

Travails of a Transvestite

How Sean became Sharon, and finally achieved true femininity, after much humiliation and degradation

I was a straight, married man, with a good job in the City, and a nice, middle-class lifestyle. But I’d always been vaguely conscious of something missing in my life, a slight feeling of dissatisfaction and melancholy, a disappointment with my lot, but I was never able to put my finger on the causes. That is, until that fateful day that I went for an interview for another job. 

As a graduate in my 30s, with nearly ten years of experience behind me in the higher echelons of management, I was confident in my abilities, even a bit arrogant. I knew what I was worth, and didn’t think I was getting it at the organisation I was with, and so I demanded a pay rise. Well, I’d always believed in being assertive – in stating what you wanted in plain English, and so I told them –‘Pay me what I’m worth, or I’m out of here.’

The next thing was…….. The bastards made me redundant. I thought that this new company, the one I had gained the interview with, was more likely to appreciate my value, and what I had to offer. Well, I’d gained an interview, so at least they were interested, and all I had to do was to show them what I could do. 

My wife had been doing very well in her career since gaining a degree through part-time study, and was now progressing in leaps and bonds, while I’d felt that I was standing still, and she was overtaking me in earning power and status, even before I’d lost my job. I saw gaining this interview as a chance to rectify his, and was sure I would impress, and get a job where my potential would be recognised and rewarded. I had done my homework on the company, and worked hard to make sure I was fully informed.  That morning I’d taken extra care, putting on my expensive the new suit that I’d bought especially, and university rugby club tie, my shoes buffed, and hair gelled.

The company’s offices were in Oxford Street, and it was with some trepidation that I negotiated the crowds of shoppers, tourists, and lunchtime office workers, to walk from the tube station to the gleaming glass tower in which the company was located. I walked through the automatic doors, and immediately spied a signboard, and saw that the company I wanted was on the sixth floor. I took the lift, and got out onto an opulently carpeted landing, and entered a reception area. A blonde receptionist sat behind a desk, looking incredibly glamorous and aloof. She stared at me with disdain –

‘Can I help you?’ 

‘Yes’. I tried to smile ‘I have an interview – Sean Fellows.’

‘Ah yes,’ then she muttered something that sounded like ‘You’re the fucking loser.’ 

But, of course, I was being paranoid – I must have misheard.

‘Take a seat’ she said, and I sat down on an impossibly low chair, picking up a magazine from the  nearby table – all the magazines were fashion ones, but I flicked through a couple anyway.

‘You can go in now’ the receptionist said after a few minutes.

I walked into the interview room, and I was surprised to find the interviewers were all female: three women sitting behind a huge desk as I walked in.

‘Ah, Mr Loser - I mean Mr Fellows- take a seat. Sorry about the slip of the tongue, but you are a fucking loser aren’t you?’ the oldest woman, a striking redhead, in her forties, said.

I sat down, shocked and embarrassed, immediately realising that the seat was, like the one in reception, lower to the ground than normal, and I was significantly lower than the women, who now loomed above me from behind their desk.

‘Relax’ the red haired woman said ‘we want you to feel at ease. That’s a nice tie you’re wearing by the way- does it have any significance?’

‘It’s my old Durham University rugby team tie’ I said proudly. In one sentence I‘d shown I’d attended a good university, and that I was fit, strong, hard working bloke, good at sport –things I’d also emphasised on my application form.

‘Could I have a look’ she said, and I struggled up from the low seat and leaned towards the desk. Quick as a flash, the woman produced a pair if scissors and snipped the tie off just beneath the knot, while the other two women giggled –

‘Thanks’ she said ‘I collect them - the tie is such a symbol of patriarchal domination isn’t it?’ she said, by way of explanation.

I sat back down in my chair, a silly grin on my face – well I didn’t know whether I should be angry, my natural reaction, or think it funny. As it was I just felt stupid and humiliated. I was told myself that this was some kind of challenge they were setting me, and that I should just react calmly to it, as if I wasn’t bothered, and that’s what I tried to do.

‘Some might say that’ I said. ‘Since only men wear ties, it’s a valid argument.’

‘Bit of a fucking wimp aren’t you,’ the young, blonde sitting to the red haired woman’s left said – ‘You just let people bully you’ and she wrote something on a pad she had before her.

‘Yes….I mean no.’ I said. I felt my face reddening.

‘Well, tell us about yourself’ the red haired woman asked- ‘Tell us about your sexuality.’

‘What?’ I asked, shocked.

‘Are you gay?’

‘What? – no, of course, not, I’m married,’

‘Are you homophobic? What’s wrong with being gay– we have many gay employees, and don’t employ anyone with homophobic attitudes. We don’t want any alpha males here. Look, we need to test how in touch you are with your feminine side.’

‘I’m very in touch with it – I often cry at films.’

‘Take your clothes of and show us your cock’ the third woman, who had spiky black hair, who had previously been silent, said.

I found myself meekly complying, standing and dropping my trousers and underpants, to reveal my, to my great shame, hardening cock.

‘Look he’s becoming aroused’ the woman said, and all three laughed. ‘But his cock’s so tiny.’

‘He’s turned on – the fucking pervert, but imagine being fucked with a cock that size – you wouldn’t feel anything’ the blond said.

‘Wank your little pee-pee for us’ the red head said. I didn’t immediately respond, I was too shocked, and she shouted ‘Come on, do it – if you want a job here, or there’s the fucking door’.

‘I found myself complying, like a beaten dog, and began slowly wanking myself off, which wasn’t difficult, considering how aroused I, surprisingly, was. In fact, I was soon about to come, and groaned in anticipation.

‘That’s enough of that the red haired woman said ‘We don’t want you making a mess on our nice carpet’.

‘In that room’ she pointed at a white door ‘there are some items of female clothing and make up. Go in there and put them on, then come out and show us.’

I hesitated.

‘If you don’t want to do this, then we will terminate the interview, since you obviously aren’t suitable as a future employee.’

‘OK, I’ll do it’ I said. ‘That room?’ I indicated the white door.

‘Yes, everything is in there, including a razor and cream.’

I walked over and entered the small room. There was chair with what seemed like female clothing on it, and a long mirror. I quickly struggled out of my suit, dropping the clothes on the floor, and felt my cock hardening again. I have a shameful admission to make – I’d been in the habit of trying my wife’s clothes on when she was out, and wanking myself off while looking at myself in the mirror. But, as far as I was aware, no one knew anything about his including my wife. Well, I’d certainly never told anyone. I saw the razor on top of the clothes, and thought I’d better shave my legs before anything else, which I quickly did. It was weird doing something which I’d only seen my wife doing before, and I was surprised at how quickly the hair came off, though I wasn’t that hairy anyway- and at how soft my legs felt afterwards.  I picked up the clothes, ascertaining what was what. Some pink knickers, and a suspender belt and stockings – well, I supposed I should put those on first. I sat in the chair, and rolled them onto my legs as I’d seen my wife do. The feel of the stockings on my legs was, I found, a real turn on, my cock growing despite the stressful situation, or maybe partly because of it. I clipped the stocking to the suspenders, and then put on the bra that was there, which had rubber inlays to mimic breasts – I really was starting to feel like a woman, and I was surprised at the thrill it was giving me. I then put on the little PVC black skirt that was there, and the red blouse, finally donning the high heeled shoes that were beneath the chair, in a large size, which I just managed to get onto my feet. The array of cosmetics was obviously intended to be applied, and  I hastily  put mascara on my eyelashes, and   some blue eye shadow- again  my watching of my wife, as well as my own secret practising, helped me greatly in this. And then applied, badly, the slutty scarlet lipstick. I looked at myself in the mirror, and was amazed to see that despite the shakily applied makeup, I did look a fair representation of a woman. I opened the door, and tottered out in the unfamiliar heels towards the desk where the women sat, almost falling over.

There was mocking laughter –

‘You do look a fucking state’ the red head said, ‘but, I have to say, it’s still an improvement. You’ll make a good woman, once you get the hang of it. How much do you want this job?’ she asked?

‘I really want it’ I said.

‘Prove it – sing The Good Ship Lollipop in the way that Shirley Temple sang it’.

‘On the good ship lollipop’ I began in a quavering voice, which I tried to make as high pitched as possible ‘it’s a sweet trip to a candy shop’.

‘That was shit’ the red haired woman said – ‘get down on your knees and beg for the job.’

I sank to my knees, my skirt riding up my thighs ‘I beg you to please give me the job - I really need it.’ I implored my voice breaking.

‘If you really want the job, open your mouth to let us spit in it.’ She took out a packet of cigarettes, took one, and then passed them round to the others, before lighting them all with gold lighter. 

I opened my mouth, as ordered, and the three women came around from behind the desk. First of the spiky haired one blew smoke directly into my face, making me cough, then brought up a large blob of phlegm and spat it directly into my mouth. Then she drew heavily on her cigarette before flicking the ash onto my tongue-‘Fucking scum’ she said. 

Then the  blonde made a big  display of  dredging  her throat, before depositing a big thick wedge of greenish saliva in my mouth, which I had to hurriedly swallow, along with the cigarette ash she flicked into my mouth, before the  red head  aimed a mouthful of her own warm spit straight down my threat, making me cough again. The three stood round me smoking and flicking ash into my mouth, and depositing more spit. I found it all highly arousing, and incredibly degrading at the same time. Some of the spit and ash missed my mouth and trickled down my face in disgusting grey streams, as the saliva mixed with the ash.

Cigarettes finished, they dibbed the butts out on my wet tongue, ordering me to swallow them, which I managed with some difficulty. Then, the three sat back down behind their desk.

‘I’m afraid we can’t tell you at this moment whether you have the job or not, we have other candidates to interview. You can go now - we’ll let you know in a few days if you’ve got the job or not.’ The red head said.

‘What about my clothes?’ 

‘Oh, they’ve been disposed of; you need to go home as you are if you want a chance of remaining in consideration for the post. This is a test for you. Have you got enough money for a taxi?’

‘I think so,’ I said, having taken my cash from my wallet, and putting it in my bra.

‘Well, least you won’t have to take the tube. Goodbye.’

As I walked through reception, I thought I heard the receptionist say ‘Fuck off, loser.’ Or was I again being paranoid?

Dazed, I walked out of the offices, and waited for the lift, which fortunately was empty. I was so shocked that I was impervious to the looks and giggles of those I passed as I walked through the foyer, before teetering out into the street in my heels, which it didn’t occur to me to remove.

I quickly hailed a cab, the driver taking a second look as I sat in the back. The eight mile taxi journey seemed to pass in an instant, as I tried to deal with my racing thoughts.

When we arrived at my house, the taxi driver held the door open for me 

‘Would you like me to see you in darling?’ he asked, with a wink.

What did he mean? - did he really think I was a woman, and, did he fancy me as a straight man, or maybe he was gay. Or was he just taking the piss.

Still in a state of shock and shame, I pondered on this, and everything that had happened, when I was inside the house, which fortunately was empty -my wife still being at work.

One thing I knew after all the highly stressful and bizarre events of the day - being humiliated by women, and being made to dress as a woman had turned me on. As, I was ashamed to admit, had the obvious attentions of the taxi driver, despite my affront. I went to look at myself in the bedroom mirror –I didn’t look too bad as a woman at all, especially considering the haste in which I’d had to put on my costume. I looked closer at my made up face, the smeared crimson lipstick, and black ringed eyes, and felt my cock hardening. I was unable to resist taking it out of my pink knickers, and lifting my skirt, and having a wank. I fantasised myself as a sluttish woman, being taken one by one by a queue of men, while glamorous women, including the interviewers from the job, and Jane, my wife, watched and jeered. I came urgently, with a stream of spunk that curved through the air, hitting the wardrobe and dripping down onto the carpet.

Spent, I sat down, dabbing my cock with a tissue, and feeling gross and humiliated; but very soon my desire had returned, and I found myself on the internet, typing in search terms such as  ‘cross-dressing’, ‘female domination’, ‘sissification’, ‘forced feminisation’ and ‘forced to be gay’ and becoming giddy at the  results, each one setting off a further chain of fantasy and longing. I had never been turned on this way before, and knew that things could never be the same again. I could hardly wait for Jane to come in, and to tell her about everything, hard though I thought this would be. But I knew I had to tell her, and find out if she would be tolerant and feel able to become complicit with me in my new desires – or would she be repelled? I must admit I thought it would probably be the latter.

As soon as Jane got in from work, I couldn’t help pouring out my account of the day’s events, and the effect they had had on me.

She looked shocked, and sat down.

‘Are you saying that you want to have a sex change?’

‘No –I don’t actually want to become a woman, just to be humiliated by being forced to dress as a woman -for you to force me, and dominate me. I’ve also had fantasises about being forced by you to have sex with men.’

I fully expected her to throw a fit, storm out, saying the relationship was over – but, to my astonishment, she said

‘Hmm, that’s sounds very interesting, could spice up our sex life.’

‘Yes, yes it definitely could.’

She thought for a moment 

‘It’s OK, don’t worry…to be honest I’m not that surprised, and I’m perfectly happy about it – perhaps we can make some arrangements in that aspect. I’m quite excited about it actually’.

I wasn’t sure what to think, now that my wife was not only not shocked by my fantasies, but seemed quite happy to do something to made them reality. 

During the next week or so, a number of interesting looking packages arrived through the post for Jane, and I was curious to know what they were.  I wasn’t until the weekend that I found out, when she began trying on all the slutty clothing that had been in the parcels. 

This is going to be my pick up gear’ she said ‘to pick blokes up and bring them back here to fuck me while you watch– and fuck you as well, hopefully’ she giggled. We also need to give you a new name – how about Sharon- yes, you look like a Sharon.

I wasn’t at all sure whether to be pleased or not about the new developments – feeling a mixture of excitement and fear as to what I had unleashed.

I started spending increasing amounts of time dressed as a woman, and from then on Jane began taking more far more control in the relationship, and really seemed to be enjoying this. And then one evening she announced out of the blue, that we were going out, as two women, and asked me if I would help her get ready. 

‘What would you like me to do?’ I asked.

‘Oh, not much, just choose some sexy outfits for me, - after all you know what turns men on, and shave my legs and polish my shoes – stuff like that, OK?’

‘Yes, OK, that’s fine’ I said faintly, feeling turned on by the masochistic humiliation of this.

She picked up one of the parcels she had had delivered – something she had ordered over the internet. She opened it, and I was intrigued as she took the long, black rubber object out.

‘Just what I wanted’ she said.

With astonishment, I saw that it was a huge, black dildo, with some sort of strapping hanging from it.

‘This is to prepare you for that experiment we’re planning.’

‘Well, I only said I’d had a fantasy about being fucked by a man, I’m not at all sure that I would actually do such a thing.’

‘Well, we’ll find out if you can take cock,’ she said strapping the dildo around her crotch, where it hung- massive and ugly.

‘No way’ I said, ‘that’s going nowhere near my arse.’

‘You haven’t got any say in the matter; you’re doing what I say from now on. Either shape up or ship out –it’s my wages that pay the mortgage now. Go and get dressed – the way you like to dress – as a fucking sissy faggot slut.’

I felt excited, despite my fear, as I got into my female clothes, black PVC  mini skirt, red satin blouse, and suspenders and black stockings, quickly pulling the sheer stockings over my newly shaven legs, femininely pointing my toes as I rolled them on, as Jane had taught me -loving their silkiness against my bare flesh, after pulling on the frilly pink knickers. Then putting on the ludicrously high heels that I could barely walk in, balancing my weight as Jane had taught me.

I minced into the living room, where I was shocked to see Jane – resplendent in shiny, black basque, stockings, and very high heels – with the fearsome dildo hanging between her legs making her appear both sexily feminine and brutally masculine at the same time.

‘First of all’ Jane said ‘you have to suck my cock – it’ll be good practise for you –get on your fucking knees’.

I immediately knelt in front of her, my skirt riding up around my thighs. I had to admit that I was somewhat intimidated, even scared of my wife now- she seemed like a stranger to me. She pressed the big black cock to my lips, and I opened my mouth and let it in, gagging as it reached the back of my throat, struggling to suck on it.

‘Come on’ Jane said ‘suck it, make it nice and wet so that it will slide right up inside you.’

I sucked away as best I could, but Jane thrust it further in, making me retch.

‘You can pack that up’ Jane said curtly ‘you’re not going to make me feel sorry for you, you know’ but she did withdraw the cock slightly.

‘OK, that will do’ she said, stepping back, and removing the giant phallus from my mouth.

‘Right pull your knickers down and bend over that chair, spread your legs part, and hold your arsehole open.’

I complied, and then winced as the tip of the dildo was pressed slowly into my anus; I bit down on my bottom lip as the bulging glans spread me open.

‘Good boy’ she said ‘I’ve almost got him in.’

Once the first inch of cock was embedded, she spread my cheeks, digging her thumbnails into my arse flesh.

I grunted again as she pressed her cock into me. She was merciless, forcing her stiffness deep into my tight channel as if it were her right.

Then I heard the sound of her clearing her throat, and felt something warm and wet between my stretched bum cheeks – Jane had spat on me. How humiliating was that? But it did the trick, and the massive dildo slid into me, and the pain in my back passage suddenly changed into complete pleasure – maddening sensations that burst from the rim of my arsehole and flooded my cock and balls.

‘Oh God’ I moaned, ‘God.’

‘You can’t get enough of this can you?’ Jane laughed. Now completely in control of me, and obviously enjoying the sensation immensely. 

‘No – carry on, I’m about to come – please.’

I could feel myself about to orgasm, when Jane suddenly withdrew the dildo, and when the end popped out of my anus, the blissful feeling in my body poured out with it. 

I was dying to come, and grabbed my cock with my hand, but Jane knocked my hand away

‘No you fucking don’t – I’m in charge of when you come now.’ She grabbed my hands and tied them behind my back with a stocking, and then reached to small table nearby. 

‘Something else I purchased’ she said, placing a type of metal cage over my cock. Immediately my failing erection was thrust up against it, causing me great discomfort.

‘I have power over when you come now, and you’ll come only when I tell you.’

Then she stuffed another recent purchase, a butt plug, up my gaping anus. That’s you bang under my control’ she said with relish. ‘I own you now, you fucking wanker.’ Jane seemed to delight in being so aggressive, and in saying all the rude words, and abusing me. It was as if a dam had been unleashed within her, and she was throwing off years of repression: of politeness and doing the correct thing.  Now she was going to be bad, and nothing would stop her. 

I was very uncomfortable with the restraining devices in and on my most intimate areas, and was relieved when Jane told me that I wouldn’t have to wear them for our night out.

And so, later that night Jane and me sat in a hotel’s bar dressed up as complete sluts. Imagine being in competition with your own wife to see who could be the sluttiest, sexiest woman. Both of us were in short skirts, barely covering our stocking tops, but mine was the shortest, barely covering my knickers. I reflected that my legs were longer than Jane’s and the very high heels made them even longer, though I had to admit that hers were far more shapely and attractive – though mine didn’t look too bad shaved and in the dark stockings. It certainly felt weird – to be sitting there dressed as a sexy woman. Already, I noticed a couple of  men at the bar turning to look at us, and thought of the irony of the situation – that I would previously have been the man ogling the women, wondering if I had the courage to go and talk to them, thinking that they probably wouldn’t be interested. And now the stiletto heel was on the other foot so to speak.

At least Jane was a genuine, sexy woman, with actual real breasts and a fanny, unlike me. Yet, I had been flattered and turned me on by the reaction of men when I was ‘dressed.’ 

Just then a man came over – smart in suit and tie, forties, not bad looking – he seemed as if he’d had a few drinks which was ideal in my case, I thought.

‘Are these seats taken?’ he asked politely.

‘No,’ Jane said, her voice neutral, uninterested. Of course, she was used to this kind of thing – being an attractive woman who was always lusted after by men, and being able to pick and choose. Whereas I was used to being one of the desperate men competing for the attractive woman. That’s what I needed to remember in my new role: it was men who were desperate -for two attractive women, dressed as sexily as we were, would never be desperate for male attention. We could afford to be selective. Though, it would most probably be a lot different if it were known that one of us was actually male

‘What’s your name?’ the man asked me.

I mumbled, making my voice as high pitched as possible, thinking that it was a good job the lights were dim – ‘Sharon’ I said.

‘Nice name - I’m Mark, and your friend is?’

‘I’m Jane’ my wife stepped in to rescue me, and did most of the talking, so I didn’t have to say much. Although the man kept looking at me, eyes filled with longing. Surely he wasn’t more interested in me than Jane. Well, I had, on Jane’s instructions, dressed as sluttily as possible, more so than her, because she reasoned that I needed to cover up the small issue that I wasn’t actually a woman. At least I was quite small in height, and fine featured, which helped. As did the dark lighting of the bar.

Anyway, Jane seemed to be getting on quite well with the man, and chatted away to him. She told him that I was very shy, and I had a stammer, and that was why I hardly spoke. Nevertheless, the man kept smiling at me while he was talking to Jane, and I attempted to smile back, hoping my male features were fully concealed behind the layers of heavy make up that Jane had applied. I sensed that my lack of speech only served to make the man more interested in me. He might be intrigued, or more likely, repelled, if he knew the truth of the matter. Did he suspect? Anyway, he told us that he was a successful businessman, in town to tie up a deal, and staying at the hotel – and invited us back to his room for a nightcap. He was very generous, buying all the drinks, and we’d all had quite a few when we left, but actually taking him back to our place, rather than going to his room. Speaking quickly when the man was at the bar, Jane reasoned that although our house contained much evidence of us as a married couple, he probably wouldn’t notice much after the drink, and that we’d feel better on home ground, and I agreed. So at the closing time, we all took a taxi to our house in Putney. In the back of the taxi, the man groped Jane, and then tried to grope me, but I giggled and gently pushed his hand away.

‘You’re too eager’ Jane chastised him ‘wait until we get inside.’

And that was how I first became a cuckold – watching my wife make love to another man in front of me, except that he didn’t know I was actually her husband, and not another woman.

He was sitting next to Jane on the couch, while I sat in a chair opposite. He began kissing Jane, and caressing her breast with his hand inside her blouse. Jane kissed him, and began stroking his crotch. I felt jealous, as my own cock stiffened.

‘What about your friend?’ Mark said.

‘Oh, she’s shy, as I told you - she likes to watch’ Jane said. ‘But she’s very submissive, if I order her to give you oral before you fuck me, she will’.

‘Yes, I’d like that,’ the man said eagerly.

‘Sharon, suck the gentleman off, get him hard for me.’

With some trepidation, despite the drink I had consumed, I went over to the man, and slowly unzipped his trousers. His hardening cock popped straight out, and began to suck it, feeling it quickly growing in my mouth. I felt humiliated – it was the first time I’d ever done such a thing to a man, but I was also trembling with excited anticipation.

Jane was now on all fours-

‘Stick your cock up me, now,’ she said, and the man pulled his cock from my mouth, and stuck it straight up Jane’s gaping fanny. The man began rhythmically ramming his cock deep into Jane’s sopping cunt. She was moaning in a way she had never done when she was making love to me.

My compulsion was to wank myself off, but then the man would know I was a man. But what the heck – I was so turned on, frustrated and jealous, that I lifted my skirt took out my own hard cock from its strapping beneath my panties, and began stroking the shaft.

The man, in mid fuck, turned and looked at me 

‘Bloody hell’ he said ‘she’s got a cock.’

‘Yes’ Jane said ‘“she’s” my husband. ‘Don’t stop – come on, fuck me well and hard, fuck me while my sissy faggot husband watches and wanks.’

The man continued to fuck Jane, becoming increasingly urgent.

Jane came suddenly, with a loud moan.

‘Come over the sissy’s face’ she cried, and the man duly withdrew his cock from Jane’s fanny, and turned to me, where I sat wanking, and jerked his own cock a few times, before spurting his thick load all over my thickly made up face, and teased and lacquered hair. As his spunk hit me, some going into my right eye, forcing me to close it, my own come exploded from my cock, and shot into the air.

The man sat down, breathless.

‘Fantastic’ he muttered.

‘Lick his cock clean,’ Jane commanded me, and I did, as if it was the most natural thing in the world, though it did make me feel very humiliated – which I realised I craved.

‘You’re tongue has a magic touch’ he said, and I noticed his cock stiffening again –‘come on –suck me off’ he moaned. 

I energetically licked and sucked at his cock until he suddenly withdrew it, and again exploded into my face.

‘Thanks’ he said. ‘You’re both really sexy – we must meet up again when I’m in town.’ We took each other’s phone numbers as we ushered him out of the door.

‘How did you enjoy that?’ Jane said when he’d gone.

I had to admit that I did enjoy it very much, due to my newly acknowledged masochism. It had seemed so illicit and taboo breaking, and I found that really exciting. I also realised that it could all have gone very wrong when the man realised that I wasn’t a woman.

‘Good job we found a man who seemed attracted to transvestites’ I said.

‘Do you think he knew all along?’ Jane asked.

I hadn’t thought of that –

‘Maybe he did’ I said ‘and he was able to explore his secret bi-sexuality, while telling himself he thought I was a woman.’

‘Just as you were able to explore your own bisexuality -but we still need to get you fucked up the arse, by a proper cock, not a dildo.’ Jane said.

‘No, I’m sorry; I’ve now decided I don’t want to go through with that.’

‘I don’t give a fuck what you think –it’s going to happen if I tell you it’s going to happen, and you have no choice in the matter. 

It was decided by Jane, that we now needed to involve some gays in the situation, if I was to lose my anal virginity. But I wasn’t sure about it at all. I fact, I was positively opposed to it, but I had agreed that Jane had total authority over me. I not only accepted it, but relished it in a way. Anyway, Jane had suddenly become ever more assertive, whilst I had become more and more submissive in line with my increasing femininity. I was also spending more and more time dressed as a woman. Well, what did I want – I had been turned on by male attention while dressed as a woman, and by being chatted up by a man, and I had, I was forced to admit, definitely found it very exciting to be cuckolded, and then to suck off the man who had done this, while myself dressed as a woman. And thus felt myself inexorably drawn towards Jane’s scenario.

Then Jane began browsing an adult contact site, and decided to join, posting photos of her in basque, heels and stockings, and me in full sissy faggot slut drag. Then she responded to an ad that asked for a submissive, bisexual couple to take part in BDSM sexual role play with another couple.

Jane composed a reply, which told of how her cross dressing husband had always wanted to indulge in submissive gay sex, and how she herself was bi-curious, and enjoyed being submissive with a dominant male or female, though she preferred being dominant with a sissy male, like her husband..

Then I got an email from the company where I had the job interview, and opened it with some trepidation, and read it-

‘We are pleased to offer you a position in our company.’

‘Yes’ I mouthed, but immediately became crestfallen when I read on ‘However, we are not able to offer  you the job for which you applied, but another, equally important role in Employee Welfare Services.’ What the heck was Employee Welfare Services? And there was more to upset me –‘This position is usually carried out by a woman, and it is strongly advised that you dress as a woman while undertaking your duties’.

I couldn’t do that – some kind of lackey, and dressed as a woman. But then I thought about it – I obviously enjoyed dressing as a woman, so wasn’t this the opportunity to explore a female identity more fully? But then I’d almost be completely abnegating my male role. While this appealed strongly to my masochistic streak, it also made me wonder what effect this would have on my already fragile psychological health. This is getting out of control, I thought to myself – I’m a straight man, and that’s what I am.

Just then Jane came in.

‘What’s that’ she said ‘Something important?’

‘Well it’s that job.’

‘Oh did you get it?’

‘No, but they want me to be an employee welfare support worker, whatever that is, and to dress as a woman while doing it’.

‘That’s good isn’t it – you can be woman full time, instead of part -time – we all know that you aren’t at all happy pretending to be a man.’

‘What do you mean “pretending”?’

‘You just haven’t got what it takes darling – you’re so lovely and sweet natured – not like me’ she giggled ‘Now I’m discovering my inner bitch. Take the job – it’ll be good for you. That’s an order by the way, from your newly dominant wife. Take the fucking job, and make yourself useful for a change, you pathetic pansy.’ She laughed cruelly.

And, so it came to pass, that I turned up for work at the new firm dressed in female clothing. Jane had given me a lift in, to spare me public transport, and had arranged to pick me up after work. How would I manage on these occasions when she wasn’t able to give me a lift? Well, I could always change at work, I supposed. Anyway, I was very nervous when I walked into the office, dressed in a smart business suit of  dark grey pencil skirt and matching jacket, dark red blouse, and four inch heels, wearing full make up; and, my, now, long brown hair, styled by Jane into Fifties movie star waves. I noticed that the office was mostly staffed by women, though there were one or two men – were they the gays that the interviewers had referred to. Heads turned to look at me, and I felt myself blushing. Now I felt entirely unconvincing as a woman.  I even thought of rushing out and going home – but the thought of getting on the train dressed as I was stopped me. 

I got to the reception desk, and I wavered as there was no one there.

I sat down, and soon a door opened and the red head from the interview emerged.

‘Ah, you’ve made it,’ she said. ‘Love the outfit -follow me’.

I followed her along a thickly carpeted corridor, framed with photos of what seemed like various corporate events.

She pushed a door, and held it open for me –

‘Take a seat. She said.

I sat down on a seat before the desk, and she sat behind it.

As before, I realised that my seat was substantially lower than hers. 

‘Yes, we were quite impressed with your obedience at the interview, and decided that you can play a role in our organisation, though not the role you were originally interviewed for, as we told you in the email we sent you.’

‘Oh’ I said.

‘No, unfortunately we found a more suitable candidate for that position, but we have managed to amalgamate a number of positions, and have devised a position we believe will be suitable for you.

‘And what is it? I asked nervously.

‘Well, the well being of our staff is very important to us – and your role will be very important in this. It will be to deal with people’s needs, ranging from supplying teas, coffees and refreshments on a daily basis, to assuaging peoples sexual needs - as requested.’

This remark almost passed me by, so calmly was it expressed.

‘Sexual needs – so you want me be the tea lady and a whore.’

‘Well, there’s no need to be crude about it but, yes, you’re essentially correct– that is basically what you will be. You will take the tea trolley round in the mornings and afternoons, and at other times you will be available to service our staff in any way they wish – this will include going out to the shops, running errands, getting and distributing the post, photocopying etcetera...and, as said, to provide services of a  more intimate kind, shall we say.’

‘By that, do you mean having sex with staff members as required, whether I want to or not?’

‘Well, it’s unlikely that many will want to have actual sex with you, but you should be available to fulfil their needs as necessary, and yes, whether you wish to or not – if you agree to the terms of your employment. If you don’t agree, then you are free to leave now, and to not continue with your employment here.’

‘But I came here for completely different position, a senior position, and now….’

Well, I’m sorry – you’re just not up to filling a senior position in this company, but we decided to offer you a position that suited your talents. You know now what’s expected, so you can leave, or to put it more succinctly, fuck off, if you don’t wish to carry out these duties.’

I paused for a moment, went to walk out, but then I heard myself saying ‘No, it’s all right, I’m happy to take up the position as described.’

‘Ok – we’ll get you fixed up, and you will be ready to begin work.’

And so that is how I began teetering in my heels, and smart female business suit, along office corridors pushing a tea trolley. And as for the other duties- well these gradually became clear to me, when I was wearily pushing my trolley along a corridor, when an office door opened and a fat middle aged man emerged. He was sweating profusely, and I could smell the stink of alcohol and tobacco on his breath –

‘You’re the tart who provides extra services’ he winked, and grabbed my arse –‘well, I’d like some extra services after work this afternoon – come round to this office about  four -thirty – OK?’

I didn’t know what to say, so I just nodded, thinking that I didn’t have much choice in the matter. 

Feeling nervous for the rest of the afternoon spent taking the tea trolley round, I went along to the office at four-thirty, and knocked on the door. There was no answer, but I could hear someone speaking on the phone. I edged the door open, and there was the man from this morning speaking on the phone. He saw me and beckoned me in.

‘Yes, he saying ‘I’ll be a bit later this evening, got a lot of work on.’ He swung round on his chair, so that he was facing away from the desk, and pointed to his crotch. I wasn’t sure what he wanted, but he mimicked an unzipping action and I went and unzipped the fly of his trousers, and his cock popped out, white and flaccid.  

‘Yes,’ he was saying – ‘it’s been terrible, we’ve been so busy with this new account,’ he said, as he used his free hand to grab the back of my head by the hair, and force it down to his cock. I opened my mouth and began to suck. I could taste the sweat and piss. Now this suddenly didn’t seem so taboo to me, after my recent experiences, but it still caused me great shame, besides feeding my masochistic fantasies. The man soon became hard, carrying on talking to his wife on the phone the whole time. This aroused me even more. Suddenly, he withdrew his cock from my mouth, and directed a thick stream of spunk into my face, and all over my hair. He had a full load, and spurted for several seconds, then as soon as he had finished he waved his hand in a gesture of dismissal. 

‘Yes, I hope to be able to get away before too long – love you too’ he said into the phone, while I got to my feet and walked unsteadily from the room. In the corridor I looked up and down hurriedly to see if there was anyone about, then scurried away to meet Jane, who had arranged to give me a lift home. I didn’t have much time, and hastily dabbed at my face and hair with a tissue, taking the stairs instead of the lift, which I found a nightmare in my heels, and took them off before I got to the bottom. 

Jane was waiting in the street in her car, and opened the door for me.

‘I was just about to put some more money in the meter’ she said.

‘I was unavoidably delayed.’

‘You’ve got spunk in your hair’ she said scornfully.

‘I had to suck a guy off, it’s part of my job’ I said.

‘Bet you enjoyed it though’.

‘You’re not jealous are you?’

‘No I’m not jealous at all- turned on actually, by the thought of you sucking off a man. I also feel liberated – now that I feel free to have sex with whoever I want – with a real man, rather than a pathetic wimp.’ She laughed, ‘And I feel free to abuse you, because I know you like it. Just as I know you like the thought of me going with other men, and watching it.’

‘What if I said I’d decided that I no longer wanted to go down that road, and wanted my old life back.’

‘I’d say, tough – if you want it you’ll have to go away and do it on your own – and just see if you can survive in the world. No, you need me, and I’ll provide you with food and shelter, just so long as you remain my sissy faggot slut – and do all the chores, as well as your own “job”, and have my dinner ready for me when I get in, and let me humiliate and dominate you, and see my lovers, and bring them home on occasion.’

‘Oh Jane, you’re so sexy when you’re dominant – can I fuck you when we get home?’ I pleaded.

‘No – your tiny willy is no longer allowed near my fanny, and you’re only to be allowed sexual release when I grant permission. Your clitty sized cock never satisfied me anyway. I’m sorry but I need a real man’s cock.’

I couldn’t help myself growing hard at Jane’s words, and this made me realise that Jane’s road was the only road I could now realistically travel – much to my mortification, as well as  turning me on.

As I said, Jane had joined some internet adult contact sites, and was trying to get in touch with bisexual couples who wanted a BDSM relationship, and for me to be fucked by the man, and she wanted to have a lesbian relationship with the woman, as well as being dominated, while she dominated me.

Finally, she announced that she’d found the right couple. I knew, she was especially attracted to black men and women, who bought out the masochistic, submissive side of her, whereas I brought out her dominant side, and this couple were both black – Floyd and Gloria. It was arranged that we should meet them, for dinner and drinks. I wasn’t too sure about it – all this with my new job, feeling as if I was taking on a new, masochistic and subservient, feminine identity, while Jane had completely changed and was growing away from me, was all a bit much.

‘And Floyd is bi, as is Gloria, and he likes having sex with men as well as women,’ Jane announced, as if this was something that was supposed to make me really pleased – well, she certainly was.

‘Yes, I’m attracted to women as well as men, and I’d like to you to become more like a woman than you are already – I was thinking of you having hormone injections, so that you develop breasts, and other female characteristics, since you’re mentally like a woman anyway.’

‘Hold on’ I said ‘I’m not at all sure about this.’

‘Well, I am, and I call the shots from now on.’

I was speechless, but I knew in my heart that my fate was sealed.

The day arrived for us to meet Floyd and Gloria. They invited us to their place – which turned out to be a very well appointed house, not far from us, in Kingston upon Thames.

Gloria answered the door, and she looked stunning, in a white dress, which highlighted her ebony skin, and tightly clung to her sexy curves. Her hair was high in a kind of beehive, and, her eyes outlined in black, with blue eye shadow, while her lips were thickly painted with bright pink lipstick. She had on a very high pair of patent black leather heels.

‘You’re right on time’ she said ‘come through.’

She led the way into the lounge, where Floyd sat - a muscular, athletic looking man, in tight black trousers, and white t shirt revealing bulging biceps. I was dressed in full drag as requested, and I certainly felt like a total sissy next to him. 

‘Take a seat’ Gloria said, and we sank down onto a plush, white mohair sofa, both our dresses rising up to our hips, revealing our stocking tops. I immediately felt very vulnerable, as I faced this powerful looking couple. Gloria served us drinks, and Floyd spoke, and outlined their plans.

‘Well, we usually take things as they come, see how things develop’ he said in his deep voice, but our current fantasy, which we  thought up after watching a classic old film –Gone With the Wind -is for a role play scenario, where we are the black servants, who have turned the tables on their white masters, which will be you two, for the purposes of our scenario……although we’re not implying anything about your real life personas, which I’m sure are very liberal minded’ he laughed -

‘How do you feel about that, anyway?’ He asked ‘Obviously everything has to be consensual- and it IS just fantasy role play.’

‘That sounds good to me’ I said ‘I like to be dominated; while Jane can be either sub or dom.’

‘Yes, sounds good to me’ Jane said ‘I already feel turned on at the thought of you two being our master and mistress. I’m dominant when it comes to a sissy like my husband here, but with people like you, it seems natural for me to show my submissive side. Do what you wish with us.’

‘Splendid– well, we might as well get into role straight away……get me another drink you white trash whore’ he said, his voice suddenly hard, cold.

‘Yes master’ Jane answered immediately getting into role ‘but shouldn’t the sissy get the drinks, since she is the most inferior one here.’

‘I don’t usually accept any questioning of my orders, but perhaps on this occasion’ - he addressed me ‘You get the drinks you fucking sissy faggot.’

I got up from the settee with some difficulty, trying not to reveal my knickers, and teetered to the drinks cabinet, after taking everyone’s orders. 

Gloria spoke to Jane ‘White slut bitch – come over here and lick my fanny.’ 

Jane went to walk over, and Gloria said ‘No, crawl over’ and Jane complied, crawling across the floor. I turned and watched, her skirt rising up around her waist, hair tumbling over her reddening face.  Gloria sat back in her armchair. Her own skirt rose to her waist, revealing satin, crotchless panties. Jane knelt before her and buried her head in Gloria’s fanny. I felt my cock hardening, bursting against its strapping constraint, as I minced across with a tray of drinks. As I bent towards Floyd with the tray, his hand went up between my legs, grasping my balls and squeezing them. I like a nice white sissy faggot arse’ he said ‘We’re going to have some fun later.’

His words made me feel some fear, as well as excitement, in the pit of my stomach.

Gloria moaned loudly as she climaxed because of Jane’s tongue, then grabbed Jane’s lovely blonde hair, and pulled her head back from her fanny. 

‘Your blonde, Barbie hair disgusts me’ she said ‘I think we need to do something about it.’

She turned to me –‘there’s some black paint under the sink in the kitchen, go and get it, and bring the brush too.’

I obediently wobbled to the kitchen area, and managed to find the paint, a large tin of gloss, and brought it back to the dining room, finding it hard to walk carrying the heavy tin in my heels. I went to give the tin to Gloria.

‘No –I want you to do it – paint your wife’s hair black.’ 

Trembling I levered off the lid of the paint, breaking a nail in the process, stuck the  large paint brush in the thickly glistening paint, carefully pulled it out, and began to apply it to Jane’s beautiful  blonde hair, which she’d only just spent a fortune on at the hairdresser’s.

Soon her hair was covered in the stinking black paint, while paint ran down over her blouse and shoulders. I’d tried to keep it away from her face and eyes, but a trickle ran down over one eye, which she closed, and down her cheek. I couldn’t believe this was happening, and I was doing this to my lovely Jane – Jane who I loved dominating me. But I didn’t have any wish to get my own back on her, but was only doing it because I had been ordered to, which gave me a thrill.

‘That looks a lot better’ Gloria said gleefully – she doesn’t look like such a Barbie doll now. Blonde hair creeps me out, and blue eyes - I thought I might need to put a bag over her head before fucking her.’

Gloria reached out to the kneeling Jane and grabbed her blouse at either side at the top, and ripped it apart. It came open with a loud rip, as buttons flew off. Now Jane’s expensive red bra was exposed, and I could see the outline of her nipples, which looked huge – she was obviously very turned on. I watched in horrified fascination as black paint ran down from Jane’s hair and face and over the delicate pale skin of her breasts.

‘Soon she’ll be as black as me’ Gloria laughed.

Meanwhile Floyd had lit a fat cigar, and had motioned for me to kneel at his side with my mouth open. He wanted to use my mouth as his ashtray, and I coughed as the hot ash was flicked into my open mouth. 

‘Sissy bitch -there’s an electric razor in the bathroom’ Gloria addressed me – go and get it. I swallowed the ash from Floyd’s cigar, which made me cough, then got to my feet and went to the bathroom, where I found the razor on top of a cabinet, and minced back to the lounge.

‘Right’ Gloria said ‘shave your wife’s hair down the middle – like a clown in the circus.’

I paused, loathe to do such a thing –‘Come on, fucking do as you’re told, you’re our property now, and you have to do as we tell you.’

I switched the razor on, and it buzzed into life. Jane looked at me –‘Go on, do as you’re told’ she murmured urgently –‘make me into a circus clown.’

I pressed the razor to Jane’s blackened hair, where it met her temples, and eased it through. The powerful clippers went through Jane’s hair like a knife through butter, despite the paint clogging it. Jane’s hair fell to the ground as I created a very wide parting in her hair, her skin pale against the black paint. Soon she had a wide bald gap, with her hair hanging down either side of her head like spaniel’s ears. She looked ridiculous, but also very sexy in her humiliation. Her hand went to her fanny, showing how turned on she was. 

‘Here’ Gloria said, passing me red lipstick –‘make her up like a clown – with a big smile’.

I applied the lipstick to Jane’s mouth, making a wide clown like smile. Then I used it to put rings around her eyes, and to paint in her eyebrows in thick red, making them into triangles.

Jane moaned loudly as she bought herself to an orgasm.

‘Yes, treat me like shit’ she moaned – ‘make me your white slave, Mistress.’

‘Well, that’s just what you are – a white trash slave, only existing to serve me and my husband. Maybe we should brand you.’

‘Yes, brand me please Mistress.’

‘We haven’t got the equipment here, but we certainly will in the future.’

‘Thank you Mistress, I want to be owned by you’ Jane said.

I looked at her – I couldn’t get over how trashed she looked – she who had been so beautiful and immaculate only minutes ago. 

‘Pull her tits out and put lipstick on her nipples’ Gloria ordered me, and I complied, pulling Jane’s breasts from her stained bra, and outlining and colouring the, now huge, nipples with the scarlet lipstick. My cock was so hard.

Floyd had been out of the room, but now he came in and announced-

‘We have to be off. We’re taking you out somewhere.’

We were led outside to the couple’s large four by four off roader. It was getting dark now, so no one watching could see the state we were in, though Gloria had put a large brown paper bag over Jane’s head – something she’d obviously wanted to do, since she’d mentioned it. We drove into central London – into the West End, a club in the back streets of Soho. We were taken into the dingy, poorly lit club, where shadowy figures dressed in bondage gear, chatted quietly at the bar, or sat at candle lit tables, looking up as we were led in with dog collars with chains attached, round our necks, and our hands cuffed behind our backs.  People greeted Floyd and Gloria, or nodded as we passed by. We were led into a small, bare room, and saw some small holes in a wall, about four feet from the ground. I wondered what they were for, but was soon to find out, when I was ordered to kneel at one, and Jane ordered to kneel at the other. Suddenly, cocks appeared through the holes, and we were ordered to suck them off. It was certainly strange to be presented with a cock, and not to see the body and face it was attached to – particularly objectifying to be just a mouth existing to give pleasure to someone else, who you can’t even see. Also, particularly disturbing for me, as a straight man. Out of the corner of my eye I could Jane sucking away enthusiastically, and I did likewise. The cock I was sucking throbbed and became fully hard, filling my lipsticked mouth, before it suddenly began to spurt its load into it. Spunk filled my mouth, dribbling from my lips and down my chin onto my blouse. God, I felt humiliated.  Straightaway, another cock emerged through the hole, and I began to suck that. Out of the corner of my eye I could see that Jane had already begun on her second cock, her face dripping with thick white spunk, which made my own cock harden with exquisitely painful desire. I concentrated on sucking the cock now in my mouth: it was fatter than the first, and stank strongly of piss and sweat.  I heard a voice say ‘let him come in your face’ I turned slightly, and saw it was Floyd, with his own cock out - wanking it slowly. I drew my head back, and the cock was out of my mouth just as it exploded with spunk, which went into my face, right into one of my eyes, temporarily blinding me. Then there was what seemed an unending stream of cocks. I looked across at Jane – thick white spunk covered her face, and the bare middle of her skull, and vividly contrasted against what was left of her paint blackened hair, as it hung limply at the sides of her head.

Then Floyd said ‘right, you’ve given enough people pleasure, which should be your role in life from now on, you worthless pieces of shit -now you can act as a toilet for them.’

We were led into an actual toilet, and told to lay on out backs, while commode type structures were placed over each of our heads, for people to come in and use them, just like a normal toilet. 

‘That’s all your good for, you slut’ I heard Gloria saying to Jane ‘a depository for other people’s waste products.’ 

Floyd stood above my face, as I lay flat on my back, mouth open, as instructed, as he unzipped his trousers, took out his cock, huge even though flaccid, and jetted a stream of hot piss over my face and into my mouth that I thought would never stop. The he turned and sat down on the seat, and I nervously watched his brown arsehole twitch…..and I could feel his slime mixing with the piss slithering over my face. He was followed by more people, men and women. While Jane suffered the same fate, as I saw when we both were released. I looked at her, at her face and hair matted with paint, spunk, piss and dirt; and at her ruined clothes, and realised that I must look even worse, since I wasn’t half as attractive as her in the first place. Now we both truly defiled – a couple of traduced, degraded sluts. 

‘We’ll have to clean you up before we return to the house’ Floyd said, and we were taken out into a back yard, and a high pressure hose directed at us, which cleaned off the worst of the filth, before being wrapped in blankets and put in Floyd’s car to drive back to the house. 

Soon we were back in Floyd and Gloria’s warm lounge, still filthy, despite the hose down, and kneeling in the middle of the room, hands chained behind our backs.

‘Suck my husband off’ Gloria ordered Jane, and she obediently went over to him, awkward with her hands chained behind her back and on her knees, and took his huge, ebony cock in her mouth, and began to suck away at it. Gloria pulled my dress up around my waist, and released my cock, so that it stood up erect. I was incredibly turned on at sight of my wife sucking another man’s cock, especially one as masculine as Floyd. Gloria took some pegs, and pegged them to my ball sac, then all the way up my cock, but I felt impervious to the pain. 

‘Ha, ha, ha’- Gloria laughed ‘your dick’s so small compared to Floyd’s.’

I watched as Floyd suddenly withdrew his cock, and ejaculated over Jane’s already filthy, smeared face, and into her once beautiful mane of hair, now half shaved, and tangled and matted beneath the shining black paint. My cock throbbed even harder, and Gloria flicked the pegs on my balls, making me cry out. Then Floyd bent Jane over, before ramming his cock up her fanny. I watched it go in right to the hilt, right up her greasily glistening cunt. 

‘You’re so big – fuck me, fuck me.’ Jane screamed ‘Now I know what it’s like to have a real cock inside me.’

Floyd increased his rhythm, and I watched, marvelling that Floyd’s cock didn’t split Jane open, as she moaned and seemed carried away in an ecstasy of pleasure that she’d never ever attained while making love to me.

Suddenly, Floyd withdrew his erect penis, and wedged a fat finger at the tip of Jane’s bum hole, and began to waggle it about, before inserting it gradually, until it was right up inside. He spat on his finger, and pushed it in gain, and moved it inside her. I could hear her groan, and then he stuck the tip of his cock at the entrance to her anus, before gradually inserting it inside her. Jane moaned in pain, but this turned into an obvious cry of pleasure, as her sphincter accommodated Floyd’s huge member, as it hit her pleasure centres. Gloria removed the pegs from my cock, by knocking them until they fell off, which was very painful, and then she began to wank me off slowly. Jane screamed, her body shuddering, as she had a mighty orgasm, as Floyd withdrew his cock from her anus, and directed a stream of spunk over her arse cheeks and pussy. I also was about to come, when Gloria abruptly took her hand away from my cock.

‘Make me come, make me come’ I begged her, but she just laughed ‘it’s not your turn yet, you fucking sissy scum.’

Now Floyd came over to me, and I knew what was going to happen, as he put his cock to my lips.

‘Lick him clean of my juices – he’s a real man, with a proper cock not a little clitty like yours - you’re only fit to pay homage to him’ Jane shouted at me.

I could taste Jane’s familiar musk on Floyd’s huge member, as I licked it clean of her juices, and then Gloria grabbed me, and I was ordered to kneel over a small table. 

Gloria stuck a finger up my arse, while Jane spat on it. My own wife was spitting on me in order to lubricate me for another man’s cock. Sure enough I felt Floyd’s cock tip at the entrance to my back passage. Was this it, my anal virginity to be finally taken? The ultimate taboo.

‘Make the sissy a real woman’ Jane cried.

‘No’ I said ‘No’, but my voice sounded unconvincing, even to me.

I feel Floyd’s cock pressing up me, just an inch, and then he pressed and went up some more. I winced, like Jane, but felt my own sphincter give way- give way and accept this warm, throbbing, huge cock inside of me. I suddenly began to feel a rush of incredible pleasure, and moaned loudly ‘Yes, Yes’ as Floyd thrust his cock deep inside me, right until his balls were knocking against my bum. In and out he rammed it, getting fasten and faster, until he suddenly came, and I could feel his spunk spurting and wet deep inside me, as if my very being had been penetrated. 

‘Now she’s a real woman’ Jane said in delight, ‘Congratulations on deflowering the sissy.’

‘Delighted, I’m sure’ he said. ‘I enjoyed it as well; she is a really sexy little sissy. Repeat after me’, he addressed me – ‘I am a worthless white sissy bitch, suitable only to serve black men and women sexually.’

‘I am worthless white sissy bitch, suitable only to serve black men and women sexually’ I said. It gave me such a thrill to say it -to feel such humiliation.

After that, Jane felt justified in her idea that I was far better inhabiting a sissy role than a conventional male one, and continued in her desire to feminise me as far as possible, arranging for me to attend a private clinic to receive a course of hormone injections. She continued to see Floyd and Gloria, as lovers, and also other members of their circle, while I would watch, and help make them hard, lick their cocks , and even let them fuck me if they so desired. It had been a big thing for me, a real breaking of taboos, to finally lose me anal virginity to another man. To enjoy it so much was very shaming, as well as liberating. From now on Jane didn’t allow me to have sex with her, or any woman, but I was just a receptacle for others’ sexual needs and desires, which suited my deeply masochistic personality.

I continued with my job, and later discovered that Jane knew the red haired woman, and the other women who ran the company, and had arranged with them for me to be interviewed, and be given the job I finally was given. Jane, unbeknownst to me, had discovered my secret of dressing in her clothes – I hadn’t been as discreet as I’d thought, and had told the women about this – and what happened at the interview was a punishment, as was the job itself. However, I became more at home in the job of servicing others’ sexual needs, especially as the hormones kicked in, and I became more feminised, with my incipient breasts, burgeoning figure, and higher voice. I actually became in high demand, which did flatter me, I must admit. Jane was particularly keen for me to have the hormone injections, for not only did it turn her on to think of me as more of a real woman, but Gloria was pregnant, and Floyd and her didn’t want to keep the child, and Jane thought that perhaps we could adopt it, and I would be able to care for it and breast feed it, while Jane pursued her career.

I was also in demand by Floyd and Gloria for their parties, where both Jane and I were employed as maids. Their black friends greatly enjoyed the fact that there were two white maids to service their every need – and I mean every need! We usually returned from such events with sore bum holes, and fanny in Jane’s case, covered in all kinds of filth, but feeling glorious in our masochistic fulfilment. Then, Jane usually became extra dominant towards me after being dominated and humiliated herself. Gloria did ensure that we were both tattooed , by the way – this was carried out soon after the  initial meeting described above, and now we both have identical tats –‘Property of Floyd and Gloria’ tattooed on our lower backs just above our arses – what is known in some quarters as a ‘tramp stamp’ I believe. Jane’s hair grew back after being shaved, of course, though the whole lot had to be shaved off first, due to the paint. It actually grew back thicker and coarser, and slightly darker than before, but Jane wasn’t bothered, since she’d been ‘life changingly’ turned on by being so humiliated. We’d been introduced to new things by Floyd and Gloria, such as the glory hole, and being toilet slaves, and these were things we were keen to keep up when we met them again; and on our own, when Jane bought men back, as a hotwife, and, now frequently, to fuck me as well, as a subservient , sissy cuckold.

On my birthday Jane invited Floyd and Gloria, and a few of their friends, and Jane baked me a special cake, where everyone wanked into the mixture, peed in it, spat in it, put cigarette ash in it, put pubic hairs in it-you get the picture –which I greatly enjoyed being forced to eat.

‘Happy birthday to you’ they sang ‘Happy birthday dear sissy faggot slut, happy birthday to you’.

Jane is now a high powered executive, while I have abandoned all hopes of a proper career, and see now that it is not my role in life, which is now to act as an object for Jane, and everyone else’s pleasure, and to spend my spare time making myself as desirable and feminine as possible, which is far easier with the hormone injections. I am truly a masochistic sissy faggot slut! Yes, I still sometimes hanker after my past life as a man, but I now realise that I wasn’t much good at it, and that femininity was my true destiny, and at least I now have an important role to play, providing pleasure for others.
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