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Introduction by Ann

—o—

Dear Readers,

So what is the Dominique Silk Collection?  Well, a couple years back I created the pen name Dominique Silk because I wanted to try writing shorter and darker stories without confusing you as to the types of stories I write.  As I wrote those books, however, I came to realize that I like writing longer stories.  I like having more time to develop characters and to let the plot unfold.  It’s not that I didn’t like my Dominique stories – I like them very much! – I just prefer writing longer stories.  So I stopped writing under Dominique’s name.

Now I’ve decided to retire Dominique and to let you know that I had written these stories.  To that end, I’ve collected them into a four volume set.  Each volume includes either two separate stories or one complete two-part story.  I think you’ll enjoy them all very much.

This Volume Two of Dominique Silk stories is both parts of Feminized by his Mother-in-Law
, the story of Jackson, his wife Natalie, and his mother-in-law Ruth.  Ruth never thought that Jackson was man enough to marry her daughter, and when she came to stay with Jackson and Natalie shortly after their marriage, she decided to prove this to her daughter... by feminizing Jackson.  Has she miscalculated though?  Soon both
 Ruth and Natalie are feminizing Jackson.  He even finds himself sent on a date with Natalie’s boss and ends up helping him seduce her!  Can Jackson save his manhood and his marriage?

Thanks again for reading and thanks for all your support!  I hope you enjoy this story!

With love,

Ann :)

P.S. Thanks also for signing up for my monthly newsletter.  If you haven’t signed up, you can do so here:  https://annmichellebooks.wixsite.com/website
.  All you need is an email address.  You won’t regret it.
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Copyright 2015.  All rights reserved.  For mature audiences only.  All characters are above the legal age.  Don’t buy or read this book if you are under the legal age or anything you see herein is illegal where you live.  Don’t try any of this at home.


PART ONE

—v—


Chapter One: “Jackson’s Mother-In-Law Cometh”

—v—

Jackson’s shoulders slumped.  He and his bride Natalie were just back from their honeymoon and had moved into their new home downtown.  Everything seemed to be going well, but then Natalie gave him the news that ruined his day:  his mother-in-law Ruth was coming to stay with them.


“How long is she staying?” asked Jackson disgustedly.

Natalie shrugged her shoulders.  “I don’t know.  She wasn’t clear on that point.”

“Can we tell her no more than a week?”

Natalie glared at her husband.  “I’m not putting a time limit on my mother staying with us.”

“But she’s impossible!” whined Jackson.

“No, she’s not.  You just have to learn how to deal with her.”

Jackson pursed his lips.  “No one can deal with her.”

Natalie put her hands on her hips and tapped her foot angrily against the hardwood floor.  “My mother is not that bad.  She’s actually quite nice.  You just need to be a man and stand up to her.  Earn her respect.”

Jackson bit his tongue.  He didn’t like his new wife telling him that he needed to “be a man.”  It was insulting... plus, he took it personally.  Sure, he sometimes struggled to get his way with difficult people, but that didn’t make him any less of a man.  And as for Natalie’s mother Ruth, well, she was beyond difficult; she was in a class all by herself.  Indeed, if a bull could be turned into a human being, it would be Ruth.  She was relentless, forceful and determined to get her own way.  What’s more, she didn’t like Jackson one bit.  She didn’t like him the first time they met.  She didn’t like him as he romanced her daughter.  She didn’t like him at the wedding.  And she certainly didn’t like him now.  She considered him “too weak” to marry her daughter, and she’d told him that to his face a dozen times.  Naturally, Jackson disagreed with this, but as his mother-in-law would say, “what does he know?”  So with an attitude like that, what did Natalie expect of him?

“The problem isn’t me,” insisted Jackson.

Natalie rolled her eyes.  She’d watched her husband try to deal with her mother before and she knew the truth.  “Yes, it is.  Just grow some balls, Jackson.  That’s all it takes to win her approval... be a man.”

Jackson cringed at again having his masculinity impugned.  Natalie often liked to denigrate his masculinity; though he wasn’t sure she realized she was doing it.  In fact, it seemed to be her favorite form of argument.  In this, she was exactly like her mother.  Both women spoke often and openly of the need for the men in their lives to be stronger.  This sometimes made Jackson wonder why Natalie had even agreed to marry him if he wasn’t up to her macho standards.  He assumed that on some level he must be, but then he once made the mistake of asking this very thing.  He had hoped that she would tell him, rather apologetically, that he was indeed macho in her eyes and that she would make sure that she stopped making cracks about his supposed lack of manliness.  But that wasn’t the answer he got.  To the contrary, Natalie’s answer was deeply emasculating:  “I wanted to try something different this time,” she had said, and Jackson felt his insecurities grow.

Indeed, this answer shook Jackson and it stuck with him.  It stung, particularly as Jackson didn’t see himself that way.  He saw himself as a rather normal man who had no desire to be a “knuckle-dragger” like some of the prior boyfriends Natalie had dated.  That clearly wasn’t how Natalie viewed him however, and that made him worry that she was judging him in a way which might weaken their marriage.

In any event, that was an issue for another day.  The issue right now was the coming of his mother-in-law.

“When is she arriving?” asked Jackson.

“Tonight.”

“Tonight?!”

“Yes.  And I want you to agree to do your best to start this off on the right foot, all right?”

“I’m
 not the one you need to worry about,” protested Jackson.

“That may be, but I still want you to agree.  Promise me that you will do your best to be nice to my mother and to put up with her eccentricities while she’s here.  No fighting.”

Jackson pursed his lips, but finally nodded his head.

“One more thing,” said Natalie coyly.

“What?”

“Can you get the guest room ready?”

Jackson sighed, but agreed.

Natalie smiled broadly.  “Good boy,” she said and she kissed him on the cheek and patted him on the rear.  She then picked up her designer handbag and slipped her feet into her designer pumps, the ones with the five-inch heels and the red soles, and she left for work.

Jackson groaned.  “Ruth is coming
,” he said unhappily.  “This is going to suck.”

He had no idea.

—v—

The doorbell rang:  Diiiing dongggg
.

Jackson looked at his watch.  It was just about time for Natalie to come home from work, but that couldn’t be her at the door because she wouldn’t ring the bell at her own house.  That could mean only one thing.  It meant that Ruth had arrived.

Jackson cringed.

“This is going to be unpleasant,” Jackson told himself as he made his way to the front door.  He looked through the peep hole.  Sure enough, it was Ruth.  “Do I really need to let her in?” he asked himself.

He decided that he did.

Jackson turned the doorknob and Ruth immediately pushed open the door and barged right past him into the house.  She wore black slacks, a dark red blouse with a high collar and black spike-heeled pumps with open toes.  Her toenails were dark, dark red with white tips, as were her sharp fingernails which looked like talons to Jackson.  She carried two small suitcases.

“My other suitcases are in the car.  Be a dear and fetch them,” said Ruth.

“Hello to you too, Ruth,” said Jackson sarcastically.

Ruth raised an eyebrow at his tone and tapped her foot angrily against the tile floor in the same manner Natalie did when she was upset.  Jackson cringed at how similar Natalie and her mother could be.  Meanwhile, Ruth sharpened her gaze.  Jackson finally took the hint and decided to get her bags.  After all, he had promised Natalie that he would do his best to try to get along with her.

“Fine, Ruth, I’ll get them,” he said.

Ruth handed him her key and smiled a crooked smile at him.  “Good.”

Jackson then opened the door again and walked out to the car.  Once there, he discovered that Ruth had left four large suitcases in her trunk.  They were so heavy that it took him four difficult trips to get each into the house.  Naturally, he received no help from Ruth, who spent the time adjusting her makeup in the hallway mirror.  She didn’t even take them to her room as he brought them in.

“That’s all of them,” said Jackson between gasps as he brought the last one into the house and set it down.  He was breathing hard and his arms were sore.

“Be a dear and get my purse too,” said Ruth.  “I left it on the front seat.”

Jackson glared at her.  He thought about telling her to get her own damn purse.  After all, there was no reason she couldn’t have gone to the car and gotten the purse while he struggled to bring her suitcases inside.  But he remembered Natalie’s request that he do his best to get along with her mother, so he swallowed his pride and he went to get the purse.  He found it where she said.  It was jet black with a golden “K” hanging from the straps; Ruth always favored designer clothes.  He grabbed it and started back toward the house.  He felt like an idiot walking back into the house carrying a purse, especially as he carried nothing else.  Fortunately, no one saw him.

“How about something to drink?” asked Ruth.  “It’s been a long drive.”

“Sure.  The kitchen’s that way,” said Jackson and he pointed down the hallway as he set her purse on the table in the foyer.  The implication was that she could get her own drink.  Ruth did not look amused, however.

“Oh, I know where the kitchen is, but I never like to impose,” replied Ruth coldly.  Translation:  “you
 get me a drink.”

Jackson grumbled unhappily to himself, but again gave way for Natalie’s sake.  A moment later, both stood in the kitchen as Jackson poured Ruth a glass of orange juice to which she insisted that he add more than a little vodka.  Ruth swallowed half the drink in one shot.

“So where’s my daughter, Jason?” asked Ruth.

“Jackson,” said Jackson, correcting her.

Ruth shrugged her shoulders indifferently.  “Where’s my daughter?”

“She’s still at the office.  She should be home soon though.”

“And you... you still don’t have a job?” asked Ruth.

“No.”

“And you have no plans to get one?”

Jackson shook his head.  “No.  My job is here, around the house.”

Ruth’s face took on a sour expression.  “So you’re content to let my daughter support you?”

Jackson felt the hairs on the back of his neck stand up.  “She’s doing it again,” he growled to himself.  He wanted to unload on her with both barrels and a howitzer for good measure, but he quietly took a deep breath and told himself to stay calm.  This was Ruth, after all, and her taunts were to be expected.  He just needed to ignore them.  He just needed to stay calm.  Unfortunately, he could never quite do that when it came to Ruth.  “I contribute in other ways,” said Jackson defensively.

Ruth visibly raised an eyebrow.  “Oh, do you?  Other ways?  Like what?” she asked in an obviously doubtful tone.

“I cook and I clean and I manage the house.”

Ruth snickered.  “You sound like a maid.”

“I am not a maid!”

“I didn’t say you were,” said Ruth.  “I was just pointing out that the things you cited as contributions to my daughter’s household sound like things you hire a maid to do.”

Jackson cringed at the words “daughter’s household.”  He and Natalie were a family, a partnership.  They were in this together.  They had already discussed whether or not he should work and they decided that since she made so much more money than he did, that it would be better for their relationship if he stayed home and took care of the house while she worked to support them.  That did not, however, make this “her household,” nor did it make him any less of a man... no matter what Ruth thought.  This was a simple matter of economics:  why send him to work and then both struggle to maintain the house when his income wouldn’t be needed and he could do it for both of them instead?

“This is not
 Natalie’s household,” insisted Jackson.

“Yes, it is.  She earns the money.  She wears the pants.  You’re just her housewife... at best
,” said Ruth.  Her words dripped with condescension.

“I am not Natalie’s housewife!” squealed Jackson and his face turned bright, bright red.  At the same time, disturbingly, he found himself becoming erect beneath his jeans at being verbally emasculated by his mother-in-law.  He had no idea why and he didn’t want to think about it, but it was happening.

Ruth smirked.  “What else would you call it?”

“I’m her husband—”

“A ‘husband’ who contributes nothing to the family except maid services?  A husband who waits at home like a good little wife, cooking and cleaning the house and looking to his wife’s needs?  Face it, Jason, you’re Natalie’s housewife.  All you’re missing is the dress and a sexy pair of heels,” said Ruth mockingly.

“It’s Jackson!
”

Suddenly, both Jackson and Ruth heard the sound of high heels coming down the hallway:  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!
  Natalie was obviously home from work.  This argument would need to wait.

“Ah, your Mistress
 is home,” snapped Ruth condescendingly, before adding:  “Don’t forget to curtsey when she enters the room like a proper servant does.”

Jackson glared at Ruth.  He had promised Natalie that he wouldn’t fight her mother, that he would put up with her and be as nice as possible, but he was struggling with that right now.  He wanted so badly to tell her off.  Actually, he wanted to kick her in the butt and send her flying out the front door, but that would never happen.

“Mom!” exclaimed Natalie as she entered the kitchen.

“Honey!” exclaimed Ruth.

Natalie raced over to her mother and the two of them hugged and hopped up and down excitedly.  As they did, Jackson realized that both women were slightly taller than he was in their spike heels.  This fact made him feel “funny” and weak as he thought about it.  He tried to shake that thought off.

“Honey, you look so good!  You’re so tan!” gushed Ruth.

“We honeymooned in the islands.”

“Well, it looks like it did wonders for you.”

“It felt amazing to just spend a week sitting on the beach,” gushed Natalie.

“I’m sure it did.”

“You look great too, mom,” said Natalie.

Ruth turned her head from side to side.  “I found a new stylist, Carl, who can work wonders.”

Natalie nodded her head.  “He did a great job with your hair.”

“Thank you, dear.”

“What happened to Barry?”

“Oh, he retired.  He said he had enough of the city and he moved away.  But then I found Carl and he works wonders.  I’m very happy,” said Ruth.

“Do you remember that woman who had the salon on Eighth Street when I was younger?” asked Natalie and they promptly discussed various hairdressers they had known over the years.

As Natalie and her mother continued their conversation, Jackson became increasingly uncomfortable.  Up to this point, both women had essentially ignored Jackson’s presence.  Natalie hadn’t even greeted him yet.  And now they seemed intent on carrying on an entire conversation without including him.  Every second that passed made him feel less important.  Even worse, it made him think that Ruth would see every second as proof that somehow Natalie saw him more as a servant who maintained her house rather than a genuine spouse.  How else could she come home without even greeting him?

“Well, that’s all in the past,” said Natalie finally.  “I’m so happy you’re here!”

“I’m happy to be here too.  I’ve missed you, darling.  And let me say that I’m happy you’re letting me stay here, but I don’t want to impose.  So let me know if you need me to leave.”

“It’s no imposition, mom!  You can stay here anytime,” said Natalie.

Jackson cringed when he heard this.  He hoped his wife was just being courteous and that Ruth would get that, but somehow he doubted it.  No, he was sure she would hear that as an open invitation.

“I’m glad to hear it.  I was getting the impression from you-know-who,” said Ruth and she nodded her head toward Jackson, “that I wasn’t particularly welcome in this house anymore.”

“Jackson!” exclaimed Natalie in a chiding tone.

Jackson’s jaw dropped.  “I never said anything of the sort!”

“It’s not what you said, sweetie, it’s the ‘why don’t you leave, you aren’t wanted here’ tone you kept using,” said Ruth dismissively.

“Well, you’re welcome here anytime, mom,” said Natalie.

Jackson furrowed his brow.  He had used no such tone.  He was innocent.  He looked at Natalie, his eyes pleading his innocence, but she shook her head at him.  She clearly did not believe him.

“How long will you be staying?” asked Natalie.

Ruth shrugged her shoulders.  “I don’t know.  I’m just here to help you get settled.  I figured you needed someone who knows what they’re doing to get you started on the right path.  I guess I’ll leave when you don’t need me anymore.”

Jackson winced at this sleight.

Natalie didn’t seem to see it that way, though.  Instead, she smiled and kissed her mother on the cheek.  “That’s great, mom!”  She then turned to Jackson.  “Isn’t it great that mom has come to help us?”

Jackson didn’t see this as great at all.  He was more than capable of setting up their new household.  In fact, it was already essentially all set up.  All that was left to do now was the normal day to day things and to unpack a couple boxes of clothes that still remained in the closet.  Either way, he knew what he needed to say, so he said it:  “Yeah, it’s great.”

“Listen to my mom.  She knows what she’s doing when it comes to moving,” said Natalie enthusiastically.

“I do too,” protested Jackson.

“Yes, but she knows more,” said Natalie in the same dismissive tone her mother used against Jackson all the time.  “In fact, why don’t we say that mom’s in charge while I’m not here?”

The phrase “in charge” sent a shiver down Jackson’s spine.  What exactly did that mean?  It certainly sounded like his own wife had just issued an order telling him to obey his mother-in-law.  Did she really think she had the power to issue an order to him?  And even worse, did she really think she could issue an order to obey Ruth?

“In charge?!” asked Jackson incredulously.

“Oh you know what I mean,” said Natalie again dismissing his concerns.  Before Jackson could follow up, Natalie took her mother by the hand and left the kitchen with her.  As she left, she told Jackson, “Let us know when dinner’s ready.”

Jackson could almost feel himself shrink as she said this.  Not only had she completely emasculated him with her mother, but now she had issued a second order treating him as if he were her servant.  All of this stung his ego very badly.  Oddly, it also gave him a throbbing erection for some reason.

“This is not making me happy,” growled Jackson to the empty room.

Unfortunately for him, this was only the beginning.  Before Ruth left, his entire life was going to change in some very humiliating ways.


Chapter Two: “Ruth Puts Jackson In Panties”

—v—

The next day went about as well as could be expected.  Ruth spent the day hounding Jackson and launching emasculating comments at him.  Jackson did his best not to fire back, which only seemed to encourage her.  Jackson was rather relieved when Natalie finally came home and took her mother out for dinner.  It had been a long day.  The following day, however, was when things really began to go wrong.

Jackson got up and cooked breakfast for his wife.  She ate and left for the office.  Ruth was nowhere to be seen at this point, for which Jackson was thankful.  He decided to take a quick shower before getting dressed and starting his day.  The shower went well.  When he returned to his bedroom, however, he was shocked to discover that all of his underwear were gone.  Even the dirty ones had disappeared from the hamper.  In their place, he found a stack of panties.

“What the heck are these?” he asked himself as he pulled a pair of pink cotton panties from his underwear drawer.  “And what are they doing here
?”

Jackson looked through all the other drawers in case his underwear had been mislaid.  They hadn’t been; they were simply gone.

“I don’t understand this.”

Jackson slipped on a robe and went to check the laundry room.

“Nothing here either.  Where could they be?  I’m going to have to talk with Natalie about this!”

He scratched his head.  This was a real mystery.  He then returned to his bedroom where he had laid out the jeans he intended to wear on the bed.  He had left the pink cotton panties there too.  He looked at the jeans.  He hated wearing jeans without underwear for any number of reasons.  They would chafe.  They would feel funny.  It felt dirty to him not to wear underwear.  Then he looked at the panties.  He could wear those... but he really didn’t want to wear panties.  Panties were for women and something inside him told him not to wear them.

“Yeah, I don’t think so,” he decided.

Jackson slipped into the jeans and instantly cringed as his dick slid against the cold, rough zipper.  He looked at the panties again.  Maybe he needed to wear them after all.

“They are just cloth,” he told himself.

He picked them up and ran them through his fingers.

“Besides, it’s not like anyone will know.  No one’s going to see them.”

Jackson sighed.  He didn’t like this, but he decided to wear them, so he pulled off the jeans and slipped into the panties.  He felt funny sliding panties up his legs, but it had to be done.  A moment later, he pulled the jeans up his legs and the panties disappeared from sight.  The panties did feel a little strange, being thinner and tighter and smaller, but they would do.

“I’ll be fine,” he assured himself, though he still felt funny.  “Problem solved.”

Jackson tried to put what he was wearing out of his mind and he went to do his chores.  He hoped to get a lot done before Ruth awoke.  No sooner had he pulled a mop from the broom closet, however, than Ruth appeared at the door to the kitchen.  As always, she was impeccably dressed, even for just lounging around the house.  Today, she wore a snug red skirt which hung to just below her knees, a white blouse, her usual silver jewelry and a pair of red high-heeled sandals.  Jackson suddenly felt under-dressed in his jeans, his sweatshirt, and his slippers.

“I see you’ve started on your wifely
 duties,” said Ruth condescendingly.

“Someone needs to clean the house.”

“Yes, of course.  And clearly, as between my professional, driven daughter and you... well, that rightly falls to you.”

Jackson bit his tongue.  “Leave it alone, Ruth,” he said snidely.

“Whatever you say,” she said and she turned to leave.  “Oh, how do the panties feel?” asked Ruth.

Jackson froze.  How did she know he was wearing panties?  Had she seen them?  Was there a hole in his jeans?  Had he bent over and she saw them then?  No, he hadn’t bent over at all, and there was no hole.  So how did she know?!  Jackson needed to know, but he thought better of asking.  He decided his best course of action right now was to deny everything; he could investigate later.

“What panties?” he asked as calmly as he could.  His heart was pounding.  It would be very, very humiliating to be caught in panties by his mother-in-law; she would never let him live it down!

“The pink ones you’re wearing.”

“How did you know I’m wearing the pink ones?!” he blurted out.  “How do you even know I’m wearing panties?!”  Jackson felt a sense of panic building deep within his chest.  He had an intense urge to run, if only he knew where he could run to escape this evil being.

Ruth snickered.  “Oh Jackie, you’re so predictable.”

“What do you mean?!” he snapped.

“I mean that I knew you would put on the panties,” said Ruth smugly.  She was clearly enjoying this a lot.  She definitely liked having Jackson at a disadvantage, and this was a serious disadvantage.

Jackson felt dizzy.  He was breathing erratically.  His panic was overwhelming him now and he wasn’t understanding any of this.  “How did you know that?  How did you even know there were panties?  What is going on here?”

Ruth laughed.  “I knew, because I threw away all of your other underwear, Jackie.  What did you think happened to them?  Did you think they just magically vanished?  Did you think the panty fairy brought you the panties?”

Jackson looked stunned.  “You threw away—”

“And of course,” continued Ruth, “just as I expected, you chose to wear the panties because that’s the kind of man you are.  As for choosing the pink ones, they were on top.  So naturally, you picked those, no matter how tempted you probably were to look through the pile and find the cutest pair.”

“I would never look for the cutest pair!
” he gasped indignantly.

Ruth just shrugged her shoulders.

Jackson folded his arms and squeezed himself tightly.  He was struggling with this.  None of this made sense.  Why had she replaced his underwear with panties?  What did she hope to gain?  Was this all some joke or was there some purpose?  And why was his dick becoming hard?

“You know, of course,” added Ruth, “that a real man never would have worn them at all.  But then, you aren’t really a real man, are you?”

“They’re just cloth!” exclaimed Jackson defensively.

“You keep telling yourself that, Jackie.”

“They are!”

“Panties are most definitely not ‘just cloth’.”

Jackson shook his head.  “I don’t understand any of this.  Why did you throw away my underwear?”

Ruth laughed again.  “Isn’t it obvious?”

Jackson decided he had had enough of this.  He glared at his mother-in-law.  “You know what?  I don’t care why you did it!  I don’t want to know!  Just give me back my underwear.”

“I can’t.  They’re gone.”

“Gone?  Gone where?  Get them back.”

Ruth shook her head and started to walk off.  “They went into the garbage can, which went into the truck,” she said over her shoulder.  “They’re gone.  You’ll just have to keep wearing the panties or go without.”

With that, she left the kitchen.

“Now what do I do?” asked Jackson now that he was alone.  He thought for a moment about taking off the panties, but he really didn’t want to go without underwear.  And they really were just cloth; it’s not like wearing them made him any less of a man, not like Ruth seemed to think.  Besides, what further harm could there be in continuing to wear them?  As he saw it, he had already paid the price for wearing them and there was nothing more that could be done to him.  So he took a deep breath and decided to keep wearing them.  He would buy replacement underwear on the weekend when he went shopping with his wife.  In the meantime, he had chores to finish.

So he did.

And by the time he finished, he basically forgot he was even wearing them.

That would prove to be a problem.

—v—

Natalie sat on the bed in a black nightie removing the polish from her fingernails.  Her hair was tied back in a ponytail and her high-heeled slippers stood next to the bed.  She looked up just as Jackson stripped off his pants to get ready for bed.

Her jaw dropped.

“Are you wearing panties
?!” asked Natalie incredulously.

Jackson looked down at his panties and he froze.  He had honestly forgotten he was wearing them.  That may sound impossible, but it was true.  The longer he wore them throughout the day, the more normal they felt and the more he forgot what they were.  Hence, by the time he pulled down his pants, he didn’t even think about what he was wearing.  He wished
 he’d remembered as he never wanted Natalie to find out that he’d worn them, but he hadn’t, and it was too late to change what had happened.  He took a deep breath.

“Yeah,” he admitted cautiously.

“Why are you wearing panties?” asked Natalie harshly.

“It’s a long story.”

“It better not be that
 long.  Why are you wearing panties?”

Jackson shrugged his shoulders.  “It’s stupid, really.”

“Jackson,” said his wife coldly, “I asked you a question.  I want to know why my husband is wearing women’s underwear and if I need to be concerned.  You can see why this may concern me, right?”

“Yes, I do, but no, you don’t need to worry.  It’s just... well, it was your mother,” said Jackson.

“What about my mother?”  Natalie’s tone kept getting sharper as Jackson kept delaying giving her a straight answer.

Jackson blushed and rubbed a spot on the carpet with his toes.  His eyes remained cast downward to the floor as he spoke.  “Well... when I went to get dressed this morning, I saw that all my underwear had vanished.”  He paused.  “All that was there were panties.”  He paused again.  “So naturally, I put on a pair so my jeans wouldn’t chafe as I worked—”

“Naturally,” repeated Natalie disapprovingly.

“They’re just cloth,” he said.

“Panties are never
 just cloth,” replied Natalie, echoing her mother.

Jackson glanced at her eyes and then quickly returned his gaze to the floor; clearly, she was not happy.  “So, um, I started doing my chores and things around the house, and then your mother told me that she threw all my underwear away and replaced them.  She made fun of me too for wearing them.”

“Imagine that,” said Natalie condescendingly.

“So I asked why she did it and she wouldn’t tell me.”

“So you decided to keep wearing them all day... the panties
.”

“Yes.”

Natalie shook her head and rubbed her temples.  “You do realize that most men would have gone without underwear rather than wear women’s underwear, right?  Strike that, almost no man would have chosen to wear panties
.  You get that, right?”

Jackson blushed even deeper.  That thought actually hadn’t occurred to him until just now.  “Well,” he said uneasily and he shuffled his feet, “I mean, I really don’t like jeans without underwear.”  As he said this, his dick started to grow.  Little by little, it filled itself and pushed against the panties until it stood up beneath them like a tent pole holds up a tent.

“Why are you getting hard?” asked Natalie coldly.

“I don’t know.”  Jackson slid his hands down to cover his dick.

“Is this really
 turning you on, Jackson?  Are you seriously turned on by wearing panties?!” demanded Natalie.

Jackson blushed deeper yet.  “No.  It’s just... I don’t know.  I don’t know why it’s happening, but it doesn’t turn me on.  I’m sure of that.”

“Yet, you’re hard.”

Jackson ran his tongue over his lips but didn’t respond.

Natalie glared at her husband.  This all upset her deeply.  Her husband was never particularly macho to begin with, but she still thought he was a normal man.  To see him wearing panties, blushing, hugging his chest and shifting back and forth nervously from one leg to the next like some little girl who found herself in some embarrassing trouble was just too much to take.  And then having an erection to boot?  Could she have been wrong about him?  Was he possibly gay?  Did he secretly want to be a woman?  Was he just a wimp who needed her to control his life?  She felt sick to her stomach.  She wanted those panties gone.

“You need to take those off right now,” she said.

Jackson bit his lip but didn’t move.

“Why aren’t you taking off the panties?” demanded Natalie.

“What about your mother?”

“What about my mother?”

“There’s no point in taking these off if she just does this again.  Can you talk to her so she doesn’t do this to me again?”

Natalie’s jaw dropped.  Had her husband really asked her to protect him from her mother
?  Had he really asked her to stop her mother from making him wear panties?  What kind of man needed his wife to protect him from his mother-in-law?  Natalie flipped herself over so that her back faced her husband, and she turned off the light.  She didn’t want to deal with this.

She ignored his question.

Jackson was left standing in the panties in the dark.  He wasn’t sure exactly what had upset Natalie so badly, but he knew she was upset.  One thing was for sure though, he would never wear the panties again... or so he thought.


Chapter Three: “High Heels, Painted Nails and Worse”

—v—

Natalie left early the following morning without speaking to Jackson.  She worked late.  She hoped that during the day, things would sort themselves out between Jackson and her mother.

They didn’t.

When she came home that evening, it was clear that Jackson and Ruth had spent the day fighting.  Natalie didn’t know what they were fighting about and she didn’t ask.  They didn’t tell her either.  She hoped this meant that Jackson had finally stood up to her mother.  As she saw it, he needed to learn to stand up to her mother or these problems would never end.  Besides, she wanted some assurance that her husband was at least up to the task of handling a middle-aged woman.  It made her sick that perhaps he wasn’t.  Could he really be that
 weak?  Was her mother right about him?  The thought made her shudder and she tried to give Jackson the benefit of the doubt as she waited for some evidence either way.

None came though... not at first.

Instead, the evening went peacefully as all three watched television and chatted about recent events in their lives.  Natalie discussed how her new boss Desmond, an outsider hired by the board to replace the prior chairman who finally retired, seemed nice, but also expected a lot from the staff.  He was friendly, especially to her, but he wanted everyone to work long, hard hours.  He even dropped hints that he expected them to begin traveling, something they all dreaded.  Ruth spoke about a recent trip to California with her best friend.  They toured the coastal cities and some of the national parks.  Jackson had little to offer.

Finally, bedtime came.

Natalie changed into her nightie and slid into bed.  Jackson, on the other hand, was acting a little strangely, but this wasn’t anything too new for Natalie.  She assumed he was working up the courage to bring up another list of complaints against her mother.  She wasn’t in the mood to start that conversation, however, so she turned on her Kindle and started reading.  She hoped he would get the message.

“What are you reading?” asked Jackson soon enough.

“It’s a romance novel a friend of mine recommended,” said Natalie.

“Any good?”

“It’s ok.”  Natalie went back to reading.

Jackson moved next to the bed on the opposite side of Natalie and pulled off his shoes.  He usually did this in the closet, where he could put his shoes away and slip his socks into the hamper.  Tonight, for whatever reason, he did this here.  Then he pulled down his jeans.  Natalie noticed that he wasn’t wearing any underwear.

“At least he’s not wearing the panties,” thought Natalie.  That made her feel somewhat better.

Jackson lifted the blanket in such a way as to hide his body and he slipped into the bed, beneath the blanket.  This was unusual too as Jackson typically slipped into pajamas first and then lay on top of the blanket as he read.  Natalie noticed this and immediately realized that Jackson was hiding something.  But what?

“Good night, honey,” said Jackson and he leaned over to kiss his wife.

Natalie turned her head so Jackson could kiss her cheek, but not her lips.  “What’s going on, Jackson?”

“What do you mean?”

“You’re acting suspiciously.”

“Am I?”

“Yes, you are.”

Jackson shrugged his shoulders and shook his head.  “Nothing comes to mind.”

Natalie raised an eyebrow and glared at her husband doubtfully with one eye.

“Everything’s normal,” insisted Jackson.  “Well, goodnight, dear.”  As he said this, he leaned forward to kiss his wife on the lips this time.  As he did, he slid his leg against one of her legs.  Natalie immediately felt something unusual... something she recognized right away.

“You shaved your legs!” exclaimed Natalie, and she ripped off the blanket.  Her jaw dropped.  Not only were Jackson’s legs shaved, but his toenails were painted bright red.

Jackson blushed and swallowed hard.

Natalie glared at her husband.  “Panties?!  Shaved legs?!  And you’ve painted your nails?!  Jackson!!”

“It was your mother!”

“How can it be?!  It’s your body!” countered Natalie.

“I didn’t have any choice,” said Jackson desperately.  “I swear!”

“How can you not have any choice?” asked Natalie in a tone which made it clear there was no answer to this which would satisfy her.  “All you had to say was ‘no’ and that would be the end of it.”

“It wasn’t like that, really,” pleaded Jackson.

“Then how was it?!”

Jackson thought back to how everything began this morning...

—v—

By the time Jackson awoke, Natalie had already left for work; she had to be at the office extra earlier today.  Jackson rolled over and sat up when his alarm clock went off.  He immediately slipped his feet into his slippers to keep them warm.  He felt groggy.  His eyes barely opened.  Still, he noticed the pink panties on the floor.  He remembered his wife’s rather angry words about them and he cringed.

“I never should have worn them.  What was I thinking?” he asked himself.

He picked up the panties and tossed them into the hamper.  Then he brushed his teeth and washed his face.  Next, he kicked off his slippers and stepped into the shower.  As he showered, he finally began to fully wake up.  He stretched, washed the shampoo from his hair and rubbed soap all the way down his body to his feet.  That’s when he saw them:  each of his toenails was painted bright red!

“What the hell?!” exclaimed Jackson.

Jackson stood there under the steaming water staring at his bright red toenails.  He couldn’t believe what he was looking at.  How could this have happened?

“Ruth!” he exclaimed.  “She must have done this while I slept somehow!”

As he realized this, his dick started to grow.  This caused a wave of shame to pass over him as men did not have painted toenails and certainly shouldn’t get hard from having them!  He tried to ignore his dick and the shame and focus on the problem at hand... or foot.

“It’s time that Ruth and I had this out,” he growled.

Jackson turned off the water and grabbed a towel.  He dried himself off and grabbed a pair of shorts and a t-shirt.  He went to find Ruth.  She was in the living room reading a book.

“Dammit, Ruth!  Why did you do this?!” demanded Jackson and he pointed to his painted toenails.

Ruth looked at his toenails and laughed.  “You look positively adorable!”

“Dammit, Ruth!”

“You already said that,” said Ruth with a snicker.

“Take off this polish!”

“Why?”

“Because I don’t want it.”

Ruth shrugged her shoulder.  “So what?  It suits you.  I like it.”

Jackson glared at Ruth, but Ruth only chuckled in return.

“I’ll tell you what, Jackie.  I’ll make you a deal.  If you want me to remove your nail polish, then you need to shave your legs first and wear sandals while you do your housewife work today.”

“What?!” exclaimed Jackson.

“Well, if you don’t want the polish removed—”

Jackson felt a moment of panic.  Ruth was not one to offer second chances and he had little idea how to get the polish off his toenails.  He assumed some sort of nail polish remover would work, but he didn’t know if they even had any in the house and he didn’t have time to look before Ruth did whatever she was going to do.  All he knew for sure was that he could not let Natalie catch him with painted toenails, not after the way she responded to the panties the prior night, and that meant accepting Ruth’s offer... at least until he could find another way out of this.  He needed to keep his options open and buy time.

“Wait!” said Jackson reluctantly.

“Why?”

He took a deep breath, gritted his teeth, and said:  “Please remove this polish!”

Ruth folded her arms.  “No, I don’t think so.  You haven’t been contrite enough.”

Jackson glared at her.  “You’re kidding.”

“No, you’ve insulted me.  If you want me to remove the polish now, then you’ll need to come to me on your knees, with your legs shaved, and beg my forgiveness.  Then you’ll need to wear stockings and sandals all day.”  She turned on her heel and started to leave the room.  “I’ll be in my bedroom when you’re ready to submit
.”

“Wait, Ruth!” said Jackson.

She didn’t even slow down.

Jackson watched her go.  He felt unbelievably angry at the moment.  He felt angry about what she’d done.  He also felt humiliated and angry that he tried to give in to her demands and that she laughed at him and raised her demands.  He wasn’t going to do that again!

“There is no way I will ever
 go crawling to that woman on my knees.  I’ll remove this crap myself!”

With that, Jackson began his search for nail polish remover.  It took Jackson almost twenty minutes, but he found a bottle of nail polish remover under the sink in their bathroom.  It smelled like turpentine to him.  He was very relieved to have found this and he sat down on a bench they had in the shower and he poured some on his toenails.  Then he took a couple cotton wads and he started scrubbing away.

Nothing came off.

“That’s odd.”

Jackson poured more remover on his toenails.  He grabbed more cotton and he started scrubbing again.  Still nothing came off.  He furrowed is brow.

“Why isn’t this working?” he asked.

Jackson picked up the bottle.  It looked to be the right stuff, but for some reason the polish just wasn’t coming off.  What he did not know was that Ruth had used a gel finish which could not be removed with ordinary polish remover and she also had watered down the nail polish remover he found just to be safe.

He tried one last time, but still nothing came off.  He realized he had a problem.

“Now what do I do?”

Jackson bit his lip.  He couldn’t let his wife see him with painted toenails.  She would flip out, he was sure of that.  But he apparently couldn’t remove it either.  He was stuck.  As he saw it, he had only three options now, and two of those wouldn’t work.  Specifically, he could wait for his wife and ask her for her help, but that would be a disaster.  With the anger she showed at him wearing panties, he just couldn’t risk letting her see him with painted nails... even if it wasn’t his fault!  Alternatively, he could go to a nail salon and ask them for help.  But that would be utterly humiliating.  Besides, he had no money and Natalie had their credit cards.  Or he could give in to Ruth.  That was the last thing he wanted to do, but realistically, it was the only viable option.

“Oh man, she’s going to love this,” said Jackson and he cringed at the look he expected to see on his mother-in-law’s face when he crawled through her door and begged her to help.

A chill ran down his spine.

“I don’t have any choice though.”

He kept thinking in silence.

“Maybe it won’t be so bad?  At least my hair will grow back.  And so what if I need to wear sandals today.  Lots of men wear sandals,” he told himself to reassure himself.  “And stockings... well, they’re like socks.”

He knew none of that was true.

He sat there staring at his painted toenails.  They were pretty, he had to admit that.  As he thought this, his dick became hard again.  Once more, he felt a wave of humiliation pass over him.

“I can’t believe this makes me hard.  How can that be?” he asked.

He shook off the thought.  He didn’t have time to worry about it.  He needed to get rid of the polish and the only way to get rid of the polish was to give Ruth what she wanted.  That was all there was to it.  End of discussion.  What’s more, he realized that he needed to act fast before Ruth changed her mind or added to her list of demands.  He took a deep breath and rose to his feet.  He grabbed his shaving cream and went to the shower.

A few minutes later, Jackson knocked on Ruth’s door.  He wore navy-blue sweatpants pulled up to his knees so Ruth could see that his legs were shaved.  He also wore a white sweatshirt.  When he knocked, she bade him enter, but warned him that he better be on his knees when he did.  So Jackson dropped to his knees before he opened the door.  His dick became very hard beneath his pants as he dropped to his knees.  He hated this.  It was humiliating.  It felt shameful.  It was emasculating.  And the fact it made him hard made this sting all the worse.

He opened the door.

“Yes.  What do you want?” asked Ruth.  She sat on the bed in a thick white sweater and a black knee-length skirt with her legs crossed and one black spike-heeled pump dangling from her toes.

“Will you please—”

“Over here,” said Ruth, cutting him off.  She pointed to the floor before her.  Jackson started to rise to move over to where she was sitting, but she stopped him immediately.  “Crawl
!  On your knees.”

Jackson ground his teeth, but crawled over to his mother-in-law.

“Now you may ask,” she said.

Jackson felt his face burn red at being dominated in this manner by his evil mother-in-law.  Still, he had no choice.  He swallowed hard.  “Will you please remove the nail polish from my toes?” he asked.

Ruth smiled down at her son-in-law on his knees before her.  This felt soooo right to her.  It gave her a tremendous sense of power to have forced this man to bend his knee before her, and that made her pussy tingle.  It also gave her a strong sense of smugness that she was right about him all along; he wasn’t a man and she planned to prove that to her daughter who had chosen to overlook all the signs.

“Let me see your legs,” said Ruth.

Jackson turned around so Ruth could see his legs.  She ran her fingers over them.  They were smooth and hairless up to his knees at least.  That made her wet.  She chuckled to herself.  “What a sissy!” she thought.  She couldn’t imagine any other man she knew doing what Jackson had done.  They would all have told her off.

“How high did you shave them?” asked Ruth.

“All the way.”

“Very well, I will remove the polish,” said Ruth.

Jackson felt immediate relief pass over him.  “Thank God,” he thought.  He knew that he could never let his wife see him with the painted nails and now, it seemed, that danger would pass.

He may have thought too soon, however.

“But first,” continued Ruth and she handed him a pair of stockings that were lying on the bed behind her, “you must put these on.  Take off your pants too so I can see them clearly as you work.”

Jackson bit his lip.  “Take off my pants?” he repeated questioningly.  If he took off his pants, then his dick would bounce around for her to see all day as he moved around the house because he had no underwear to keep it hidden.

“Yes, take off your pants.”

“But I don’t have any underwear,” said Jackson.

“You have panties.”

“But I don’t want to wear panties!”

“Then don’t,” said Ruth.  “It’s up to you.  But the consequences are yours to bear.”

“What consequences?”

“Whatever consequences there are from not wearing underwear as you work,” said Ruth with a hint of menace.

Jackson bit his lip.  He wasn’t sure what she meant, but he didn’t like hearing this at all.  He wondered if he shouldn’t just wear the panties.  After all, it’s not like Natalie would find out and he was already wearing women’s “underwear” anyways with the stockings.  So what did it matter if he added the panties?  At least Ruth wouldn’t get to see his dick.

“Now take off the pants and put on the stockings,” said Ruth.

“Can I go change into the panties first?” asked Jackson.

Ruth’s eyebrow went up and she smirked.  Once again, she had won and done so with surprising ease.  She decided to take her victory rather than risk losing it by pushing for more.  “Yes, you can.  But when you come back, return without pants.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Jackson without even realizing he had used the term.

Ruth didn’t miss it though.  “This is going to be easier than I thought,” she told herself and she smiled knowingly.

Jackson raced to his room and pulled off his pants.  As he did, his dick shot into view.  It was hard as a rock, but it was small compared to many of the other dicks he’d seen, and especially small compared to the dicks Natalie had described on her prior boyfriends; that always made him insecure.  The moment he saw it, he realized that covering it, even in panties, was the right decision.  There was no way he could stand walking around with this sticking out and Ruth mocking him all day for his size.  So he grabbed a pair of red lace panties from his drawer and he pulled those up his legs.  He then jammed his penis inside them.

“I hope that holds,” he said.

Jackson returned to Ruth’s bedroom.  Ruth almost bowled over laughing when she saw him with his hairless legs, his bright red toenails, his bright red panties, and his erect dick sticking up beneath the panties, but she managed to keep her composure... just barely.

“My, aren’t you a sight?” she said.

Jackson blushed.  “This wasn’t my idea.”

Ruth shrugged her shoulders.  “Yet, you are dressed this way, so does it really matter whose idea it was?”

“It matters to me.”

Ruth snickered.  “Apparently, not that much,” she said beneath her breath.  She then held out the stockings for him to take again.  “Yours,” she said.

Jackson took the stockings and looked down at them in his hands.  He felt naughty just holding these.  This was definitely something a man should not be doing, and doing so made his dick throb.  But he had no choice, he reminded himself, so he bent over and he slipped the first stocking over his toes with their humiliatingly painted toenails.  As he worked the stocking up his legs, he felt an electric charge shoot across his skin.  Wearing stockings was undeniably exciting and his dick responded by getting really, really hard and throbbing.  He added the other stocking and then reluctantly stood up.

“Now the sandals,” said Ruth.

“I don’t have any,” replied Jackson.

“I do,” said Ruth and she reached around behind her and grabbed the sandals she intended for him to wear.  She held them out for him to see.  His jaw dropped immediately.

“Those are women’s shoes!” exclaimed Jackson.

“Of course they are.  That’s why I chose them.”

“I thought you meant men’s sandals.”

Ruth shook her head.  “No,” was all she said, though the word seemed to echo with disdain throughout the room.

“But they have high heels!”

Ruth made a show of looking at the brown sandals hanging from the ends of her fingertips by their straps.  “So they do,” said Ruth as if she was surprised, and she was correct:  these had heels... very high heels
.  Indeed, they had five-inch-high stacked wooden heels.  They did have a one-inch platform, which made the heel height easier to take, but there was no denying that these were monster heels, especially for a beginner like Jackson.  They were ultra-feminine too, consisting of two thick straps which crisscrossed over the toes and then two thinner straps which crisscrossed right at the ankle before merging into a slightly thicker ankle strap with a golden buckle.  On a woman, these would have been very sexy.  On Jackson, well... these would be extremely humiliating.

“You can’t expect me to wear those?!” exclaimed Jackson.

“If you want the nail polish removed, then I do.”

Jackson swallowed hard.  He couldn’t let his mother-in-law put him into heels, he just couldn’t.  Even though he was already wearing stockings and panties, wearing heels was somehow just too much.  He needed an excuse to get him out of this.  His mind desperately grabbed for any excuse that came to mind.  Little came.  Finally, he found one:  “But Ruth, I can’t wear those shoes.  I’ve never worn heels before and they’re way too high!”  That felt stupid the moment he said it, but he had said it; it was based on something he once heard a prior girlfriend say.

Ruth snickered.  “How do you know they’re too high if you’ve never worn heels before?”

Jackson bit his lip.  He didn’t know how to answer this.  He hadn’t thought his excuse through before he said it.

“You haven’t worn heels before, have you Jackie?” asked Ruth with a wicked grin.

“No,” exclaimed Jackson defensively.

“Then how do you know?”

“Uh, I mean from what I’ve heard,” he said uncertainly.

Ruth let out a cynical laugh.  “Well, since you’re the expert in high heels, tell me how high would be too high for you, Jackie.”

Jackson cringed at being called an expert in wearing high heels.  He didn’t like this obviously trick question either, so he dodged it.  “I’m a man.  I’ve never worn heels before and I’m not wearing them now.”

“Oh, don’t be shy, I’m sure you’ve worn them before,” chuckled Ruth before knowingly adding, “You seem the type.”

Jackson’s face turned bright red.  The truth was that he had worn heels once when he was a child and his mother and sister dressed him up for Halloween, but that was against his will and he’d never done it since.  He also decided he would never tell anyone about that, so he certainly wasn’t going to admit it now.

“No, I haven’t,” insisted Jackson.  “I’ve never worn heels and I’m not an ‘expert’ in heels.  I know nothing about them!”

“Then consider this a learning experience.”

“I don’t want to learn to wear high heels!” he insisted.

“You don’t have any choice.”

“But I can’t!  I don’t even know how.”

“You just slip your feet into them, dear,” said Ruth in a very droll manner.

“I mean walking
 in them,” growled Jackson who felt frustrated that Ruth turned everything he said against him.  “I don’t know how to walk
 in them!  I’ve never done it.  I can’t do it!”

“Of course you can.  Teenage girls all over the planet learn to walk in heels.  I’m sure you can learn it too,” said Ruth.  With that, she jammed the shoes into his chest.  “Not put them on, Jackie.
”

Jackson stood there for a moment holding the shoes to his chest.  How did he always end up losing to Ruth?  And what should he do now?  If he put them on, he knew he would never hear the end of it.  Ruth would humiliate him mercilessly.  Even worse, it would confirm to her that he wasn’t much of a man at all.  On the other hand, he couldn’t let Natalie see him with painted toenails.  This was a horrible dilemma.

“Put them on now, Jackie, or I’ll withdraw my offer and you can explain to Natalie why your toenails are painted.  I’m sure she’ll love hearing that.”

Jackson licked his lips nervously.  He just didn’t know what to do.

“I don’t offer second chances,” said Ruth coldly.

Jackson knew that was true and that meant he had to decide right now.  He chose the path of caution; he needed
 the nail polish off his toenails and he could bear the humiliation of wearing the heels to get that done.  Need trumped dislike.

“Fine,” he said and he nodded his head.

He set the shoes down before him.  A moment later, he slipped his right foot into the right shoe and bent down to secure the straps into place.  It felt intensely strange to slide his foot into a high-heeled shoe.  Having his foot held at an angle rather than lying straight felt so awkward.  Having the shoe held in place by straps was something he’d never felt before either.  Seeing his toes stick out the front, especially with their painted nails, was bizarre.  It was also humiliating.  He knew this sight and it was an image of femininity, not masculinity, and that shook him.  And needing to balance to remain standing was disquieting.

“Now the other one,” said Ruth.

Jackson stood up and tried to balance himself on the foot in the high-heeled shoe so that he could raise the other foot and slide it into the shoe.  This proved rather challenging.  Indeed, he quickly discovered that it was much harder to balance in high-heeled shoes than he had ever guessed.

“Can I sit to do this?” he asked.

Ruth shook her head.

“This would be easier, if I could sit down,” said Jackson.

“You’ll get used to it.”

Jackson bit his lip.  Obviously, she wanted this to be difficult and he would get no breaks from her.  So he focused as hard as he could on balancing in the one shoe and he quickly slipped the other foot into the other shoe.  His ankle nearly buckled as he did this, but he did it.  And once he was able to stand in both shoes, he could maintain his balance as he strapped his foot into the second shoe.  Soon enough, he was wearing both shoes and standing.  Then it came time to walk.

Click click!

Jackson took two steps across the room and almost fell down.  Walking in heels was going to be difficult.

“Come on, you can do better than that,” said Ruth.

Jackson tried again.

Click click!  Click click!

This time he made four awkward steps before he stopped to regain his balance.

“Take smaller steps.  Sissies like you don’t take big manly strides.  You mince,” said Ruth.

“I’m not a sissy.”

“Yes, you are.  Now keep going, Jackie.”

“Don’t call me that!”

“I’ll call you what you deserve.”

Jackson wasn’t going to win this round, so he focused on his walking.  For the next few minutes, Ruth gave Jackson some instruction in how he needed to walk to manage the heels.  Of course, her instruction included a good deal more feminization than was necessary and the walk she was trying to build was more sissy than woman, but whatever her motives, it did help, and soon enough Jackson could leave her bedroom and begin his chores.  He moved awkwardly, but he was able to make his way around the house.

Wearing the heels proved humiliating, but it was just one humiliation among many.  Indeed, he felt nothing but humiliation as he roamed the house in stockings, panties and high heels.  It didn’t help with the shame he felt either that his dick simply refused to go flat.  Nor did it help with the humiliation that his mother-in-law followed him around tossing humiliating comments his way.

“You look very cute, Jackie,” said Ruth.

“It’s Jackson
!”

“You look more like a Jackie to me in your little panties.”

Jackson blushed.  What could he say in response?

“Heels really suit you.  You’re such a natural.  It’s like you’ve been wearing them all your life!”

“I’ve never worn them before in my life!”

“Well, you could have fooled me,” said Ruth and she mimicked walking the catwalk in an exaggerated way with her arms sticking out like wings and her hips swinging wildly.

Jackson felt even more embarrassed.  It was bad enough wearing heels, but her mocking was particularly insulting.  There was no way he walked like that, even in the heels.  In any event, Jackson knew to say nothing so as not to anger her.  Hence, he put up with her taunting throughout the day because he needed the polish removed from his nails.  That was his overriding thought.

When it came time to have the polish removed, however, he was in for a surprise.

“Ok, Ruth.  I did what you wanted, now remove the polish.  Natalie will be home soon,” said Jackson, looking at the clock.

Ruth smirked at her son-in-law who still wore the heels and the stockings.  His dick was still hard beneath his panties too, as it had been most of the day; she could see it poking up the panties.

“I don’t think so,” said Ruth slowly.

Jackson furrowed his brow.  “You don’t think what?  What do you mean?”

“I mean that having painted nails really does suit you and I don’t think it should come off.”

Jackson’s heart stopped.  “Are you kidding?!  Natalie will kill me if she sees it!”

“Oh, I doubt it.  She knows you’re not much of a man.  She’ll probably just assume this is the real you finally coming out.”

“Ruth!  You can’t do this!”

“Of course, I can,” said Ruth and she chuckled.

Jackson glared at Ruth.  He wasn’t sure what to do now.  On the one hand, he wanted to give her a very big piece of his mind.  On the other hand, he needed her.  He had no other way to remove the nail polish, especially with Natalie coming home any minute.  That meant he needed to convince her to remove it.  But how?  He had given her what she wanted and she reneged on the deal.  Now what?

“I’ll tell you what,” said Ruth suddenly.

“What?”

“I’ll make you a deal.”

“What kind of deal?” asked Jackson suspiciously.

“I like seeing you waltzing around in your cute little heels and your sissy stockings.  If you agree to wear them again tomorrow, along with whatever else I say, then I’ll remove the nail polish—”

“Agreed!” exclaimed Jackson, who was desperate to get the polish off and would agree to anything right about now.

“—tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?!”

“Yes.  I’ll remove it tomorrow.”

“But Natalie!”

Ruth shrugged her shoulders.  “You’ll just have to hide them tonight, Jackie.”

Jackson bit his tongue.  This was the best offer he had, so he really had no choice but to agree to it.  After all, he had no other way to remove the polish today or tomorrow.  And the last thing he wanted was to reject her offer only to need to crawl back to her tomorrow and beg her to offer it again.  No, he decided, he would agree now and then spend the night trying to find some way to remove the polish on his own.  He would just need to hide his toes.  He could do that.

So he agreed... but he found no way to remove it.

And that was how Jackson ended up trying to sneak into bed with the painted nails and shaved legs which had so upset Natalie.  That was also why he couldn’t tell her how he got them.  That story would not sit well with Natalie at all.

“Well?  How did you have no choice?” demanded Natalie again.

Jackson bit his lip.  He wasn’t sure what to say now.  If he told Natalie what had happened during the day, then perhaps she would have believed that he had no choice about his nails.  Perhaps
 she would agree with him that this was her mother forcing this upon him and she would hold him blameless.  But he knew better.  He knew he couldn’t tell her.  He knew that if she was this upset at him having painted nails, she would be furious at hearing how he also wore panties and stockings and high heels.  He knew that she would see that as inexcusable no matter how little choice he really had in the matter.  No, he realized, under no circumstances could he ever tell her the story of how he ended up with painted nails and shaved legs.

He shrugged his shoulders helplessly.

“I thought so,” said Natalie dismissively when he didn’t answer.  She glared at her husband.  “I don’t know what’s going on, Jackson, but I don’t have time to deal with it right now.  If you have something to tell me, then tell me.  Otherwise, if this is all because of my mother somehow, then you need to learn to deal with her.  It’s time to man up and show some balls.  Stop letting a middle-aged woman push you around!  You can’t be a man if you need your wife to protect you from one old woman.”

With that, Natalie yanked the blanket to herself, rolled over and went to sleep, leaving Jackson lying on the bed feeling emasculated.  A moment later, his dick slowly grew hard.


Chapter Four: “Ruth Discovers Jackson’s Small Package”

—v—

The following day proved no better for Jackson.  If anything, it was worse.  It was more humiliating, more demeaning and more emasculating.  Ruth was more aggressive, sensing she had the advantage now, and she was more determined to get what she wanted.  Jackson felt lost and helpless against her assault on his masculinity.  He didn’t even know what she truly wanted, much less how to stop her.

It all began early for Jackson that day.

After making breakfast for his wife and watching her leave for work, Jackson returned to the bedroom to change.  As he entered the bedroom, he found the same heels he wore the day before, stockings, panties and a skirt all lying on the bed.  He immediately clenched his jaw.

“I am not wearing a skirt!” exclaimed Jackson.

“Yes, you are,” said Ruth as she entered the bedroom behind him.

Jackson was shocked to hear Ruth behind him.  Not only did he have no idea that Ruth was behind him, but he never expected her to enter his bedroom without knocking and without permission.  Consequently, the spooked Jackson spun around involuntarily to face his mother-in-law.  As he did, his robe flew open and exposed his dick.  It grew hard the moment he felt his robe opening as he spun.  Consequently, by the time he faced Ruth, his dick stood erect out in the open for her to see.  And while he grabbed at his robe to close it as soon as possible, he was far too late.  The damage had been done... Ruth had seen everything.

“That’s it?!” asked Ruth.  She snickered, which cut through Jackson’s ego like a knife.

“Stop it,” whined Jackson as he fumbled to close the robe.  His first attempt left his dick sticking out between the flaps of the robe.  A moment later, he finally got his robe closed.

“That’s all you’ve got?” added Ruth.

“It’s fine,” grumbled the humiliated Jackson.

“Seriously, you’re trying to satisfy my daughter with that?!”

“It’s more than enough!” exclaimed Jackson defensively.  Ruth’s face was a twisted mixture of gloating, condescension, joy and disgust at this point, and Jackson found he couldn’t even come close to looking her in the eyes as she spoke.

“Ha!  Hardly!  It’s no wonder she needs a vibrator.”

“She does not need a vibrator!”

“Of course, she does.”

Jackson felt himself shrink.  This was utterly humiliating.  He couldn’t believe that his wife’s mother had seen his dick at all, let alone hard as a rock.  What’s more, her ridiculing its size struck him right where he was most sensitive.  And then to add the idea that he couldn’t satisfy Natalie shook his masculinity to its core.  Had Natalie actually complained to her mother about this, he wondered?

“Something that small will never satisfy my daughter,” said Ruth smugly.

“It’s not that
 small!” protested Jackson.  His face blushed bright red.

“Not ‘that
’ small,” repeated Ruth.  “So you admit it is small, do you?  At least you understand that much.  I suppose that’s something.  Because, really, it is small.  I’ve seen larger dicks on boys.”

“It’s fine!  It’s perfectly normal!”

Ruth let out a long, slow laugh which again cut through Jackson like a knife through butter and made him wither.  “It is not
 normal,” she said.  “It’s maybe half of normal.”

Jackson involuntarily covered his crotch with his hands.  He had always been sensitive about the size of his penis, especially related to Natalie’s prior boyfriends who Natalie told him were huge.  So having his mother-in-law mock it caused him to subconsciously try to hide it, even though it was already hidden and it was far too late to undo what had happened.

“At least now we know why the heels seem so appropriate,” said Ruth sarcastically.  She then shrugged her shoulders and rolled her eyes.  “Well, put on the skirt and let’s get you started on your housewife
 duties.”

Jackson furrowed his brow.  “I am not wearing a skirt!”

“Yes, you are.”

“No, I’m not.”

“Yes, you are,” insisted Ruth.  “Unless you don’t want me removing the nail polish.”

A million thoughts raced through Jackson’s mind, and none of them were good.  He needed the nail polish removed.  Of that, there was no doubt.  Natalie would not accept him still wearing it.  Unfortunately, he had no other way to remove it except to do what Ruth wanted.  He couldn’t remove it with anything he had at home and he didn’t have the money to have it professionally removed; he was too afraid to ask Natalie for the money to remove it too.  Yet, he also told himself that he couldn’t take much more feminization.  He just couldn’t take another day in heels.  Not to mention, letting Ruth feminize him was very risky.  She’d gotten him in trouble twice now.  What if she told Natalie about him wearing the skirt or the heels or the stockings?  Natalie would be furious.  All of these contradictory thoughts raced through his mind and confused him.  He didn’t know what to do.

And why was he so hard?

Ruth recognized his confusion and decided to impose her will on his disordered mind.  “Put on the skirt and do it now.  If you don’t do it now, then by the time you come to your senses and you realize that you don’t have any choice, I’ll make you do more.  I’ll make you clean the house in the heels with your dick hanging out.  Maybe I’ll even make you stroke it from time to time as I watch.”

This threat made Jackson feel like his spine had vanished and like he would collapse into a puddle on the floor.  He knew the moment she said that that he would give in.  It was just a matter of making the words come out of his mouth now.

Meanwhile, Ruth walked over to the bed and picked up the skirt.  “Last chance, Jackie!”

“Fine... I’ll wear it,” he blurted out and he hung his head.  He trembled as he spoke.  He felt precum drip against his robe.

“Of course you will, because you’re weak,” said Ruth mockingly.

Jackson furrowed his brow.  “What does that mean?”

Ruth snickered.  “You’ll never understand.  Now put on your skirt.”

Jackson ground his teeth, but picked up the panties.  “Fine.  But I’m putting these on first.  Now if you’ll excuse me, I’d like to change.”  He meant this so that his dick wouldn’t be visible as he wore the skirt, but it sounded more like he was demanding to wear panties.  That made Ruth laugh out loud.

“Ok, panty-boy, I’m not stopping you.”  She didn’t move to leave the room.

“I’d like a little privacy.”

“So?”

“So please leave.”

Ruth laughed ominously.  “You don’t have any privacy anymore, Jackie.”

Jackson shot Ruth an angry, incredulous look.

“Oh, you want proof, do you?” asked Ruth.  “Fine.  Take off the robe.”

Jackson glared at his mother-in-law.

“Now!
”

Jackson really wanted to resist, but he had no choice.  He knew that.  So he took a deep breath and slipped off the robe.  His erection stood out for Ruth to see.  Ruth smirked.  Then she held out her hand at just above the level of Jackson’s crotch.  She held it out with her fingers slightly curved and her thumb forming a ring with the other fingers, as if she were holding a hose.

“What are you doing?” asked Jackson.

Ruth ignored his question.  “Drop your robe and stick your tiny, pathetic, little excuse for a dick into my hand as a show of respect and an acknowledgement that you have no privacy from me anymore.”

Jackson’s jaw dropped.  This was incredible.  He couldn’t even believe this was really happening.  “You can’t be serious!” he gasped.

“Oh, I’m very serious.”

“Well, forget it!  I won’t do it.”

“Yes, you will.”

“Nothing you can say will make me do that.  I’ll find a way to get this nail polish off without you.  If I have to, I’ll just ask Natalie for the money.  She might not like it, but she’s already seen it and the damage is done,” said Jackson.

Ruth chuckled.  “The shock of seeing your nails might have worn off.  Heck, you might even have been able to explain it to her.  But how will see react when she finds out about the heels and the stockings?”

Jackson froze for a split second.  This was a serious threat and he needed to tread carefully.  He decided to go the “deny everything” route in the hopes of convincing Ruth that she had swung and missed with this one.  He shrugged his shoulders.  “I’ll deny anything you tell her, and you have no proof,” said Jackson.

“Are you sure about that?”

Jackson froze a second time.  He felt a sick feeling dripping down his spine and making him feel weak and helpless.  “What are you talking about?” he asked.  His mouth was dry.

“Did you really think I watched you waltzing around the house all pretty and girly in your high heels and your panties and your stockings without taking your picture throughout the day?” asked Ruth smugly.

Jackson’s jaw dropped again.  “You what?!”

“They’re gorgeous pictures too,” added Ruth. “They clearly show your face and your panties with your tiny hard dick beneath and your high heels.  It’s absolutely clear what you’re wearing and what you’re doing and where you’re doing it.”

Jackson looked like he would fall down.

“Still think Natalie won’t be upset?” asked Ruth.

Now a chill ran down Jackson’s spine and he shuddered deeply.  He had no idea how Natalie would react to seeing him wearing high heels, especially after his inability to explain the painted nails and shaved legs the prior day, but he did know she would be upset.  In fact, she would be beyond upset.  She would be so upset that Jackson knew he couldn’t risk letting Natalie see those photos.  He had lost again.

“Why are you doing this?” he asked dejectedly.

“Because I’m out to prove that you’re hardly a man.”  Ruth left out the fact that she was looking to prove this to her daughter
, meaning that exposure was an inevitable part of her plan.

“What if I just admit it?  Can we skip the rest then?” asked Jackson hopelessly.

“You admit it every day, Jackie.”

“Fine, you’re right.  Can we stop now please?”

Ruth shook her head condescendingly.  “Slide your little dick into my hand,” she said coldly.  “Show me that you respect my power.  Then we’ll talk.”

Jackson sighed.  He couldn’t imagine anything he wanted to do less, but he had no choice, he really didn’t... she held all the cards.  She could do serious harm to his marriage, maybe even ruin it.  He needed to give her what she wanted so she would keep his secret safe.  He nodded his head.

Ruth smiled.  This was all too easy.

Jackson took a deep breath, and he shuddered again at the thought of the humiliating thing he was about to do to himself.  Then he tried to move toward Ruth.  He couldn’t though.  He couldn’t bring himself to take that first step.

“Hurry up, Jackie.”

Jackson closed his eyes and dug for all the courage he could find.  Slowly, he opened his robe, exposing his small erection.  Then he walked over to his mother-in-law.  As he approached, he opened his eyes.  Only then did he realize that her hand was too high for him to slide his erection into it.

“You need to lower your hand,” said Jackson.

“No, I don’t,” replied Ruth.

Jackson ground his teeth.  “What does she want from me?” he asked himself.  He tried to lift himself onto tiptoes and realized that wouldn’t work.  He needed another inch or two to reach her hand with his dick.

“Oh, so close!” said Ruth and she chuckled at his attempt.  The way his erection jutted out before him as he tried this made her giggle.

Suddenly it dawned on him what Ruth wanted:  “The only way this is going to work is if I wear heels!” he thought.  “She wants me to wear heels!  She wants me to slip into those humiliating high heels so I can jam my dick into her hand!”  He felt intense frustration that he couldn’t stop Ruth from doing this to him.  Then he felt despair at needing to wear the heels.  Wearing heels was emasculating and unpleasant.  It had proven to be painful, difficult and it made his feet sore.  Even worse, it made him feel effeminate the whole day.  He did not want to experience that again, and he certainly didn’t want to wear them to do this
!  But he knew he would.

“Time’s running out, Jackie,” said Ruth tauntingly.

Jackson cringed and retreated across the room to the bed, where he grabbed the high heels.  He set them on the floor.  He stopped and took another deep breath.  He couldn’t believe he was going to put on high heels again... and for this humiliating purpose!

“Maybe she’s right?  Maybe I’m not a man,” he thought.  “Would a real man ever let this happen?”

“Hurry up, Jackie.  My hand is getting tired,” sang Ruth.

Jackson slipped his feet into the dreaded heels and strapped them into place.  He stood up and immediately recalled the need to balance to stand and walk.  Fortunately, it all came back to him instantly.  Unfortunately, so did all the mocking Ruth had inflicted upon him and how that made him feel.  He felt so small.

“You look so precious in heels,” said Ruth.

Jackson felt his erection grow even harder.  He took a deep breath and tottered back over to Ruth.  Click click!  Click click!  Click click!  Click click!
  When he reached her, he realized that his dick was now at the perfect level for what Ruth wanted.

“Now show me that you understand your position.  Show me who’s in charge here.”

Jackson bit his tongue, clenched his fists and stepped forward.  As he did, his dick slid into Ruth’s outstretched hand.  He had never felt smaller than he did at that moment as his mother-in-law’s warm, soft hand gripped his dick like it was her property to toy with as she pleased.

“Now slide it in and out,” said Ruth.

Jackson spread his legs so he was more stable on the heels.  Then he began rocking back and forth in his heels, causing his dick to slide in and out of her grip.  As he did, his testicles swung in the same motion between his crotch and her curved finger.  He tried very hard not to think about what he was doing.

“Do you understand now what your position is?” asked Ruth.

Jackson nodded his head.

“Say ‘yes, Ma’am’.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Jackson reluctantly.

“Has it dawned on you yet that I can demand anything from you from now on?” asked Ruth.

Jackson reluctantly nodded his head.  He did not respond as required with “yes, Ma’am,” however, so Ruth squeezed his shaft with her nails, causing a sharp pain to race through Jackson’s penis to his nervous system.  He tensed up and immediately clenched his fists.

“I’m sorry!  Yes, Ma’am,” squealed Jackson.

Ruth removed her nails from his shaft again.

“Keep that in mind, Jackie.  I own you now unless you want Natalie learning all about how you keep the house in high heels and panties.  And you can rest assured I will tell her that it’s all your idea.  She might even divorce you if that happens.”

Jackson felt sick to his stomach.  “Yes, Ma’am,” he said unhappily.

Ruth laughed.  “You can’t fight me, Jackie.  You aren’t man enough to do it.  Now put on the skirt.”

That was how Jackson’s day began.  The rest of the day was equally emasculating as Ruth made sure to impress upon him repeatedly the low esteem in which she held his manhood.  He felt very relieved when Natalie finally came home in the evening and his nightmarish day could end.  Unfortunately, that wasn’t going to help things like he hoped.

—v—

Natalie came home that night with important news.  Her boss wanted her to travel with him to a new office they were opening on the West Coast.  She would be gone for ten days.  Jackson hoped this meant his mother-in-law would be leaving, but she wasn’t; she said someone needed to run the house while Natalie was gone.  Naturally, Jackson took this as the insult for which it was intended.  He decided to approach his wife to see if he couldn’t convince her to send her mother home.

“Honey, can I speak to you?” asked Jackson after Ruth had gone to bed.

Natalie sat at her vanity removing her makeup.  She wore a dark peignoir and matching satin slippers.  Her legs were crossed.  Her phone sat next to her makeup kit.  She was texting someone; Jackson didn’t know who.

“About what?” asked Natalie without looking up from her phone.

“About your mother,” said Jackson.

Natalie rolled her eyes.  “What about my mother?” asked Natalie in a tone which told Jackson that she did not want to hear him gripe about his inability to keep her mother from picking on him.  It bothered her that Jackson was incapable of standing up to her mother.  Even worse, it made her feel uncomfortable to have married a man who was asking for his wife’s help to stand up to a middle-aged woman in his own home.  She didn’t want to need to be “the big tough man” in the relationship.

Besides, she still had no idea what Ruth was really doing to Jackson or how she was doing it.  She saw none of it.  Indeed, by the time she came home, Ruth had let Jackson change back into pants and male shoes, though she still made him wear panties and she still refused to remove the nail polish from his toes, but Natalie could see none of this so far.  To her, Jackson appeared normal except that he was whining constantly about how rude and unfairly her mother was treating him.  But he couldn’t even tell her how her mother was acting.  Even after blaming her mother for his toenails being painted, Jackson was unable to explain or even offer an explanation for how she supposedly “made” him do that, so Natalie started taking all of his gripes with a rather large grain of salt, and she was getting sick of hearing them.

“I know she’s your mother, but is it possible that we can ask her to leave while you’re away with your boss?” asked Jackson.

Natalie furrowed her brow.  “If my mother wants to leave, then she can leave.  If she wants to stay, then she can stay.  I’m not
 asking her to leave.”

“But honey!  You don’t know what she’s like!”

“I think I know my own mother.  It’s my husband I’m beginning to wonder about.”

“But honey, you don’t understand.  She’s impossible!”

“Stop being ridiculous, Jackson.”

“I’m not,” protested Jackson.  “I’ve tried everything.  She’s just impossible to deal with!”

Natalie shook her head.  “Honestly, Jackson.  I’m sick of hearing this.  I know that she’s strong willed and that she can be gruff, but you need to learn to develop a thicker skin and a backbone.  Be a man.  I don’t know how else to say it.  Stop letting a middle-age woman push you around.”

“It’s not like that honey.  It’s more complicated.”

“No, it’s not,” said Natalie with obvious frustration.  “You just need to learn to tell her ‘no’ and mean it.  It’s that simple.  All my other boyfriends could do it.  My father could do it.  My brothers and their wives could do it.  You can do it too, if you just start to act like a man and stand up for yourself.”  She rubbed her temples in frustration with her fingertips.

“But it’s not like that,” said Jackson sadly.

Natalie exhaled in a disappointed manner.

“Do you know how humiliating it is to me that my husband
, the man I married, wants to hide behind my skirts?” she asked.  “That this man who swore in his vows to love me and protect me is asking me to defend him against a woman who is smaller, weaker, and older than you, and has no power over you... none!
  It makes me cringe thinking that you’re asking me this.”

Jackson blushed.  Everything Ruth had done to him was nothing in terms of humiliation compared to hearing his wife explain his present circumstances in this manner.  He felt completely emasculated when she said it this way.  Even worse, he felt this was unfair.  To his mind, there was so much more to this, so many extenuating circumstances that it wasn’t fair to impugn his masculinity in this instance.  If only he could tell her what was really going on... but he couldn’t.  That would be worse.

Natalie took a deep breath, furrowed her brow, and continued:  “And then to see you let her put you into panties and make you shave your legs and paint your toenails... I mean... what were you thinking?  You let her emasculate you!  You let her turn you into a quasi-girl.  Why?  The only thing missing was high heels and a dress.”  She paused and shook her head.

Jackson felt very small at the mention of high heels and he thought back to how he had spent the day roaming the house in the high-heeled sandals.  That seemed even more humiliating now.

“Thank God she doesn’t know about the heels,” he told himself.

“I want a husband in whose arms I feel safe and protected,” continued Natalie, “not a husband who asks me to protect him from harmless women and who raids my closet.  I don’t need another sister.”

Each word made Jackson feel smaller.  He had always worried that he wasn’t quite macho enough for his wife.  Indeed, compared to her history of bikers, footballers, and all around bad boys, Jackson the former accountant turned househusband worried that he simply didn’t have whatever it was that she needed from a man.  Natalie had always assured him this was not the case, but then she had never caught him in panties before or seen him dominated by her mother.  But again, he didn’t think she was being fair... he just couldn’t tell her why.

“It wasn’t like that,” said Jackson suddenly.  It actually surprised Jackson that he had spoken up.  He didn’t intend to say anything and he wasn’t sure what was about to come out of his mouth, but something was coming.  Apparently, his ego was demanding that he stand up for himself.  Could he follow through though?

Natalie shook her foot nervously, allowing her slipper to dance on her toes.  She removed her earrings and then turned in her chair to face him.  “All right, Jackson.  Explain to me how it was.  Explain to me why you were unable to simply tell my mother, ‘no’ and ‘I will pass on painting my nails.’  Go on.  Here’s your chance.”  Her tone was firm, with hints of condescension, impatience and yet, ironically, a trace of hope.  More than anything, she wanted to hear something that would vindicate her husband and prove this had all been a mistake, but it was clear that she didn’t believe anything of the sort could be coming.  Still, she did hope.

She folded her arms and waited.

Jackson realized this was his chance to fix everything.  But what would he say?  He thought about all the events of the past two days.  He thought about how his mother-in-law had tricked him into the panties and painted his nails while he slept.  He thought about how she had used that to force him into high heels and stockings and a skirt and into shaving his legs.  He thought about how she had parlayed that into the threat she used to make him slide his dick into her hand and to force him to roam the house in the skirt.  He thought about all of this and he realized that he couldn’t repeat a single word of it.

“Anything I tell her will lead to her learning about me wearing the heels and the skirt and me letting Ruth jerk me off.  She can never know about that.  She can never know the full extent to which I let Ruth feminize me and dominate me.  She would go insane if she knew,” thought Jackson.

Natalie stared at her husband, who looked at the ground in silence.  “Well?”

Jackson shrugged his shoulders.  He decided that he really couldn’t say anything.  “I... I don’t know what to say.”

Natalie’s shoulders slumped.  She had expected something
, some sort of defense... even a bad one would have been preferable to nothing at all.  Heck, she would have been happy with a promise to never let it happen again.  But she got nothing.  She couldn’t let it go at that.  “Why don’t you start by telling me why you keep insisting this ‘isn’t like that’?  How is this different than the way I see it?” she asked, trying to help him defend himself.

Jackson bit his lip.  “I don’t know,” he said.

Natalie glared at her husband.  “Is there any reason you can give me for why you can’t just stand up to my mother and assert your own independence?”

Jackson was truly stumped.  There were lots of reasons he could give, like her ability to blackmail him, but he couldn’t tell any of them to Natalie, not without her learning the full extent of his surrender, and he couldn’t allow that.  He suddenly felt helpless and his face burned red with shame.

“No,” he said softly.

A lengthy silence followed in which Natalie seemed to become very angry and then let it pass.  Jackson just felt smaller and smaller as the silence progressed.

Natalie then unexpectedly rose from her chair.  She took her husband in her arms and hugged him.  She stroked his cheek as a parent might stroke the cheek of a child.  “I’m going to be gone for ten days, honey.  I want you to promise me that you will sit down with my mother while I’m gone and work this out,” said Natalie.  Her tone was soft and warm and meant to comfort him, but it actually made him feel all the more humiliated.  It made him feel like she saw him as a child now.

Even worse, Jackson knew that he couldn’t even do as she asked.  Ruth would never work anything out with him.  He started to protest, but Natalie put her finger to his lips.

“I want you to assert yourself,” she instructed him.  “Tell her ‘no.’  Don’t let her push you around.  And once she understands that she can’t do things like make you wear panties anymore, then I want you both to define the new boundaries of your relationship.  Do you understand?”  She stroked his hair as she said this.  This made him feel so incredibly weak.

Jackson nodded his head.

“Good.  I don’t expect you two to become friends, but when I come home, I expect to find you acting like the man of the house and my mother no longer running the show or dominating you.  Can you do that?”

Jackson started to shake his head as if to say “it’s complicated” again, but Natalie nodded hers for him.

“Yes, you can.  Don’t disappoint me, Jackson.  Don’t make me think I married a little girl.  Prove to me that you can be a man.  Don’t make me think I need to start treating you like a little girl rather than treating you with the respect a husband deserves from his wife.”  Natalie didn’t say this with anger.  She said it firmly though.  She said it hopefully.  She said it as if she were reminding her husband to be the man she knew he could be, not as if she were trying to scold him into becoming something he wasn’t.  But it was clear too that there was a trace of disappointment and doubt within her.

She smiled hopefully.

Jackson tried to smile back at his wife, but he didn’t feel hopeful.  He knew what he faced; Natalie didn’t.  He just lacked the courage to tell her.  He would need to find some way to solve this problem with Ruth, Ruth who smelled blood in the water and was now fully determined to prove to him that he was no man.  How could he deal with someone like that?  He didn’t know, but it was clear he would need to figure it out and fast.  The look of disappointment in his wife’s eyes was crushing to his sense of masculinity and he needed to show her that he could be the man she needed.  He had ten days to solve this.


Chapter Five: “Disciplining Maid Jackie”

—v—

Natalie climbed into the cab and disappeared down the street.  As she rode off, she took one last look over her shoulder at her mother on the front steps looking stern in her black slacks, silver blouse and black open-toed pumps.  Standing next to her mother was her husband in his navy-blue sweatpants and a white sweater.  She knew that Jackson’s toenails were still bright red and that made her cringe, but she had given him money to have the polish removed.  Hopefully, after that, he would finally stand up for himself and he and Ruth would work out a détente.  She turned around and tried to put all of that out of her mind.  It was time to think of work.

“This is Jackson’s problem now.  I can’t baby him anymore.  He’ll just need to learn to fend for himself,” said Natalie and she pulled her phone from her purse and read her messages.

Meanwhile, Ruth and Jackson stood on the front steps.  They had been civil while Natalie had gotten into the cab.  Both smiled.  They even waved together as the cab pulled away.  Now they were alone.

“There goes Natalie,” said Jackson.

“Yes, indeed.  Gone for ten days,” replied Ruth.  “Well, let’s go inside and get started.”

Jackson cocked his head to one side and raised an eyebrow.  “Get started with what?”

“Started with your duties,” said Ruth with a smirk.

“My ‘duties’?  What ‘duties’?” asked Jackson.

“Your maid duties,” said Ruth and she walked inside.

“My what?” asked Jackson incredulously and he followed her inside.

“Your maid duties
.  Which part of that didn’t you understand?  You have a lot to learn in the next ten days.”

“Look, Ruth, this needs to end.  Natalie wants it all to stop.  She wants us to stop fighting and to start getting along.”

Ruth shrugged her shoulders.  “Who’s fighting?  I issue you orders.  You obey because that’s who you are.  There’s no fighting.  It’s just two people taking their natural places.”

Jackson stopped.  “Now listen here, Ruth—”

Ruth turned around and jammed her finger into Jackson’s chest.  “No, you don’t give orders.  You
 listen and you
 obey.”

“Forget it, Ruth.  You have no power anymore.”

Ruth laughed.  “Is that so?”

“Yes, it is.”

“And that’s because my daughter gave you money to have your nails fixed, right?  Is that what you’re thinking?  Well, that doesn’t change anything.  I still have dozens and dozens of photos of you in the skirt and high heels and even with your little dick bouncing around as hard as it can be.  So unless you told Natalie about those
 things and she forgave you, then I have you by the balls, Jackie
, and nothing has changed.  Remember it!”

“But Ruth!”

“No, there’s no but.  I have you by the balls, tiny as they are.  You will obey me or I will expose you to Natalie.  It’s that simple.”

Jackson wanted to snap back at Ruth that it didn’t matter what she knew, but something told him that this would not be a good idea because Ruth was very good at making his situation worse whenever he fought back.  Moreover, it did matter.  They both knew it.  Natalie had barely been able to get beyond the nail thing.  To hit her now with the fact that he pranced around in heels and let Ruth play with his dick, when he hadn’t even said a word about this would be a disaster.  It would be unforgivable.

“So are you going to do as I say or not?” asked Ruth.

Jackson knew he would, but first, he wanted to see if he could talk his way out of this.  “Can we talk about this, Ruth?  How can we move past this?  I want to prove to you that I’m not this whatever you think it is that I am,” said Jackson.

Ruth raised an eyebrow and chuckled.  “You mean that you’re not too much of a wuss to be married to my daughter?”

Jackson bit his tongue.  “Yes... that,” he said coldly.

Ruth had a good laugh, which made Jackson feel like a fool.  Then she noticed that he wasn’t laughing.  “Wait a minute!  Are you serious?  You really mean you want to prove to me that you’re not weak?”

“Yes,” said Jackson and he blushed.  “How do I do that?”

“Well,” thought Ruth, “the first thing is that you don’t plead with me to let you prove to me that you aren’t weak.  That would be a start.”  She couldn’t believe that he had really suggested this.  She was just about to tell him that it wasn’t possible, that she would always see him as weak because that is what he was, but then a twisted idea flashed across her mind.  She liked this idea a lot!  She could use this to prove to Natalie that she had made a mistake in marrying this man and, best of all, she could get Jackson to help her make her case!

“Seriously, how do we work something out?” asked Jackson again.

“You want to prove that you aren’t weak?”

“Yes.”

“Ok,” said Ruth.  “Then show me that you’re a real man.  Agree to be my sissy maid for ten days, until Natalie comes back.”

“What?!” exclaimed Jackson.

“You heard me.”

“How does becoming your sissy maid prove my manhood?”

“How?  Because it will show me that you aren’t so insecure about your manhood that you’re afraid to do it,” said Ruth.  She struggled to keep a straight face while saying this.

Jackson swallowed hard.  This was headed in the wrong direction and fast.

“Well?  Are you going to prove to me that you’re man enough to dress and act like my feminized servant or not?  If you do that, then there will be no doubt about your manhood.”

“This doesn’t make sense.”

“Sure it does.”

“How can dressing like a woman prove that I’m a man?” asked Jackson again.

“I told you.  It’s because only a real man would be so secure in his manhood that he could do it.  Little wimps like you probably can’t even last a day,” said Ruth tauntingly.

“Isn’t there some other way?”

Ruth shook her head.

“What would I need to do?” asked Jackson cautiously.

“You would wear whatever I tell you and do whatever I command until Natalie comes back.  Like a real maid.”

Jackson bit his lip.  Natalie did want him to settle things with Ruth and this might do that, if Ruth could be believed.  But he could never tell Natalie about this.  “Would Natalie ever find out?” he asked cautiously.

“Oh my God!  He’s actually going to do it!” exclaimed Ruth inside her head.  “Unbelievable!”  She bit her lip to keep from grinning.  Then she shook her head.  “I won’t say a word,” she said.

“No photos?”

“No photos.  You have my word.  You can even keep my camera.”

Jackson licked his lips.  He felt very nervous about this.  This would be truly humiliating, but if this would stop Ruth from attacking him and they would finally get along, then he could do this, but only if Ruth agreed not to ever say what they had done or to take any photos.  She had made that promise already, but he wanted to check one more time to be certain:  “I have your word that you won’t breathe a word of this to Natalie?” he asked again.

“I won’t say a thing.”

“And if I do this—”

“Then you will have left no doubt about your manhood,” said Ruth.  “Or utter lack thereof,” she thought.

Jackson took nearly a minute to think this through.  He hated the idea, but it made sense in a strange, desperate sort of way.  If she kept her word, then this would solve his problem.  And if she didn’t, the worst case scenario would only be her word against his as he would have her camera, and Natalie would never believe Ruth over him at this point – there was simply no way Natalie would believe that he would let Ruth turn him into a girl, not after the lecture Natalie gave about him acting like a man.

“Maybe, this is the answer,” he finally decided.

“Well?” asked Ruth.

Jackson nodded his head reluctantly.  “Fine.  I’ll do it,” he said.

Ruth laughed deeply on the inside.  “Of course, you will, Jackie!” she told herself.  “Because that is who and what you are and my daughter needs to see this to understand it.  She should never have married you and now I’m going to show her the truth!”  She looked Jackson up and down.  This was going to be entertaining.  But first, she needed to teach him the meaning of domestic discipline.

—v—

A few moments later, Jackson found himself in Ruth’s bedroom.

“Why are we here?” he asked.

“To get you dressed, Jackie,” said Ruth.

Jackson bit his lip and remained silent.  There was nothing he could say that would make this situation better.  Meanwhile, Ruth walked over to her closet and opened it.  Inside, Jackson saw her wardrobe, as expected, but it only took part of the closet.  On the left-hand side, hung a series of dresses and what almost appeared to be costumes.  There was also a large collection of high-heeled shoes.  He had no idea why she had so many with her.

“I think we should start with a basic uniform,” said Ruth.  “We can always go more fancy later.”

“What kind of uniform?”

“Haven’t you been listening?  A maid’s uniform.”

Jackson bit his lip even harder.  She had brought a maid uniform for him?!

Ruth pulled what appeared to be a black dress from the left hand side of the closet.  “I think we’ll start with this.”

Jackson watched in amazement at what first appeared to be a simple black dress but then morphed into a very sissyish maid costume as he got a closer look.  The dress was black with a fitted bodice.  It had a low-cut collar which was hemmed in black lace with white thread work.  The sleeves were short, but puffy, and also were hemmed in the same black lace.  The skirt was wide and loose and would hang to about the middle of Jackson’s thighs if it lay flat, but it wouldn’t.  Indeed, sewn in beneath the skirt was a small amount of crinoline which would keep the skirt standing out away from his body.  This made the skirt significantly shorter.  He wasn’t sure, but it was very possible that his dick would stand up just beneath the skirt.

Jackson swallowed hard.

“Before we get you in your uniform, we need to get you accessorized,” said Ruth.  She then returned to the closet and grabbed a pair of black high-heeled sandals with five-inch heels.  She set those on the floor before the stunned Jackson.  Then she went to her lingerie drawer and pulled out hot pink panties, black fishnet stockings, a black garter belt and a black corset.

“You want me to wear all that?!” exclaimed Jackson.

“Of course,” said Ruth in a matter of fact manner.

When Ruth said this, Jackson’s dick suddenly became hard beneath his sweatpants.  Meanwhile, Ruth grabbed her makeup kit, a pair of earrings that would make their own holes in his ears, and a blonde wig with lots of flowing curls.

“Let’s get you ready!”

Jackson felt like his manhood was under major attack as Ruth pushed and pulled, yanked and shoved, painted, brushed and sprayed his body.  He went from “mannish with painted toenails” to “woman” in under ten minutes.  It was amazing to watch too.  First, Ruth made him strip.  When he did, she again mocked his tiny hard-on.  Then she tied the corset around his torso.  He could barely breathe, but it was clear he wouldn’t get it off again when she clicked a padlock in place.  Then she made him add the stockings, the panties and the garter belt.  His dick stood up as large as it could beneath the hot pink panties.  Ruth followed this by painting his fingernails the same as his toenails, adding makeup and putting the uncomfortable earrings in his ears.  She didn’t tell him that they would pierce his ears.

“Now we need heels,” said Ruth.  “You remember how to wear heels, right?”  She chuckled.  “Of course, you do!”

Jackson did his best to ignore her, but her constant emasculating digs were starting to wear him down.  He felt a lot less manly now than when they started and it wasn’t just what he wore.  Ruth had systematically stripped him of everything his manly mind held dear and replaced it with how much of a sissy he really was.  It was getting to the point that he almost thought it might better just to accept the inevitable and think of himself as Ruth’s sissy for the next ten days.

“No, I can’t think that,” he told himself, though a big part of him certainly thought that might be easier.  He knew he needed to fight back.  If he surrendered, he would lose his self-respect and then he would never be able to stand up to Ruth.

He kept dressing.

With Jackson in the difficult heels, these were slightly higher than the sandals Ruth had made him wear the day before, Ruth slipped the sexy maid costume over his head and added the wig.  He was complete.  He was surprisingly feminine too.  In fact, looking in the mirror, Jackson realized that with a tweak here or there, he could probably pass as a woman with ease.  He didn’t know if that was comforting or not.

“All right, Jackie,” said Ruth when he was dressed.  “It’s time to teach you how being a maid works.”

“What do you mean?”

“It means that you have duties and obligations.”

“What’s the difference?”

“Your duties are jobs I’ll assign you, like cleaning the floors or cooking dinner.  Those are largely the standard things you do as Natalie’s housewife—”

“I’m not Natalie’s housewife
!” growled Jackson.

Ruth stopped and laughed.  “No, not anymore, you aren’t.  For the next ten days, you are the maid.  And that means that you will no longer call me by my first name, nor will you call Natalie by her name.”

Jackson furrowed his brow.  “But she’s my wife!  What am I supposed to call her?”

“You will call her ‘Madame.’”

Jackson felt hot burning shame all over his body and his dick shot out precum.  The idea of calling his wife “Madame” was humiliating and demeaning.  And the fact that Natalie wasn’t here made it even worse; actually, on second thought, it would have been worse if she had been here, but it still stung far too much.  “I will not!” he exclaimed reflexively.

“Oh, yes, you will.”

Jackson bit his tongue.  He had no choice, he knew that.  But would he?  He wasn’t sure yet.

“Now try it on for size,” said Ruth gleefully.  “Go on.  Tell me where your Mistress is.”

Jackson ground his teeth.

“Now
, Jackie, or our deal is off.”

Jackson felt his chest deflate.  “Madame is with her boss,” said Jackson.  More precum leaked out into his panties.  He felt almost dirty saying this.

Ruth laughed.  “Spoken like a true servant!  Now, to finish your question, your duties are the assignments I give you.  Your obligations are the things you owe us through your position.  For example, you will learn to curtsey when you enter a room.  You will learn to address me as ‘Ma’am’.  You will learn to follow all of my instructions without complaint or resistance.”

“And what if I don’t?” asked Jackson.

Ruth smiled.  “I’m glad you asked.  You’re such a helpful boy!”  She patted his cheek as she said this.  “Come with me to the living room and I will show you what happens to rule breakers.”

A moment later, Jackson was tottering down the hallway after Ruth to the living room.  His heels echoed loudly off the hardwood floor:  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!


That sound made his dick throb.

“Bend over the couch arm,” said Ruth when they entered the living room.

“Do what?”

THWAAAACK!

Ruth flipped her wrist and brought the riding crop she was carrying down hard against the back of Jackson’s knees.  It stung!

“Ow!” exclaimed Jackson and he spun around.

“Bend over the couch!” growled Ruth.

“Don’t hit me!”

THWAAAACK!

This time, Ruth flipped her wrist and brought the riding crop down hard against the middle of his thighs.  Again, it stung!

“Stop that!” yelled Jackson.

“Silence!” replied Ruth and she did it again.

THWAAAACK!

Jackson cringed and grabbed his thighs.  They burned.  “Stop it, Ruth!”

“You will address me as ‘Ma’am,’ not ‘Ruth,’” said Ruth.

THWAAAACK!

Jackson doubled over and tried to hide his thighs from the crop.

“And you will accept this punishment without complaint and without crying out, or it will continue!” said Ruth.

THWAAAACK!

While Jackson had covered his thighs, he missed the fact that the back of his knees were exposed.  It seemed that wearing a short dress meant to show off his body and stockings was not the greatest protection against a riding crop.  What’s more, in the heels, he knew he couldn’t really escape, so he could do little but stand there, which meant he would eventually comply.  They both knew it.

Ruth ran the crop up his leg, up his skirt, and touched his dick with it.  “You know I’ll win.  Why don’t you just save yourself the trouble?”

Jackson was surprisingly tempted by her offer.  She was indeed right that she would win.  That was obvious.  And the more he fought, the worse she made things.  Perhaps, he thought, he would be better off surrendering and just doing as she told him.  Perhaps?

But then, he couldn’t do that.  His ego wouldn’t let him.  He still needed to put up resistance, even if only token resistance, to prove to himself that he was indeed a man and not some emasculated girly-man.

THWAAAACK!

And that was enough.

“Yes Ma’am, I’ll do as you say!” he exclaimed.

His resistance was over for the moment.


Chapter Six: “Serving Ruth’s Friend”

—v—

It was only the third day that Natalie was gone.  Jackson was struggling to deal with everything Ruth was doing to him.  Not only did she have him dressed in a maid costume and spike heels each day so far, but she was ordering him around constantly in the most humiliating of ways.  What’s more, she used the riding crop liberally to emphasize her orders and to make sure that Jackson was working.  This kept Jackson tense and compliant.

Today would test his compliance.

“I’ve invited a guest to lunch,” said Ruth as Jackson put away dishes.

Jackson froze.  “You what?” he asked.

“I’ve invited a guest for lunch,” repeated Ruth.

“What, uh... I... well—”

“You’ll be serving us.”

Jackson felt the wind pulled out of him and his shoulders slumped.  Was she really going to let another person see him?  How could she do that?!  “But Ruth!” he exclaimed.

THWAAAACK!

Before Jackson could say another word, Ruth let fly with the crop.  She smacked his exposed instep in his high-heeled sandals.  He flinched, but didn’t speak, just as Ruth had been teaching him.  He had become very good at taking the crop’s sting without complaint.

“I have invited a friend.  Her name is Vivien.  You will serve us.  End of discussion,” said Ruth.

Jackson bit his lip.  He wasn’t happy about this at all.  Yes, he was supposed to be passable, according to Ruth, but that had never been tested.  What if this friend saw through the makeup and the wig?  What if she recognized him?  What if this was a friend of Natalie’s too?  Jackson was terrified.

Right before noon, Ruth came to Jackson and checked his uniform once again.  She adjusted it slightly here and there and felt beneath his skirt to make sure his dick was tucked inside his panties; not surprisingly, he was hard as a rock as she did it.  Then she applied more makeup to his face and brushed his wig back over his shoulders.

“Now you behave,” said Ruth.

Jackson nodded his head.  He was too nervous at this point to speak.

“We’ll have drinks in the living room and then eat in the dining room.  You will answer the bell when it rings.  You will invite my friend into the house.  We will walk her, together, to the living room.  Then you will ask what she would like to drink and go fetch it.”

Jackson nodded his head.

“How is lunch coming?”

Jackson thought back to the chicken dish he had been preparing all morning.  “It’s finished,” he said.

“Good.  You may plate that after Vivien and I move to the dining room.”

The doorbell rang:  diiiiing donggggg!


Jackson froze.  He did not want to go to the door, much less open it.  He had a vision of opening the door and being mercilessly mocked by some middle-aged woman dressed a lot like Ruth.  Ruth, however, raised the riding crop and that made him shudder.  He would go, and he would hope that he was indeed passable.  He closed his eyes and took his first step toward the door.


CLICK!
  His heel echoed off the kitchen floor.


CLICK... CLICK!
  He took two more steps.  Soon, he was marching toward his fate, whatever it turned out to be.  CLICK... CLICK!  CLICK... CLICK!  CLICK CLICK!  CLICK CLICK CLICK CLICK!


A few seconds later, Jackson placed his hand on the doorknob and yanked the door open.  He did this without even thinking about it, or else he likely couldn’t have done it; opening the door would have been too much if he had needed to do it consciously.

Jackson’s jaw dropped.  He was shocked at what he found on the other side of the door.  He had expected a woman in her fifties at least, who wore black slacks, black pumps and a sweater.  But that wasn’t what he found at all though.  Instead, on the other side of the door he found a stunning young woman in a fire-red dress and matching high-heeled sandals.  She had the classic hourglass shape, heavy, firm breasts and shapely athletic legs.  Her brunette hair flowed down her shoulders to the middle of her back in a series of beautiful waves.  This woman was gorgeous.

What’s more, she couldn’t have been much more than twenty years old.  Both of these things suddenly made Jackson feel very exposed and very emasculated.  Somehow, he realized, it would have been easier if she had been old and ugly.  But being so beautiful and being younger than him made this all feel that much more humiliating.  This young woman was the girl of his dreams in many ways.  She was perfect.  She was exactly the kind of girl his masculine instincts wanted to like him.  In other words, this woman was the ideal that his ego hoped would be attracted to him.  She was the perfect sexual partner... that is assuming he wasn’t married.  But there was no way she would see him that way now, and that made him feel inadequate, even though he never would have been interested in her because of his marriage.

“At least, she’ll never know I’m a man,” he told himself.

“Uh, can I come in?” asked Vivien when Jackson stood there staring but said nothing.  She had a sweet voice which made Jackson’s dick throb.

He blushed.  “Yes, please do.”

Jackson stepped aside and Vivien stepped into the house.  Ruth was there to meet her and they hugged and exchanged greetings.  Then Ruth turned to Jackson and placed her hand on his forearm.

“This is Jackie.  She’ll be serving us today,” said Ruth.

“I didn’t know you had a maid,” said Vivien with some surprise.

“Oh, I don’t.  She belongs to my daughter.”

Jackson blushed even deeper at being described as “belonging” to Natalie.  Fortunately, he didn’t need to stand there blushing long.  Ruth took Vivien’s hand and led her to the living room.  Both women then placed their drink orders and Jackson went to fetch them.  Half an hour later, they moved to the dining room and it was time to serve food.  Jackson prepared it in the kitchen and then brought it out to them.  He came out to the dining room in the middle of a conversation as he brought out the food.  He didn’t hear how this conversation began.

“You’ve said that before, Ruth, but I don’t think I believe it,” said Vivien.

“Oh, it’s true.  It’s just a matter of training.”

Vivien chuckled.  “While I think it would be hilarious if true, I just can’t see it.”

“Why not?”

Jackson set down Vivien’s dish.

“Because I’ve never met a man who would let a woman do that to him!” said Vivien.  “Men aren’t like that!”

Ruth snickered now.  “It’s not about the man letting the woman do it
.  She just needs to do it.  You don’t leave him a choice.”

Jackson now served Ruth.  Once he set down the plate, he turned to leave, but Ruth took a hold of his forearm and stopped him leaving.  Jackson wasn’t sure what this meant, but he stopped where he was and he remained standing.

“I’ll believe it when I see it,” said Vivien.

A huge grin appeared on Ruth’s face.  “Challenge accepted,” she said.  She then pulled Jackson toward her.  “Allow me to introduce the primary evidence.”

“Who?  Your daughter’s maid?”

“Not exactly,” said Ruth.  “In reality, ‘Jackie’ is Jackson, my daughter’s husband.”

For an instant, the room went dead silent.  Then Vivien gasped and leaned forward to examine Jackson in intense detail.  For his part, Jackson was stunned.  He couldn’t believe that Ruth had just told this young woman who and what he really was!  Why would she do that?  What should he do now?  He had no idea, so he stood there, dumbfounded, with his legs trembling.

“There’s no way,” said Vivien.

Ruth smiled.  “I thought you might say that.”  She turned to face Jackson.  “Jackson, step out of your panties.”

Jackson looked at Ruth.  He didn’t know what to do.  He wanted to run away so he never needed to show this young woman that he really was a man, but he didn’t have the courage to do that.  That left him only one choice, really... comply
.

“Do it now, Jackson, or I’ll get my crop,” growled Ruth.

Jackson looked Ruth in the eyes and saw no mercy whatsoever.  Then he looked at Vivien and he saw a bemused smile.  In her eyes, he saw curiosity and excitement.  This crushed Jackson, who knew that this beautiful young woman would be looking at him very differently if he weren’t dressed as a woman.

“Now!
” exclaimed Ruth.

Jackson swallowed hard.  He closed his eyes and pulled up his skirt.  The outline of his erect dick became visible beneath his panties.  As it did, a tiny giggle escaped Vivien’s lips.  Ruth then reached over and pulled Jackson’s panties down to his knees.  His dick jumped out and stood at attention for both women to see.  Vivien now laughed openly and that cut through Jackson like a knife.

“As I said,” said Ruth.

Vivien clapped delicately.  “Very nice, Ruth.  But how do I know that you really control him?  Perhaps, this is one of your friends.  I’m sure you know a cross-dresser or two.”

“I assure you, this is my daughter’s husband,” said Ruth, “and he is not doing any of this voluntarily.”

Vivien smirked.  “Ok, Ruth.  Show me something else to prove that.”

“Like what?”

“Any man can be convinced to put on a dress for the right reason, like to participate in a joke at a young woman’s expense.  Make him do something a man would never do voluntarily.”

Ruth laughed.  “Very well.  Be a dear, and hand me one of your sandals, will you?”

Vivien raised an eyebrow.  “You want one of my shoes?”

“Yes, for my demonstration.”

Vivien shrugged her shoulders.  “Why not?”  She leaned over and pulled off one of her red high-heeled sandals.  It had one strap over the toes and an ankle strap, but little else by way of support.  She handed it to Ruth.  Ruth took the shoe and placed it on the table, at the very edge of the table.

“Slide your dick into Vivien’s shoe,” said Ruth to Jackson, and she tapped the open toe on the sandal.

A shocked look came over Jackson’s face.  Not only had she made him expose himself to this woman, but now she expected him to slide his dick into the woman’s shoe?  This was nearly too much for Jackson... nearly
.  Indeed, despite an intense desire to tell her off, Jackson knew that he ultimately had no choice.  Unless he did this, then Ruth would share the photos she had with Natalie and that would be a real disaster.  To avoid that, he could do nearly anything.

“Besides,” he thought, “I’ve gone this far already in terms of humiliating myself.  How can doing this be any worse?”

How indeed?

Jackson moved to pick up the shoe, but Ruth shook her head.  She wanted him to slide his erection into the shoe with the shoe remaining on the table; she held it in place.  So he lined his crotch up with the shoe and he bent his knees somewhat until his dick was right at the opening of the shoe.  He then pushed himself forward until his dick slid, uncomfortably, along the insole of the shoe beneath the single strap over the toes.  His dick pushed and rubbed against the insole the whole way as it bent upwards following the curve of the shoe.  It felt a little painful, but also intensely naughty and that turned him on.

Precum dripped out onto the shoe.

“He’s making a mess in my shoe!” exclaimed Vivien.  It wasn’t clear if she was laughing about this or if she was angry.

“Bad boy,” said Ruth with a laugh.

Jackson blushed.

Ruth made sure she held the shoe tightly to the table.  “Now make yourself squirt using only the shoe.”

Vivien raised an eyebrow.  Jackson didn’t; he suspected this was coming.  For a moment, Jackson thought Vivien would protest and reclaim her shoe, but she didn’t.  Instead, she folded her arms and smirked at Jackson as if to dare him to proceed.  Jackson felt very weak suddenly.  Now he needed to masturbate with this shoe as the owner of the shoe watched him... judged him
.  This proved to be horribly embarrassing, much more so than he had expected.  Still, he felt he had no choice; he needed to finish this week with Ruth whatever the cost to save his relationship with Natalie.  Hence, he took a deep breath, adjusted his footing in the heels he wore to improve his precarious balance, and then he began to slide his dick back and forth inside the shoe.  The strap over the toes and the insole applied the pressure which would let him make himself squirt, but it would be difficult and it would take time.  Unfortunately, the longer this took, the greater the humiliation became.

“He looks ridiculous,” said the young woman.  As she said this, Jackson felt his dick throb.  That helped him get closer to finally coming.

“Pathetic, isn’t it?”

“Absolutely.  I can’t imagine any of the men I’ve ever dated doing this voluntarily,” said Vivien, before adding:  “Actually, I can’t imagine them doing it with a gun to their heads either.”

“Well, my little son-in-law doesn’t do it happily, but he does it because I’ve trained him to obey.  Isn’t that right, Jackson?” asked Ruth of Jackson.  As she did, she placed her fingers over the top of the shoe and patted the head of his dick as it moved up and down inside the shoe.

Jackson didn’t respond.  This only made the women laugh.

“I guess someone isn’t so happy with his newfound position,” said Vivien.

“I guess not... but he isn’t unhappy enough to stop either,” noted Ruth.

“No, he’s not,” agreed Vivien.

“Jackson and I have an arrangement, don’t we dear?”

Again, Jackson said nothing.

Vivien laughed.  “You’ll have to show me how you managed this.”

By this point, Jackson was breathing erratically.  His dick was beginning to throb.  The humiliation of being spoken about like he was some object and the even worse humiliation of having Ruth touch his dick freely had pushed him over the edge and he was finally building up the rhythm he needed for this all to happen.  The women seemed aware of the change in him.

“Are you going to let him squirt in my shoe?” asked Vivien.

Ruth shrugged her shoulders.  “It seems fitting, doesn’t it?  I mean, better in a woman’s shoe than a woman’s pussy.”

Vivien nodded her head.  “True, that does seem to be his place.  But while I think having his sperm beneath my feet is an appropriate place for a ‘man’ like this, I still don’t want to walk around with sticky toes.”

Ruth smirked.  “Oh, don’t worry about that.  He’ll clean it.”

Meanwhile, Jackson had worked himself up to the point of inevitable.  His dick was throbbing like mad and there was no stopping what was about to happen.  Indeed, he took a deep breath, arched his back slightly, felt his thighs go a little weak and lunged forward with the final thrust.  He could feel the hot juices racing down his shaft on its way to freedom and that wonderful sense of pleasure he always got.

It was not to be.

At the last possible second, Ruth reached over, grabbed the base of his shaft and pressed her thumb into it hard.  The rhythm Jackson felt stopped immediately and all the fluids that had been racing toward freedom slammed into the wall created by her thumb.  This sent a tense shock wave blowing back into his body.  It felt like a sneeze that failed at the last possible second and his body quivered all over.  He didn’t quite feel pain from this, but he felt tremendous discomfort and shocking humiliation.

And it wasn’t over yet.

Ruth now alternated letting go of his penis and squeezing it.  Because of this, the explosion he had expected finally arrived moments later, only it wasn’t an explosion.  Instead, it poured out into Vivien’s high-heeled shoe like syrup, and he never felt the orgasm that should have come with it.  He felt like he was peeing.

Jackson blushed.  He had been robbed of his masculinity.

“Look at the mess he made!” exclaimed Vivien.

Ruth picked up the shoe.  She moved it around, causing Jackson’s juices to spread throughout the shoe, where they mingled with whatever dirt and sweat her feet had left in the shoe.  She then set the shoe back down and smiled.

“Lick it clean,” said Ruth.

Vivien snickered.

“Do what?” asked Jackson with a gasp.

“You heard me.  Now do it.”

Jackson’s mind went blank.  He wasn’t sure what he was thinking or what he was doing.  All he knew was that he had been humiliated to a point where he couldn’t take it anymore.  Only, rather than telling Ruth to take a hike, as he assumed would happen once he had reached that point, he seemed to go the other way... he broke
.  Without any real resistance, he bent over and licked all his juices out of Vivien’s shoe.  He licked it well too; he wasn’t timid with the use of his tongue.  And when he finished, he took the shoe, as he had been told, and he dropped to his knees and climbed under the table.  Then he placed the shoe on Vivien’s foot and he kissed her toes over and over and over until she told him to stop.  He did all of this without being able to stop himself.

“Stop licking my feet and stand up,” said Vivien finally.

Jackson did as commanded.  “Yes, Ma’am,” he said of his own volition.

A moment later, he stood before the two women again with his skirt up and his dick exposed.  He stood there helplessly as he watched Ruth pull something metallic from her purse.  Then she poured some ice and cold water into a napkin and placed it on his dick.  It stung and he felt his dick shrink.  Only then, with the ice sending a sharp pain down his shaft, did Jackson begin to feel his mind return to normal.  Was he normal?  He didn’t know.  He felt normal, though he did notice a reduced desire to resist.

“And now the cage,” said Ruth.

“Cage?” wondered Jackson.

Jackson felt Ruth slide the metallic object onto his flaccid dick.  It took her some time to work it into place, but she got it there.  Then she locked it shut and she held up the key for all to see.

“Would you like to keep this?” Ruth asked Vivien of the key.

Jackson looked terrified that Ruth was about to hand the key to another woman who would disappear with it!  It wouldn’t happen though.

“I would love to, but I think it would be best if you kept it,” said Ruth.

Both women snickered.

“Probably true,” said Ruth.  She then popped open the locket she always wore around her neck and she placed the key inside.  Jackson’s only way to freedom now resided around his mother-in-law’s neck.  She patted it.  “Be a good boy or Vivien’s shoe may be the last thing you ever stick your dick into.”

Jackson shuddered at the thought.

“Now go serve dessert, shoe boy,” said Ruth.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Jackson and he turned and went to the kitchen.

As Jackson retreated from the site of his most recent emasculation, he heard both women laugh.  He had never felt smaller in his life.  Ruth had totally emasculated him before this beautiful young woman and now she had literally taken his balls away by locking his dick into a chastity device.  He couldn’t even touch himself anymore... nor could he pee standing up.  He had allowed all of this in the hopes of proving his manhood to Ruth so that she would stop trying to turn Natalie against him, but now he began to worry that he had made a huge mistake.  Hopefully, he thought, this would all end before that mistake cost him anything.

“Only a few more days until Saturday when Natalie comes home,” he told himself as he examined the cage a few minutes later.  “I can deal with this until then.”

There was something Jackson didn’t know, however.  Ruth had received a phone call the prior day from Natalie, and that phone call would change his life.  Natalie had some news, but hadn’t been able to reach Jackson to tell him, so she called Ruth instead.

“Hi mom,” said Natalie.

“Hello darling,” said Ruth.

“How are things going with you and Jackson?”

“Oh fine.”

“You two are getting along?” asked Natalie hopefully.

Ruth looked over at Jackson, who stood at the sink drying dishes in his maid uniform and his high-heeled sandals.  “Yes, we’re getting along famously.”

Natalie smiled.  “That’s great, mom!  I’m so glad.”

“So am I,” said Ruth and she chuckled to herself.  “How are things with your boss?”

Natalie blushed.  The truth was that her boss excited her.  He was strong and masculine and the exact type of man she normally fell for.  She was finding herself blushing and getting wet around him constantly.  This actually brought her great shame when she thought of Jackson working hard to sort out the relationship with her mother.  “They’re fine,” said Natalie, unwilling to admit to more.  “Is Jackson there?  Can I speak to him?”

“No honey, he’s at the store,” lied Ruth.  She thought she heard something in her daughter’s voice which suggested she was hiding something from her... something that thrilled her daughter.  She had heard this before several times.

“That’s too bad.  I’ve been trying to reach him, but his phone keeps going to voicemail.”

“Strange,” said Ruth who looked at her purse, where Jackson’s phone currently resided.  She had turned it off so that Jackson could not be reached.

“Well, it doesn’t matter.  I left him a message, and I wanted to be sure he got it.  Can you pass the message along for me?” asked Natalie.

“Of course.  Love to help, darling.  What’s the message?”

“Please tell him that we will finish earlier than expected out here and I’ll be home on Friday instead of Saturday.”

An evil grin crossed Ruth’s face.  “Is that so?”  A plan formed instantly in her mind.

“Yes.  Things are going great.  Oh, and I’ve invited my boss to dinner the night we get back.”

“Even better,” said Ruth with a maniacal chuckle.

“Can you tell him that?  Friday instead of Saturday,” said Natalie.

“Absolutely.  I’ll make sure he knows,” said Ruth.

“Well, I need to run, mom.  Love you!”

Ruth hung up the phone.  “So she’s going to be back on Friday instead of Saturday... and she’s bringing her boss.  Interesting.”  She stared at Jackson for nearly a minute as her very, very twisted idea ran through her mind.  She nodded her head.  Then she walked over to her purse, picked up Jackson’s phone and checked the messages.  Sure enough, there was the message from Natalie.  She hit “delete,” and she turned off the phone again.  Then she marched into the kitchen.

Jackson had just finished the dishes.

“Natalie called,” said Ruth.

Jackson smiled.  “What did she have to say?”

“Oh nothing.  She just wanted to let us know that everything is going well.”

“I’m glad.”

“So am I,” said Ruth.  Then she smirked.  “Well, get back to work, Jackie.  You only have a few more days until Natalie comes home on Saturday
.”

The End of Part One


PART TWO

—v—


Chapter Seven: “Trapped In Chastity”

—v—

Jackson and his mother-in-law Ruth could not get along.  Actually, to be more accurate, Jackson couldn’t get along with his mother-in-law.  She dominated and humiliated Jackson and there was nothing he could do to stop her.  Ruth’s goal, ultimately, was to prove to her daughter Natalie that Jackson wasn’t man enough for her.  To that end, Ruth tricked Jackson into getting caught by Natalie in panties, and then she made it worse by tricking him into shaving his legs and by painting his toenails the very next day.  Natalie was less than happy when she saw Jackson in panties and she was absolutely furious when she saw him with painted toenails.  She couldn’t believe that Jackson had let her mother feminize him; and she didn’t even know about the hours Jackson had spent in high heels and skirts!

Things were not going well for Jackson.

Natalie finally put her foot down, however.  She wanted Jackson to prove himself a man by standing up to her mother.  With Natalie needing to leave for ten days with her boss to the West Coast, Natalie gave Jackson a dire warning:  use these ten days to stand up to Ruth, to set everything right, and to prove that he was indeed the man of the house.  By the time she returned, she wanted him to have taken charge.

But Ruth would not give up so easily.

The moment Natalie left, Ruth took over completely.  She tricked Jackson into agreeing to let her feminize him to prove his manhood.  She assured him that if he did this, then she would stop attacking his masculinity and she would accept him as her son-in-law.  But she wasn’t being truthful.  After feminizing him, she began inviting over her friends to help humiliate him.  And now...  now she knew something Jackson did not.  She knew that Natalie was coming back one day earlier than Jackson expected.

The trap was laid, and Jackson was tottering right into it.

—v—

The next few days after Jackson was exposed to Vivien were difficult for Jackson.  Part of the problem was obvious.  Ruth did her best to humiliate and degrade him at every opportunity.  She dressed Jackson exclusively in clothing that was both feminine and servile, like the maid costume or some other costume that implied a submissive feminine status.  She made him perform household duties.  She made him wait on her hand and foot.  And the whole time, she mocked him and took emasculating shots at him.  At times she even supplemented those with humiliating punishments like spankings and making him stand in the corner with his panties around his ankles.

Then there was the chastity device.  It took away his access to his own dick and made him feel that he had been emasculated.  Erections became uncomfortable.  They also became reminders of what he lost as he couldn’t stroke himself in any event.  He couldn’t even stand up to pee anymore.  For all intents and purposes, she had taken away his dick and left him neutered.

The biggest part of the problem, however, was dealing with the fact that he had broken when Ruth made him lick his own juices out of Vivien’s shoe.  He never would have believed it was possible before it happened, but it was true.  He had broken, and now he found himself struggling to resist Ruth in any way.  This was deeply troubling to him.

—v—

Jackson sat on his bed.  He wore a pink bra, a matching garter belt, tan stockings, and white high-heeled sandals.  He needed time to be alone.  He had a lot to think about.  Fortunately, Ruth was out to lunch with yet another friend, so he had the chance to be alone.  He used it to finish his chores first and now he sat on the bed examining the chastity device.

“I can’t believe this,” said Jackson.

He rubbed the chastity device which kept him from touching his dick.  He couldn’t get any part of his fingers through the device far enough to do more than barely make contact with the skin on his dick, and that wasn’t nearly enough to do anything satisfying.  Much to the contrary, it only seemed to tease him and make the tension far worse.

“There has to be some way into this thing.”

Jackson shifted on the bed to spread his legs further.  He hoped to be able to find some weak spot in the device which let him pop it open or slip his fingers inside.  So far, he had found nothing.  He had tried the locking mechanisms and they were secure.  He tried slipping his fingers beneath the cage, but it was too snug.  He tried slipping his fingers between the bars on the cage, but they were too close.  He tried pulling it off, but it wouldn’t budge; Ruth had connected it behind his testicles and as long as he had those, he couldn’t pull it off.  He even tried bending the bars, but he couldn’t get leverage.  Plus, he worried he might bend the cage the wrong way and injure himself, so he didn’t try that too hard.

“This thing is diabolical!” he exclaimed.

Jackson grabbed the device and tried to shake it in the hopes of jerking himself off with it, but that didn’t work either.  It wasn’t tight enough around his dick to be used in that manner.  Besides, it didn’t slide along his dick either.

“No, there’s only one way I’m going to get to release all this tension,” said Jackson and his thoughts went to the locket around Ruth’s neck, where the key to the device was hidden.  He wanted that key desperately at the moment, but he knew he could never ask for it.  That would be too humiliating.

“Besides, the old monster would never let me have it.  She would just tease me with it and then revel in my suffering.”

He leaned back, throwing himself against the bed.  He subconsciously stroked the chastity device as if he were playing with his dick.  That felt better somehow, even as it made him hornier.  After a while though, he needed to stop because the horniness was becoming too much.

“How the heck did I ever let this happen?” he asked aloud.

“Because you’re weak, Jackie,” said Ruth from the doorway.

Jackson shot up straight on the bed.  It was indeed Ruth.  She wore a tight black skirt, black spike-heeled sandals and a white men’s dress shirt.  In her hand was the riding crop she carried all the time now; she used it to punish him whenever he was disobedient.

“I see that you’re slacking on your duties,” said Ruth.

All the color left Jackson’s face and his eyes shot to the crop.  “I am not, Ma’am!  I did all my chores before I came in here.  I’m just taking a break!”

“Don’t lie to me, Jackie.  I’ve seen what you’ve done.”

“But I did all my chores.”

Ruth held up her hand and counted off on her fingers:  “You failed to dust the study.  I can see three days worth of dust building up in there.  You failed to launder your dirty uniforms as I expected.  And you failed to greet me at the door, like a good little personal servant.”

Jackson cringed.  He hadn’t heard her at the door.  As for dusting, she had told him to skip the study the other day and he thought she meant permanently.  As for the uniforms, that had slipped his mind because he had so many “uniforms” that he lost track of some of them.  The one he wore right now, by the way, wasn’t so much a uniform as it was in actuality a pink pencil skirt, which currently resided around his knees, and a pink and white sweater with three-quarter length sleeves.  The white trim on the skirt and the sweater matched his white sandals perfectly.

“I’m sorry, Ma’am,” he said reflexively.

“That’s nice, Jackie, but it doesn’t change the fact you need to be punished,” said Ruth.

Jackson had no will to resist.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Lean back on the bed.  Keep your heels on the floor and grab the other side of the mattress with your hands,” said Ruth.

Jackson did as he was told.  He adjusted himself so that he could grab one side of the mattress with his hands while keeping his feet in their high heels on the floor on the other side.  This stretched him out.  And with his skirt down around his knees and his sweater up high enough to expose his belly button, his dick stood unprotected, except for the device, all by itself right in the middle of his prone form.

Ruth walked over to Jackson and stroked the chastity device.  The warmth of her hand made his dick grow and pushed hard against the cage.  She smirked at him.  “Isn’t that cute?  Someone thinks he’s a man.”  She then stepped back and took the crop and set it against his dick and the device.  “I think it’s time we removed those feelings.  You seem to want the device removed.  Well, I’ll give you a choice.  I’ll remove the device and you can have an hour to play with your pathetic little dick, if you wish.  But the price is that I will deliver fifty lashes to it once it’s free.  Alternatively, I’ll deliver twenty blows to it with the device still in place, but if you select that option, then I won’t remove the device.  Which will it be?”

Jackson couldn’t believe the choice he was being given.  The idea that he could get the device removed so he could play with himself was genuinely tempting too, but the price was obviously way too high.  He knew there was only one choice here.

“Please leave it on,” he said sadly.

Ruth laughed.  “Probably a good decision,” she said.

Whoooooosh!  CRACK!

Without warning, Ruth flicked her wrist and sent the riding crop flying.  It cut through the air, the sound of which terrified Jackson and made him cringe, before it slammed hard against the cage.

“Ouch!” exclaimed Jackson despite his training not to call out during his punishments.  He couldn’t resist the impulse however, as the crop was narrow enough to have found a gap in the cage design that it could slide through, allowing the blow to land hard against Jackson’s tender quasi-erection.

“Be silent!” urged Ruth and she let fly again.

Whoooooosh!  CRACK!

Whoooooosh!  CRACK!

Whoooooosh!  CRACK!

And again.

Whoooooosh!  CRACK!

Whoooooosh!  CRACK!

She continued to rain blows down upon the cage.  Some struck the cage itself and went unfelt, but others either touched Jackson’s penis partially or with their full force and the pain was intense.

Finally, she stopped.

“Any time you feel like you want the cage removed, I will happily remove it... after twenty good blows,” said Ruth.  “Now get up and do your chores.”

The next few days continued like this.  Ruth pushed hard to make Jackson increasingly submissive and increasingly humiliated.  She enlisted the help of various friends and various punishments to do so.  None of it, however, compared with what she was about to do to him on Friday.  Nor would any of it have the same effect on his life.  Indeed, Jackson’s entire life was about to change.


Chapter Eight: “Surprise!  Guess Who’s Coming To Dinner”

—v—

It was Friday.  Today was the ninth day that Natalie was gone.  Jackson still believed she was coming home Saturday and that his ordeal would end then.  Indeed, Jackson firmly believed that today would be the last day he needed to subject himself to being feminized and being tortured by Ruth.  Tomorrow, he would go back to being Jackson, man of the house.  And having proved to Ruth that he was indeed man enough to spend the week as a woman, he hoped that she would now keep her word and stop trying to dominate and emasculate him after that.  After all, she did keep repeating the promise all week.

In the meantime though, Jackson realized he had one more day to get through.  And today would be difficult as Ruth had invited more friends for dinner.  That meant that once again he would be shown off and humiliated.  He braced himself for this, though in truth, he was getting used to it so it wasn’t as big of a deal as it had been the first couple times.  He could handle it.  Though, that didn’t mean he wanted it.  It was still humiliating.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” thought Jackson as he looked at the wardrobe Ruth had laid out for him.  He fingered the little pink dress and the six-inch high-heeled sandals.  Ruth was clearly trying to humiliate him as much as possible before their deal expired.  His blood boiled.

Jackson took a deep breath to calm himself.

“It’s only one day,” he told himself.  “And it will only be a couple of women who see me, women I don’t know and won’t ever see again.”  This has been the case with all of Ruth’s friends so far.  Each one was a woman and he knew none of them.  Things would have been far worse if any of these friends had been a man or someone he knew.

He ran his finger over the ruffled panties and cringed.  Ruffles always made him feel like a child.  He picked up the dress next.  Lately, Ruth had been going through a phase where she made him wear clothing that was not appropriate for grown women.  Indeed, one of her favorite recent styles had been dresses that looked like something out of Alice in Wonderland
, only made sexy.  This dress, though, was very much meant for an adult woman; it was essentially a little black dress done in a rosy pink.

Matching the dress were a pair of tan stockings which would be attached to a garterbelt.  His painted toenails would show quite clearly beneath the stockings.  On his feet would go the heels.  These were stripper shoes, there was no doubt about that.  They were sandals with one thick strap over the toes and then an ankle strap around the ankle.  They had six-inch heels and a two-inch platform.  The entire shoe was white.  Walking in these would prove challenging, but that was the point.

For his head, to hide his identity, Ruth had given him a blonde wig.  Its hair was mostly straight, but with an upcurl at the shoulders, where the hair split into every direction over his shoulder.  It was actually quite pretty.

As he fingered the wig, he realized he would need to apply his makeup carefully to hide his identity.  He still wasn’t great at it, having only a handful of days practice, but he was confident he could do it.  And if not, Ruth would likely help make sure.  She enjoyed making him passable before exposing him.

“Time to get dressed,” said Jackson with a sigh.

He stripped himself naked and slipped into the panties and stockings first.  He attached those to the garterbelt next.  Then it was time to slip on the false breasts.  These would be held in place by the matching bra.  Finally, it was time to slip into the dress.  Jackson knew this shouldn’t excite him, but strangely it did; he grew hard within the device.  As much as he hated the fact, he apparently did enjoy making himself look feminine.

He walked over to the mirror and examined himself.  He looked good.

“It’s a good thing Natalie isn’t here to see this.  She would divorce me on the spot!” he told himself.

Jackson spun around and examined himself from all angles.  His shape was perfect.  In fact, the one benefit he could mention about the cage was that it prevented unsightly bulges.

“Thank Heaven for small favors,” he said sarcastically, though he was truly happy there was no telltale bulge to give his secret away.  He always held out hope that Ruth wouldn’t reveal who he really was.

Jackson then sat down and slipped into the heels.  When he stood up, he realized right away how hard these shoes were to walk in, or even to stand in.  They needed extra care in terms of balancing and they applied a tremendous amount of pressure to his toes.  Fortunately, this was the first time Ruth had ever made him wear heels this high.

“And after today, she’ll never make me wear heels again!” he said happily.

Jackson left the bedroom to go find Ruth.  She was in the kitchen preparing dinner for the guests.

“Oh look at you!” she exclaimed.  “You look so darling!”

Jackson bit his tongue.  He’d made it this far, he wasn’t going to give her a reason for reneging on their deal now.

“You know that today is the last day of our deal, right?” said Jackson.

Ruth nodded her head.  “Oh yes.”

“And tomorrow, I can go back to dressing like a man.”

“As far as I’m concerned, yes.”

“And you promised that you wouldn’t say a word,” said Jackson.

“Oh don’t worry, I won’t say a thing.”

“And this settles everything between us.”

Ruth adjusted his dress slightly.  “Again, yes.  As far as I’m
 concerned, this settles everything.”  What she didn’t say was that it only settled in her mind that she was right, that he was not man enough to marry her daughter.

“What do you need me to do tonight?” asked Jackson.

“I need you to serve drinks when they arrive.  You’ll be waiting in the kitchen until I give you the signal.  Then after a few minutes, I’ll move them to the table and you can serve them dinner.”

“Then what?”

Ruth shrugged her shoulders, but secretly smiled to herself.  “I guess we’ll see.”

Indeed they would.

—v—

Jackson waited in the kitchen stirring the sauce for dinner.  It was almost time for the guests to arrive.  The chicken was nearly done.  The drinks were prepared and standing ready.  Jackson would serve them on a tray when the guests arrived.  He felt like a fool in the little pink dress and six-inch heels.  As expected, the heels were extremely difficult to walk in and very uncomfortable.  His dick was hard as a rock within the device beneath his dress.

“They’re here,” said Ruth from the living room as she saw the cab pull up in the driveway; she wore a tight black pencil dress and black stilettos.  She fluffed her hair and touched her dangly silver earrings for good luck.  Then she came to the kitchen.  “Are you ready?”

“I’m ready,” replied Jackson nervously.  He’d done this several times now, but it still made him nervous to be shown to Ruth’s friends.  It was nerve-wracking to pretend being a woman, especially when he knew she would reveal his true identity at some point and in some humiliating way.

Ruth chuckled.  “You seem nervous.”

Jackson bit his tongue, but didn’t respond.

“Now remember,” continued Ruth.  “You wait in here while I greet them and bring them to the living room.  Then I’ll knock on the kitchen door and tell you to bring the drinks.  At that point, you come out with the drinks on a tray.”

Jackson nodded his head.

With that, Ruth left the kitchen, closing the door as she did.  Jackson waited nervously.  He felt tense each time Ruth did this, and he felt particularly nervous tonight, knowing that tomorrow he would finally be free.

“What if this person knows me?  What if they know Natalie?” he worried.

He began tapping his foot against the floor anxiously, but he stopped when he realized that the sound he was making was very feminine.  He crossed his arms and waited in silence.

Meanwhile, Ruth had gone to the front door to greet the arriving couple.

“Mom!” exclaimed Natalie as she walked through the door.

“Baby, you’re home!” exclaimed Ruth and she hugged her daughter.  “How was your flight?”

“It was good,” said Natalie.

At this point, a large man in a sharp black suit stepped through the door and into the house.  Natalie turned so she could see both her mother and the man.  She smiled broadly.

“Mom, this is my boss, Desmond,” said Natalie.  “Desmond, this is my mother Ruth.”

The big man smiled and held out his hand.

Ruth almost swooned.  The man was gorgeous!  He had broad shoulders, a solid square jaw, enormous muscles and a strong physique.  He was an amazing specimen of masculinity.  She eagerly slipped her hand into his and let him kiss it.  She felt her pussy moisten in response.

“Oh, how do you do, Desmond?” asked Ruth.

“I’m good.  How are you, Ruth?”

“Better all the time,” purred Ruth.

Natalie snuck a sideways look at her mother to tell her to tone it down.  Then she gave a look which seemed to ask where Jackson was.  Ruth responded by nodding her head toward the kitchen.  Natalie smiled.

“Why don’t we take a seat in the living room,” said Natalie.  “I’ll get us some drinks.”

“Oh don’t trouble yourself, dear.  It’s all being taken care of,” said Ruth.

“Oh great,” said Natalie.

Natalie led the group to the living room, where she invited Desmond to sit on the couch.  He did, though he sat down right next to where she would sit, so that their thighs touched.

“I’ll get the drinks,” said Ruth.  She walked to the door to the kitchen which was closed.  She knocked on the closed door and called through it:  “You can bring the drinks now, sweetie.”

Jackson heard Ruth call for drinks in the kitchen.  He had no idea what was going on out in the living room or that his wife and her boss had arrived.  He still expected this would be two of Ruth’s friends.  So he smoothed his humiliating little pink dress, took a deep breath, picked up the tray and started toward the door.  His high heels echoed off the kitchen tile as he went:  CLICK!!  CLICK!!  CLICK!!  CLICK!!  CLICK!!
  He stopped at the door.

“I can do this,” he told himself.

He started to push open the door, but then stopped himself.  This was harder than he expected... as was his dick.  He knew that neither of the women supposedly on the other side of that door knew him and he knew that neither was aware that he was a man.  He also knew that he was very passable.  He could pull it off, if only Ruth wouldn’t expose him, but he knew she would.  That felt deeply shameful, that he would voluntarily walk out this door knowing he would be exposed.  Still, it had to be.  This was the last time and he needed to do it.

“I can do this.  Remember our deal.  Tomorrow, I get what I want,” he reminded himself.

He still couldn’t bring himself to go through the door.  Instead, his mind turned to the idea of marching back through the other door to his bedroom, stripping off all this feminine stuff, and telling Ruth he was done.  Sure, Ruth could tell Natalie what he had done, but at least he could then tell her that he had finally stood up to Natalie.  Isn’t that what she wanted after all?

“Yeah, but on the other hand, if I do this, then she’ll never know anything about any of it,” he reminded himself.

Jackson nodded his head.  That was worth the price of one more night, wasn’t it?  So would he go through the door to the living room or would he return to his bedroom.  He honestly didn’t know in that moment.  He closed his eyes and gave himself to the count of three to decide.

“Three,” he said.

He paused.  He still didn’t know what he would do.

“Two.”

He paused again.  He felt himself lurch toward the door and then pull away.  He took a deep breath.  It was decision time.

Meanwhile, on the other side of the door, Desmond just commented on dinner.  “Dinner smells fantastic,” he said, completely unaware of what was happening in the kitchen.

“It does, doesn’t it?” agreed Natalie.

“Did your mother cook it?” asked Desmond.

“No,” said Natalie.  “It was my hus—”  She froze mid-sentence as Jackson stepped through the door into the living room.  Her jaw dropped... as did his.

—v—

Natalie gasped when she saw her husband walk through the door.  It was her husband.
  There was no doubt about that, despite what he was wearing.  She could see it in “the woman’s” face and in “her” eyes.  A million questions raced through her mind.  Why was Jackson dressed this way?  What did it mean?  Why did he have to do this right now?

“Hello there,” said Natalie’s boss Desmond.  He had been surprised to see this attractive woman walk through the door.  He turned to face Natalie, obviously looking for an introduction.

Natalie was at a loss for words.  “Uh... this... uh,” Natalie bit her lip.  Should she tell Desmond this was her husband?  How would her boss react?  He had never said anything either way which would tell her if he would be fine with it or if he might hold it against her.  Even more troublesome, however, how would Jackson react?  What was he planning?  Was this an attempt to humiliate her before Desmond?  Natalie felt sick.  She had no idea what to do.

“This is my housekeeper,” spat out Natalie almost automatically.

“She goes by ‘Sissy’,” added Ruth.

“Well, it’s nice to meet you, Sissy,” said Desmond and he stuck out his hand for Jackson to shake.

Jackson stared at Desmond’s hand.  He had been in shock from the moment he walked through the door and recognized his wife until the present.  How could Natalie be here?  She wasn’t supposed to be home until tomorrow night!  And why was Natalie’s boss here?  How did any of this happen and what was he going to do now?  He could only imagine the angry thoughts racing through his wife’s mind at seeing him like this.  He desperately needed to speak to her privately, but it was not to be.

“Sissy
, don’t be rude,” said Natalie as she partially recovered her calm.

Jackson looked at his wife.  Did she really want him to pretend to be this woman “Sissy”?  She glared at him and motioned toward Desmond’s hand with her eyes.  Clearly, she did intend for him to act out the role of housekeeper.  He cringed.  As if being dressed as a woman wasn’t bad enough, now he needed to pretend to be an actual woman.  He felt intensely sick... but he slowly raised his hand until Desmond took it and kissed it.

“Nice to meet you,” said Jackson meekly.  His voice was dry and wavered.

“So you’re Natalie’s housekeeper?  You’re a very beautiful woman,” said Desmond.

Jackson blushed and his dick grew so hard that it pressed painfully against the cage.  Fortunately, it would not be visible because of the cage.  He licked his lips nervously before he responded.  “Thank you,” he said.

“And dinner smells amazing.”

“Thank you.”  Again, Jackson licked his lips nervously.  Unfortunately, Jackson didn’t realize that licking his lips came across as rather aggressive flirting to Desmond.  Desmond suddenly smiled.  A strange glint appeared in his eye.  He kissed “Sissy’s” hand again.

“Hopefully, you’ll be joining us for dinner?” asked Desmond.

“Of course, she will,” said Ruth with a laugh, cutting off any objection by either Natalie or Jackson.

Desmond smiled.  He turned to face Natalie.  “Where is your restroom?”

“It’s down the hall, first door on the left,” she said.  She seemed stunned.

Desmond took his leave and went to visit the restroom.  When he left, Natalie immediately turned on her husband and began whispering aggressively:  “What the hell do you think you’re doing, Jackson?!  Is this some kind of joke to you?!  That’s my boss you’re playing with!”

“It’s not my fault!” interjected Jackson to try to calm her.

“Oh really?!  Let me guess.  You were just walking by my closet when my clothes jumped out and attacked you?!” growled Natalie.

Jackson shook his head.  “No, not at all.  That’s not what I meant—”

“Then tell me what you do mean, Jackson, and make it fast because, when Desmond comes back, you’re going to spend the rest of the night being ‘Sissy’ to the best of your ability.  Got it?!  Now that you’ve started this game, you need to finish it!”  She thumped him on the chest with her finger as she said this.

“None of this,” said Jackson and he waved his hand up and down his body, “was my idea.”

Natalie folded her arms angrily and tapped her foot against the floor.  “I’ve heard that before.”

“It’s true!  It was Ruth!” he whispered.  Then he turned to Ruth and told her, “Tell her.  Tell her what happened.”

Ruth shrugged her shoulders as if to say she knew nothing.

“Ruth!” exclaimed Jackson.  “Tell her!”

“I have nothing to say,” said Ruth.

Jackson’s jaw dropped.

At that moment, they heard the door to the bathroom open and Desmond start down the hallway.  It was clear that they could not continue this conversation without Desmond suspecting that something was amiss.  Before he could arrive, however, Natalie pointed her finger ominously at her husband.

“Right now, I don’t care how you ended up dressed like that.  But for the rest of tonight, you WILL
 play the part of ‘Sissy,’ and you better play it well.  This is important to my career.  If Desmond suspects a thing, I really will turn you into a girl,” growled Natalie and she made a motion as if to rip off Jackson’s testicles with her hand and then drop them to the floor.

Jackson cringed.

“So, what did I miss?” asked Desmond as he returned to the living room.

“Oh, nothing much.  Just girl talk,” said Natalie.  “Let’s eat!”

With that, the four moved to the kitchen, where another plate was set for Jackson, who then served the food before joining the others.  As they ate dinner, Desmond regaled the other three with stories of his worldly travels.  He seemed to be trying to impress them all, but Jackson got the distinct impression throughout the dinner that Desmond was particularly trying to impress Natalie.  In fact, he felt that Desmond was hitting on Natalie all night long.  Unfortunately, there was nothing he could do about it, not while he was dressed as a woman and being made to play the role of Sissy the housekeeper.

Interestingly, Natalie had a very different impression of the dinner.  She realized that she might not have been thinking clearly because of all that had happened and how angry and upset she felt at her husband, but she had the distinct impression throughout the night that Desmond was hitting on Sissy.  At first, this made her sick.  But over time, this slowly gave her a strange sense of hilarity in a twisted sort of way, and she soon found herself chuckling at the idea of Jackson getting what he deserved for playing this stupid game.

“You want to play with me, then I should let Desmond play with you,” growled Natalie to herself.

No sooner had she said this than the idea immediately took hold.  Natalie genuinely began considering trying to push Desmond to take her feminized husband out on a date as a sort of revenge for the way Jackson was acting.  This struck her as deeply humiliating and very fitting.  Of course, there was the danger that Desmond would figure out who and what Jackson really was, but the more she watched Jackson masquerade as a woman, the more convinced she became that there was little to no danger of that.  She decided to do it.

It was time to punish her husband.

“You know what?” asked Natalie suddenly.

Everyone looked at her.  “What?” asked Desmond and Jackson simultaneously.

“You two really seem to be hitting it off.”  She faked a pleasant smile.

A horrified look appeared on Jackson’s face and he blushed deeply.  What could Natalie have on her mind he wondered?  Whatever it was, it worried him.  Desmond just smiled.

“We do, don’t we?” agreed Desmond.

“Yes, you do.  You should both go out on a date together,” said Natalie with a burning sense of satisfaction racing through her.  “That’ll teach him,” she told herself.  She felt her lips curve up into an evil smile and she struggled to force her lips back into a more normal smile.

Meanwhile, all the color left Jackson’s face.  He looked like he wanted to crawl into a hole and vanish.  How could his wife do that to him?!

“That’s a fantastic idea!” exclaimed Desmond.  He grabbed Jackson’s hand, who didn’t have the wherewithal to resist at this point, and he squeezed it.  “What do you think, Sissy?  Wanna go to lunch with me?”

Jackson tried to refuse, but he was speechless.

“Just lunch?” asked Natalie with a laugh.

Desmond blushed.  He wasn’t sure if she meant that his offer was too little or if she was just joking.  In either event, he decided to improve his offer.  “Sure.  I know this great little restaurant downtown.  Then we could swing by my new condo and I could show you my home theater.  We could watch a movie together.”

Jackson still struggled to speak, not that he had any idea what to say in any event.  What could anyone say?  His own wife had just set him up on a date with her boss... a man
!  He had no idea how to handle this or how even to take this.  All he knew for sure was that this was terrifying and humiliating.  He desperately wanted to talk to Natalie about this before it went any further, but the evil look on her face told him that would not be a good conversation, so all he could do right now was go along with this and hope to sort it out before anything actually happened.

He looked around the table once more.  Natalie still glared at him with a maniacal look in her eyes.  She was furious.  Desmond smiled strangely at him.  He was clearly horny.  Jackson had never seen that look from a man before, and it unnerved him.  And Ruth, well Ruth stared at him with the broadest, most smug smile ever.

Jackson took a deep breath.  He looked at Natalie one more time.  Her eyes told him he had no choice.  His shoulders slumped.  He slowly nodded his head.

Desmond smiled even more broadly.  “Great!  I’ll pick you up tomorrow at noon.”

“Ok,” said Jackson softly.

Everyone then turned back to talking about Desmond and Natalie’s trip to the West Coast.  When they finished, they drank coffee.  Finally, it was time to retire.  Desmond gave his thanks for the dinner, kissed Ruth on the cheek, hugged Natalie and kissed Jackson on the hand.  This made Jackson intensely, embarrassingly hard.  Natalie then showed him out.  She returned to the dining room a moment later.  Jackson hoped to get a chance to speak to her finally, but it was not to be.

Natalie stopped before the head of the table.  “Clean this up.  Do the dishes and then go to bed,” said Natalie to Jackson in an authoritarian tone.

Jackson wanted to protest, but he knew better.  He nodded his head.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“As for your date.  I expect you to wear something sexy.  I want Desmond to have a good time.  Mother, why don’t you help Sissy get dressed?”

“I really don’t want to go on a—” protested Jackson.

His wife cut him off.  “You should have thought about that before you turned yourself into a woman,” growled Natalie.  “Now you get to bear the consequences of your choices.”

“But I didn’t!  It was—”

Natalie turned to her mother.  “In fact, mom, why don’t I just put you in charge of ‘Sissy’ from now on?  She’ll remain our housekeeper until I say otherwise.”  With that, she stormed off down the hallway to the bedroom.  She locked the door and went to bed.  Jackson would sleep on the couch tonight.


Chapter Nine: “Jackson’s Date With Desmond”

—v—

The next morning, Natalie and her mother sat in the kitchen drinking coffee.  Jackson was in the shower shaving his body.  Ruth had ordered him to paint his nails after that, then she would come tell him what to wear.  He wasn’t happy about any of this, but he was doing as he was ordered.  He did as he was ordered because, as he saw it, he had no choice.  Plus, he was finding it even harder to resist Ruth’s orders now that Natalie had so humiliated him and then taken charge so forcefully.  He definitely felt controlled at this point and the idea of resistance no longer really registered with him as a possibility.  That didn’t mean he was happy about it though.  To the contrary, being under Ruth’s thumb was humiliating.  And knowing that it was his wife who put him there officially made it even more humiliating.  Also, he was terrified over this date today, and that had him scared and jittery.

Natalie, on the other hand, was feeling quite differently.

“You can’t believe how it felt to see him walk out of the kitchen dressed the way he was,” said Natalie.  She closed her eyes and she shuddered.  “I’ve never felt more humiliated in my life than in that moment.  I had no idea what he was up to or what he was thinking.  All I knew was that here was my husband
, dressed as a woman
, and he was about to serve my boss dinner.  If I had finished my sentence only a second earlier, Desmond would have known exactly who ‘Sissy’ really was.  How could I ever explain that?”

“I did try to warn you, dear,” said Ruth.

“I really can’t believe he did this.  Why?!  Why would he do this?”

Ruth shrugged her shoulders.  “I’m not sure.  But the moment you left with Desmond, he started acting up.”

“How?”

“Well, like I’ve told you, he’s always been a sissy.”

“I know you’ve said that,” said Natalie who felt a twinge of embarrassment that she had previously dismissed her mother’s concerns so easily.  “But he’s never done this before.  So what happened to cause this
?”

Ruth shrugged her shoulders again.  “I’m not sure.”

Natalie raised a doubtful eyebrow.  “Are you telling me you had no hand in this?” she asked.  It was clear that she suspected Ruth of being the instigator in this, and with good reason.  Indeed, despite blaming her husband for all of this, Natalie did suspect her mother was involved in this incident in some manner.

Ruth decided to lie to try to remove her own fingerprints from what had happened.  “I had nothing to do with it, honestly.”

“Then tell me what happened?”

“He did it all by himself, and it started the moment you left.  Right after the cab drove away, he went to your bedroom.  When he came back, I noticed that he had sprayed himself with your perfume and he seemed to have shaved his body.  Then he showed up with obvious makeup the next day.”

“Did he give a reason?”

“I didn’t ask.  Jackie and I don’t really get along, so I just let him do his thing.  But he didn’t stop there either.”

“Obviously.”

“The next day, he appeared in the morning and he was wearing high heels.  He walked like he’d worn them for years too.  I asked him why he was doing this and he said he wanted to, that was it.  For the rest of the day, he just waltzed all around the house in heels.  Then, around dinner time, he changed into a dress and he insisted that I call him ‘Jackie,’” lied Ruth.  “That’s how he stayed until you came home.”

Natalie wasn’t sure what to believe.  When she left, Jackson seemed more in control than at any point since Ruth had come to visit.  It seemed like he would finally work things out with Ruth.  It seemed that he was determined to show her that he was a real man.  But somehow, by the time she came back, not only was Jackson acting like a submissive sissy to Ruth and to Natalie herself, but he was dressed from head to toe as a woman.  This was beyond comprehension.  How did things change so badly so quickly?  Could it really have been Jackson’s idea as Ruth stated?  Could it be something latent inside Jackson that only now came out?  Possibly.  But it seemed highly unlikely that Ruth had no involvement in this as she claimed.  In fact, if there was one thing of which Natalie was sure, it was that Ruth was involved the whole way.  She just didn’t know what role Ruth played.

“I’m sorry, honey, but it is who he is,” added Ruth to strengthen her defense.

Natalie didn’t buy it.  Something about Ruth’s words and tone suggested that Ruth was much more involved in this than she was admitting.  She might even have been the instigator.  Ultimately though, it didn’t matter what Ruth’s role was.  Indeed, Natalie told herself:  “Even if Ruth pushed this, Jackson was the one who made the decision, either alone or with Ruth’s urging, to dress and act the way he has.  At any point, he could have just told Ruth ‘no’ and none of this ever would have happened, but he agreed to let himself be feminized... and that is his fault
.”

“I tried to tell him too that you were coming back,” continued Ruth.  “He said he would change before you got back, and I thought he had.  I was as shocked as you were when he walked through the door.”

“Well, it doesn’t matter,” said Natalie.  She wasn’t believing a word of this, but it didn’t matter in any event.  She had made up her mind.  Jackson shouldn’t have done what he did and now he needed to be punished for doing it.  “Jackson needs to pay a price for this.  I have to teach him a lesson.  So he’s going on that date whether he likes it or not and, hopefully, it will scare him and humiliate him to such a degree that he drops all of this nonsense.”

Ruth smiled.  “Good for you.”

Natalie sipped her coffee.  “I’m not happy about it, but this is how it will be.”

“And that’s how it should be,” agreed Ruth.  Ruth then paused, before slyly adding, “Although.”  Then she leaned back as if she weren’t sure she should continue.  She was waiting for Natalie to ask her to continue.

Natalie knew this maneuver well and had no patience for it.  “What?” she asked coldly.

Ruth looked like she was trying to find a delicate way to say something.

“Just say it,” said Natalie impatiently.

“I don’t think sending Jackie on a date with Desmond will be that
 strong of a lesson for him,” said Ruth.

“Why not?”

“For one thing, as far as we know, he may like it.”

“Mother
,” protested Natalie sourly.

“All right, all right,” said Ruth defensively.  “But the real issue is that it doesn’t teach him that he has harmed his relationship with you.  For that, you
 need to date Desmond, not Jackson date Desmond.”

Natalie felt an instant rush of excitement.  The more she had been with Desmond on this trip, the more turned on she became by him.  He was everything she had always craved in a man.  He was strong and large and handsome.  He was confident and daring and dashing and masculine.  Yet, he wasn’t a jerk like most of the other men she had dated who were super-masculine.  It had taken all she could muster not to give in to Desmond’s flirting throughout this trip.  Indeed, she wanted to be loyal to Jackson, whom she saw as working hard to satisfy her, so she did everything she could think of to keep from surrendering to Desmond’s irresistible charm.  But then she came home, and she found that Jackson had betrayed her trust in amazing ways.  Her will to resist Desmond was intensely low because of this, and when her mother suggested that dating Desmond might be an appropriate punishment for Jackson, the idea resonated through her like the vibration from a massive bell.

“Date Desmond?” she asked helplessly.  She almost let out a girlish giggle.  Her pussy became wet and her hand trembled slightly.

“Yes.  You
 should date Desmond.  Do it right in the open, for Jackie to see.  That will teach him a lesson.”

Natalie felt her pussy quiver.  She felt a tingle deep within her as she imagined being held in Desmond’s strong embrace.  Only one tiny voice was left to protest within her.  “But what lesson would it teach, except that I’m disloyal?” she asked weakly.  That was her last defense.

Her mother charged right through it.  “The lesson that he can’t humiliate you this way without consequence.  The lesson that if he won’t be a real man, then you will replace him.  That’s the lesson he needs to learn, not some lesson about being embarrassed.”  She put her hand on her daughter’s hand.  “Honey, I think it’s hilarious that you’re making him go on this date with Desmond, but you need to teach him that he can’t get away with this.  You need to teach him that you will move on if he doesn’t shape up!”

With this argument, Natalie’s will to resist had faded.  She wanted this... and this gave her an excuse to do it.  She would do it; she knew it in that moment.  She just wasn’t ready to admit that to herself yet.  So she shook her head even as her brain screamed “YES!”

“Besides,” Ruth continued, sensing that her victory was near, “this will be a good test.”

Natalie raised an eyebrow.  “What kind of test?”

“A test of his loyalty.  If he’s a real man, then he’s going to object and try to stop you, right?  I mean, a real man would never let his wife date another man, right?  But if, on the other hand, he doesn’t try to stop you, then you know what he’s thinking.”  As Ruth said this, she was sure that Jackson lacked the strength to stop Natalie if she insisted.

Meanwhile, in Natalie’s mind, this was the final shove she needed.  The idea of dating Desmond had gone from a sexual fantasy to a matter of teaching a lesson to a test of Jackson’s faith in their relationship.  Ruth had very skillfully taken this from a lack of loyalty on Natalie’s part to a test of Jackson’s loyalty which Natalie had every right to demand.  This was the excuse she needed.  She nodded her head, and Ruth felt an intense rush of satisfaction.

“I’ll do it,” she said.  “Should I call off Jackson’s date with Desmond?”

Ruth smiled evilly.  “No dear, talk to Desmond after the date.  After all, Jackie still needs to be punished, right?”

Natalie nodded her head.

—v—

Sheer terror flooded Jackson as he walked into the little cafe.  Objectively, one could say this was silly.  This was a little cafe tucked away on a side street downtown.  There was little traffic in the street, few pedestrians, and the cafe itself was nearly empty.  What’s more, the seats they were to be given were in the back, hidden away from everyone else.  Moreover, because of the efforts of Natalie and Ruth together, Jackson looked very passable as a woman, something his experiences with Ruth’s friends the prior week taught him was indeed possible as none of them recognized him as a man until Ruth told them.  And because of his experience the prior week, he had also learned a good deal about carrying himself as a woman.  Hence, he would be fine.

But he didn’t feel fine.

So what was the problem? Well, the problem was that he was dressed as a woman and he was out in public!!  It didn’t matter if Jackson was the spitting image of a super model, the mere fact that he was out in public in women’s clothes terrified him.  Even worse, he was on a date with a man!  Jackson couldn’t imagine anything more humiliating or more terrifying.  So no matter how easy this may have seemed to the rational mind, it was terrifying to Jackson and nothing could convince him otherwise.

“Here we are,” said Desmond and he held the door open for Jackson.

Jackson cringed as he saw that there were other couples already inside, but he stepped through the door nevertheless.  His high heels echoed off the tiled floor as he made his way toward the back of the restaurant; he wore basic brown pumps with a two-inch platform and nearly six-inch spike heel, which still left him six inches shorter than Desmond.

CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!

“This is my favorite restaurant,” said Desmond.

“It’s nice,” replied Jackson.  His mouth was dry and he was just fumbling for any sort of small talk he could come up with.  He kept walking.  The sound of his heels seemed deafening to Jackson:  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!


“It is.  It’s one of the many gems hidden away in the city.”  As he said this, Desmond placed his hand in the center of Jackson’s back and guided him to a small table in the back corner.  It had a surprisingly good view for being hidden away.  “This is it.”  Desmond swung around before Jackson and pulled out his chair.

Jackson blushed.  He’d never had a man do that for him before.  “Thank you.”  He then smoothed his tan-checkered pencil skirt beneath him and sat down.  He crossed his legs as Ruth had taught him by sliding one leg up onto the other and then popping his pump off his foot and letting it dangle.  Desmond watched this and instantly became hard.  “Sissy” had amazing legs and she was showing them off incredibly well in her tight skirt and sky-high heels... which was why Ruth dressed Jackson this way.  Besides, she wanted him to feel vulnerable and barely being able to walk in the heels more than did that.

Desmond seated himself and started talking about his company.  This was how the date started.  This shouldn’t have seemed too bad for Jackson.  He had passed as a woman and Desmond had done nothing at all sexually suggestive to him.  Yet, Jackson felt he was trapped in a nightmare.  He kept worrying that Desmond would suddenly spot what he really was.  He could only guess what would happen then.

“Stay calm,” he kept needing to tell himself.

Unfortunately, his efforts to appear calm were starting to have an unwanted effect.  Jackson had been told by Ruth that the best way to maintain his modesty was to act demurely and to let Jackson take the lead.  This sounded logical to Jackson as he assumed that Desmond would be less inclined to try anything funny with a woman who wasn’t really showing him any signs of being interested.  He didn’t realize, however, that acting demurely was a sign of being interested.  So while he meant to repel Desmond, he actually was drawing him in and turning him on.  And after a short meal, Desmond was genuinely excited to get Jackson back to his condo to show him the theater he had built and to explore how far this demure little woman would let him go.

At one point, Desmond even managed to place his hand on Jackson’s hand.  Jackson’s heart stopped and he froze.  He had no idea what to do, so he just sat there blushing.  Desmond took this as an invitation and felt his dick grow very hard.  He wanted to get this woman home fast.

“Let’s go check out my theater,” said Desmond and he called for the check.

Jackson just nodded his head.  He was on autopilot at this point.

The drive to the condo felt like Jackson was being taken to meet his fate.  He wanted to bolt from the car, but knew that would be a mistake.  Walking into the condo proved even harder than walking into the restaurant.  At least at the restaurant, Jackson realized, Desmond wouldn’t do anything overtly sexual because there were other people present.  Here, there was no such guarantee.

Finally, Desmond led Jackson to his theater.

It was a gorgeous room.  The room was dark, but with mood lighting.  The walls were lined with old-style movie posters, each of which was lit with independent lighting.  In the middle of the room were two rows of over-sized leather chairs.  These were soft and deep and very comfortable.  At the back of the room stood a fully-stocked bar.

Desmond took Jackson’s hand and led him to one of the leather chairs.  They sat down next to each other and Desmond started the film.  It was a romantic comedy he thought “Sissy” would enjoy.

Almost the moment the movie began, Jackson found himself under attack.  First, Desmond slipped his arm around the back of Jackson’s chair.  Then Desmond placed his other hand on Jackson’s hand.  Jackson moved his hand away, but then Desmond found it again.  This time, he threaded his fingers between Jackson’s fingers so Jackson couldn’t escape.  Jackson felt his heart race.  It made him nervous to have this man gripping his hand.  And this was only the beginning.

Without warning, Desmond began fingering Jackson’s long, red nails.  This actually made Jackson hard.  Suddenly, something terrible happened.  Jackson felt his erection stand up straight beneath his tight skirt; Ruth had removed the chastity device to keep Natalie from seeing it.  This was a shock as it wasn’t supposed to be possible.  When Jackson stood, the skirt was so tight that his erection could not have done more than appear as an unsightly bulge, if that.  Hence, he assumed having an erection would not be a problem.  But when Jackson sat down in the leather chair, the skirt became loose enough that his dick could actually stand straight up beneath it and it pushed the skirt up with it like a tent pole.

“Oh my God!  Now what do I do?” asked Jackson.

He worried that Desmond could see his erection, though fortunately, the film was relatively dark and this was unlikely for the moment.

“Stay calm,” he told himself and he closed his eyes and tried to wish his erection away.

That didn’t help.  So he slipped his free hand into his lap and tried to cover it.  This, however, freed up Desmond’s second arm to make further attacks.  And indeed, a moment later, the arm around the back of the chair slid down around Jackson’s shoulders and neck.  Jackson nearly jumped out of the chair as it did; it took all he could muster not to jump right up and flee.  Instead, he pulled his hand from his dick and he used that hand to try to remove the arm from around his shoulders.  When he did, however, Desmond let go of his other hand and went to place his hand on Jackson’s thigh.  As that hand neared Jackson’s thigh, Desmond’s hand ran right into Jackson’s erection and brushed the tip of his dick as it tented up the skirt.

“What the hell?!” exclaimed Desmond and he shot out of his chair.

The lights came on.

Desmond’s jaw dropped as he stared down into Jackson’s lap and saw Jackson’s erection sticking up like a pole beneath his skirt.  Jackson cowered in the chair, unsure what to do next.  This was his worst nightmare come true, and it was about to get even worse.

“You’re a man?!”

“I should leave!” said Jackson.

“Oh no, you don’t!” said Desmond.

Jackson braced himself for Desmond to do something aggressive, like yell at him or maybe even strike him.  Part of him worried that Desmond might call the police.  But he didn’t.  Instead, Desmond dropped his body onto Jackson, essentially, pinning Jackson to the leather seat with his left arm and his knee.  In the meantime, Desmond took his right hand and he yanked up Jackson’s skirt.  Jackson’s dick now stood up straight in his lap with only the thin panties to protect it.  Desmond yanked those down and dropped them below Jackson’s balls.

Jackson’s hard dick was now exposed.

“Who are you?!” demanded Desmond.

Jackson blushed.  He realized that trying to lie his way out of this would only blow up on him.  He needed to tell the truth.  “I’m Natalie’s husband.”

“Natalie’s husband
?!”  Desmond was shocked.  “Why?  Why are you dressed like that?  Why are you here?”

“It wasn’t my idea!”

“Whose was it?  Was it Natalie’s idea?” Desmond asked angrily.  Jackson suddenly realized from Desmond’s tone that it would be bad for Natalie if he told the truth about this.  Desmond would surely fire her.  He decided to protect her.

“It’s all Ruth’s fault; she’s Natalie’s mother,” said Jackson.

“How is that?”

“She tricked me into this as a joke she pulled on Natalie.  Natalie didn’t even know.  She’s furious at her mother about this.”

“So you’re here as a joke?”

Jackson blushed even deeper.  “Yeah... sort of,” he said softly.

Desmond let out a cynical laugh.  “A joke,” he repeated.  “We’ll see about that.”  At this point, Desmond stared at Jackson’s hard dick for several seconds.  Jackson felt incredibly nervous, not knowing what he should do.

“Oh my God!” thought Jackson.  “What’s he going to do?”

“What’s your name?” asked Desmond.

“Jackson.”

“All right, Jackson.  Here’s the deal.  Presumably, whoever sent you obviously didn’t expect you to be exposed.  So we’re going to pretend that you weren’t.  You’re going to go back to this Ruth and tell her that it all went well according to plan.  Now, here’s the part you won’t like,” said Desmond.

Jackson bit his lip.  He wasn’t actually liking any of this.

“You’re working for me from now on,” said Desmond.  “You’re going to help me seduce your wife.”

Jackson’s jaw dropped.  “I what?”

“You heard me,” said Desmond.  “You’re going to help me seduce your wife.”

“And what if I don’t?”

Desmond looked Jackson up and down from head to toe and back again.  He noted the feminine legs, the high heels, the skirt, the apparent breasts beneath this tight blouse, the feminine face.  “I don’t think you want to find out.  Let’s just say it won’t be good for you or Natalie.”

Jackson shuddered.  He didn’t know what this man had in mind, but he had little doubt that it could be bad.  Desmond was clearly a powerful, strong man who did not mess around or let himself be made a fool of.  Letting Desmond date his wife was a high price to pay... a very high price
, but it was better than many of the alternatives Jackson could imagine.  He took a deep breath and slowly nodded his head.  This made his earrings jingle.

“Good.  I’m glad we understand each other,” said Desmond.


Chapter Ten: “Helping Cuckold Himself”

—v—

Jackson returned home by cab.  When he walked through the door, he found Natalie and her mother sitting in the living room talking.  As usual, Ruth wore dark slacks, black spike heels, and a white blouse with a high collar.  She looked stern, for lack of a better word.  Natalie, by comparison, wore a pink floral dress and white wedges with high cork heels.  She looked much softer than her mother, though her mood was perhaps more sharp.

“You’re back,” said Natalie with no hint of what she was thinking.

Jackson let out a sigh of relief.  “Yes, I’m back.  That was nerve-wracking and I never want to do it again!”

“So no follow up date?” asked Natalie sarcastically.

Jackson glared at his wife.  “No.”

“How far did you let him get, sweetie?” asked Ruth.

“What do you mean?”

“Did you let him kiss you or did you let him cop a feel too?”

“I never let him do any of that!” growled Jackson indignantly.  Unfortunately for him, his dick took that moment to grow hard beneath his skirt and to form a visible bulge for some reason.

Natalie rolled her eyes.  “My husband,” she said cynically.

Jackson immediately used his hands to cover his dick, nearly dropping his purse in the process.  “This day just can’t get any worse,” he thought.

“Well, the idea certainly excited you!” said Ruth.  “So tell us the truth.  Come on, just between us girls, how far did you let him go?”  The smirk on her face told him she was enjoying this.

“I didn’t let him touch me!” insisted Jackson.

“Well, I’m glad you kept your virtue, Sissy,” said Ruth.

Jackson shook his head.  To him, this was no matter to tease him over, especially as Desmond had given him that humiliating mission.  He didn’t want to hear any more from his wife or from Ruth.  “Well, now that you’ve all had your fun, I’m going to the bedroom and I’m changing out of these things.  I’ve had more than my fill of being a woman!” he announced.

“Oh no you don’t,” said Natalie immediately.

Jackson froze.  “What do you mean ‘I don’t’?”

“You’re stuck as ‘Sissy’ until this is all over.”

“Stuck as ‘Sissy’!  Why?!”

“Because I said so, and because you were stupid enough to show yourself as ‘Sissy’ to Desmond.  So now you need to remain ‘Sissy’ until I can figure out some way to explain you to Desmond.  I’m not just going to tell him that you’re my husband,” said Natalie.  “I need a better story than that.”

Jackson stared hopelessly at his wife.  He didn’t know what to say.  He did not want to remain dressed as a woman, not for another minute.  Indeed, he was looking forward to finally being rid of these feminine things now that his wife was home.  The prospect of needing to continue the charade horrified him.  Even worse, it was pointless because Desmond already knew who he was, though he couldn’t tell his wife about that.

“I really don’t want to do this,” protested Jackson.

“Go change,” said Natalie.  She sounded worn out.

“That’s what I was trying to do,” snapped Jackson snidely.

“Don’t you dare talk back to me, little girl!” growled Natalie in response.  “Now go change into your sissy uniform
, Sissy, and get to work on your chores.  And if I hear another word of complaint out of you, I will punish you severely.”

Jackson bit his lip.  The idea of being punished by his wife disturbed him even more than being punished by Ruth.  So he headed to change into his uniform.  As he made his way to the closet, however, he began to wonder how his wife even knew about the sissy maid costumes Ruth had made him wear because he hadn’t yet worn one in her presence.  Indeed, he wore a relatively normal dress the prior night when she came home and discovered him, and he wore a normal outfit for the date.  At no point had he shown her the uniforms.

“She must have looked through my closet, I guess.  Or else, Ruth told her.”

It didn’t matter.  This was apparently to be Jackson’s fate for the moment, to become his wife’s sissy housekeeper while Desmond was away and her housekeeper Sissy when Desmond was near.  And there was nothing he could do about it.

—v—

Two days passed with Natalie going back to work.  Jackson remained home with Ruth, who had become a real slave driver now that she had Natalie’s official backing as being in charge.  This meant that Jackson spent his days dressed in various sissy maid costumes cleaning everything and making dinner.  Jackson couldn’t believe that Natalie, who freaked out about him just wearing panties only two weeks ago, was happy to let her mother feminize him and treat him like a woman.  She did seem fine with it though.  In fact, she almost seemed to revel in it for some reason.  Disappointment?

“Why is she acting this way?” asked Jackson of himself.

He picked up another in a long line of knickknacks and dusted it, before returning it to the shelf he had already dusted.

“I don’t understand this.  What does she want?  She was so upset before and wanted me to take off the panties right away, so why does she want to see me like this
 now?”

He picked up another knickknack and dusted it.  Meanwhile, he could hear Ruth laughing on the phone with one of her friends.  He wasn’t sure what that was about, but he suspected it meant another lunch where he would be exposed.  Natalie didn’t know about the lunches, where Ruth had let several of her friends know his secret and play with his dick.  He knew Natalie would be furious if she found out and he thought about telling her to get Ruth in trouble, but at the same time, he feared that his wife would be most furious with him if she found out.  In fact, he realized, that could be the straw that finally broke the camel’s back and ended all chance of him repairing what had happened.  Hence, he didn’t tell her what Ruth was doing to him.

As Jackson finished dusting, the front door unexpectedly opened.  It was Natalie.  She was home early from work.  She went to her mother and spoke privately for a few minutes.  Then she came out to see Jackson in the living room.

“I want to go on a date with Desmond tonight,” she said without any attempt to prepare Jackson for what was coming.  “Are you going to object?”

Jackson’s jaw dropped even though he knew this could be coming.  He knew that Desmond intended to ask and he knew that Desmond was very persuasive.  So he knew there was a chance Natalie might say “yes” to Desmond.  He hoped she would say “no,” obviously, but given the problems his forced cross-dressing had caused, he suspected she might be more than happy to agree.  In any event, Desmond had warned him that he not only was not to stand in Natalie’s way on this, but he was to actively encourage her.  If he didn’t, Desmond threatened both him and Natalie.  Jackson took this warning seriously.

“You want to go on a date with Desmond?” asked Jackson sadly.

Natalie tapped her foot against the floor.  “Yes, are you going to stand in my way?”

Unbeknownst to Desmond or Jackson, Natalie was actually hoping Jackson would finally stand up and say “no.”  True, part of her was thrilled with the idea of dating Desmond and especially with getting physical with him, but the majority of her still wanted her husband to finally stand up and be a man and tell her “no,” so they could go back to the way things had been.  If he would just show some backbone, she would happily forget about Desmond.

She would be disappointed.

“I think that’s a good idea,” said Jackson reluctantly.

Natalie’s jaw dropped.  She honestly hadn’t expected that.  “Are you serious?!”

Jackson bit his tongue and nodded his head.  He had to do what Desmond told him or it would end poorly for both he and Natalie.

Natalie almost cried.  She couldn’t believe that her husband would let her date another man, and all that implied.  Was he really so weak or did he just not care?  Either way, Jackson had failed her test.  And as the moments passed and she realized that he had indeed failed, another emotion took over.  She wasn’t sure what it was.  It might have been anger.  It might have been contempt.  It might have been intense hurt.  Whatever it was, it made her feel free to go ahead with Desmond.

“Fine,” was all she said and she turned and left the room.

—v—

Over the next week, Natalie began seeing Desmond with a vengeance; he pushed to spend as much time with her as he could.  At work, they lunched together.  In the evenings, they had dinner together at various restaurants or saw movies or went to the theater.  When Saturday came, they had lunch at Jackson and Natalie’s home.  As they ate, they sat side by side and even held hands.  Jackson felt the sting of jealousy race through him upon see this, but he could do nothing.  The end of lunch brought another unpleasant surprise, however.

“Lunch was lovely,” said Desmond.

Natalie smiled.  “Thank you,” she replied.

Jackson stood in the background slowing picking up dishes from the table.

“Until tonight?” asked Desmond.

“Until tonight,” replied Natalie.  She felt herself falling hard for Desmond.  He fascinated her as a person and turned her on as a man.  He was exciting... very exciting, which was why she was ready for the next step.  She wouldn’t have been had Jackson shown some backbone, but he never did.  To the contrary, he almost seemed to encourage this.

“I can’t wait,” said Desmond and he grabbed Natalie in his arms and bent over to kiss her.  She stood up on tiptoes even in her high-heeled slingbacks to kiss him back.  They kissed.  And they kissed.  And they kissed.  It was a passionate kiss too.

Jackson’s jaw dropped.  A burning rush of shame raced through him making every part of him feel weak and dizzy.  He almost dropped the plate he was holding.  He couldn’t believe his wife had done this to him.  How could his wife
 kiss another man right in front of him?!

“Why?” he asked himself despondently.  “Why would she do this?”

Then something even more horrible happened.  Jackson got hard... very hard.  In fact, he became hard as a rock.  He instinctively dropped his hands to cover his erect dick and, believe it or not, he actually missed having his cage.

Meanwhile, the lovers finished kissing.

“Until tonight,” purred Natalie and she stepped away from Desmond.

Desmond smiled.  Jackson looked down at his crotch and saw that Desmond had a massive erection too beneath his slacks.  Tonight was going to be ugly.

—v—

Jackson spent the rest of the day feeling sick about what would happen that night.  He knew that Desmond and Natalie had something special planned, and knowing what he knew about Desmond, it would involve taking more from Natalie than a husband should ever allow.  Jackson wanted very badly to put an end to this before it began, but he didn’t know how.  For one thing, he couldn’t fight Desmond because Desmond could tell Natalie what he had done to Jackson.  Jackson couldn’t ever let Natalie know that.  That would ruin his marriage for sure.  At the same time, Natalie didn’t seem interested in listening to him anyways at this point.  It seemed that as long as he was dressed like a woman, Natalie intended to treat him as hired domestic help rather than a husband; she had even given him to Ruth to control him and manage his chores.  Chores like the one Ruth had planned for him that afternoon... it was a doozy.

“Come with me, Sissy,” said Ruth.

“Stop calling me that,” replied Jackson.

Ruth ignored him, as she had every other time he had objected to being called “Sissy,” and started down the hallway toward the bedroom.  “It’s time to get the bedroom ready for tonight.

“What do you mean ‘ready’?”

“I mean ready for use.  We need to make the room nice and pretty... and romantic.”

Jackson furrowed his brow.  “Why?” he asked though he knew exactly why.

Ruth stopped in the doorway and turned to face him.  She laughed out loud and shook her head dismissively.  “As if you didn’t know!  Your wife is going to sleep with a real man tonight.  And they’re going to do it in your bed.  What’s more, you and I are going to prepare the room for them.  Then you’re going to serve them dinner and drinks, and you’re going to clean up after them too.”

Jackson’s jaw dropped.  He never expected any of this.  He suspected they might have sex... actually, he knew that, he just didn’t want to believe it, but he never suspected that he would be required to be so involved with the process.  It seemed like something they would do out of sight and away from Jackson.

“There is no way—” started Jackson

Whoooooosh!  THWACK!!

The riding crop Jackson had not seen in Ruth’s hand cut through the air and slapped down hard against his nylon-covered thigh.  “Don’t you dare speak to me that way!” growled Ruth.  “I thought you would have learned by now—”

Whoooooosh!  THWACK!!

“—you will do whatever I tell you without complaint!”

Jackson cringed at the pain, but didn’t call out, just as he had been taught over the prior week.  All of the training he had undergone to be submissive began to flood back into him and it overtook his own impulses.  He suddenly found himself feeling very submissive.  His eyes cast themselves to the floor.  He put his feet together and brought his hands before him.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said.

Ruth snickered as she noticed the change in his demeanor.  She had won again.  “Now come with me,” she said.

Jackson nodded his head.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

Ruth led Jackson into the bedroom.  He noticed that she had brought a light from her bedroom and set it on the dresser.  Where it sat, it would cast the room in seductive shadows.  There were also several large shopping bags on the floor.

“Start by changing the sheets,” she said and she pointed to one of the bags.

Jackson opened the bag and found a complete set of white silk sheets.  They were amazingly soft.  He cringed, however, knowing that his wife would be making love on these sheets tonight to another man.  Nevertheless, he took the sheets and went to work replacing the sheets on his bed.  This proved to be quite the challenge in the pink pencil skirt he wore and the white spike-heeled sandals.

He did it though.

When Jackson finished, Ruth smoothed out the sheets and then folded one corner of the blanket back as if the bed were inviting someone into it.  She stepped back and smiled.  “Gorgeous.  Now get the next bag and spread those out.”

Jackson picked up the bag to which she pointed.  This bag contained, of all things, handfuls of rose pedals.  “Spread these out?” he asked.

“Yes, on the sheets and on the floor leading to the bed.  Maybe even a few out in the hallway.  Make sure it looks artistic.  It should look like a pathway.”

Jackson bit his lip.  This was really humiliating.  He’d never done anything this romantic for his wife before and the idea that he was doing this to help another man romance his wife was sickening.  It made him feel weak and small.  Still, he did as he was told, and soon enough there were rose pedals everywhere.

“Now this,” said Ruth.

Jackson turned to see Ruth hold up a rose-colored teddie.  “What about it?”

“Lay it on the bed for Natalie to wear.”

Jackson shuddered.  So that was the lingerie she would wear when she slept with Desmond, he thought.  He felt like such a joke seeing his mother-in-law hold up the lingerie.  “Why me?” he asked.  “You can set it down as well as I can.”

“Because it’s appropriate that you do this.  She is your wife, after all, and you are the one who can’t be man enough to keep her.  So you should be giving her away,” said Ruth.

Jackson felt a cold chill race down his spine.  At the same time though, he became very hard.  He wasn’t sure why, but something had excited his dick and that felt emasculating.  He felt a strong urge to masturbate, but that would be too humiliating.

“Now let’s go to the kitchen and work on the menu,” said Ruth.

Jackson sighed and followed her.  His hard dick bounced along inside his panties as he went.

—v—

Natalie and Desmond came home a few hours later.  They were holding hands as they walked through the door and both were clearly excited.  Natalie barely even looked at her husband as he took their jackets and hung them up in the hallway closet.  They then retreated, hand in hand, to the dining room where Jackson served them dinner.  They sat side by side with their arms around each other or resting in the other’s lap.  Again, she barely even noticed him, and she didn’t speak to him at all except to tell him what she wanted to eat and drink.

At one point, Jackson seemed like he wanted to say something.

“Yes?  What is it?” asked Natalie.  A strange hopeful feeling filled her.

Jackson shrugged his shoulders.  “Nothing.”

Natalie bit her tongue.  “You’re dismissed,” she said coldly.

When they finished eating, Natalie and Desmond rose to their feet.  They wrapped their arms around each other.  Desmond then lifted Natalie into the air, causing her high-heeled shoes to fall from her feet and he pushed her against the wall and kissed her hard.  She ran her fingers through his hair and kissed him back.  She wrapped her legs around his strong hips.

Jackson watched all of this and felt smaller and smaller.  Natalie had never made love to him like that before, and he seriously doubted he could even lift her as the much stronger Desmond had done.  Watching Desmond treat his wife like a doll was intensely exciting to Jackson, even though it shouldn’t have been.  Yet, his excitement was tempered by feelings of deep inadequacy, knowing he could never take Desmond’s place and that his wife had chosen Desmond over him.  Because of this, he simultaneously felt like he wanted to cry and like he wanted to jerk himself off.  In fact, he felt a very strong desire to jerk himself off.  It was nearly overwhelming as he watched.

“Let’s go to the bedroom,” said Natalie.

Desmond smiled and kissed her.

Natalie looked over Desmond’s shoulder at Jackson.  For the briefest of moments, Jackson hoped that Natalie was about to tell him that this had all been a mistake and that he was the only man for her.  Of course, this was never going to happen.

“Clean up the dishes.  Then bring my shoes to the bedroom,” said Natalie.

Jackson felt his shoulders slump.  “Yes, Ma’am,” he said.

As Jackson said this, Desmond pulled Natalie off the wall and started carrying her down the hallway.  Before he left the dining room, however, he looked over his shoulders at Jackson and winked.

Jackson shuddered.

Jackson watched them make their way down the hallway to the bedroom.  He heard giggling from the bedroom.  He tried to tune it out, but couldn’t.  He focused instead on what he had been told to do and he cleaned up the plates.  As he did, Ruth came to watch.

“How humiliating this must be for you,” she said.

“I don’t know what you mean,” said Jackson, trying to ignore her taunt.

Ruth laughed.  “Somehow I doubt that.  Even a sissy boy like you must recognize how humiliating it must be to know that your wife is being pounded by that massive specimen of manhood only a dozen or so feet away.”

Jackson closed his eyes and exhaled to stay calm.

“Not that there’s anything a sissy like you can do about it,” added Ruth.

Jackson took more deep breaths.

Meanwhile, Ruth picked up Natalie’s high-heeled pumps and held them out for Jackson.  “I believe you were asked to take these to your wife,” she said.  She held the crop in her other hand and gently slapped it against her thigh.

Thump!  Thump!  Thump!

Jackson ground his teeth.  He had hoped to ignore that command, but clearly Ruth would not let him.  He thought about telling her he wouldn’t do it, but he knew he didn’t have the strength to resist.  Besides, the crop made him nervous.  He reached out and took his wife’s high-heeled shoes.  They were still somewhat warm from his wife’s body heat.

“Go on,” said Ruth.  “Your mistress awaits!”

Jackson swallowed hard and started down the hallway.  His heels echoed off the hardwood floor in the hallway as he went:  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!
  He hadn’t been conscious of that sound as much recently, but he was now.  Each click sounded like humiliation.  He heard his skirt rustle too as he walked.  This turned him on.  It made him even harder.

As he approached the bedroom, Jackson saw that the rose petals had been disturbed.  He saw Desmond’s shoes lying separately in the hallway, along with his jacket.  His wife’s black skirt lay in the hallway as well.  The bedroom door was open.  As he neared, he saw his wife’s blouse and panties lying in a heap next to the bed.  Desmond’s pants lay nearby.

“Ma’am,” he whispered.  He hoped she ignored him and he could just set the shoes down and leave.  It was not to be.

“Come in, Sissy,” said Natalie.

Jackson cringed.  He was not ready for this, but he took a deep breath and opened the door.  Inside the room, he immediately noticed Natalie lying beneath Desmond.  They were above the silk sheets and she wore the rose-colored teddie.  Her legs were spread wide and the naked Desmond had his massive, hard dick firmly between her legs.

“Oh good, you brought my shoes,” said Natalie.  She giggled.

“I’ll just set them down and go,” said Jackson.  His mouth was dry.  He wanted very much to get out of there, even as the sight of what he witnessed made him incredibly horny.  It was not to be.

“No.  Put them on my feet,” said Natalie.

Jackson shuddered.  He did not want to get closer to his wife and Desmond, but he would.  He would because he had no ability to resist.  And this wasn’t even the result of Ruth’s training.  He had no ability to resist because he felt broken by the fact he had let everything get this far.  How could he be a real man if he couldn’t even stop his wife from sleeping with another man?  Indeed, not only was he unable to stop
 this, but he had been actively helping it.  He realized how pathetic that made him and that broke his will to fight.  He would do anything his wife commanded now.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said.

Jackson moved closer to the bed and rubbed his wife’s soft, warm foot.  She pointed her toes and he slipped the shoe onto her foot.  Then he moved to the other side of the bed and did it again.  He was hard as a rock as he did this.  Indeed, it felt like he had never been harder.

Natalie smirked.  “I see you’re turned on by this.”

Jackson blushed.

“And you wanted to be my husband?”

“May I go now, Ma’am?” asked Jackson in utter humiliation.

“No.  I think that watching this will be good for you.”

“Are you serious?!” asked Jackson incredulously.

“Stand there and watch,” said Natalie.

Jackson thought about fleeing, but just couldn’t do it.  Jackson looked between Natalie’s legs.  There he saw Desmond’s large thick dick lying against Natalie’s wet lips.  Desmond was hard and long.  Natalie was already very wet from being with Desmond and feeling his dick playing along her pussy lips.  Desmond’s dick was slippery from Natalie’s juices.  He pulled it back until its tip lined up with Natalie’s hole.  Then he slipped it inside his wife.

“Ahhh, that feels so good!” exclaimed Natalie.

“Hmm,” purred Desmond and he began to move up and down on top of Natalie.  His dick moved in and out of her, pulling her lips along as it went.

“You know what would be great?” asked Natalie.

“What?” asked Desmond.

“Play with my clit.”

Desmond slipped his hand to her pussy and started rubbing her clit.  She moaned deeply.

Jackson watched all of this in total fascination and dismay.  He was deeply confused.  He wanted it to stop, but didn’t at the same time.  He wanted to flee, but couldn’t.  He couldn’t believe what he was seeing.  His knees buckled.  He wanted so badly to storm out of the room, but he wasn’t able to.  He knew that.  He no longer had the power to revolt.

Suddenly, Natalie’s face changed.  Her muscles contracted hard, and the beginning of an orgasm raced throughout her.  Her fluids almost flushed out of her at this point and her lips tingled. 

Natalie moaned again.

Natalie came and came hard.  As she did, Jackson realized that he had been masturbating.  He too had squirted.

For a moment, everything was silent except for the hard breathing of all three of them.  As he caught his breath, Jackson realized that Desmond had squirted as well as Natalie.  He felt intense shame now, made all the worse by his having squirted as well.

Desmond laughed.

“That was incredible!  I don’t know what game you and your husband are playing,” said Desmond, “but I love it!”

Natalie and Jackson’s jaws both dropped.

“You know who Jackson really is?!” exclaimed Natalie.

“Of course I know.”

“And you don’t mind?!”

Desmond laughed again.  “No!  I think it’s awesome.  I think we need to do this again... and again.”  He winked at Natalie.

“You mean you and me?” asked Natalie cautiously.

“You, me, your husband, but dressed like a woman,” said Desmond.

Natalie didn’t immediately respond.  Jackson could see the wheels turning in her mind.  Jackson knew this could be trouble.  He knew he needed to speak up now or he would never get the chance.  But nothing came out.

“It was pretty amazing, wasn’t it?” asked Natalie.

“Yes, it was,” said Desmond.

“Honey, I really
 don’t want to do this,” thought Jackson.  Still nothing came out of his mouth.

Natalie, unaware of her husband’s thoughts, smiled and kissed her boss.  “I’m sure we could arrange something,” she said to Desmond.

“Honey!” exclaimed Jackson.

“Stop it, Sissy!” exclaimed Natalie.  “You had your chance.”

“But honey!”

“You had your chance and you said nothing.”

“But—”

Natalie shook her head.  “You lost your right to whine about your manhood when you let my mother put you into panties.  Face it, Jackie, you’re not a man.  You never were.  You’re a woman at best, a sissy more likely.  Your place is not by my side as my husband, but at my knees as my maid.”

Jackson felt like he had been punched in the gut.  He couldn’t believe his wife was saying these things.  None of this was his fault!  He didn’t want to be feminized!  It was all Ruth’s doing!  Wasn’t it?

As Jackson thought these things, it suddenly hit him hard how wrong he was.  It was his fault.  He failed at every opportunity to defend his manhood.  He failed from the beginning and kept making it worse by surrendering time and again.  What right did he have to now demand to be treated like a man?  And what power did he have to resist?  He hadn’t managed to yet.

“If I don’t stand up for myself now, then I’ll be trapped like this forever, as my wife’s maid while she keeps sleeping with Desmond,” said Jackson to himself.  He felt incredibly nervous.  Then he looked up and realized that both Natalie and Desmond were looking at him.  Natalie was running her hand over Desmond’s broad chest as she did.  Jackson knew he needed to object and do so now.  He opened his mouth.  As he did, all the submissive training Ruth had give him came flowing back into his mind, as did wave after wave of the helpless, weak feeling he felt every time he surrendered.

He felt his resolve wobble.

It broke.

He hung his head.

—v—

It was several weeks later.

Jackson wiped the cage with a paper towel.  He’d had an accident.  Natalie hadn’t let him out of the cage for nearly a month, but at the same time she teased him to keep him horny.  He had been desperate to squirt, but he couldn’t even touch himself.  An hour or so ago, he fell asleep for a little nap between chores.  When he woke up, he found his dick and the cage covered in his juices.

Having a wet dream was no substitute for reaching an orgasm though.

He sighed.

“I need to jerk myself off!” he exclaimed.

He looked at the clock.

“Oh no, I need to get the bedroom ready!” exclaimed Jackson and he rose to his feet.  Ruth had put him in the awful six-inch heels today as punishment and he struggled to walk in those.  They hurt his toes tremendously too.  And now they would slow him down as he needed to prepare the house for tonight’s love-making session between Desmond and Natalie.  Of course, he would be participating too, though he wouldn’t be allowed to squirt as part of it.  His role was what it always was these days, to help Desmond improve Natalie’s experience.

This was his new life.

If only he had never put on those panties.

As an aside, he and Ruth got along much better now.

The End
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This first Volume One of Dominique Silk stories includes both
 College Student to Coed
 and
 Making Her Husband Her Maid
.



College Student to Coed
 is the story of poor Ted, who can’t believe his luck when the most popular girl on campus, Beth Armstrong, hits on him.  Even better, she wants to take him back to her apartment and dress him in her clothes!  This is a dream come true for Ted, and soon Beth is inviting him over daily to play.  Unfortunately, through a series of mistakes, Ted finds himself constantly being exposed in public while wearing women’s clothes.  But are these really mistakes?  And what is Beth up to?



Making Her Husband Her Maid
 is a cautionary tale for unfaithful husbands.  As Diane works hard to support the family, her husband Cameron seduces the maid.  Unfortunately for him, the maid has other ideas and turns the tables on Cameron.  Imagine Diane’s surprise to come home to find her husband dressed in the maid’s uniform and high heels, and bent over the couch as the maid has her way with his rear.  Cameron the playboy is about to become Camilla the maid.
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This Volume Two of Dominique Silk stories is both parts of
 Feminized by his Mother-in-Law
, the story of Jackson, his wife Natalie, and his mother-in-law Ruth.  Ruth never thought that Jackson was man enough to marry her daughter, and when she came to stay with Jackson and Natalie shortly after their marriage, she decided to prove this to her daughter... by feminizing Jackson.  Has she miscalculated though?  Soon
 both
 Ruth and Natalie are feminizing Jackson.  He even finds himself sent on a date with Natalie’s boss and ends up helping him seduce her!  Can Jackson save his manhood and his marriage?
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This Volume Three of Dominique Silk stories includes both
 The Sissy House Sitter
 and
 Cuckolded Sissified Quarterback
.



The Sissy House Sitter
 begins when Louis is offered a chance to house sit for his stunningly sexy neighbor Brandy and her husband.  He jumps at it for one reason:  he wants to explore her closet.  This is a dream come true for Louis who feels an irresistible pull from feminine clothing.  Things get really interesting for Louis, however, when he finds certain home movies made by Brandy and her husband... but not as interesting as when Brandy comes home early and catches Louis in her husband’s dress.



Cuckolded Sissified Quarterback
 is the story of Brady Hunter.  He’s the star quarterback for a top professional team, but his body is slowly wearing out.  He decides to take steroids so he can play just one more year.  Unfortunately for Brady, his gold-digging wife catches him and she decides to take advantage of her discovery by blackmailing him.  She feminizes him, humiliates him, and then cuckolds him with a younger player with better prospects.  Will Brady manage to get back out onto the field or is his future to be submissive in skirts?
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This final Volume Four of Dominique Silk stories includes the story
 Not What He Wanted
 and its conclusion
 What He Got
.  This story begins with George trying to dominate his wife.  Things go wrong quickly, however, and he finds himself on the wrong side of the velvet ropes.  Soon, he’s wearing panties at work... and then worse.  As his wife keeps adding to his feminization, an embarrassing trip to the mall and a confrontation with his secretary await.  Hopefully, you’ll find poor George’s story fun and exciting as his problems spin out of control.
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Feminized By His Mother-in-Law: Part One: Not Man Enough

Christopher has a problem.  He has a beautiful new wife who loves him, but his mother-in-law thinks he's not man enough for her.  Even worse, she's set out to prove it.  Can Christopher stop her from making him not a man at all?

This is Part One of Two.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,400 word, 125 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, paddling, small penis humiliation, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

February 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

March 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminized By His Mother-in-Law: Part Two: Not Woman Enough

Christopher’s problem is getting worse.  Not only is his mother-in-law still determined to prove that he’s not man enough for his wife, but now his wife is starting to think she wants him feminized.  Can ‘Chrissy’ escape his increasingly feminine fate?

This second part concludes the series.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,300 word, 130 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, paddling, small penis humiliation, oral, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

March 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminized Cuckold:
  When powerbroker Paul Jackson loses his job, he finds himself at the mercy of his trophy wife. Little by little, she feminizes Paul as she turns him from domineering husband into submissive housewife. She even invites his former best friend to move into their home, and she cuckolds him. Will this be his new life or can he escape his fate?


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 49,100 word, 176 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cuckolding, spanking, domestic discipline, hormones, and so much more!

September 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


[image: ]



Caught By His Roommate:
  Mitch thought Katie was the perfect woman.  She was beautiful.  She was innocent.  She was naive.  And best of all, she dressed the way young women should dress in heels and dresses.  So Mitch tricked Katie into becoming roommates so he could explore her closet.  Unfortunately for Mitch, Katie would catch him red handed.  That’s when things got really strange for Mitch.  See, Katie wasn’t as innocent and naive as he thought, and she had plans for her new sissy!


This book includes Five Illustrations!!

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,200 word, 140 page story includes power exchange, female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, pegging, bondage, spanking, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

June 2017 and July 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Caught In Her Closet:
  Jimmy always enjoyed cross-dressing secretly when no one else was home.  Then he gets caught by Christine and her friend.  What will Christine do with her new stepsissy?


With five illustrations from Ilgor!

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 31,000 word, 129 page story includes female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, spanking, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

June 2017 and July 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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The Making of Danielle (Parts One Through Five): 
 This is my take on a very classic idea that comes up often in our genre: the idea of the young man transformed by an evil “Aunt.”  It’s also my biggest selling series!


Daniel is an unruly young man who fights constantly with his stepmother.  To end the fighting once and for all, his stepmother sends Daniel to an Aunt he’s never met who will teach him discipline.  Imagine his surprise when he finds himself put into skirts and he is trained to become a girl.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This story is over 190,000 words combined and 726 pages!  It includes female domination, power exchange, forced feminization, cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, small penis humiliation, bondage, tickling, spanking, paddling, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

November 2016, December 2016, January 2017, February 2017  No. 1 Best Sellers in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Femford School for Girls (Part One):
  Lewis Stevens thinks his fiancée is having an affair at the secretive girl’s school where she works.  He decides to sneak into the school to find out.  Little does he realize that this girl’s school has another purpose.  Now he finds himself trapped and going through their program.  Can his fiancée help him?  Will she want to?


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,600 word, 131 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, spanking, paddling, hormones, power exchange, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

May 2017 and June 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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The Femford School (Part Two):
  Each day Lewis remains trapped at the Femford School, he finds himself feminized further.  Bit by bit, his masculinity is being stripped away.  What’s more, Vera has set into motion a series of changes that will forever alter Lewis’s mind and body to make him Maria’s submissive pet.  Only Maria can save him now, but why does she keep dragging her feet?  Can Lewis resist long enough to convince her to save his manhood?


This Part concludes the series.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,500 word, 138 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, spanking, paddling, hormones, power exchange, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

June 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Summer in Skirts (Part One: Becoming Summer): 
 Paul is sent to spend the summer with a crazy old acquaintance of his parents. He’s not too happy about it either. Making matters worse, he finds a pair of twins already living there, and they have designs on him. They seem to think he should be obeying them. Naturally, he has a different view on the matter. Before long, they teach him the meaning of petticoat punishment. Things go increasingly more wrong – or right – from there.


This is Part One of Two.

For Mature Audiences Only. This 31,500 word, 128 page story includes includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, spanking, domestic discipline, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

July 2018 and August 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Summer in Skirts (Part Two: Queen of the Fair): 
 Now that Paul is firmly stuck as ‘Summer’ for the rest of the summer, it’s time he explored his new relationship with the wonderful Ellie.  Unfortunately, the twins are about to take center stage in his life again, and Paul isn’t going to escape them this time.  Ellie has a plan, however, but Paul isn’t going to like it.


This is Part Two of Two.

For Mature Audiences Only. This 30,400 word story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

August 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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