

His Wife’s Femdom Forced Sissification Revenge:

Phil wants his wife to dress as a slut, but she turns the tables on him......

Phil made no disguise about his fetish for female clothing. He loved the slutty look: short skirts, black stockings, high heels, lots of heavy makeup, and big hair. He was always nagging his wife, Helena, to dress in this way. Well she didn’t mind doing it every so often, a Saturday night in, for example, as a prelude to some vigorous lovemaking, but she got fed up with him wanting her to dress like that all the time. She mostly preferred to wear comfortable clothes in her daily life: trousers or jeans and trainers, her hair tied back, with little or no makeup.  

‘But it turns me on to see you go out to work dressed like a slut, and then when you walk in the door at night, I think of all the men who’ve been fancying you during the day, and I just want to fuck you.’

‘But I don’t want a fuck when I get home from work, I’m too tired’ she protested. ‘Nor do I want to walk about all day at work, and go on public transport looking like a slut. I don’t want men eyeing me up all the time, and I’d rather feel comfortable. I’ll tell you what, why don’t you dress up in heels and slutty clothing and then you’ll see what it’s like?’

‘But I’m a bloke’ he protested.

‘Well, I don’t want to dress like that. You’re the one who seems to love these types of clothes so much- I wonder if you’re a secret tranny. You’re, not are you? A secret tranny, I mean.’

‘Of course not. I just like to see a woman in sexy clothes, it turns me on.’

‘Women aren’t sexual objects you know. We don’t exist just for your   titillation. How would you like it if you had to wear uncomfortable clothes, like high heels and tight skirts all the time just because men liked it?’

‘Well, I wouldn’t mind wearing sexy clothes if they made me attractive to women’ he sniggered ‘I’d wear a pair of tight trousers, maybe even a little makeup, if I thought it would make women fancy me more.’

‘Wearing tight trousers isn’t the same as high heels and a short skirt. Tight trousers are still practical daily wear. You just can’t compare men’s clothes and women’s clothes. Plus, women aren’t really turned on by men’s clothes -  as long as they look smart and clean. I’ll tell you what I’ll do – I’ll wear the clothes you want me to wear every day, including heels, if you wear the same clothes yourself every day for a week.’

‘OK then, it’s a bet’ he said, despite his reservations. But what could possible go wrong. He worked from home as a designer, so he could put the shoes and clothes on in the morning, and when she went to work, he could take them off until she returned in the evening. And then he would get his way. Job sorted.

He thought that she would never implement her idea anyway. So, it was with some surprise that on the following Monday morning, as he was slowly getting up, and she was buzzing around as normal, getting ready for work, when she came into the bathroom after he’d got out of the shower, and said –

‘Don’t put on your usual clothes today.’

‘Why not?’ he exclaimed.

‘Because today’s the day you’re going to start dressing as woman for a week, to see how tough it is, remember. And if you achieve this for a week, then I’ll wear the type of clothes you like, whenever you request it. You’ll be able to tell me at any time during the week, that you no longer wish to wear the clothes, but you will lose the bet, of course.’

‘Fine’ he said. ‘No problem, I’m sure I’ll manage to wear the clothes for a week.’

‘Fair enough’ she said ‘well let’s get you ready then.’

She had it all to hand – the stockings, suspenders, the lacy black panties, the frilly pink blouse. It was one thing to agree to wear women’s clothes as a bet, but when it came to actually wearing them- well, the confusing thoughts he had made him realise that this was a completely different matter. Confusing because not only was he appalled and humiliated, his masculine identity threatened, by the very thought of dressing as a woman, but his hardening cock made him feel even more threatened. He hadn’t expected that. As the silky stockings slid over the legs she’d insisted that he shave, the touch of the material on his bare skin made his penis throb even more. Then the sensual fabric of the panties against his growing cock made it stand fully to attention. God, what was happening to him – both humiliated and turned on at the same time.

Helena finally applied thick, very slutty make up to his face. And then, the coup- de- grace, she put a skull cap over his short hair, and then taping it into place, a long, auburn wig, which cascaded over his shoulders. Phil was surprised to see how much he really looked like a woman. He was completely turned on as he looked at his now, prettily feminine, face in the mirror – something which he quickly tried to push from his mind, screwing up his face and telling himself that he was only doing this for a bet.

With horror, he realized that he wouldn’t be able to take all this makeup off during the day, because he wouldn’t be able to reapply it before she came home. Also, the wig, was fixed on with some sort of tape. Then she picked up the shoes, which he hadn’t noticed. Four-inch-high, strappy court shoes, with a pointed toe-

‘You shouldn’t find these TOO difficult to walk in’ she said. ‘They’re a bit too big for me actually, but I think they’ll fit you all right.’

He picked one up, and immediately felt his cock harden again, which he found very disconcerting, as he touched the delicate straps, felt the fine leather, so unlike sturdy men’s shoes. And when she slipped them on his feet......

His feet were small for a man’s while hers were large for a woman’s, and the shoes did fit him, just about. But then something which he hadn’t bargained for – a small padlock around the buckle of the shoe which she locked with a tiny key. I’ll keep the key she said, so now you won’t be able to take them off.  I’ll unlock them before you go to bed and put them again in the morning. But remember, you can end the bet anytime you want – just tell me you’re unable to continue.’ She smiled triumphantly.

He was gobsmacked, lost for words. He couldn’t remove the wig or make up, and though he could he take off the skirt, he couldn’t remove the stockings, because they wouldn’t go over the shoes, which he obviously couldn’t remove. He was suckered, but resolved that he wouldn’t back out of the bet. Phil wouldn’t ever say he didn’t want to continue to stay dressed as a woman. He wanted to see Helena dressed as a slut so much, and also didn’t want to lose face. If she won this battle, she’d win them all. She’d probably never wear sexy clothes and shoes again.

Amway, his wife went to work, and he remained to work at home, as usual, but now he was dressed in full drag, heels and make up, instead of sweatshirt and jeans. But the thing was that, since adolescence, when he’d sometimes sneaked into his mother’s room and taken clothes from her wardrobe, and lipstick and eye shadow from her dressing -table, and donned the clothes and smeared the makeup on his face, then masturbated before the mirror, he’d always entertained transvestite fantasies, but had never told anyone, or done anything else about it. His wife had been right, when she half-jokingly asked him if he was a transvestite. That was one reason why he was so obsessed with clothing fetishes – the symbols of femininity-sexy clothes, high heels, and makeup. It was as if he desired women so much that he wanted to become one. Though the fantasy of becoming a woman was also involved with being sexually humiliated. But this was something he’d never wanted to acknowledge and had always fought against. But here he was, dressed up like a total tart, and unable to do anything about it. He walked into the room he used as an office, nearly tripping in the heels, and his face stiff under its mask of makeup.  But the most disturbing thing was how turned on he felt. It was as if he was in a permanent state of arousal, and there was nothing he could do about it. Well, theoretically, he could have a wank, by lifting his skirt, and pulling down his knickers, but he would be sure to leave telltale signs of cum over the fabric of the clothes. He didn’t want his wife to have any inkling that he might really enjoy being dressed as a woman. Just then the doorbell rang.

‘Shit’ he membered that he was expecting a parcel. But how could he let the postmen, who knew him, see him like this. He decided that he would open the door slightly and quickly take the parcel in, then close the door. He teetered to the front door and opened it just enough get his hand through –

‘Ms. Kennedy?’ the postman asked, the parcel was obviously for his wife.

‘Yes’ he answered.

The postman thrust the parcel into his outstretched hand.

‘Thank you’ he said, trying to put on a feminine voice, and was about to close the door, when the postmen held out an electronic pad –

‘Sign this please.’

He went to take the pad, which caused him to let go of the door, which blew open in a gust of wind, and there he was resplendent before the postman dressed in high heels, mini skirt, wig and full makeup. But barely a flicker of expression crossed the postman’s face-

‘Thank you madam’ he said, and walked off.

He watched him go down the path, feeling completely humiliated. Humiliated, but also completely turned on by the whole experience. Did the postman really think he was a woman? Did he fancy him? ‘How ridiculous,’ he said to himself, ‘if he fancied you it was because he must be gay -you don’t look like a proper woman.’ Or did he? the thought of the postman thinking he was an attractive woman aroused him even more.

He collapsed onto the sofa, breathless with the stress of it all. He reviewed the situation, bizarre as it was. He was, wearing women’s clothes in an effort to get his wife to wear sexy clothes that turned him on. Women’s clothes which he couldn’t remove, and had discovered, a fantasy which he had tried hard to suppress, that wearing women’s clothes turned him on, becoming excited at the thought that another man might fancy him dressed as a woman. Just what was going on here? He felt confused, his sense of masculinity threatened, to say the least.  He felt like having a whisky, despite the early hour, and the fact that he was meant to be working. But he found it impossible to concentrate on work at the moment. Sitting at his desk, gazing at the computer screen, he was inexorably drawn to go online.  He typed –

‘Cross dresser’ into the search engine, and pages of stuff came up. Stuff about transvestitism- ‘causes of’, ‘wives of’, ‘images of.’ He clicked on the images, and saw a host of male cross-dressers, some obviously and humiliatingly of men looking ridiculous in maid’s costumes, or with bellies bulging beneath lycra bodysuits, five o’clock shadows visible beneath powdered, rouged faces. But other photos of what looked really glamorous women. Some were of what seemed a most attractive woman, but then you realized ‘she’ was holding her dress up, to reveal a large penis poking from her knickers, or a telltale bulge barely concealed beneath them. Often, there was a glamorous, dominant woman involved forcing the man into female clothes, and making him lick the soles of her high heels or her stinking feet, or using his mouth as an ashtray. Or even, horror of horrors, give a blow job to a male lover, often black.

‘God, I can’t deal with this,’ he muttered. He realized that the humiliation aspect was making him incredibly turned on, and quickly clicked onto another website. His football team, yes, that’s what he really wanted to look at- his football team’s latest news. Yet, the bulge beneath his knickers prevented him from pretending that had never looked at photos of transvestites. Almost without realizing what he was doing, he found himself masturbating his very hard cock, Cumming almost instantaneously – thick, white spunk spurting across the computer keyboard.

His wife arrived home. He’d prepared dinner as he always did, but it now felt particularly unmanly and even transgressive to do this, dressed as he was. As if he was turning into a woman, while his wife had the male role of going out to work. He’d never thought about this before, since he worked hard at home.  But now....

Had a good day dear?’ Helena called out. ‘How are your feet?’ she laughed, referring to the heels locked to his feet.

‘Fine’ he said tersely ‘I had no problem with them. Well I was sitting down most of the time.’

‘How did it feel to be dressed as a woman?’

‘Oh, it’s not so bad.’

‘Well let’s just see how you feel after a week.’

‘I’ll never give you the satisfaction of saying that I need to stop this – I’m carrying on for the week.’

She looked at him, and suddenly realized how attractive he was as a woman. This morning, after getting him dressed up, she hadn’t realized this in her hurry to get to work. Now she saw what a good woman he made.

‘You look very sexy’ she couldn’t help saying.

He reddened and squirmed slightly.

‘Humph. Don’t think I get any pleasure out of this – I’m just doing it to win the bet, and get you dressing like a slut.’

‘I think you make a more convincing slut than me.’

‘You’re not going to make me give up that way you know, making me embarrassed.’

But inside he did worry about making a convincing looking woman. And the worst thing was, that even after a day he was starting to feel like a bit of a woman. He looked at his wife in her dark business suit, with its tailored loose fitting trousers, and flat, sensible shoes- the sort of smart, comfortable clothes she liked. While he had to admit that he’d been turned on by seeing himself as a female slut. He quickly pushed these uncomfortable thoughts from his mind.

‘Sit down and I’ll put dinner out’ he said.

‘Thank you sweetie’ she smiled mockingly.

He usually cooked dinner for his wife when she was at work, and just thought it was something he ought to do, since she’d be out working hard all day. Though he worked hard at home, of course. But now he suddenly felt very emasculated and feminine, serving dinner up to his wife, who wore a business suit, while he was dressed like a slutty woman. And he hadn’t exactly done much work today, especially after the postman came to the door. He’d spent the day looking at forced feminization and sissy humiliation photos and videos on the internet. He suddenly felt ashamed. In fact, he was moments away from saying the words that would release him from his predicament, and the repressed feelings that having to dress as a woman aroused in him.

He put the plate of the table before Helena, and opened his mouth to speak. But no – he couldn’t do it; he couldn’t accept defeat. He would have to wear the clothes and shoes all week.

‘I can’t believe how nice you look’ she said admiringly ‘you make such an attractive and convincing woman, more convincing than me.’

‘Thanks’ he said sarcastically but I very much doubt that that is true.’

No, her opinion didn’t please him at all. Well, that’s what he tried to tell himself, but underneath he found himself very turned on by her comments, and the hardening in his cock was evidence of this.

‘Perhaps we should keep you like this’ she smiled. ‘Are you actually enjoying wearing women’s clothes?’

‘No, I’m bloody well not enjoying it.’ He protested.

‘Hmm – so you think you’ll last the week then. Looks like I’ll lose my bet, and I’ll have to be a slut next week.’

‘Yes, looks like it, doesn’t it?’

She wasn’t happy about that, but what if she could get something from this – him dressing as a woman more often. The thing was that she felt turned on by the sight of him in feminine attire, and he was actually acting in a more feminine way, which she found a turn on too.

Perhaps her dressing as a slut for a week or two, or whenever he requested it, was a fair exchange for him becoming feminized. But how feminine could he become. Secretly, she had never thought of him as being particularly manly. In fact, she often desired other men – men with a far more masculine persona than him. The fact was that he ticked all the Alpha male boxes – good job, liked sport, worked out, good looking in a rather pretty way, but he just didn’t have that masculine aura that turns women on. He often seemed anxious, dithery, rather scared by life. More like a woman, in fact. Though she hated herself for finding this macho stereotype attractive, and it was his sensitivity that had made her want to marry him. In fact, he had a lot of what were thought of as female virtues, like kindness and compassion– and that’s what she loved him for. She sighed, yes, she loved him for these qualities but couldn’t help craving a really manly man sexually. And that craving just wouldn’t go away.  BUT she’d now realized that she was also turned on by being dominant – and him in a feminine role. Perhaps, that’s’ why she’d married him.

She thought of the question she’d half-jokingly asked him at the start of all this – why do you have such an obsession with slutty women’s clothes, and heels and makeup, are you a transvestite? She’d been joking, but maybe she wasn’t far from the truth. Yes, maybe he did really like wearing female clothes, but didn’t like to tell her this. Well, he wanted to win his stupid bet. So, what if she made a deal with him? – she’d wear the slut clothes whenever he wanted, just as long as he wore them whenever she wanted. But would he agree to that, or did he not want to reveal how much he liked dressing as a woman, even to himself.

Anyway, he managed to get through the week, dressed in female attire, with only another couple of embarrassing moments when delivery men, and the postmen again, and who again showed hardly a flicker of recognition that he wasn’t really a woman, came to the door. 

Another time he opened the door a crack, just enough to see an attractive blonde woman –

‘Hi, I’m Helena’s friend Mandy from down the road.’

‘She’s at work at the moment’ he said quickly, and went to close the door.

‘It’s about the meeting tonight -of the book club -  just to pass on a message that it’s been cancelled. Is that Phil....?’

‘Yes’ he mumbled.

‘Nice to meet you. Helena’s always talking about you.’

‘Hi’ he said furtively through the opening ‘sorry got to go’, and went to close the door. But somehow, one of his heels caught in the carpet, and he stumbled backwards, and let go of the door to save himself, and it flew open.

‘Oh my’ Helena said ‘You do look nice. Helena didn’t tell me you were a transvestite.’

‘I’m not he said quickly, just rehearsing for a play.’

‘Of course’ Mandy said knowingly. ‘Don’t worry’ she winked ‘I won’t tell anyone.’

‘Bye’ Phil closed the door – he was shaking. Would the neighborhood soon know about him? He couldn’t wait for the week to be up, and to get back to wearing his male clothes- and seeing Helena go to work as slut. It would be worth all this humiliation.

When his wife got home from work that Friday evening he greeted her triumphantly with-

‘I’ve won the bet. I can’t wait to see you going to work in your slut outfit next week.’

‘OK – fair enough. I’m not one to renege on a bet. But one thought – it occurred to me that you actually like dressing as a woman, and even enjoy becoming more, ahem, feminine. Well. That’s how it strikes me observing you this past week.

‘Nonsense – I’m purely motivated by carnal desire – desire to see you going work dressed as a slut, and waiting for you to come home, so that I can have my way with you.’

‘Of course, I’m going to honour the bet, but is there any chance of you continuing to wear women’s clothes, even if only some of the time. To be honest with you it really turns me on to see you dressed as a woman, and don’t you want to turn your wife on?’ she said, a wicked glint in her eye.

‘Well, surely I have other ways of turning you on apart from dressing as a woman, which I have no intention of doing once this week is over.’

‘Why not just at weekends, say, then we can be two sluts together. I promise you it will be worth your while. I know you like dressing as a woman, though you won’t admit it.’

‘I’m sorry, you’re wrong there, but, OK, if it makes it worth my while, then maybe I will dress up in drag for an hour or two at weekends. So, will you unlock my shoes, and take my wig off please?’

‘No I won’t.’

‘What do you mean you won’t, come on – get me out of this crap. You’ve lost the bet.’

‘No, I’m not going to. I like you dressed as a slut, and you seem to like it, even though you deny it. So, I’m going to keep you like it.’

‘What with heels locked to my feet, and a wig stuck on my head? What if I need to go out, go to a meeting or something?’

‘Just tell them that your transitioning as a woman.’

‘Don’t be ridiculous. Come on, where’s the key to the shoes.’

‘I’m not telling you.’

He made a lunge for her, but she stepped back, and he stumbled in his heels, and almost fell.

‘Bitch.’ But as he muttered the oath, he realised how hard his cock had become, as if it was trying to burst out of his delicately feminine panties.

She walked over to him. He felt vulnerable in the heels, unable to feel his usual manly self. She looked wickedly straight into his heavily mascaraed eyes, and kissed him full on his thickly lipstick stained lips.  He felt himself melt into her arms, as if inhabiting the female role as to the woman born. While she relished being the dominant one. She stopped kissing him, and suddenly reached up beneath his skirt and pulled his knickers down, right down around his ankles.

‘Look what we have here’ she exclaimed, seeing his erect penis, which she’d already noticed was hard from the shape beneath his skirt.

‘Come on lovey’ and she grabbed him and manipulated him to the floor, where he lay, looking helplessly up at her, as she strode over him. Then she removed her own knickers, and sank onto his mast like penis, moaning as it went right up inside her vagina. She began to raise herself up and down on his crotch, and it was his turn to moan. She completely controlled the action according to her own pleasure, and sensing when he was about to cum. Moving slowly, just as he was ready to explode and wanted to speed up towards his climax, letting him only go slowly up into her so that his orgasm subsided. When she sensed that she was about to cum, it was only then that she began to speed up, moving ever faster up and down on his cock, until he exploded inside her, just as her body quivered with a massive orgasm.

She rose up off of his now limp dick and stood over him, while he lay back on the floor, exhausted.

‘Did you like that pretty one’ she said, and he felt aroused, despite feeling insulted, by the way she spoke to him – as if he were weak, feminine and vulnerable.

‘We need to get you a whole new outfit of feminine clothes just for you.’

‘” We” don’t need to get anything of the sort.’

‘Didn’t you like that last sex session? Wouldn’t you like that repeated?’ She asked seductively.

‘I suppose’ he replied grudgingly, but the very memory made his cock harden again.

‘I think you should wear what I tell you wear dearie. After all you’ve had me wearing all this slutty stuff for years, even though you know I hate it.’

‘But it turns me on’ he protested.

‘YOU dressed up as a slut turns me on. I’ve been doing some reading on the internet – reading about BDSM. Do you know what that is?’

‘Of course – to do with bondage- sadism and masochism, and stuff.’

‘Correct. Well, I fancy using it to spice up our sex life, which has become a bit boring lately...’

He nodded, it was true, their sex life had become predictable. That’s’ why he was so keen for her to dress sexily – it turned him on, not just in the bedroom, but to think of her at work, and on the tube dressed as a slut, with all those blokes fancying her. It fueled his fantasies for when they made love, to think of those other blokes fucking her. Maybe he’d be tied up and made to watch, was his fantasy – a humiliating fantasy which he’d never told anyone about.

‘Anyway, I think I’m naturally dominant and you’re naturally submissive, and so I want to try a sub/dom relationship as a bit of weekend fun. Are you up for it?’

He shrugged ‘maybe, but why do I have to be submissive, as a man I’m naturally more dominant.’

‘We’ll take it in turns – one weekend I’ll be dominant, the next you can be.’

‘I don’t know’ he said hesitantly.

‘And we might as well start today, since it’s Friday night. So, you can stay in your female clothes until Monday.

‘Oh, no. I’d thought I was going to get rid of this stuff tonight, get back to my normal clothes.’

‘Do as I fucking tell you’ she giggled ‘I’m in dominant mode now. Next weekend you can dominate me.  Now go and do the washing up sissy boy.’

He flashed her dirty look, but still minced into the kitchen in his heels to do the washing-up, which he usually did anyway, but not dressed as a woman.

That weekend his wife made him carry out all the household chores, dressed in his slut garb. She became increasingly dominant and aggressive, while he found himself becoming more and more submissive – and enjoying this. Though, again, he didn’t like to admit it. By Sunday evening he was worn out, not just with cooking and cleaning, but with his wife’s dominant sexual demands, which he had to admit he’d enjoyed, but at least, he thought, he could now get back to the normality of wearing his male clothes.

‘When are you going to unlock my shoes and remove my wig’ he asked expectantly?’

‘Do you REALLY want that’ she said.

‘Yes’, of course I do’ he replied, but his voice he wasn’t as strongly   assertive as previously. ‘And remember you have to go to work dressed as a slut’ he said.

‘I haven’t forgotten ‘she said ‘I’m a woman of my word.’

And so, on Monday morning she set off for work dressed in mini skirt, black stockings and heels, face plastered with makeup, while he resumed his working day at home, back in jeans and t-shirt. However, he didn’t feel as liberated as he expected. In fact, he felt as if he something was missing. He looked down at his flannel shirt and boring blue jeans which felt thick and heavy, and the colours made him depressed. He now felt uncomfortable in thick cotton, rather than lacy fabrics.  He did a couple of hours work on the computer, and went for a cup of coffee. But instead of the kitchen he walked through to the bedroom, and then couldn’t help but open the drawer where his female outfit now was.  He picked up a pair of the finely textured stockings and immediately felt his cock grow hard. Then he realized that he was slipping them onto his still clean shaven legs, feeling their silkiness against his skin, getting a wave of pleasure surging through his penis. Well, now he needed to don a suspender belt to make them stay up, of course, and a pair of lovely sheer black knickers to cover his bulging cock. He turned and looked at himself in the long mirror. Hmm, not right without heels, and a padded bra to cover his flat chest. Before he knew it, he was in full female mode, with wig and make up on too.  He paraded before the mirror, feeling weak at the knees, and was forced to sit down, pull up his skirt, and let his erect cock shoot up above the waistband of his panties. He grasped it, and gave a sigh of relief as he masturbated. Then he lay back on the bed, and without intending to, fell asleep.

Suddenly, he woke up, and struggled for a few moments to know where he was and what he was doing. What had woken him was his wife’s key in the lock, and the click, clack of the stilettoes she so hated in the hall.

‘What the fuck’ she exclaimed as she entered the bedroom, sinking into an armchair and kicking her heels off, this is a surprise, but a pleasant one, I must say.’

‘I was just ...just looking through the clothes drawer’ he stuttered in embarrassment. He felt very turned on by the sight of his wife in her sexy outfit, and his cock bulged beneath his skirt.

‘And the clothes just jumped out onto you.’ She laughed. ‘Give me a big kiss.’

She walked over to him, and bent her soft, lipsticked lips to her husband’s own scarlet painted mouth.

‘Mmm’ she said ‘you’re getting adept at putting on makeup, aren’t you? A labour of love, methinks.’

He shrugged. He felt ashamed at what he’d been compelled to do, but he just knew that he’d somehow needed to wear female clothes.

‘I think you deserve a reward for this later, but first of all get me my dinner, there’s a good girl.’

Well, he always got her dinner when she came home from work anyway, but now he bridled at her attitude, as if he was her servant an effeminate, unmanly one at that. But at the same time, it turned him on.

He teetered in in his heels, careful not to spill her meal, and bent down to put it on the table, and as he did so he felt her hand grope his cock beneath his skirt, and pinch his bum.

‘There’s a dear’ she said lewdly. She sounded just like a bloke, while he was the objectified female – she didn’t even bother to thank him, like she usually did.

‘I’ve been on the phone to my friend Mandy, and we were discussing you.’

‘What – I thought this was meant to be our secret.’

‘But me and Mandy tell each other everything. Anyway, she said that she met you the other day, dressed as a woman. Why didn’t you tell me she came to the door? Instead of saying it was a phone message about the book club.’

‘I was embarrassed. I don’t want you discussing all our most personal matters with your friends’ he said, sounding hurt.

‘Well, if you come out as a transvestite that will soon be public anyway.’

‘But I have no intention of going out in public dressed as a woman – well, I didn’t until you started talking about it, and I still don’t. And I’m certainly not a transvestite.’

‘What’s to be ashamed about in this day and age, discovering your true identity?’

‘But how often do I have to tell that being a woman isn’t my true identity. I only undertook it because of the bet with you, to make you dress sexily. A bet which I won. And I’m so pleased to see you dressing like a tart for work.’

‘Not as much of tart as you’ she giggled ‘you slut.’

With that she grabbed him, and he realized that she was holding something in her left hand. Immobile in his heels, he was unable to prevent her pushing him forward over the small table he was standing next to, and handcuffing his left hand with a pair of furry handcuffs to one of the table legs, so that he was bent forward in a very uncomfortable positon.

‘Is this absolutely necessary?’ he spluttered indignantly.

‘Yes, she said, yes, it is for what I have in mind. You’ll thank me afterwards – it’s all to make our sex life more exciting. Now don’t move, I’ll be back in minute.’

And she walked off, but returned moments later. Looking around he   realized that she had what looked like a huge, black cock hanging between her legs.

‘What the fuck’ he exclaimed.

‘Yes – fuck, that’s exactly what I’m going to do to you. Now his own cock was hard, despite his fear.

‘No’ he said ‘no way is that going up inside me.’

‘Shut up and take your medicine like a man, or should that be a girl’ she giggled.

Then he felt the hard, cold with lube, tip of the phallus pressing into the entrance to his back passage. God, it felt massive.

‘No, get it out’ he protested.

‘You’ll enjoy it’ she said ‘look how hard you are.’

And she carried on, gradually pressing the thing deeper inside him, until his discomfort suddenly turned into a wave of pleasure, which swept through him, as he felt his prostate caressed. She began to move her hips back and forth, enjoying the idea of playing the male role, and feeling a surge of pleasure in her fanny, while he moaned like a woman, until his cock finally erupted in a massive orgasm, cum spurting through the air.

She stepped back triumphantly –

‘See, you know you love it – a great big, fat cock up your little fanny. I think you’d enjoy a real one even more.’

He struggled for breath, and his words came out in gasps –

‘No bloody way.’

‘Yes, I think you would be really up for it. A big, black man with his ebony member...yummy. I think you’d love it dearie.’

‘Don’t call me dearie.’ He protested.

‘Oh sorry. I wonder what I should call you, a man who when he’s at home alone, supposedly working, dresses up as a woman. We’ll have to give you a nice feminine name. How about Lilly? From Phil to Lil.’

‘Don’t be ridiculous.’

‘Yes, what you need is a nice girly name, it would suit you so much better, certainly now you’re dressing as a woman. Lilly – hmm, has a nice girly ring to it.’

‘But, I’m only dressing as a woman temporarily for your benefit, to spice up out sex life’.

‘And you have to admit it certainly has, hasn’t it? One hundred percent.’

‘Maybe, but I’m not at all happy about being submissive and playing the feminine role all the time.’

‘But it really turns you on, doesn’t it?’

‘I suppose...sometimes, as a novelty, but I want to get back to normal, that’s what really turns me on.’

‘You can’t lie to yourself you know. Your cock gives you away.’

He looked down, and realized that just having this conversation was making him hard.

‘Today you were back dressed as a man’ she said ‘which you hated so much so much that you had to put on female clothing again.’

‘I didn’t hate it’ he replied ‘I was just bored. Well, I suppose I do find it a turn on to wear women’s clothes. But that’s all it is – just an extension of my fetish for sexy clothes. I certainly don’t want to become a woman, or dress like a woman all the time.’

He remained dressed as a woman for the whole weekend, and their sex life was truly spiced up, with Helena having her way with ‘Lilly’ many more times, which ‘she’ certainly enjoyed.

The following morning, Helena walked into the bathroom where her husband was showering.

‘So what are you going to wear today, will you be Lilly or Phil -I’ll leave it up to you.’

‘I’ll dress as a man, of course’ he said. ‘Now I’ve won the bet there’s no need for me to dress as a woman anymore.’

And he put on his old jeans and sweatshirt, that he usually wore when working at home.

She went off to work, and he sat at his computer. But again, he couldn’t concentrate, and felt, somehow, not quite right. There was also an ache in his thighs, an ache of desire. Desire to dress up as a woman, then masturbate before the mirror.

‘This is terrible’ he said to himself ‘am I becoming a pervert?’

He remembered something he’d read recently – that all sexual activity is healthy, as long as it isn’t against the law, and doesn’t harm anyone. Well, dressing up as a woman isn’t against the law and doesn’t harm anyone, he thought. But he was meant to be working.

‘Well, if a do a couple of hours’ work, then I’m entitled to treat myself’, he reasoned. He managed forty-five minutes’ work before the throbbing between his legs, and his constant obsessional thoughts, caused him to rise from his chair, and walk, as if under some strange compulsion to the bedroom, and open the drawers where she’d put his female clothes. Then he picked up the stockings and panties up, again, and held them, touched them, feeling his erection growing. But he didn’t put them on immediately, but fell back onto the bed, and sat there, stricken with conflict. But his cock wasn’t conflicted, no it certainly wasn’t. It sprang to attention, before him, mocking him. Well, it had been the centre of his attention all day, in that he couldn’t stop thinking about touching it, caused by his constantly having mental images of himself dressed as sexy woman.  A sexy woman, like his wife. And it was his wife he was attracted to – as a man, wasn’t it? And she was attracted to him as a man too, wasn’t she? He could no longer restrain himself, and slipped the stockings over his legs, feeling their silky touch on his skin, as he rolled them up his legs, as he’d seen his wife do so many times. Then he found a suspender belt, put around his waist, and clipped the stockings to it. Next a pair of sheer, flimsy black panties. His cock could now barely be constrained, threatening to spill its load of its own volition. He couldn’t remember ever being so turned on.

At the same time, at work, Phil’s wife, Helena, was thinking of her husband at home, dressed as woman. And she was also unable to concentrate on her work, as she grew wet between her legs, thinking about her hubby dressed as a slutty woman. He who liked her to dress as a slut, although she didn’t like it. But now she knew that she liked to see him dressed as a slut. She now realized she was turned on by feeling powerful, in control, masculine. Whereas it was him who was turned on by inhabiting the female slut role, although he didn’t want to admit it. She closed her eyes, and her hand went up her skirt, touched her clitty through her wet knickers.

‘Shit’ she muttered, as she heard a knock on her office door. For a

moment she’d forgotten she was at work. She hastily rearranged her clothes, hoping she looked OK.

‘Come in’ she shouted.

It’s was Denise from Accounts with an invoice. She looked at Helena strangely –

‘Are you OK?’ she asked.

‘Yes, why?’ Her voice sounded unnatural to her, false.

‘You just look a bit......’

Helena looked down and saw her skirt still crumpled above her knees on one side, and a button of her blouse undone.

‘Oh, yes, I just had a bit of a coughing fit- think I’ve got a chest infection but I’m OK now.’

‘As long as you’re all right.’

She left, and Helena breathed a sigh of relief.

‘God’ she thought I’ll have to sort this out. Maybe I need to put a stop to all this, get things back to normal, it’s affecting my work. Only because I’m so turned on by it. But tonight, I’ll tell him to begin wearing male clothes and forget the dressing up as a woman. No matter how much it turns me on, it’s just not worth risking my job for – I need to concentrate one hundred percent on my work.

She walked into the house that night, wishing she her week in heels was up. But she was she was shocked to see him, again, tottering, but more practiced now, in heels, and full drag, as he prepared her dinner.

‘’Hi, love’ he said, and she wasn’t sure how to take it – unsure as to how he was.  He’d always pretended he hated wearing female clothes, but he was obviously turned on by it. Now he’d dressed up, again, voluntarily. But one thing she knew for certain – it really turned her on to see him so dressed.

‘I’m sorry – I couldn’t help it. I don’t know why I put the clothes on again.’ He said contritely, and he sounded genuinely mortified.

She approached him, driven on by a wave of desire, and a feeling of empowerment –

‘Get down on your fucking knees, slut, and lick my pussy’.

And, to her surprise, he meekly complied, falling to his knees, pulling down her panties, and poking his tongue into her wet fanny.  She groaned, as he lapped expertly away – one thing he’d learned how to do, guided by her, in their years of marriage. She suddenly exploded, after all the day’s frustrations, in a massive orgasm, right in his face. His heavily made-up face dripped with her juices, running from his chin, clogging his heavily mascaraed eyes, and onto her shoes and the floor.

‘Clean my shoes bitch, these are my new Louboutin’s – they cost a fortune’ she ordered, and he went to get up and fetch a cloth from the kitchen.

‘No’ she commanded ‘clean them with your tongue.’

To her astonishment, he did exactly as told, licking up her juices and his own pre-cum, and licking her shoes clean, which caused his own throbbing cock to erupt, spurting out a thick, white stream of spunk from from the top of his panties, rising in an arc and falling onto the wooden floor, and the shoes he’d just licked clean.

‘You have to clean that up too’ she told him harshly, and she felt a tremendous surge of power. It was immensely arousing, to see her husband obeying her orders, and licking his own cum from his wife’s shoes, while he was dressed as a tarty woman.

‘This is addictive’ she thought – ‘how can I give this up?’

‘Get into the bedroom and lay face down on the bed’ she instructed him, and wait.’

‘OK’ he murmured.

Helena could hardly walk, she was so turned on and wet, as she went to the secret drawer where she kept her big, black strap -on, and the pink, fluffy handcuffs she’d used on him at the weekend: a memento of a tipsy Ann Summers party she’d attended a couple of years ago at her friend Mandy’s house. She quickly strapped the strap -on around her waist, and strode through to the bedroom, where her husband lay as instructed, face down on the bed. She pulled his hands behind his back and clipped the cuffs to his wrists, tugged down his knickers, and again pressed the huge black plastic cock to the entrance to his hole..........

Afterwards she was surprised how much she’d enjoyed it. Not just the feeling of power, but she had orgasmed again, as he had too. Well, who could say that this new role playing relationship wasn’t fulfilling for them both, though he continued to mumble negatively. She walked into the garden, taking the pack of cigarettes she’d just bought, having given up years ago on his behest. She inhaled deeply of the smoke, enjoying doing just what she wanted to do. It was so liberating.

Now it’s time for you to go out in public dressed as a woman., she said. First she had to make sure that he was completely shaved and hairless, and then to he had to strip naked and come into the bedroom, where she was waiting.  He looked, and felt, so vulnerable. Vulnerable, yet this made him even more excited. He glimpsed the new clothes on the bed, a pair of stockings – black stockings, along with other sensuous fabrics, and he felt a familiar hardening between his legs. She began to dress him, in black stockings and suspenders, latex corset, vinyl, scarlet mini skirt, very high heels. and then she plastered on the makeup, as thickly as possible.

He was both horrified and completely aroused, when he glimpsed his reflection in the mirror. His wife had turned him into a complete slut. He did look sexy he had to admit, but if he was going to go out in public dressed as a woman – and he still wondered how he’d agreed to such a humiliating thing, he’d rather be someone quite demure, not dressed and made up like a street whore.

‘But it’s what turns me on’ she said, ‘that you look like a cheap slut and it’s also how you want me to dress, though I told you that I don’t like it.’

And he had to admit that she was right in that.

‘To be frank – I want you to look like a hooker, and that’s what turns me on. And you as a demure frump doesn’t, so I can’t be bothered with that. You see that’s my fantasy – for you to be a slut and me to dominate and fuck you. It turns me on to be honest, that you should be completely humiliated and degraded.’

‘Oh’ he said, shocked. Why did his beloved wife get turned on by the thought of treating him like that? However, he realized that the thought of her doing that did turn him on.

But he told her that he was prepared to go out dressed as a woman, that the idea even turned him on. But the woman he’d imagined going out dressed as was a fairly demure woman, one who might pass muster and not draw attention to herself. But to go out as the absolute tart that she had created was surely likely to draw attention to him, and was also more like a drag artist like than a real woman.

‘Now you know how I’ve felt when you’ve made me dress like that – with everyone looking at you as a sexual object, not a person. And I want you to feel like that.’

He was lost for words.

They went out in the car, to an out of town shopping center. He fidgeted nervously his seat, compulsively pulling down his miniskirt as it rose up over the tops of his stockings.  He hoped that no passing drivers could see it, but there were a couple of horn toots from passing lorries.  But being seen, the humiliation of it, also turned him on, he realized.

Noticing his discomfort, she said

‘Your skirt’s fine, don’t keep fiddling with it. You need to feel confident in the way you look of you’re to carry off being a woman.’

‘But if I have to be a woman, the woman I’d rather be is a lot different to this one.’

‘Just embrace your new role. You look great, very sexy.’

‘Do you really think so?’

‘Yeah – if I was a man I’d fancy you. In fact, I do fancy you like this, as you know.’

‘But not as much as you fancied me as a bloke surely?’

‘I don’t know about that. As a man, you make a very fanciable woman.’

He didn’t know quite what to say to this. He felt humiliated as a man, but, somehow, flattered. Humiliated, but turned on. Though it was very reassuring to know that he made an attractive and convincing female. This helped give him confidence for his first public appearance as Lilly.

Helena eased the car into the car park, and parked up.  Now he really felt butterflies in his stomach, as she held the car door open for him A new challenge presented itself – to get out of the car seat without showing his knickers – a near impossibility in a short skirt. He struggled to keep up with Helena as she walked towards the shop. Sweat broke out beneath his thick layer of makeup, and he kept thinking he was going to fall. He tried to remember the instructions Helena had given him during the practice sessions for walking in heels, and managed to totter along, just about keeping up with her.

‘I’m walking really slowly’ she said ‘you need to practice walking more, at least you now know how hard it is wearing high heels.’

He had to agree, feeling pains running up his calves into his back, and struggling to keep his balance.

A group of builders walked past, and one turned his head in their direction and gave a wolf whistle.

‘Is it at me or you?’ Helena smiled. ‘I think it must be you, you glammed up slut.’

And it was true, he did look glamorous, and slutty, compared with his wife in her sensible jeans, trainers, sweatshirt and leather bomber jacket, compared to him in heels, mini skirt and full makeup.

‘People might think we’re lesbians’ she said.

Why did he think she liked that idea? Just then she linked her arm with his.

‘Do you think people will really think I ‘m a real woman’ he said nervously?’

‘Yeah – you look pretty convincing to me. The fact that your slim, and fairly short means that dressed and made up like that, you look a lot like a woman – albeit a very slutty one.’

He felt his cock hardening beneath its strapping as she said the words, but was filled with alarm as his wife walked towards a women’s clothing store.

‘Now we’re going to add some even sexier clothes to your wardrobe.’

He felt terribly self-conscious in the clothes store, amongst all the female assistants, and the female customers. But no one seemed to pay him any attention, just a couple of hard glances in his direction. It was certainly weird going into the changing room and trying stuff on, then walking out for his wife and a shop assistant to pass comment.  He ended up with a new skirt – a pale blue number, just above the knee, and a blouse – in virginal white, with frills at neck and cuffs. Nothing too tarty. Helena also took the opportunity to top up his knicker and stocking wardrobe –

‘I’m fed up with you nicking mine’ she said.

Helena snapped away with her camera, calling instructions to him.

‘You’re pouting’ she said ‘you just love posing. Lift your skirt up and show your stocking tops, then your knickers.’

He complied, showing his stocking tops then a glimpse of lacy knickers with a telltale bulge in them. Helena then began tapping at her computer keyboard, and then invited him to look.

He was astonished and mortified to see his photos on a sissy public exposure blog, and to read that he wanted his photos shown for all to see, and that he wanted to ‘have no control over them.’ He was seized by panic –

‘No control’ he protested, that means that anyone can see these photos and I won’t be able to do anything about it.’

‘That’s right’ Helena laughed – these photos will be all over the internet, and there’s nothing you can do – how humiliating is that?’

‘Very humiliating’ he stammered ‘very humiliating indeed.’ Near to tears. How did this happen? That his wife was taking photos of him dressed as a woman, and posting them on the internet. And, even worse, not only was he letting her do it, but he was actually turned on by the whole thing as was she, of course.

‘Don’t pretend it doesn’t turn you on’ Helena said, as if reading his mind ‘we both know how much it does.’

And he had to admit that she was completely right. He couldn’t help keep checking back to the website, to read the comments that other people had written–

‘What a fucking state- I’d like to give it one up the arse.’

‘Suck my big, black dick, nancy boy.’

He felt incredibly turned on, opened his trousers, and took his throbbing cock out.

At that moment Helena came in-

‘I’m afraid your wanking too much’ she said. ‘It’s always been something that’s concerned me, and now I’m going to put a stop to it, for your own good as much as anything else.’

‘For my own good?’ he spluttered.

Then, to his alarm, she brought in a steel cock restrainer. It fitted over his penis and balls, and was locked with a little key, that Helena kept. When she put it on, he realised, to his horror, that it had a spike in the end, that jabbed into his cock if it began to get hard, which, of course, it did immediately. But when his incipient erection met the spike, it made him cry out with pain, and faded straightway. God, what kind of torment was this, but at the same time as the pain and humiliation, he felt a surge of sexual excitement course through his body and mind. What was happening to him?

Helena also felt a surge of pleasure, gained by feeling completely in control of her husband. She felt liberated, as if she had been constrained herself for so many years, and her knickers were soaked to prove how turned on she was

They got into a routine, with him dressed as woman almost permanently. Well, the thing was that she threw a lot of his male clothes out, so that when he went to change into them, they weren’t there.  He found a pair of male underpants, and some jeans, a flannel shirt, and changed into them, but he felt uncomfortable. The clothes seemed thick and heavy, as well as very uncomfortable. The thing was that while he was dressed as a man, he kept thinking about   becoming a woman again. 

While Helena definitely missed, him being a woman too. She had herself stopped wearing the slutty clothes that he liked her to wear- the type of thing he now wore- for the smart trouser suits and flat shoes she preferred for work. While away from work she wore jeans and trainers. It showed the change in the balance of power in their relationship, that she refused to wear the slutty clothes he liked her to wear, whereas she now made him wear them. She had never enjoyed sex with him much before, it had all been a bit boring, something she performed as a dutiful wife, which was why she was so keen to change things. Now she really enjoyed being the one in control: the active, dominant partner, which mainly amounted to her anally penetrating him with a strap-on, which he definitely enjoyed, and which often made him cum. If he didn’t cum, she would wank him off with latex gloved hand into a long glass, and, she couldn’t believe she was doing this- make him drink it. The thing was that this greatly aroused him. She now didn’t bother to hide the fact that she didn’t want him penetrating her, and therefore she just told him, when he asked, begged her, to let him fuck her, that she wasn’t interested anymore in being fucked by him, and that his ‘tiny’ cock didn’t satisfy her. She’d actually always liked Alpha males, and had initially been attracted to a man she believed he was one, but was also sensitive. But when she found out that Phil really wasn’t an Alpha male, his softness just became annoying when she wanted him to initiate sex, and she was no longer attracted to him that way, though she still loved him. But treating him as her sissy slut did really turn her on.  She began to wonder if she might have sex with other men, more masculine than him, whom she would allow to penetrate her, since she did want that. Yes, she really wanted it...only not, sadly, from her husband.

He begged her to let him fuck her, but she played him along, telling him ‘not this week, I’m too tired. Be good this week, and we’ll see next week.’ He couldn’t wait for the end of the week, but on Sunday morning, she said-

‘I’m afraid there have been a couple of misdemeanors in the past week, you need to be in restraint for another week.’

Helena began going out and returning late, and he strongly suspected that she was seeing other men. While he was starting to inhabit an increasingly feminized role. While Helena was all dolled up and out on the town, flirting, or worse, with other men, he was ordered to clean the house up, and do domestic chores. He was also increasingly being told by Helena that she preferred him in to wear female clothing.

Helena ordered him to get dressed up in his sluttiest, tartiest clothes. She helped him, but let him apply his own makeup, because she’d seen how good he’d become at it – and how much he enjoyed doing it. It was put on far too thickly, of course, but this added to the tarty affect that Helena loved to see on him, and so hated wearing herself when he’d wanted her to look slutty. Helena added to the tarty effect by gluing long fake fingernails over his own nails, then painting them bright red. Some strongly unsubtle perfume, and a pair of dangly earrings were added at Helena’s instigation, while she styled his now longish hair into soft, feminine waves around his face. He really did look a sexy slut.

‘I want you to look as slutty as possible.’ She said, brushing his thigh with her hand, in a way she knew was bound to excite him, and cause his cock to harden against its spike.

To this end, the outfit she ordered him to wear comprised a very short, tight black vinyl skirt, with a matching black, semi-transparent blouse of flimsy nylon, black stockings, the patterned tops barely concealed by the hem of his skirt, and sheer black stockings. A little mock fur, pink bolero jacket, and tiny handbag, completed the ensemble. Then she showed him her new present to him – the highest, spikiest heels he’d ever seen. They certainly looked sexy, but it was with some difficulty that he attempted to walk in them. But after walking several lengths of the living room he managed to somehow totter along in them. 

‘Right, we’re going out’ she said, and he followed her out to the car, a long, hooded coat covering him in an attempt to conceal his outfit from the neighbours. But they might wonder who the mystery woman was in the very slutty heels getting into Helena’s car with her. This danger of being discovered turned him on even more, and it turned her on too.

‘Where are we going?’  he asked, but she didn’t answer, just gave an enigmatic smile. Anyway, they’d drove out of town and onto the   motorway, continuing on for several miles, until they arrived at the first to the first services. 

‘Leave the coat’ she ordered ‘just walk in as you are.’

He felt very self-conscious following her into the cafe area. But no one paid much attention to him, though he noticed one man suddenly stop and stare, then turn to his wife and say something. The man’s wife then turned to stare at him.

He sat down, now very aware of the shortness of his skirt, as he

attempted not to reveal the tops of his stockings, let alone reveal his knickers, several heads turned. Well, there were not many, or any, women dressed as sexily as him in the restaurant at this time. Helena brought the food over - his favorite egg and chips, but he had little appetite. Then suddenly she said -

‘I’m going back now you’ll have to make your own way back.’

‘What?’ he said, alarmed ‘how?’

‘That’s up to you’ she said, then walked briskly from the out the restaurant and back to their car.

He sat with his uneaten meal, watching her go, and feeling even more vulnerable than ever.

Now he was forced to be out in public, dressed as a woman and alone, with no obvious means of getting home: a scary experience.

He was the middle of nowhere, and she had neglected to give him any money – presumably deliberately. He felt terrified. But then, as always happens in extreme situations, his survival instinct kicked in, and he began to think clearly about how he could get back home. Well, hitching a lift was the obvious answer. He looked down at himself – at his full tart’s regalia. He looked as if he was on the game. Well, he thought, that could be an asset in getting a lift.

Whatever it takes, he thought, I’ll do it, I just don’t want to be stranded here.  He walked out of the café, inadvertently mincing and swaying his hips in the heels. So far he hadn’t walked more than about twenty yards in them, but now he walked along the road leading from the services to the motorway slip road, and he felt pain in his feet, calves and lower back. Who’d be a woman, he thought as he decided that he’d position himself in a place where the traffic had to slow, as it turned onto the slip road ahead. He found a suitable place, and stuck out his thumb at each approaching car. The first car didn’t stop, then the second slowed, and a young man leaned from the window –

‘you big fucking pouf’ the man yelled, before the car sped away into the stream of traffic. Shaken, Phil tried not to let the insults bother him. Well, he didn’t have any choice but to wait. He pushed his right leg forward, allowing his skirt to rise up provocatively. Then he took the lipstick and mirror that Helena had put in his handbag, but no money, the bitch, and touched up his lipstick, just like a real tart. Helena hadn’t put any money in his handbag, just makeup and mirror, and pack of cigarettes and a lighter. She’d told him that tarty women always smoked, and she found this sexy. She’d made him try smoking a couple of times, and he’d hated it, but now he put a cigarette in his mouth, blowing the smoke through his scarlet lips. It did make him feel more like a slut. He pouted at the cars as they passed, but no luck, except more insults from one of the passing vehicles, but then suddenly a big lorry drew to a halt with a creaking and grinding of gears-

‘Where you going?’-

A voice came through the open window, from deep inside the cab.

Phil walked forward and looked up at the cab window, and shouted ‘West London – Richmond.’

The voice came back, muffled, but clear-

‘Give us a blow job and I’ll give you a lift.’

He thought for a moment, but gave his reply little thought, he didn’t think he had much option, unless he wanted to stand in the spot all day-

‘OK’ he shouted back, and as a guilty afterthought ‘I’m trans you know.’

‘I know – get in darling’ was the answer.

He clambered with difficulty in his tight skirt, and heels into the cab, which stank of diesel, and sank back into the plush seat.

‘Alright love?’ the driver, a short, fat man, with stubble flecked cheeks asked.

And added-

‘There’s a layby down the road, and you can do me there, alright? How much do you charge by the way?’

Phil was unable to think - how much did he charge? He had to say something –

‘Five pounds’ he said.

‘Fine’ the driver answered.

The engine roared into action, as the driver wrestled with the heavy wheels, tattooed biceps straining, and Phil’s nerves and anxiety kicked in. Could he get out of his promise? But then he’d have to walk back. The driver might even attack him. He’d never, ever sucked off a man before, but then he’d never been out on his own, stranded miles from home, dressed as a whore before.

They drew into the layby, and the driver turned off the engine. He quickly pulled down the zip of his trousers, and let his cock flip out, where it lay flaccid and white across his grease stained jeans. The sight of his cock certainly didn’t turn Phil on, nor did the driver, in fact, and he found both him and his cock repulsive. But the humiliation of sacking him off did turn Phil on considerably, and he bent his scarlet lips to the guy’s crotch, taking his limp penis in his mouth and nibbling and tonguing it. It quickly swelled at the touch of his lips, and he was sucking on a huge, fully erect penis. He gave it his all, despite the disgusting taste and smell, and before long the driver gasped –

‘Let me cum in your face.’

He withdrew his mouth and the driver held his cock inches from Phil’s face as it erupted it’s loud of cum full into his eyes and nose, where it ran down into his mouth and dripped onto his blouse. It seemed to go on forever, until he finally teased the last drops of cum out. The driver collapsed back into his seat –

‘Thanks- that was the best blow job I’ve ever had.’

‘Thank you’ he found himself saying, like a suitably submissive slut. The man handed him a filthy, oil stained cloth to mop his face, which was better than nothing, Phil supposed, and drove off, along the motorway, and into town, taking him right up to the door of his house, even though it must have been out of his way.

‘Thanks a lot’ Phil said, turning to open the cab door.

‘Thank YOU’ the driver said thrusting something into Phil’s hand. He concentrated on getting down the cab’s steps, as the man drove off with a toot of his horn. When Phil opened his hand, he realized that he had given him a ten-pound note. Phil didn’t know how to feel about that – to be treated as a common prostitute. He felt a hardness between his legs, and then he knew how he really felt about it. Phil minced up the path of the house in his six-inch heels, wondering if any neighbors were watching. Fortunately, it was midweek, but some busybodies were probably in, twitching the net curtains. He had to ring the bell, not having a key, and Helena soon answered. She embraced him –

‘I’m so glad you’re all right, I knew you would be. I thought it would be a real test for you, and really force you to be out in public as a woman.’

‘Oh, so it wasn’t because you wanted to humiliate me because it turns you on? he asked.

‘That as well, but I know how much you love it. I wouldn’t do it if I thought anything bad would happen to you.’

‘Something did happen, actually, I had to give a truck driver a blow job to get a lift home.’

‘Oh...what was that like? Did you enjoy it? Tell me all about it.’ She asked, unable to keep the eagerness from her voice.

So, he told her everything, all the details, and he could tell she was turned on, just as he was by telling her.

‘Well he certainly found you attractive as a woman’ she said.

‘But did I find him attractive? You don’t think about that, do you?’

‘Well, did you?’

‘Are you joking? He was repulsive fat, greasy and smelly.’

‘Yeah, but I bet that turned you on even more with the humiliation, didn’t it?’

‘That’s true I suppose...it did.’

‘Because you’re a useless sissy faggot who deserves to be abused, aren’t you?’

‘Yes’ he said, ‘yes I am.’

‘Mistress, don’t forget to call me Mistress, will you?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Now use that tongue of yours on me, make me cum.’

‘Yes Mistress’ he said obediently, and sank you his knees in front of her and pulled down her trousers.

He was in his humiliating element, you could say, giving oral sex to two people in the space of a few hours. But what about his own physical needs? who would help him cum?

‘Look, I need to be able to orgasm, it’s driving me crazy’ he said.

‘Well you’re not fucking allowed to. I’ve been looking on the internet, and sissy sluts like you aren’t allowed to have orgasms unless their mistresses give them permission, which they might do if they beg.’

‘Please Mistress, may I cum’, he pleaded.

‘No, she said sternly, not until I say so.’

‘Can’t I wank myself off?’

‘No – no more wanking at the moment’ she said.

He felt the ache in his balls increase, but knew he couldn’t do anything about it.

As is she’d read his thoughts Helena said – perhaps I should prick your balls with a pin and release all that white stuff you’ve got stored there. Well it’s of no use to anyone, is it?  I think I’ve got some sewing needles handy, some fine ones, one of these would do the trick, wouldn’t it?’

He realized that he was simultaneously horrified and really turned on by this prospect. But she wouldn’t really do such a thing, would she?

‘No’ I said ‘please don’t, it’ll damage me, I’ll need to go to hospital.’

‘Yes, but imagine the buzz, the power of completely emasculating a man. You’d probably need to have your balls removed, wouldn’t you? You’d be a eunuch, and speak with a very high voice. Then you really would make a convincing woman.’

The thought of such power made her, again, wet between her legs.

‘That’s a step too far I think.’ He said sourly.

‘Well what you think doesn’t matter does it? If I say you’re to become a eunuch, then that’s what happens isn’t it?’

‘Yes Mistress.’ he went along with the game. But was it a game?

‘Just you remember it’ she said, lighting a cigarette, though he had previously asked her not to smoke indoors. He coughed, and she blew a plume of smoke into his face –

‘You’ll just have to put up with my smoking. No more of your pathetic whining. Do you understand?’

‘Yes Mistress’ he said.

‘Now, you can go to your room. I’ve had the spare room done up for you in your absence. That’s one reason why I wanted you out of the way. It’s a surprise.’

This was news to him – when did she get that done? Anyway, he walked up to the room, and got a shock when I entered. The walls were painted vivid pink, as was the dressing table, and what looked like baby’s cot, with a frame around it to stop the baby climbing out. On the dressing table was an array of cosmetics and beauty products, and on the floor a pink chamber pot. Apart from that there was nothing in the room.

‘It’s time for you to go to bed’ She said firmly.

‘What? he said ‘I’m not tired.

‘Well, I have things to do. I’m afraid we need to get you into bed now. Come on, there’s your night things, get undressed.’

What choice did he have, but to take his clothes off, and put on the night attire laid out on the bed, which was a delicate, pink baby doll night dress, with matching pink panties.

He got into the cot, and then to his horror, she put up the sides and roof of the bed, and locked them with a key she produced for somewhere. ‘Even if you do manage to get out the cot, the door to the room will be locked anyway.’

And with that she walked out, clicking the light switch off as she went out. He heard the key turning in the lock, and lay there filled with sadness, but also a feeling of security and safety, which he realised he liked. So, conflicting feelings again – which he was used to know.

Mistress, as he now found himself thinking of his wife, had actually given him a hot milky drink before going to bed, and there must have been something in it, because within minutes he’d fallen fast asleep.

But, of course, when Phil awoke up in the night wanting to pee, he couldn’t get out of the cage of bed, try as he might to open it. He tried to hold it back, but in the end ii felt the warm piss oozing around his legs and soaking the mattress.

Helena sat up late in the living-room. It gave her such a fantastic feeling, being in control like this. She fingered her clitty, and came to a terrific, pulsing orgasm. Which was like an electric current running through her body. But a pleasurable one. She did feel guilty though – this game was going too, far wasn’t it? As if they were both trapped on an exciting, but dangerous funfair ride, and couldn’t get off. But how could she stop when it gave her such feelings of pleasure and, importantly, control, when, she now realized, she hadn’t had such feelings in her life before. She’d thought of herself as a powerful woman, with a good job, a nice home, and a decent husband, but she now realized that she hadn’t really had much power. Her husband had had power over her, telling her how to dress, for example, and she hadn’t questioned this. But now...now she couldn’t imagine going back to her old life, of being subservient to a man.  She also found her husband in a female role, and dressing as a woman, gave her more pleasure sexually than he ever had done as a man. She loved to be in a dominant position sexually, and would now find this very hard to give up.

The next morning, she went into the room she’d had especially

designed for him. Well, it had all been planned. In the short time, he was away, a decorator friend had carried out the work. It didn’t take much, just a couple of tins of pink paint, some bits of wood and some pink curtains.  The idea had just turned her on. Once she’d had it, she couldn’t stop thinking about it. Her once Alpha male husband to reduce to sissy status, locked in a cot for the night, unable to go to the toilet. She went in to his new room, and there he was; face pressed to the bars, pink baby doll nightgown soaked with what she knew must be pee.

‘Has my little darling wet himself’ she said sweetly, and he scowled-

‘This is very uncomfortable you know – not to mention humiliating.’

‘But you like being humiliated.’

‘There’s a limit to everything.’ But he was actually aroused by the whole situation.

She walked over to the cot.

‘Come on, let’s get you cleaned up.’ she took the key from around her neck and unlocked the bars of the cot-

‘Poor little dear’ she said soothingly.

She stroked his face, and he cock hardened beneath his gown. She reached down and grabbed it with a latex gloved hand.

‘Wank me off’ he said urgently ‘please.’

She felt her power over him-

‘Say “please Mistress.”’

‘Please Mistress, I’m desperate.’

‘What will you do for me if I do?’

‘Anything’ he said.

‘Anything?’

‘Yes.’

‘Will you do the weekly shop dressed as a woman.’

‘Yes.’

‘Will you go out dressed as a whore and pick men up and charge them a fiver for a blow job.’

‘Yes Mistress.’

She began to stroke his cock, grabbed the empty glass from the nearby table, and as he was about to cum, pushed it up to the head of his penis so that it was half over it. He came with a gushing of creamy white spunk, and she directed it into the glass, then, when he was spent, stood it on the table.

‘My, what a lot’ she said. ‘you must have been desperate.’

She picked up the glass and put it to his lips -

‘Now you can drink it.’

‘It’s disgusting.’

‘Drink it’ she commanded, and he allowed her to tilt the glass to his lips and drank his own semen, almost retching as he did so.

‘Right, have a shower and get dressed’ she ordered.

She found it hard the believe the change in their relationship. How she was now the one completely in charge. This hadn’t been what she’d intended at all. Her intention had merely been to, as she said, spice up their dull sex life. But somehow things had had their own momentum, and now their relationship had become a fully formed Sub/Dom one, with him a submissive sissy, dressed most of the time as a woman, and her as a dominant mistress. But did she really want to give this up? And did he, or she, as she now referred to her husband?

She made a decision, it had all gone too far. For the sake of her marriage she was going to stop all this nonsense. Their marriage would return to normal, and he would go back to dressing as a man all the time, and she would let him have his delusion of being in the dominant position in the relationship.

She walked into the bedroom, where he’d gone after getting out of the shower. When she walked in, he had had just clipped his stockings to his suspender belt, over his freshly shaven legs, his skirt and blouse lay on the bed for him to put on.

As she walked in he looked at her with a mixture of humiliation and desire, his cock visibly growing when he saw her.

She was determined to end the whole business, but as soon as she saw him she said-

‘Right slave bend over the bed’, and he immediately complied.

Now Helena began to get her close friend Mandy increasingly involved in things. Mandy was divorced from John, another Alpha male type – only he really was an Alpha male, and unpleasant and domineering with it. Mandy had kicked him out because of all his affairs, but now she lived vicariously through Helena’s reports about her relationship with her own husband.  One day Helena invited Mandy around for a coffee, at time when she knew Phil would be there dressed like a woman. She didn’t inform him of the fact that Mandy would be arriving. The doorbell rang and Phil said –

‘Who the heck’s that’ alarmed.

‘Oh, I forgot to tell you– it’s probably Mandy, I asked her around for a coffee and chat.

‘Get rid of her.’ Phil hissed.

‘I can’t do that, she’s my best friend.’

Anyway, two minutes later Helena guided Mandy into the living room, where Phil sat, with one leg crossed over the other, revealing his stocking tops. You could even make out a glimpse of bulging black pantie between his legs.  He was immediately embarrassed when Mandy entered the room.

‘Phil’s been out all on his own’ Helena warbled proudly to her guest- ‘You know what he had to do to get a lift home – give a lorry driver a blow job.’

Phil shot his wife a filthy look.

‘Don’t worry darling, I’ve done the same thing myself when I’ve been stranded on the motorway’ Mandy laughed. ‘Doesn’t your husband make a convincing woman-he’s lovely’

‘He certainly does – I find him most attractive like this.’

‘We could all become lesbian lovers’ Mandy cried.

Phil just wished he could hide, though Mandy was sexy, no doubt about that. You know you can get hormone therapy these days on the NHS – for people who feel they’re in the wrong body.’

‘I don’t feel that’ Phil interrupted ‘I’m definitely not taking any hormones.’

‘But imagine – you’ll have proper breasts, just like a real woman. Mmmm.’ Helena said eagerly.

‘And his penis would get smaller and become more like a woman’s clitoris. I’ve read an article about it. His voice would get higher, his body softer, and he’d become less hairy. He’d become like us two.’ Mandy gushed enthusiastically.

‘Wouldn’t you like that?’ his wife asked ‘to become just like a real woman.’

‘No I certainly wouldn’t Phil said vehemently ‘OK, I like to dress up as a woman sometimes – well, I know my wife likes it, but I have absolutely no desire to actually relinquish my masculinity completely, and change sex.’

‘But you say one thing, but deep inside you want another, don’t you sweetheart?’ Helena said, smiling.

While Mandy laughed –

‘He can’t help it. He’s far happier as a woman.’

‘Right – we’ll get you down to the doctor’s, and get you on a course of hormones asap.’

‘No way’ he said.

Two weeks later Phil was taking a course of hormone tablets, and after a couple of months Helena could see the difference. He had budding breasts, and his penis was getting gradually smaller, even when erect, though he appeared oblivious to the gradual changes.

Helena and Mandy had already began sending him out to places

such as motorway motel car parks to pick up men. They loved to

send him out dressed like a whore, then hear all about his

experiences with the

lorry drivers and traveling salesmen he picked up. He wasn’t allowed

to charge any more than a fiver for a blow job. Then they made him

use his phone to try and discretely film himself, as he pressed his

lipstick painted mouth over some sweaty cock.

Helena and Mandy had been getting closer and closer, united in

their humiliation of Phil, and soon became lovers. Looking at the photos of the abject, once Alpha, male

turned them both on, and they would start kissing and fondling each

other right before Phil’s eyes, which made him incredibly horny. But

now Helena made sure that his cock was always locked in its chastity

device, until she unlocked it for him, and gave him permission to

masturbate. How did he get into this situation, he wondered, but he

also, knew that part of him, a very strong part, really enjoyed being treated

in such a way. He realized how much he liked being dressed as a woman, and how it turned him on being humiliated. But on the other hand, he didn’t want to be an abject sissy, dominated by his wife and existing only for her, and now her friend’s, pleasure. What could he do about it though. What did he want to do about it? In many ways, it would have been far easier just to give in – to just accept his lot as a dominated sissy faggot slut, who might never have proper sex with a woman again.

As for Helena, she was really enjoying her feeling of control. For the first time in her life she felt as though she was in charge of her life, doing exactly what she wanted to do.

Well, as I said at the beginning of this story, Phil had always harbored transvestite leanings, but had repressed them. Now, through the intervention of his wife, in her own protest against being told to dress like a slut, Phil was at last able to fully express his full sexuality......it might be said.                                                              
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