

‘Forcibly Feminised Hubby: Sissy Hole for Hire’ - the advertisement, along with a photo of a glamorously sissified slut, pouting provocatively at the camera, lips thickly coated with bright pink lipstick, with dark lipliner; eyes outlined in thick black, with a come-hither expression - my husband, was ready for me to post on as many online forums as possible.

Only mere weeks ago, if anyone had suggested this scenario was at all likely, I would have thought they were crazy.

My marriage had become boring, predictable. Steve, my husband, paid little attention to me, and only communicated in grunts. He seemed depressed, and never showed any enthusiasm for anything, apart from football on the tv, and going to the pub. I was involved in local charity work and fundraising efforts, trying to do something useful, give me a sense of purpose, and the latest thing that had been proposed, was a charity fancy dress ball for Halloween. It was a themed Tarts and Vicars party for couples, so I really needed Steve to come with me, but would he? How could he be persuaded, to dress as a man of the cloth, and come with me, dressed as a tart – which I wasn’t particularly looking forward to.

Then, I had a brainwave. Wouldn’t it be a good idea if Steve could be the tart, and I the vicar. Of course, he would be the least feminine looking woman ever, but then I couldn’t stop thinking about the idea. But how would I possibly get Steve, an old-fashioned Alpha male, whose main interests were real ale and sport, to dress up as a woman in public?

Instead of the woman, me, being a sexily dressed ‘tart’, for   men to ogle and lust after, why didn’t I dress as a sober vicar, while my husband dressed up as a sexy slut.  He would be completely over the top, of course, for I had no intention of trying to make my very conventionally masculine husband into a convincing woman.

Anyway, I put the idea to Steve, and he wasn’t taken with it, to say the least -

‘If you think I’m going to ponce around dressed up as a woman, you’re more deluded than I thought.’

I tried to sell him the idea in a way he would accept, even think it a good idea. I told him of the cause the ball was in aid of, something that I knew was close to his heart, cancer research, since his father had recently died of cancer, then asked -

‘Do you really want me to have to dress up as a tart, in suspenders and stockings, for all the men to drool over? It would be much better and a lot more of a laugh, and interesting, if you are an over-the-top woman. It would send the whole thing up, and you would look nothing like a woman, of course. And you would raise a lot of money for cancer research.’

I was really surprised when he seemed to have a change of heart, and somewhat grudgingly, agreed to go along with the idea, but on condition that I didn’t make any attempt to make him look anything like an actual woman.

However, on the day, when I was dressing Steve up, I got carried away, making him as slutty and over the top as possible. And, I couldn’t help noticing, from the bulge in his trousers, how he seemed to be enjoying being dressed as a slut a lot more than his protests indicated.

‘Stop moaning’ I said at one point, ‘I can see that this is turning you on, despite what you say.’

‘Don’t be ridiculous’ he said, ‘it’s just you touching me that’s turning me on. I hate all this, he indicated the clothes I’d already dressed him in – corset, padded bra, panties, stockings and suspenders, leather look mini skirt, and pink, frilly blouse, and now I was slapping make up on his face.

And it wasn’t only my husband who was   being turned on. I realised how much pleasure I was taking in effectively feminising my man. It may only have been his outward appearance that was changed, but he began to seem somehow different, as if the female clothes and make up were actually making him more feminine.  This was something I never got to do, or hadn’t since I was a pubescent teen, experimenting with my mother’s make up with Suzy, my best friend. That was the last time I’d applied make up so liberally, and creatively, to someone else’s face, or to my own for that matter. I remembered, guiltily how I’d fancied Suzy, just as I now fancied my hubby, as a woman. Well didn’t I find him attractive as a man? Well, yes, of course. Though you know what they say about familiarity – but seeing him as a woman gave a whole new dimension to my desire for him. A sudden image flashed into my mind, one that I found incredibly arousing: Steve on his back, legs in the air and over a really good looking, black man’s shoulders, with the man’s cock thrust up between his thighs.  Steve was dressed up as a slutty woman, just like he was now.

I shook my head. This was crazy. I was having thoughts I didn’t want to have, awful, transgressive thoughts. Anyway, soon we were almost ready to go to the charity ball. I’d dressed, boringly, as a vicar, in one of Steve’s old, black suits, which hung baggily upon me, and a wide brimmed, black hat I’d discovered at the back of the wardrobe, bought in my arty, student days. We’d both had a couple of stiff drinks to relax, and Steve seemed a lot more comfortable with what was happening than I’d ever imagined he would be. A lot more comfortable than me, in fact.

‘I should try to speak like a woman, might as well get into this properly’ he completely surprised me by saying.

‘I wasn’t expecting you to be convincing as an actual woman’ I said, ‘That was meant to be the joke, that you were obviously a bloke, no matter how dressed and made up you were. But I didn’t expect you to look so convincing, I must admit. You don’t have to speak like a woman, though.’

‘I might as well make as good a job of it as I can, if I’m going to do it at all.’

‘Oh, OK then.’

I gave him some quick, basic lessons in speaking like a woman: not just higher pitched, but quieter, softer, more compliant. Though I’d realised that I was creating a stereotypical woman, rather than a real woman just like myself in fact, who wasn’t at all frightened of loudly speaking her mind.  But that was the point, wasn’t it? Steve wasn’t really a woman, and making him look so slutty was sending up the whole way men thought of woman, and what they liked about women, which often wasn’t at all related to actual women. I’d made sure, for example, to get the biggest possible pair of fake tits for Steve, as well as padding around his bum and thighs. He now looked a classic bimbo, even down to the very long false eyelashes. The fact that he seemed to actually suit this, looked quite sexy, made the whole thing even more bizarrely transgressive, and sexually charged for me. And what about the fact that he seemed to be turned on by it?  Better not go there!

Steve wore a long coat and, his hair under a big woolly hat, in the taxi, and trainers instead of the size 10 stiletto heels I’d bought from Amazon – ‘suitable for men and women’. But as soon as we got inside the hall, where the ball was, we found a discrete corner at the end of a passage, and got him changed into full drag, slut, mode.  As soon as we entered the main room, I noticed the glances, and outright stares, and there were many favourable comments.

‘Your partner looks so convincing’ a woman said. A real woman, looking really slutty herself in full ‘tart’ mode- ‘a really sexy lady,’ she said.

‘Thanks’ I replied, unsure whether to be pleased by this or not.

She realised it was a man beneath the wig and the slap, anyway. But I began to feel a little jealous, when I saw the male attention directed at Steve, as I now found it hard to think of him - Stephanie maybe?

And then, a really good looking, muscular, well-dressed black man – a really attractive man, went up to my husband, who’d become engaged with a group of admirers while going for drinks, while I stood on my own, and began talking to him. Chatting him up, it looked like.

I couldn’t help myself, the man was a real dish, and I sidled over to the pair, who seemed totally absorbed in each other –

‘Are you here alone?’ I heard the man ask my hubby.

‘No’ he said, and he remembered to use his feminine voice, I noted, ‘I’m with my partner.’

‘Oh, where is he? he’s a lucky man,’ the stranger said.

Then I intervened-

‘I’m his wife’ actually’ I said. ‘Mel, pleased to meet you,’ I held out my hand.

‘Oh’ the man looked a bit shocked, taking my hand gently in his huge one, ‘Leon, pleased to meet you too.’

‘Yes, he’s not really a woman – it’s fancy dress, and what have you come as?’ The words stumbling nervously from my dry mouth, as if I was speaking a foreign language.

‘Oh, a bit boring really – I’m meant to be a clergyman.’

He was wearing a dark suit, and white shirt and black tie, but it wasn’t a great fancy dress, even if in accordance with the Tarts and Vicars’ theme.

‘Oh of course.’ I said, ‘just like me.’

He looked at me, in Steve’s old black suit, with my white card dog collar, and wide brimmed hat – ‘I can see you’re a person of the cloth too, while your husband is ......’

‘He’s, a “she,” a tart, it’s gendered role reversal.’

‘And a very delicious looking tart I must say, almost good enough to eat. But male garb suits you too, actually enhances your natural femininity.’

The man was a creep, but I couldn’t help being flattered by his admiration, even if it was fake. But he did have charm, I had to admit, as well as being incredibly sexy.

In fact, he had definite charisma, with something compelling about him, that drew you to him, like a moth to a flame.

‘Why don’t you both come round to my place sometime?’ I was surprised, and had to admit, thrilled, to hear him ask.

‘Yes, that would be nice.’ I tried to keep the excitement from my voice.

‘I’d like you both to come, your husband and you.’

‘But my husband doesn’t usually look like this, it’s fancy dress,’ I felt a need to say again, though I wasn’t sure exactly why. Well, surely it was obvious.

‘Oh – your husband has to come dressed as he is now.’

I wondered how I could explain Steve’s attitude to this man, trying to be as diplomatic as possible –

‘He’s not a transvestite or anything, this is the first time he’s ever dressed up as a woman, and it’s just for a laugh, to raise money for / transformed charity. I don’t think he would do it again.’

My words sounded like a weak excuse, even as I said them. But I did really want to accept the invitation to this stranger’s house. Couldn’t I go alone, I didn’t imagine Steve would be very happy being told to dress as a woman again, just to visit this man’s house. I can just imagine what he will say, I thought.

‘Sorry’ the man said, his voice suddenly tinged with coldness ‘he has to come dressed as a woman.’ He gave a thin, ambiguous smile.

I made an immediate decision, though wondering what the heck I was doing, and doubting my sanity, and lack of my usual good judgement–

‘Yes, he will look just like this – we’ll come.’

‘Brilliant – I’ll text you with the time and date,’ and with that Leon was gone.

I looked over at my dragged-up husband, chatting to a woman, and as I watched, Leon joined them. I wondered how I was going to break the news about accepting Leon’s invitation. Well, I’d wait until we got home. I took a drink from a tray, then looked again, and Steve, the woman and Leon had disappeared. I wasn’t bothered – maybe they’d gone outside for a smoke or something, though Steve no longer smoked.

However, as I stood alone, not part of any group, though I nodded to a couple of women I knew from the charity, I felt pretty left out of things. All the other women were dressed in various stages of sluttiness, and the men boringly in vicar style dog collars, and black suits, so me and Steve had certainly broken the mould, I reflected. This seemed to have been good for Steve’s popularity, although he’d complained about it, while it had done nothing for mine. But where had he gone? And where was Leon? who’d been so keen for him to come to his home dressed as a woman, also.

It was only right at the end of the evening, as I stood, bored, lonely and a bit drunk, that my husband reappeared, and, coincidentally? Leon and the woman reappeared too. I was jealous, but why? Why was I jealous of Steve regarding Leon? They’d probably just been engaging in guy talk somewhere, about sport. There was probably a room where a lot of the men were hanging out, having male banter.

We were back at home, and Steve was changing, taking off his makeup. How completely weird did that seem, since Steve was the last guy, I would have suspected was a secret cross-dresser, and I casually said –

‘You know that guy, Leon, you were talking to when I came over?’

‘Yes’, he said, rather guardedly, ‘big, black guy.’ Did I detect a blush spreading across his cheeks?

‘Well, he’s asked us to go to his house for dinner?’

‘Oh, ok – go if you want. I don’t have to come do I?’

‘Well, actually, he especially requested that you come.’

‘I don’t know why. If you want to go, I could come with you I suppose.’

‘And you have to be dressed in drag.’

‘What? No way. He just wants me there to take the piss. I didn’t mind doing it as one off, for charity, but that’s it for me and dressing in women’s clothes now – never again.’

‘But everyone said how good you looked.’

‘Hmph.’

I didn’t pursue the matter. The visit hadn’t even been arranged for sure.  Well, it probably wouldn’t happen. You know what it’s like when you met someone at a party, and you swap phone numbers, then never see them again. What did it matter to me anyway, I told myself? One, I was happily married, and two, Leon had seemed far keener on seeing my husband again - and in drag at that. He must be some weirdo, and I was mad taking him up on his invitation, and it was good that it wasn’t going any further. However, then I got a text, and opened it. It was him, Leon –

‘Still on for dinner? Eight PM on Saturday, ok?’ Then he’d put his address, which was in an expensive part of town.

God, I realised I was trembling. What should I do, especially since Steve had no intention of going? Not if he had to dress as a woman anyway? I was in a panic, but wasn’t sure why. All had to do was text back –

‘So sorry, not coming now, a prior arrangement I’d forgotten about.’

I opened the text, pressed reply, and began to type, but it was if an outside force controlled my hand, because what I actually wrote was

‘Yes, that’s fine, looking forward to seeing you again.’

God, what had I done? Now I had to persuade Steve to come to come to Leon’s house – dressed as a woman!

I didn’t know what to do, I was so worried. Torn, between going to the dinner, against my better judgement, and then trying to get Steve to come, dressed as a woman – which would surely be an impossible job.

Well, all I had to do was text Leon and cancel the bloody dinner, then never having anything to do with him again. But something seemed to prevent me from doing that. However, when it got to Thursday, I realised I had to do something.  Just saying nothing to Steve, then not going myself, just seemed to leave everything hanging in the air. I would feel as if I’d missed out – but missed out on what? I asked myself. Anyway, that night, as we sat watching the TV after dinner, I said to Steve –

‘You remember I told you that Leon, who we met at the fancy-dress ball, had invited us to dinner?’

‘Steve nodded, ‘Yeah, remember you said something about it.’

‘Well, he texted me with a definite invitation, which I accepted on our behalf – it’s Saturday night.’

‘I told you that I didn’t want to come, especially if I’m supposed to dress as a woman again – is this guy gay or something?’

‘Well, actually you do have to come – it’s you he really wants to come, and dressed up as a woman, at that. He’s definitely not gay, we met his partner remember?’

I was suddenly aware of how odd this all seemed. How was I ever entertaining Leon’s invitation? What were his motivations for wanting Steve to come, dressed in his fancy dress costume basically? If he’d been dressed as a clown, would he have wanted him to come to the dinner in costume?

‘Ok, I’ll come’ Steve said.

‘I knew you wouldn’t,’ was what I was about to say, before what he’d actually said hit me – ‘You’ll come?’

‘I’ll dress up as a woman, I don’t mind.’

Now I reallly felt confused, and even wondering if I wanted this to happen. Was I accompanying my husband, dressed as a woman, on a date with a man? I pushed this away, surely not. Well, someone said something about Leon being a top fashion designer, so maybe that was why he was interested in seeing Steve dressed as a woman. I composed myself, took a deep breath.

‘Leon’s a designer you know, that must be why he wants to see you as a woman again – he’s interested in fashion.’

‘I’d better make sure I look good then’ he said, ‘if it’s to do with the charity, and maybe make these people donate more money - I think they’re pretty rich, then I don’t mind dressing up.’

‘It suits you anyway’ I said ‘you were very convincing, and everyone admired your look.’

‘Nah’ Steve said ‘Just a bloke in drag.’

‘But look at all the attention you got.’

‘It was an original idea of yours, the gender role reversal thing. I think it helped raise a lot of money, anyway.’

However, when it came to getting ready to go to the party, Steve’s approach wasn’t as casual as his manner had suggested. In fact, the opposite – he seemed far more concerned with what he was going to wear, and how he looked, then I did. But I didn’t like to make any comment, I was just glad that he’d agreed to come, and dressed as a woman, when I hadn’t thought either was likely to happen, and that would be the last of it as far as our relationship with Leon and his friends was concerned. But would that be a bad thing? I asked myself, as I watched Steve, through the open bedroom door, parading in front of the mirror, in various dresses. Well, we’d managed a quick shop, and picked up some women’s clothing for him, and more make up – it had to very tarty was his only stipulation. In fact, that seemed to be the look he was continuing with, even though he was no longer restricted by the ‘tarts’ theme of the fancy-dress party. This was obviously how he liked to look as a woman – and how he liked real women to look, too. I remembered him constantly urging me to dress more sexily. Though that was before our sex life began to taper off, then disappear.

Anyway, he decided on a bright red mini dress, which barely covered the lacey tops of his black stockings, and the same old wig of mine he’d worn last time, with bright blonde ringlets cascading to his shoulders, with bright pink lipstick, and blue eyeshadow, and lots of eye and lipliner, and blusher.

‘Are you sure about that dress?’ I asked tentatively, knowing he hated any criticism.

‘Yes, I like it.’

‘You like flashing your knickers?’ I laughed nervously.

‘Give it a rest’ he snapped, ‘just because you always go for a dowdy, conservative look.’

I shut up after that, not saying anything as he put on the new, six-inch high, pink heels, which really did make him look like a slut.

No real woman would have gone out like that, I thought, unless she was looking to be propositioned. But maybe Steve was looking for just that! But surely not, he’d always been so completely straight, about the least camp man I’d ever known, with little interest in men’s fashion, let alone women’s: rarely noticing if I was wearing a new dress, or had a new hairstyle. But was he just pretending, and secretly thinking, ‘I’d love that dress, but not sure if it’s my colour’, or ‘I wonder what I’d look like if I wore my hair like that?’

I couldn’t help but giggle at my own imaginings, so absurd did they seem. But the whole situation was absurd, that I was sitting here, waiting, while Steve groomed himself before a mirror, and tried out different dresses.

I still had to get ready myself, and I also remembered that I wanted to look good. Why exactly? Were my husband and myself both after the same thing, the same man?

Leon’s house was very imposing, a luxury mansion in fact. We walked up to the front door, and it was opened by a maid in short black dress, high heels and heavy makeup, with a little frilly cap on her head, who curtsied. Apart from the fact that I’d never been curtsied to by a maid before, especially one so sexily attired, there seemed something odd about her, but I wasn’t sure what it was.

The maid ushered us through a hallway, lined with ancient portraits of what looked like Victorian monarchs and statesmen, in gilt frames, and into a large, well-appointed drawing room.

There were a number of people there, but I immediately recognised Leon as he emerged from a group, a woman with him, who I thought I recognised as the woman Steve had been talking to at the ball, the woman whom he and Leon had disappeared with-

‘This is my partner, Candi,’ Leon said, and I felt a pang of disappointment at the news he had a partner. Then a pang of guilt: I was happily married, wasn’t I? But I felt even greater jealousy when I appraised Candi: an imposingly beautiful, black woman. Her height emphasised by the highest of heels, she swayed towards us, resplendent in a gorgeous white, off the shoulder evening dress, that made me feel very dowdy in my department store attempt at glamour. She looked just like a model from the pages of a magazine.

‘Hi’ she said extending a long slim hand, ‘lovely to meet you both.’

She looked at my husband –

‘My, you do look sexy tonight.’

I shrank inside a bit. Why didn’t anyone say that I looked sexy. But then, did I really want to be known as sexy, or as an intelligent, independent woman? Was I reallly jealous of my husband, dressed deliberately as a slutty woman - a dragged up parody of a woman? Was I going mad, especially since I’d created him or ‘her?’ Was he my trans Frankenstein’s monster?

Anyway, Steve became the centre of attention in a group around this woman. I stood alone for a few moments, but then Leon came over to talk to me, which did make me feel better, and begin fluttering my eyelashes like teenager, I realised guiltily. But I couldn’t help responding to what seemed Leon’s flirting, although having to tell myself, that my husband was just across the room. My husband, dressed as a woman, who seemed to be getting on very well with Leon’s partner, Candi.

Anyway, music started, and Leon asked me to dance. Well, I could hardly refuse, could I? I’d already had a couple of drinks, and we paused dancing, only to have more drinks. Now I could no longer see my husband and the woman he’d been talking to, and Leon began to draw closer to me, as the dances became slower. Soon we were very close, and I could feel the heat from his body, the warmth of his hands. Despite myself, I was acting like a smitten teenager.  With hardly a pause, I realised that we were dancing through an open door, and into another room.  It seemed so inevitable when Leon took me in his arms, and I felt his cock pressing against me, his mouth on mine. Then, I felt a stab guilt run through me, and pushed Leon away –

‘’I can’t’ I said, ‘I’m married.’

‘Happily?’ Leon asked in his deep brown voice, ‘to a man who likes to dress up as a woman.’

‘He doesn’t’ I said, confused ‘he doesn’t usually do that.’

‘You’d never guess’ Leon said enigmatically, and, again, I wondered just what Steve had been up to.

Everything was a blur after that. I remembered going back into the party, and Leon disappearing, and I couldn’t see him anywhere. Steve had also disappeared again, too.

Eventually the party finished, and I was reunited with Steve, who seemed different somehow.  A taxi was called, and we were soon back home.  Well, I felt awful, ashamed, and didn’t want to talk about what had happened during the evening, but what about Steve? He seemed strangely subdued too, as we stood beside the dressing room mirror, both taking off our makeup – which was still a very strange feeling.

‘Did you enjoy the evening?’ I ventured timidly.

‘It was all right, everyone seemed nice enough. What about you, did you enjoy it? Maybe we could do the same again sometime? – if we are invited.’

‘Oh, it was OK’ I said.

I was astonished. Did my husband who’d been so averse to the evening, really want to repeat the experience, presumably dressed as a woman, which I knew he hated. Or did he really hate it?

I kept remembering the warmth of Leon’s embrace, and what it nearly led to.  But I also felt so guilty about what had happened. But where had my husband got to? When I’d looked, I couldn’t see him anywhere, and then he suddenly appeared. Since that time, he’d been very quiet, and I was very curious about what he’d been, and what he’d got up to.  Of course, Leon had also disappeared, as had his partner, Candi.

‘Where did you go the other night, anyway – one minute you were chatting with that woman, Candi, then I couldn’t see you anywhere.’

Was that a blush I discerned spreading over his face?

‘Oh – well, I needed the toilet, I felt a bit sick, a bit ill, must have been the food.’

‘But you were gone ages – were you being sick, or sitting on the toilet, all that time?’

‘Well, I just needed to be on my own for a bit.’

‘You were a hit, again, dressed up as a woman – you’re good at that aren’t you?’

He blushed even deeper.

‘You like it, really, don’t you?’ I prompted.

‘No, no – of course not, I hate the whole bloody thing. I only did it for a good cause.’

‘I don’t mind, I quite like the idea of the two of us shopping for clothes together, rather than me going into the shops, while you go to the pub to see your mates, but the only thing is – I’m jealous, you look so sexy, and you really seem to a get a lot of males, and female, attention.’

‘Hmph – I think you’ll still be shopping for your clothes alone, while I’m in the pub.’

‘OK, if that’s what you want....’ I detected an uneasiness about him. I wasn’t at all convinced that he hadn’t actually enjoyed being dressed as a woman, and the attention it had gained.

‘You really were a long time in the loo, the other night’ I said.

‘What? Did you time me?’

‘Of course, not – just wondered if you were all right?’

Now he did look uncomfortable –

‘Of course, I was all right.’

‘That’s good then, just concerned about you, since this whole thing was my idea.’

‘It was all fine’ he said.

Later on, I was doing the washing, and I came to the women’s clothes Steve had worn on the night of the party.  As I was preparing to shove the blouse into the machine, I noticed some stains down the front - white stains, something dried in. Hmm, I wondered what it could be. I sniffed the material, and thought I recognised the sour smell. But it couldn’t be: surely it couldn’t be the smell of cum. I wondered what it was – maybe some drink, Baileys or something. Or if he had been what it sick, some of that might have stained his blouse. I carried on putting the clothes into the machine, but couldn’t help noticing the stink from the panties he’d worn. Had he cum in them? I pushed the   naughty thought away, probably just taken short and some pee had leaked out, although the smell wasn’t of pee. I carried on with the washing, but realised I was turned on, just by thought of my husband dressed as a woman, and what he may have done.

I picked up the blouse again, held it to my nose, then the panties, almost wanted to bury my face in them – they certainly smelled of, well, cum. I felt weak at the knees. There was nothing for it, and I had to rush into the bedroom, close the curtains and lay down on the bed, and pull down my jeans and panties, apply my finger urgently to my fanny, imagining Steve, dressed as a slut, on his back, legs in the air, with Leon’s massive black cock, which had so nearly been inside me, up him.

Later, I began to wonder how I could possibly broach the delicate subject of what had happened at the party, to Steve. So far, he’d been completely uncommunicative about it, and had given the impression that he didn’t want to talk about it.  But I surely had to know, and this would affect any future relationship with Leon and the rest of their circle, as well as my relationship with Steve. At that moment, as if fate had planned it, I heard my phone beep, and saw that I’d got a text. I opened it, and it was, believe it or not, from Leon–

‘Thinking of having a small get together Saturday week– great to have you and Steve along - 8 am. Text me if you’re coming.’

God, now I did feel torn. Well, I had to find out if hubby would come for a start, then I might have an excuse to ask him what had happened. Or maybe not. Did I want to go myself – yes, I certainly did, against all better judgement.

But just thinking of Leon made me feel alive in a way I hadn’t felt with my husband for a long time. But this whole thing didn’t seem real, more like something you might read in an erotic novel.

I picked up my phone – ‘Thanks for the invite’ I tapped, ‘we’d love to come. See you there.’

I breathed deeply, what I had I done. Would Steve want to go Leon’s again, dressed up as a woman? What if he didn’t want to come.  I could hardly go on my own, could I? Well Leon had previously stipulated that hubby be there, and in drag. I wondered how he’d respond if I informed him that he wasn’t coming.

Well, I was in for a big surprise when Steve returned from work.  I’d put his dinner out, and couldn’t help but say, before he’d even started eating –

‘You know Leon from the fancy-dress ball, has asked us round again.’

I left out the fact that I’d accepted the invitation.

‘That’s good,’ he said, to my amazement.

‘And you don’t mind, then – dressing up a woman again?’

‘Well, if it’s necessary, and you want me to, then I will.’

I really was amazed –

‘You’ve changed your tune’ I smiled, trying to keep things light, and not wanting him to suspect what I seemed to have discovered. Perhaps, my so macho, Alpha male of a husband, wasn’t as macho as he’d always made out. I wondered if he’d had cross dressing fantasies, even enacted these, before in his life. Did he dress up when he was a teenager, in his mum’s, or sister’s, clothes while they were out, I conjectured.

Well, a couple of days later, I arrived home early from my part time lecturing job at the art college, to discover that there might indeed be some truth in my suspicions. As I walked into the lounge, I heard a noise upstairs. I wondered who it was since I thought Steve was at work.

‘Hello’ I called up the stairs, to hear urgent sounding rustling and movement.

Then Steve’s distressed sounding voice –

‘Don’t come up, it’ll be all right, I’ll be down in a minute.’

Just what was going on? I wondered.

‘Are you ok?’ I shouted up the stairs, rushing up.

‘It’s ok – wait downstairs, I’ll be down in a minute.’

But too late, I was up the top of the stairs and opening the bedroom door, where Steve’s voice was coming from. I was astounded by what I saw. There was my husband, desperately trying to get out of a dress. I hardly recognised his heavily made-up face - my make up – and beneath one of my best blonde wigs, as he hopped about on a pair of very high heels, the half-unzipped dress, revealing a black lacy bra filled by a substantial pair of false tits.

He froze, as did I.

‘I thought you hated it, dressing as a woman’ I said lamely.

‘I did. I do, I mean.’

‘Sit down’ I said indicating the bed, ‘before you fall down.’

He crashed back onto the bed, and I noticed his cock fully erect, rising up from a pair of my best satin panties. I suddenly felt aroused. Yes, he really was a convincingly sexy woman, and, as if taken over by some unknown force, I tore off my coat, pulled down my knickers, and straddled his cock, feeling it go up deep inside me. But it seemed more like a dildo that a cock. I felt as if I was fucking a woman wearing a strap on, and this really turned me on, far more than when I fucked my husband as a man.

I’d always been aware that I was attracted to other women. It was something that lurked there in the background, something that I didn’t ever want to admit. But nothing had ever happened, beyond a chaste kiss or two with a girlfriend. Maybe young women today would have been more open about it, but I suppose I’d always been quite sexually repressed. But now, my own husband dressed up convincingly as a female, had enabled me to explore another side of myself. And it was side that excited me. Just taking charge of the situation sexually, and being dominant, had really excited me.  Now I realised that I wanted to go one step further, and actually fuck my husband, with a strap on.

I tried to push the image from my mind. Did I really want to do something so disgusting? Yes, I did, was the answer.

All this concerned, as well as exciting, me, and something bothered me about my husbands’ seeming sudden predilection for dressing up as a woman. I just felt uncomfortable about it, as well more than a little jealous. Had he really had sex with someone at the party, and if so, whom? Leon? Candi? Both? The thought both excited and repulsed me. I would never look at my hubby with the same eyes as before, that was for sure.

There was also my own compulsion to return to Leon’s, despite all the alarm bells ringing in my head. In fact, I could hardly stop thinking about it. What hold did these people have over us both. It was as if we’d been drugged. Had we actually been drugged? I asked myself. Well, it was possible I supposed, but as far as I’d been aware, we’d only eaten and drunk the same things as everyone else when we were there. Plus, wouldn’t drugs have worn off after a couple of days, leaving us remorseful, and maybe with a memory blank, and without any compulsion to return to the house, even if we weren’t sure that we’d been drugged?

Yes, now my feelings of compulsion and obsession were now   even stronger, despite, or maybe because of, what I thought I may have discovered about my husband’s experiences, and the strange way he was behaving.

Saturday soon came round, though it had seemed like an age, because I couldn’t stop thinking about, and, I had to admit, looking forward, to it. Well, I had a mixture of excitement and apprehension. My dull, conventional, rather boring life with my husband had suddenly become edgy, glamorous even, like being in a movie. Well, Leon and his friends were glamorous, no doubt about it, but what did they want with the likes of us?  Again, my doubts surfaced.  Were we getting into something above our heads? Something that could get us into trouble.  But every time I had this thought, and decided to just pick up the phone, and type a text message – ‘Sorry, we can’t make it for Saturday, something’s come up - see you sometime,’ my fingers hovered above the phone keypad, and then drew back, and I put the phone down.

Soon, Saturday arrived. Steve, who had moaned so much about   dressing as a woman on the previous occasion, was now in the bedroom, spending ages getting ready.  We’d already been to the shops and looked at a lot of clothes, which he’d insisted on trying on, much to my embarrassment. And as for the makeup: well, it had to be as sexy, even slutty as possible, He’d even chosen a pair of pale lilac, six-inch heeled shoes, on Amazon, in a men’s size ten.  It now seemed easy to get men’s sizes in ladies’ shoes, and clothes, which I realised showed the current popularity of cross dressing and transsexuality.

When we arrived, we were shown into a big room, full of glamorous looking people. I suddenly felt I needed a drink to cope with all. Once again Leon came over to us-

‘So glad to see you two again’ he shook hands with both us, me first, but without a flicker of any indication as to what had happened between us -

‘You both look lovely, as usual’ he said.

‘This is one of me and Candi’s special evenings, where the guests provide the entertainment, and I have something in mind particularly entertaining for you both,’ and he nodded towards Steve, who didn’t seem too surprised. And it was only then that the penny dropped, that Leon may have been in touch with Steve directly, without my knowledge. At least he seemed to have got to know him, maybe even better than I knew him, I was to later reflect.

‘I think that this will be right up your street. Follow Candi, and she will get you fixed up.’

Steve followed Candi from the room, while Leon told me ‘Get a drink, and enjoy yourself, things will be happening very soon.’

I was confused, but grabbed a glass of wine from a well-stocked table. I felt suddenly vulnerable and insecure, and knocked the glass of wine back, before getting another one. It was certainly a ritzy looking crowd, very fashionable and glamorous, and I felt increasingly out of place. Then everyone began to graduate towards a darkened room, and I followed. As we filed in, I realised that the room was a cinema, with seats facing a screen. I sat in the darkness, as we waited for the film to start, with a hum of excited anticipation. I had no idea what to expect.  Then, to my great surprise and shock, Steve, who hadn’t reappeared since Candi had led him away, appeared on the large screen, dressed more like a slut than I’d ever seen him, or should I now say ‘her.’ The blonde wig, now a wavy bouffant, around almost grotesquely made-up face, skirt so short it barely covered his stocking tops, heels impossibly high, a small handbag hanging from his shoulder, a long thin cigarette between fingers with long red nails. He walked up and down a seedy street, looking completely convincingly, like a cheap tart. Before long, a car drew up beside him, the car door window was wound down, and Steve walked forward and leant to speak to the driver. The man, who was pretty unappealing -middle aged, tubby and balding, got out, and followed Steve into a brightly lit alley, out of sight of the road, but visible to the camera, which presumably the man wasn’t aware of.

Steve fell to his knees, and unzipped the stranger’s baggy grey trousers, and took his fully erect cock, with pre-cum plainly visible, dripping from the end, into his thickly lipstick coated mouth. The man gasped as Steve vigorously sucked at his cock, before soon wiredrawing his cock and directing a seemingly unending stream of cum into Steve’s face and hair. People in the cinema, watching everything, began to clap and cheer

I felt very excited and turned on, but also worried for Steve. But I couldn’t help myself – my arousal overcame my   feelings of concern, as I felt Leon’s hand move up my knee.

‘See what your husband is like’ he said ‘this is what he really wants.’

‘No’ I said ‘no’, while at the same time   turning to Leon as he kissed me full on the lips –

‘Your husband wants to be fucked by strange men, while you want to be fucked by me.’ Leon whispered.

‘No– no, I can’t’ I said, while at the same time I felt myself yielding to his embrace.

Not long after that, Steve returned, face and hair sticky with strangers’- he’d had other clients after the first man, cum, lipstick smeared, clothes stained and dirty.

‘Looks like you enjoyed yourself’ Leon said, and Steve blushed beneath his heavy makeup, his rouge turning an even deeper red on his caked cheeks.  My husband really seemed to have taken on a feminine persona, I thought. He never used to keep blushing like this. It also seemed somewhat out of keeping with his brazen slut persona. Did sluts blush?  Wouldn’t they have got over that, I thought, then wondered if I was losing my mind to be engaged in such absurd thinking at this time.

‘How much did you make? Leon asked my sissified hubby, rather sternly I thought, roughly taking his little handbag from his shoulder, opening it, pulling out a wad of notes.

‘My, look at this, she’s a real earner for us’ he said, passing the money to Candi.

‘I think you deserve a reward’ he said ‘give him a kiss Mel’ he instructed, and I felt myself obeying without question, going over to Steve and pecking him on his cheek, tasting his makeup and whatever else his face was stained with. Yuk! This really did seem weird, kissing my husband while he was wearing female makeup, his face stained with cum, having been working as a whore.

But I had to admit that I found him strangely more attractive now, as a female slut, than I had when he was a so-called Alpha male. Though I no longer thought such descriptions really meant anything. Who could tell what was going on between the surface of people?

But I cared for Steve, and was worried about what was happening to him, especially since it was down to me that he’d dressed up as a woman for the ball, and ended up meeting these people, who seemed to have some strange power over him. And over me also? Although I felt I was better able to resist it than Steve, since they seemed to have tapped into some previously repressed part of him.

But what happened next, was to make me feel that things had taken an even more bizarre turn, and that maybe my husband was completely lost to me. Cleaned up, but with fresh, and even thicker and sluttier, makeup, if that was possible, Steve was led onto a small stage, that seemed to have magically appeared in the corner of the massive room. He was led by a chain attached to dog collar around his neck, by the beautiful Candi, in corset, suspenders and stockings.

Leon took the stage, too.

‘Right, it’s up for auction, this white sissy boy,’ he indicated Steve. ‘Who wants a slave to take home, guaranteed to let you do exactly what you like with, and carry out your every wish. What am I bid?’

‘Twenty pounds’ It was a plump, heavy breasted, middle-aged woman, raising her hands and bidding.

‘That’s twenty pounds from Auntie Jocelyn.’ Phillip said.

I looked curiously at the woman. She was big, fat and smartly dressed in a purple trouser suit, and heels: a middle-aged black woman, with voluptuous, pendulous breasts.

I was confused. What should I do? Should I bid for my own husband What was going to happen to him? I felt some concern, but had to admit to feeling aroused too.

Then another hand was raised, and a man’s voice said, ‘thirty pounds.’ I couldn’t see the man through the crowd.

Then Auntie Jocelyn came back with forty pounds. Leon looked across to the man, who shouted ‘forty-five pounds.’

‘Fifty Pounds’ Aunt Jocelyn’s voice rang out loud and firm.

‘Any more bids?’ Leon looked around the room.

There was silence.

‘Any more bids?’ auctioneer Leon asked again, but there was no reply.

‘Sold to Auntie Jocelyn for fifty pounds. A genuine, white, sissy slave to serve her every need. Congratulations Auntie.’

Now I felt even more confused. On what authority had my husband been sold as a slave, to someone who now ‘owned’ him. Would he now live with this woman, Auntie Jocelyn?

Yes, that’s exactly what happened, and I returned home alone, and could only conjecture what was happening to my husband. But, a few days later, I was invited to a party at Auntie Jocelyn’s. I felt compelled to go, and wanted to see what had happened to Steve. It certainly seemed strange without him, and I hadn’t even heard anything, only from Leon telling me that things were going well, and that Auntie Jocelyn was very pleased. Oh, ok, but what did Steve think of the arrangement?

Anyway, I went to the party, little realising the life changing effect it would have on me.

First of all, I was ushered inside by a sexy looking maid, similar to the maid we’d first met at Leon’s house. ‘She’s so glamorous’ I thought, looking at the cascading hair under a frilly cap, tight PVC mini dress with tiny, frilly white apron, black stockings and high heels, and full makeup. She made me feel underdressed, but it was only when she spoke, saying ‘this way madam’ that, despite the assumed feminine voice, I realised that ‘she’ was actually a man. Then the penny dropped - the ‘woman’s’ height and broad shoulders. Is this how my husband was going to end up?

I followed the maid through into a vast drawing room, but was immediately ushered into a vast, mirrored, changing room. Various outfits were hung around the room on hangers, mostly in black. With much leather – jackets, skirts, corsets, various shades of black stockings, and racks of high heels, shoes and boots, along with peaked, police type caps, and an array of the best, the most luscious, cosmetics.

‘Master said choose your outfit, then make sure you have put on makeup and jewellery to match.’ The maid said, rather robotically, I thought.

With that she left the room, leaving me alone. I felt like a young girl again, sneaking into her mother’s bedroom and dressing up in her clothes and makeup.  I supposed I didn’t have any choice in the matter – that I couldn’t just wear the clothes I was already wearing, though I was excited at choosing one of these exotic outfits.

The clothes on show, were all femdom style, I realised. Was I to become a dominatrix? The thought both horrified me and turned me on. Me, who had always been so passive and submissive, dominating people. Really! But I realised that I was wet thinking about it.

I carefully selected my outfit. Rather than feeling oppressed and coerced, I actually felt liberated, although nervous regarding what was about happen. I really had no idea what was going on. Anyway, I chose a leather look corset, with reinforced bra, and matching suspenders attached, which reminded me of the girdles my mother used to wear - except that hers were of thick white, reinforced nylon, rather than black and red latex. I picked up a pair of dark seamed stockings. I loved the glamour of seamed stockings, which reminded me of old Hollywood film noir with Rita Heywood. Then there were the shoes: what a delectable collection. I picked up a pair of the highest, heeled, knee length boots, the kind I ‘d always fantasised about wearing, but never would have had the courage to before.

Then there was the makeup. I chose the darkest mascara, thickest, blackest eyeliner, and dark red lipliner, finishing off with vivid scarlet lipstick. I topped it all with a peaked, military style cap, with a badge of an eagle on the front.

Tingling with nerves and excitement, I teetered through the changing room, to be ushered into the large drawing room, where at a brief glance, it looked like some kind of debauched orgy was going on. But before I had the chance to take everything in, Candi came up to me –

‘This is Sissy Nikki,’ she said, indicating a man she was pulling on a chain attached to a dog collar around his neck. She picked up a box of pegs, the kind you’d use to hang out the washing.

‘Peg him ‘she said. I suppose I was a bit uncertain about what she meant by ‘pegging,’ from my brief research into this kind of thing, but the box of pegs, and the fact that she gestured to the man’s exposed cock, made me realise what I had to do.

Nikki was fat: a fat man, with his man boobs encased, and thrust up and out by a pink bra. He wore a red wig cut in a bob, and his mouth, like mine, was a slash of bright red lipstick. His rather scared eyes, outlined in black, with bright blue eyeliner. But my eyes couldn’t help but be drawn to his cock, hanging semi limply above stockinged legs, ending in high red stilettoes.

Hmm. God, could I do this. I picked up a peg and attached it to the base of his penis. He moaned slightly.

‘You have to abuse him, tell him what a useless waste of space he is,’ Candi, standing nearby, said helpfully.

I tried to think of something to say –

‘You’re as much use as chocolate teapot’ I said, trying to sound as menacing as possible, with this phrase remembered from childhood, and sounding faintly ridiculous. But I felt empowered when the man visibly quailed. I took another peg, and pegged his cock further down the shaft. Soon his cock was covered in pegs, and he moaned ever more loudly, as the pegs reached the more tender end of his member. God, I couldn’t believe how I was getting off on this, as I pressed the ends of his foreskin together and clamped a peg on them. Then, I couldn’t believe my own sadism, as I attached pegs to his ball sac, to even more moaning. 

‘Your cock is no use for anything apart from providing me with amusement, it’ll never satisfy a woman - maggot dick.’

Did I really utter those words?

I looked round the room, and there was Steve, looking even sluttier than before, his mini skirt rising above his lacey stocking tops, exposing his pink panties, as he knelt before another man, also dressed as a woman, and took his cock in his mouth and began to suck it.

It was as if I’d been taken over by some unknown force, and I turned to the man I’d just whose cock I’d just pegged –

‘All right slut, go and suck his cock’ pointing at Steve.

‘Yes, Mistress’ he said, and it felt good to have such power.

‘Go on then, get over and fucking do it, and make a good job or else.’

Nikki walked gingerly, on his six-inch heels, and with the pain and discomfort of his pegged cock and balls. Since Steve was on his knees as he sucked the other sissy’s cock, Niki had to lay on his side, and fumble to get his hand up my husband’s skirt, and tug down his knickers, before pushing his head awkwardly at his cock, taking it in his mouth, and sucking it, while Steve carried on sucking the other man, barely missing a beat.

Looking at another part of the room, I watched a sissy light a cigarette for Aunt Jocelyn, then fall to his knees. I wasn’t sure what was going to happen next, but watched with excitement as Aunt Jocelyn flicked her cigarette ash into the man’s mouth, then washed it down with a big globule of spit.  I walked over, and took a cigarette from the packet which lay on the table. I’d hadn’t smoked since I was a teenager, but I indicated to the sissy that I wanted a light, then continued to blow smoke, into the sissy’s face, and use his mouth as an ashtray and spittoon, just as I’d watched Aunt Jocelyn doing. So, the abject, sissified, male had to endure two women using his mouth as an ashtray and receptacle for their spit at the same time, which certainly seemed to turn him on, since I could see his cock struggling against its steel restrainer.  When Aunt Jocelyn finished her cigarette, she stubbed it out on the sissy’s tongue, and I followed suit. He was instructed to swallow the stubs, which he did with some difficulty, nearly retching in the process. -

‘Ha, ha-ha.’ I laughed cruelly. Me who was usually so empathetic. But this ‘new’ me definitely made me feel better about myself, even if a bit guilty. But not that guilty. These men all wanted to be treated like this, were prepared to pay for it, and it also felt like I was getting my own back on the way men had always treated women. Even my husband, with his indifference and selfishness. Well, if he wanted to be dominated and abused by women, if that’s what turned him on, then that was what he was going to bloody well get.

‘Come on, get that butt down your throat, eat it’ I yelled at the man before me. The sissified excuse for a man. Did I feel compassion for these men who wanted to dress up as women? No, not really -wasn’t it just another way of encroaching on women’s territory?  They couldn’t get the ultra-glamorous, sexy women they so much desired, so they would become them, and then they wanted real women to humiliate them. Why?  Same as being ‘feminised’. The most humiliating thing they could think of. They should be proud to think they could even pretend to be a woman.

‘Aunt Jocelyn had given me good reports about your husband. She says he’s particularly successful in his relationships with men, as you must have recognised at the party. That was inspired – ordering your husband to go and suck the sissy off, just when he was already sucking someone else. That will look great in the vid.’ Candi told me later.

‘Thanks’ I said cautiously, not really knowing whether or not I ought to be pleased that Steve had had such favourable reports from Aunt Jocelyn. Did I think that was good or not?  Well, good for me, I supposed, since Candi seemed pleased with Steve, and thus with me. But I wasn’t at all sure how I felt about becoming more involved in Candi and Aunt Jocelyn’s world, and what had happened to Leon? or where all this would lead.

’So, I expect Steve will soon finish his stint as Aunt Jocelyn’s maid’ I ventured.

‘Maybe, but we have other plans for him. He’s passed the first test, you might say.’

I had no idea what these plans were, but wasn’t sure whether I should ask directly. I mean, was I supposed to know what happened in these situations. But truth was that I had no idea, and a part of me just wanted to get back to my and Steve’s boring life. But I knew, that like Steve himself, I was like a moth drawn to the flame of these exotic, dangerous people. But would our wings get singed, and we end up falling to earth, or worse?

Anyway, Candi asked me –

‘Can you do a tattoo she asked?’

What a stupid question I thought, how would I know how to do that. I had no tattoos myself, though I must admit I’d been thinking of getting one, seeing Candi and her friends’ tats, but I’d previously had no interest in tattoos, thinking them crude and ugly. 

‘No, I said, ‘No I don’t, why?’

‘Well, we want you tattoo your husband with ‘Property of Aunt Jocelyn.’ We’ll give you a lesson, it’s easy. The tattoo doesn’t have to be perfect anyway. In fact, it’s better if it isn’t.’

‘OK’ I answered lamely. Well, I couldn’t think of anything else to say. But when I thought about it, was I happy about MY husband becoming the ‘property’ of another woman because she’d bid for him and won him in the auction.

The whole thing was ridiculous. But then I couldn’t help thinking about it. The ultimate humiliation of having that tattooed on you really turned me on. It made me feel both empowered, and a somewhat humiliated myself – being ordered to do it to my own husband, declaring him the property of another woman. Both these things turned me on, which I found very confusing.

I was shown how to work the tattoo needle, and managed reasonably well to tattoo ‘Property of Aunt Jocelyn on Steve’s, now smoothly shaved chest, above his very convincing fake tits; and, as an addition ‘Sissy Slut’ on his bum cheeks.  I was surprised that he hardly objected, just seeming to accept his fate.  The training and reprogramming were going very well.  But what about me – was I being reprogrammed too. To become a dominant bitch, rather than the nice, rather passive woman I’d been previously.

Steve winced as the needle went in, but I nervously continued, even letting out a- ‘Shut the fuck up bitch.’ Then feeling shocked at my own words. What had happened to me? I thought again.

Anyway, I completed the tattoos, even though they were pretty wonky, and definitely didn’t look professional.

‘You should thank your wife for doing that,’ Candi told Steve.

‘Thank you, ma’am’, he said.

Candi moved off, to something else that drew her attention-

‘Are you all, right?’ I asked quietly?

‘Yes, I’m all right ma’am,’ he said.

‘Really. Are you really enjoying being Aunt Jocelyn’s slave?’ I asked.

‘Yes ma’am, she is very good to me.’

‘Really?’ I asked raising an eyebrow. ‘You can escape from all this you know.’

‘I can’t, Aunt Jocelyn owns me.’

‘Yes, but that’s rubbish - no one can legally own anyone else in this country. Slavery is banned.’

‘But she owns my mind’ he said enigmatically.  ‘Also, being a sissy seems my true role in life – I feel fulfilled.’

‘But you could be a sissy living with me’ I said ‘a part time sissy even.’

‘But serving and being dominated are a sissy’s role’ – Auntie Jocelyn, who had just entered, said, ‘and Steffi is definitely a true sissy now.’

I didn’t know how to reply to this, and looked to Candi who was with Aunt Jocelyn.

‘She seems to be questioning the role of the sissy, how we are treating them.’ Candi said.

‘How are we treating them? Too leniently perhaps. These sissies need more discipline, to be shown their status – which is worthless and inferior to us women, and even other men, and to be receptacles for our needs, and to perform whatever task we require. Isn’t that, right?’ Aunt Jocelyn said, addressing Steve.

‘Yes, ma’am ‘he answered.

‘Good. You’re learning.’

‘She turned to me - ‘You have a lot to learn yourself young lady, but I believe you are getting there, and it’s worth persevering with you, in order that you might become a full member of our sisterhood, which I believe you can.’

Why did I feel flattered, and pleased, by this?

But next time I walked into a roomful of sissified men, cameras rolling, swishing my riding crop against my leather clad thighs, I just knew that I felt absolutely brilliant, better than I’d ever felt.

Steve, now known as Sissy Steffi, wore a short, yellow and pink maid’s outfit, which was ridiculously short. So short, in fact, that he constantly had to keep adjusting it at back, and front, to prevent it from revealing his bright pink, filly crotchless panties, that gave a very good view of his bum, and what Candi now referred to as his, now hairless, ‘lady hole’; and his locked cock, and balls heavy with unspent cum, in his state of constant arousal.

‘You see’ Aunt Jocelyn said, ‘as far as I’m concerned sissification isn’t just a role reversal game, and couple of men who came to me thinking that got a shock.  Once started on my sissification programme, a man, a potential sissy, becomes transformed – permanently, there is no going back to his previous life. He becomes permanently feminised, emasculated, and, mentally, he thinks of himself as feminine sissy. His old life is in the past, now and his whole personality and behaviour is changed, transformed. Your husband, as he was, has vanished.’

Steve, ‘Steffi,’ approached me, and already I could see the change. His looked down submissively; his eyes, with long false eyelashes, downcast; his demeanour humble. I felt quite disturbed, and could hardly believe my eyes. Then, when he spoke his voice was quite convincingly female.

What did I think of this? Well, I’d lost a husband, but I was also really turned on by what had happened to him. I was a married woman who’d always been boringly conventional. I racked my brain – had I ever previously shown any desire to dominate men, or humiliate them? Well, I’d always been a feminist, and getting married had made me feel I was compromising my principles to an extent. But it was just what was expected – my mum expected it, and I’ve always put others before myself, my own feelings and desires. Thus, my marriage had been like that. It had mainly been Steve’s career that I’d enabled, at the cost to my own.  And obviously resentment had built up inside me, but I’d repressed it. Now, it had really emerged, in my delight in what had happened to my husband, with his consent. His humiliation thrilled me, and I could sort of empathise with it, and there maybe was a bit of that in me as well: a switch they call it. But my empathy made me a very good dominatrix – I knew what buttons to press.

But it somehow didn’t really surprise me too much, that Steve embraced his femininity, even to the extent of bisexuality. It was something I’d always somehow sensed behind the Alpha male exterior. Though, I was surprised how readily he’d embraced his new identity.

‘Your husband is no longer a man,’ Candi said, ‘he’s been successfully feminised, made into a sissy. Aunt Jocelyn has removed all vestiges of masculinity from him.’

Steve just listened silently; eyes downcast beneath their false eyelashes.

He really did seem submissively feminine. God, what had I done? I felt guilty, since I’d introduced him to these people in the first place.

‘But he is still a virgin as a feminised sissy, Candi continued, and the final part of his sissification is to be deflowered, to have his sissy hole penetrated, first with a dildo, then, by a real man’s cock.

Aunt Jocelyn has prepared him for this, by making him wear ever bigger anal plugs. When he first became her maid, she could only get one finger up his hole, but now she can get three or four, even her whole fist, up it.’

‘Oh’ I said, not knowing what else to say.

‘So, we propose that you be the first to deflower him anally, with a strap on, then you will watch as he is pleasured by Leon whose intimate acquaintance, he has already made at one of our parties, while you watch. This will signify his true abjection, and status as a cuckold.  Which will be finally confirmed when Leon has sex with you, his wife, in front of him. You do want this don’t you?’

‘Yes’ was all I could mutter. Of course, I’d wanted to be fucked by Leon, since I first laid eyes on him, and only my inhibitions as a married woman had stopped me, but now I knew that Steve had had no compunctions about betraying me with Leon. But, in public, like this......? Yes, why not, the prospect excited me enormously. After all, it was true, Steve had betrayed me, while at the ball, I’d rejected Leon, when I wanted him so badly, because I respected Steve, and my marriage vows. And all the time, he had been carrying on with Leon behind my back.  Yes, bring it on. Bring on Leon’s beautiful big, black cock. A real man’s cock, not a sissy maggot dick.

And so, it came to pass. Me, with huge black dildo strapped to my thighs, pressed against my fanny, as I inserted the lubed tip into Steve’s who even I now referred to as Steffi, shaved lady hole, as he bent over before me on a special sloping table. Gently at first, but not too gently. The sissy let out a cry as it went further inside him. But I paid no heed, only laughed cruelly, as I pressed it further and further in, until his sphincter accepted it, and I was able to push it in to the hilt, and enjoyed hearing the sissy cry out again – this time with pure pleasure. I also got pleasure feeling the strap on’s base press against my clit, sending shivers through my whole body, shivers of pure delight. An orgasm like I’d never before experienced, through straight sex with a man. While mentally, I felt an enormous joy at my own power, of being in control, dominant over this man, whom I’d been taught to look up to as my ‘better.’

I had felt nervous about doing his in front of an audience: Candi and Aunt Jocelyn, and their friends, who were filming the whole scene to be uploaded to the internet, but I found I was now enjoying performing in public, even such intimate activities. Now, I was being filmed, for wide public dissemination, performing these actions, though in a position of dominance, not vulnerability, and I began to realise that far from shy and repressed, I was actually a secret exhibitionist, turning sometimes, to glance and smile at the cameras.

Next Aunt Joclyn taught me how to milk a sissy.

‘We don’t caress them, gently bring them off, give them pleasure – no the object is purely for hygiene reasons, and our own pleasure. We don’t care about their pleasure. Men have had centuries of using women for their pleasure. Well, now we are turning the tables. And with that, she grabbed Steffi’s cock, removed temporarily from its steel shackle, tightly in her fist, and began to masturbate him really quickly. Steffi moaned in pain, rather than pleasure, and came really quickly, in seconds, every last drop of cum wrung from his cock by Aunt Jocelyn’s unforgiving grasp, spurting his   thick white load into a receptacle held in place by Candi, for this purpose.

‘We always get them to drink their own cum afterwards, and clean up any mess they’ve made – with their tongues of course.’ Candi laughed.

‘Just think how white men like this have fucked us over for all these years, and now we are getting out own back.’ Aunt Jocelyn said triumphantly

Later, Candi approached me, and said ‘we think you are ready to take your full place in our organisation, but first you have to yourself serve under Auntie Jocelyn. You’d still be above your husband of course, and he submissive to you, as to all the ladies of the house. But we think you also need to learn submission, and the joys and feelings subs get from being dominated and humiliated, so that you can be fully dominant yourself. So, Auntie and her assistants will dominate you, humiliate you, strip you of your personality, before rebuilding it, just as we have transformed your husband from a male into a sissy. This will be painful for you in some ways, but it will be worth it in the end, and you will emerge as a fully-fledged member of our organisation, and receive all the benefits that entails. You’re going to be one of our Princesses, while your husband will be one of our Sissy Handmaids, at the beck and call of all Domina Queens, Princesses and the Alpha males who submit to them.

Can you imagine your husband, that macho man, who loved nothing better than a few pints and watching the football game with mates, or going to lap dancing or strip clubs on a drunken stag night, knelt on a small platform in a club, his crotchless knickered bum, held open, while a big, black man enters him with his giant cock, while you, the man’s superior, leather clad wife, looks on, sneering, and making caustic comments, at the inadequate excuse of a man, your hubby, compared to the real man who is penetrating him.’

I had to admit that this image completely aroused me, especially since it was Leon who was going to do this. It was Leon who was going to complete Steve/Steffi’s emasculation, and, finally, turn him into a cuckold, while I looked on, before receiving Leon’s huge cock myself.

And when his happened, it was everything I’d imagined, and more.

I wasn’t sure if I wanted to fully embrace the Sisterhood outlined by Candi, but I found myself agreeing to comply with whatever she wanted of me, then spent hours dealing with all my misgivings. Did I really want to become a dominatrix, and member of their organisation? Was I being brainwashed too?

That was another story: one I will tell you all about later.

I pressed ‘post’ and the advertisement offering my feminised husband’s ‘sissy hole for hire’, was sent out across the internet.
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