

The Femdom Doctor’s Shocking Prescription: ‘Wear Makeup, Become a Sissy Slut, and Receive Anal Penile Penetration.’

Ever had a big, black cock shoved up your arse? Well, I certainly never had, and found the very thought totally alien and disgusting. But this is the story of how this happened to me, and of how I changed from a conventional, heterosexual , married man into a sissy slut, whose bum was peddled  to every gay haunt in the country, for money to keep my lovely wife and her mother in the manner in which they had become accustomed. And of how I actually began to fully inhabit, even enjoy, my new role, despite the fact that I’m not gay. And of how this all began with a visit to the doctor, because I was having severe anxiety attacks.

(My name is Lenny by the way, though I’m now commonly referred to as Lilly, the ‘more appropriate’ name given to me by my wife, Ann, and her mother, the mendacious and very sexy Monika). Anyway, I hadn’t been feeling well for some time –I’d been suffering from depression, panic attacks, and insomnia. I always found it somewhat nerve racking going to the doctor. As if they’d ‘find me out’ -find out what a poor, weak excuse for a man, I was. Also, I found doctors in general arrogant, snobbish and unsympathetic to any kind of psychological distress, especially in men.

The doctor – Dr. Clare Coldicont was a, tall, thin, blonde woman, of about forty, with a brisk, efficient manner. When I walked in and sat down opposite her, she first of all ignored me, concentrating on her computer screen, and then surveyed me with a look of disdain – as if I was a member of the great unwashed, whose health problems were their own fault.

‘How can I help you?’ She asked, as if I was already making unreasonable demands on her precious time.

‘Well, I suffer from anxiety – panic attacks. I find it hard to go out in public, and I’m anxious- fearful the whole time.’

‘What do you do for a living?’

I hesitated, ashamed -‘I’m out of work at the moment.’

‘That won’t do you any good, for a start - you need to be busy. Work’s the best thing for someone in your position.’

‘But it’s been hard for me to get a job, since I was made redundant,’ I mumbled, but she’d already turned back to her computer keyboard, and was typing something. I watched the letters appearing rapidly on the screen, wondering what she was writing.

‘Go behind the screen and get undressed I need to examine you’ she said brusquely.

I did as she said, taking my clothes off and piling them neatly on a chair, got undressed, and lay down on the couch. But the doctor didn’t come through immediately, and I thought I heard her talking on the phone. I felt stupid, lying there naked, waiting. What was she doing?

Eventually she came in, pulling on a pair of latex gloves -

‘Is your penis functioning all right,’ she asked, taking it distastefully between her thumb and index fingers, and squeezing it tightly, causing me to wince.

‘Yes, no problems’ I said, rather unconvincingly.

‘Your sex life is satisfactory?’

‘Yes…. well sometimes I can’t get an erection, and my wife hasn’t been very keen on intimacy for some time’ I said, embarrassed ‘I thought my failure to get aroused was to do with my anxiety.’

‘Hmm’ – she began, to my astonishment, to masturbate me, and I could feel myself becoming hard.

‘Doesn’t seem to be anything wrong with you’ she said.

She began stroking me even more vigorously, and I moaned - I was about to come, ‘yes’, I moaned ‘yes’….. She stopped and took her hand away, leaving my cock standing erect.

‘I can’t have you having an orgasm all over my surgery. Turnover - I just need to check your back passage.’

I turned over, mortified with thwarted anticipation, my hard cock making it awkward.

‘Get on all fours’ she said coldly.

I complied, as asked, or should I say commanded, feeling stupid with my still almost fully erect penis hanging down between my legs.

The next moment, I felt a sharp pain as she rammed her fist up my back passage.

‘Aaargh’ I shouted, though the pain gave way to a feeling of intense pleasure, and my cock became erect again, which I found most disconcerting.

‘Seems clear enough’ the doctor observed calmly, withdrawing her hand. ‘You can get dressed now’, she said, walking away. I dressed awkwardly, in my aroused state, resisting the urge to bring myself off, and with a throbbing pain in my balls, and soreness inside my anus, and came out from behind the screen.

The doctor was back sitting behind her desk, and wrote something on a prescription pad and handed it to me.

‘We may consider a series of hormone injections – make an appointment for two months time.

‘Hormone injections?’ I queried, puzzled, but she wasn’t listening.

‘Send the next person in please’, she said.

I walked out; feeling still intense pain in my balls and my back passage. What a weird doctor, I thought. I was very shaken up, and walked on as if in a trance.

I looked at the prescription but couldn’t make out the writing, so I just took it straight to the chemist, and passed it over the counter.

The young female assistant took it and disappeared through a door, but minutes later she returned, followed by the, not much older, female, pharmacist.

‘Mr Leonard Lossington?’ the pharmacist asked.

‘Yes,’ I said.

She looked embarrassed, cleared her throat-

‘I thought this was a joke, but I’ve checked with the doctor, and it is a genuine prescription, but I’m afraid I can’t fulfil it.’

‘Why?’ I asked, puzzled, ‘don’t you have the items in stock?’

‘We don’t supply these items on prescription; you have to buy them from another counter.’

‘Why – what are the items?’

She read from the prescription – ‘this man is to be supplied with cheap female cosmetics – he is anxious because he is a repressed, effeminate homosexual, and’ she coughed, and her face reddened ‘he needs anal penile penetration.’

‘What the heck…?’ I exclaimed.

The chemist passed the prescription back to me, ‘sorry sir, the cosmetics counter is over there.’

I turned and walked angrily out of the shop.

Was that true - of course I knew it wasn’t. People often thought of me as effeminate, even gay, because of my diffident, timid demeanour –but that was due to my anxiety. Gay men weren’t necessarily timid, anyway, or effeminate – in fact they were often the opposite. You would have thought a doctor would know that – but then, perhaps not – doctors aren’t known for their liberal, empathetic views.

The ‘prescription’ did set me wondering though. Was I secretly gay? I was married to Ann, and had been for five years, and knew I definitely didn’t fancy men rather than women. In fact I didn’t fancy men at all!

But, I did have a secret, a secret no one knew about: I fantasised about dressing as a woman, and even going out in public so dressed. And, dressed as a woman in my imagination, I did fantasize about men fancying me, and about having masochistically degrading, submissive sex with them. Did that make me ‘gay’ – no I didn’t think it did, but it did make me feel somewhat ashamed and insecure about my masculine identity.

Hmm – I wondered if I should explore these feelings, and what would come of it.

I couldn’t help thinking about it- how I’d always fantasised as dressing as a woman, even becoming, temporarily, a woman. But a certain kind of woman- one who was always dressed as a tart, in heavy makeup, and slutty clothes, rather than an actual, real life woman - like my wife, Ann, for example, who spent most of time when she wasn’t at work, in jeans, sweatshirt and trainers.

I wondered what I should, if anything, tell my wife. She would want to know what had happened at the doctor’s – we’d thought she would have prescribed some medication for my anxiety, maybe referred me to a psychiatrist. But this diagnosis and prescription was a sick joke, which had deeply humiliated me. What sort of a doctor was she? Well typical you might say in her arrogance, and contempt for ‘weakness.’  But her diagnosis was certainly highly unorthodox, and out of order, and had shaken me up.

It was raining, but I hadn’t noticed how wet I was getting - I was so shocked and lost in thought. I was now in the high street, passing a women’s clothes store, and felt myself drawn to the window, surreptitiously gazing at the dresses, blouses and, above all, lingerie, on the mannequins, and feeling a sense of longing, and desire. I felt like going in and buying some of the clothes straight away, and imagined their touch and feel, and gazing at myself in the mirror dressed as a glamorous woman; but I knew that going into the shop and buying some of those clothes was out of the  question. Well, maybe one item – which could be a present for my wife – but not several things – I’d just be too embarrassed. The internet came into my mind – I could buy female clothing on there, but what if Ann found out? Perhaps I should tell her about my predilections, and the doctor’s remedy for my problems, but also that I wasn’t gay – the doctor was wrong on that count. Then, I found I was passing a large chain store chemist, and I remembered the doctor’s prescription for makeup, and, as if hypnotised, I found myself entering, and gazing around for the cosmetics counter. I was just a bloke buying a present for my wife – that’s all people would think, I told myself – as with trembling hand I purchased scarlet lipstick, lip liner, mascara, eyeliner, blusher and blue eye shadow. Only the young female assistant’s slightly raised eyebrow, and a note of disdain in her voice, indicated that there was anything untoward about my purchases, but I scurried guiltily from the shop anyway.

I sat nervously in the house, my mind in a whirl, as I waited for Ann to come home from work-

‘What did the doctor say’ she asked me, immediately after taking her coat off.

‘She examined me and wrote a prescription.’

‘Oh, did you get it filled?’

‘Well I took it in.’

‘What did the doctor prescribe? Anti-depressants?’

‘No, not pills.’

‘What did the doctor prescribe then?’ She asked, puzzled.

‘This’ – I showed her the bag of new makeup. ‘This is what the doctor prescribed, but I had to buy it myself. She implied that I was secretly gay, and that I should fulfil that side of myself if I wanted to deal with my problems.’

‘But you’re not gay though.’

‘Well I know, of course I’m not, but that’s what she said.’

‘Well, are you gay?’ Ann asked, her voice rising slightly.

‘No, of course not…but……’ I steeled myself ‘I’ve always fantasised about being dressed as woman.’

‘What...!’

‘I’ve always wanted to dress as a woman – not all the time – just in a fantasy scenario.’

‘You are gay then.’

‘No, I’m not gay, not at all.’

‘Ok – well, I find it difficult to understand that you want to be a woman, but you’re not gay…’

‘I don’t want to be a woman, I just fantasise about dressing as one, and being one temporarily.’

‘I’m trying to understand,’ she said, hurt, ‘but its hard to come to terms with the  fact that your husband, who’ve you’ve known and loved for years, is a man who is as interested in the latest fashions – female fashions that is.’

‘Well, I’m a transvestite, which isn’t the same as being gay. I’ve always wanted to dress as a woman, the idea turns me on, but it’s because I love women – I’m so attracted to everything about them.’

‘Do you dress up in women’s clothes when I’m not here?’

‘No, as I said, I fantasise about it, but I’ve always been too embarrassed to buy women’s clothes, and worried what you would say if you found out.’

Ann thought for a moment. ‘I read something about a woman married to a transvestite, in a magazine, and they seemed to live quite happily together.

Look, I’ll help you buy clothes if you think that what you need to do to deal with your problems. I’ll come to the shops with you, and people will think we’re buying clothes for me.’

‘Oh, thanks a lot’ I said, surprised, but very grateful.

And so it was that my wife came with me to the women’s clothes shops to help me choose some outfits. There were some things we had to buy over the internet, of course, like shoes in my size, for example. But I enjoyed looking at various outfits and discussing colour and cut – this was something I’d repressed all my life, confined to the male uniform of dark suit at work, and jeans and t shirt at weekends. I also got the feeling that Ann was gaining some understanding of me, and didn’t regard me as weird or think that I must be gay.

‘How about this?’ she said, holding up a little back dress, ‘simple but classy at the same time.’

‘Get it for yourself,’ I said ‘it isn’t really what I’m into.’ Not just because I was only into clothes that were obviously slutty or very feminine, in pinks and reds; satin and lace; or shiny PVC or leather. I supposed it was because my reason for liking female clothes, as a transvestite, was different to Ann’s, as an actual woman.

‘I might get it later’ Ann said, ‘this trip is all about you. What shall we call you by the way – when you’re a woman?’

‘I haven’t thought about that yet.’ I replied, shocked at how comfortable Ann seemed to be with the whole idea of my feminisation.

‘I’ll think of something suitable,’ she giggled, appearing now to be embracing the idea of my new found femininity, if not with enthusiasm, at least a degree of acceptance, that was rather unnerving, considering how frightened I’d been about her reaction to my news.

Anyway, we finally agreed on some clothes that I liked – it didn’t really matter whether they were in her taste of not, but it was good to get her input on cut and colour coordination, and what went with what. As well as her knowledge of makeup, and hair products. And also, of course, the cover of having Ann with me, so that the shop assistants and other customers just assumed we were buying clothes for her.

After the shopping expedition, we ended up with a good array of clothes for me to try on. I hadn’t been able to try them on in the shops, obviously, and now I felt excited at the prospect of parading before my wife so dressed. We had also bought a good supply of makeup, perfume, hair products, bangles, and jewellery, and Ann was keen for me to try everything on, and to see me in my full feminised identity.

First of all you need to shave,’ Ann said, and she helped me shave all the hair from my legs and body, which immediately made me feel more feminine, especially when I felt the  silky touch of the stockings on my now naked legs. Ann did my hair and makeup for me: teasing my fair hair, which had grown long during the apathy and depression of my unemployment, into softly flattering curls; and skilfully applying foundation, blusher, eye liner, eye shadow, mascara, and crimson lipstick and lip liner to portray a surprisingly convincing female face. And then I paraded before her in my new outfits, beginning with a black pencil skirt, slit to the waist, silken white blouse, black, seamed stockings, and patent leather, six inch heels. A pair of dangly earrings completed this look.

‘You do look just like a lovely, sexy woman,’ she said ‘well you never looked that masculine anyway.’

I felt flattered and pleased – though not too happy with her comment about me not looking very masculine in the first place. I was surprised how feminine I looked – it must have been my Scandinavian blood, with narrow face, prominent cheekbones, fair hair and large pale blue eyes, as well as having a slim figure because of all the exercise I did to combat my anxiety. And yes, I did feel liberated, in a way, and more ‘myself’ so dressed. Ann had insisted that we bought a tight girdle and a basque, and she had helped strap me into them, pulling the waist extra tight; and I was surprised at how these uncomfortable garments dramatically changed my body into a feminine shape, with a waist, and sticking out bottom, and what seemed very much like breasts, with the exquisitely wired basque. When I practised walking in heels, I realised that I couldn’t help but wiggle my hips suggestively, as I teetered along, taking small mincing steps, as instructed by Ann, and struggling to find my balance - my ‘centre of gravity’ as she referred to it.

I became hard while I was giving Ann the fashion show, and she also seemed excited, and I went over to her and kissed her – my red painted lips touching hers, like two lesbians. She fondled my cock through my panties and corset, and it broke free of its flimsy restraints.

‘You don’t look much like a woman now,’ Ann said, before kneeling to suck me off. But shouldn’t I be the dominant one?’ she said, jumping up. ‘You have to lick me off first’ – and I went down on my knees and licked her glistening fanny, until she came with a juddering climax.

‘What about me?’ I said.

‘Don’t you want some hunky bloke to suck you off – or rather – for you to suck off?

‘No, because I’m not gay – I want you to do it.’

‘Well you’re not allowed to come, you sissy – not until you’ve done the dishes and cleaned the toilet, dressed like that. You want to be a woman – you’ll have to be a woman. And I’m going to become more like a man.’

‘What…?’ I said, astonished, at this sudden revelation of a new side to Ann’s personality. What had she been looking at on the internet since I’d told her about my predilections? I wondered.

‘Go on, get cracking – a bit of humiliation for you – that’s what you crave isn’t it?’

And I had to admit I did – that my transvestitism was related to wanting to be dominated and humiliated.

‘You’re very perceptive’ I told Ann.

‘Yes, well I can see strong elements of a real woman in your personality – I bet you’d like to be roughly taken by a big, black stud, like many women fantasise about. Whereas I’ve always had fantasies of domination, of playing the male role and now I’ve got the opportunity.’

I was amazed – I’d never had guessed Ann had such fantasies, nor that she’d take to our exchange of roles so readily.

‘We need to get you to the hairdresser, your hair’s grown long enough since you’ve let yourself go – get you a decent cut’ Ann said later.

‘A ladies’ hairdresser – I’m not going there.’

‘If you’re to be a convincing woman, you have to have a proper hairdo. What real woman do you know who doesn’t get her hair done regularly?’

‘Well, I know you do –I’ve seen the credit card statements! Can’t you carry on styling my hair, or I could even get a wig.’

‘Wigs just aren’t the same – I want you looking like a proper woman.’

And so, one overcast September day, we set off for the hairdresser’s in town. I was very nervous –Ann had insisted I go dressed, and it was the first time I’d been out in public in my feminine persona: something which had long been a fantasy of mine, but which I’d never thought could ever be more than a fantasy. We parked in the car park, and had to walk through the centre of town to get to the hairdresser’s, and I felt very nervous, expecting ridicule, or worse. Balancing on my heels, and taking little, mincing steps, as Ann had taught me, most people just seemed to ignore me, as if I was a normal woman – though I noticed one or two male heads turning, looks of what seemed lust on their faces, and I must admit this did make me tingle with excitement, which in turn made me feel even more uncomfortable.

In the hairdresser, I took a seat in front of the mirror, in a line with all the other women, some of who directed hostile glances in my direction. The young, female hairdresser, who also did Ann’s hair, was very nice and sympathetic, and created something lovely from my shaggy locks, and I left the shop feeling more gloriously feminine than ever, and allowed my hips to sway even more as we walked back to the car, even drawing a wolf whistle.

And it so came to pass that I started spending more time dressed as a woman, and serving Ann, who obviously had been consulting the internet, as I’d feared, by doing domestic chores and cooking, which were often deliberately degrading – like cleaning the toilet bowl with my toothbrush, for example, which I had to continue using to clean my teeth with afterwards (Ann was very insistent on that). And she became increasingly ‘masculine’ – aggressive, swearing, even, as a confirmed non smoker, as far as I was aware, smoking cigarettes – which I challenged her on.

‘I used to smoke before I met you, and I’ve decided to go back to it now I’m more my own person, and you have no right to question it.’

And she began deliberately smoking in the house, although it irritated my weak chest. Once I questioned this, and she ordered me to get into my female clothes, then made me kneel and tied my hands behind my back with a stocking, while she blew smoke in my face, and used my mouth as her ashtray. I never questioned her again, but it didn’t stop her using me as her personal ashtray, and once she stuck the filter end of a lit cigarette up each of my nostrils, while gagging me with a pair of her soiled panties, as a punishment for not cleaning the oven properly; and made me sit there, inhaling, and choking on the toxic smoke.

Then she demanded that I take up smoking myself, because it was something a sexy slut would do, and I had to practise smoking sexily in front of the mirror, slowly exhaling smoke through my scarlet lips, like a vamp in an old, black and white film – someone like Betty Davis or Marlene Dietrich. I’d always been turned on by such femme fatales, and had to admit that it did make me feel even more sexily feminine.

What about my anxiety, that had made me go to the doctor initially, and set all this in motion? Well, it did lessen somewhat, now that I didn’t have the stress of  playing a male role so much, and I found being feminine and submissive, and leaving important decisions to Ann, suited me.

We were continuing quite cosily like this, until the day Ann’s mother, Monika came to visit.

A formidable woman in her late forties, with a cascade of raven coloured hair; green eyes, outlined in black; scarlet lips; voluptuous figure, always dressed in the most elegantly sexy clothes; and long, slim, black stocking clad legs, that always ended in high heels; I had found her sexy from the very first time I’d met her – even sexier than Ann herself- I had to admit, since I’ve always loved older women.

Ann never kept anything from her mother, and it was obvious, anyway, that there’d been a change in our relationship. I heard them talking earnestly, and kept out of the way, until I heard her mother’s voice calling me

‘Come through – let me have a close look at you.’

I walked though to the living room – I was in full female costume, and makeup, with heels and everything.  I didn’t know why Ann’s mother was visiting, but had a feeling that it wasn’t quite spontaneous.

‘Oh yes,’ her mother said ‘yes, he just looks just right like that. I always said he was a pansy didn’t I Ann?’

‘Yes, you did’ Ann conceded.

‘Well I think we should have a little fun with him, or perhaps “her” would be more appropriate. We’ll have to find a suitably feminine name for her. What about Lilly. When does Lilly start the injections?’

‘She’s beginning them soon’ Ann said, immediately falling into step with her mother.

‘The sooner, the better’ Monika said with obvious relish. The sooner she gives up these ridiculous attempts at being masculine; we can make some money out of her.’

My ears pricked up in alarm, when I heard this, for I knew all about Ann’s mother’s money making schemes, and knew she wasn’t one to make idle assertions.

‘Do you know what I’d love to do,’ Monika said.

‘What?’ Ann replied.

‘I’d like to get your big, black strap on, and ram it right up her pretty little arse.’

‘Mother!’

‘Well, you told me it was doctor’s orders – that she has already recommended this as part of her therapy. Don’t tell me you haven’t thought it yourself, anyway. We can see if she would be suitable for what we have in mind.’

I was astonished – I don’t even know Ann had a big, black strap on – and how did her mother know about this?

‘I can see your point, though, mum – I think Doctor Coldicont tried something like that on him. We need to see if he can take a big, black strap on, so that we can tell if he’s suitable for what we discussed.’

‘Of course dear,’ her mother said. Then addressed me ‘You won’t mind will you – in fact I think you’ll absolutely love it.’

And I had to admit, that the prospect did excite me – me, who had always been so determinedly heterosexual- although I also felt humiliated and scared of what was in store for me, as if I had entered the dark tunnel of my previously repressed, masochistic desires.

‘As I’ve already told you Ann , I’m not gay, and I have no intention of  having a big, black, or any other kind of cock, stuffed up my arse.’

‘Your intentions aren’t our concern,’ her mother said, a brutal tone suddenly entering her voice. ‘If you want to continue your very pleasant life here with my daughter, a life partly financed by me, where my daughter is taking the trouble to help  you with your inherent psychological weakness, then you  have to do as we tell you, or else get lost – I’d love to see how you survive without us. It’s cold on the streets at this time of year.’

‘Come-on you fucking sissy faggot, bend over that chair’ Monika ordered, strapping the immense dildo, which Ann had fetched from its secret drawer on her orders, to her crotch. She had removed her dress, and was now clad only in corset, suspenders, stockings, and heels. It made me hard just to look at her, and I obediently bent over, and felt my knickers unceremoniously tugged down around my ankles, and the tip of the dildo at my anus, the pressure being exerted as it was pressed up me. I let out a moan as I felt it suddenly being accepted by my sphincter, and it was up inside me, giving me the intense, shameful pleasure I had experienced at the doctor’s.

‘Look’ he’s got an erection Monika cried gleefully, as she began to rock back and forwards on her heels, pressing the phallus rhythmically up my back passage.

‘Milk her ‘Monika ordered Ann, who began masturbating me slowly. God, what pleasure I felt, completely taken over by sensuality, and delight in being so treated. I came suddenly, spurting into a plastic beaker that Ann held to my cock.

‘She can drink that later, for supper’ Ann said wickedly.

‘Oh, she’ll love it dear,’ Monika said. ‘Do you know what – I’m feeling fruity myself, but I don’t think she can do much for me.’

‘We’ll see about that’ Ann said, stepping forward and caressing her mother’s face tenderly, and kissing her full on her scarlet lips. Monika responded, and they passionately kissed, before seeming to remember that I was still there. Ann pulled away from her mother

‘Get down on your knees, and lick her fanny,’ Ann commanded me, and I obediently obeyed, despite my sore arse. Monica ground her moist fanny at my mouth –‘Lick it’ she commanded, and I stuck my tongue out and licked furiously away, tasting the  salty, feminine essence of this gorgeous woman I’d fancied for years. She began to moan- ‘faster’ she cried, before shuddering against my face with a massive orgasm.

‘Now you have to do me’ Ann said, stepping forward, her own fanny now naked and glistening. I was obviously very aroused at this point, fully anticipating having full on sex with Monika and Ann, but after Ann too had come through the efforts of my tongue, the two women joked about the size of my erect penis, and the fact that I wasn’t masculine enough to be fanciable, and the impossibility of me satisfying them; and amused themselves with putting pegs on my nipples, and my right along my cock, making sure to pick the most delicately tender places, and laughing at my cries of pain. Ann’s mother then produced a bottle of best red, and a couple of large cigars, which they lit, and puffed away at, getting me to kneel before them with my mouth open, to be their personal ashtray, and spittoon.

‘I’m really getting to like the idea of your husband as a sissy slave’ Monica said tipsily to Anne.

‘Me too’ Ann replied, her voice also slurred by the wine, which they had consumed quickly, before starting on a second bottle.

‘Well, we know now that he’s ready for the next stage’ Monika said.

‘Yes, definitely’ Ann replied, flicking her hot cigar ash into my mouth, and then following this with a gob of spit. I could taste the wine and cigar on her phlegm, and relished this chance to savour again her intimate juices.

But my eyes widened in horror at her words – what was this next stage? Another stage towards their horrifying attempts to make me into a submissively effeminate homosexual. No I would never allow myself go there….would I? I told myself as Monika flicked her own ash into my mouth, and spat in it too, as both women laughed, before Monika ground her cigar out in the palm of my hand, and then ordered me to eat the butt, which I obediently did.

Ann had begun going to the gym, where she did circuit and weight training. The effects on her figure were already apparent – her body was becoming taut and strong, and less curvaceously feminine, with more obviously muscular shoulders and biceps. While I was becoming softer, more feminine in appearance. She kept telling me about an instructor at the gym, Tyrone –

‘He’s lovely’ she said ‘so handsome and muscular – not like you,’ she couldn’t help adding.

I was terribly jealous, and wondered exactly what her relationship with this man was. I didn’t have to wait long to find out.

‘I’m going out tonight with my mother,’ Ann declared, and you can help me get ready. After spending a long time in the bathroom, Ann emerged, skin glowing and freshly perfumed – I really fancied her, and longed to take her in my arms, but I knew it wasn’t allowed. Her clothes for the evening were laid out on the bed, and I realised that they were far more overtly sexy than she usually wore. A black and red basque, black mini skirt, stockings, a red, satin blouse. These were more like the clothes that I liked to wear, than Ann’s more elegant usual attire. But I had noticed her becoming gradually sexier, with her new found confidence. She’d had her hair styled, and dyed blonde, and she’d started wearing a lot more make up. I was filled with longing for her, as I helped her dress, and felt my cock standing to attention beneath the constraints of my girdle and panties, but she had made it clear that a physical relationship with her was now out of bounds.

‘We’re meeting with Tyrone from the gym’ she told me. ‘He’s taking us for a drink, and we’ll maybe meet up with few of his friends, should be fun. I may bring Tyrone back here. I expect you to stay up and cater to our needs when we come in.’

‘I’m tired, I was thinking of having nearly night.’

‘I don’t care if you’re tired or not – if I say you have to stay up, then you fucking well stay up.’

Well, the fact was that a big, deeply masochistic, part of me loved being dominated and abused by Ann, and far preferred it to the way things were previously. Though another part of me hated and despised myself in my new role.

Ann had given me some jobs to do around the house, and I set to them with a heavy heart, imagining Ann having a good time with his man, and, probably having sex with him – which made me feel incredibly turned on, as well as mortified. I was sweating in my outfit, my face baked beneath my heavy makeup – my corset digging into my skin, the tight rubber sheath in which Ann had decided to restrain my penis was preventing me from even masturbating to cope with my conflicting feelings and longings about Ann in the arms of a handsome black stud; and my feet and legs ached from walking around in strappy high heels, which were secured to my feet by small padlocks around my ankles, to which Ann held the key. I had begun to understand how hard it was to be a woman. Ann had ordered me to make sure that I was fully made-up, hair done, clothes immaculate before she came home; so I had to leave my duties unfinished in order to get ready, despite the fact than I knew Ann would penalise me for this.

I’d only just finished applying fresh makeup, when I heard the key in the lock, and loud, giggly female voices, and then a deeper rumble of a male voice. And Ann and Monika entered the room, tottering on their high heels, obviously having had a quite bit to drink.

‘Look, here he is waiting like a good sissy,’ Monika shrieked.

‘Well, he’d better have been waiting, or else he knew what he’d get,’ Ann slurred.

Then a big, black guy, over six feet tall and expensively dressed in leather jacket, cashmere sweater, and dark, woollen trousers came in– I noticed his gleaming shoes.

‘Meet Tyrone,’ Ann said, ‘curtsy to him.’

Deeply humiliated, I forced myself to curtsy in front of him as Ann had taught me. To do it in heels without falling over was a difficult art, which I just about managed.

‘Go on, introduce yourself’ Ann ordered.

‘Pleased to meet you, I’m Lilly’ I mumbled, head bowed.

‘Charmed I’m sure - Tyrone’ Tyrone grinned. He offered his hand, but Monika intervened –

‘Don’t shake her hand, she’s unworthy.’

‘Lick his shoes,’ Ann suddenly ordered, when she saw my distaste.

‘Come on fucking do it’ Monika leant her face into mine, and I could smell the alcohol and tobacco on her breath.

I knelt and begin to lick at the man’s shiny brogues – they tasted bitter, masculine.

‘Lick the soles’ Monika ordered.

Tyrone slumped into a chair, leaning back to reveal the soles of his shoes. They were filthy, and stank – as if he’d walked in mud or, more likely, dogshit, which Ann and Monika had probably made him do deliberately; but I licked at them enthusiastically, although feeling nauseated by the taste and smell.

I felt my knickers pulled down, and a female hand slapping my bum – hard -I squealed.

‘Suck him off’ Monika demanded.

And I felt myself dutifully pulling Tyrone’s zip down, as if I was someone else, and I was watching myself. Tyrone’s huge cock popped out, and I took it gently between thumb and forefinger, and applied my crimson lips to it, and it immediately grew harder as I sucked away, as if sucking other men’s cocks was something I’d always done, though I’d never done such a thing before in my life.

‘That’s enough’ Monika said, ‘don’t make him come, we want to have that for ourselves you greedy bitch’.

I stopped and , and watched horrified as Monika gently grabbed Tyrone’s cock and led him where her daughter, my beloved wife, was bent over a small table, displaying her bare, glistening fanny and inserted his rock hard member, as big as a baby’s arm, into it. Ann moaned, and I felt a pang of regret that it wasn’t my cock going into my wife’s most intimate place.

‘God, you’re so big ‘ Ann cried, as Tyrone  rammed his cock deep inside her, while Monika  crouched down and began licking his shaft and balls, as they  moved  rhythmically in and out. Ann came with a massive, shuddering orgasm, uttering a high pitched scream. I reflected how she’d never, ever, been so abandoned when I’d made love to her.

‘What about me?’ Monika pleaded.

‘Lick her off’ Tyrone commanded me, and I obediently crawled over to Ann’s mother, and began to lap at her wet fanny with my tongue, feeling privileged to be able to do this. Monika soon came, pressing my face hard to her cunt as she did so.

Then Ann ordered-

‘Lick Tyrone’s cock clean- you fucking sissy faggot.’

I crawled over to where Tyrone presented his cock, which shone like ebony with my wife’s juices, for me to lick clean, which I did avidly – partaking of my wife’s womanly essence by proxy. If I couldn’t fuck her myself, which I didn’t deserve to do, I knew, then this was the next best thing – to at least be able to taste her sweet juices.

‘Now clean the floor’ Monika ordered, and I went to get up to get a cloth.

‘No with your tongue,’ she said.

Ann had had lost control of her bladder, and I crawled over to where a puddle of her urine, mixed with her and Tyrone’s come, lay on the floor, and licked it up.

‘Good doggy,’ Ann laughed. ‘Now lick Tyrone’s come out of me, she demanded, and I obeyed, my cock throbbing in its restrainer, my balls aching with repressed desire, as I tasted Tyrone’s salty semen, mixed with my darling wife’s own juices.

‘He’s like a dog, a little pet, which’ll always follow you around, and wag its tail even if you kick it,’ Monika sneered.

Monika swung a pointed, high heeled foot at my bum, and the sharp toe of the shoe jabbed sharply into my flesh, marking the skin, and making me cry out.

‘He’s yelping just like a dog,’ Ann laughed. Look, Tyrone is getting hard again,’ she observed.

‘Have you ever fucked a sissy slut?’ Monika asked.

‘There’s a first time for everything, and she is sexy looking’ he said.

And it was Ann, my wife, who stuffed her soiled panties into my mouth, then took his immense cock, and gently put it at the entrance to my back passage, and guided it into me.

God, it was big, and I couldn’t help but moan in pleasure through my knicker gag, as I felt it going right up inside me.

That was the fist time this had ever happened to me, and I had real sense of transgression, though, at the start of this whole process, I would have said that I would never, ever allow such a thing to happen, let alone love the feeling of it right up inside me- as, I was ashamed to admit, I did, despite my mortification at the success of my wife and her mother’s evil plans to turn me into an effeminate homosexual.

‘Hear that moaning,’ Ann said scornfully,’ and he says he’s not gay.’

‘Of course, he’s not dear – just look how he’s so not enjoying getting fucked by a big, black man’ Monika laughed.

They both seemed to find the whole thing hilarious, and Tyrone vigorously thrust his engorged penis back and forth up me, finally coming with a grunt, and spurting his thick load right up inside me.

‘I think she’s ready for the next stage’ Monika observed.’

‘I think she is,’ her daughter- the woman I’d married, and still worshipped, agreed.

A few days later Ann came up to me, when I was on my hands and knees, skirt above my stocking tops, revealing my knickers, scrubbing the kitchen floor, uncomfortable and hot in my female clothes-

‘On your hands and knees – an appropriate place for you’ Ann laughed, ‘but seriously, your Doctor’s appointment is next week – it’s very important that you go.’

‘Do I have to?’ I asked - I remembered the last encounter with a shudder, and had been hoping to conveniently forget the next appointment, made what seemed an age ago.

‘Well, the initial visit certainly seemed to help you; you’ve been a lot calmer since, and seemed happier since you saw Doctor Coldicont She seems to have very good insight into your condition.’

‘I suppose so’ I muttered.

‘You suppose correctly,’ Ann suddenly assumed her new dominant persona, which I didn’t like much compared the old feminine Ann, and which scared the Hell out of me, but, I had to admit, did turn me on.

‘You’re far happier as a woman – but, of course, you’re only a pretend woman – wouldn’t you prefer to actually become a woman, with proper breasts and a curvy figure – like me?’ she giggled. ‘After all that cock isn’t of much use to you now apart from pissing, is it?’

‘Yes, but what do you mean? – this dressing as a woman is only a fantasy. I don’t really want to spend my whole life a woman – I like being strong, being able to run...’

‘What are you saying - that women are weak- can’t run or keep fit? I’m stronger than you are any day, especially now I’m down the gym three days a week. Tyrone says I have a lot of potential.’

‘Potential for what- an MILF slut?’ The words just came out, and were instantly regretted, as I doubled up in pain as Ann’s knee came up sharply into my crotch-

‘For a lot more than you, you fucking loser’ she snarled.

I moaned, doubling up- where was my lovely Ann, who wouldn’t say boo to goose? As I raised my face I received a gob of phlegm straight into my open mouth, as Ann spat into it.

‘Yes, you get yourself round to the doctor’s – there are lots of useful things we can do with you when you become more feminised, maybe make a few bob from you and your sorry, sissy arse.’

Was I hearing correctly- I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. My own wife wanted to prostitute me. But I knew I didn’t have much choice but to carry on with the treatment, and it seemed my destiny somehow – a destiny that I had willingly and masochistically, embraced.

So, I went to my appointment with Doctor Coldicont. I wasn’t wearing female clothing, but all my old male clothes had been taken to the charity shop by Ann, and I wore a feminine style, pale blue trouser suit, with my now long hair pinned up under a stylish, darker blue cap. I couldn’t help but notice the leering looks of the men, and the contemptuous gaze of the women. When I went in the receptionist was polite at first, until she summoned my details on her computer screen.

‘Put this on and sit over there’ she said coldly. Handing me something in a plastic bag.

‘Where can I...?.’ I began.

‘Use the toilet’ the woman said brusquely.

I changed into the garment in the gents’ toilet – it was almost like a woman’s negligee, a flimsy nylon number in lilac. Everyone looked at me as I walked out of the toilet and across to the seats in the corner, as directed, where no- one else was sitting. When I sat down, I realised that the seats were lower than the other seats, like children’s. The gown rode up as I sat down, and I found it hard to cover my soft, vulnerable, smoothly shaven nakedness.

Finally the light went on for me to see Doctor Coldicont. When I entered she sat staring at her computer screen, barely looking up to notice me. Finally she said

‘How are you getting on? I hope you’ve followed my recommendations.’

‘Yes, partly - I’ve told my wife about my secret desire to dress as a woman, which I realised was important to me, after seeing you, and she has been sympathetic, and has helped me in this. I now spend quite a lot of time at home dressed in female clothing.’

‘Have you realised your true identity by engaging in a homosexual liaison yet?

I blushed guiltily- ‘no, I stuttered, the lie choking in my throat – because I’m not homosexual.’

She looked at me ‘Well, I can see a change in you. Come here.’

I approached her desk, and she lifted the gown and grabbed my balls and squeezed them hard.

I let out a yell...then she clipped a sort of cage over my cock, and it snapped shut with an ominous click.

‘Bend over’ she said. I did, and felt a long thick object shoved up my back passage.

‘This to prepare you for anal penetration’ she said ‘and the cage is to put ideas of using your penis for anything other than urination out of your mind. I’ve discussed this with your wife, and will send her the key. You should keep these items in place all the time.’

She wrote something on a pad, and handed it to me. ‘Take this to nurse. You’re to begin a course of hormone injections starting today – report to the nurse and she’ll administer them.’

The doctor turned to her screen again, and I realised that I was dismissed, hobbling out of the office with the thing inside my anus, and the unfamiliar device clamped around my cock, in was in daze, and it didn’t occur to me to try to get rid of the things. I walked along the street, in a shaming state of arousal from the butt pug up inside me – was this my life from now on? An anally aroused sissy, dominated and cuckolded by his wife? Playing an ineffectual, traditionally feminine role in life, while my wife was out having affairs, and one night stands, and was now doing well at work; and even had other money making schemes in her head- put there by her diabolical, impossibly sexy, mother. Ann, who had previously been so passive and submissive.

Their money making schemes were to do with making money out of me – hiring me out for sexual favours. How did I feel about this?  Well humiliated obviously, but also masochistically excited. Ann had said –

‘I’m doing this because I’ve picked up on the fact that you will like it, and that it will be good for you to feel so desired – it will be a big boost to your self confidence.’

I mused on this – I somehow felt powerless, as if pleasing Ann was my destiny. But she was right – the thought of being so desired, if only by men rather than women, did make me feel good about myself. I knew I was no longer my own man – I felt owned, but that gave me strange sense of security in my own submission, as did the idea of being sexually desired.

Later I told Ann about what the doctor had said –

‘These injections – what are they for? I’m not sure about them.’

‘They’re to biologically feminise you. She’s seen that you’ve become psychologically feminised, and now you are to have your body changed.’

‘How do you know all this? I’m not sure I agree with this at all.’

‘Oh Clare Coldicont has discussed your case with me –she’s very sympathetic, you know - empathetic in fact.’

‘That wasn’t my impression at all.’

‘What do you know? – you’re just a man …’she paused…. ‘Well, maybe not,’ she giggled.

But the scheme that took root in their minds, and actually became alarming reality, began with me singing in the bathroom. I’d always enjoyed singing and loved music, even though I had a poor singing voice. I loved torch song ballads such those by Dusty Springfield, Edith Piaf, Janis Joplin, Billie Holliday, and Judy Garland, but I had generally been too embarrassed to sing aloud much: though when I was ‘dressed’ and in my female persona, I wasn’t afraid to let rip – it seemed a natural thing for me to do, and something I found very therapeutic. And one day Ann heard me singing Piaf’s ‘No Regrets’- and  later she said – ‘you’ve got an interesting voice – too deep and masculine, of course, but you put song across with genuine emotion.

‘That’s because I feel the words - I live them,’ I said.

‘Perhaps you could perform them live – I’m sure people would love to hear them.’

‘Is this a joke, or another of you and your mother’s money making schemes.’

‘Well, I bet you’d love to get on stage wouldn’t you – dressed as a sexy woman, singing of a broken heart.’

‘Oh no, oh no…’

‘Come on – imagine it–stardom. You’re a natural diva’.

I mused on the idea, and it did appeal when I thought about it. I imagined myself playing the tortured, female artist, the perennially wronged and abused woman. Yes, it did appeal.

Ann, or rather, Ann’s mother, was someone who would put ideas into action, rather than just talking about them, and she and Ann had had a brainwave. Well to them it was a brainwave - a brilliant commercial opportunity.

‘You can sing – as a drag act, we’ll have to give you a suitable name, and then the audience can, for an additional price, have sex with you afterwards.

To be honest -you’re actually the world’s worst singer – it will be very humiliating for you to get up on stage and sing. Actually, we’ve had an idea – we can give out things to the audience to throw at you while you sing, like rotten food – how humiliating will that be? Then afterwards the audience can fuck you and do what they want with you.’

‘Oh no –that’s disgusting -I’m not having that’ I protested.

‘Well we can charge three times as much at least, and you know you would love being humiliated, and then having a load of blokes fancying you, and wanting to fuck you, and you’d really enjoy them actually fucking you- we all know that now don’t we?’

I reddened…. ‘Look, I’ve told you –I’m not gay’ I protested, but I knew she was right, and the thought did excite me.

And thus it was through Ann and her mother’s money making schemes that I began being booked for appearances at various gay venues, tickets sold in advance, and at the door – advertised as a concert by a drag artist, in which the audience was invited to participate, with the option of a post concert gangbang with the willing performer. The tickets sold like hot cakes, and then the day actually arrived for me to make my debut. I felt terrified as I got ready, with Ann and her mother telling me what to wear, and helping me with my hair and makeup. They made sure that I looked extra slutty, with over the top clothes and heavy makeup – like a parody of a real woman. Finally I was ready, and walked out to the car, taking small, sissy steps in my heels, as I had been taught.

It was an overcast, autumn day, with a slight drizzle in the air, and Ann held an umbrella over me to protect my hair. The club was in Brighton, and it didn’t take long to get there once we’d driven through central London from our north London home, then out through Brixton and Croydon, and across the rolling South Downs. Soon the sea came into sight, and I remembered how excited I’d been as a child at the first glimpse of the sea, on a much awaited holiday or day out. Now, though, I was excited in a different way – a way full of foreboding. What was I letting myself in for – but, I felt a sense of eager, masochistic anticipation, as if I was dealing with my deepest fears and conflicts by confronting them head on.

The club was an unprepossessing building, in the middle of The Lanes- Brighton’s gay area. A sign outside advertised the night’s attraction – ‘Lovely Lilly, the drag act with a difference, who loves to be humiliated by the audience, and to have sex with them too!’ God, that was me- it all seemed so unreal. I was very nervous as I teetered to the club in my heels, and hoped there were no passers by, as I walked the fifty yards or so from car to club entrance. There were a couple of people, but they just completely ignored me.

As we entered the club, the manager was there to greet us. A shaven headed young man in a smart suit -he too seemed excited -

‘We’ve sold loads of tickets – everyone’s really looking forward to it. It’s an experiment in audience participation’ he told Ann.

We were shown to a tiny dressing room, with huge mirrors and garish lights, enabling me to see all the imperfections in my feminine appearance. But I was already changed and ready, and just needed my hair and makeup touched up by Ann, but I took the opportunity to have a stiff drink from the bottle of vodka Monika had brought.

‘Just be your engaging, sissy self’ Monika advised me, ‘and you’ll go down a storm.’

I walked out on stage on stage before a crowd of raucous gay men, dressed in a tiny red, PVC mini skirt; black, diamond patterned stockings; six inch, patent leather heels; black see through blouse; and little, mock leopardskin jacket; my face plastered in thick makeup, with huge false eye lashes and loads of eyeliner and mascara, and bright red lips outlined in thick brown lip liner; my hair newly dyed platinum blonde, and styled in a 50s glamour girl look.

Ann started the recording of my backing music, and I waited for my cue

‘No, no regrets’ I sang in a shaky voice ‘no, no I have no regrets.’

‘Well we have – we regret paying to come here’ a loud voice shouted, to much laughter.

‘She’s rubbish – get her off.’ Someone else yelled.

‘Bring her off more likely – can I be the first.’

I began to sing my next number, Dusty Springfield’s ‘I Don’t Know What to Do With Myself’ -

‘Going to the movies only makes me sad,

Parties make me feel as bad,

When I’m not with you’ I sang as passionately as I could, when something slimy hit me on the forehead, and slithered down my face – it was a rotten egg. Several more eggs followed, and tomatoes – handed out by the staff at the door, as well a piss filled beer can, and a meat pie which exploded on my blouse, to loud laughter.

At the start of my rendition of Janis Joplin’s emotional ‘Ball and Chain’, after I’d sang the opening line -

‘Sitting down by my window, all around me is the rain,

Something’s got a hold on me, seems to me like a ball and chain’-

a man walked on stage and poured a pint beer mug filled with urine over my head, and  I felt it  cascading over my  carefully teased hair, ruining my makeup, which clogged my eyes; and running down inside my dress, making me feel  both humiliated, and incredibly turned on.

I struggled through my set, forcing myself to keep singing despite the volley of insults and objects -

‘This is my final song,’ I announced

‘Thank God for that’ someone shouted as I went into the finale -

‘Somewhere over the rainbow, way on high,

I see a light a shining….’

Another man came up on the stage, and began to masturbate openly, to cheers from the crowd. He was a muscular, black man, dressed as a biker, and he somehow pushed me to my knees with one hand, and carried on masturbating straight into my face, as I tried to continue singing -spurting his, seemingly unending, load straight into my mouth as I attempted a high note, choking me with a thick wad of semen, which ran from my lips, down my chin and onto my blouse. The song came to a halt, and other men came up onto the stage, and I was pushed to my hands and knees, while another black biker pulled down my knickers and I felt his huge cock pressing against my back passage, and then going up inside, causing my own cock to spring to attention within the confines of my knickers and girdle, which were swiftly ripped off, and my now erect penis grasped by rough hands. I felt a warm wetness as the man came inside me, and withdrew his cock, only to be replaced by another. While someone else pressed his cock to my lips and I obediently opened my mouth. I now had a cock up my backside, and another in my mouth, and I heard myself moaning in pleasure – me who wasn’t gay. The cocks orgasmed and were followed by many more. There was a queue of men waiting to fuck me and degrade me, and I even heard the manager’s voice calling ‘next please- have your tickets ready’, as I was comprehensively gang banged, and masturbated over, with the final indignity of being pissed over, and spat on, by several men.

At the end of the evening I was a totally degraded wreck, covered in rotten food, semen, pee, phlegm and beer, plus the contents of an ashtray; and my hair, clothes and make up were completely ruined.

‘Well done’ it was Ann’s voice.

‘You were a magnificent little sissy, as if following your true vocation’ Monika spoke warmly to me for once.

‘Thanks’ I muttered.

Ann put a blanket round me, and she and her mother helped me to my feet. I was unsteady on my heels, as they ushered me out to the car. The club manager came up to us as we were going out -

‘Great night’ he said, ‘everyone seemed to really enjoy it. As promised here’s a percentage of the bar takings,’ he said, thrusting a wad of notes into Ann’s hands.

‘Thanks’ she said, passing the money to Monika, who quickly put it in her handbag.

Well, I at least got a new outfit and make up out of it.

‘You did a great job’ Ann said, as we drove off ‘did you enjoy it, ‘you seemed to.’

‘I think so’ I mumbled. I felt as if my deepest fantasises of masochistic humiliation had been fulfilled, but it had also been a highly unsettling, shameful experience.

Soon the injections were starting to take effect, my voice was becoming higher, and I was developing distinctively feminine curves, and incipient breasts. I was becoming less of drag artist, more of a transgender one perhaps, and Ann and Monika discussed with me how I should progress, and be marketed, as an act -

‘Previously a man,’ was one suggestion – ‘a transgender, cross over act.’

And that is how I became marketed – mostly still servicing the gay community, but later in straight clubs. And I was actually becoming a more proficient performer with my more feminine voice, and also a more convincing woman. Ann hadn’t let me have sex with her for ages, and had kept my cock in restraint as recommended by Doctor Coldicont. Ann, also on the doctor’s recommendation, made me wear the butt plug the whole time, unless I was performing or servicing one of her lovers.

All I was sometimes allowed to do was to masturbate while I was watching her with the latest black stud she’d brought home – apart from my hired out sessions, when the punters having sex with me could also bring me off, off course. But now Ann said – ‘you don’t really have use for that cock and balls do you – why not have surgery and have them removed, and a vagina modelled to be in their place, and then you really would be a woman, and that could make you truly fulfilled, as well as introducing you to a whole new audience.’

‘No, I said ‘Definitely not. No way’ – but I’d said the same thing before, of course.

But all that’s for another story, and I’ll finish by answering my question at the beginning of this one -

‘Ever had a big, black cock shoved up your arse?’ Yes, I have, even though the idea had previously disgusted, and been alien to, me – and, do you know what – I really came to enjoy it, since it fulfilled my deepest, masochistic longings and needs, while I still considered myself straight, and desired Ann and Monika; and wished I could resume my former relationship with my wife, whom I still loved and placed on a pedestal. But, I have to admit, that the hormone injections lessened my heterosexual longing, and made me more accepting of my new role.

Thus the doctor was partly correct in her diagnosis and prognosis, and discovering my true identity liberated me from the constraints of phoney masculinity, and helped me gain some personal equilibrium, and my new role as an ‘entertainer’ also gave me a status, beyond that of loser or sissy. And as for Ann and her mother, they enjoyed the wealth that my fame brought – all down to their ideas and astute management- they never tired of telling me. Ann also found her new power, and dominant role very liberating, while they both fully explored and enjoyed the hotwife and BDSM scenes, and loved bringing handsome, virile, young black men home to have sex with in front of me.

And when Ann became pregnant by one of these young black men, I couldn’t help but be delighted for her, even though I wished it had been by me. And when the child was born it gave me masochistic pleasure to think that my money making endeavours would help support her. Monika was also delighted to become a grandmother, and they decided to name the child Clare, after Doctor Clare Coldicont, who had set the whole chain of events in motion with her daring, but highly insightful, in Ann and Monika’s eyes, diagnosis of my condition, and prognosis of a potential cure.

And, as I said, I gained a certain fame and celebrity from my new role– fame and celebrity that that I would never, ever have gained in my previous life. And I did, also, come to masochistically enjoy these encounters very much, and even found them addictive. And when I wasn’t feeling like going to ‘work’, Ann, who was now my manager, would say – ‘just think of the money….and the fame’- knowing that the latter was far more important to me, if not to her and her mother.

And I did think of my new found celebrity status, and the excitement and glamour of my new life, as I packed my now very expensive costumes and makeup, and climbed into Ann’s new four by four, to be driven by her or Monika to the next venue, and felt the familiar mixture of fear and eager anticipation, at the prospect of another excitingly humiliating, degradingly fulfilling experience.
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