

The phone rang-

‘Shit’ Tony said, picking it up and looking at the number. It was Sandra, his wife, and he knew he should answer it, otherwise she might suspect something. He was, after all, supposed to working from home.

He picked the phone up with trembling hand, though he told himself that his wife couldn’t see him, or possibly tell from his voice, that he was dressed from head to toe in her clothes – high heels; suspenders; black stockings;  tight, white mini skirt; lacy pink blouse; and full make up, including  pink lipstick and bright blue eyeshadow. His rouged cheekbones framed by one of Sandra’s most luxuriantly waved, blonde wigs. Conveniently, Tony was a comparatively small man, while Sandra was tall, and broad shouldered for a woman, and Tony could, with a squeeze, fit into her clothes and shoes. But he had never told her about his fetish, and was terrified of her finding out about his guilty secret.

‘Hello’ Tony said into the phone, trying to keep his voice as even and normal as possible.

‘Hello love. Look, some bad news I’m afraid - my mother’s coming to stay for a few days. I know you can’t stand her, and she gets on my nerves too, but she’s my mother, what can I do.

‘Oh God’ Tony said ‘that’s all we need.’

Monica, Tony’s mother in law, had always disliked him, and regarded him as not good enough for her daughter. She’d made it very clear in conversation that he wasn’t what she thought of a ‘real man.’ He squirmed at the thought, but at the same time his left hand reached for his rapidly stiffening cock – if only his mother in law could see him now! Let alone his wife. They must never find out his secret, he thought. But imagine if they did. Imagine if they were here, watching him – his charming and sophisticated wife, his sexy mother in law, he thought, as he stroked his cock faster, faster......

Actually, he’d always been attracted to older women. And he’d always found Sandra’s mother sexy, with her ‘mutton dressed as lamb,’ as he described it to Sandra, dress sense: too short skirts, too high heels, and her highlighted bright blonde hair, with its Fifties film star waves. Then, there was her full figure, face of experience, her mouth bright red with lipstick, eyelids blue with eyeshadow, over mascara thick lashes and blackly outlined eyes. She had neither taste nor class, unlike her daughter with her, slim figure, minimal makeup and coolly fashionable dress sense. When she stayed, Tony would look out at her clothes hanging on the line after she’d done a wash. The frilly knickers in bright reds and silky blacks, the seamed, black stockings, the corsets and girdles and underwired bras. Yes, he’d look at them, and tut to Sandra ‘tragic, completely inappropriate for her age,’ and his wife, her daughter would nod in silent agreement. But Tony’s cock would secretly become really hard, just as it was now, thinking of her: Monica, his mother in law, and imagined himself, with those very clothes that he ridiculed to his wife, soft and sensual against his skin.

Tony felt his face redden although he was alone.  It was almost as if he was scared to admit to himself that he fancied a woman like his mother in law. A mature woman who said what she thought without thinking, and would often embarrass her daughter when out socially, and who had no notion of political correctness or the correct way a woman of her age should carry on. Hardnosed, indiscreet, and who also disliked him. Well, she certainly wasn’t conventionally feminine, unlike her sensitive, demure daughter, but strong and determined, and, as far as Tony was concerned, incredibly sexy. He realised that his cock was again hardening as he thought about her.

Yes, she was mentally tough, and she liked nothing more than to give him a good verbal kicking, if given half a chance. She’d probably like to give him a literal kicking too, with those stilettoes she wore. Now Tony really was aware of a tingling between his legs, and he could feel pre -cum wetting his pants. Though, how was he turned on by such an unpleasant, middle aged woman, with her large bum and belly, and enormous, pendulous tits, and who furthermore, despised him. But thinking of her, and her contempt, just made him incredibly aroused. Even more aroused, he thought, ashamed, than thinking of her daughter, Sandra, his lovely wife.

Monica arrived the next day with her usual flurry of noise and activity, breaking the silence in her daughter and son-in law’s home.

‘Bloody train was late’ she moaned ‘and the state of it, don’t they employ cleaners these days.’ She looked around the house ‘looks like you could do with employing a cleaner too. Hubby still not pulling his weight around the house?’

‘I do my best, but I have to work too.’ Tony quickly said.

‘Yeah, working from home is a cushy number if you ask me. Surely you could see fit to do a bit of housework in between whatever it is you do on that computer of yours.’

Tony felt himself blush slightly at these words. Did she suspect anything?

‘Tony tries to help as much as he can, mum’ Sandra, his wife said.

‘Well, I’m sure he could try a lot harder. Anyway, am I in the usual spare bedroom? I’ll get myself unpacked.’ And she hauled her enormous suitcase through to her room.

The next day, Monica had gone to the library to do work on a book she was writing, and Sandra was at work, so Tony was alone in the house, supposedly working from home. Despite all his good intentions, he was unable to concentrate on his work, his mind whirring, thinking of Monica: the way she’d looked that morning, in her heels, short skirt and makeup, and just he couldn’t avoid the temptation. He got up awkwardly, because of his semi hard on, and entered the spare bedroom, immediately seeing some of his mother in law’s clothes, the very clothes that he’d been so rude about to this wife, laid out on the bed. Those same clothes he’d criticised for age inappropriateness, and their lack of fashion sense and style.  There they were, lying on the bed, while other garments could be glimpsed through the wardrobe’s open door.  Yes, there they were, the black, too short skirt; the black seamed stockings; the huge frilly pink panties, embossed with flowers and butterflies and little bows; and the equally frilly pink blouse with a big black bow at the neck. On the dressing table an array of her cosmetics was lined up – the heavy mascara, garish blue eyeshadow, and of course, the bright red lipstick that seemed far too young and slutty for her. In fact, her clothes were generally too young -the skirts too short, the blouses too low cut and frilly. She just looked ridiculous, he agreed with Sandra. But then he realised with shame, just how hard his cock had become. He couldn’t help picking up a dark, seamed stocking and running it through his fingers. Then the knickers, and before he knew it, he’d removed his own trousers and pants, as if in a dream, and was pulling the suspender belt over his waist, then clipping the black, seamed stockings to it.  

Soon he’d put on the skirt, which barely covered the patterned tops of the stockings on his long legs, and was buttoning up the frilly blouse. Now, he couldn’t stop himself, and sat down before the dressing table mirror, and applied thick, red lipstick to his mouth, and black eyeliner and blue eyeshadow to his eyes. He was obviously experienced putting on women’s clothes and makeup, having put his wife’s on so many times – completely unknown to her, of course. In fact, it was only Monica who’d seemed to suspect anything, with barbed comments like –

‘You do look pretty today, are you wearing makeup?’ or ‘This dress would probably suit you. Oh, of course, you’re a man and you don’t wear dresses, do you?’ said with a knowing look. Although he made very sure that he hid all vestiges of his cross dressing when around other people, especially his wife and her mother. But what did she really know? It was as if she could see inside his head, what he was really like -   and what she saw made her deeply unimpressed and contemptuous.

He began rubbing his cock through the knickers and skirt fabric, and was about to pull it free it from constraint, when, to his horror, he heard the front door closing, He struggled to rise from the chair and reach for his clothes, and almost fell.

‘So, this is what you get up to when I’m out? I thought before when I was here, that someone had been going through my clothes.’

His mother in law stood in the doorway, arms akimbo, a look on her face, which threatened to turn him to stone.

‘You’re back early’ was all we could stammer.

‘Yes, I forgot something- the notes I was going to work on in the library, and I come back to get them, only to discover my daughter’s husband dressed up in my clothes.’

‘I, I, I.....’

‘’You’re a transvestite, a crossdresser, aren’t you?’

‘No... I’m not, I can explain.’

‘Don’t worry, actually I’m attracted to men who dress as women, and find it sexy.’

She advanced towards him. And he almost swooned as her bright red fingernails caressed him through the skirt. She pressed herself to him, and raised her face to his....

‘This can be our little secret’ she murmured in his ear.

She freed his cock from her knickers’ restraint, and it stood up above the skirt’s waistband. She quickly pushed the skirt down, and the cock stood out before him. She grasped it, and slowly moved her hand up and down the shaft. He felt dizzy with desire, about to orgasm, any minute now. But, right at that moment, Monica stopped, and took her hand away.

‘Ha, ha’ she laughed scornfully; you didn’t think I was going to jerk you off, did you?  Or have sex with you? That’s the smallest cock I’ve ever seen for start, but did you’re really think I’d have sex with my daughter’s husband, who dresses in my clothes – a Nancy Boy, a sissy?’

Tony stood there, forlorn and humiliated, in his mother in law’s clothes, which he’d sneaked into her room when she was out, to put on.  Imagine if Sandra found out.

As if reading his mind, Monica said –

‘Don’t worry. As I said, this will be our little secret, and I won’t tell my daughter how pathetic her husband is’ she paused, and her voice changed its tone ‘as long as you do what I want you to do. For a start, you have to do more around the house, help your wife out, who’s out all hours out at work, while you stay at home, fiddling about on a laptop. You can start by cleaning the house, and cooking your wife’s dinner.’

‘But I can’t cook’ he said feebly.

‘Well, now you’re going to learn’ Monica said briskly.

When Sandra arrived home from work, everything seemed just as normal. Mike had changed back into his normal clothes, and Monica sat in an armchair filling in the newspaper crossword – the hard, ‘cryptic’ one.

‘Had a good day mum?’ Sandra asked.

‘Yes dear. I went to the library to do some research for my book, but I had to come home early because I’d forgotten my notes, and Tony made me a nice cup of tea, and we had an interesting chat.’

Tony tensed, waiting for Monica to tell his wife everything, but she said no more, and did nothing to infer that anything unusual had occurred. But then she said -

‘Tony’s got some news for you.’

What the hell was she going to say now? He tensed, inwardly groaning –

‘Yes, he’s decided to help you more around the house, starting with making your dinner tonight.’

Sandra looked surprised:  Tony rarely, if ever cooked, or did any domestic chores.

‘Yes, dear’ Tony said quickly ‘Your mother’s right. I’d better get started on the meal.’

He got up and went out to the kitchen, feeling relieved.  True, he rarely cooked, because, as he said, he couldn’t. But now he displayed culinary skills previously unknown even to himself.  Well, he was bound to have picked up some knowledge of cooking in his life, and had actually done more, when he’d had to, than he let on. Throwing potatoes and veg into pots, and sticking a steak in the oven, helped calm him down somewhat, as his mind worked away feverish with anxiety.

What exactly did his mother in law know? She definitely knew that he had a predilection for wearing women’s clothes – her clothes in fact. But what had made her come home early? Did he really believe her excuse that she had forgotten her notes? Was it all planned?  Was leaving her clothes lying on the bed, and the wardrobe door open, an invitation to him?

Hmm, he was addicted to looking at cross dressing, sissy humiliation and femdom sites on the internet, and Monica may have stumbled upon a site he hadn’t deleted. He remembered that she had asked if she could use his computer the morning after she’d arrived, to catch up on emails and check finances. Had she been snooping? She’d certainly always made remarks about his supposed effeminacy ever since he’d first began courting her daughter, but he never thought she might actually know anything about his sexual predilections.

The next morning, Tony was working at home, as usual, and Monica took delivery of a parcel, while he was in the kitchen making some tea. He couldn’t help but be curious as to what it was – maybe a new pair of stockings and a suspender belt, or high heels – he felt his cock harden.  She certainly seemed excited about whatever it was –

‘Oh, that arrived quickly, can’t wait to try it.’

Tony’s curiosity was further aroused, and he couldn’t help peeking as she unwrapped the item, whatever it was. But he made a display of getting up to go into the kitchen, anyway.

‘You can stay – it’s for you, anyway, or partly for you.’

God, now his curiosity really was aroused.

The paper dropped away, and Monica opened the box inside. Tony glimpsed something black and plastic looking, in the shape of a sausage, blunt at one end and rounded at the other, with some sort of pink strapping attached. There was also a tube of a pinkish, medical looking substance.

Monica quickly unwrapped everything and picked the object up, and when he clearly saw what it was, Tony’s stomach sank: a big, black dildo, with pink strapping attached – it was absolutely massive. A huge, black phallus. What on earth was she going to do that? He almost asked her, but didn’t dare.

‘Now you’ll really experience what it’s like to be a woman’ she said gleefully.

Surely, she didn’t mean what he thought she meant, but he was soon to find out.

‘Get on your knees. and pull your pants down Nancy Boy.’

Tony recoiled, suddenly realising what was in store for him –

‘No, please no.......’

‘Do it – I took some photos of you wearing my clothes with my phone, about to wank yourself off. Do you want Sandra to see them?’

What could Tony do but obey her?

Out of the corner of his eye Tony watched his wife’s mother strap the huge, black cock to her hips, and felt scared but, simultaneously,  his own cock thrust out, stiff as a poker – though it could be never as big as  the one that now stuck out so fiercely from Monica’s  hips.

She walked, or rather strutted over to her hapless son in law, and stood above him, as he knelt submissively before her–

‘Come on Nancy Boy, suck it. ‘

Tony cautiously took the phallus into his mouth, and sucked at it unenthusiastically.

‘Come on do it like you mean it. Suck it, tease it with your tongue, like it was real cock, and you really wanted to pleasure the owner.’

Tony took it further into his mouth, and sucked and licked at it, despite his great disgust. It tasted of plastic, but also did feel pretty real. This was so humiliating - yet his own cock was so hard.

‘Now lube it’

Monica handed Tony the tube of the pink substance that had come with the parcel-

‘Take a handful and run it up and down the shaft – good practise for you, and help you see what real women have to do.’

He ran the dollop of the slippery lube along the ‘cock’s’ length. Now his boringly old-fashioned mother in law seemed incredibly sexual and powerful. Certainly, far more sexy and powerful than her son in law, who felt very small and weak. His mother in law was actually far more sexual and powerful than her daughter, his wife.

‘Now – bend right over, hold your arsehole open.’

Moments later, Monica was out of sight behind her son-in-law, and he felt the tip of the lubed phallus at the entrance to his hole. It tickled a bit at first, but with little further delay, she plunged the object right up inside him. It seemed to be reaching further and further into him, as if penetrating the very core of his being. It was tight and uncomfortable at first, and painful enough to make him cry out, but then he suddenly felt tremendous pleasure, the like of which he’d never experienced before in sex, and several moments later squirted his full load of thick, white cum onto the carpet.

He’d been fucked by his respectable, middle aged mother in law, something that his wife, would never even consider doing. What greater humiliation could there be? Taken, was the word he’d use. Yes, he’d been taken from behind by his mother in law.

‘Clean up your disgusting mess.’ Monica ordered.

Tony was still in a daze, after what might well have been the most arousing sexual experience of his life, but also the most degrading, and complied meekly. He felt most confused – this whole experience had been really humiliating, yet he could hardly remember such a ferocious orgasm.  He didn’t have much time to analyse his thoughts, because Monica said –

‘When you’ve cleared up your mess, you can hoover the house.’

He struggled to his feet -

‘I’ll get a cloth’ he murmured.

‘’No cloth, clean it up with your tongue’ was the stern command, and Tony found himself meekly sinking to his knees, and pressing his face to the varnished floorboards, and licking up his own stinking cum.

‘Make sure you get very single bit’ Monica said ‘we don’t want Sandra seeing any evidence, do we?’

‘We, certainly don’t,’ he thought, as he licked away furiously, his cock stiffening again at the abject humiliation of it all.

‘Actually, two parcels arrived this morning. Here’s the other one - a new outfit for you, one more appropriate for you in your new role. I want you to put it on before you do the housework. There’s a new blonde wig in the too, and shoes, I think I’ve got the correct size, and makeup, so you won’t have to pinch mine, or Sandra’s – it’s expensive you know. Right, there’s some cream in the bathroom I’ve left out for you, depilation cream. Use it to get rid of all your body hair. I’ll give you forty-five minutes, then I want you dressed up and hoovering.

Quivering with anxiety and arousal, Tent opened the parcel, and took out the clothes: a maid’s outfit, of black PVC mini skirt, frilly pink knickers, white lacey blouse, and sheer, black stockings, and a little white frilly cap, and pink hair ribbon.

The feel of the sheer stockings over his newly bare legs, as he pulled them on, in the way he’d seen Sandra do so often, and that he was so well practised in, made him dizzy. Then the frilly knickers over his throbbing cock, then the padded pink bra, and frilly blouse soft against his bare skin.  

He carefully applied the makeup – all bright reds, blacks and garish blue eye shadow, the type of thing that Monica wore so thickly, and that turned him on so much.

He placed the frilly cap over the wig, which curled coquettishly around his face, really making him look like a woman, with his made-up face. The shoes were gorgeous, patent leather stilettoes with steep, four-inch heels, which he found hard to even stand in, let alone walk in.

He teetered on his heels to get the hoover out, his movements robotic, as if brainwashed by the far stronger personality of his mother in law. How could such degrading and emasculating experiences have also been so fulfilling, he thought to himself, in confusion, as he hobbled and tottered on his heels up the stairs with the hoover. Every memory of being anally penetrated by his mother in law, causing a twinge to run through his cock.

Monica had lit up one of her long, thin cheroots, and the smoke drifted upstairs causing the asthmatic transvestite to have coughing fit, but what could he say in protest. In his own home, and being forced to clean it like a servant, while this middle-aged woman, abused and lorded it over him.

Tony turned the hoover off a moment to catch his breath, and then heard Monica’s voice shouting up the stairs –

‘Come on keep going. I want to hear that hoover going until you’ve finished the whole house Then you can clean the toilet -I’ve left it especially messy for you, and want to see it gleaming.’

He felt faint now, and had to force himself on. He was sweating beneath the pan thick make up. If his makeup ran, he had to re-touch it, on the threat of punishment by Monica. God, how ridiculous this was, to be frightened of one’s own mother in law, who’d exploited his previously hidden, secret need to wear makeup and women’s clothes. But this was how it was – Monica now had power over him, and he couldn’t see a way out.

‘Look’ he said to Monica, later, after he’d finished the hoovering

‘It’s just a fantasy I have, wanting to dress in women’s’ clothes, doesn’t mean I’m gay or anything, or that I want to become a woman.’

‘You’re not gay, but you like being fucked up the arse’ Monica responded with a laugh. ‘How many normal men like being fucked up the arse by a woman,’ she continued ‘their own mother-in -law, in fact. And don’t try to tell me that you didn’t enjoy it, the evidence wasn’t exactly subtle was it?’

‘Yeah, well, I suppose you did press the buttons that aroused me, but that doesn’t mean I really enjoyed it. I could give you an orgasm, but that doesn’t mean you’d enjoy it.’

She laughed cruelly –

‘You, give me an orgasm, I don’t bloody well think so, unless it was watching you dressed up as a woman getting a big, black cock up your arse. Anyway, there is a practical point to what I’m doing: that you see how hard is being a woman, by experiencing it yourself, and also to help your wife out, when she works so hard, and you’re at home all day.’

‘Yes,’ he protested, ‘but I work from home.’

‘Playing at work, you mean’. It’s Sandra who’s the real breadwinner round here. Your more like a girly woman than a man. Perhaps that how you should be treated, like a girl...... hmm. So, get on with the fucking housework, or else.’

He felt a chill go through him, as he minced back to his chores.

The next morning, Monica walked into the room Tony used as a study, where he was trying to do some of his own consultancy work in between the housework duties that Monica now made him do. He was in the middle of writing an email to an important client, and hardly looked round as he heard Monica enter the room. But seconds later, he felt the touch of her hands on his shoulders, then she reached round, and touched his cock through his trousers with her sharp red fingernails. His cock immediately stood to attention, his email stopping in mid-sentence. He turned, and Monica shoved the neatly folded new clothes into his face.

‘I’ve been out and bought these for you’ she purred ‘Put them on.’

‘I just need to finish.......’ Tony stuttered.

‘Now! Or photos of you dressed in my clothes and touching your cock will be sent to that email address, along with every other one in your address book.’ Monica ordered.

Tony rose unsteadily from his chair, his erection causing him to move awkwardly, his head spinning.

‘Here?’ he murmured nervously ‘or in the bedroom.’

‘Just do it here, now. Get on with it, I want to see how they look.’

Tony took the clothes she’d bought him with some excitement – she must be really into his cross dressing. He struggled out of his clothes, and into the new outfit: black, pencil line skirt, slit to the thigh; black seamed stockings; a black suspender belt embroidered with huge, pink flowers, and knickers and padded bra similarly

patterned, and a lacy, pale blue blouse. The clothes were tight fitting, but Tony just about managed to get them on. The skirt, which he struggled to do up, sat above the tops of the stockings and barely covered his panties, with their very prominent bulge. Monica also ordered him to put on the heels and wig she’d previously bought him. Needless to say, his cock poked from the top of his knickers. Monica had gone into the lounge, and the sissified son in law minced after her. Now she had a riding crop in her hand.

‘Right missy’ she said, with a swish of her whip against her hand, with a loud thwack –

‘I see you have an immediate breach of discipline. That thing needs to be strapped down and hidden’ and with that she cracked the cane against the prominent end of his cock, and the intense pain immediately made his erection subside.

Tony wondered what his mother in law gained from this scenario – apart from her obvious desire to completely humiliate and punish him for his laziness around housework.

‘Right’ she said ‘now we’re going for a little walk down by the river. You need some exercise- you’re putting on too much weight.’

‘I can’t go out in public like this, especially around here, where folk know me’ Tony said pleadingly.

‘You can, and you bloody well will, if I tell you to. Who will know it’s you anyway? we’ll just be two women taking a walk together.’

But as a concession on Monica’s part, Tony was allowed to wear an old duffle coat of Sandra’s, which hid his crotch, and one of her  headscarves, which helped hide his face, though even he had to admit that he would be hard to recognise beneath his thick almost drag, make up, and the ringleted wig. Plus, it was a weekday afternoon, with few about in the quiet suburban street.

‘We’ll go along by the river’ Monica said.

‘But it’s wet and muddy there – how will I walk in these’ he indicated his stilettoes. ‘It’s hard enough to walk in them as it is, I’ll have to take them off.’

‘No’ Monica said ‘come on.’

‘I can’t walk through the mud in these shoes’ Tony said, ‘can I take them off?’

‘’No, you bloody well can’t, keep them on, or you’ll be punished.’

Tony had no option but to follow Monica as the path became increasingly muddy, and he found it hard to keep the shoes from being sucked off his feet. Monica was wearing thick soled brogues instead of her usual heels, and a sensible trouser suit.

As they neared the river, where there was little chance of seeing anyone, Monica ordered the hapless husband to remove his coat and headscarf and place them on a nearby rock, for his return. The ground soon became muddier and more waterlogged, and Monica suddenly pushed her sissified son in law: just a nudge of her shoulders against him, but it was enough to send him full length into the oozing slime. Whereupon, she stood over him laughing and taking photos – ‘Sandra would love these’ she said.

Mud oozed over the Sissie’s lovely blonde wig, and face, making his makeup run, and filling his mouth with putrid slime. He tried to get up, but fell back into the gloop.

‘Come on, make an effort – you’re so weak. No wonder you make a better woman than a man.’

Tony managed to extricate himself from the bog, and stood up, mud and slime dripping from his ruined unfit, which clung closely to his body, making his erection very prominent.

‘Ha, ha, ha’ Monica laughed, ‘look how being treated like this turns you on.’

She grabbed at his cock through his sodden mini skirt and pants, and began to masturbate him. Tony became dizzy with anticipation, but after a few strokes, she abruptly stopped,

‘Not cum time now, I’m afraid’ with an evil cackle.

‘Come on’ Monica said ‘time to go back.’

‘Hmph’ Tony muttered.

When they got back to the house Tony, wet through and covered in   black mud, was shivering with the cold.

‘I need a bath’ he said.

‘No, not yet, sit in that chair.’

He sat down, his skirt rising over the tops of his sodden, filthy stockings. Monica took out her long, thin cigarettes and lit one, making Tony cough as he inadvertently inhaled the smoke she blew directly into his face.

Monica took a couple of puffs of her cigarette, and ordered –

‘Open your mouth.’

The sissified son in law complied obediently, and Monica flicked her ash straight into his open mouth, making him cough and choke. She continued to do this until the cigarette was finished, and Tony’s mouth was clogged with ash, his breathing short and constrained.

‘I hope you’ve got the message, missy.’

Tony was unable to answer, and just nodded.

‘I shall be monitoring your behaviour from now on.’

Tony just stood there, he didn’t know what to say, but just knew the humiliation of being so treated turned him on.

‘I can smoke but you can’t, unless I tell you to’ Monica continued. ’But as a concession, I’ll show you how to smoke properly.’

Tony quailed at the perfect of being made to smoke his mother in law’s foul cigarettes, and was worried about the effect on his health, but the thought also made him aroused – the sheer masochistic, self-destruction at this glamorous older woman’s hands, made him like putty in those hands.

‘But this brand of cigarettes is expensive you know, for a woman like me. So, I propose that you make a standing order to pay for my supply.’

‘But I hate smoking because it makes me cough - and don’t want to take it up’ Tony couldn’t help a small voiced protest at this unfair proposition.

‘Ah, but I do like smoking, and   if I want to smoke then I will. And you will too, if I tell you to, and you’ll pay for the cigarettes. Understand?’

Tony nodded assent, dumbstruck.

‘Understand?’ Monica, pushed her face into his, so that her spittle flecked his skin, and dribbled hotly down onto his lips.

‘Yes’, he replied meekly.

When Sandra came in from work, unexpectedly early, she was amazed and shocked to see a woman, and a very slutty woman at that, smoking a long, thin dark cigarette, like her mother smoked – something she was always nagging her about. Blowing the smoke sexily from between bright red, lipstick coated lips, while her mother stood over her, giving her instructions –

‘Yes, that’s it, blow the smoke out slowly, while giving a come-hither look from your lowered eyes – you’re getting there. Soon be ready to put something up on YouTube.’

‘What the heck’s going on Mother. Why have you brought this tart into my house to help you pollute it with your cigarettes?’ Sandra shouted.

‘This tart’ her mother said with glee, ‘is your husband. It’s just that I discovered his predilection for dressing as a woman, and decided to indulge it a little, hoping to try and help him empathise with what real women, like his wife, have to put up with.’

Sandra was horrified. Was that really Tony beneath all that blonde hair and makeup? Well, he did make a pretty convincing woman, she had to admit. But why were his clothes so filthy, as if he’d fallen into mud?

‘Just stop all this nonsense immediately. Tony, put your normal clothes back on, now. And mother, put the cigarettes out.’

‘Dear, you don’t understand, this is an ongoing process, a little experiment I’m trying out.’ Monica said.

‘I don’t care about your bloody experiment; this has to stop.’

‘You don’t know what this husband of yours has been getting up to while you’re at work – dressing up in your clothes, and, since I’ve been here, dressing up in my clothes.  I have evidence....’ she picked up her phone, and waved it at her daughter.

‘Is this true Tony?’ Sandra said incredulously, her voice full of hurt and anger.

‘Yes, I’m so sorry - it’s true.  I don’t know why I did it. I put on your mother’s clothes while she was out, and she came home early and caught me. I don’t know why, I just felt compelled.’ The hapless hubby confessed guiltily.

‘But she said you’ve been wearing my clothes too. Is that true?’

‘Yes. I’m so sorry.’ Tony began to sob, causing his mascara to run.

‘Look dear – we’ve got plenty now to blackmail him. So, he’d better start pulling his weight around here, and take the load off you Sandra. It’s about time. In fact, I think your hubby could do a bit more to contribute to the home. How much does he really make from this “consultancy” business? I have some ideas, now that I know about his predilections, how we he can make some real money for us. However, at the moment, I propose to introduce some technically based behaviour modification techniques. And I’ll teach you how to implement them too.’

‘OK’ Sandra said warily. She felt confused about everything at the moment.

‘One thing which we need to deal with immediately is   habit of masturbating – he was about to do it when I caught him wearing my clothes, and I believe he uses pornographic photos and videos, of men ordered by their wives to dress as women as a form of humiliation, to masturbate to.’

‘Oh!’ Sandra gasped shocked. It hasn’t crossed her mind that her husband was perverted in this way. She felt really hurt.

‘But why? Does he think he’s really a woman in a man’s body? I must admit that I’m often too tired after working all day, to have sex, but this? It’s so hurtful, it’s almost as bad as being unfaithful – worse maybe. I could understand falling for another woman, but this is disgusting.’

‘Could be all sorts of reasons. Men like him fetishize women’s clothing, for a start, are turned on by it, the look, touch and feel of it, so he needs to wear it, to become the object of his own fantasies.’

‘But he has me – a real woman. Why does he ned to become a fake woman, and then masturbate– ugh!’

‘Who knows how the brain works, especially men’s brains. He might also be having repressed gay impulses, and can only act them out by pretending to be a woman.’

‘So, you think he’s secretly gay?’

‘Well, he’s turned on by being anally penetrated by a cock – I know that.’

‘Oh!’

‘We have to stop his revolting masturbation habit, and I’ve got just the thing’ and she took out a penis shape steel  cage, with small hole at one end, and a padlock at the other, ‘This a  cock restrainer, and it clips over his cock, and then  the padlock is locked, and the key retained by his owner – which will be me, and thus he will be unable to touch himself at all, or even have a full erection – not without the cage being removed, which can only be done by getting the keyholder’s  permission. And I ‘ve also acquired this little device’ and she showed Sandra a pear-shaped object with a large flat circle on the end.

“What on earth’s that? Sandra said.’

‘This, my dear is a butt plug, and it’s to be inserted into hubby’s arse, in order to punish and humiliate him, but also to make his hole bigger to prepare him. Once he gets used to this size, then we’ll put a bigger one in, and so on.’

‘Prepare him? Prepare him for what?’

‘Prepare him to be real woman. To know how it feels to have a big fat, cock inside him. And, I said I want him to earn money for us, and it’s something he really wants to do anyway, and this will help him to have gay sex, which I know he secretly craves. He’ll love a bit of gentle coercion in that direction, save him from a lot of guilt.’

‘But he’s always seemed completely straight.’

‘And while he was appearing so straight, he was dressing in your clothes and looking at crossdressing and feminisation websites.’

‘Oh’ Sandra exclaimed again.

‘I have someone, a friend, who can come here and help you both. ‘She can help Tony become increasingly feminised, which is obviously his true nature, and help you, too – to cope with this situation, feel empowered by it.’

Sarah arrived that very next day. Impossibly glamourous, her height emphasised by four-inch heels, and wearing a black latex skinsuit, with black hair, dark red lips, and high cheekbones, she was certainly an imposing presence. Tony was, of course, very turned on by her, while Sandra felt somewhat intimidated, and   wondered why her mother had invited this woman to stay. Well, she was surprised that her mother knew such women. Not for her the quiz nights at the local Seniors club anyway, and she had to admit she felt some admiration. Admiration, but this woman, Sarah’s, presence, felt like another imposition. Since her mother had come to stay, their lives already had become tuned upside down, and how could she ever trust, or be attracted to, her husband again, with her mother’s revelations?

‘Monica has invited me here to help you’ Sarah said ‘She’s told me about her daughter having to do all the housework and cooking, while her husband does nothing, and also about her his predilection for crossdressing and feminisation porn, which he masturbates over. This is clearly an unacceptable situation, so I propose to practice behaviour modification  on Tony, while enabling Sandra to become more powerful in the relationship, and become her own woman, Since she is the principal breadwinner, she should have the dominant role in their relationship, while her  husband should be encouraged to  inhabit he feminine role he so obviously desires.’

‘No...no I don’t really desire that, it’s just a fetish.’

‘Be quiet Tony - just because a woman is speaking doesn’t mean you are free to interrupt her. If you need to address me, please address me as Ma’am.’

Tony immediately responded to Sarah’s command; such was her dominating presence.

‘Now pull your panties down.’ Tony obeyed, revealing his rapidly growing member.

‘Hmm – aroused immediately. I’ve heard you like to masturbate to images of men dressed up as women.’

The sissy blushed –

‘Well, occasionally, when Sandra has been too tired for sex, I need an outlet. And it was the fact that women had forced these men to dress as women, that aroused me – and the men did look just like real women.’

‘Which is how you wanted to look.’

‘Yes’ Tony blushed even deeper.

‘Well, that behaviour has to stop’ and with this she grabbed the tranny’s cock firmly, and began to slowly stroke the shaft. Tony moaned, but Sarah retained her slow, rhythm and firm hold. Tony moaned even louder, he was about to cum, but Sarah didn’t increase the speed of her strokes, but firmly manipulated his orgasm, so that the cum just trickled out of the end of his cock into a steel receptacle that Sarah expertly directed it into, leaving Tony frustrated at his ruined orgasm.

‘That’s called milking’-

Sarah announced to the fascinated Monica and Sandra.

‘And now he has to drink his own cum, as a sign of his absolute submission to the woman. She held the steel cup to Tony’s lips –

‘Drink it, you pathetic slut.’

Sandra was amazed at the way her husband compliantly obeyed, nearly retching as he swallowed his own thick white juices. Sandra herself felt incredibly turned by her hubby’s humiliation, as Sarah quickly slipped the restraining cage over his now flaccid cock, and   locked it, passing the key to Monica. She then expertly pushed  Tony forwards, until he was bent over –

‘Spread your cheeks’ she ordered, and as Tony pulled his hole open, Sarah expertly pushed the lubed plug into him. He groaned with discomfort at first, but then experienced sensual delight, as the humiliating object went up inside him, stimulating his prostate.

‘You had no right to invite this woman here’ Sandra said to her mother later. This is our house you know, you’re welcome to stay, but I’m not sure about inviting your friends.’

‘I’ve only invited Sarah, because I know she can help you with your husband. Do you really want to continue working your fingers to the bone, while your husband just lazes around, while you’re the main breadwinner? He has it too easy, and you obviously aren’t able to deal with, or even recognise the situation you’re in.’

‘But most women are in similar situation – their husbands don’t do their fair share of the housework either.’ Sandra replied.

‘Most women are brainwashed like you, taught that men are the superior race, and believing this unconsciously, if not consciously. We must fight back against this’ Sarah, who had overheard, broke in..

‘And what about him masturbating to porn, and dressing up in your, and your mother’s clothes?’ Sarah asked.

‘Well, yes, that is indefensible. I’m fed up with making excuses for him. I feel deeply wounded by his behaviour, making me live a lie, and he deserves everything that’s coming to him. Thanks mum, for exposing him, and to you Sarah, for your help and advice.’ Sandra said passionately.

Tony just looked on. Why he wanted to wear women’s clothes was a mystery to him. All he could think of was how turned on he was by his mother in law’s, and now Sarah’s, domination.

What he knew was how he loved to look at himself in the mirror, his lips pink with lipstick, eyes outlined in black, with dark lashes thick with mascara, ringleted hair falling around his rouged cheekbones, as he smiled coquettishly. And what a buzz it was to see the videos of himself so attired, sultrily smoking a long, slim cigarette, now put up on YouTube by Monica, and read the comments from posters saying how sexy he was, and what they’d like to do with him, or him to them, or even those saying he was a ridiculous slut and a risible loser. Or hear the voice of his mother in law ordering

‘Bend over and hold your hole open, you pathetic fucking Nancy Boy.’

Monica even had his maid’s costume professionally altered to have Sissy Nancy Boy in pink letters on the frilly white apron and cap. And now even his wife referred to him as Nancy Boy.

His wife, who encouraged by her mother, had taken a much younger lover, Grant – whose cock Tony/Nancy had been told to suck, and which he’d couldn’t help but enthusiastically comply with, despite the humiliation, while being filmed for public display. He. Who been so  scared of having his cross-dressing predilection exposed.

His mother in law now discussed hormone treatment, and even possible future surgery with Sarah, and Sandra, and his wife had agreed –

‘The way he treated me and hurt me, and his overwhelming desire to be a woman – I think that’s the best thing for him.’

And Tony couldn’t disagree. As he got on with his maid’s work around the house, always dressed in his sissy maid costume, and heels, which made his work even more tiring: now doing all the housework, and cooking and cleaning, whereas before he’d done none at all. Sandra had left her job and had taken over his consultancy business, and it was doing much, much better than it ever did under Tony.

The hapless, sissified hubby, also made money for the household, by appearing in videos which Monica and Sandra, with the help and advice of Sarah and her organisation. Which Sandra learned her mother also belonged to, made and put on the internet. Some were of him alone, but others were far more explicit, and thus earned a lot more money, and involved Tony, in his role of sissified maid, Nancy Boy, with Grant, now Sarah’s lover, and various other men.
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