

Sissy’s Betrayal, Wife’s Revenge!

Secret sissy, Mark, betrayed his wife with Mistress, and now the two women take devastating revenge

One Year Ago

I sat on the bed and gazed at myself in the full-length mirror. Well, until recently I hadn’t needed a full-length mirror. In fact, I hardly used a mirror at all. Just to shave, quickly as possible, and that was about it. I took very little interest in my appearance.

It all started really with the internet – YouTube. You know the channel, you’ve probably done the same thing as I was doing yourself, bored, flicking through videos, looking for something of interest. My big interest was music videos. Artists reflecting my own generation, rather than the trendy, young ones. Established rock stars, mainly male, but I had always had an interest in female singers.  And not just singers, but film stars, actresses, presenters, any woman in the public eye, in fact. Yes, obviously I was a typical straight male, liked looking at women, got off on it. This would usually lead to sexual fantasies and masturbation. But I also, at some deep level, identified with women. I wasn’t just attracted to them didn’t just find their clothes hair and makeup very sexy, which I certainly did, but there was a certain envy of them, being able to look so attractive, an identification, if that make sense.

Anyway, I’m getting off of the point. I was browsing YouTube music videos, and was looking at a Neil Young video, an artist I loved for his emotional, poetic quality. I’m not supposed to say that as a man, I know, but it’s the truth – I’m very emotional. This particular Neil Young song, was it said, about his relationship with the actress, Sissy Spacek. Almost inadvertently, I clicked on the link to her name. Scenes from Sissy Spacek films came up, and interviews with her, and also, some other videos which drew my attention more. The word ‘sissy’ which I hadn’t really heard used since school days, when it was a term of abuse, implying a boy who was, crime of crimes, effeminate, possibly gay. Now there were what I realised were men dressed up as women, under videos described as ‘sissy.’ I clicked one- Sissy Samuel. There were several videos of this man, for it was a man, but a man dressed and made up very convincingly as a slutty woman. He/she was always smoking, and I also had a fetish for women smoking. The man sat before the cameras, in revealing stocking tops revealed by very short skirts, with tight low-cut tops, pushing up and out, what looked like a cleavage. His face was heavily made-up, in almost a caricature of a woman, more like a drag artist. But what really seized my imagination was a video entitled ‘sissy streetwalking slut.’ He was out in some dingy backstreet, late at night, dressed as a female prostitute, to put it crudely, smoking and flaunting himself as if awaiting customers. I then realised that my cock had become hard, and I unzipped my pants, and began to stroke myself. While I was doing this, I realised with a sharp pang of shame, that it was actually a man I was wanking over. But I couldn’t help it, and soon orgasmed with floods of cum. God, I thought, I want to do what this man is doing I want to be a sissy, streetwalking slut.

Present

I looked at myself in the mirror – my heavily made up face, complete with bright red lips outlined with thick, black pencil, my heavily mascaraed eyes, with fluttering false eyelashes, framed with a wig of cascading blonde ringlets. Then I looked down at my shiny black corset, from which a pair of incipient breast was swelling, then the suspenders, clipped to black stockings, ending in pair of patent leather, black stiletto heels. My hand automatically went to my crotch, only to grasp cold steel beneath my pink, frilly panties, rather than a warm throbbing cock, as said cock pressed hard against its confines: the tender head gouged by the spike embodied in the end of the chastity device, into which I am locked, with no access to the key.

At that moment, the door swung opened and Mistress entered:

‘What the fuck are you doing. I told you clean the toilet, not pose in front of the mirror, you silly, vain bitch.’

She swished her long cane – ‘Bend over.’

‘No, please, I only stopped for a moment- my back was sore.’

‘Don’t come the innocent sissy with me. You’re a lazy whore. Bend over.’

I stood, and bent before Mistress, so that I was gazing straight down at the floor and the pointed tips of her high heels, and again I felt my cock trying to burst from its steel shackle.

‘Say “please give me the punishment I deserve, Mistress”’ she ordered.

‘Please give me the punishment I deserve, Mistress.’ I said.

‘Beg me.’

‘I beg you Mistress to please give me the punishment I deserve.’

‘What will do for me if I do.’

‘I’ll do anything for you Mistress.’

‘Wold you become a waste receptacle and toilet for all my friends.’

‘Yes, I would Mistress.’

‘Tell me that your wife is a fat, ugly old cow compared to me.’

‘My wife is a fat, ugly old cow compared to you Mistress.’

‘What will you give me to show your appreciation?’

‘I will give you anything you want Mistress.’

‘What do you think about when you’re fucking your wife?’

‘I think about you Mistress, how beautiful and sexy you are, and how being humiliated by you turns me on far more than my wife does.’

‘How will you prove your submission to me, and your love and devotion?’

‘I’ll give you anything you want Mistress and serve you in whatever way I can.’

‘Will you spend more on tributes to me, far more, than you ever spend on birthday presents for your wife?’

‘Yes, Mistress, I most certainly will.’

‘Will you dress up in your wife’s favourite sexy outfit, and make up, and post the photos online, where everyone can see them?’

‘I most certainly will Mistress.’

’Will you be a toilet and human waste disposal bin at my next party?’

‘Yes. Mistress. I’d be honoured.’

‘What date is your wife’s birthday?’

‘April the 24th Mistress.’

‘OK – that will be the date of my next party, when you are to perform toilet duties there. Got that?’

‘Yes. Mistress – got it, I’ll be privileged to do that.’

‘You’re just like a dog aren’t you, my pet dog?’

‘yes, Mistress I am like a dog.’

‘Except, you’re not as of much use, or as pleasing as a dog, are you?’

‘No mistress, no I’m not.’

‘What would your wife say if she found out you were a toilet at one of my parties instead of taking her out for a meal on her birthday?’

‘She’d be hurt and angry Mistress.’

‘Good. Now accept your punishment’

With that she tugged down my knickers, swung her arm back,  and administered six hard swishes of her cane to my naked arse, leaving it marked and stinging.

And, so it came to pass. On the morning of April 24th, Jackie, my wife’s birthday, I told her I had to work late, and I was sorry but I’d have to take her out on another evening. I put my arms around her, kissed her soft lips –

‘Thank you so much for the birthday present of the pendant, it was lovely.’ She said.

‘You deserve the best’ I replied, the words tasting like ashes in my mouth. The thing was that I had deliberately looked for a cut price present – cheap Chinese made jewellery, because I wanted, had to, spend even more money on a present for Mistress – a far more expensive pendant and chain and matching earrings. I hated myself for this but couldn’t help myself.  I wanted to spend the evening with Jackie, take out for a meal, as always, but I felt compelled to attend Mistress’s party.

‘It’s such a shame you have to work’ Jackie said.

‘I know’ I replied ‘we’ll have to go out another time, so I can make it up to you.’

Then I got in my car, ostensibly to drive to work, but scurried off like a little lapdog to Mistress’s house.

As soon as I arrived Mistress approached. -

‘Come on’ she ordered, and I followed her, completely turned on as she strode along in her six-inch, spike heeled boots, and black stockings beneath a black corset. I followed her into a bedroom. She indicated the bed, where some clothes were laid out.

‘This is your outfit for the evening, put it on, and report back – you have fifteen minutes. And put on plenty of makeup, too – as thick and slutty as possible.’

‘yes, Mistress’ I said.

I struggled to get into the clothes as quickly as I could – a pair of black net stockings, and a little black, vinyl dress, with a white frilly apron. There was pair of long, dangly earrings too. I told myself to slow down, as I nearly fell, pulling on a pair of pink frilly panties. I needed to keep calm if I wanted to have a chance of getting ready in the allocated fifteen minutes. I didn’t want to incur Mistress’s wrath. I pulled the stockings on over my newly shaven legs – I told my wife that I now shaved my legs I’d taken up cycling– and felt my cock hardening. But I had to ignore it, as I struggled to zip up the dress, then set about applying the makeup, sitting at the dresser before the array of cosmetics set out there: bright red lipsticks, vivid eyeshadow, lip and eye liner, dark mascara. I knew I mustn’t stint on this and struggled with shaking hand not to make too much of a mess of it.  I knew Mistress didn’t like it to be immaculate, because it added to the humiliation aspect if it was a bit smudged and inexpertly applied. The effect wasn’t really of a man looking just like a woman, but of drag act, a man trying to look like a certain image of a woman, but obviously a man dressed up. Anyway, I finished making up as best I could and pulled on the size nine, six-inch stilettos that Mistress had left there. Then I tottered inelegantly out to where Mistress stood, greeting the newly arriving guests. I had to hover for a few moments as Mistress studiedly ignored me as she greeted her guests, then she turned to me and I realized there was something in her hand. Before I knew it, a collar was clipped and locked around my neck, with a chain lead attached.

‘Get on your knees’ she ordered. I did so, and was then pulled along by Mistress, struggling to crawl as quickly as possible, my dress rising around my thighs, revealing the tops of my stockings. I could hear laughter and ridicule from the few guests present, as I was led into another room. I was told to kneel, and my hands were swiftly cuffed behind my back with steel cuffs.

‘Open your mouth wide.’

I parted my newly reddened lips –

‘Wide’ Mistress said ‘I said ‘wide.’

I opened my mouth as far as I could as Mistress shoved a steel device between my lips – a device to forcibly hold my mouth gaping open. It was most uncomfortable. Then my head was jerked back by the chain, my forehead grasped and my head pulled back, so that my face was tilted upwards, with its gaping mouth. A steel band was clipped around the top of my head and secured to a chain which was locked to my ankles. Now I was kneeling, mouth held forcibly wide open, head tilted upwards and bent back from the neck. Now it was impossible to move my head or close my mouth. A sign was hung around my neck - ‘Toilet, ashtray and dustbin’ with an arrow pointing up to my mouth.

I hadn’t been there more than a few minutes when a couple of very glamorous women approached. I was unable to turn my head to look at them properly, but just a glimpse of blonde hair and the smell of their perfume made my cock throb.

‘Fancy a fag?’ one woman said to her friend, giggling.

‘Yes, I’d love a fag – their so enjoyable aren’t they.’

The women lit up, and I so received the first flick of ash in my forcibly gaping mouth. Then a globule of nicotine flavoured spit. Finally, the women stubbed their cigarette butts out on my tongue. Then, one of the women said –

‘Now I need to pee.’

She lowered her knickers around her ankles and squatted over me. I was incredibly aroused as I saw her pink, open fanny directly over my face, then couched and spluttered as she unleashed a stream of warm pee directly into my mouth. She wiped herself on a tissue, she shoved into my mouth, pulled her panties up, and the two women walked away laughing.

That sort of thing happened all through the evening, and worse – even more disgusting things were to enter my mouth.

I really was a human ashtray, toilet and dustbin at Mistress’s party, used and abused by everyone there. My mouth used an ashtray, pissoir and toilet, and as receptacle for every kind of waste product possible. At the end of the evening I felt totally degraded.

I was covered in stinking mess, all over my face and clothes. My cock was sore in its cage, from keeping getting hard, and then jabbing up against the steel spike, and my balls were heavy and painfully swollen. Mistress came over and looked down at me –

‘What a filthy, disgusting, sissy bitch’ she said ‘what would your wife say if she could see you now?’

‘I don’t know Mistress, I don’t know what she would say.’

‘She’d be disgusted wouldn’t she. Disgusted that the man she loved, her husband, would voluntarily get himself in such a state, all because of another woman – a woman whom he desires far more than her, a woman who has such power over him.’

Yes, she’d be disgusted Mistress.’

‘I’m disgusted. You’re stinking the place out, guests are complaining. You need to get out, come on.’

With that she grabbed my chain and jerked me along on all fours. I found it hard to move because my joints had stiffened so much but began to crawl as quickly as I could. 

‘Come on – faster’ she shouted.

Next thing I knew I was out one driveway, in my drag, covered in foul mess, exposed to the windows of neighbouring houses. I saw my car, but where were my keys – they were in my jacket pocket. As if on cue, the front door opened again, and my clothes were hurled out, into a muddy puddle. I went over and picked them up. Yes, my car keys were still in the jacket pocket. I opened my car door with trembling hand, and got in. Quickly I struggled into my trousers, pulled my jacket over my soiled corset.  I drove slowly, because I felt so shaken up, home through the darkened streets.

I was lucky, Jackie was in bed when I got in, and the house was dark. I went straight up to the bathroom, removed my evilly smelling clothes, and got into hot shower. The clothes would have to be destroyed I knew. I’d have to find a way to dispose of them without my wife seeing – or smelling- anything. After scrubbing myself in the shower, I used my wife’s makeup remover and pads to take off the thick, smeared cosmetics from my face.

I went up and got into bed beside my wife.

‘Have a good day’ she murmured, half asleep.

‘Busy, you know’ I said, ‘it’s good to be home with you, anyway’ I said, feeling guilty.

I leaned over and kissed her gently on the cheek, and she moaned softly.  I really did love her, and I also felt very ashamed. I’d betrayed her, though I hadn’t actually had sex with another woman, but I’d betrayed her all the same. At that moment I felt my cock hardening. And it wasn’t lying next to my wife that was causing it to harden, but a sudden thought intruding unwanted into my consciousness, of what had recently happened at Mistress’s party -  the thought of how I’d been abused, humiliated and degraded, used as an ashtray and toilet by beautiful women and brutish men, made me dizzy with desire – desire to be treated like that again. Or right now. I looked across at my wife again, who’d gone back to sleep – she was far too nice ever to be ale to treat me like that. I had something wrong with me to crave such treatment. But crave it I did, along with being forced to dress as a woman – a slutty, available tart of a woman. A parody of a woman, which is what I felt that I was. I certainly didn’t feel like a man anyway.

Just then my phone rang. I jumped out of bed. It was 5.30 am. I saw it was Mistress’s number. 

‘Hello’ I said tentatively.

‘Hello, you piece of worthless shit’ she said. ‘look, I’ve run out of cigarettes – get me some, will you, and bring them round immediately. Oh, and get a box of sanitary towels too.’ The phone line went dead.

I certainly don’t fancy going out at this time of the morning to buy Mistress’s cigarettes, and sanitary towels – how embarrassing. But I knew there would be trouble if I failed to do it.  I grudgingly got dressed, and slipped out of the house, trying not to wake my wife. I drove around until I found an early opening supermarket. There was a kiosk for cigarettes, but to get the sanitary towels I had to go out into the store with a wire basket. Eventually I found them, and then had to walk past the supermarket shelf stackers carrying a box of sanitary towels in my basket and go up to the till and pay for them.

I arrived at Mistresses’ house, about ninety minutes after she’d rung me. She answered the door in a robe –

‘Ah you’ve finally made it’ she said sarcastically, ‘I’m dying for a cigarette.’

I handed her the cigarettes, and the sanitary towels – ‘Oh, they’re for you’ she said, referring to the box of sanitary towels ‘I want you to stick one up your arse. Since you’re becoming a woman you need to experience more about what it’s like.’

She lit a cigarette and blew a plume of smoke into my face. I coughed – I hated smoking, which was one reason I’d been used as an ashtray at her party.

‘Oh, where’s my ashtray’ she now exclaimed. ‘Oh, you’ll do, get down on your knees and open your mouth.’

I again felt the acrid, burning sensation of hot cigarette ash gumming up my mouth, and struggled to swallow it – spitting it out was absolutely forbidden.

Finally, Mistress stubbed out her cigarette my tongue, burning it, though her spit helped extinguish it –

‘Swallow it bitch’ she commanded, and I gulped as I struggled to swallow the disgusting object.

‘There you go, a little bit of me inside you’ she laughed scornfully. ‘Now get out of my sight, I’ll let you know when I need you again.’

I was thoroughly degraded, of course, but turned on, predictably. This was my drug, a drug that seemed to override everything, even my love for my wife and my marriage. I was risking everything because of this monstrous woman but couldn’t help myself.

I got in my car, once again driving away from Mistress’s house in a less than composed state. I was always vulnerable to having an accident at such times -  jittery, huge feeling of unrequited desire, and an ache in my balls. Also, there was usually some disarray in my clothes and appearance, making me worried about what other drivers might think. I had to drive very carefully. Today, I had the discomfort of a sanitary towel up my arse, I was having difficulty swallowing, and had cigarette ash around my mouth mixed with mistress spit, and spit in my hair. I needed to get cleaned up before my wife saw me, though she’d probably gone to work by now.

I was correct in my assumption. The house was empty when I got in, and I guiltily wondered what Jackie had thought, when she’d awoke to find me gone. I drank some water, trying to wash the taste of cigarette ash from my mouth. I shuddered with the thought of it all but, even more shaming for me, I could feel myself becoming hard at the same time.

Six Months Later

I’d been found out!

My wife, Jackie, had picked up my phone when it rang, and it was a message from Mistress for me. Jackie had rung the number back, and Mistress had told her everything. What I’d said about Jackie -prompted by Mistress, of course, and I hadn’t meant it, but it was all there – mistress had recorded all my conversations.

I looked out or between the bars of my cage and heard the click-clack of heels echoing down a long corridor. Immediately I had a response – of erotic arousal, but I was stunned when the door flew open, and a woman walked through. A stunningly dominant looking woman, from the tips of her stiletto heels, to the scarlet of her lipstick, and the dark outline around her eyes. But I realised to my horror, that It was my wife, as I’d never seen her before.

‘Jackie’ I said ‘I’m so glad to see you.’

‘Glad to see me, are you? you fucking creep.’

I was shocked, I’d never heard her swear before, or even raise her voice to me.

‘Did you think you’d would always get away with your filthy shenanigans...and saying those things about me? Mistress has told me everything. Well, now you’re going to pay.’

My cage door was opened by another of Mistress’s sissy slaves, Bernice, and I was led by my chain by her, as directed by Jackie.

‘Strap him over the chair’ she commanded and I could do nothing as I was pushed into a kneeling position, and chained hand and foot over the chair, bent forward, my legs spayed apart, and kept in position by chains. I felt rough hands force my bum cheeks apart, then my wife’s latex gloved fist thrusting up into me from behind.

‘I think it’s ready now.’ Her voice had a new, unfamiliar coldness.

I couldn’t hear much of what was going on from my position, but a big, muscular black guy was brought in. I didn’t see him, but certainly felt him- his huge cock anyway, going up inside me, making me gasp, first with pain, and then with shaming pleasure.

‘Like that do you?’ my wife said – that cock’s going up me as well, and it’s your lucky day – you can watch.’

I groaned.

‘Moan and groan all you like – but this is going to be your life for now on, me and Mistress’s sissy slut slave, and cash cow. You’re going to earn for us bitch’ and I then realised that a camera had been whirring the whole time, recording everything. I was a film star, but would never experience the fame, or wealth, that usually came from such a role.

‘You didn’t really have any money, your overdraft and debts were so great, and it’s been arranged with the bank that I have control of the account, and all previously joint assets, including the house. You’re dependent on me and Mistress, unless you want to sleep on the streets that is. But you owe us big time, and these films you’re in, will help pay us back.’

‘I can walk out of here any time I want’ I said ‘I’ll survive.’

‘Go on then, go...there’s the door.’

I knew then that I couldn’t leave, that I preferred this prison and my sissy status and Mistress’s domination, to the harsh outside world.

‘Huh’ Jackie said ‘I knew it – you want to stay here, with us, two dominant females. See, I’ve seen the light now, though Mistress’s influence. I’ve decided that he old passive, feminine me, is dead.’

She suddenly slapped me hard round the face, then booted me in the groin with the point of one of her high heeled boots. I recoiled in pain –

‘You’re not going to humiliate me and treat me like shit any more. It’s me who’s going to humiliate and control you. Anyway, you enjoy it don’t you.’

I felt tears come to my eyes, and made an effort to stop them –

‘I love you’ I said.

Jackie spat full in my face –

‘Liar!’ she shouted.

Later that week Mistress came up me. This was unusual, since she seldom deigned to speak to me these days, and nor did my wife, conveying their messages through one of the other sissies doing their every bidding.

‘We need to prepare you – for your wedding, you’re getting married.’

‘I‘m already married’ I exclaimed ‘to Jackie.’

‘Didn’t we tell you? you’re divorced now- a quickie divorce on the bounds of your unreasonable behaviour ...through being a sissy who visited a dominatrix regularly, me. We dealt with all the paperwork for you, don’t worry about it. Anyway, you’re getting married to this foreign guy-he needs a wife for visa purposes. The wedding’s in a month’s time.’

I could hardly speak. Divorced! But I still loved my wife, still wanted to remain her husband. And now to be ‘married’ to someone else, a man – But I was a man, and a straight man, too’

‘Is this a gay wedding?’ I asked incredulously.

‘No – you will be a convincing woman by the time you get married. You are already getting there, though you probably don’t realise how feminine you’ve become, with the hormones.’

‘What hormones?’ I yelled.

‘Oh, didn’t we tell you about that either? We’ve been putting hormones in your food – we must have forgot to inform you, silly us.’

‘You forgot...’ I was becoming very angry.

Mistress reached for her riding crop, swished it through the air.

‘Behave yourself – you’re lucky I ‘ve had the decency to inform you of your situation. Be quiet or you will be punished severely.’

I shut up and went back to my maid’s duties in a state of shock.

I started having fittings for my new wedding dress – what with the hormones, and my hair grown out, I realised that I was beginning to look the part. The hormones had made my face slimmer, the cheekbones more prominent, lips fuller, hips wider, waist slimmer and most importantly, small, but obvious, breasts. I have to admit that it turned me on to gaze at myself in the mirror in my gorgeous white dress, as I applied my makeup. I was becoming a lot more expert at this and I new that thickly applied cosmetics could cover up a lot, and certainly give a convincing illusion of femininity. But could I get legally married, when I was still officially a man? Well, apparently, I could under new gender identity legislation. However, Mistress assured me that they were trying to get me recategorized as ‘female’ but weren’t sure if they could make the necessary physical changes to my body in time.

I shuddered but was unable to protest. For me, dressing as a woman, had just been role play, part of my masochism, and I’d never really wanted to give up being a man, and I was most definitely attracted to women. But now I was to marry a man!

We did make a lovely couple! Well, I certainly looked lovely in my wedding dress, replete with veil. While my husband, a short, fat, middle-aged Romanian, in a tight-fitting suit, didn’t look so great. And nor did his mother, who always seemed to be present whenever I met him. She was also short, fat, and middle-aged, with coarse dark hair, and heavy, dropping breasts. She kept smiling at me in very off-putting way.

‘You will be acquainted with my mother’ my new husband, Josef said to me after the ceremony – she will show what need to be done in the house, and she will also do other things with you – things you will like very much.’

‘God’ I thought, what exactly did he have in mind.

Well I was soon to find out, when his mother forced my sissy face into the thick black bush between her legs –

‘you lick me, bitch, lick me good’ she said ‘you have to do what we tell you, exact, Mistress and Jackie instructed, or you will be punished.’

I could barely believe, as I searched with my tongue between the course, black hair, until it found her womanliness, and she sighed as I pushed my tongue into her slit, then located her clit. Her body bucked – ‘make me cum, make me cum, sissy bitch’ she yelled.

I made my tongue dart harder, little darting movements around her clitty. My tongue felt like it would drop out – she was moaning louder now- when would she finally cum? I felt I was nearly chocking, between her thick pubic hair, and the fat of thighs. Her rank odour nearly overpowering me, when suddenly, she orgasmed -  bucking like a wild horse, her body thrusting into my face, coating it with her stinking juices. And then she subsided, fell back, relaxed.

‘That was wonderful’ she muttered, breathlessly – ‘you certainly know how to lick woman off – I will keep you here.’ My heart sank at this.

‘Now you can make us nice cup of tea, dear’ she said ‘and then I will show you what work has to be done. You will be big help.’

Of course, my new husband also expected me to be available for wifely duties, which he carried out in the most perfunctory way, inserting his cock into my back passage, without any sort of attempt to get me aroused first. Not, I thought, that I could ever be aroused by him. However, I have to shamefully admit, that being so abusively treated by this ugly brute, did arouse me. So now, both mother and son were using me for sex, but Jackie and Mistress had told them that I wasn’t to be allowed to cum without their permission.

God, my new husband and his mother worked me hard. I sweated, climbing stairs with a hoover, in stilettoes, tight mini dress, part of my black, vinyl maid’s outfit, beneath a mask of makeup, and hair now thick, long and professionally cut and styled (that was a humiliating experience, being taken to the hair dressing salon, I can tell you). At the same time, I was weaker, due to the hormones I been administered on a daily basis, for I don’t know how long, and I kept hearing talk of ‘the operation’, which was silenced whenever they became aware of my presence, dusting something with my feather duster, or wiping tables clean.

It chilled me to think of it, but even that awful prospect also turned me on. Scarily.

Then, one day, Jackie, my wife no longer, which I still found very hard to accept, turned up in her new 4 by 4 –

‘We need the sissy today’ I heard her addressing my husband, who’d woken me in the night – we slept in separate beds in separate rooms- to get me to suck him off. He could barely speak English and communicated with a series of grunts.

After I’d performed my wifely duties, he grunted and stalked off back to bed, leaving me to search for tissues to wipe the cum from my face, and I’d found it impossible to get back to sleep.

My wife hardly spoke, as she drove me away.

We arrived at an anonymous new building and went up in a lift.

I was shocked when I entered the room. Several men, of various ages and shapes and sizes, but mostly dressed as sissy sluts, engaged in degrading sexual activity, were being supervised by dominant women, mostly dressed in black corsets, stockings and heels, many with whips and riding crops. One sissy was sucking off another, while dressed in full drag. While another middle-aged fat man, was having pegs applied to his balls and cock. Another was being led around on a dog collar and lead.

‘Go and kneel over there’ I was instructed.

I did so, and two very glamorous young women, so sexy they made my hormone shrivelled cock immediately harden, sat either side of me in chairs, and lit cigarettes. They chatted to each other inconsequentially, as two women might while having coffee together, and ‘absent -mindedly’ used my mouth as an ashtray. I coughed as the first woman bent and flicked ash into my mouth, which she’d ordered me to open and to hold out my tongue, and then she spat into my mouth –a full mouthful of nicotine flavoured saliva.  Disgusting!

Then I noticed the camera rolling, operated by another woman, and realised that there were more cameras filming what was happening. I was on film again.

As I looked the camera woman came over to me, her camera focussed on my heavily made-up face, now with cigarette ash staining my lipstick.

The women chatted away mundanely, as if discussing their shopping - ‘Yeah, they’re on special offer down at the supermarket,’ one was saying, then, as if it was perfectly normal, using my mouth as an ashtray. She barely looked at me as she flicked her ash into my open mouth, onto my waiting tongue. I gulped it down instinctively, and without missing a beat, the woman, still hardly looking at me, spat into my mouth again, before the other woman, as she said something about today’s prices, flicked her own ash into my mouth, and then gave me a mouthful of her own spit.

The camera caught all this in glorious close up. I know because I’ve watched the video – several times – and been really turned on by it. You can see the abject humiliation in my mascara outlined eyes, but also how I love to be so treated, in full technicolour close-up.

Then, another Mistress grabbed my chain, and jerked by my collar over to the woman with the clothes pegs – a large, fat lady, nearly bursting out of her corset, her fat thighs rolling over her stocking tops. She roughly grabbed my cock, and quickly applied the pegs to it, right up its length, all around the girth, and even pegging the tender bit of skin just above my cock. This was definitely very painful, and I couldn’t help but cry out.

‘Good sissies keep quiet’ the woman said, clipping three pegs to the end of my tongue.

What a day that was. Everything that could be done to me, was done, and more. While my wife and Mistress stalked about, as if overseeing the whole operation.

My final, and most humiliating memory of that day, was looking up from where I was licking a woman’s filthy high heeled shoe as she stood above me with a whip, my cock bristling with pegs, which were also clipped to the end of my tongue, and seeing Jackie, now my ex-wife, bent over a small table, while Mistress slowly penetrated her with a giant black strap-on.

Yes, that was far more humiliating than anything else.
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