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Each day I couldn’t help but smile, recalling past experiences, but I soon realised a growing dilemma. Am I on a spiral into trouble? Why this insatiable desire to submit to men? I guessed it as a reaction to the dominance in bed I held over Sarah for almost three decades. I understood that, but what confused me was that the submissive urges seemed to grow rather than diminish. Haven’t I done enough to slake the thirst of submissive sexual cravings? No, it seems I haven’t because the images that pursued my thoughts and aroused me became even more needy and submissive. A true switch, and I was not alone. 

Men on Reddit and the website spoke of such changes, but they were always within a relationship. A switch from dominant to submissive and back again might happen on a whim or be part of their personality. But for me, I switched depending on the sex of the person.

The switch had become so drastic that now I considered myself a hooker! Paid for sex! Self esteem had never reached this level. How simple is it for males to get sex from males? Hormones chose for them, and I provided the relief. A tingle made me stir. Wow! The men who had come along to the public toilets for satisfaction gushed at my services and asked to do it again so I offered a regular deal.

All agreed except the two gay guys who passed. But they invited me to their house for a threesome for fun. I told them to set a date and I will try. 

That left the stud with the beautiful cock and muscular legs who demanded a money-back guarantee, the overweight chub of fifty plus who enjoyed rubbing his cock between my cheeks and the hairy one with a giant cock. Maybe I might train the chub. Smallish dick, and I could fuck him! The last guy had a monster, so might be a problem. Can I fit seven inches? Another tingle. Imagine the prostate singing in glee.

Three replies in the positive, I loved, but not one had fucked me, so I advertised on the website for a master who wished to train a sissy. Forty-three men replied, and then I found out why. In my inbox sat a video and six pics. I clicked on the video and stared at my cum covered face still sucking the monster that had deposited the load. I stirred and read the attachment. 

‘Thanks for the blowjob. Thought you might enjoy the vids and pics. I posted these on the website so full members can see. Hope you don’t mind!’

Well, I did and I didn’t, so I visited the area where he had posted the material. Over fifty comments listed below the material. A mixture of ego and fear made me read.

‘What a load on the face!’

‘God, he looks like the icing on a cake.’ 

I laughed at that one.

‘Let me have a turn!’

Most were positive and gushing, and it explained why I had so many replies to my sissy post. The negative ones were about my age or low standards.

‘Fuck me! Grandpa should be at home.’

‘Shame! An old man as a slut! Bet you he can’t get his cock hard!’

To weed down the number, I spent hours considering my criteria. Younger or older man? Can he host? Size in height and weight? Cock size? Level of dominance?

Down to seven men, I sent each a request to see private pics. Four replied, and two met all of my criteria. One older and one younger ... I didn’t mind. Both can host and are about my size except the older man seemed taller. Five to six inches for both. Levels of dominance came back in their messaging. 

The older guy wished to use mirrors and film it. He had bondage gear such as blindfolds, handcuffs and masks plus a full closet of women’s clothing and sex toys. This made him choice number one. To keep everything fair, I made each aware of the other. Perhaps I can have two trainers?  

Where to now I thought? Over the next few days, I kept in contact with both until choice number two invited me to visit on Friday. About forty, the man appeared muscular, short and circumcised. I had loved his butt pics, but he didn’t own any women’s clothing so I packed a bag and drove across town late Friday afternoon to meet him.

Nervous energy built as I neared the address. Today, the mind drifted away from the driving, and I operated on remote control too busy thinking through various scenarios. The man had shown dominance in his messages, and I expected he would enjoy my willingness to please him. 

The apartment sat as one of ten in a middle-class suburb lined with trees and SUVs. Each unit contained a small garden and balcony. Comfortable living for young professionals, I thought as I spotted a young couple exit one unit, jump into a car and drive straight at me before turning right and speeding away. 

A deep breath helped settle the surging urges within. I had noted these urges each time I embarked on a risky adventure. The energy built, and I sensed the switch to a submissive, needy bisexual man. Excitement, fear and arousal mixed and brought primal instincts to the fore. Come on, Michael, you have fucked and sucked over a dozen men in riverside bushes, gay clubs, cars and your own bed. It will prove brilliant; get inside. 

Unit six lay at the end of a horseshoe, so I strolled past the other units, noting three cars outside numbers four, six and ten. A check of the watch to confirm the time and I knocked on number six. 4 pm suited a man who finished work early on Friday, so the time suited us both. With Pam due back on Sunday, I must know if this is what I desire.

A sixth sense told me eyes watched through a peephole. A moment passed and the door opened. 

“Hi, I am Michael.”

“Brandon, come on in.”

I strolled down a short corridor that ended in a large communal kitchen/dining/TV area.

Brandon smiled when I turned. Lips met mine, and he grinned at my sigh. 

“Want it bad don’t you?”

I croaked a yes.

Brandon appeared as in his pics, and for that I was grateful. Switched to submissive, his male scent strong and full of testosterone, like he had just worked out, made me shiver.

“Brought clothes I see! Mind changing into them for me?”

I nodded, dropped the bag and drew out a dress, wig, heels, bra and makeup. Brandon sat and smiled at the contents spread out on the floor. 

I peeled my shirt off, and Brandon gave me an approving nod.

“Yes, you work out. Excellent shape for fifty-six.”

Genuine appreciation came through when I dropped my pants. A pink lace thong with a small pocket, held by a single strand of material drew his eyes along with the individual lace stockings.

“Fuck me, I love those.”

I twirled for him and noted the crotch massage he gave himself.

A padded bra with fake nipples disappeared as I lowered a backless dress over my head.

“I have makeup, lashes and a wig. Can I use the bathroom?”

“No, do it by the mirror
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