good. I will kindly ask you not to speak about this place to anyone. Anything that happens to you is the business of your Mistress, I only do my job, okay?" 

I gulped and nodded. 

The nurse appeared with some instruments and a number of varying sized syringes.  

"Turn over." 

So I turned over leaving my arse in the air. I felt a needle prick into the ring of my arsehole. Then some cream rubbed all around the hole. 

"Okay, I've given her full control over the muscle so there are no embarrassing accidents, at the same time, you'll be able to place anything inside, the size of a male fist. Next I'll insert this butt-plug. It should stay there for at least thirty minutes. It'll push the bones into the correct position allowing permanent access, and improved posture." 

"Doctor," I asked, "when you say permanent…?" 

"I mean, forever. If you put anything in there, it should go in without too much discomfort to you."  

I felt the butt-plug slide in. It was massive, I thought it would never end. It turned out that it was 13 inches long, and 5 inches in diameter at the largest part. I was in severe pain but the doctor said that was the reason for it being so big. Eventually my arse will become used to objects that size and my arse will act like a pussy. 

"Turn on to your back." I did. I then had an injection into my belly button. "That'll contract your stomach muscle to give your belly button that feminine shape." And she was right. Within seconds my stomach went flat and hard and my belly button became the type of vertical that most women had, making my piercing look even cuter. "Okay, and finally the breasts." Under each nipple, she injected a pink fluid and then a blue fluid. I felt my nipples swell. Within minutes I had breasts. Not massive breasts, just B sized large handfuls. "Come back tomorrow if you want more put in. That is the most I can do for one day." She said to Sarah, who nodded. "Tomorrow we can make them E sized. Then when you want them out, I can remove them with a special agent.  Alternatively, we have a setting agent.  As discussed, this is a trial treatment.  We will need your slave to sign a consent to being part of the control group." 

“We understand.” Jason stated. 

I felt my new breasts; they felt real; it was unbelievable. The doctor explained that they are only temporary, and last a maximum of six months, unless removed sooner, or they could have a setting agent added to make them permanent. However, she assured me they 100% safe. She said that tomorrow I would have them expanded to size E and then the day after to size G.  

Next, Kelly laid down. She had the same operation on her anus as me. Then the doctor injected some of the breast gel into Kelly's breasts. They grew from size D to size FF. They were massive and firm now. Again, the doctor informed Kelly that her breasts can go bigger and she would get a large dose tomorrow.  

Once we arrived home, Sarah pushed Kelly onto the bed and told her to get undressed, then on her knees. Jason did the same with me.  

"We want to test your arses." 

I felt a two fingers enter my arse. I realised that Sarah was using her left hand on Kelly and her right hand on me. Jason, came round to fuck my mouth. Suddenly, I felt the rest of Sarah's hand enter me; she bunched it up into a fist and rammed it in and out rapidly. I turned my head slightly to see Kelly get the same treatment. She had a massive smile on her face.  

"This is so fucking painful, but it's so erotic! I love it." Kelly screamed. 

She was right of course. I felt so full, it was lovely, I didn't want it to end. I felt my breasts wobble. Jason came in my mouth, but didn't remove his penis. I continued to lick and clean it up.  

Sarah didn't take her fists out for another hour. By that time, Kelly had climaxed at least ten times and had collapsed asleep. I had come five times, about the same number of times Jason had come in my mouth. The moment Sarah pulled out, Kelly woke up. 

Jason and Sarah started fucking in front of us. Sarah gave Kelly and I permission to fuck too, so we did, slowly and romantically. With one hand we rubbed each other's breasts, with the other we fingered our arses. 

After we came, Jason and Sarah said they were going for a rest.  

"So Julia, what are you doing after this?" Kelly asked me. 

"Well, back to Prague I'm afraid. You?" 

"I have work to go back to but I don't think I will. I'm going to ask Jason and Sarah if they don't want a full time slave." 

"You've only been doing this for a few hours!" 

"Gary, I'm a nymphomaniac. I love this. I want to be treated like shit. This is perfect for me. I want to be a sex slave! If I was you, I would continue being the TV sex slave. It must be great to have your body played with like that. I'm going to let them do whatever they want to mine. They can pierce me wherever! I love it." 

"Me too Julia, but this is just a holiday, nothing more. I can't stay like this. I have other commitments. What would I say to my family?" 

"Nothing! If they don't like it, tough! If they do, ask them to join you!" 

"No, I can't do that." 

"Well, never mind eh? We still have the next two weeks." 

"Yeah." 

Later on that evening was spent in front of the telly. We watched porn films and made out; Jason with me, and Sarah with Kelly.  

The next day we were back at the doctor's. She checked our anuses and agreed they were okay. She expanded my breasts to size E and Kelly's to size G. She now had huge ridiculous HH sized breasts, and mine were getting that way. 

“Are you sure you don’t want the setting agent in them?” The doctor asked Jason and Sarah, grinning. 

Jason mused it for a moment, and then said, “Put the setting agent in Kelly’s breasts.  Not Julia’s yet.” 

Kelly breathed in in shock, and then grinned like a naughty girl.  “Do it to Julia too!” She laughed. 

“No, please!” I cried out. 

“Relax.” Jason said.  “No, not for Julia.  Not yet anyway.” 

After that we went back to the piercing salon. The same woman was there and she commented on how good our breasts looked. Kelly was told to show her pussy. She did and received 3 more rings in each labia plus one more near the clit. She had two put in her left eyebrow and some more in each ear. 

With me it was the same, two more in my left eyebrow and more in each ear; but this time I received three rings on the base where my penis and testicles join.  

We then went shopping for more underwear for Kelly and I. In the shops we received some strange looks, but according to Kelly that was because we were dressed like tarts and not because I was a transvestite. 

"Even I can't tell you are a guy, so don't worry. In fact, you look like a really fit babe." She explained. 

We actually found the best underwear in a sex shop, so that problem was solved easily. 

When we got home, Sarah forced me against a wall and kissed me deeply, while at the same time squeezed my large breasts. 

"You look like such a little fucking whore. I'm going to fuck you senseless with this new dildo I bought." 

She spun me around and spread my legs, then lifted my skirt. She pulled out the dildo from the bag and strapped it on herself. I looked at it. It was about 10 inches long, but five inches in diameter. She put it against my unlubed arse and pushed. My anus opened easily, but it still hurt. I was certain she wouldn't get all of it in, but she kept on going and going. Soon I felt her body touching mine.  

"How does it feel to have 10 inches of cock in you?" 

To be honest, it felt pretty good. I didn't want her to move, I felt like we were joined. But still she pulled out then pushed in again, gathering a rhythm. To my left, I saw that Jason had strapped a similar dildo on. I'd never seen a guy strap a dildo on before, but he had, and he was using it on Kelly's arse.  

Kelly didn't seem to be enjoying it, however. She had her hands and face on the wall and was crying. She saw me looking at her worried. 

"Please master," she said to Jason, making me think she was going to ask him to stop, "will you ask mistress to put the other in my pussy?" 

Mistress heard and immediate pulled out of me in a swift movement. She walked over to Kelly and turned her to face her. Jason pulled almost all the way out of her arse, allowing Sarah to put her own dildo at Kelly's pussy. Then in one go, but Sarah and Jason pushed in. 

"Oooohhh!!! GOD!!!" Kelly's head collapsed in tears on Sarah's shoulder. "That's so nice!" 

Sarah was concerned though. "Doesn't it hurt?" 

"Yes, it's fucking painful. That's why I like it. It's a sexy pain, not severe." 

As they fucked her, I could see the outline of the dildo through her skin.  

Jason signalled me over and made me put my arms around and kiss him. 

The next week was spent in the apartment, fucking. I got fisted everyday. w had a full wardrobe of sexy women's clothes, and a lot of my male attire was thrown out. Coming to the end of my time there, I was getting worried. It was the second to last day before my flight and I still had massive tits and these piercings. 

Mistress Sarah came over to me whilst I was in the bath. My breasts were floating on the surface of the water.  

"Julia, I want to talk to you about something." She said. "We would like to offer you the chance to come back to the US with us. Kelly is coming she has decided and has even signed a legal contract handing herself over to us as a legal sex slave. But I still want you there. So does Jason." 

I sighed. "Sarah, I wish I could, but I can't. I have a girlfriend back in Prague. I couldn't leave her." 

She nodded. "Okay, I suppose she wouldn't understand all this would she?" 

"No." 

"That's a shame; you make such a beautiful girl. I'd like to keep you. Oh well. Listen, later on today we'll take you to the doctor to have that gel removed, okay?" 

"Thanks." 

So there it was. Later that day, I was without breasts. The next day we said our goodbyes.  

"I can't believe you aren't coming with us." Said Kelly. 

"I'm sorry, but I really can't." 

"Well, okay. Look after yourself, and keep in touch." 

"I sure will!" 

When I arrived back in Prague, I slept. I was so tired, I hadn't slept in days. When I awoke the next morning, I found Veronica sleeping next to me. She had arrived from her home town that night and hadn't wanted to wake me. However, as I stirred, so did she. 

"Morning baby!" She said, grabbing me. "I missed you!" 

"I missed you too honey!" I said, meaning it. 

She stopped, and looked at me startled. "What happened to all your body hair? And look at your figure! How did you get such a tummy? And when did you have your nipples, stomach and testicles pierced?? And your tongue, ears and nose!"  

I had forgotten to remove them. Now I was in the shit! 

"Errr…okay, maybe I should tell you something. I write on this site called…." So I told her the truth, from how I wrote the stories, to what happened in London.  

"My god!" She said. I was nervous. This was it, the end of my relationship. "That is so sexy. So you had breasts? What did you think?" 

"Err, I liked them." 

"You will get them again, won't you? To show me?" 

"I don't think I can. I mean, what about work and my parents?" 

"True. Oh, it's not fair. Oh well. Well keep yourself shaved. And wear the women's clothes when you can. And definitely keep the piercings!" She said, jumping on me and hugging me tight. "Now, go put on that sexy underwear and let's fuck. I can use my dildo on your arse." 

So we fucked, and as we did, she fucked me with the dildo in her hand. 

"God that was great!" She said. "That dildo went in so easily! And you will only wear women's undies now. They are so sexy on you!"  

So that's how our relationship stayed. She wasn't the least bit angry. From then on I dressed in women's clothes at home, and at raves. I wore women's underwear under my work suit. Yep, life was great.  

I kept in touch with Kelly, Sarah and Jason for a while, but then the emails became less and less until after six months they stopped. All I knew was that Kelly was extremely happy, and she prolonged the contract in the US, for at least ten years.  

One Year Later… 

I was sat at my desk when the phone went. It took me by surprise.  

"Hello, Gary speaking." 

"Hi Gary! This is Sarah! We're in Prague!" 

I was suddenly speechless. "Wha…what? Prague? Why? For how long?" 

"Believe it or not, a month. All three of us. We're opening a branch of our travel agency here. Listen, I'd like to talk to you, and your girlfriend. Can we meet?" 

"Well, of course, I'll have to speak to Veronica first though." 

"Sure. We're staying in the Jalta. Give me a call. Room 302. See ya Julia!" 

The phone went dead. I picked up the phone and called Veronica and told her all about it. 

"Yes of course I want to meet them! When? Tonight?" 

"I don't know." I told her. "Possibly." 

"Why don't you call and ask, then let me know. Okay?" 

"Okay." 

So I did, and we arranged to meet in their hotel room at seven.  

When we left the flat, I was wearing a black puffy blouse, and a black satin skirt…both under my normal male clothes, under all that was the sexiest basque and suspenders I owned. Veronica looked like a tart in the sparkling pink mini-dress she wore. She had nothing underneath and she dress failed to properly cover her. 

When Sarah opened the door, I saw she looked better than ever! She too now had her nose and tongue pierced and had her breasts enhanced. Behind I saw Jason, looking great. But best of all looked Kelly. She was dressed in tarty black rubber bra, which only covered her nipples, and a matching mini skirt. She was wearing a dog collar and was on a leash. 

We all hugged and kissed as old friends.  

"Everyone, this is Veronica. Veronica, this is Sarah, Jason, and Kelly." 

Sarah turned to Veronica. She walked over and put her hand to Veronica's pussy, ramming three fingers up her. "Are you ready to be our slave Veronica?" 

This was a surprise for me! "Yes! I've been dreaming about it for so long since Gary, sorry, Julia told me. I'll gladly go with you where ever you want! If Julia doesn't want to go then fuck him, I'll still go!" 

"Good. Then you will stay with us from now on." 

"Wait a minute!" I shouted. But the girls just laughed at me and kissed each other. 

"I think you know what you should do Julia. Take off those horrible male clothes and join us!" Said Veronica. 

So that's what I did. What other choice did I have? But Jason came over and gave me a hug and a kiss, as did Kelly. 

"Listen," said Jason, "we've got an offer for you. We are opening a branch of a new travel company idea we came up with, thanks to you. It's been a success in America and we thought you'd like to run this one in Prague." 

"Wow!" I said. "I don't know. What sort of travel agency?" 

"It's an agency for the BDSM, fetish, cross dressing industries, specially arranged holidays etc. It's all done by phone, and email. You never see the client and they never see you, so you can work in whatever clothes you feel comfortable in. And we'll pay you well, of course." 

I looked at Veronica. "What do you think?" 

"Take it! Do it! It sounds wonderful." 

"Okay, for the same pay as I'm earning now." 

"How much are you earning now?" 

I told them. 

"Don't worry, we'll double that!" Laughed Sarah. 

"It's a deal!" 

"Good. Now come and sit down. Over here on the bed both of you and sign the contracts." Sarah told us. "Here Veronica. The first contract is saying you will work for us in the new office." 

"Oh wow, I didn't know I had a job too." Said Veronica. 

"Of course. You and Gary will be partners, getting equal pay. Read it through." Veronica and I read the contracts then signed them. "Great. The next contracts are legally binding for ten years, they do have a six month get out clause though. They are to make you our sex-slaves. Read them through too." 

Veronica didn't even look at them, she just signed. It brought a smile to Sarah's face. I, though, read through mine. It stated that, I am legally handing over sexual use of my body to the said named (Sarah and Jason); this may include certain body transformations, permanent or non-permanent. 

"Permanent?" I questioned. 

"Yes. That's the contract which Kelly signed too. She had a different one in the UK, but she agreed upon this one. It basically means we can give you electrolysis, or implants, should we see fit." 

I read on. Sexual organs will not be removed, or in other way made non-functional, (thank god for that!) except after the first six month trial period ends, in which case the said named will have full control of the subject's body to do as they see fit. The subject will legally change his name to Julia, should the said named (Sarah and Jason) see fit. This contract can only be voided with six months notice. The subject will notice use his penis without permission of his master or mistress. The subject maybe punished by any means necessary; those could be spanking with or with implement, whipping, degradation, physical embarrassment. The subject will wear female clothes at all time. 

I sighed. This was it, I was about to sign away my life; so I signed on the dotted line.  

"Yeah! That's the spirit!" Said Jason, rubbing my stocking covered legs. "You know that's what you want." 

"I see you kept all your piercings." Said Sarah. "Good, now there is one thing left to do. Take off that basque." 

I took off the basque and waited. Sarah instructed Veronica to get undressed too. Then she opened a small case and pulled out some sort of needles.  

"You first Veronica. You have B sized breasts don't you?" Asked Sarah. 

"Yes." 

"Good. When Julia had this done by the doctor, you could only do it a bit at a time. This is a newer version which allows you to get the desired size of breast straight away." 

Sarah gave one needle to Kelly, and took another herself. Kelly injected the solution into Veronica's left breast, as Sarah did Veronica's right. Then they injected another solution in and the breasts grew. When they finished growing, they were massive, size E or F. Veronika felt them. 

"Wow, they feel so real!" 

"Yeah, they're great aren't they?" Said Kelly.  

"Veronica, turn over and lie down." Sarah instructed. She pulled out another needle and injected it into Veronica's anus, then she forced in the giant dildo she bought in London. Veronica winced and burst into tears, complaining of the pain. "Live with it. Now, Julia, turn over and I'll put this one in you." I lay down on my stomach and she pushed the second giant dildo in me. I burned like hell. I hadn't had anything that big in there for ages, but I was amazed that the muscle relaxant I had done in London still worked. "Excellent. Now sit up on the dildo." I sat up, with ten inches of rubber cock in me. I looked at Veronica who was in tears begging someone to take it out. Jason moved over and stuck his penis in her mouth and told her to suck. Through hiccups and tears, she began to suck.  

Kelly and Sarah had prepared more needles, and began injecting me in my nipples. Within minutes I had bigger breasts than I had in London. But they didn't stop there. They injected a third solution in me. 

"Was that the setting agent?" I asked, horrified. 

Sarah explained. "Yes. It is a chemical which forms the new breast and makes an agent which stops the use of the remover. So now your breasts are permanent." 

"But I can't have breasts! What about if my brother or parents see??" 

"Then you'll have some explaining to do. Next, I see you've kept yourself shaved, but…" She pulled out some sort of tool and plugged it into the wall socket. "Jason and Kelly, hold him." 

They grabbed hold of my arms, but I didn't struggle. I had a feeling I knew what was about to happen.  

"They are holding you not from running, but you'll jump when I use this." Sarah explained.  

She switched the hair remover on and ran it over my legs, killing the hair. Then she ran it over my pubic area, leaving only a tiny line above my dick, then over my arms and chest. The biggest surprise was when she removed my facial hair.  

"There! That will never grow back now. Time to pluck your eye-brows." She did, and it hurt! "Next, this injection into your lips is to make them more pouty. And the next injection into your cheek area is to accentuate you cheekbones." She did them both, then did my make-up and hair. When I looked in the mirror, I looked like a woman. I still had my flat stomach, and Sarah made sure she had an injection to give me slightly better hips. "There. The perfect woman. All of this is permanent, and in six months time we'll see how you feel about having your penis removed." 

"How will I have sex?" I protested. 

"Well you'll have a vagina, baby! And if you need to use a penis, you can use a strap-on!" 

"What about my voice? It's not feminine enough!" 

"I know. I want you to keep your voice for now, so people can see you are a man." 

We spent the night having sex. Veronica loved watching me getting fucked by Jason.  

When the month was nearing its end, and Sarah, Jason and Kelly had to go back, Sarah made an announcement. 

"Veronica, I am promoting you to Julia's mistress while we're away. We'll be back in three months. Keep giving Julia these hormones, and make sure his ass is well fucked." 

"Yes mistress, thank you mistress!" 

One Year Later… 

The new business was doing surprisingly well, mainly dealing with incoming requests rather than outgoing. Jason and Sarah found someone to run the office in the States, so they could move over here to Prague. We bought a house and converted one room into a large bed, where we all sleep.  

They decided to let me keep my penis in the end, and even came up with an injection which allowed me use of it again. Now I'm allowed and even encouraged to have sex with Veronica, Kelly and Jason, and sometimes Sarah.  

I finally had my vocal chords changed, and now I'm completely unrecognisable as a man, unless somebody sees my penis... 

The End


The Rave

ONE

The blast of warm air hit me as I stepped into the large hangar. I didn't expect so many people at the rave, but there were thousands at this one. I walked over to the bar where I agreed to meet Chris and John. There were so many amazing girls, it was unbelievable. 

I had moved to the Czech Republic because work had forced me here. At first, I wasn't too happy about it, but the moment I stepped foot off the plane, I fell in love with the place.

"Jules! AWRIGHT GEEZA!!" I turned to see Chris and John walk up to me. 

"All right mates! How do?" I replied.

Chris, holding a can of Red Bull, turned to the crowd. "Eh, Jules, not bad this, eh? Fuckin' gorgeous women, man!"

"Aye!" I said.

I bought myself a Semtex, the Czech version of Red Bull, just as nice, but a lot cheaper.

"Who's on?" I said, meaning the DJ.

"Some Czech guy. He's quite good. Doesn't jazz up his mixes very much though. Bolland's up in a few ticks."

"Cool."

We danced all the way though CJ Bolland's mix and were getting into Timo Maas when we saw them. Three perfect girls dancing together. They must have each been about 175 cm tall. Really thin, yet massive tits, and tiny arses. They were all wearing latex hot-pants and latex bikini tops, yet in different colours.

"Fuck me!! I'm on for some of that!" Said Chris. "What d'you think lads? Shall we give it a go?"

"Definitely." Replied John.

We walked over, the whole time one of them was watching us, then leaned over to whisper something in the other two's ears. They turned to face us (a good sign).

"Hi!" I shouted over the music. "I'm Jules. This is Chris and John."

"Awright." The lads said in unison.

"Ciau, I'm Katka." Said the one in the black clothes.

"I'm Sandra." The one in the red.

"Klara." The one in the blue.

We got talking with them, and found out they were from Prague.  They were very chatty, and seemed happy to have three British lads with them.  We danced the night away, spending far less cash than we would’ve spent in the UK, on drinks.

***

Chris, John and I shared a large flat just across the river from the National Theatre. We had got on pretty well with the girls, and by six in the morning, we weren't dancing anymore, but making out. Katka was all mine! We drove the girls back to our place where we began making out in the living room.

We decided to split up into our own bedrooms, but the girls weren't having any of it. 

Katka said, "We don't want to split up. Would you mind if we all stayed in one room?"

We looked at each other, this could only mean one thing...bi's!! Woohoo! 

"Nah, we don't have a problem with that, do we lads?" Said John. We shook our heads in the negative.

"That's just great," said Sandra. "Because, we would like to give you a little show."

The now naked girls began kissing each other, then they got into a triangle and started licking each other's pussy. They went at it for quite a while before they climaxed and came. 

Next they came down on us and sucked our dicks. Katka was amazing! I felt her tongue ripple against my cock. Eventually, I screamed to say I was about to come. She took all of it into her mouth. Then she turned to the other girls and kissed them. I didn't realise they had the cum of the other guys in their mouths when they kissed. Then Katka turned and kissed me full on the mouth. At the same time, she pumped all the cum she had in her mouth into mine. Unconsciously, I swallowed all of it, before realising what it was. The other guys did the same. We looked each other in surprise, but tried to shrug it off as being a fetish of the girls...so little did we know.

TWO

Over the next few weeks, we spent a lot of time with the girls. Sometimes together, but most of the time alone. I eventually felt that was falling in love with Katka, and told her so.  “Aww, I love you too baby!” She pined. 

Around Christmastime, we were arranging what to do. Chris suggested taking the girls to England, but the girls had a better idea.

"I have a lodge up in the Krkonose mountains. We can do some skiing and have some fun." Katka lowered her voice to a sexy whisper. "And, we'll be all alone for the next three weeks."

Sounded good to me, and I said so. So did the others.

***

The sun was shining when we reached the lodge. It was more a wood cabin than a brick house. We put down the bags, and decided to start a fire and get the place warm before we did anything. By evening there was a roaring fire in the fire place, and John was cooking a chicken. 

Katka was lying in my arms, in front of the fire. "Jules, I've always been honest with you, so I want to be honest now. I sort of have a fetish, you know, in bed."

"Yeah? Okay, go on." I said, getting excited by what could be some kinky fun.

"I'd like you to wear my underwear to bed." I looked at her in surprise. "Just once, to try, and if you don't like it then we won't do it again, okay?"

I looked her square in the eyes. "Kati, you know I'd do anything for you, anything at all. Sure, we can try it, but just don't tell the others, okay?"

"Sure, of course not."

Meanwhile, little did we know, the others were have the same conversation...exactly. And it ended the same way.

That night, Katka and I went to have a bath. She took out some cream and rubbed it on her legs. Then she started to apply it to my chest.

"Hey, what're doing?" I asked.

"Oh don't worry. It's hair remover."

"WHAT???? Why?"

"You said you'd wear the underwear for me...I thought you'd go the whole way." She started to get upset.

"I'm sorry. You shocked me, that's all. It's only hair, it'll grow back."

"'Course it will." She quipped, suddenly cheery.

She showered me off, and I noticed my body-hair had fallen off. 

Back in the bedroom, she locked all the doors and pulled out some underwear she said she had selected for me. It was a white satin loose-fitting teddy, with lots of lace and suspender straps. All with that were white stockings with lace tops, and a white satin and lace short robe.  I put it all on. Then she put a wig on me, long straight blonde; and lots of make-up.

"It's going to be a long night." She said.

I couldn't believe how turned on I was getting.

She told me to lie on the bed while she got ready. And ready did she get! I watched her as she put on a black shiny latex basque and stockings. Then she pulled out some leather handcuffs and cuffed me to the bed posts. I was almost ready to cum right then! She returned to her cupboard, where she pulled out...MY GOD!! It was a strap-on penis!!

"Wait, Kati, this no, please." I pleaded.

She sat on my chest, the penis millimetres from my mouth.

"Don't worry Julie, everything's going to be fine from now on, I promise."

What was she talking about? Julie?

She pressed the cock against my lips.

"Take it in your mouth and suck it. And you might want to wet it as much as possible, because it won't be lubricated by any other method."

I took the 8" black fake cock into my mouth and wet it as much as possible. She pulled it out, unclipped the base of my teddy, and raised my legs over her shoulders.

"Please don't." I whispered.

She didn't answer. She just slowly pushed the penis into my arse. I was in such pain at first, but that pain soon went away, and found myself enjoying the shooting feelings emanating from my prostate. She pumped the penis in and out. I came into the teddy.

When she came too, she said, "I'm going to undo your cuffs, I don't want you to do anything stupid now, okay?"

"Okay." I said, really scared of this girl now. My arse was sore, but secretly I felt great. She had done up the clips on the teddy, and I really felt great in it. But I didn't want to keep it on, it was just good in private.

She held me like a baby. "That was nice, wasn't it?"

I whimpered a yes.

She took all my clothes from my cupboard. Before I realised what she was going to do, she unlocked the door, walked out, and locked it behind her. Moments later she was back. She had burned all my clothes.

"Come into the living room." She ordered.

I felt so weak as I walked out of the room. I noticed though, that I was not alone. Chris (now Christine, or Chrissie for short) was dressed in an exact copy of my lingerie, but in red; and John (now Joanna) was dressed in a black copy.

Katka spoke. "Now girls, don't get scared. We all have a big fetish, forced feminisation, and we want you for it. We want to do this for the next three weeks, after that, we'll return to normal and just be normal boyfriend and girlfriend, okay? Think of it as your Christmas present to us."

That didn't sound so bad, like I said before, I'd do anything for them. I noticed the others felt the same way.

"Okay," we agreed. "So long as no-one else sees us this way."

"No." Said Sandra. "We may go out to a restaurant, skiing, or to a club. In which case you'll be dressed as a woman. But don't worry, first, nobody knows you here, and second, have you seen yourselves in the mirror? Apartment from the breasts or lack of them and the bulge from your dicks, you look like women. Take a look."

We did, and yes she was right, but still we were nervous about the whole situation. But what could we do?

THREE

We went back to our rooms. I didn't get any sleep. First Katka pierced my ears; then she painted my toe nails red, and put false red fingernails on me. Then I spent the rest of the night being fucked up the arse.

The next morning saw us being served breakfast by the girls. Katka had left me a black bra, panty, suspender set to put on. Then I put on the short black leather skirt, and the black leather short top, leaving my belly showing. Katka fixed my make-up. I must admit, I did look sexy. Chrissie and Joanna (I had to get used to calling them that, otherwise I'd get slapped) had the same outfits as me, be in red and blue, respectively. They also looked pretty sexy.

"You all have such flat stomachs. I think we should pierce your belly buttons. After breakfast though." Said Klara.

We ate breakfast in silence. It was nice, it had a bit of a paracetamol taste to it though. Then after dinner, we were taken into Katka and I's bedroom. 

Katka rubbed something on our belly button, then slid a needle through. It hurt like mad, but after awhile it just throbbed. There we were, with newly pierced belly buttons to go with our ears. It was not the end though.

"Katka, lets do their noses as well." Said Sandra.

"Yeah, why not?" Replied Katka.

She pierced our left nostrils, and put a stud in.

"Beautiful!" She clapped.

I looked at the gold in the different parts of my body, but never thought of what might come next.

Sandra walked up to Katka and whispered in her ear.

"Yes, well they don't need them for that anymore do they?" Remarked Katka. "Lie down again girls."

So we did. Then she pulled down our panties. Our cocks were hard.

"Well, we have to stop that. Close your eyes and you'll get a big surprise!" A blow job...I thought. Next I felt a pin-prick into my penis and it went down instantly. I noticed the girls did the same to Chrissie and Joanna.

"What was that?" I asked.

"It was just a little something to help keep him in line for the next couple of weeks." Said Sandra, with a smug smile on her face.

"WHAT??? You mean...no sex?" Chrissie screamed.

"We'll have sex darling," said Sandra. "Just like last night." Chrissie knew what that meant, and so did the others.

Next they pierced our foreskins, and pierced them back so that we would have to sit down to piss. I understood what they were doing. They pulled our panties back up.

"Now no one has an excuse for leaving the toilet seat up." Laughed Klara.

Katka and the girls put the strap-on penises on again and told us to get up on all fours. We did and the girls pulled down our panties, and fucked us; we didn't get hard.

The girls told us to kiss each other, so we did. I climaxed, and came, but I just couldn't get hard.

During the day, the girls taught us how to look after our make-up. We finally got the hang of it a few hours later.  Our biggest problem was our breasts. Katka soon put that right though...

***

That night, after Katka fucked me, and after I fell asleep; I awoke to the feeling of an injection, but before I could respond, I fell back asleep again.

When I awoke again, it was morning. Below, I notice something had changed, I had breasts! 

"Don't touch them! You'll notice they haven't healed and won't do for at least a week." Said Katka.

"But you said that it would be nothing permanent!"

"Don't worry sweetheart, it isn't. They are fake breasts. We can take them out in a month or two." She saw me start to question her, but stopped me. "Or whenever!"

A week went by. I spent my time lying in bed. I didn't even get to see the other guy/girls, only Katka. At the end of the first week the wounds had all but healed. They did seem to be getting bigger though, maybe that was normal. In fact, my hips seemed to be changing too. I was beginning to question in my mind about what was in the food.

I hadn't had sex in any shape or form for the week. That night though, was different.

I was dressed in a sexy red basque with red suspenders. Katka was wearing her usual black SM gear and a large strap-on penis, this one was a big one though, at least 11" and 4" around.

"God I missed you." She said as she pumped my mouth. "Suck my dick, bitch! Yeah, my little whore, suck it good. Now I'm going to fuck your little ass." I felt her pressing into my arse. "Good girl. Oooh, good, you're taking it all. Brilliant. I'm going to fuck you so hard, fuck you, fuck you." She repeated this over and over. "While I'm fucking you, I'm going to let you into a little secret. We are not going to change you back! It was all a trick from the beginning. We are going to train you to be she-male prostitutes and sell you to the Russian Mafia. Would you like that? HA-HA-HA!" She fucked me harder and harder. It was so good yet so painful. Yet when she told me this news, I started struggle, to try and get away, but I couldn't get away. She was stronger. 

"Don't think you can get away from me. I've pumped you full of oestrogen and other hormones so you'll be weak. There's no escape now!" She shouted as she orgasmed.

I realised there was no escape. Over the next couple of days, they decided to take off the penis ring they had connected to my body. But I realised why. My penis was beginning to work again, and they wanted it that way, for now. Chrissie was called into my room. He was upset. 

"Now Chrissie, get in front of Julie. Good, now Julie, suck Chrissie's penis. Good girl, see how easy it is?" Said Katka.

I sucked on it. Chrissie had to be enjoying it because he became rock hard. I sucked for all my life, and eventually he came. I swallowed all of it, and for some reason, I wanted more.

"Good girls. Now Julie, get behind Chrissie, and fuck her."

I did. I was erect like a stone, and believe it or not, I wanted it. I wanted to get my cum out like mad!  I was going to enjoy every single second of this.

FOUR

Another week passed, and all three of us, Chrissie, Joanna and I lived in the one bedroom. There were cameras set up, and we were told to fuck non-stop. We realised that this is because they wanted the tapes as porn films, but neither of us cared; the sex was too good.  We hated to admit it, but we loved the feeling of our new breasts, we loved anal sex, and we just wanted more.  Hell, we were actually looking forward to becoming whores, if it meant more anal.

The girls never fucked us again. They gave us an open diet of oestrogen which we took six times a day. Our hair has grown long enough so we no longer need wigs.  On our final day, there was a knock on the door. As promised, five Russian men walked in, paid the girls a large sum of money and took us away.

On the first night we were with the Russians, we were fucked in both our holes and our penises were injected and pinned back again. Our arses were so sore and used that we bled at one point.

The next day, we were in a town in Slovakia, on sale, on the streets, as prostitutes. We tried to go to the police, but we soon discovered the whole town was run by the mafia. We were trapped, into the life of slavery and sex.  Yes the sex was fun, but we were scared and wanted our freedom more.  However, it became increasingly clear that we would not see that anytime soon.  Instead, we simply served customers all day and all night, finding moments to catch up on sleep when we could. 

The scary part of it was, when we found out we were trapped completely, we actually smiled.  “Look on the bright side,” Chrissie said, “All we do is eat and fuck, and god I need cock so much now.”

She was right, I loved being a hooker, and I never wanted to go back.  We have a tale of our life as prostitutes...but that's another story.

The End


The Visitor From Vienna

I didn’t expect such a reaction from my online stories, it was unbelievable! I was seriously surprised when Paul wrote to me and told me about how he liked my stories and that he lived fairly close to me. He lived just across the Czech/Austrian border, in Vienna. He had visited Prague in the past, and soon enough, I had received an email saying he was visiting again and would I like to get together for a beer? I really did, but unfortunately, on that evening I had other plans. 

It was a long time until Paul wrote again, once again, he was coming to Prague, this time he’d be arriving on Friday and staying a whole week. We arranged to meet on the Friday evening with my fiancée Veronika. 

The problem was that Veronika knew nothing of my stories, well, she knew of one or two, but didn’t know they were on the Erotica BBS. I had already told Paul that she didn’t know about the stories, as far as Veronika knew, we were just mates who had been chatting. 

Paul was a really nice guy, tall, neat, groomed, and he was right on time at the pub. It was actually an Australian pub in the centre of Prague called the Fat Koala. We all got on well and by the end of the night, we were all feeling slightly drunk. Outside we said our good nights and went our separate ways, but only after agreeing to meet again the next day to take a walk around town. 

When we got home, Veronika said she was going to check her email and surf the net for a bit. I decided to go to sleep. 

It was throwing it down with rain when I woke up. Veronika was awake already and was talking to someone on the phone. When she put it down, she came over to me.  

“That was Paul. Seeing as it’s raining I invited him round to watch a video or something, what do you think?” She asked me. 

I shrugged. “Yeah, cool, why not?”  

A couple of hours later, Paul arrived. He had two large shopping bags with him, one of which was half full with a couple of bottles of wine and some crisps to nibble on. 

“Well, what do you want to watch?” I asked. “We’ve got…” I started to list off the films when Paul stopped me.  

“I actually bought a couple of videos that I thought you both might like to watch.” He explained. 

Paul turned round and pulled them both out of the bag and handed them straight to Veronika. I looked over her shoulder and read the names. ‘Sissy Days’ and ‘Forcibly Feminised’. I looked in horror at the fetish porn, exactly my fetishes which Veronika knew nothing about. 

“Forcibly Feminised sounds good.” Veronika said, nonchalantly.  

I sat there open-mouthed. My fiancée wanted to watch the porn film and didn’t even question Paul’s motives for bringing such films. Veronika finally noticed my surprise.  

“Don’t be so surprised, dear, I read all your stories last night. Very exciting. Well, if that’s what you like, then that’s what you’ll get my dear. Did you bring everything you said you would Paul?” 

“Yep, got it all right here in the bag.” 

Veronika pulled me to my feet and told me to strip. Still in a sort of daze, I did as I was told. She then proceeded to both shave and wax all my body hair off me. While I was stood naked, Paul kneeled down and took my penis in his mouth, slowly sucking on it as Veronika put make-up on my face. For me, it was the first time I had ever had my dick sucked by a man, even though I had written about it enough. It wasn’t long until I came in Paul’s mouth. 

Veronika reached into one of the bags to get something. It was then I saw one of the films was playing with the sound down. Veronika returned with a straight, long red wig. She fixed it to my head. Paul then handed her some silky red panties which she made me put on. They were small, but covered most of my behind. They had some lace around the front. She then put a flat red silk, lacy bra on me and matching suspender belt. She then put the stockings on me. Once I was dressed in that, she made me put on a long red thin satin skirt which was quite loose. Then I put on a red satin fluffy top which left my belly button showing and ruffled around the arms, shoulders and breast area.  

Paul pulled out a piercing gun and pierced my ears, putting in short dangling jewels, which had a type of ruby inset in each. Then he pierced my left nostril, putting in a ruby stud. 

He passed another type of device to Veronika, who used it on my belly button, putting in a large red ruby. Veronika then gave me some red bangles to wear, an armlet that wrapped around the top of my right arm, and an ankle-let.  

I looked in the mirror and got the shock of my life. I looked like a woman. My make-up was done in such a way that I looked like a tart, lots of eyeliner, etc.  Paul then pulled my hands behind my back and handcuffed them there. At the same time, Veronika put a ball-gag in my mouth. 

They both then gently led me over to the arm of the sofa and bent me over. Veronika told me not to move as they both went into the bathroom and shut the door. I heard laughter from inside, then the sound of kissing. The door opened and they both stepped out. Veronika was wearing a leather basque, fishnet stockings, a choker, and a thigh high latex boots. Her hair was pulled back into a pony-tail and she had made her make-up to look dominant. It was then that I noticed Paul was dressed in exactly the same way as she was, even down to the boots! Both weren’t wearing any knickers, Paul’s penis was rock hard. 

Veronika kneeled down on the sofa in front of me and pressed on my shoulders to make me lean over further. She then leaned over me, grabbed the base of my skirt and pulled it up, then pushed my panties down. She held it against my back using her arms, whilst at the same time pulled my buttocks apart with her hands. I felt Paul rub baby oil onto my anus, then pushed his finger inside me. Then soon enough, the expected happened. Paul pushed his massive penis inside me, not stopping once. Once in, he began fucking me, slowly at first, then fast and hard. 

Veronika still held my buttocks apart but once Paul came, she let go, pulling my panties back up and dropping my skirt.  

They unfolded the sofa bed, then tied me to a chair. I had to sit and watch as Paul fucked Veronika. I watched as they lay on the bed, kissing. He slowly inserted his penis into her and they fucked long and hard. Paul even took her up the ass, where Veronika never allowed me. 

Soon they untied me and had me lay between them in the bed. They both kissed my neck and fondled me all over through the satin clothes. 

“You’re going to be our slave from now on.” Paul explained. “I told Veronika about the stories last night. She seemed to like them as much as I did, so now your fantasy has come true.” 

“But what about you and me Veronika?” I asked. 

“We’ll still be together, we’ll still get married, but you will serve me, and Paul and I will be lovers. What do you think?” 

“And if I don’t agree?” 

“Why shouldn’t you agree? It’s want you want isn’t it?” 

I looked down. “I’ve never really thought it could come true. It was just a fantasy.” 

“Well, now you’re going to have to live with it.” 

I nodded. 

Paul clapped his hands and went into the bathroom to wash his penis. When he came out he presented it to my lips, I reluctantly opened my mouth and let it in and began sucking. I slowly bobbed up and down on it, licking around the top and along the base. I heard Veronika go through one of the bags. Soon I felt her pulling up my skirt and pulling down my panties again. It wasn’t long till I was on my knees, sucking at Paul’s dick. Behind me, I realised Veronika had attached a strap-on dildo to herself and was now positioning it at my arsehole. The searing pain went through me again as I was entered for the second time, this time by my own fiancée. I felt so ashamed, humiliated, but I liked it, all of it.  

By the end of the day, I had been fucked many times. Paul stayed the night; he and Veronika hugged and kissed most of the night, whilst I slept on the camp bed. They had made me wear a black satin with lace trim loose fitting teddy to bed. 

The next day, they unpacked the rest of the clothes Paul had bought for me. Most of the panties were similar to the red ones, covering most of my behind. 

“Trust me, you don’t want to wear thongs, they won’t keep your dick in.” Paul explained, obviously speaking from experience.  

They were in all different colours, some were silk, some satin, and all had at least a bit of lace on. Some came with matching bras and suspender belts, but most came with corsets and basques. All the underwear replaced my normal male underwear. 

“You’ll not be wearing any male underwear in my presence.” Veronika ordered. 

Next came a series of skirts, some long, some mini, and some micro. Something which caught my attention was a tiny pair of latex hotpants with matching lace-up top both in red. There were some very feminine blouses, most were the lacy crumpled, or puffed up style which I was wearing at the moment. 

Veronika pulled out some baggy trousers.  

“These trousers are what you’ll wear when we go out sometimes, understood?” She asked. 

I looked at them, beige, black, and white. The white ones were almost see through. 

“I can’t wear those, they’re all really feminine! Where would I wear them?” 

“Anywhere.” Paul told me. “Here take off your skirt and try them on.” 

I did as he asked and took off my skirt. As I was stepping out of the skirt and reach for the trousers I felt a hand rub my arse, then I felt the same hand enter the rear of my panties and press a finger into my anus. I looked round expecting it to be Paul, but it was actually Veronika. She soon pulled it out though allowing me to put on the trousers. They were awful! I could plainly see the red panties underneath. 

“You’ll have to wear white knickers then.” Paul said. 

I changed my panties for white ones and tried again, it looked just as bad. The trousers were obviously women’s and so were the knickers. 

“Tough luck. You either like it or lump it.” Said Veronika, who had her hands all over Paul again. 

The rest of that Sunday was spent by me trying on all the clothes. Veronika and Paul fucked me one more time that night, then dressed me in a pink satin lacy nightie, and put me to bed. 

“I’m going to sleep with Paul at the hotel tonight. See you on Wednesday.” Veronika told me. Before I had chance to complain, they were gone. 

When I woke the next day, all my male clothes were gone. I realised that while Paul was readying me for bed, Veronika must have packed my clothes. What was I to do for work??  

I put on black knickers and a black suspender-belt, then some shear black suspenders. I put on the black trousers, which still looked feminine but not as bad as the others, then I put on a black blouse, which could have passed for a male shirt. Over that I put on one of Veronika’s sweaters, a black one which although still a bit feminine, was passable. Over it all I put on a coat. 

When I got to my office I took off my coat and sat down, hoping my secretary wouldn’t notice what I had on. She didn’t notice at all.  

At around eleven the phone rang. Ladka picked it up and began talking.  

“Oh really? Oh yes I see…” Laughter. “Yes, it is really. Okay yes of course I will. Thanks Veronika.” Then she put the phone down. Then it hit me what she said, she said Veronika. 

Ladka got up and shut the office door, locking it behind her. 

“Veronika told me to check if you were wearing a bra. If you aren’t then I’m to spank you.” She told me. 

“What???”  

“Take off your sweater now, otherwise I’ll tell the whole company what you are wearing.” I followed her orders. She ran her hand along my blouse, feeling my skin through the thin silk material. “Hmmm… Bend over and drop your trousers.” I did as I was told. “Hmmm, nice panties, nice suspenders.” Then thwack! She beat my behind repeatedly. “Pull up your trousers. Tomorrow you must wear a bra, otherwise I will tell the whole company you wear women’s clothes. Also, paint your finger nails, they look awful.” 

That night I slept alone, wondering what I let myself in for. It was now too late to go back, but I also didn’t want to take it further, I hoped they wouldn’t. I put on a long pink satin nightie and went to sleep. 

The next day I wore a bra to work. Under the sweater it wasn’t visible, but Ladka soon made me take off the sweater. At midday, she locked the door again, and went over to her handbag.  

“I spent the night with Veronika and Paul last night. It was good fun, they taught me a few things. Drop your pants and knickers and bend over the desk.” She told me. I complied as I watched her strap on a big dildo. She lubricated me by spitting on my hole and rubbing it in. Then she forced in the fake penis. 

“Tomorrow, make sure you wear a teddy underneath your clothes. And I’ve been told you have some white trousers at home, wear them. Also, make sure your blouse is a satin one, with lacy lapels. Don’t worry, I’ll let you wear your sweater.” 

I did as I was told, putting on a loose fitting white satin teddy, which had lacy trim and thin straps going onto two little lacy triangles which would cover my breasts if I had any. 

Again the sweater covered all, but when I got to the office, I was hit by a wall of heat. Ladka had a vicious smile on her face as she saw how I suffered.  

By lunchtime, I couldn’t stand it anymore, and I had to take my sweater off. Ladka gave a wolf-whistle as she stood and locked the door.  

“Drop your trousers, and open your blouse.” I did as I was told. “That’s a sexy teddy, it feels so smooth on you. Do you like that sort of skimpy underwear?” I nodded. Once again I was pushed over the desk, had the crotch of my teddy pushed aside, and had my arse fucked. 

Later that afternoon, Veronika called to tell me that she was staying till Friday at the hotel. This made me even more upset. 

“Tomorrow to work, I want you to wear the same white trousers, but this time, make sure your blouse is a silk lacy one, okay? And wear a corset this time, a black one, with a little lacy trim going round the knicker area, and wear matching suspenders. You can wear the sweater again.” 

I dressed as she asked, and looked in the mirror. Through the white trousers and the blouse, the black suspenders and corset were clearly visible. I decided to wear a rain coat to work. However, when I went to find it, it was gone. I did find one long coat though, it was made out of a type of plastic and looked feminine, but it was passable. 

My office was roasting hot again, and the sweater had to come off. Ladka saw how I was dressed and giggled with delight. Once again, I got the same anal treatment. 

In the afternoon, Martin and Phil came into the office and locked the door behind themselves.  

“Ladka told us everything. Don’t worry, we won’t tell the boss, if you drop your pants and get on your knees.” Martin told me. 

I did as I was told and Martin and Phil took out their dicks. Phil pushed his in my mouth and I immediately began sucking and licking at it, as Martin spat on my arsehole and pushed his eight inches into me. They were fucking me full on until someone knocked on the door. They stopped for a moment, then continued. Ladka got up, unlocked the door, and in walked Sarah, my boss. 

“So this is what he looks like, huh? Well you fuck him all you like guys, looks like we have a fuck toy here from now on. Ladka, you have Gary’s job from now on. Thanks for telling me about this. Gary, you’re to work in Ladka’s position. It seems secretary is all that’s good enough for you.” 

I couldn’t believe it, where would I get the money to pay the rent??? I couldn’t even complain because my mouth was full of Phil’s dick. I rocked back and forth between Martin and Phil until I finally felt Martin’s cum shoot up my behind. It wasn’t long till Phil then came in my mouth. 

“Take off your blouse and completely remove your trousers Gary.” Sarah ordered. I did as I was told. “Take a look everyone. Isn’t he sexy?” 

“Definitely,” everyone agreed. 

“Good. Apparently he has an agreement with Veronika which states she has full control of him. She has said that we can use him as we see fit.  You are the only ones I know are kinky like us.  This does not get out to the others in the office, agreed?”  

The others agreed..  

They didn’t finish with me until ten pm that night. Each one of them fucked me senseless more than twice. I looked a mess, I felt a mess. I put on the rest of my clothes and made my way out of the building. Phil was waiting for me. 

“I’ll drive you home.” He told me. 

“It’s not necessary.” I replied. But it was useless, he had the car door open and was waiting. What else could I do? 

When we arrived home, he invited himself in. 

“I’m going to take a shower.” I told him. 

I made sure to completely shave myself again. And put on a long dark blue lacy satin nightie. Phil was waiting in bed for me. The surprise was, was that he was wearing one of my pink baby-doll nighties and matching panties. 

He pulled me to him and we kissed.  

“I’m still wearing the buttplug.” He told me. 

I didn’t really care. I’d had enough for one day, and would have preferred to be alone, but for some reason, I realised I didn’t really have a choice in the matter. 

My phone rang the next morning. I expected it to be Veronika, but it was my boss, Sarah.  

“Take your wig and your make-up with you today, Gary. I also expect to see you in a white satin blouse, and the white trousers, under that make sure you wear a red basque with red suspenders. Make sure you have red shoes on. And I don’t expect to see you wearing a sweater.” 

“Yes Sarah.” 

“Yes Mistress to you.” 

“Yes Mistress.” 

The red underwear was really visible under the white clothes, and the red shoes looked stupid on me. Luckily, Phil was there to drive me to work. 

The rest of my day was spent in humiliation, wearing my wig and make-up. 


Phil drove me home again that evening, but didn’t stay. Veronika was waiting for me. Paul had apparently gone back to Vienna. She was dressed in latex trousers, and a latex corset, and had a choker round her neck. Her long blonde hair was in a pony tail. 

Without a hello, or a kiss, she said, “Get changed. Move it.” 

She had things laid out for me on the bed. A red satin, with black lace, lace up basque, matching panties, and red suspenders. Over it went a red satin mini-dress, which had two triangles which were supposed to cover my breasts, leaving my shoulders and the top of my chest bare. The skirt part of the dress was wavy and went into an ‘A’. It left about two inches of suspender straps showing.  

Veronika then attached a wig to my head. Again, it matched my hair colour, but this one was long with very tight curls. She then put lots of make-up on me, so much so I looked like a tart. 

“Good. Take a look in the cupboard.” 

I did, inside were two similar dresses, one pink, the other light yellow. There were some long satin dresses of various colours. Some school girl out-fits, a nurse’s uniform, and a French maid’s uniform. She had also bought plenty of new underwear, some latex, rubber and PVC dresses. 

She pulled out some items. One was a short top, which was completely see through, and a micro skirt. 

“Do you know what these are?” She asked. 

I shrugged. “Club wear?” 

“Haha, club wear is what you have on know. That’s what you will wear to the rave tonight. This is whore wear.” Wow, so she was going to treat me like a whore. She saw my thoughts from the look on my face. “Don’t worry, all your clothes have an actual purpose.” 

I didn’t understand, at least, I hoped I didn’t understand. 

Veronika made the final touches by adding a red choker to my neck. I then realised it was for a leash which she attached to the choker. 

“You can’t make me do this.” I complained. 

“Err…yes I can. See this?” She fished out some sort of paper from the desk. “This is your signature. Last week when we were out drinking, we came home, and compared signatures. Remember?” 

Barely, I was drunk, but still, it was my signature. I nodded. 

“Well, here you see Ladka signed it as witness, as did Sarah, your boss, who Paul, Ladka and I fucked last Wednesday night. You see, this is a contract, and all parties now have a copy, to say that you hand over your body to me, as part of a sexual act. We had it confirmed by a friendly lawyer friend of Paul’s, who said it was completely possible to do this if you consent, which you do, see?” I was screwed.  

“What happens if I break the contract?” 

“Well, I can sue. Win all your money. You could face a jail sentence.” 

“What? For breach of contract? I don’t think so!” 

“No, we already agreed that Ladka would say you raped her. She has a sample of your sperm, so there’s the proof. I would back her up, as would most of the company. You really have no choice now Gary.” 

The taxi arrived at half-past nine, and waited outside our flat. Veronika handed me the jacket I was to wear. It was a red shiny plastic mini jacket which didn’t even reach my belly area. Then the shoes. Shiny red, with three inch stiletto heels. How was I going to dance in these?? 

I suppose the consolation to all this was Veronika was now wearing a micro-skirt made out of black latex, a basque, also shiny black latex, and latex boots which attached to the basque like suspenders, but the skirt was so short that like mine, you could see the straps. 

The taxi driver stared at both of us as we got in his car. Veronika gave the directions to the rave. 

“You one of these transvesti-show guys?” The driver asked me. 

Veronika answered for me. “No, he’s my slave. I turned him into a transvestite, and he’ll suck your cock if you let us have this ride for free.” 

The driver went quiet, then pulled the car into a empty car park. “All right then. But I want to bugger him.” 

“Do want you want with him.” Veronika sniffed. 

The fat old taxi driver climbed in the back of the car and pulled out his dick. “Get it nice and hard for me love.” He pulled my head down, and I enclosed my mouth around the limp penis.  

As I was bobbing my head up and down the now hardening cock, I felt Veronika rub KY gel on my anus, then push two fingers inside me. Then she told me to turn round and put my arse in the air. I did as I was told.  

The taxi driver’s dick wasn’t very long, but it was very fat. He didn’t think about letting me adjust in the slightest. He just stuck his cock in my anus and grabbed hold of my shoulders as he rammed it in and out. I began to moan as my body betrayed me. 

“Moan like a girl. Moan like a whore.” Veronika told me. 

“Oh yeah, baby, fuck me.” I told the man in my most effeminate voice. I did sound like a woman, and quite a sexy one at that. 

It didn’t take the man long to cum. I felt it jet up my anus, squirt after squirt. The driver pulled out of me, and Veronika replaced his dick with a buttplug.  

“That’ll keep his cum inside you.” She told me. 

The driver got back in front. “Come and sit up her with me.” 

I looked at Veronika. “Run along!” She ordered. 

While driving the man kept rubbing my legs and the front of my knickers. Occasionally, he would twiddle with the buttplug, causing me to moan. Then, finally, he let out his cock again and told me to suck it. By the time we reached the rave, my mouth was full of cum.  

“Give us a kiss doll.” The driver said, and he literally pulled my face towards him. 

Outside, Veronika straightened my make-up.  Everyone stared at us as Veronika led me on the leash inside the rave. Of course, the first people we bumped into were my best friends Carol and Philip.  

“So you went through with it? Wow, she looks amazing.” Carol told Veronika.  

“Thank you.” And they both leaned in for a long kiss. 

God, even she was in on it! I was seriously screwed. 

“What a little whore isn’t she?” Carol said, talking about me. 

I was led to a dark part of the hall, where Carol ordered me to suck Philip’s dick. 

While I was doing that, I listened to Carol and Veronika’s conversation. 

“What plans do you have for him?” 

“Well, we have to get him some breasts, double D should be enough. Then he can make some money. Paul already has a few clients waiting to try him out. Plus there’s also the main square, he can get a few customers there.” 

She was planning to hire me out as a prostitute!!  

I felt Philip twitch and soon jet after jet of sperm hit the back of my throat.  

By the end of the night, I had blown about thirty people. Each paid Veronika just one hundred Czech crowns for it. That was like two English pounds! Those who wanted to fuck my arse, paid two hundred crowns.  

A week later, Veronika had her bags packed, and told me she was off to Vienna. “Paul’s paid for my flight. I’ll be back in a couple of weeks. I expect you to have made some money for your operation. I placed an ad in the prostitutes section of the Annonce, so you should start receiving calls from next Monday.” 

It was the beginning of my new life, and I was loving it… 

The End 
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