

The Birthday Treat

John criticizes his wife, Lucy’s, smoking habit, but then she discovers his stash of smoking fetish vids………

Well, it all began with a case of gross hypocrisy. John used to criticize his wife, Lucy, for her smoking – and make her feel guilty. He’d never, ever smoked, and he made her go outside in the cold to smoke, and never failed to make disparaging remarks about the smell of her hair and clothes, and nag at her about the harmful effects on her health and the family finances. She looked like a cheap tart, he’d said – with too much make-up and too short a skirt, and smoking. Lucy had felt very guilty and had tried hard, but been unable, to give up smoking, which was a crutch for her in her stressful job as an office manager. But  one fateful day, she came in from work unexpectedly early, and found that John had left the computer open, and she was shocked when she saw what he was looking at –fetish websites specializing in   photos and videos of women smoking, which included ‘Femdom’ scenarios of dominant, red lipsticked, high heeled dominant women blowing smoke into the faces of submissive men, and using the men’s mouths as their ashtrays; and. there were also photos of men dressed in women’s clothing, being forced to serve the women -and being and humiliated in various ways, such as the women spitting and peeing into their  mouths,  putting pegs put on their nipples and cocks, and  anally penetrating them with dildos..

First of all, she was really shocked, and angry, to find out that her husband was into such stuff; but after her initial hurt and rage she’d thought, ‘I’m going to teach him a lesson, the hypocritical bastard – he tells me off for smoking, and for dressing like a “tart” and wearing too much make-up, yet he’s spending his time getting off on photos of women smoking, and imagining himself dressed as a slutty, tartily made- up woman.’ So that night, when John came in, she laid her cards on the table.

‘John’ she said, ‘you left the computer on his morning, open at the sites you’d been looking at.’

‘Oh,’ he blushed deeply. ‘Well, I went onto a site by mistake, put the wrong address in.’

‘But I saw from the history that you had been looking at a few of those sites. And what had you been looking at most – pictures of women smoking, and of men dressed as woman, and having the women blow smoke into their faces, and flick ash into their mouths, and other unmentionable things. So, you like to see other women smoking, but you complain about me. And then there’s the times you complain about the amount of time and money I spend on my clothes and hair, as if you’re above that sort of thing, when you’re actually fascinated by women’s clothes, and probably far more obsessed by them, than me.’

‘Well, John said, I was researching.’

‘Researching what?’

‘I was going to write a novel - an erotic story.’

‘But you’ve never shown any interest in writing.’

‘Well, I’ve just started.’

‘But you always sneer at my novels – when did you last read a novel?’

He was speechless- he knew his secret was out.

‘I see…’ her mind was turning over rapidly- ‘well it’s your birthday in a couple of weeks, and I’ve got some things in mind for a special treat for you - a very special treat, with some special guests.’

Now she knew his weakness, and the thought of exploiting it, and getting her own back, made her smile wickedly. He had always been the one who was in control: confident, and assured, mocking her weaknesses for smoking and the odd glass of wine, and her penchant for clothes and make up. And now she knew what he was really like. How he loved to look at other women smoking, and clothes and make up even more than she did.

On his birthday she had it all arranged. First of all, she presented him with his present – wrapped in brightly colored pink paper. When he opened it, his eyes popped out of his head.

He held up the contents: a black PVC maid’s costume, with a little, frilly, white apron and a delicate white, frilly cap; a white, satiny blouse; a pair of pink, frilly knickers, covered in little butterflies; and a pair of sheer black stockings.

‘Ha, ha -very funny.’

There’s a box too, open it she said.

It was a pair of black high heels in shiny, patent leather – ‘they’re your size’ she said ‘It took some searching to get them, I can tell you.’

‘Oh God’, he said.

‘Put it all on, I’ve got guests arriving in an hour.’

‘I can’t do that’ he mumbled.

‘Do it’ she said, ‘or everyone – and I mean everyone- will know about your kinky secrets, and that you’re a hypocritical bastard. Hurry up, you owe me after the hard time you’ve give me for my smoking and clothes buying – put them on.’ Her voice had become suddenly assertive and domineering, and so he found himself - incredibly, meekly- obeying, against his better judgment, but feeling strangely excited at the same time.

‘You look great, she said when he’d put them on. He stood looking shamefaced, but he could feel his cock stiffening.

‘Sit down and I’ll do your make up’, she said, and, noticing his bulge, ‘first of all I think I need to give you another of your presents I’d forgotten about.’ She took a small box from the table – ‘open it.’

He opened it with trembling hands- inside was a sort of cylindrical object.

‘What is it?’ He said warily, though he had half an idea what such an object might be, but the thought was too horrific to contemplate.

‘It’s a chastity device – to lock your cock in. It’s to be locked in there until such times as I say it can be freed. So, you can’t have sex or even masturbate without my permission.’

‘You don’t expect me to accept that,’ John spluttered.

‘You’ve got no choice. If you don’t do it your boss, friends and family will be sent details of those websites you visited, and files of those web -chats where you asked women to abuse you, and make you dress as a “complete slut”. I saved it all from those pages you left open. Come on- I’ll put it on for you’.

Soon John’s cock was encased in the gleaming silver case, which would just about accommodate his flaccid penis. Lucy put the key in a chain around her neck. Then she instructed John to put his knickers and maid’s outfit back on over it.

‘By the way, I’ve given you a new name – Josie – and that’s how I and my friends will address you from now on.’

Next, Lucy applied John/Josie’s make-up: loads of eyeliner and mascara, the eyebrows plucked and penciled in black, blue eye shadow and, of course, crimson lipstick. This was all finished off with a beautiful, auburn wig, cascading over his shoulders. John gazed into the mirror - what a convincing slut. What a complete tart. And, he felt shamefully, turned on by his own image, despite, or perhaps because of, his abject humiliation.

On the night of the party John felt fearful and mortified in his degradation, but also strangely excited. Why, he wondered, was he accepting his fate so easily, as if his wife now had some power over him that she had never had before? As the guests arrived John answered the door to each of them with a curtsey as he had been instructed. Soon he was lost in the heady glamour of their femininity - drunk on the expensive perfumes, silky hairstyles and discreetly sexy clothes. They in turn greeted with him with amused contempt. In her new job Lucy was moving in different, socially higher circles than John was used to or was comfortable with; and he had been struggling to hold onto his power as a man – hence the constant criticism of Lucy and her smoking and clothes buying – and now, it felt almost like a release to inhabit his new role.

They sat chatting as he served drinks. His arousal was more intensely heightened as he leaned over to hand Lucy’s boss Helena a drink and he felt his balls being gently scratched and then groped by a sharp nailed hand. Everyone laughed at the bulge in his skirt, and he was desperate for release, but his cock merely throbbed impotently against the constraints of its cage. Lucy had told him that he wouldn’t be allowed to orgasm during the whole evening. They continued to grope him as he served dinner, his constraint being a constant source of mirth as the wine flowed - so fast that he had a lot of trouble keeping everyone’s glass topped up. By the end of the meal John was completely exhausted, and his feet and legs ached through walking so much in the heels.

‘I think that we should serve Josie dinner,’ Helena said, ‘she deserves a break after all her hard work.’

John was so grateful to take the proffered seat, and for the thought of something to eat since he was starving.  However, his relief was short lived as his hands were quickly tied behind his back with a pair of tights and his ankles tied to the chair. Lauren, a gorgeous young blond secretary, lifted her skirt and wriggled out of her knickers much to John’s eye-popping astonishment as he got a quick glimpse of her light brown pubes. The knickers were then balled up and thrust in his mouth, with the damp gusset inwards so that he could taste her womanly essence.

‘I haven’t managed to change them today’, she laughed.

Then, as if at a pre-arranged signal, the week old black bin - liner of rubbish was brought in from the garden, John’s maid’s cap removed, and the bag’s contents ceremoniously tipped over his head. He could hardly breathe as his hair, nose and ears were clogged with the rotting vegetables, rancid pork fat, moldy baked beans and the rest of the stinking rubbish.

Then a dozen rotten eggs were produced, and broken over John’s head, and his skirt lifted to much giggling and eggs broken inside his knickers. Next, his shoes were taken off one by one and eggs broken inside them, before they were replaced on his feet. They all knew from Lucy how much John hated smoking, and of his obsession with physical fitness. His marathon running to raise money for charity, which he boasted about so much, was a common cause of merriment in Lucy’s office.

‘He criticizes me smoking but then I caught him looking at fetish photos of women smoking’, Lucy said.

‘Typical male double standards’, Helena answered, ‘He needs to be taught a lesson’.

They all lit up and stood around John blowing smoke into his face. The knickers were pulled out of his mouth and a lighted cigarette thrust into it - he coughed and spluttered violently before it was removed.  Then middle-aged PA Jackie pinched his nose and ordered him to open his mouth - which he did, and she flicked her ash into it. They all followed suit - using him as a human ashtray. Then they finished their cigarettes, chatting and gossiping as they did so, as if John was a mere receptacle for their convenience, the real ashtray - overflowing with ash and lipstick stained butts was picked up, and a handful of its contents thrust into his mouth, while the rest was tipped over his head. Then they all took turns to spit into his mouth.

‘The sissy must be thirsty’, he heard a voice say.

‘Yes, she must be, let’s give her our very special drink’.

He could barely see through the muck but heard heels tapping towards the bathroom and then returning ten minutes later, to much giggling. A flower vase filled with liquid was held before him with a straw which was put into his mouth.  He had a good idea what the pale-yellow liquid was and John’s fears were immediately confirmed as he tasted the warm, acrid liquid. He coughed as he gulped down their pee - and was coldly instructed to drink it all down – he felt mortified, but incredibly turned on - so aroused was he at such abject humiliation.

After that they all decided to go to the pub, after first replacing John’s knickers gag and blindfolding him with a pair of tights me then leaving him alone. John sat in the darkness reflecting upon his humiliation - his exquisite humiliation. He was nothing more than a complete sissy slut. But this was what he had always desired…. wasn’t it?

About three hours John heard voices, not just female voices.  The lights were switched on and he blinked beneath his blindfold.

‘Look at the state of her’- a rough, young, black sounding, male voice said.

‘You knew what you said you’d do’, John heard his wife’s slurred, drunken voice-

‘I’ll do it all right’.

Then he felt a warm, beery smelling liquid jetting over his face which seemed to go on forever, completely soaking him. Was that his final humiliation? To be pissed on by a bloke his wife had picked up in the pub.  Well no, it wasn’t. His blindfold was pulled off – ‘look and learn’, he was instructed, and John watched as his wife was stripped by black male and white female hands - groping her as they did so. Then she was put on the small coffee table on all fours with her arse facing towards him. Thus, he got a graphic view as one of the men fucked her with his huge, black cock; while the other stuck his into her willing mouth, leering at John while he did so. Her moans indicated that she was far more turned on than she ever was with him. After he had fucked Lucy, the young man swaggered over to John and presented his glistening member. It was certainly big.

‘Clean it’ he demanded threateningly, and John felt himself obediently opening his mouth, and licking his wife’s juices off the shining black cock. Then the three young men joined in with the women in various permutations of sucking and fucking, in a demonstration of youthful virility that caused much moaning and cries of satisfaction from the women, including Lucy, until John’s cock throbbed against its constraints in sheer desperation and his balls ached with their unrequited load.

Then it was over, and everyone began to leave saying fond farewells while completely ignoring John. Finally, he had to watch his wife leading one of the young black blokes up the stairs to their bed, as he fondled her naked bum.

John sat, dozing fitfully in his heightened state - wondering what the next day had in store for him, in fearful, yet eager, anticipation.

Well, the next morning, after the young man had gone, walking past John with a final, contemptuous laugh Lucy released him.

‘He was an intelligent young man,’ she said, ‘completely lovely, but so manly,’ referring to her recent guest – ‘I’ll be seeing him again by the way- and he gave me some good ideas.’

‘“Why don’t you get the sissy to earn her keep?” he said – “peddle her arse out to the gays” – and that’s what I’m going to do.’

‘No, you can’t do that’, John cried, but halfheartedly, knowing he was powerless to resist, and, also, knowing with sinking heart, that the prospect excited him.

Early the next morning John was woken up early by Lucy and ordered to get dressed up in his most slutty clothes, and to make a special care over his hair and makeup –

‘You’re going out today, somewhere very special’ Lucy told him.

He was filled with foreboding as he got ready, knowing that he would incur Lucy’s wrath if he wasn’t immaculate. When he was ready Lucy ordered him out to her car, and they drove out through the south London suburbs, and John realized where they were heading –Brighton. A realization confirmed when he finally viewed the sea up ahead, glittering in the May sunshine. They finally drove into the centre of Brighton and parked up in The Lanes area, outside a gay club, where Lucy got out and went inside, before coming out and ordering John to get out of the car and follow her inside, which he did, struggling to keep up on his heels.

The door of the gay club toilet was opened and Lucy shoved John inside. He tottered across the floor in his heels struggling not to slip. There were men at each urinal, and heads turned. He had a sign around his neck that read ‘I am a sissy slut, please piss on me, and humiliate and degrade me in any way you wish’.

He knelt down, as he’d been instructed, in the middle of the floor, his tight red skirt rising above his stockings. Immediately one of the men came over and John felt a warm jet of piss in his face. God what a sissy slut he was. Another cock was presented before his mouth, and he opened his lips and began to suck on it, as if it was a perfectly normal thing for him to do, although the night of the party when he’d cleaned the young black guy’s cock clean of his wife’s juices, was the only time he’d ever had a man’s cock touch his lips and tongue before. The owner of the cock began to slowly masturbate, as he drew his cock in and out of John’s mouth, and soon a stream of semen jetted over John’s face, dripping down onto his red, satin blouse. The other men took turns to piss on him and get him to suck them off – all the time making sneering comments – ‘fucking sissy slapper’, one said, to much laughter.

And here John was, kneeling in a men’s toilet in a gay club, ready to open his mouth to receive the pee of anyone who chose to you use him as a urinal. And, many did in the couple of hours he was there. Hot piss directed straight down his throat, but also into his hair, running down his face, making his makeup run and clog his eyes, which caused them to them sting, along with the hot piss. John was completely soaked in urine, but not just urine. Most of the men also masturbated over him, and quite a few spat on him, and soon his hair and face were covered with a thick layer of semen, and phlegm, mixing with the stinking piss.

Finally, rough hands grabbed him, pushed him onto a small table- on his hands and knees, his thighs pulled apart to expose his anus. Then he was comprehensively fucked from behind, cocks going right up inside his sensitive back passage, one after another, causing him to moan in inadvertent delight. This was the first time John had experienced this ultimate act of transgression, but he was too numbed to resist. He also had to admit to being really turned on, not just by masochistic humiliation, but the sensual feel of the cocks anally penetrating him, their warmth reaching right up inside him, and stimulating the sensual nerves of that previously taboo place. Now he knew that there would be no turning back from what he had become.

Finally, the men began to gradually leave, and he was alone in the empty toilet, covered in piss and semen, hating his abjection, but gloriously relishing it at the same time……. waiting for his wife to come to take him home, where he would continue in his identity as her cuckolded, sissy, slave slut, existing only to serve her, and for the pleasure of others at her command. No, there would be no turning back now, and he wasn’t altogether sure that he wanted to turn back, anyway. This was the way things would be from now on.

THE END
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