

I was a teacher at a Further Education College, and I was struggling to motivate a couple of the pupils in my class of young women aged eighteen plus. Most of them were eager, conscientious pupils, but there were two- Lorraine and Lucy- who acted as if they couldn’t care less, constantly looking at their phones during lessons, and giggling and whispering to each other; besides always being late with their course assignments, which were very poor when they finally handed them in. They were also two of the sexiest young women in the class, I had to admit: usually wearing short skirts and high heels, and always heavily made up. I sensed that maybe education wasn’t their primary concern in life, to put it mildly, and found their sexy presence made it hard for me to concentrate on teaching. They also had an arrogance about them, as if they were well aware of their effect on men like me (a man with a secret desire to be dominated and humiliated by such young women – and who indulged this secret online, without my wife, or anyone else, knowing anything about it), and I subsequently found it hard to assert my authority over them.

The fateful day began with me trying earnestly to teach the central themes of Shakespeare’s King Lear, while Lorraine and Lucy whispered to each other, glancing at me, then giggling. Suddenly, I sniffed the air – was someone smoking in the room? Heads were turned towards Lorraine and Lucy, and I saw Lorraine take a surreptitious drag on a cigarette before passing it to Lucy.

‘There’s no smoking in here’ I said sternly ‘You need to wait until break, and go outside if you want to smoke.’

‘I can’t wait until break; I need a fag now. Don’t you ever feel like a fag Mr. Simmonds?’ Loraine asked sweetly, and the whole class laughed, causing my face to redden. I knew that the students didn’t think I was very masculine, and probably gay, even though I was married, and definitely straight – despite my secret transvestite predilections.

‘I don’t smoke, and you’ll have to go outside to have a cigarette, as you well know’ I said.

Lorraine got up and walked out, taking a measured puff on her cigarette as she left, slowly blowing a plume of smoke into the air. Lucy followed her. It was about twenty minutes before they came back in. I gave them a dirty look when they entered the room, and Lorraine muttered something to Lucy, who laughed.

‘God, they’re so sexy’ was all I could think, and I felt my voice falter in my address to the class. Soon after that the lesson ended, and I walked out to my car.

I was unlocking the door, when I saw Lorraine and Lucy walking towards me, giggling again. I paused, since they seemed to coming up to me, and wondered what they wanted. Again, I felt butterflies in my stomach – I loved dominant women, as I said, but I also found such women scary, especially brash, assertive young women like these.

‘Can you give us a lift please, Mr. Simmonds?’ Lorraine asked.

‘You know I can’t do that’ I said, feeling a mixture of desire and fear – of what I didn’t know.

‘Of course, you’re not really allowed to....’  She reached into her bag. ‘By the way, is this your phone? You must have forgotten it when you went out at lunchtime, and I saw it and picked it up in case anyone stole it – there are some light-fingered folk about, you know.’

I immediately patted my jacket pockets, and a shiver ran through me – my phone wasn’t there. Then I remembered what I had been looking at – things that I’d meant to delete, that I definitely wouldn’t want anyone to know about. Still they wouldn’t have looked at them, not my confidential stuff...... would they?

‘Oh, yeah, my phone is missing – thanks very much.’ I said, trying to sound as casual about it as possible

‘You’re welcome Mr. Simmonds. I know what it’s like to lose a phone – all your confidential stuff could fall into the wrong hands.’

There was something I didn’t like in the tone of her voice.

‘But I had to look on it to see whose phone it was.’ She continued.

‘Of course’ I said, still attempting nonchalance. What had she seen? My inner voice asked anxiously - but it was probably entirely innocent. She was right, she had to turn the phone on and look at some of my personal information, to find out who owned the phone, but she probably didn’t look at anything else- why would she?

‘Thank you very much Lorraine. I’ll see you tomorrow.’

‘But you’re going to give us a lift, aren’t you?’ her voice sounded somewhat menacing, but how could I be menaced by an eighteen years old young woman, and why would she want to threaten me – it was all in my imagination wasn’t it?

‘I wish I could, but I could lose my job if anyone sees me, and reports it.’ I said gently, with some justification.

‘You will lose your job if we show anyone the contents of your phone, you fucking perv.’ Lorraine’s voice suddenly took an entirely different, chilling, tone.

I felt the blood drain from my face, and my knees turn to jelly. I steadied myself against the car’s door.

‘Ok’ I said ‘get in’ as I slid into the driver’s seat and unlocked the doors.

Lorraine sat next to me, and I was conscious of her long, sexy legs as her skirt slid up, revealing patterned stocking tops.

‘Like a fag?’ she said, taking out her packet of cigarettes. I always thought you secretly liked fags – we all have our hidden vices, don’t we?’

I shook my head, reddening again-

‘No, I don’t smoke.’

‘You don’t mind if we have one, do you?’

I went to say that ‘yes, I did mind,’ since I was somewhat asthmatic, but didn’t say anything.

Lorraine lit up, passing her lighter and cigarette packet to Lucy on the back seat. I began to cough, though I tried hard to stifle it.

‘Better open the window’ Lorraine said.

But the awful thing was that I was actually very turned on – both by their obvious abuse of my authority, and by their smoking, as well as Lorraine’s very presence on the seat next to me, oozing sexuality. My cock became hard as I started the car and drove off. Then, I realised, to my horror, that Lorraine was looking down at the bulge in my trousers, and I struggled to control the car, as she placed fingers with scarlet nails over my cock and squeezed it through the thin material, making it threaten to burst forth.

‘You see Mr. Simmonds, we know all about your pervy activities – how you like to be humiliated by women dressed as schoolgirls, forced to dress up as a woman, and perform all kinds of humiliating acts. Yes, we know how you fantasise about being forced to go out in public dressed as a woman. We know how you love your mouth to be used as an ashtray by women dressed as schoolgirls, and as a toilet too. I wonder what the college and your wife would think if they saw the websites and videos you’ve been looking at, and the webchats you’ve been having with certain professionally dominant women. We’ve copied everything that was on your phone, of course, and it can all be traced back to you.’

I drove on, trying to control the numbness that had come over me. I felt unable to think clearly, and now, in hindsight, I can see that I panicked, and failed to challenge them on how I could be identified, or to call their bluff. I was shit scared, was the reason.

‘What do you want me to do, for you destroy all that stuff?’ My voice sounded high pitched, ineffectual – not my classroom, teacher’s voice, with which I usually addressed pupils, at all.

‘We want top grades in our course work Mr. Simmonds – that’s all.’

‘But your work isn’t good enough, and if I gave you false grades I’d be in trouble, and your grades would be adjusted accordingly.’

‘Well, then, your photos and vids will go to the relevant authorities and to your wife.’

‘No, please no – I’ll do my best to give you good grades – let’s discuss this. ‘

‘You’d better do what we want you to do, or we’ll tell everyone what you’ve been up to – starting with your wife, and then the college principle. What do you think about that Mr. Simmonds?’

Now, Lorraine had opened my zip, and my cock was out of my trousers, sticking up incongruously, the helmet glistening, a drop of pre-cum oozing from it.

‘My, you are turned on’ she said. ‘Do you have a thing for teenage girls?’ She asked mischievously, blowing smoke straight into my face, which made me have another coughing fit.

‘No, I just like women, that’s all – perfectly natural.’ I protested lamely.

‘I wonder what your wife would say if she saw us now?’ she said, her fingers warm on my throbbing cock.’ Oh, there’s no ashtray in here, I’ll have to use your mouth- open please Mr. Simmonds.’

And would you believe it? I opened my mouth for Lorraine to flick the ash from her cigarette into, and struggled to swallow it. I spluttered and coughed as I desperately tried to keep the car on course, almost overwhelmed by humiliation and desire. As Lorraine stroked my cock, I realised that she held her own phone, in camera mode, in her other hand, and was filming.

‘I wonder how much I could get for this film on a porn site, or how much from you in blackmail?’ she asked, flicking hot ash onto my glistening cock. Despite the pain from the burning ash, I felt myself just about to cum, and knew I wouldn’t be able to stop it. I was breathing heavily in anticipation but Lorraine withdrew her hand, and slapped my cock hard with the back of it –

‘We don’t want you making a mess in your nice car now, do we?’ she giggled.

And I was left with my failed orgasm, shoving my cock back inside my trousers, hoping that no passing drivers had witnessed what had happened.

I drew up outside Lorraine’s house, where she lived with her mother. It was a well-appointed semi-detached, in a nice area. My balls were aching and all I could think about was getting some release.

‘Why don’t you come in?’ she said, there’s no one in, my mother’s away on business as usual.’

Every instinct told me that I shouldn’t go into her house with her, but so desperate was I to sort things out, I found myself following the two young women into the house; and before I knew it, I was sitting on a couch in the living room. 

‘Right,’ she said, ‘let’s get down to brass tacks. You’re to give us top marks for our assignments, or else we will inform everyone about what you’re really like.’

What choice did I have? Was the panicked thought that went through my guilty brain?

‘OK, I’ll see what I can do – I’ll try to mark you up on all your work, I just hope it isn’t too poor, or else someone might notice it’s over marked.’

‘We’re not worried about your career, just give us excellent grades, you fucking pervert.’

I quailed at the sudden harsh words, but more was to come.

‘Get down on your knees and lick our shoes, you pathetic fucking worm.’

Lorraine was no longer the innocent teenager, but had turned into a sadistic dominatrix

‘You see, we know you like this sort of thing – being humiliated and degraded.’

I knelt down, feeling that I had no choice. I just felt like a prisoner, captive of these monstrous young women, whom I’d believed were so innocent and naive. I knelt and bent down to Lorraine’s shoe, a sexy high heel. Of course, it turned me on that she wore them to class, and many times I’d wanked off with the image of her sitting there in her heels, while my wife lay asleep in the bed beside me.

I pressed my face to her shoe and began to lick it. The mobile phone came out, filming every humiliating minute. Now, with the car footage, they really did have material to blackmail me with, and all because I had panicked initially.

‘You must be hungry,’ she said. ‘We certainly are. Lucy, make some sandwiches,’ she said to her friend. I had to admit I was hungry despite the effects of the shock on my system, because I hadn’t eaten since a hasty breakfast hours ago. How long ago that time seemed now – when I’d sat with Jean, my beloved wife, talking over breakfast, my only worries, wondering what to do in that day’s lessons. Soon Lucy returned with a plate of cheese and pickle sandwiches, and I salivated at the thought of one. However, they weren’t for me-

‘Do you like quiche?’ Lucy said, and before I could say anything half a cold quiche, with what looked like green mould growing on it, was placed on the floor before my face.  it looked disgusting. But worse was to come, when Lorraine ground the sole of her shoe into the rancid pie, so that it oozed all over it –

‘Now lick it off, perv’ she commanded, holding the sole up before my mouth, and I duly obliged, taking a disgusting mouthful of the foul food, but there was also some other substance on the sole of her floor, something brown and even more disgusting looking and tasting.

‘Come on – I want the sole of my shoe properly cleaned. I walked in some mess when I got out of the car, and my shoes badly need a good clean.’

I chewed at the food, and began to swallow, trying hard not to be sick. How had these two young women managed to get control over me in such a short space of time. It’s true that I’d always had masochistic fantasies, and indulged them on porn sites, but this was something I’d kept to myself, not even my wife knew about my hidden predilection. No one knew my secret, but now these two girls had undone all the years I’d spent building up my respectable façade, and were able to treat me with no more respect than a used tampon – and I couldn’t help getting off on this, which made it even worse.

‘Don’t be sick on our carpet, or else- eat it all, and keep it down’ she commanded, and I obeyed unquestionably, forcing the muck down my throat, and, with an effort, keeping it there.

‘We know that you like being treated like shit, because we’ve seen the evidence on your phone, and enjoy being made to eat shit because I can see you cock bulging through your trousers right now. You enjoy this, don’t you?’

She kicked me hard in the crotch with the sharply pointed toe of her stiletto, which jabbed right into my balls, making me groan loudly.

‘Answer me.’ She demanded ‘I ask the questions and you have to answer, just like in the classroom.’

‘But you don’t have to answer questions in college, only if you want to.’ I said lamely through the pain.

‘But you have to answer my questions, you fucking piece of shit. You enjoy all this, don’t you?’

‘I’m not enjoying this at the moment – it has to be consensual role play for me to really enjoy it.’

She suddenly grappled with my trousers, and pulled them down along with my pants, and my cock stood to attention for all to see, pre- cum dribbling pathetically from the end of it.

‘Oh, no you don’t enjoy this at all, do you?’ and both girls giggled, like it was the funniest thing they’d ever seen.

How could I possibly explain it to them? How I was turned on by being humiliated and degraded, though I didn’t want to be treated like that in ‘real life’, only as part of a role play scenario. But, my erect cock gave the lie to that – this was certainly real life, and it was certainly my worst possible nightmare. Yet part of me was obviously highly aroused by the whole situation.

‘You’re a fucking liar – see, you are enjoying it, aren’t you?’ She shouted, leaning right into my face, and I felt her saliva hot on my cheeks-

‘Yes,’ I mumbled ‘I enjoy this.’

‘It’s big, isn’t it?’ she said, thwacking the bell end of my cock with a hot teaspoon, she’d picked up from a mug of steaming tea on the table, leading me to squeal loudly-

‘I wonder what we should do with this...thing. What is it, a male clit?’

‘Cut it off Lucy said’ and they both laughed again.

‘Yeah, there’s a big knife in the kitchen.’ Lorraine roared with glee.

‘They were joking......weren’t they?’ I thought nervously to myself. But who knew what they would do?

‘Shall we make him cum.’ Lucy asked her dominant friend.

‘No, we won’t let him cum – what these perves really like is to be frustrated.’ Lorraine replied, as she began to wank me off, and the soft touch of her hand on my cock, caused waves of pure, sensual pleasure to surge through me. I inadvertently moaned, which caused more mirth from the pair. After only seconds, pre-cum dripped again from my cock’s eyehole, and it began to vibrate, ready to shoot its load. Lorraine stopped and took her hand away, flicking the throbbing member with a sharp, scarlet fingernail.

‘You’re not allowed to cum in here’ she said ‘you’ll spoil the carpet.’

So, there I stood, my cock sticking up stiffly in front of me, balls swollen and blue, humiliated and dominated by a couple of my female pupils.  I had to get a grip on things-

‘Look,’ I said ‘I’m going now – do what you want, I don’t care, I’m out of here.’ Feeling immediately undermined in my attempts at assertiveness by the fact that I was standing with my trousers around my ankles and my cock erect before two young women, my mouth and chin covered in mouldy pizza and some other disgusting substance.

‘Ok’– Lorraine said softly, ‘it won’t take a minute, and they’ll be pictures of you as you are now, plus the ones we’ve just taken, and those we’ve copied from your phone, all over Facebook and Twitter. Fine, go, if that’s what you want- there’s the door, no one’s stopping you.’

I began to pull up my trousers, but I started thinking of what it would be like, having those photos all over the place for everyone to see, and then there was the college, my wife, my parents knowing.

I stopped in my tracks.

‘You win’ I said ‘I’ll do whatever you want me to do, just as long as you don’t do anything with the photos, or inform anybody.’

‘You’ll do whatever we want you to do?’ she asked ‘Anything at all?’

‘Yes, ‘I said ‘anything.’

‘We’re going to have some fun here here. But the first thing we want you to do, above all else, is, as we told you, to give us top grades on our assignments – if you do that we’ll promise not to take matters any further.’

‘The thing is’ I said ‘I’ll do my best to upgrade your assignments as far as possible, but I can’t pass them if they’re genuinely not good enough. All my marks are liable to be double checked, and the discrepancies noticed.’

‘You can’t...or won’t.’

Her voice was suddenly harsh again.

‘I genuinely can’t, but I’ll do my best to give you as good marks as possible.’

‘You have to pass the two of us with distinction, give us top marks, or it’s no deal.’

‘OK, I’ll do my best’ I said through gritted teeth.

Later, back at home, and after a bath, I wondered what I could do. The problem was that I’d already seen their assignments, and knew their work from teaching them regularly, and thus I was aware that it was rubbish, barely acceptable, showing zero application or interest, worthy only of the bottom, Fail, grade. To not just pass it, but to give it good marks, and then for it be seen by the assessor, as it invariably would, would mean curtains for my career. I would be found out as favouring certain students, and then there would be an examination of our relationship, and all the things I wanted to hide would probably come out anyway.

But what choice did I have? I decided that what I would do would be to look at their work, and mark it up very favourably – to give it Pass grades, at least, higher if possible. I would take that gamble, because the alternative was far worse. I began reading the first essay, by Lorraine. Immediately I noticed three spelling mistakes in the first paragraph. I could see that she’d used a spell checker, but hadn’t bothered to look at the results, so that some words were completely incongruous in their context, making her writing risible.  That was apart from the faulty grammar, and opaque arguments, of course. Well, it was hard to take the essay, which didn’t even meet the minimum word quotient, as being worthy of anything other than the bottom mark - a Fail mark. It was school policy to only fail work if it was completely without any redeeming merit – but in Lorraine’s case, her work was without any redeeming merit. Just to pass it, even with the lowest grade was being incredibly lenient, and putting myself on the line. However, I felt I had no choice – I gave her essay a Pass mark.  Lucy’s work was equally appalling – blatant fails all of it, but I passed it all. The thing was, a Pass mark would only lead to a Pass grade on their certificate – which wouldn’t qualify them for most universities or professions. How would they deal with this? I worried, but what else could I do? I was caught between the Devil and the deep blue sea, as they say.  All I could do was hope that they would realise I had done my best, and not go ahead with what they said they would do. Most other markers would almost certainly fail them, whereas I was risking my career, by passing them, even if not giving them the grade they wanted. They were intelligent young women, if awful, lazy pupils, and could indeed have gone far if they’d applied themselves. So, they would surely understand if I reasoned with them.

I picked up my phone – every time I touched it now I felt a shudder of shame and humiliation – and dialled Lorraine’s number. She soon answered it.

‘Hi, it’s me’ I said, my voice incongruously, falsely, upbeat.

‘Oh, hi, you old perv.’

I breathed deeply, I needed to keep calm.

‘Look, I’ve marked your work, both of you, and I’ve given it all a Pass, although the quality is, quite frankly, appalling, and it should be failed. So, I’ve given you a basic Pass, but not the high grade you wanted. I’m putting myself on the line even doing this. If I give you a high grade, your work will be independently assessed for sure – and then failed, and we’re all be in trouble. But with a Pass grade, it might slip under the radar.

‘Look’ she sounded angry ‘this simply isn’t good enough. You owe us big time. Come round this afternoon, and we’ll discuss matter further.’

‘Ok – bye’ I said, trying to sound as reasonable as possible.

‘’Fuck off, perv’ the voice came back down the line.

I was confused -why did the way she spoke to me turn me on: I couldn’t lie to myself, as my erection pressed urgently against my trousers. I decided I had little choice but to go round to see them that afternoon.

I was very nervous as I got out of my car and walked up the path, but maybe they would see reason. I rang the buzzer and waited. A disembodied female voice made me jump, as it came out of a speaker near my ear.

‘Come in perv.’

I walked in, through the door into the living room, where Lorraine and Lucy sat smoking – and was immediately turned on. They were both wearing black basques with stockings and suspenders, and high heels, their faces plastered in makeup.

‘Sit down wanker’ Lorraine said.

I took seat in a soft armchair, feeling vulnerable as I helplessly sank not it.

‘No, not there – your place is on the fucking floor.’ Lorraine, said, indicating with a flick of her hand where I should go. In my mind I was thinking- why should I continue to let these girls humiliate me, but I knelt down, uncomfortably, on the floor anyway.

‘Like a drink’ Lucy said.

‘Yes’ I said cautiously ‘please.’ Not forgetting what had happened last time, when she’d asked me if I wanted something to eat.

Lucy disappeared, and came back a couple of minutes later, and handed me a glass of warm, amber coloured liquid.

‘Ugh’ I said as I took the warm glass, and got a whiff of the contents.

‘It’s Lucy’s fresh piss’ Lorraine said ‘Drink it right down, or you know the consequences.’

‘But I’ve done what you wanted – the best I could. I’ve given your course work Pass grades.’

‘Your best isn’t good enough we told you that we wanted good grades. We still have a hold over you – now drink Lucy’s piss.’

I raised the glass to my lips, and took a sip of the foul liquid, almost vomiting.

‘Drink it all, we know you love to be treated like this.’

And I was ashamed to say that, again, I was turned on, as the girls duly noticed.

‘Ha, ha – look at his cock becoming hard.’ Lucy squealed. ‘The worse we treat him the more he likes it.’

I felt like one of Pavlov’s dogs – no matter what I thought about a situation – and I most definitely didn’t like this one – my body responded differently, as if it didn’t belong to me. Yes of course, I well knew that my body and mind were interlinked. And so did I really enjoy this scenario, which was leading to my ruin?

‘We’ve got a treat in store for you’ Lorraine said. ‘We know how much you love to dress as a woman – we’ve seen the photos on your phone -and so you can dress up in my mum’s clothes, they should fit your small build. She’ll never know – unless we show her the photos we’re going to take of you.’

‘No, please not more blackmail.’

‘You don’t have any choice; you have to do just what we want you to do. And one thing we want you to do is to give us money – a percentage of your salary each month as a standing order, as punishment for not giving us top grades.’

‘I can’t do that – we barely have enough now -what would my wife say?’’

Suddenly, Lorraine kicked me hard with the pointed toe of her stiletto, right in my balls, again. I crumpled over in agony, moaning.

‘You fucking can, and you will, otherwise wifey, and everyone else, will know all about you – about your kinky inclinations.’

I attempted to straighten up, coughing violently.

‘Anyway, let’s get you dressed up in my mum’s clothes, she’s away on business by the way. I’ve brought a selection from the wardrobe for you.’

I no longer felt able to offer any more resistance, as I was ordered to don panties, stockings and a suspender belt, bra- stuffed with a couple of white false breasts, followed by a satiny cream dress- all expensive, designer labels. I was really turned on, my cock barely contained by the scanty knickers, and the fact that I was in Lorraine’s mother’s house, dressing up in her mother’s clothes, added a further feeling of transgression; which made me even more excited, as I slid the silky stockings over my legs, and my balls felt the soft embrace of a pair of pink, frilly panties with a delicate red bow on the front. On the mantelpiece was a picture of a glamorous, mature blonde, whom I guessed must be Lorraine’s mum, and the thought that I was wearing this very sexy woman’s clothes, whose exotic perfume lingered in the expensive fabrics, made the whole process even more of a turn -on.

Finally, I was stood there, dressed in women’s clothes, one of her mum’s blonde wigs on, and fully made up with heavy foundation, thick eyeliner, mascara, blue eyeshadow, brown lip- liner and pink lipstick; before being made to force my feet into a size too small, pair of bright pink, four inch heeled stilettos. I couldn’t believe the transformation – this was far more effective than my own efforts at feminization. I almost looked like a real, if very slutty, woman. I felt humiliated and vulnerable, scared at what Lorraine’s mother would say if she saw photos of me in her house, dressed up in her clothes, but also incredibly turned on. In one way this was the most exciting thing that had ever happened to me, but in a far more real way – it was the worst, most terrible thing that had ever happened.

‘Look, his little cock is bursting out of your mum’s knickers’ Lucy cried.

’We’ll have to do something about that’ Lorraine said ‘I’ve seen something on the internet – ‘a penis restrainer, it’s a sort of cage you put on his cock, and it stops him having an erection. ‘I’ll think I’ll order one – he’ll pay, of course.’

I was going to say something like ‘will I fuck,’ but then thought better of it. What could I do? being dressed as a woman, drained me of any masculine assertive qualities, though I felt strangely more comfortable in a passive, feminized role.

‘Imagine him having sex with his wife dressed up like my mum’ Lorraine said.

‘What a fucking travesty.’ Lucy laughed.

‘Yeah – him going down on his wife like that, or her penetrating him from behind with a big, black strap-on. I wonder what she’d say if she saw him like this?’

‘If she saw a photo.’ Lorraine said, snapping away.

‘Yes, we could send her a photo.’

‘No, please no’ I pleaded.

‘Well, that’s entirely up to you – do what we tell you to and we won’t send the photos out. Cross us and.....’

‘Talking of being penetrated from behind -he likes men too, doesn’t he?’ Lucy said.

‘I think he prefers men – would love a big, fat, black cock up him.’

‘We should take some photos of him getting fucked.’

‘While he’s dressed as Lorraine’s mum.’

‘Yeah, lets arrange it. There’s Errol and Grant at college, they must know of a suitable stud.’

‘Maybe they could fuck him’ Lucy giggled.

‘Now that would be a laugh.’ Loraine said.

I just had to stand there, listening to all this humiliating rubbish, feeling scared and degraded, though also being thoroughly and shamefully turned on by it.

‘So, he’ll give us a percentage of his wages every month, and we’ll keep finding new ways to humiliate him and blackmail him.’

‘But if you just keep blackmailing me, I might as well report you -  what’s the motivation for me to put up with it, if I don’t see an end in sight?’ I said, suddenly bold, surprising myself.

‘The end is, you keeping your job, and some sort of reputation, you stupid tosser’ Lorraine said, her voice suddenly urgent, contemptuous. She looked down at the bulge in my trousers –

‘You can’t help being turned on by us abusing you, can you? You poor, pathetic worm. The more we abuse you and humiliate you, the more you love it. You’ll only be happy when you’ve given us all of your money, your wife’s left you and you’ve lost your job – and we’ll keep you as our slave.’

‘No’ I said ‘no, I don’t want that. Don’t do that to me.’ And I began to sob.

‘Tears won’t get you anywhere you know. We’re hard – we don’t give a fuck about your feelings. We our only care about ourselves, about our own feelings. And we want to do well in life – all the advantages of a good education. But if not that, then the advantages of having money.  Money that you will give us from your wages. Well, it’ll be a start, if we can’t get decent jobs because of your poxy college.’

‘You will be able to get decent jobs with the grades I’ve given you – just not go to university that’s all.’

‘We don’t want to be ordinary – you’re ordinary. We want to be brilliant, excellent, famous.’

‘And rich’ Lucy said.

‘And rich, of course’ Lorraine repeated.

‘Well, I’m afraid it’s too late now regarding your course work– the papers and results have been sent in, and I won’t see them again. But I promise you I did my very best – your work would have been a clear Fail, but I’ve upped it to Pass grade. As it is, I’d be in trouble if the independent assessor looks at it, but If I’d find have given it a higher grade, I would have been sacked if anyone found out; and someone was bound to question why two such poor students as you got such high grades. This way, hopefully we keep under the radar.’

‘So, you weren’t prepared to risk everything for us – but you actually are risking far more by not obeying our orders – there will be punishments. Firstly, you will pay twenty percent of your wages into our account by direct debit – we’ve already set it up for you, all you have to do is sign. See we already had an idea that you might be disobedient.’

‘Twenty percent’ I protested ‘I just can’t afford it. What will my wife say?’

‘Well, either make some excuse, or I wonder what she’ll say when she sees all the recent photos of you, let alone what’s on your phone.’

But first of all, we have a little task for you – we think you’ll enjoy it. We’re going out in your car.’

‘But ...’ I gestured helplessly down at the female clothes, Lorraine’s mum’s clothes, that I was still wearing.

‘You’re going like that - it’s part of the plan.’

I couldn’t think straight – whatever ideas I might have had about taking control, calling their bluff vanished in the presence of these two young women. I followed them as indicated to the door to my car, struggling in the high heels, which were already killing me, and we all got in.

‘Where are we going?’ I said limply.

‘We’ll direct you, just drive.’

I found using the pedals a bit awkward in stilettoes, and had to slip one off to do it. I wondered if passing drivers realised that I was a man dressed up as a woman. There were a couple of toots of horns from passing cars, which made me stiffen with embarrassment.

‘Turn off here’ Lorraine said, indicating the road to a less salubrious part of town.

As directed, I drove to a public park, one that was now badly maintained. I vaguely membered that it had a reputation as pick up place for gay men.

‘Park up’ Loraine said, indicating patch of waste ground, near a stark brick building. I couldn’t believe it when they told me what I was expected to do –

‘No’ I said ‘no, I’m definitely not doing that.’

‘You know what will happen if you don’t do exactly as we want’ Lorraine said ominously.

And I found myself getting out of the car, and walking towards the public toilet, for that’s what the brick building was, my heels tip-tapping on the rough concrete path. I walked into the toilet and immediately the smell of piss hit me. The floor was awash, and the grubby, white tiled walls, were covered in graffiti. I peered more closely at one, a crude drawing of an erect cock, with the scribbled message –

‘Sissy Nikki wants big cocks to cum all over her, please phone 024585136.’

I immediately felt my own cock growing hard, and wished it was me advertising myself up there – maybe with my photo.

‘God’ I muttered to myself ‘what’s happening to you. Lorraine and Lucy will do just that, only on the far more public internet, given half a chance. You don’t really want that do you?’

But, however, I still walked into one of the cubicles, as instructed. The coarse plaster walls were covered with more, more graphic, messages, like ‘Please fuck me up the arse’ with a phone number underneath, and I noticed that there were small, round holes in the wall at waist height. As I looked, a cock was poked through – shiny, big and black, dripping with pre-cum. I felt a surge of excitement, mixed with shame and disgust. This was what I’d been instructed to do – suck a man’s cock in a public toilet. I’d refused to do it, said that I wasn’t gay, that it disgusted me; and Lorraine and Lucy had just given that sneering laugh of theirs, as if my denial was the biggest joke they’d ever heard. I’d thought, I’ll just go along with them because of the blackmail, but I’ll go in the toilet and wait several minutes before coming out again, and making up some story about sucking a man off, and that I couldn’t film myself as instructed because the phone camera didn’t work – because I knew that I could never, ever do such a thing. But now, as I looked down at the hard cock, I heard a disembodied voice coming through the wall – ‘Suck me off, you fucking slut.’ I realised, to my horror, that I was kneeling, Lorraine’s mum’s dress rising up to my waist, revealing my stocking tops, which turned me on even more; and taking the cock in my mouth, and tentatively sucking at it – and holding the camera with my free hand and filming everything. As I sucked I became more daring, lost myself in what I was doing, began to poke my tongue at the cock’s eyehole, and make little darting movements. Then the cock was rammed deeper into my throat, and I almost gagged, as it rhythmically fucked my mouth, my bright pink lipstick staining the massive shaft-

‘That’s good’ the faceless voice said ‘Come on faggot, keep going. Pull my cock out when I’m ready to cum – I want to spunk all over your pansy face.’

I felt the cock, pulsing, heard the man shout -

‘Let me cum in your face’ and I pulled my mouth from it, drew my face back, and let the cum squirt straight into my thickly made- up eyes, stinging them, running down my cheeks, dripping off of my chin. Then, with few more squirts the cock was suddenly withdrawn, and the hole empty – just an anonymous hole in a toilet wall again. I dabbed at my face with piece of toilet paper, but the cum was so thick and so much, it was hard to clean off.  I adjusted my clothes, patted my wig, before tottering, shamefacedly, out of the toilet to where Lorraine and Lucy sat, grinning widely, in my car.

‘Did you enjoy sucking that man off – he said you did a good job.’

I reddened, so they’d sent the guy in. 

‘Can you manage to drive?’ Lorraine laughed.

I started the car, nearly crashing into another car, as I turned the corner out of the park – I was shaking all over.

‘You have to keep paying us,’ Lorraine said ‘and helping us in any way you possibly can. Now you are a toilet whore – congratulations, a new role for you in life if teaching goes tits up, which it well could’-she giggled, as did Lucy.

‘No, please no.....’ I tried to find words to express my desolation and shame, but completely failed.

‘Yes, yes’ Lorraine said – we own you now. I wonder what your wife would say. We’ll soon own her too, anyway.’

‘No, please don’t.’

‘We won’t – as long as you do everything we want you to do.’

‘Yes, yes I will – I’ll do anything you want.’

‘Would you appear in gay porn film?’

‘No, people would recognise me, and I’m not gay.’

‘Not gay, after you sucked that guy off so skilfully.’

‘Only because you made me do it.’

‘We know you loved it. Anyway, you don’t have a choice in the matter.’

‘Who do you know who makes such films?’ I said, my heart sinking.

‘I saw an advert in a magazine – actors wanted for gay porn, no experience necessary. Yet another string to your money-making bow. We’re thinking of making our own porn films.’

‘Well – I’m not...gay, that is certain, so I wouldn’t be much use in one of those films.’

‘Although you’ve just sucked a guy off in a public toilet.’

‘You made me do it.’

‘But you enjoyed it, though, didn’t you?’

‘No.....well, only in a humiliating way.’

‘And what about all this dressing as a woman – you must really be gay.’

‘No, it doesn’t mean that.’

‘But you are really gay, aren’t you?’

‘No’ I could feel my face burning, had these teenagers forced me to face up to some truth about myself? But I wasn’t gay was I? In the toilet it was the humiliation that had turned me on – and only that. But who would believe me? What would my wife say if she heard what I’d be doing? I’d marked their work as a Pass, when it was definitely a Fail, and agreed to give them a percentage of my salary regularly, what else could I do to appease these...monsters. I felt tears come to my eyes.

‘Look she’s crying’ Lorraine said.

‘She really is a sissy faggot’ Lucy snorted, and they both dissolved into giggles. I stood there, ridiculous in her mother’s clothes and make-up, now cum and tear stained. Where had my dignity and self-respect gone?

‘Imagine if his wife could see him now,’ Lucy said, giggling.

‘Well, that could be arranged. Well, we can send her photos, obviously, but how about we get her in the act, on the blackmail.’

‘What, have her blackmailing him as well – how would that work?’

‘No, we blackmail her as well. If we get her secretly to have sex with him wearing women’s’ clothes, then we could threaten to shame her too. We can control her, make her our slave – easy.’ Lorraine asserted smugly.

‘And we can get him to take humiliating photos of her - ones where you can see that she’s not as sexy as us.’ Lucy took up the theme enthusiastically.

‘Yes, his wife’s a dog compared to us – he prefers us even though we treat him like shit.’

‘No,’ I said ‘please no – it’s one thing to treat me like this and ruin my life, but not my wife as well.’

‘Her life will be ruined in any case if she stays with you. She’ll wonder why there isn’t so much money coming into the house.’

‘I’ll make an excuse – I’ll cover it somehow.’

A couple of weeks later, after I’d come in from work, my wife, Jean looked at me anxiously –

‘We need to have a talk’ she said urgently.

‘What is it?’ I said, trying to sound as relaxed as possible, though my heart was pounding against my chest.

‘I’ve been looking at our bank statements, and I’m shocked. Just where is all our money going? Regular amounts are coming out of the account, but it isn’t clear where they’re going. I think we should report this to the bank – I think we are being defrauded somehow – you need to phone them straightaway.’

‘No – it’s all right, I know about these payments, it’s all kosher. It’s just to do with work – a new insurance policy for teachers provided by the union.’

‘But you’re insured as part of your contract for any accident at work aren’t you?’

‘It’s not for that – it’s for false allegations that might be made by students– there’s been a lot of it recently, and I’ve signed up for protection and legal help if anything is alleged against me.’

‘But you’re innocent of any kind of wrongdoing. There can’t possibly be any evidence against you, you’re so...well, boring. All you do is go to work, and then come home and do more work in preparation. It’s hard for me but I understand that it’s your work. Won’t the college and the education authority protect you against false allegations? ‘

‘No, yes.... you know how it is.’

‘No, I don’t know, I don’t know how it is at all.’

‘Well, they’ll do anything to escape negative publicity – they might abandon you to the wolves. Under this new scheme I get free legal advice, and lawyers to represent me if I’m accused of anything.’

‘But we’re on the verge of becoming bankrupt if these payments keep up.’

‘Right, leave it with me – I’ll sort it out.’

I waited until Jean was out, and rang Loraine’s number.

There was a burst of rap music, and then a recorded message of Lorraine’s voice –

‘Princess Lorraine is out at the moment, please leave your message after the tone.’

I spoke, urgently, nervously –

‘Lorraine, my wife’s becoming suspicious about all these payments to you, and we could soon be in real financial trouble – we need to talk, get back to me ASAP.’

Half an hour later, the phone rang, and I quickly picked it up –

‘Hi.’

‘Alright, perv. Look, it’s up to you to find the money you’ve contracted to pay us, or else we could have a share of your assets if you go bankrupt- you signed a binding contract, remember. But there is a way out: I have some part-time work you could do, and it’s well paid, and right up your street.’

Something in the tone of her voice made me to think that this was something that probably wasn’t right up my street at all, but I merely said –

‘Great, what is it?’

‘Meet me at seven-thirty this evening at the McDonalds in town, and I’ll tell you all about it. Bring my mum’s clothes with you, and be ready to wear them.’

My heart sank ‘OK’ I mumbled ‘see you there’. I realised that I no longer had much fight left in me, and now acquiesced to everything in the most passively feminine way.

I spent the rest of the day feeling very anxious about what it was that Loraine had in store for me. Anyway, I arrived at the appointed venue, and Lorraine and Lucy were sitting at a table in the corner, and giggled, as usual, when they saw me. I got a coffee, and went and sat at their table.

‘So, what’s this you have in mind for me as a way of earning money?’

‘We’ll take you there and show you – let’s just say that the incident in the toilet was a trial run.’

‘Oh no... oh no – I’m not going through all that again. I’m not gay, and I’m not into that, it’s far too degrading.’

‘But you enjoy it though, don’t you?’ Lorraine smiled. ‘You like being degraded don’t you?’

Her teeth against her sexy red lips were pure white, like fangs. But, of course, I went with her, and Lucy – what choice did I have?  We didn’t drive far, just further into the city centre, and stopped at a car park, and walked down a street of sleazy bars, many of them lap dancing establishments, until, finally, we entered a place with a garishly lit sign outside – ‘Booths for hire’ it said. I had no idea what these booths might be, as I followed the women into the place. They spoke at a reception desk, in the dark foyer of the club. The desk was hidden behind a steel grill, with small cut -out to speak through. Then I followed the girls along some dimly lit corridors, into the bowels of the club. Finally, we pushed through a heavy swing door, with a dinner suited bouncer standing outside, who moved aside when Lorraine flashed a pass. Doors led off a narrow corridor, and Lorraine opened one with a swipe card, and I followed her into a small room, with a chair facing a wall. Lorraine indicated a small dressing-room area, more like a cupboard with a mirror –

‘Get changed in there’ she indicated the space, and I struggled into stocking, suspenders, panties, dress and wig, letting Lucy do my makeup.

‘Sit down there’ she said, now business- like, and I complied, as she pressed a green button, and a slit in the wall opened, revealing a small hole at face level, and then a glisteningly erect, black cock appeared though the hole.

‘Right – you know what to do, you’ve done it before ‘Lorraine said – get on with it’ and she pointed her phone camera at me.

Of course, I knew what to do, and with a mixture of disgust and excitement, I leant forward in my seat and took the cock in my mouth. It tasted foul, of sweat and piss, but I sucked away at it, feeling it growing harder, and throbbing in my mouth, nearly gagging as it went down my throat; until a huge stream of cum squirted into my mouth, causing me to cough, letting my mouth slip from the cock, which continued to pump its load of spunk right into my face and hair.

The cock then disappeared as suddenly as it had arrived.

‘Right – you’ll earn thirty pounds an hour for doing this, and it will help to pay off your debt to us.’

I nodded, unable to speak through the cum that filled my mouth, clogged my mascara, making it sting my eyes, and dribbled down my face. Shame and self-disgust made me speechless, anyway.

Of course, all this was bound the affect my relationship with my wife. I no longer felt like having sex with her for a start. I’d told her that I was teaching evenings at Adult Education, and she was pleased about the extra money that was saving us from bankruptcy, but she noticed the strangely subdued mood I was in when I got home. In fact, she generally noticed how depressed and withdrawn I’d become. That, along with our financial problems made her very worried, and concerned. Our sexual relationship had always been very conventional, in fact, and she had no idea of my predilections that had led me into so much trouble. But was she now about to find out, through those evil young women? I couldn’t stop worrying about it – or about the whole world having knowledge of my secrets.

Lorraine had ordered me to take humiliating pictures of my wife. This was part of their scheme to both degrade and blackmail me. Taking such photos of my wife obviously made me feel like a complete creep, and was also another way of blackmailing me. How would my wife react if got to know I’d taken such photos of her against her knowledge, and then shared them with other people? Well, it didn’t bear thinking about. This made me feel terrible, though It also turned me on, I had to admit. Yes, it turned me on, but I was filled with self -disgust. I didn’t want to humiliate my wife, whom I loved and I knew loved me, and the idea made me feel like a total heel. They had actually given me specific tasks to do. One of these was to wait until my wife was asleep, and then stick a photo of Lorraine on her forehead, and wank over it, while my wife slept. Jean was a heavy sleeper, and it was easy enough to lightly stick the photo to her forehead, without her waking, although she did mutter something, and turn her head slightly. The next thing was to film myself while I wanked over the photo, and her face, obviously. I was trembling with anxiety and fear of her waking, catching me in my appalling behaviour. Surprisingly, I had no trouble in becoming hard, as I wanked, with one hand, holding the phone camera with the other. I came really quickly, so turned on was I by the whole transgressive situation, and my spunk streamed all the photo and into Jean’s hair, and over the pillow. The pillow was soaked in cum, and so was Jean’s face- it dripped down onto the sheets. Suddenly she brought her hand up to her face, and I jumped with alarm, but she wiped at her face with her hand but didn’t wake up, and carried on sleeping. Relieved, I tore the soggy photo off of her forehead, dabbed at the cum dripping down her cheeks with a tissue, and rushed from the bedroom with the picture, to immediately copy it and email it to Lorraine, as instructed. I also had to write ‘thinking of you while I wanked over my fat, ugly wife’, and I had to show identification on the photo as coming from my account. I then had to hope that Jean wouldn’t notice the dried cum on her face, and in her hair, when she woke up: I had tried to clean it up as much as possible without waking her. My excuse to myself for my disgusting behaviour towards my wife, was that this was intended as further blackmail material, only to be revealed if I stopped complying with their wishes, and that wasn’t going to happen ...was it? Well, of course, I was complying with their wishes, but how long did I think I could go on like this. I suppose I thought that something would happen – something that would make me free from blackmail, without the humiliating and disgusting material ever being revealed to anyone, and it being destroyed. Thus, I carried on with the women’s wishes regarding my wife – taking secret photos of her naked and without make-up, while they took delight in filming me saying awful things about her. Such as ‘I’d far rather be treated like shit by two glamorous, beautiful women like you, than to spend time with my boring fat, ugly slut of a wife.’ God, Jean would kill me if she ever saw any of this stuff – but she never would, would she? Once I even had to take a photo of me wanking in Jean’s shoes, and post Lorraine the resulting images. Then, of course, I had to clean the shoes, and hope they’d dried out before Jean next wore them.

As I said, I hadn’t felt able to have sex with Jean since Lorraine and Lucy had begun humiliating me, but they ordered me to do so, under special circumstances, and to film it. Well, the idea had been muted that I dress up in Lorraine’s mum’s clothes to have sex with Jean, which would mean that I’d have to tell her about my crossdressing predilections.

I agonised over this, but then decided that I had to try it. Could it be worse than what had already happened – having to suck men off in public. The worst thing that could happen was that Jean would be appalled, shout at me in disgust, and refuse to have sex with me.  However, I plucked up my courage one evening, and took a deep breath –

‘Jean’ I said ‘I’ve got something to tell you.’

‘What?’ she asked suspiciously.

‘It’s just that I’ve developed this thing- this fetish......for dressing -up as a woman.’

Surprisingly she didn’t seem that shocked.

‘Oh, when did that happen? Have you turned gay? Or have you always been gay? I can’t say I’m surprised.’

‘No. No, of course not – men who have transvestite fantasises often aren’t gay at all – they just want to explore their feminine side. It’s like a fetish.’

‘Hmm – so does that mean that you’ll be spending money on makeup and clothes – though I have to admit things have been looking up financially with this part-time teaching work you’ve been doing.’

‘Well, I’ve already got some clothes, and makeup, and I’d like to show you them –for you to see me dressed up.’

‘OK then’ Jean said calmly ‘show me.’

I went into my study, where I had Lorraine’s mother’s clothes in a carrier bag, as well as makeup the Lorraine had given me, and changed quickly. I was used to donning women’s clothes by now, since Lorraine and Lucy kept demanding it, and had become quite accomplished at putting on makeup. I walked out of the bedroom tottering in the too small high heels, and to my surprise Jean seemed amused –

‘My, you do look pretty.’

I was rather taken aback by her apparent approval, but could feel my cock becoming hard. Then I took a deep breath, and produced the piece -de -resistance, supplied by Lorraine, from behind my back, and handed it to Jean.

‘I wondered if you would wear this, and anally penetrate me with it’ I said quickly, showing her the huge black, strap-on dildo, and .... I wonder if you could wear stockings and suspenders, and slutty makeup too.’

I could feel my heart pounding, and expected her to refuse, have a go at me, but to my astonishment she said-

‘Yes, OK, give me twenty minutes. I waited, and when she returned she did look like a really sexy slut, her breasts spilling out of a tight, black latex corset, with the black strap-on hanging huge between her thighs, looking powerful in heels and stockings. My cock hardened immediately. I wondered what the heck I was doing messing about with Lorraine and Lucy, when I had a sexy wife at home, who would actually go along with all my fantasies. If only I’d asked her before, instead of assuming that she would be hostile.

‘I feel quite empowered wearing this’ she said ‘Fuck you with it? Yes, why not, I think I might enjoy it, being the one in control for a change.’

And I bent over a coffee table, as Jean poked the end of the big, black dildo against the entrance to my back passage, and enthusiastically pressed it in, ignoring my whimpers of pain. In fact, I was surprised at how brutal she was, as my sphincter gave way, and she gave me one hell of a fucking, making me cum all over the carpet, as my prostate responded, sending waves of pleasure throughout my body. Jean had even approved of me filming the whole thing by placing my mobile, in video mode, on a chair –

‘Why not’ she’d said, to my surprise ‘no one apart from us will see it.’ If only she knew, I thought, ashamed.

‘I really enjoyed that’ she said afterwards ‘we must do it again sometime.’

But I still had orders from Lorraine and Lucy to fulfil.

‘I’d like to see you more of you dressed as a slut’ I said ‘It really turns me on.’

‘Well, anything to get our sex life going again, you’d seemed to have lost complete interest.’

‘It’s just that I’ve had a lot on my mind. But what we just did really turns me on – to be feminized and dominated like that, but I’d also like you to be submissive sometimes.’  I felt almost shocked at my own words – it was just that I’d never spoken about my secret desires before. ‘I have a fantasy about writing rude, humiliating words on your face and body.’

‘What kind of words?’ Jean said, showing unexpected interest.

‘Disgusting words, written in marker pen, like “pig” on your forehead, “fat slut” across your tits, “stick cocks here” on your belly with an arrow pointing to your fanny, and then take photos of you, just for us to look at, of course.’

‘Hmm – that sounds a real turn on, actually, as long as no one sees the photos apart from ourselves.’

‘Of course’ I said, cringing inside, at my lie.

Amazingly, Jean was keen to comply with my request, and it certainly turned me on to write all those humiliating things over her face, tits, stomach and arse, and to take photos, and then I fucked Jean for the first time in ages, and one of the last, it turned out. Jean had a tremendous orgasm, and I managed to cum again, and we felt close again, as we lay there together.  But I knew I couldn’t relax and enjoy the moment. Since I was acting on instructions, and felt like a spy or secret agent, having to send the photos secretly to Loraine and Lucy, which made me feel like a complete worm – though it turned me on as well, I hate to admit.

I took refuge again in the fact that Jean would ever see the photos. I was still paying Lorraine and Lucy the money regularly, and I was sure I would find some solution, that would lead to all the ‘evidence’ being destroyed. However, things took a sudden turn, which I suppose, in hindsight, was all too inevitable.  Jean had opened a Twitter account. Well, it was all the rage, and all her friends used it. It kept her happy, since I was too depressed even to talk much to her, and spent most of my time, when not at the college, which Lorraine and Lucy had now left, or at my ‘job’ at the club, which I passed off as me teaching Adult Education evening classes, which explained the extra money coming in, in my study ‘working.’ Though I was mostly wanking not working – at fantasies of Lorraine and Lucy, and images of them humiliating me, and Jean- rather than working.

But one evening the silence of the house was broken by cries of anguish from Jean.

‘What the fuck’ I thought, and rushed into the room where she used the computer, thinking she’d found a virus or something. But the truth was even worse. Jean stood there, her face red with rage and grief, tears streaming down her cheeks.

‘How could you do this to me, how could you betray our trust? All the years of marriage. I thought you loved me, you bastard.’

What on earth was she talking about?

‘What’s wrong?’ I asked lamely, genuinely not realising what had happened –

‘Look...’ was all she could say, gesturing to the computer screen.

I walked across the room, a sudden weakness in my legs, a growing dread.

There on the screen a tweet, and some photos, of me wanking over a sleeping Jean, with Lorraine’s photo stuck to her forehead; me wanking into Jean’s shoes; Jean with rude things written all over her; Jean sat on the toilet, with the caption–

‘No wonder Hubby doesn’t want to have sex with his fat, old slag of a wife.’

And there were more photos and copies of my emails in which I’d said, as instructed, that I found Lorraine and Lucy far sexier than my wife, I realised, to my horror, as I scrolled down.

I turned to face Jean -

‘I can explain’ I said – ‘It’s not the way it seems. I’m being blackmailed by a couple of students, and I was forced to take those photos, and write those awful things.’

‘Shut up’ Jean screamed tearfully ‘and get out.’

I went to through to my study, and shaking with anger, I picked up the phone and rang Lorraine. She answered and I shouted down the line–

‘What are you doing? Photos of my wife all over Twitter, but I’ve been keeping up my side of the bargain, paying you every week. Well, I’ll stop that standing order now.’

‘Look, it’s all a big mistake. Somehow those photos were shown accidentally. We have no intention of outing you now. It’s just a shame that your wife saw the photos before we could delete them.’

‘You can’t blackmail me any more – that’s one good thing about it.’

‘Well, we can actually – we have loads of stuff. All that’s been shown is a few photos of your wife, but none of you – licking our shoes clean, dressed as a woman; and sucking a bloke’s cock. I’ve got an idea – why don’t you bring your wife round; we’ll have a chat with her.’

‘She’s furious on the verge of leaving me, I don’t think she’ll want to talk to you.’

‘Ask her – tell there’s something in it for her. Those photos have been enormously popular you know, got loads of likes. Tell her that.’

But it’s not very flattering though is it, for those type of photos to be popular.’

‘I don’t know – is there such thing as bad publicity? Your wife can cash in on this, make a lot of dough.’

‘I’m sure she won’t be interested. ‘

‘Bring her round – you’re still in our power, and I expect my orders to be fully complied with, otherwise the real blackmail stuff will be on Twitter, and everywhere else.’ She put the phone down.

I waited a bit for Jean to calm down before telling her about my conversation with Lorraine.

‘She’s one of two ex-students who are blackmailing me, just because they found my phone and seen I’d been on female domination sites, and bought photos and videos, and been involved in video chats with dominas. They threatened to tell you and the college, and I panicked and got myself in even deeper, let them get material they could really blackmail with. I’ve been such a fool’ I began to sob.

Jean’s expression softened somewhat-

‘If they’d have shown me that stuff on your phone I’d have probably laughed. So, these girls posted those photos that you sent them, that were meant for our own private consumption, and even more disgusting ones that you took of me – at their behest -secretly, by mistake, did they?’

‘Yes, it was a file mix up.’

‘Yeah, sure- of course it was.’ Jean’s voice oozed sarcasm.

‘And Lorraine says they’re very popular – they’ve had an enormous number of views and likes.’

‘I’ll bet they have’ Jean said angrily ‘Am I supposed to be flattered by that or something?’

‘No, but it shows that many people found them sexy.’

‘Yes, sexy because they were people like you -into seeing women humiliated.’

‘But it turns you on doesn’t it?’ I said, suddenly glimpsing that this might be the case, and that this might be a way out for me.

‘I certainly am not turned on by this’ Jean snorted, but I wasn’t convinced.

‘And now they want to meet you, to have a chat.’

‘To apologise I hope.’

‘Yes, that, and there is something else apparently, something that will interest you.’

‘What could anything girls like that say or do that would be of interest to me?’

‘They have power over me, but they say they have a proposition for you.’

‘So I have to go and see them because they are blackmailing you?’

‘Well...no, only go and see them if you want to see what their proposition is – what have you got to lose?’

She thought for a moment, and then really surprised me-

‘OK, tell them I’ll meet them.’

I was shocked, but phoned Lorraine and arranged for us to go round to her place – her mother always seemed to be away on corporate business. Anyway, the pair of us went to her house.

As soon as we walked in, Lorraine went up my wife and kissed her full on the lips, while groping her breasts. I expected Jean to push her way in horror, but no, she seemed to be enjoying it.  Could anything surprise me now ever again, I thought.

‘And you, perv, get down on your knees where you belong – you don’t deserve such a lovely wife. How could you treat her like you have– taking those photos of her, and making those disgusting comments.’ Lorraine addressed me angrily.

‘But I only did it because you blackmailed me into doing it’ I protested.

‘It was your idea – you kept going on about how you fancied us much more than your wife, and you wanted to pay tribute to us.’ Lorraine sounded sincerely aggrieved, and I couldn’t believe I was hearing such blatant lies.

‘That’s not true’ I looked at Jean, who didn’t seem to believe my protests – though I was in the right!

‘You know he’s a pathetic piece of shit don’t you?’ Lorraine addressed Jean.

‘Well, I’m beginning to realise – to realise what a mug I’ve been to be taken in by him. To think I’ve felt sorry for him for all these years.’

‘Well, I find you sexy Jean, even if that pathetic excuse for a man doesn’t.’ Lorraine said, kissing Jean again, and this time brushing her hand between her thighs. ‘We’re going to have some fun.’

I could tell, to my astonishment that Jean was already besotted with the evil Lorraine, while I was even more in the doghouse. This was ridiculous – to demonise me, when it was all the Lorraine and Lucy’s fault. Now even my wife was against me.

I watched through the two-way mirror in the club, as a woman was led into the room, dressed only in stockings, heels and black corset. She was hooded, but, to my horror, I recognised the small tattoo of a swallow on her right arm – it was my Jean. She was led in by a chain attached to a collar round her neck, by Lucy, who looked the complete slut, and she was instructed to kneel in front of a muscular black man. His huge, erect cock was out and glistening, and I watched in horror, and great excitement, as my wife took it in her mouth. My instinct was to inevitably touch my own cock, but, I couldn’t, as handcuffs held my wrists firmly behind my back, secured to a post, so that I was impotent, as my own massive erection butted against the spikes of the chastity device secured round my cock and balls. I watched as Lorraine approached, looking incredibly sexy, and took Jean’s wedding ring off of her finger, and placed it on the black stud’s wedding finger. Then I was appalled to see me and Jean’s wedding day photo produced, and the stud invited to spit on it. Jean sucked enthusiastically at the man’s cock. While Lorraine penetrated her from behind, with a huge black dildo, which looked suspiciously like the one that Lorraine had given to me for Jean to use on my own ass. I could tell the man was about to cum as his breathing got quicker, and his rhythm faster, as Jean greedily drew her mouth up and down his thick shaft, until he suddenly began to cum. Lorraine pulled Jean’s head back hard by her hair, allowing the man’s creamy spunk to hit her full in the face. She then produced our wedding photo, and let the man’s remaining cum go all over it, destroying it. I groaned as my cock pressed even harder against the spikes of the cage.

Is this what I had become -  a male prostitute, who could only watch helplessly as his wife engaged in sex with young, virile black men? My wife was having sex with these men, while my only sexual activity was sucking off anonymous men in a seedy nightclub booth.

Lorraine and Lucy could no longer blackmail me, I thought, yet they did still exert their hold over me. I left my teaching post, and now only worked in the booth, and also as a prostitute hanging around the public toilet, the one where I’d had my initiation. I gave most of my wages to Lorraine and Lucy, since they found me accommodation – in a room above the club, in fact. They put me through a programme of feminization, with regular hormone injections, and breast implant surgery, and I also worked as transgender actor in porn films. They were now making far more money than they would have done had they gone to university. I supposed I’d been a catalyst for that, I thought to myself, with an ironic grin, as I surveyed my reflection in the mirror, dressed as a very sexy woman, with cascading blonde hair framing her pretty face, burgeoning breasts, shapely figure, slut makeup and heels – which I suppose is what I’d always wanted.

Jean no longer lived with me, but worked as a maid for Lorraine and Lucy. She was at their beck and call, and also worked in the porn films they produced, which were very popular and lucrative on the internet. I also appeared in these films as a transgender woman. The regular injections I now undertook helped me engage fully with this role. Watching Jean service black men was now something I did regularly, though I was never allowed to indulge my own sexuality. Well, sometimes I was allowed out of my chastity cage to masturbate, if this served the purposes of the porn film I was acting in – such as scenario in one film, where I was the husband wanking to gay porn magazine when my wife, played by Jean, comes in and catches me. The rest of the film shows her humiliating me, and the culmination is hubby, me, losing his anal virginity to a well hung black man, while his wife, played by Jean, watches, before being penetrated by the stud herself.  And I really did lose my virginity in this film, the final humiliation for me, as well as a culmination of my feminization, and one which I also found hugely fulfilling – especially after having been denied orgasm for so long. The man in the film then undergoes a process of forced feminization, and becomes a maid for his wife, while she entertains black lovers – which was a lot like what happened to me and Jean in real life.

We were, in real life, both owned by Lorraine and Lucy, those two ex-students of mine back in the day, which now seemed an awfully long time ago: when I had been a teacher, happily married to Jean, and living a normal life.

Now all our lives were a lot different. Lorraine and Lucy had achieved their goal of being rich and successful, with their various businesses, such as porn films, sex booth services and male prostitution, making a lot of money. While Jean made a fortune, much of which went in commission to Lorraine and Lucy, with her online BDSM photos, and her appearances in porn films. And, as for me, I was reborn as a transgender woman – a submissive who loved giving blow jobs and being humiliated and abused, to make Lorraine and Lucy even richer. In fact, I think I deserve credit for having facilitated the terrible twosome’s rise to fame and wealth, but whenever I’ve pointed this out to them, I have been told that I should thank them for saving me from an unfulfilled, sexually repressed life. And do you know what? They may be right!

Hope you liked this story, you can buy more books like this at

 http://www.amazon.co.uk/Sarah-Millward/e/B00F3E13Q8/ref=sr_ntt_srch_lnk_1?qid=1465370487&sr=1-1
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