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“What else did you get?” My wife Carrie asked me as she washed the dishes.

For a thirty-fifth birthday, it was quite the bash. My parents, my sister, my wife’s parents and her sister, and a group of our friends, including my best friend Matt. I had been led to believe that the big ones to celebrate were always on the decade, but not this time apparently. Probably it had something to do with coming out of lockdowns and such after Covid that we used any dumb opportunity to get together. Still, I appreciated it.

“Erm, new t-shirt from Jill.” I said, looking at the tight white bamboo-strand t-shirt. “Japanese whiskey from Tom.” There was also an A5 envelope with my name on it, and when I opened it, I found a voucher for a six-hour VIP treatment at some Thai massage place. “Who would want a six-hour massage?” I asked.

My brunette, sexy wife turned to look at me, blowing a strand of hair out of her eye. “I’d take a six-hour massage! Jesus.”

“Hmm…” I mused, reading the card.

This is no ordinary massage. This is an experience which will stimulate all your senses…

“Oh no, is this a tantric massage?” I asked, sighing. The last thing I wanted was the cum on some fat lady’s hand and then lie there for five hours and fifty-five minutes wondering what to do next.

After being bathed and washed by two of the most beautiful Thai ladies of Chonburi Province, you will drink a soothing tea in a scented room, where more ladies will apply an essential oil to you, whilst you meditate, guided by one of our in-house meditation gurus.

“Sounds like its for hippies, by hippies.” I mumbled.

Finally, Carrie sighed and wiped her hands, striding over to me and looking at the card. “Doofus. This place is a bloody expensive place that all the big-wigs go to. Fuck, I think the CEO of my company goes there.”

“Hmm.” I mused. I didn’t mind a massage, don’t get me wrong, but six hours of pampering sounded like a nightmare.

By the end of this treatment, you will have discovered more about yourself than you ever thought possible. You will emerge from this special experience a new person, a happier person, of that we guarantee.

“I hate getting vouchers as presents.” Vouchers are the ultimate cop-out present, when you either can’t think of something, or you are so arrogant to believe that another person will like exactly what you like. Typical Matt really, who spent most of his time partying and shagging his life away, and less time actually thinking about other people.

Carrie snapped the card from my hand. “Stop being so miserable. Clearly Matt’s given some thought to this because it has been designed around you. See? It’s written here. After a lengthy interview with the purchaser, a tailored experience has been created which would not be suitable for anyone else, therefore you cannot hand this off to someone else.”

Pah! “Yeah, but that’s a sales tactic. I bet they put that on all of them.”

Carrie rolled her beautiful brown eyes. “It’s already been paid! Who are they selling to?”

“Hmm. Fine. But I don’t see myself having enough time on my hands to give up six hours to this.”

“Rubbish. Next weekend you’ve got nothing.”

Sure, Matt was my best friend since school days, but he was an absolute tosser. Don’t get me wrong, I told him he was a tosser on a regular basis, and he took it on the chin. See, the thing about Matt was that he was a letch. Whenever he was around Carrie, he would flirt with her, slap her bum, tell her that he would gladly bend her over and shaft her if I wouldn’t. I hated it, but Carrie brushed it off as just playboy antics.

But, Matt didn’t just flirt with Carrie. Noooo… that would be far too easy. Matt was openly pansexual, since he was young, and he would flirt with me too, even though I had made it clear to him on numerous occasions that I was straight. He regularly spanked or pinched my bum, even though I’d told him not to.

So why was I still friends with him?

I didn’t have many friends to be honest. I was always a skinny, ugly geek, or at least, I saw myself that way. During university, Matt was always there, always defending me, always helping me. Then when I was run over one day, I woke up from my short coma to find he had never once left my side. When I was learning to walk again, he was there to help. So yeah, he was an arsehole, but he was also a great, great, friend.

“Fine.” I moaned, knowing that I wouldn’t enjoy it.

I’m British. I don’t like being touched. I don’t enjoy high-fiving or hugging. Some may call me boring, and probably they do, but I just like what I like, and everything else makes me anxious.

Before you look at this and go, oh yeah, here we go, another accidentally mismatched couple where the wife gets bored by the boring husband she didn’t know she married, well you couldn’t be more wrong.

When I met Carrie, she was junior accounts analyst for a big consultancy company. She wore thick-rimmed plastic glasses, long flowery skirts, and cared less about fashion. She was also overweight, quite significantly. Don’t get me wrong, I could see I was marrying up, and that all it would take to have a supermodel was to build up her confidence, which is what I did. I treated her like my queen, because that was what she was. I helped her with work, and life in general, and she did with me. We loved each other, and still do.

She decided to join a gym, and I joined her. I tried, and failed to bulk up, whereas she lost a lot of weight. I couldn’t bulk up because I was cooking for her, ergo, we ate the same stuff, which she always felt guilty about, but I didn’t mind. I just wanted her to be happy. Once she lost the weight, her confidence built up and she needed new clothes. Suddenly, I had a gorgeous wife who wore size six clothes, had gorgeous C-cup boobs and a tiny bottom.

On a daily basis, Carrie received smiles, flirty messages, and everything else which proved to her how perfect she was, but we had a great relationship. Nothing would change that. In fact, just hours previously, at the party, I overheard her telling her mother and sister about how I was such a good husband, and how glad she was she married me.

There was nothing unusual about me. I had strict, boring parents who didn’t really get on well with Carrie, and a rebellious younger sister who liked to dye her hair different weird colours, and show off her piercings. She also didn’t get on with my parents, nor did they approve of the horrendously huge amount of money she made on OnlyFans.

“It was a nice party.” Carrie mused as I began drying up.

“It was.”

“You don’t need to do that. It’s your day.”

“Come on. I’m not a child.” I laughed, and she leaned up to me and kissed my cheek.

“Wanna fuck?” She asked as if I might have wanted a cup of tea.

“Sure.”

Ten minutes later, we were downstairs again, finishing the washing up. That was my big problem, I was a quickshot and I hated myself for it, but she didn’t seem to care.  I would usually bring her off with my mouth beforehand, and then she said she liked me taking her quickly. “It makes me feel wanted and used.” She giggled. “It’s hot.”

I tried to do something about it, but every time I tried to focus on not cumming so soon, I ended up listening some stiffness, and Carrie basically told me I was stressing too much about it.

Then there was the next question, and that was why we didn’t have kids. That was down to a problem Carrie had with her uterus, which meant that if she ever got pregnant, she would have died. In the end, we talked about freezing eggs and having her uterus removed, but both agreed there were enough kids in the world who needed parents, so if we ever wanted one, we would adopt, so we didn’t bother freezing eggs.

On the whole, our life is simple. We eat out regularly, enjoy the London life. We’re not much ones for partying, so rarely go clubbing and such, but we have a good life. We try to holiday twice a year, sometimes more, and usually to new destinations. As I am a freelance cybersecurity developer, I make great money, and Carrie is now pretty high-up in her company, earning about the same as me per month.

Life is great. No six-hour massage is going to make me feel better than I already do.


2

Okay, I’ll give them this, for a massage place, the entrance hall is pretty damned swish. A doorman lets you in, exposing you to a huge shining black hall, lit up by a mixture of soft lighting on the walkway, neon green LED lighting strips along the wall and floor which follows you as you walk; mini waterfalls, and soft ambient music playing in the background.

I thought I would need to go to the black reception desk at the back of the high-ceiling hall, but before I could even reach there, a very pretty Asian lady in a skirted suit steps in front of me.

“Hello Mr. Evans.” The lady smiles. “Please, follow me.  We’re ready for you.”

I follow the beautiful girl, admiring her tight buttocks in the short skirt, wondering if she was wearing stockings.

“I take it you followed all the instructions to prepare for today?” She asks as we walk.

“Erm, yes. Just juice and tea for the last twenty-four hours, no solids.” I confirm, though I have no idea why that was needed.

“And you shaved yourself fully with a normal razor?”

Again, not sure why that is important, but Carrie stated it must be because of the oils. “Yes.” I said, noting I was already a little itchy as the stuff was growing back.

“Wonderful.” She smiles as she spins around outside a door marked Prep Area 2. “Please go inside and strip naked. This is your preparation room. The code to enter is your birthdate, but you can change it if you so wish. However, I can assure you, your personal items will be perfectly safe here.”

“I trust you.” I reply with a weak smile. If someone wanted to steal my boxer shorts, then they had to be pretty sick human beings. Other than that, I never carried a wallet, instead all my ID and cards were in my phone, which was so secure that nobody was getting into it, no matter what.

The woman returns my smile for a moment, then is serious. “There is a robe inside the room so you are not cold. Then once you are ready, proceed through the back door to be bathed.”

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome, Mr Evans.”

“Steve…” I start to say, but the girl is already off. “Okay then.”

The preparation room is big. I had expected a little changing cube, but no, this is a big dark room, with black cupboards, each with a small LED display.  Most have an X and closed marked on them, except one, which says, Your Clothes. I slip them off, opening the door to reveal numerous hangers. On one is a short black silk robe. In go the clothes, on goes the robe, which feels like some sort of Japanese robe. I guess it is a typical Asian thing.

There are also some bamboo toe-slippers, which I slip on, then walk out of the backdoor.

In front of me if find two gorgeous women in robes which match mine, Thai, sexy and smiling. “Hello Mr Evans.” They say without a hint of an accent. “How are you today?”

“Erm…” All the better for seeing you! “Fine, fine. Thank you.”

Once again, they smile, then untie their robes to reveal a tiny black thong on each, and nothing else. Their breasts are perfectly round, firm, simply sublime.

“Please, take off your robe.”

I’m not sure I want to anymore. My cock is already at half-mast. “I…erm…”

“Mr Evans, if you get an erection, that is fine. We’re professionals, and this is a luxury experience. Nothing sexual is going to happen in this bath, we can assure you.” They explain.

“Erm, okay.” I mumble, swallowing the saliva gathering in my mouth.

After taking off my robe, not one looked at my cock, instead, they each take a hand and lead me into the hot bubbling bath, where each begin soaping me up and washing me all over. Considering they said nothing sexual would happen in that bath, they did end up washing my cock and balls quite thoroughly, pulling back my foreskin the carefully clean each millimetre of it.

“Please turn and hold the rail.” One said.

Next was my back, meticulously cleaned and scrubbed, before they move down to my buttocks, washing them thoroughly, and then, much to my shock, pressing a finger gently inside and twisting it, before pulling out.

After my whole body was cleaned, one of the women got out, dried herself, before grabbing a fluffy black towel and walking back to me. “Please get out very carefully. The bath scents and the heat can make you lightheaded.” She explains softly.

She was right, I did feel lightheaded, but the other lady helps me to my feet, whilst the first lady dries me.

“Some find the next cleansing treatment makes them feel much cleaner and better after, but some may feel discomfort.” They tell me, leading me to a strange plastic chaise-lounge type chair. “Please lay down.”

I do, feeling rather confused as to what this actually is. Before I have too much time to think about it, one of the girls hands me a small cup, telling me to drink it, saying it will dull my senses a little. “Have you ever had a colonic?” She asks.

“No, but I’ve heard good things.” I reply, lying. I’ve never heard anything about it, good or bad. 

“It will help you remove certain items which remain rather longer in your gut, and we can reset your gut bacteria at the same time.”

The drug which in the drink sets to work quickly, making me feel drowsy and weak. As I lay my head down on my side, I feel a finger pressing lubricant inside me.

“A colonic will better prepare you for the massage later because your stomach will not be gassy, nor will you feel negative pressure. It will make the overall experience much better, but also it will prepare your body the pleasures you never knew you needed.”

Suddenly, a rubber pipe is slid inside my rectum. It doesn’t hurt but the pressure feels odd.

“Try not to push out or clench.”

Warm water floods my gut, travelling into me slowly. It bubbles and gargles as it tries to find a way inside, and both girls gently massage my gut, following the fluid and helping it along. At first, it is a strange but enjoyable experience, but further along, things begin to get painful.

“Hold on now. We’re going to massage your gut a little but not add water, then we’ll reverse the flow to allow you to expel.”

There is something very unnerving about expelling in front of these two beautiful women, but I’m not an idiot, I knew colonics were quite normal for a spa day, which this clearly was. When they finally told me I could, I let loose, and they watch what comes out via a transparent tube.

“You’ll be surprised what we see.” One smiles. “One lady had a small Lego brick which she swallowed as a child.”

“Wow.” I murmur, the barbiturates or whatever they are doing to make me feel great.

“We will perform this four more times, and hope by then that things run clean. After that, we will perform a gut-bacteria transplant from a hyper-healthy individual.”

I’d heard about faecal transplants before, and knew there was some interesting research about them. That they would be focusing on gut-bacteria in particular made a lot of sense to me, and I hope it may help me put on some bulk.

“Gut-bacteria transplants are programmed on a per patient basis, in order to set your gut up for how we want you to leave this place.” They explain. “The gut is seen as the second brain. Essentially, your gut influences who you are as a person, how your hormones react. In this facility, we can genetically modify the fluid to fit you as an individual.”

“Amazing how science has come along.” I mumble over the drugs.

“Indeed.” Girl number two smiles at me.

Once they are done, I’m taken back to the bath and washed again, but this time, they spend a large amount of time washing my anus, before drying me off and leading me to a soft bed which is covered in soft pink silk.

“Please lay down here for ten minutes.” One says softly. “That should be enough time for you to recover from the effects of the drug.”

Wave sound and ambient music begin playing, along with the whisper of multiple female voices all speaking at once. I fall fast asleep instantly, listening to watch sounds like the beginning of Shine on You Crazy Diamond by Pink Floyd.

It is quite a bizarre experience, because my dreams seem to focus on the pink silk bedding I’m in, hot pink, neon pink, but strangely my dreams convert it into clothes. I’m in a suit, walking into an office in a pink silk suit, trousers, jacket, all in pink. You’re so pretty. A receptionist tells me.

Thank you! I say back to her, blushing and grinning.  So are you.

Except, the pretty receptionist is not a woman, not anymore. He is a hunky man, chiselled chin, stubble, a smart charcoal suit.

You’re so beautiful. I tell him.

You are too.

Wait…this isn’t a reception. It’s a bedroom. Whose bedroom is this?

Come back to bed darling. The man says from the bed, his smooth muscular chest exposed to me.

Of course baby. I say back. Then I look down and see I’m not in a suit anymore, but I’m in pink silk lingerie, stockings, suspenders. No breasts, it’s my body, but in lingerie. And the man, isn’t just any man anymore, and he’s no longer covered, his erect cock jutting it’s eight inches in the air.

The man isn’t just any man…

He’s Matt.
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“Wakey, wakey, Mr Evans.” Says a soft voice, gently shaking me awake.

I have an erection as my eyes open, making me feel somewhat embarrassed. Looking down at myself, I see the bedding again, but this time it’s not pink at all, it’s black.  That was odd. I felt sure it was pink when I got in.  Why would I think it was pink?  Why would I have a homosexual dream about Matt?  Why would I imagine myself dressed in lingerie?

“Mr Evans, it’s time for tea and meditation.” The beautiful Asian woman said to me.

“Er, yeah, sure.”

Without even considering the robe, I’m led out of the bed and into a new room. A small waterfall tumbles down the side wall, but again, the whole thing is black marble of some sort. The woman handed me a new robe, helping me to put it on. It’s black, but a little shorter, and the joints at the bottom seem to be accented by soft lace. 

“Please do not put on the robe just yet.” She says.

As I’m sipping on what tastes like matcha, the woman smiles and takes a small glass jug and pours some sort of oil onto her hands, rubbing them together before placing her hands on my upper body. The oil smells good, like lemon grass, but when I inhale it hard, it makes me a little dizzy.

The woman has piercing green eyes which never leave mine. Every so often, she adds a little oil and continues to rub it over me, moving down until I feel her hands cupping my crotch, slathering the oil over my balls and cock. But if the others are professionals who are careful not to make me cum, this one certainly is not. With my erection jutting out, she continues to stare into my eyes as she rubs me forward and back. Suddenly, a hand is reaching behind me and her slick fingers are working inside my rectum.

“When I tell you to stop, you will stop.” She says firmly as she rubs faster, massaging my prostate. My breathing is getting heavier, panting, I’m so close now. “And stop!” She grabs the base of my cock hard but her fingers in my rectum keep moving.  As she let’s go of my cock, cum begins to drizzle out of me, but I feel no orgasm, and as her fingers leave me, she says, “how do you feel?”

Horny. I never feel horny after coming, but this time. “Actually, good, strangely.”

“Your climax was not from your mind, but rather from your body, which means you’ll be able to continue again.” She explains. “You can have multiple orgasms, just like a woman. You can feel like a woman feels, without the need to worry about your libido.”

“I never realised.”

She simply smiles at me, and then wipes her fingers with a wet disinfectant wipe. “Let the oil absorb into your body, then put on your robe. Give it a few moments.”

Exactly a minute later, I begin to feel slightly dizzy, high even. I slip on the robe as she opens a small white tub. Then I watch as she slips on black nitrile gloves, before digging out some grey cream which she begins rubbing on my chest. Then with the same hand, she takes another large dollop and rubs it in my cock. Finally, she takes off the gloves and lights a small candle under a stone bowl.

“Lean over and inhale this. Do it for five minutes.”

“What is it?” I asked, but my voice is a low groan, as if I’m half asleep.

“A collection of very special herbs, designed to free your mind and make you even more susceptible to suggestion.”

“You want to hypnotise me?”

She smiles. “Hypnosis is a myth, Miss Evans.”

I blink. “Excuse me?” I murmur.

“I said, hypnosis is a myth, Mister Evans.”

“Oh, right. Sorry, thought you said something else.”

Again, a smile. “What did I say?”

“I thought you said, Miss…” I sigh. “Never mind.”

“Inhale. Take it as deep as you can, hold it, then let it go.”

I do as she says, and immediately I feel my head get light, my face warms suddenly, and my cock begins to throb erect. My anus begins to tickle, and suddenly I feel incredibly horny.

“Again.”

The more I inhale, the sexier I feel, the hornier I feel. I begin to feel desperate, I just want to feel, to be touched.

“How do you feel Miss Evans?” She asks me.

“Amazing.”

She smiles, tilting her head as she strokes my hair. “Tell me about the first moment of happiness you can remember.”

I filter through my memory, trying to think back to a time when my parents took me to a theme park, and I try to say that, but what comes out is something different. “

“I was playing in the attic when I knocked over a box of old lingerie. It was my mother’s. I tried on a red satin and lace nightie and it felt so nice.”

Holy crap. That was one buried memory, and one I’d spoke to a therapist about. At the time, she told me most boys experiment with crossdressing at a young age, and that was not something to worry about. But I never once considered how I felt in the lingerie.

“Why did you feel good?” The woman asks.

“Because the material felt so nice on my skin and I felt pretty.”

“Tell me about a sad moment from that time.”

Suddenly, I want to cry. I feel so hurt and disappointed. “When I heard my parents coming home, I had to take the lingerie off. I was so sad that I couldn’t wear it all the time.”

That wasn’t true. No, I was sad because I knew my parents would argue again, as they often did. At least, I think that was why I was sad.

“Tell me about a moment from that time when you were angry.” The woman says, stroking my face.

“I was angry after I took it off, and for months after. I was angry because girls got to wear lingerie, but boys were not allowed. I wanted satin knickers, but I had horrible boxers.”

Again, I had never once consciously thought any of that, so where was this coming from? What’s going on?

“Now, tell me about a moment of greatest sexual pleasure.”

“Before Carrie was my wife, or my girlfriend, she was dating another man, a colleague. We went out together to a party, and she was kissing him. I was drunk, almost asleep. She thought I wasn’t watching, but I was as she fucked him. He watched me watching. I wanted to keep watching. I want to watch her again.”

Jesus fucking Christ. Harry Renklin. What a cunt that was! He dumped her for another woman, and I was left to console her, hence why we ended up together. Yes, I watched her get fucked, and yeah, it was hot, but I mean, come on! I was single at the time, it was like watching porn in real life.

But now this woman has her hand on my cock, rubbing it again. “When you are around other men, how do you feel?”

“I listen. I don’t have much to say.” I tell her.

“When men flirt with your wife, how does that make you feel?”

“Scared, but excited. I want her to go further. I want her to do more.”

“You’re weak, aren’t you? Compared to other men, you’re weak.” She then places the bowl under my nose again. “One deep inhale, then repeat my words.”

I inhale, but I’m confused. Why would I feel weak? I’m powerful, I’m rich, I work for myself. Okay, I don’t say much around men, because I’m introverted, but that’s all. But I’m inhaling and remembering what she just said, and my cock hurts from how hard it is, and now my prostate is tingling, desperate to be played with.

“You’re weak.”

“I’m weak.”

“You’re not a real man.”

“I’m not a real man.”

“Your wife deserves a real man.”

“My wife deserves a real man.” God this feels so hot. Why?

“You would prefer to not to use your penis for physical penetration anymore.”

“I’d prefer not to use my penis for physical penetration anymore.”

“You wish your wife was more adventurous, more like you, more willing to experiment, more willing to take a lover, to fall in love with another, and use you as a toy, a plaything, and device. Then follow on with your thoughts.”

“I wish my wife was more adventurous, more like me, more willing to experiment, more willing to take a love, to fall in love with another, to use me as a toy, a plaything, and device. I wish she would burn my horrible male clothes, make me wear lingerie, satin, lace.”

Her fingers are in my rectum again, massaging my prostate once again.

“Yes. A sissy. You want to be a sissy.” She’s grinning at me now.

“Yes! Yes! A sissy! I want to be a sissy! I want it! I want it! Please! Please!”

I wanted none of this, I’m sure. Not once in my memory did I ever think about any of this. I never once read porn about this, nor did I actively seek any of this out. But right now, right in the moment, god yes please! If this happens, I will be forever grateful…wait? What? No, that’s not right.

Again, my cock is drooling as she’s ruined another orgasm.

“Come, back to bed. Time to rest.” She says, leading me back to the bed, which once again, is pink. Wait, was it pink before or black? Hold on, no, that’s a mistake. This pink silk is lined with black lace, the pillow cases and the duvet. Maybe that was it?

The soft silk and lace feels great against my skin, like a lost piece of me returned, but before falling asleep, I’m given another tea. I drink it down without question, because why would I? Just an hour in, and I feel amazing, the best I’ve ever felt. It could only get better, right?

Did you enjoy it baby? Carrie asks me. What did I enjoy?

Carrie is in a black lace bra, matching black suspenders, and black seamed stockings. Something is running down her left leg. Cum. It must be mine, right?

Matt took me so many times, baby. Carrie explains. And poor baby, sat gagged in the corner in your pretty wickle pink dressie-wessie. Ah, jealous that I got his cock this time and not you? Well, that’s okay. You can suck his cum from my used cunt.

Now her cunt is over my mouth. God, let it drip on me. Yes, she forcing it out of herself, forcing the cum out of her into my mouth and oh, oh how it tastes so good. But forcing it out of her is doing something else. She can’t hold back, instead, she let’s loose, a torrent of golden nectar. Yes, urinate on me. I want it. I need it. I don’t deserve to be a human, just a filthy toilet slut.

Oh look, here he is. Back again. Matt’s out of the bathroom watching Carrie urinate on me. Come here darling. She says to Matt. Come piss on your little sissy lover.

Yes! Yes you beautiful man, come piss on me.  Come.

“Wake up sissy!” The voice says.  “Wake up Miss Evans.”

Suddenly, I’m awake, lying in the pink bed, soaked through. My robe is soaked. The pink robe…wait, was it pink?  I thought it was black. No, it’s pink. Hot pink with black lace.

But why is it soaked.

“It seems you had an accident, Miss Evans.”

“I’m sorry.” I say, feeling embarrassed.

“Very naughty, aren’t you?”

“Yes…I’m sorry.” I feel horrible. How could I piss myself? Jesus!

“It’s time for your next treatment anyway.”

They pull me to my feet, leading me back to the bath, where I’m bathed once again, and all I can think about is how confused I am. What is happening here and why do I enjoy it?
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They gave me a new robe, another pink one, shorter again, a lot more lace. Before putting it on me, the girls rub cream on my chest and penis again, then lead me through to another room. However, the politeness of previously is now gone, replaced by a firmness.

“Take the robe off.” One snapped. “Time for your first massage. Onto the table.”

The other girl has left, leaving snappy. She’s naked again, but this time her knickers are off, revealing a soft penis. She’s a ladyboy, and where I would have been shocked some hour or so previously, I am no longer shocked. For some reason, my body reacts positively to seeing her, my cock swells.

The massage is an oil one, probably the same oil as before.  It’s actually really good, painful, but in that good way. It loosens me up. She gets closer to me, her touch feels sexy, intimate. Her breathing is soft but slightly laboured now. I can feel her breath on me. Then she’s up onto the table, climbing next to me. I feel her leg touch mine as she rubs my back, manipulating each muscle with grace. I feel her weight and warmth rest on me, her smooth testicles graze my backside.

She’s closer now. Her breasts on my back, slipping down me as she expertly massages my neck and back. But that’s not all I feel.

The oil is worked into my body and I feel a euphoria. For the first time, I open my eyes and look down. The stuff I was breathing in earlier is back, this time a far bigger tub, which would explain why I feel so horny.

“You need it, don’t you?” The girl whispers.

“Yes.”

“Yes what?”

I don’t know. What does she want to hear?

“We are all goddesses here. To you. I am a goddess. Every woman is a goddess. You are what?”

“Filth, goddess.”

“Indeed.” Her mouth is right next to my ear, and I can feel her hand, moving behind me. “You need it, don’t you?”

“Yes goddess.”

“Then you shall have it. You shall want it forever. It’s the only thing you’ll ever want. But you’ve never wanted it until now, have you?”

“No goddess.” And I hadn’t. I never wanted to be fucked by a cock. I still didn’t want a man to fuck me. But this beautiful woman? Yes, I definitely wanted it.

“You will enjoy this, so much, that you’ll want it from anyone. But after today, you’ll never want it from a girl like me again. You’ll want men. Real men. Big men. Manly men. You love men. Men are all you think about.”

I can’t answer. I can’t tell her she’s wrong. Why? Because I am struggling with the fact that a huge cock has just entered me, the fact that I’m now in excruciating pain, and this thing is still going in me.

“This is all you will ever want. In fact, repeat this,” She whispers, still pushing her huge dong into me. “This is all I ever wanted.”

“This is all I ever wanted.”

“You don’t want to fuck your wife anymore, do you?”

“No. No more. I don’t want to fuck Carrie anymore.”

“You just want cock don’t you?”

“Yes! Yes please! Only cock.”

This is amazing. She’s thrusting in and out, taking me, using me, and it feels so perfect. How had I never experienced this before? I never want it to end. 

“Inhale deep.” She whispers, and I do. “Cock is best.”

“Cock is best.”

“Pussy is disgusting.”

“Pussy is disgusting.”

Again, she’s massaging me, but at the same time, cock is now pounding me.  I can’t stop. I need it more and more. Now though, more hands are on me. Others are in the room, massaging my feet and legs, watching this amazing woman turn me into someone I never imagined being.

“It feels good, right?” She asks me.

“So good.” I breathe.

“Imagine how it tastes.”

My eyes open slowly, as does my mouth. The Thai ladyboy in front of me moves forward and I know what is coming. Like the one in my rectum, this one is big too, but I instinctive do what my brain is telling me to do, my lips gently closing around it as she pushes forward, down my throat.

“Swallow.” Says the woman fucking my anus.

I swallow, and in a strange movement, my throat opens, accepting more of the hard cock. It hurts, but I like the pain. The pain is good, it means I’m taking more.

“Breathe through your nose. You’re a natural. Remember you’re a natural.”

Everything feels right, that I’m how I should be. The taste, the feeling, this is my life, this is me. And now that the cock in my anus is pounding me hard, I wonder why I never let Matt do this to me. All these times I had the chance to experience genuine pleasure, and I passed on it.

“Did you realise what a little cum whore you are?” The woman asks, knowing I can’t answer. The woman in my rectum is swelling, I can feel it. On the one hand, I don’t want it to end, but on the other, I desperately want to feel her climax inside me.

“Cum is so nice, so tasty. Just like piss. When you realise you are a little slut, a bottom feeder, the lowest of the low, and you realise you belong there, then that is when you…” she pauses, “Oh my god!” The cum shoots inside me, and I can feel the spots of warmth fill me. “That’s when you will realise you always were there, always were a filthy bottom, a whore for men. You’re a bottom feeder. A nobody. You’re a disgusting, filthy, whore. A gay whore. Understood?”

“Mmmmm.” I moan, sucking on the cock which is skull fucking me now.

The woman’s cock in my rectum is softening, so I feel her move off me, only to be replaced by someone else. Much to my relief, another cock is inside me.

“Finally, I think you’re starting to understand your little birthday present, aren’t you?” Woman number one says, now crouching next to my face. My eyes focus on her as I continue to suck on this glorious cock in my mouth. “And this is just the beginning. The funny thing is, when we do this to sissy boys like you, they sometimes think we are hypnotising them, drugging them, but the truth is, this has been inside you forever. You can’t make someone gay, they always were gay. It would be sad to leave you be, because by the time you would realise you are gay, you may be too old to want to do anything with it, or you would end up upsetting dear Carrie.  But now, now you get to start a new life. You will leave here a new person, Miss Evans, a sissy, a cum whore, and gay slut, a bottom feeder.”

I felt her lick my face.  “This massage lasts another hour and a bit. It changes every ten minutes or so now.”

The cock in my mouth is swelling now. I close my eyes, inhaling through my nose, smelling the chemically-floral smell from beneath me, and feeling my head spin and my eyes droop. The moment the cum hits my throat and tongue, I’m sucking for dear life.

“Savour that taste. Tell me you love it.”

“I love it.” I pant, licking and kissing the cock. But now she’s pulling away. “No, please, more.”

“Don’t worry sissy.”

Another hard cock as at my face. I look up and realise this is no longer a shemale, but rather a muscular black man smiling down at me. I gulp, but then open, accepting the new cock.

“Enjoy this beautiful, sexy man. It is the last beautiful sexy man you will get today.” The woman at my face tells me.

Behind me, the other shemale in my rectum cums, filling me, before getting off me, ready for what I assume is the next person. I open my eyes to see a fat bearded man walk around me. He looks dirty, and I want to say no, to say stop, but as I inhale, I feel horny again. Before I know it, he’s inside me, pounding and grunting.

“Aw yeah! Fuck, he’s tight.” The old fat man is saying.

The men keep coming now, one in my mouth, one in my anus. I realise the longer this is going on, the rougher and dirtier they look. I see a man walk in, he’s filthy, looks homeless, sores on his body. I’m trying to protest, he’s ill, it’s not right.

“Please.” I say, this is too much.

“All will be explained later, I promise.” The woman smiles. “This is the last one for this session. Just enjoy it. Understand why him. Understand, you are lower than him, right?”

“Yes goddess.” I say, inhaling a deep breath. “Yes, I’m so filthy.”

“Good sissy. Now let him in. Let him give you his filthy, toxic cum. No going back. No getting out.”

“Yes, fuck me.”

Another homeless person enters, going straight to my mouth. He’s foul, he stinks, but I take him anyway, and although my brain wants me to vomit at the disgusting taste in my mouth, it also wants me to take more.

The man in my anus doesn’t last long. He’s filling me with his cum and pulling out. Then moments later, the filthy man in my mouth cums, and I swallow it with gusto.

“Inhale.” The woman says, then pulls me to my feet. “Another short sleep.”

I quite imagine that I’m going to be washed, but not this time. This time, I’m handed a short pink nightie, the pink and black robe, and lead straight to the pink silk bed. I fall asleep to more smooth sounds, but now, I hear words in the background. “I love my Matt. Matt is my dream man. Matt is my master. I give my wife to Matt. All Carrie ever really wanted was Matt.”

You need to take these tablets every morning. Carrie is explaining to me. I’d seen the box before. She began taking them about nine months before my birthday. We hadn’t been fucking back then for a while, and for some time after that too. I thought it was something more to do with her uterus, but why did she want me to take them now too. You’ll be fine, stop worrying. Matt has been taking them for years now. One Truvada per day, then the others and you’ll be perfectly healthy. It’s not the death sentence it once was.

What was she talking about?

Matt’s waiting for us. She’s saying. He’s brought men for you. You know what he likes to watch you do.

Yes Mistress. I say, and she strokes my cheek.

I like to watch you do it too. I like what you’ve become.

Me too Mistress.

I like the look of disappointment when your parents see you like this. Dressed like this. Knowing how you make money now. Knowing that anyone can have you for a fiver. I feel powerful.

The room is filled with dirty men. People Matt has pulled in off the street. I walk into the middle of them, my petticoat causing the little skirt to expose my tattooed backside. The arrows pointing to my rectum, diseased cumdump – no condoms allowed.

Hands are grabbing me. The men are slapping me, throwing me around. I’m crying, begging no, but still they take me, and I love it. I love it because Carrie is laughing, and Matt is just looking at me with sheer lust. I love you, Matt cries out. I love you Stephanie!

Stephanie? I think to myself, as cocks enter me.

“Time to wake up Stephanie.” I hear, and just like that, I’m awake, surrounded by dirty old men fucking me in the bed, urinating on me from above.

I moan as I suck with wanton desire. Moan accepting this filthy cock in my arse. Not once do I question why I’m doing it, but rather, I wonder if I can ever go back to being the old Steve after this.
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I’m no longer washed, just taken to the next room covered in piss and cum, still in the nightie. The woman responsible for my transformation is there, along with several men, all clearly men from the street. All of them are skinny, skin potted with sores and scars. One of them is coughing continuously.

“By now, you have realised why you are here. Mr Sullivan paid for this treatment because he wants you to be his toy, and that’s what you want now too. It’s too late for you to back out. But Mr Sullivan has a set of tastes. He wants a sissy slave who he can whore out on the cheap. He wants that because it turns him on to watch. He’s a sadist, so he likes to see his sissies in pain, especially the ones he cares about. As such, he wants to see you passed around, used, and beaten. He doesn’t want to have to run you to the hospital every five minutes, so you’re going to need to take a beating.” She explains.

She picks up a crop. “This is a one hour session, the first twenty minutes of which will be performed by me. I will beat you using whips and crops, and we will not be using safe words. I expect you will pass out, but you will be fine. Then, for the remainder of the time, these gentlemen will use you as they see fit. They are all friends of Mr Sullivan and you will be meeting them again. All of them are bisexual, and all are part of Mr Sullivan’s gay fight-sex group. You will be punched, kicked and beaten, whilst you are raped.”

“This seems extreme.” I say, my body shaking with a mixture of fear and desire.

“It does, but this time, I will not be providing you with the salts for you to sniff. You must be able to take this completely sober.”

She politely leads me to a chain hanging from the ceiling where I am cuffed with the chain pulled up, stretching me into the air. Finally, she cuffs my ankles. “I won’t gag you. You needn’t worry about your screams, this room is fully soundproof, I assure you.”

The first strike is with a whip. I had read in the past that before a whipping, a light spanking helps increase the blood flow, reducing the scarring and pain. No such luck this time. It was an immediate pelting, one after another at full force without break. My screams and begs went unnoticed. For twenty minutes, with breaks only to change the type of whip, this woman beat me. I hoped to pass out as she said, but I found myself awake through the entirety. It is hard to describe just how painful it is to be whipped constantly, and I’m sure the human body is not designed for it, but at some point, the brain turns off and suddenly you find yourself drifting away. It really is remarkable.

By the time we reached the twenty minute mark, I was smiling, grinning, begging for more. That was the point when she let me down, and I knew what was coming next.

As blood poured from my back, buttocks, legs and chest, I was pulled against one of the skinny men, his arms potted by track marks and open sores rubbing up against my cracked, wounded skin. His hard cock, unsheathed, slams into my rectum, making me scream from the pain of being penetrated without lubricant in one go. As he fucks me, holding my arms back, another man comes over, grabbing my jaw and slamming his tongue into my mouth, as he does so, I feel his knee jut up and smack me in my testicles.

I can’t collapse, the other man has me held tight, and this just encourages the ballbuster to punch my gut, before punching my face.  For some reason, this makes the man in my arse hornier. He cums.

For the next forty minutes, the sexy shemale is sat watching, grinning, masturbating whilst I’m passed from one man to another, slapped and punched, whilst being fucked senseless. They pushed my to the ground and stand on me as I’m waterboarded with rank piss.

None of this seems normal. It’s perverse and wrong on so many levels, and yet, I beg them for more. Do more to me, hurt me, rape me, fill me with cum.

Eventually though, this stops and the men leave. I’m laying there in a pool of piss, sweat and blood, panting as the shemale crouches over me. “Beautiful.” She whispers.  “How do you feel?”

“Used.”

“Good. It will be like that for you every day now. But tell me, how do you feel knowing this was done to you by your best friend? Knowing you are his now.”

“I don’t know. I don’t know what I’ll tell Carrie.”

The woman bursts out laughing. “Oh baby girl, you think Carrie wasn’t in on this? I’ll let you into a secret. You wife and Matt have been fucking since your wedding night. You didn’t really have one, because you got drunk. So Carrie and Matt stayed up all night drinking, and that was when Carrie told her about you watching her have sex with her ex. She said it was one of the most amazing experiences for her, but she knew you loved it even more. Matt ended up taking her to bed and fucking her on top of you. You were passed out. They’ve been fucking ever since.

“But then about eleven months ago, Matt admitted to Carrie that he was infected, and so she got tested too. She tested positive, but she didn’t know how to tell you. She started on the tablets, stopped having sex with you until she came back as undetectable. That’s why you have been clean until now.  But recently, she saw how sad and lonely you’d become. She talked to Matt and he told her a story you told him when you were really drunk, about how you tried on lingerie and loved it. Together, they realised that could be with you as one big family, and turn you into their plaything.”

Fuck! I am so lost for words, so angry, sad, excited and turned on at the same time.

“But Carrie made sure to check with me first. She wanted the first portion of this to be a test of the truth. Was this what you really wanted? I believe it is. Maybe not exactly the way you wanted, but I doubt Carrie and Matt wanted it either.”

I try to say something, to respond, but I can’t string together words. Instead, she smiles again and strokes my face.

“You gave me moments of your life that made you happy, sad, excited and angry. None of those moments involved your wife as she is now. Now, they all do. I know it seems bad, but you will be fine. You will be happy.”

“But…I want to be healthy.”

“Please!” She laughs. “Today, the tablets work, and I think there’ll be a cure in just a few years. But for now, you are free to be you. Nobody wanted this. I promise you that. All Carrie wanted was for you to be part of her new life with Matt.”

I gulp. “With Matt?”

“He loves Carrie, and Carrie loves him. And both love you. Matt has loved you forever, and it pained him to see you with her, hence why he could never settle.”

“I never knew.”

I felt the woman’s lips connect with my cheeks, softly reassuring me that everything is alright, but I’m still confused and scared. It’s hard not to be, after growing up all my life with the belief that infected eventually die a brutal death. And yet, she was correct. I could not stop feeling desperately excited and horny by this disastrous turn of events, like I had been used as a piece of trash, and that, in itself was sexy.

“Come.” She said, leading me into a new room.

For the first time, I find myself in a white room. It actually looks like some sort of modern surgery with a strange chair in the middle of the room. Stirrups hold me legs wide in the air. For the next thirty minutes, five women in latex gloves begin using a strange device on my body, whilst a male doctor watches on. The treatment causes small stabbing pains on my skin. Nowhere is spared except my scalp and to an extent, my eyebrows.  They were permanently removing my hair.

“Normally, this needs to happen over multiple sessions, but here we’re are combining methods to get rid of most of your pubic hair, and such.” The male doctor explains.

Once that is done, I am oiled all over again, and once more, I drift into a drug induced stupor. In true clockwork orange fashion, my eyelids are bolted open as glasses and a headset are placed over my eyes and ears, drops randomly dripping onto my corneas to keep them from drying out. Finally, a breathing mask is placed onto my nose and mouth, which is then linked to a large tank. The moment is turned on, I can smell the strange floral, chemical smell of the earlier stuff. Instantly, I find myself horny and desperate, and that is when the sounds and images flicker.

Tailored brainwashing videos and sounds play over and over, reminding me of how I felt in satin, the feeling on my skin, the feeling of lace gently tickling me. Telling me to imagine being able to wear it forever, to only wear it, reminding me of how sad I was to take it off, and how angry I was that I couldn’t wear it, but now I can, now I want to wear it forever, and it has to be as feminine as possible, lace, satin, silk, pinks, reds, baby-blue, and so on.

But I’m not a woman, or at least, the video is reminding me of that. I’m not a man, but I’m not a woman. I shouldn’t try to look like a woman. I’m a sissy. I want the world to see me as queer, as strange, as different. I want the world to know that I don’t deserve respect. I want the world to know I’m a bottom feeder, a no-limit, no-care slut.

As I’m watching this, I’m not really aware of what the doctor is doing to me. It is only when I am released and allowed to look at myself that I can see the results of his work. My ears have been pierced, two dangling hoops placed in them, rather than sleepers. My nipples have been pierced with two bars. My navel now had a small pink gem in it. And my cock now has a Prince Albert piercing which has been neatly placed and locked in a very small metal chastity device.

I look for the lock, trying to determine how to get it off, but see nothing. A metal cover has been placed over the locking mechanism and welded shut.

“The device is titanium.” Says the woman. “E-clips have been placed on the four metal rods which enter the shaft to prevent removal. The lock has been placed in and the key melted into the mechanism, and then welded closed. Then a metal shield has been welded over the lock.  The bars are designed to flatten your penis to make it look more like a clitoris, but also to be tight. Should anyone try to remove the cage with any sort of grinder or cutter, it will almost certainly result in injury.”

“So it can never be removed?” I ask her, but as I say these words, I smile, grin. “Thank you.” I gasp, but it’s my brain saying this, not my mouth. I don’t want to be locked in chastity, I want to be free, don’t I? “Thank you so much.” I say to her. “I never want to use my cock again. I’m a bottom bitch.”

“I know you are sissy.”

Once more, I am led out of the room and back to bed. More men are waiting for me, and this time I pounce into them, kissing and cuddling as I feel the first cock enter me. I can’t believe how much I need this, so much.

Previously, when I was sent to bed, they had given me something to help me sleep, but this time, there was no sleeping. This time it was about pushing as much cum inside me as possible.

As I feel cock number four slide inside my now well-lubricated arsehole, I notice the door open and more men enter.  The room is now full with men, thirty or forty, making out, slamming drugs, sniffing poppers, all waiting for a go on me.

Hands were roaming all over my body, twisting my painful nipples, rubbing the smooth silk along my sensitive skin, choking me on cock. And then I feel something change. Instead of a cock in my anus, someone is pouring in lubricant as gloved fingers work their way in. Pain engulfs me as the hand tries to push all the way in. Others are helping, pulling my cheeks apart, and tears run down my face, until with a slurp the hand slides inside me, filling me up. Suddenly, it’s no longer pain but intense pleasure filling me up, as the man slides his hand back and forth. For a moment, I wonder if I’ll ever be able to close my anus up again.

My question is answered minutes later when the fist is replaced by another cock.

I needn’t have worried about not sleeping. Around the time I feel the thirtieth cock slide inside me, I also realise I can’t keep my eyes open. So overpowered was I by the cocks, cum, and poppers constantly under my nose, that I simply pass out.
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“I need to use the toilet.” I tell the girl, but looking down at myself, I realise I need more than the toilet. My nightie is crusted with old piss and cum, my anus is sore and stuck together by old cum; and I think I have lockjaw, because it hurts from the number of dicks I’ve sucked.

“Fine.” The girl says, leading me to a toilet where she stands and watches me shit. Thankfully, given I have had zero food, I’m actually just shitting out cum. Lots and lots of cum.

Next, the girl leads me to some showers, where water blasts me all over, cleaning me completely, before I soak in the bath again. Instead of two sexy transsexuals cleaning me this time, two skinny white boys shaved heads and tattoos across their bodies, bath with me, cleaning me from top to bottom. I’m not sure why, but I can feel my dick trying to get hard inside the cage as I look at these men I wouldn’t have considered looking at before; but now I find them desperately sexy.

“The final part of your journey.” The girl says as we walk to another room. Except, it’s not another room. It’s the changing room where I put my clothes. That door is open, the clothes are gone, and in its place is a small pink satin and white lace handbag. “Your personal items like phone and purse are inside the handbag.  We have burned your male clothes as you no longer need them.” Somehow I had a feeling that the clothes were gone long before I got back there.

The woman then opens one of the many cabinets to reveal pink satin sissy dresses.  They’re all variations of pink with either white or black lace trim. She then opens another to reveal maid-dresses, some pink, some black, baby-blue, red and purple. “These are your formal working dresses for home when you are in the presence of your Master and Mistress.”

The clacking of the woman’s heels continues, as she opens her next cabinet. Shiny latex, PVC, vinyl and spandex dresses, crop-tops and other items. Under that cabinet, she opens a draw showing off hot-pants and micro-skirts of the same colours and materials. “This is your streetwear. Your Mistress has asked that you be prepared to work as a whore from time to time. These will be the clothes you wear for that purpose.”

Finally, one more large cabinet opened to reveal silk and satin blouses in white, cream, various pinks and blacks, and with that, women’s trousers, all thin, shiny, and very effeminate. She pointed out the midi and long satin skirts in there too.

“All of these clothes will be packed in time for your departure in a short while.” She says, opening several large drawers to reveal a multitude of bras, panties, stockings, suspender-belts, corsets, and the like.  “Your Mistress has selected your going-home outfit next door.  Come.”

We walk into a bright white room where several women in white outfits wait us. Within seconds, I’m placed on a small podium and having a tight pink and white satin corset wrapped around me. Hands are pulling at my chest, trying to create some semblance of cleavage. Looking down, I feel a little sad to see there is not much there.

White stockings slide up my smooth legs before being adjusted. Warm hands clip the straps of the suspenders from the corset in place, before pink ruffled full-cut panties are held out for me.  I step into them without hesitation.

Next is a short, very puffy, multi-layered white lace petticoat. And once that is tied in place, I step into the short pink and white-lace satin party dress. The moment I’m inside, she zips and locks in place with a small padlock, before putting lacy gloves on me, and a pink and white lace choker, complete with jingle bell.

I hate to admit it, but I feel wonderful, perfect, better than I have ever felt in my life. The material feels so amazing that I could live in it forever, which I almost certainly will. 

“Come, sit.” The woman says, placing me in a soft white leather chair.

For the next half hour, women with small electric devices attached by cords work on my face, around my lips and my eyebrows. Painful pin-pricks cause me to hiss a little. Then with syringes in hand, they inject my top and bottom lips, causing them to swell like balloons.

Injections are made around the edge of my scalp, and then they wait. Seconds later, one of them uses a small scalpel to make a slight incision on either side of the face, just inside the scalp area.  She then pulls my skin back and up tight and holds it there, as the other woman gives me an injection of something around the cheeks. Instantly, I feel my nerves numb a little and my skin tighten further. Using a few stitches, and some adhesive, she closes each of the small wounds, before painting the area with more disinfectant.

Next, a tray of cosmetics is moved over and immediately, one sets to work painting my face, whilst the other works on my medium-length hair, clipping something to the hair.

Make-up done, the other now dyes my hair in one go, before styling it. It’s long, but she trims it to make it all look natural.

The final touch, shoes. Pink very high heeled pumps, with padlocks around the ankles to keep me in place.  The heels themselves were so high that I felt like my foot was almost vertical.

“Stand.” The first woman ordered. “When you walk, move your hips and place one foot in front of the other. Keep your stride short, but make sure your back is straight, and your head is held high. Place the heel down like this.”

I try to follow her instructions, almost breaking my ankle in the process.  But after a few attempts, I realise it isn’t all that hard, so long as you walk with confidence. The moment you slouch then that is the moment things get uncomfortable.

Another woman walks in and whispers something to the main woman, who nods.  “She’s ready now anyway.” Then turning to me. “It seems we’re out of time. You Mistress is here to pick you up.  Are you ready?”

That’s a good question. Am I ready?  Part of me feels excited to begin this new chapter, whilst another feels scared. I guess I won’t know until I do it.

“Yes Madam.” I reply, softly.

“Would you like to see the final result?” She smiles.

I nodded slowly.  “Yes please.”

I’m led to a large mirror where I see the sissy I’ve become for the first time. The dress is stunning, and I look so feminine in it. But my face doesn’t look female, nor does it look male. They’ve tattooed some make-up on me, lasered and reapplied my eyebrows, and given my lips collagen to give me true blow-job lips.  Botox and a light skin lift around the cheekbones makes them look slightly exaggerated.  If anything, I look like Pete Burns when he was blonde.  I suppose, it is the ideal look for a sissy like me.

“I look amazing.” I say, happy with the new over-the-top sissy version of myself.

She smiles at me. “It’s at this point, I need to tell you something.”

“The men were all clean.” I say, nodding. “I’m clean too.”

“Correct. We wouldn’t dare infect you with anything. We needed to see how you would react.”

“I think I knew that anyway. What you said about Carrie and Matt though?”

“Unfortunately, that is true. They have been on treatment for a while now, and Carrie made sure to avoid you for sex until she knew she was safe.”

I nod, slowly.  “Let’s go.”

We walk through the doors from whence I had entered more than six hours previously, and into the huge black entrance hall, where Carrie is sat waiting, nervously chewing on her bottom lip.  The moment she sees me, she stands, gasping in delight before running over.

“Oh Stephanie!” She cries out, hugging me. “You’re so beautiful! I love you! Thank you for doing this!”

I smile back at her, and say, “Thank you for giving me this.” Then I inhale and what comes next seems to come far easier than I had imagined it. “I want a divorce.”

Carrie’s eyes instantly widen and begin watering.  The girl who had been with me throughout my transformation, gasped in shock. “But why?” The girl asks.

I turn to face her. “I love you, don’t get me wrong, and I love all of this. But you’ve been lying to me. You’ve been laughing at me behind my back. You looked me in the eyes and told me you loved me.”

“So?” She asks, looking confused and pissed. “I do love you, otherwise I would’ve divorced you. Matt loves you, like seriously, just as much as I do, and not like a friend. We both love you.  What’s the problem?”

“The problem is, if you lied about this, then what else have you or will you lie about? A relationship survives because of trust.”

The confusion and anger was shifting on her face, and bit by bit, I could see that it was dawning on her that I was ending things. Tears began to trickle down her face and her hands began to twist with one another. “I’m sorry.”

Suddenly, I felt a pang of sadness. I really didn’t want to leave her, but I couldn’t see any other way forward. I decided on a middle-ground.

“Look, I’ll stay with you both for a while until I can find a place to live. You and Matt can live together, and I’ll take the spare room.” I tell her, and immediately, hope returns to her face.

“Okay!” She squeaks.

“I still want a divorce.”

She nods, though in her eyes I can see she thinks she can convince me to stay. Maybe she can, I don’t know. I just know that I’m disappointed.

Seeing things are settling a little, the woman who transformed me speaks up. “We’ve already sent your things on to your place, and we’ll remove your male items.” She pauses, looking from Carrie to me. “Should we tell them not to?”

I don’t hesitate. “No, absolutely not. I’m done with that life now.”

“Okay, good.”
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The taxi journey home was silent. Carrie occasionally shifted her gaze to me, then back out of the window, wiping away a tear. I felt sorry for her, I didn’t want to hurt her, same as she probably didn’t want to hurt me. But communication is key in a marriage. Had she spoken to me about her needs, I would have listened. Instead, we simply sat in silence.

I decided to break the tension a bit. “Why sissification?”

She looked up at me, surprised to hear me speak. “Um, well, you once got drunk and told Matt about how you tried on you mom’s old things. He told me about it, so I read up on crossdressing. That was when I came across sissification stories. It got me horny, and somehow, you fit perfectly as my, well, perfect sissy slave. I wanted you like that so much.”

Shaking my head, I sighed and looked away from her. “Why didn’t you just talk to me?” I mumbled more to myself.

“It just wouldn’t be the same.” She sighed softly.

I didn’t understand what she meant by that. Perhaps she thought I would have said no. Maybe I would have, I don’t know. For some reason though, her reply made me even more angry, so much so I wanted to scream at her.

To her right, I could see her phone vibrating over and over. Matt was trying to call but she was not picking up.

“Don’t you want to answer that?” I asked her.

“No. I told him not to be there.”

“Why?”

“Because I don’t want him. I want you. That and well…I’ve ruined two lives now.”

“How so?”

“Yours, obviously. I never wanted to hurt you. But Matt’s too. It was my idea to take Matt to that gay club, to tie him down and let any man fuck him. It was me who got him sick. I’m just glad you’re not sick.”

I snorted. I never realised my wife was such a horny slut. “How do you know you didn’t? I need to get tested.”

“Please! You’ve been tested multiple times. You were tested when you were in the clinic. You’re fine.”

“But the men who…”

“All clean for everything. They are a sexual fantasy club for the rich and famous, Steve…”

“Stephanie.” I reminded her, which made her smile for a moment, before tears streamed out of her eyes.

“Stephanie.” She could barely say. “They test for everything. The last thing they want is to get sued.”

I shook my head again. “How much did all this cost?”

“A lot.” She snorted.

“Tell me.”

“I paid half, Matt paid the other half. Don’t worry, I took it out of my inheritance from my grandmother.  In total, with all the clothes and such, we paid just over a hundred thousand pounds.”

“Jesus H. Christ!” I screamed. “Babe, for that money…”

“I know! I know! It was stupid.” She cried.

“Well, no, I enjoyed it a lot. I enjoy who I am now.”

We pulled up outside our house and Carrie paid the driver. She walked up the steps nervously, probably wondering if Matt was still there, but once we were inside, we realised we were alone. It was as she was leaning against the wall to take off her boots that she seemed to realise something she had forgotten. Suddenly, she was sliding down the wall, sobbing, her face buried in her hands.

“I’ve fucked everything up.” She sobbed.

No matter what, I did love her, and seeing her like this broke my heart. I took her in my arms and pulled her in tight. Her tears ran down the exposed shoulder of my sissy dress. “Hey, hey, stop. I’ll stay okay?” I said.

“No! No, no! I don’t want that! I don’t want you to stay because I’m crying! I want you to stay because you want to take this journey with me, or because you want to be with me as my husband. Not because I’m crying.”

“I can’t be your husband anymore. I can’t have sex with you anymore.” I said, pulling up my skirt to show the chastity cage. “It’s sealed tight.”

“I know. I selected it.” She sighed. “Even if we find someone skilled enough to cut through the metal without hurting you, the moment they detach one part of it, it’ll pull the metal cord around your balls. It’s impossible to remove without causing real harm.”

I smiled at her. “Which is really hot.” I admitted, stroking her hair. Then I sighed. “I’ll stay. I’ll stay because I want to do this with you, but not with Matt. I will gladly help you find another lover, but not Matt. I’m done with him.”

“No. I don’t want anyone else. I just want you.”

“What about sex?”

Again, a quick shake of the head. “You have a mouth. We have dildos. I can fuck you with a strap-on. It’ll work, if you are okay with that. But, I’m not sure I can be the dominatrix I thought I could. Not now I’ve realised what I’ve done.”

“That’s fine. I’m happy to give it time if you are?”

Her sad eyes looked into mine for the first time and I honestly saw happiness return to them. She sniffed and nodded, before wrapping her arms around me. 

“I love you so much Steve!”

“Stephanie.” I remind her again with a smile.

“Oh God, that’s going to take some getting used to. Yes, Stephanie.”

For the first few nights, we did not sleep in the same room. I think we both needed time to get used to one another, but I was glad we did, because the waking hours we spent together were nice.

One thing that the clinic couldn’t teach me in that short time was how to apply make-up, so I was glad to have Carrie on-hand to teach me everything, which turned out to be pretty fun. She too learned a lot, because applying make-up to a man was different than to a woman, given that the contouring needed to be changed to hide certain masculine features. It became a fun way to bond, as did dressing up and eventually even shopping together.

We decided that my clothing was either too sissyish, or too slutty, for everyday wear, so instead we bought some items for me which were feminine, sexy, but not slutty. 

Suddenly, I had my best friend back, and then some. If anything, it brought us closer together, to the point that we both agreed it was time to move back in.

“I want you to fuck me.” I told my wife after a heavy make-out session in bed.

“Strap-on?” She whispered with a grin.

“Yes please.”

The feeling of the cold latex entering me was nowhere near as pleasurable as the real thing, but boy did I love the fact that I was getting fucked again, and that it was by Carrie made it that little bit more special. As she fucked me, I reached down to my cage, finding the pierced tip of my cock and gently rubbing it like a clit, until I cried out in climax, my cum drizzling from the tip.

“Fuck that was amazing!” I gasped, feeling the cock slide out of me. “I wanna eat you.”

The strap-on was off in record time and she lay back, pulling her pretty red satin nightie up to reveal her shaved pussy between her slender legs. I dived in with gusto, savouring her sexy taste. She took mere seconds to cum, something which in the past was my challenge.

For the next month, our relationship went from strength to strength, and bit by bit, we introduced femdom into our marriage. It was as I was getting into it that I realised I needed to understand it better, so I decided to read up on it. That obviously led to porn stories, and I found myself getting into cuckolding too. It took me two weeks of reading for something to click in my mind,

“It just wouldn’t be the same.”

At the time, when Carrie said that to me, it made me mad with anger, but it was precisely because this was forced on me that I didn’t understand the statement. She wasn’t afraid I’d say no, but rather it was not the same experience. Forced feminisation was a huge fetish for men and women alike, and reading the stories and putting it together with my own experience, made me realise how much I loved being forced. It was very hypocritical of me, I know, but I was glad she forced me, because if we discussed it, I’d probably over-think it and mess it up.

It made me wonder what all this would have been like if Matt was involved after-all. 

No, this was right. We were building up to it in a way that allowed me to become creative. I would need to free Carrie’s hand, make her want this all over again, but I needed to make her realise that I wanted it too now. That would not be easy, because I may have already ruined her appetite for this. I knew Matt had called her so often that she blocked him, and he didn’t dare call me, but somehow, I needed to get these two together without either of them knowing it was me.

That night, I fucked my wife using a strap-on, something I had been doing recently. However, this time, I added a verbal element to it. “Do you enjoy this cock, Mistress?” I asked.

“Oh yes, sissy, so much!” She moaned with her eyes closed.

“I bet you are glad it’s not my little quick-squirt, right?”

Her eyes opened and looked at me, nervous, before seeing my naughty smile and slowly closing them again. “Oh yes. I’m so glad I had that little thing locked away for good.”

“But I bet Matt felt better than this, right?”

Again, her eyes shot open and she looked horrified. Maybe I had gone too far, but no, once more, she saw my grin and grinned back at me. “So much better.”

“Tell me you miss his cock.”

“I do, I really miss it.”

I closed my eyes. “You want him, don’t you?”

“No. I want you.”

“No!” I snapped. “No, the truth. Tell me you want him. Tell me, I need to hear it.”

“I…I want him. I want his cock.”

“Tell me you love him.”

“I love him.”

“You love him more than me.”

“No! Never! I…”

“Don’t ruin the fantasy!”

“Oh!” She moaned, her body physically shaking with erotic abandon. “Do you want the fantasy or the truth?” She asked, looking away.

“The truth.”

She stopped me from moving the cock and stared into my eyes. “The truth is far more complicated than loving someone more than the other. If I loved him more than you then I wouldn’t be with you. Individually, I’d prefer to spend my life with you, but when I look at all three of us together, I would rather be married to him, making love to him, and seeing you sucking on men’s cocks constantly for my pleasure. Do I love him as a partner more than you? Yes, but only if I get to keep you as my toy to do as I please to.”

The truth was complicated, yes, but I got it. In my cage, I felt my cock try to swell, and I simply nodded, continuing to fuck her with abandon.  I was ready. I was ready to be the person she wanted me to be. I was ready to accept Matt in our lives, and I was ready to submit.

“Then that is what I want too.” I admitted. Her eyes almost threatened me, telling me not to play with her. “I’m ready now. I’m ready to hand myself over to you both. You can do whatever you want to me.”

“Do you really mean that?” She asked, her eyes tearing up and her body shaking.

“Yes. I’m yours. I…” I swallowed. “I want to be your disgusting, bottom slave.”

Without waiting, she jumped off my dildo and pulled me to my feet, ordering me to take off the dildo. She dressed quickly, and I followed suit, putting on a metallic pink micro-dress, and upon her orders, open anus panties.

We drove for a few kilometres, eventually pulling up at a rather run-down looking gay cinema. After paying the entry fee, she led me inside and down into the dark rooms. I was honestly shocked to find that you literally couldn’t see much, but that didn’t stop roaming hands from feeling me up and discovering that I was a sissy.

“You can fuck him bareback.” Said Carrie.

Before I had the chance to respond, I was bent over and a cock was shoved down my throat. As that happened, I felt spittle land between my arse-cheeks, before a cock was pushed inside.

Three hours of fucking. Three hours of being used and filled from both ends. It only ended when a male hand pulled me out. The moment I could see again, I found myself in Matt’s arms, with his lips on mine.  I wrapped my arms around him as we kissed passionate.

“I love you so much.” Matt told me, a small tear in his eye.

“I love you too Matt.” I smiled. “I’m glad my wife is marrying you.”

“Thank you, Stephanie. Thank you understanding. I promise, we’ll never leave you. You never need to work a normal day in your life, all you need to ever do is be a sex slave.”

I stroked his face, and then dropped to my knees. “I hope so, Master. I hope so.”

THE END
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