

From Executive Bullyboy to Simpering Sissy Secretary  

Beth’s Forced Feminization Revenge

Beth looked at her husband, Ben through the two-way mirror she had installed in the bedroom, the one she hadn’t told him about and which he had no idea existed. He wore a black and red corset, which emphasised his increasingly feminine curves, and burgeoning cleavage. Black stockings were clipped to his suspender belt, and his legs ended in pink, six-inch, high heels. She watched fascinated as he applied makeup to his face. Slathering on the foundation, making sure it covered every blemish and beard trace, far less prominent now after the hormones she’d secretly administered to him without his knowledge. Then, starting on the eyes, carefully outlining them with the black pencil, just as she had taught him, then applying the thick mascara, before shading his carefully shaped eyebrows. He attached a pair of long, glittering earrings to his pierced ears. Beth’s heart thumped against her chest. She was caressing her clit, and her hand began to move faster as he outlined his lips with the dark red pencil, making his lips fuller. She could hardly believe her eyes. No one would have thought that her macho, Alpha male husband, would one day spend ages on making his face up, and not with some of the male cosmetics now on the market, but with authentic female ones. That she would, in fact, see him making himself up as a very convincing and sexy woman. She exhaled suddenly, and her body jerked as she climaxed.

What had happened to her husband, to change him so dramatically? But what had happened to her also to alter her in such a life changing way. So that instead of being a dutiful and conventional wife, she was now a fearsome dominatrix – a woman turned on by successfully dominating and humiliating her husband. She looked through the mirror again. Now some men were entering the room. She watched her husband turn away from the dressing table, where he had been applying a final layer of lipstick. His scarlet lips shone, outlined in a pout with thick lipliner. Eyes outlined in starkly sexy black, the lids stained with blue eyeshadow, brows plucked and shaped, long, scarlet fingernails. Cheeks red with blusher, making him look like a painted doll, and dangly, over the top earrings. Beth felt the familiar tingling, and watched transfixed as Ben got up and walked across the room to where a tall, muscular black man stood before him. Beth could hardly believe it when her husband pulled the man’s trouser zip down, and watched, rivetted, as the man’s huge, black cock sprang to attention. She was even more focussed when her hubby took the cock, with some difficulty, into his mouth, almost gagging on it, before sucking away at it. Beth felt a pang of guilt: she had changed her husband from a normal, heterosexual bloke into a sissy tart. ‘Yes,’ a voice inside her, her mother’s voice, said in her defence – ‘he must have been predisposed to be like this. You don’t, couldn’t have, made him like this, you just enabled it. You might say’ the voice continued ‘you’ve enabled him to follow his true nature, one that he’d kept repressed all these years. He needed you to “force” him to act like this.’

Of course, the words were true, but Beth couldn’t help but feel guilt, as the man withdrew his penis quickly from her hubby’s mouth, and directed a stream of thick, white cum into his face, making the makeup he’d just spent so long over, run down his cheeks, mingling with the man’s juices. 

‘When did that guy last cum’ Beth thought to herself, at the volume of semen the man produced, all going into Ben’s humiliated face, while another man looked on, wanking. Then, not to be outdone, that man stepped forward and thrust his own cock into her sissified husband’s mouth. Her husband, who had watched previously as these two men had done the same thing to her, his wife. What a pathetic sissy cuckold she thought viciously, turned on by the thought of telling him this at the first possible opportunity.

Hubby groped for his own cock, and Beth saw with satisfaction how the hormone tablets she’d surreptitiously put in his food had worked their magic. His cock was now much reduced in length and thickness. The length and thickness he’d been so proud and boastful about, when he harassed those women in the office with his unsolicited photos of his cock, and when he’d had those affairs, while she stayed at home cooking his meals and cleaning his house. She’d really taught the macho man a lesson, she reflected grimly, as she watched him put his face to the floor and begin licking up a pool of cum, as instructed by one of the men.

Well, this is how it all began........

One Year Earlier

Beth wondered what the heck was going on, when she accidentally opened her husband, Ben’s, email. It was from his employer, where he held a prestigious managerial position-

‘Please respond to claims of sexual harassment, including sending inappropriate photos of yourself to female employees.’

What was this all about? Ben was an Alpha male, certainly, and that was one of the things that had attracted Beth to him in the first place, and he played the dominant role in the relationship. While Beth, who’d previously had her own demanding career before suffering with anxiety and depression, had, now she was well again, begun to resent the role of passive, stay at home housewife. She’d even begun to wonder what role her husband, through undermining her, might have had in her illness.

Beth had wondered about Ben’s marital fidelity to be honest, but she pushed her suspicions away by telling herself that what you don’t know about won’t hurt you. And Ben seemed a good husband, providing a secure home for her, though lately she’d wondered where the money was going. Her own savings, which Ben has access to, had declined worryingly. Lately, she’d become dissatisfied with her own status, and missed the intensity and responsibility of work. OK, so she’d had a bit of a breakdown, and Ben had been there to support her. He’d made every effort to create a home full of the latest gadgets, and installed her there, with little to do apart from getting the shopping in, doing the housework, and putting his dinner on the table when he arrived home from work, often via some bar where he’d been conducting ‘important business’.

But now this – this email. OK, so it was addressed to him, and she had opened it inadvertently, and wished she hadn’t, but she couldn’t put the genie back in the bottle. She couldn’t unknow what she now knew, that Ben was being investigated for sexually harassing female colleagues.

Well it could all be made-up, malicious allegations. Maybe these were women who fancied Ben, and he hadn’t responded, because he was with her, and now they were trying to get back at him.

Hmm – she couldn’t help but begin looking into Ben’s email account, despite herself. There were emails with photo attachments sent to several secretaries in his company. What were these photos – holiday snaps? Curiosity got the better of her, and she opened one of the attachments, looked at the photo – and what she saw stunned her. An erect cock, Ben’s cock, she recognised the prominent spot halfway up the shaft, and the slightly bent shape of it. Her husband had emailed photos of his cock to female staff members! Now she read one the of his sent emails –

‘UR so sexy, I just want to stick my cock up your lovely cunt XXX.’

What did the responses, and there were some, say? She took a deep breath and opened one, half expecting a reply from a woman besotted with her husband, but instead it said –

‘Get lost, you pervert. I’ve had enough of you harassing me. I’m taking his to Human Resources.’

Beth sank back into her seat. It was as if her world was falling apart. But after a couple of minutes, she couldn’t resist going further into her husband’s personal account, opening more of his messages, and photos, and a pattern began to emerge. A pattern that informed her that her trusted husband was a pervert and abuser of women, who’d been carrying on affairs with other women besides sending out abusive, harassing emails and photos.

No wonder he was now being investigated. Beth’s heart was beating rapidly and she didn’t know what to do. So, she rang the one person she knew she could always turn to, her mother, as she always did in desperate situations.

‘The bastard – I knew he was a creep, didn’t I warn you?’ her mother said angrily.

‘Yes, you did mum’ Beth sighed, but what man have you liked who I’ve been involved with?’

‘It’s because you always pick wrong ‘uns. Look at you now, with your experience and qualifications, and you’re out of work, just a skivvy to that man, while he carries on his philandering. It makes my blood boil – he needs to pay.’

‘How can we do that, but it seems as if the authorities have become involved, and so supposedly he will be in trouble. Though it will affect me if he loses his job.’

‘He should lose his job, at least. You don’t have to worry – you can support yourself – you can get a good job of your own, just as you did before.’

‘Yes, before I became ill, and Ben saved me.’

‘It was you who saved yourself. I think he made you ill in the first place, took away your confidence. You don’t need him, and I’ll think of a way he can receive his just reward, while you prosper – don’t worry about that.’

Beth put the phone down and sighed. She definitely didn’t feel in the mood to forgive her husband, and would have loved to get a job and not be reliant on him, especially now. But how would she do this?

The investigations into Ben’s behaviour didn’t come to anything.  He managed to talk his way out of it, and none of the women concerned decided to they wanted to pursue their complaints. In truth, they were frightened about the impact on their own careers if they became labelled trouble makers. However, Beth never doubted the veracity of the complaints, especially since she’d seen the evidence with her own eyes. On her mother’s advice she saved all the evidence in a secret file on her own laptop.

‘Now you have tools which will enable you to get back at him – by blackmail. He’ll have to do what you want or else the world will know what he’s really like.’

Her mother, Jane, proposed that Beth get back at Ben for all the things that really annoyed her about him. One of them was his constant pressure on her to wear heavy, slut style makeup, and to dress in this way also. Beth actually hated heavy makeup, and dressing like a slut, and she and her mother decided to devise a way of getting revenge on Ben.

There was a knock at the door. It was her mother. Beth noticed that she had on her highest heels, and a slinky black skirt slit to the knee. Her face was well made up, with darkly outlined eyes, dark red lips, and her black hair swept high and off of her face.  She put a large bag down on the table.

‘You’re glammed up...’ Beth noted.

‘I have plan ‘she said enigmatically ‘a plan to deal with the creep.’

‘Well I’m glad to have your support, but I hope you don’t do anything too rash.’

‘Don’t worry, this will be subtle, no chance of you or me getting into any trouble.’

Beth’s outlined her plan to her daughter, who could only marvel at it. It would be great if it worked – her husband would be completely humiliated, even destroyed. But was it practical? she doubted it, but she wanted to believe that it could be fully implemented.

Beth’s mother made herself comfortable, awaiting Ben’s return from work.

The Forced Feminization Begins

Ben walked in, then paused, surprised at his mother-in-law’s, whom he detested, presence.

‘To what do we owe the honour’ he said, coldly.

‘Oh, you are definitely honoured to have my presence here, now that your appalling behaviour has been found out.’

What?’ he spluttered, immediately on the defensive, a guilty blush spreading up from his neck.

‘Show him the evidence dear’ she addressed her daughter.

Beth turned on her laptop, and showed him the correspondence saved from his computer – the graphic evidence of abuse and betrayal.

‘You’ve been taking advantage of vulnerable young women, which is also a form of unfaithfulness, though we strongly suspect you of actual physical unfaithfulness too.’ His mother-in-law addressed him. ‘As punishment, we’ve decided that you should have to dress and makeup as a sluttily sexy woman -experience what it’s like- since you’re always trying to get Beth to dress like that. Right, get into the bathroom – I want all your hair removed from your body.’

‘And what if I refused to go along with this rubbish?’

‘Then the whole world will know of your activities: the photos, texts, everything. Who will employ you then? you could even be arrested.’

Ben slunk off to the bathroom, and returned twenty minutes later, wrapped in one of Beth’s large bath robes.

‘I see you’ve got the idea of what’s in store for you, wearing Beth’s robe. Open it – let’s have a look at you.’

He opened the gown, and showed his now pink, hairless body to the waiting women.

‘His cock, which he seemed so proud of when he sent the unsolicited photos of it to those young women, looks much smaller now. More of a dicklet.’ His mother-in-law said, sneering.

And indeed, it did without the surround of hair, and he generally looked far more vulnerable and, well, feminine, without his body hair.

His mother-in-law indicated the bag of clothes she’d brought in –

‘Right, you’re about my size, they’re some of my old clothes, put them on, let’s see how you look.’

‘What the fuck. What do you think I am.......?’

‘I think you’re a creep who abuses women, and his wife – by harassing women and cheating on her behind her back. And this is your punishment, to become a cheap looking slut, and be abused yourself. Now get those clothes on, or else everyone will know what you’ve been up to.’

She tipped the clothes out, and they lay on the table like colourful butterflies – satin panties in pastel shades; lacy bras; pencil skirts; PVC miniskirts; see through blouses; cheap, shiny earrings and necklaces.

He looked baffled.

‘First of all,’ mother-in-law said, I suggest you start with bra and panties, then suspender belt and stockings, then a skirt and blouse or dress. We can get a corset on you later on. I’ll get you started’ and she picked out a pair of pink frilly panties, some black stockings, a pink, lacy bra, and a dress with a flower design on it in pink and white. I think pink’s your colour, dear’ she said, to Ben’s frowning dismay.

But he slowly began to put the clothes on, rolling the stockings onto his legs, as instructed, and as he’d seen Beth do so many times.

He did look very feminine just dressed in the clothes, but then his mother-in-law applied makeup, shaped his eyebrows and carefully placed one of her wavy, blonde wigs on his head, with some dangly earrings, and they couldn’t believe the transformation.

‘Look, this really turns him on!’ the mother-in-law said, indicating Ben’s swelling cock, and Beth gaped open mouthed in surprise.

The piece -de- resistance, what really feminised him, was pair of high heels – a strappy pair, with a four-inch heel. Surprisingly they fitted him fairly well. A bit tight, but they were always going to be a bit uncomfortable –

‘Now you’ll know what us women go through’ mother-in-law said. ‘You need to practise walking in them, get used to them, just like us women need to do when we’re young.’

‘What’s the point of that, I don’t propose to walk anywhere in these shoes.’

‘You might not propose it, but you will be- walking to the shops for example, or in the office to do photocopying or filing.’

‘I don’t do the photocopying, I have secretaries for that.’

‘Do you think you’ll be able to continue in your old role if all this you’ve been involved in comes out- you’ll be glad of a job. Come on, no time like the present – walk up and down in front of us.’

He got to his feet, and immediately found it hard to balance. He tried a few tentative steps, and nearly fell over.

‘You need to keep your ankles closer together,’ mother-in-law said. ‘I have a way of training you to do that.’

Beth wondered just what her mother had in mind, as she rooted inside her bag.

‘I thought this might happens, so I brought these.’

She produced a pair of handcuffs.

Beth wondered just what she was going to do with them. Then she bent down and clipped then around Ben’s ankles.

‘Now walk’ she instructed.

Ben attempted to walk, his stride now greatly reduced, and stumbled, and would have fallen if Beth hadn’t grabbed his arm –

‘This is ridiculous’ he said, as he teetered along, his male stride now reduced to a truly feminine mincing. His chest thrust out before him, and his bum sticking out, pertly, at the back. Yes, definitely more feminine, though it was a struggle or him just to walk across the floor.

‘We need to make sure he practices this’ Beth’s mother said. ‘He needs to keep the shoes and the cuffs on at all times, to make him proficient.’

She then produced another pair of handcuffs: she’d obviously come prepared-

‘He needs to work on his balance –bend over’ she ordered him ‘and touch your ankles.’

Resignedly, he did so, wobbling as he did. Jane stepped in smartly, and clipped the other pair of cuffs around his wrists and to his ankles. Now he was bent over in a most humiliating pose, and really was struggling not to fall over.

‘This will truly teach him to balance, and is also good way to punish him. Leaving him like this will be hard, but it will show his place, and who’s now in charge round here- and it also enables us to do other things.’ She laughed evilly, and produced yet another object from her voluminous designer bag. This object shaped like a pear, pointed at one end, then larger and bulbous at the other, curving back to a circular end piece. She deftly pulled down Ben’s recently donned panties around his knees, then took a jar of a gooey substance, and lathered he end of the object in it, before inserting it without ceremony, between Ben’s arse cheeks, and up inside him.

He groaned and moaned, as it went up –

‘What the fuck are you doing to me’ he yelled, but the women noticed that his cock was growing again, as the butt plug went right up inside him, and the pain turned into unexpected, and humiliating, pleasure.

‘He likes, it despite himself, just as he likes being made to dress as a woman!’ Beth’s mother exclaimed gleefully. Right, let’s go and have glass of wine, and leave him to reflect on the consequences of his actions for a bit.’

Beth followed her mother, who was oblivious to Ben’s cries and pleas, downstairs.

‘Don’t leave me like this, please’ Ben shouted.

‘We should have gagged him’ Jane said coldly.

Beth realised that although she had a twinge of sympathy for her husband, she was feeling really powerful, a lot different to how she usually felt, and this was a wonderfully liberating feeling.

‘We’ll leave him like that for a bit’ Jane said ‘it will teach him how to balance in the shoes, as well as breaking his pride, and showing him who’s in charge. Have you got his boss’s number by the way?’

‘Yes, I think so, why?’

‘Ring him up and invite him around for dinner’ Jane said ‘tell him that your husband is indisposed at the moment, and unable to attend work.’

‘Do you think I should?’ Beth said anxiously.

‘Yes, it’s all part of the plan.’

Her mother seemed to have it all worked out, and Beth was already feeling better about things – that she was getting her own back on Ben for his behaviour, feeling empowered, again, after so long.

‘Cheers mum’ Beth said, raising her wine glass.

‘Cheers’ her mother responded, raising her own.

‘This feels good – we’re really going to make the bastard suffer for what he’s done, though he does seem to actually enjoy it, despite what he says’ Beth laughed.

‘Did you see his cock growing as soon as we put the stockings on his freshly shaved legs, and he pulled up his panties?’ her mother giggled.

‘I certainly did’ Beth laughed. ‘But we’d better go and check on him, see how he’s coping.’

‘You shouldn’t worry about him – he deserves everything he’s getting. But we’ve left him some time now, let’s go up and have a laugh.’

They went up to the bedroom, and were met with Ben’s shouted, hoarse invective –

‘Get me out of these fucking handcuffs.’

‘What did you say?’ Beth’s mother said.

‘You heard’ his voice less aggressive now, and Beth discerned the fear in it.

‘For that outburst you need to be punished, shown whose boss, who calls the shots around here – and it’s not you.’ Beth’s mother said pitilessly-

‘And from now on, you only address each of us as Miss – and you NEVER raise your voice to us. In fact, you’re only to speak if spoken to. Understood?’

Ben didn’t reply.

‘Understood’ Beth’s mother shouted, bending her face down to Ben’s face.

‘Yes’ he muttered.

‘Yes what?’

‘Yes, Miss he said.

She turned to her bag again, and took out another object. Beth looked with interest. it was shaped like a short, wooden paddle, with tiny barbs all over the surface. Beth realised what it was for.

‘You’re not going to......?’

‘Yes’ her mother grinned, he needs to be taught a firm lesson for all this insubordination, one he won’t forget.’

She again pulled his knickers down, and Beth could clearly see the outline of the plug’s end. Her mother then grabbed between Ben’s legs and grabbed his cock and balls, and pulled them back through so that his balls, and the tip of his cock were visible from behind, where the paddle would catch them. She raised the paddle and, swung her arm. There was a thwack, followed by a cry – Ben’s cry. Beth’s mother swung her arm again, another thwack, another cry of pain. She continued to give the humiliated hubby another four blows – the traditional six of the nest. Ben’s bottom was now red, and covered with stings from the barbs, but so were his balls and the tip of his cock.

‘You might find it uncomfortable to sit down for a bit’ Beth’s mother said dryly.

Ben began to say something, but then thought better of it, and was silent, apart for moaning with pain every so often.

‘We’ll leave him a bit longer. I was going to release him, but I think he needs a bit more time to reflect on the consequences of his behaviour.’ Jane said.

The Boss Comes to Dinner

It was Beth’s mother’s idea. She had worked at the company where Ben worked, and still did some free-lance work for them, and she knew Ben’s boss fairly well, understood what made him tick. A vain man, with a huge ego. An Alpha male, who liked attractive women, and also, unusually, respected their intelligence and contribution. She also knew that he didn’t think too much of Ben, especially after the recent revelations, and, importantly, that he was looking for someone with the specialised knowledge that Beth had, through her experience, and her PhD. This could be good opportunity for Beth, her mother figured, to get back on the career ladder, and advance above Ben in status and earnings.

Two weeks later and Henry, Ben’s boss and his wife, Susan, came to dinner. And, advised by her mother, Beth got dressed up in short, black leather skirt, and six-inch heels, with a flimsily semi-transparent blouse, and loads of makeup. The way that Ben had kept nagging her to dress, and that she had refused to do.

Beth was impressed -to see such a wealthy high-status couple up close and personal. Henry was a typical upper-class businessman, but he did have an aura of power which Beth found somewhat sexy, she had to admit. Compared to him, her husband was definitely a Beta male – insipid and rather effeminate, though he certainly didn’t think of himself like that. As for Henry’s wife – well, she was redolent of money and breeding. Her designer clothes, and discrete makeup, sexy in an understated way – unlike Beth that evening. How humiliated Beth felt, dressed like a cheap whore, but she soon realised that her mother’s advice had been right, and that Henry couldn’t keep his eyes off of her, ignoring his own wife. In fact, Beth struck up quite a conversation with him, and they got on like a house on fire, while their respective spouses were left to make stilted small talk. Henry definitely focussed on Beth, but then, again advised by her mother, the conversation turned on a subject upon which she had a lot of knowledge, unlike her husband, Economics. Beth knew a lot about this, and had top level experience, whereas Ben had no interest at all. But his boss was very interested, and hung on Beth’s every word, as she explained how the different economic ideologies affected his business interests. And he also enjoyed gazing into her heavily mascara lined and dark shadowed eyes, and was mesmerised by her scarlet lips. He was very impressed by Beth in every way, it seemed.

‘How would you like to come and work for me?’ he suddenly exclaimed to Beth at the end of the evening ‘you can be a consultant – I need someone with your expertise.’

Out of the corner of her eye Beth saw her husband’s dark glance, her husband who’d been ignored by his boss all evening.

‘I’d love to’ she said ‘but I have a home to run, and husband to take care of.’

‘Well, with the money I’ll pay you, you can get a maid ‘Henry said, plus you can do a lot of the work from home if you wish.’

‘What do you think Ben’ she asked her hubby innocently –

‘I don’t think that sort of responsibility would suit Beth’ he said ‘she’s been ill before, you know, stress related.’

‘But I ran an international department before we were married ‘Beth said.

‘Ideal’ Henry said, ignoring Ben’s remarks ‘you’re just ideal for what I have in mind, my dear.’

Beth wondered exactly what he did have in mind, but she was flattered anyway. But she didn’t think much of what Henry had said at the party, and was amazed when the next morning she received a phone call.

She picked up the phone –

‘Is that Beth?’

‘Yes’ she said, wondering who it could be.

‘Hi, Henry Markham here, about that position we discussed last night - I’d like to offer you the job, and have drawn up a contract - eighty grand a year sound ok?’

Beth took a deep breath, and tried to keep the shock from her voice-

‘That’s sounds OK’ she said ‘when would you like me to start?’

‘How about next Monday week?’

Beth collapsed into a seat as soon as Henry rang off. She now had a job, and a well-paid one at that. She would even be earning more than her hubby – would be the main breadwinner. Suddenly her resentment at the submissive role she’d been inhabiting for all those years came to the surface- things were going to change around here, she decided.

When Ben arrived home, Beth tried to discern what he knew about her job offer, but he showed no knowledge that anything had changed.

‘Your boss, Henry rang me today’ she said.

‘Oh, did he or his wife leave something behind here the other night?’

‘Err, no, it wasn’t to do with that.’

‘Oh, what was it then?’

‘He offered me a job – that he’d been talking of last night.’

‘A job? But you didn’t accept did you- he just wants...... well, who knows what he wants?’ Ben said darkly.

‘Yes, I did accept actually – the salary was so good. he’s drawn up a contract.’

Ben put down his knife, and paused mid mouthful. His face was suddenly pale, panic in his eyes.

‘Well-done’ he stuttered.

‘Thanks’ Beth said ‘it’s a great opportunity for me, and it’s just come at the right time to be honest. I’ve been getting increasingly frustrated as a mere housewife – the role doesn’t suit me at all.’

‘Yes, but when we start a family...’

‘But we haven’t yet, have we darling? And I don’t like the idea of tying myself down with kids at present – especially with such a great chance coming along. Thank you so much for inviting Henry round- that’s what’s made it happen.’

‘Yeah...OK’ Ben said grudgingly.

‘But I haven’t forgotten about what you’ve done, and your punishment’ she said sternly. ‘Right’ she said in her new found dominant voice, which she’d decided to use from now on when talking to her husband, instead of the quietly passive tones she’d previously adopted –

‘First of all, we need to get you stripped off.’

‘Can’t we just watch a bit of TV before going bed.’

’The only TV I intend watching is you, dressed and made up like a whore. When you’ve got your clothes off go into the bathroom and rub depilation cream all over the hairy parts of your body and legs, like before – I’ve left the jar out for you.’

He grumblingly complied, and so returned, his body pink and again looking more feminine now it was hairless.

‘First of all, we need to get you into this corset, an old one of mother’s -it’s just the thing to give you a womanly figure.’

Beth strapped him into the heavy corset, pulling the straps tight around his waist, causing him to gasp-

‘Careful, I can’t breathe properly in this.’

‘You’ll survive, like countless woman have done throughout the centuries’ she said.

Next, Beth clipped a pair of sheer stockings to the corset’s suspenders, and was surprised to see a hardening in Ben’s cock, as she rolled the stocking s up over his now smooth, hairless skin.

‘Oh – this turns you on does it – you really do have a fetish for female clothing and makeup.’

‘No’ he spluttered ‘I don’t know... that’s not it’ he said, his face reddening.

Then Beth gave him lovely, delicate pink frock to put on.

He was already looking womanly, but then she sat him in an armchair to apply the piece de resistance – the thick, slutty make up that he was always on at her to wear, and which obviously turned him on. But would it turn him on to wear it, as she suspected it might from the previous experience.

Well, she wasn’t wrong in her suspicions, as she applied thick foundation and contouring to his already somewhat feminine face; thick black eyeliner and mascara; subtle blue eyeshadow; obvious lipliner in a thick line around his thin lips, making them far plumper, then finishing off with crimson lipstick. Beth stood back to look at the results, and let him gaze at himself in the wardrobe mirror, and saw how his cock was now fully erect and dripping with pre-cum.

‘I was right – it turns you on to wear all this stuff, stuff that I hate. So that’s why you’re so keen on it.’

I could tell that he was lost for words, but he managed a guttural mumble –

‘I want to fuck you.’

‘I can see that’ she giggled, but how do you think I feel about making love to my husband when he’s dressed up as a woman – do you think I’m a lesbian?’

Though, seeing him dressed as a woman actually turned Beth on a lot more than him in his usual male role.  But why should she let him know that.

‘Wank me of off at least’ he muttered hoarsely.

‘You can wank yourself off if you like, and I’ll watch’ Beth had an idea. ‘Hold on a sec’ she said, and flipped on her phone, and found a porno website with a couple of clicks on Google – photos of men, dressed as women, dominated by real women, but also forced to have sex with other men. Men dressed as women with stiff cocks on display, sucking off other men, while a dominant woman looked on.

‘Look at those photos while your wanking’ she said.

He gazed at the page- ‘I can’t do that, I’m not turned on by men’s cocks, I only like women.’

‘Do it’ Beth said or I won’t let you have a wank at all. And you know what will happen if you disobey me. Remember what my mother told you.’

Come on, hold the phone up and look at these photos. He snatched the camera angrily, and held it before his face while he wanked himself off hungrily with his other hand, completely turned on by the photos, and by the humiliation of it, despite himself. And quickly cumming, spurting thick white fluid across the room. He lay back with relief.

‘Those photos really turned you on, didn’t they?’ Beth said, with some surprise, and trying to hide how aroused the scene had made her. Her husband looked close to very feminine tears in his now very feminine looking eyes.

That evening gave Beth a crucial insight into her ‘Alpha’ male husband, and she began to realise, if she hadn’t before, the repressed desires within herself – and the possibility of fulfilling them. After so many years of not being sexually fulfilled, she didn’t propose to let the chance go. She determined to carry on feminising her husband, and make sure that she did whatever it took to make sure the job offed to her by Henry worked out. But her mother had another good idea – Ben would take sick leave due to stress, which everyone would know was related to allegations made against him, even though no further action was to be taken. Meanwhile Beth would be beginning work at his company, and would need a secretary. So why not hire her husband in his feminised role, under a new female identity? Which no one would know about, since she would tell Human Resources that she knew a good secretary so they didn’t have to bother with hiring someone. Beth would then handle the paperwork required.

‘Sounds great mum, but Ben won’t be able to successfully pass himself off as woman, surely. He can hardly walk in heels for a start, and his mannerisms are just...masculine, although I agree he does look like a woman when he’s dressed and made up.’

‘Don’t worry, there’s enough time before you starting work there, for us to give him intensive training in being a woman’ her mother argued convincingly.

And that’s just what happened.  Beth phoned the company, and told them that Ben would be taking unpaid sick leave for an indefinite period, due to severe stress. In the week before Beth started work at the firm, Ben would have to practise rigorously in being a convincing woman, so that he could become her new secretary -Brenda Wilson. Beth’s mother drew up a timetable, which such headings as ‘Deportment, Mannerisms, Voice coaching and submissiveness, and the lessons would be made to be fully internalised by the use of Pavlovian and Aversion Therapy techniques, such as the wrists handcuffed to the ankles while standing in heels, and being beaten for misdemeanours, that Ben had already experienced. Furthermore, other techniques would be used to undermine his will and reinforce his sense of inferiority to Beth, such as the already mentioned butt plug, and a chastity device, whereby his cock was locked in a steel cage, to which Beth would hold the only key, so that he couldn’t touch it, even if aroused. There was a small hole in the end for him to pee.

The techniques were intensively applied, and were very successful. At the end of the week, Ben could walk in heels, spoke like a convincing woman, and had begun using feminine mannerisms, instead of male ones, such as bowing his head submissively. So, now Beth and Ben were both employed by Henry’s company – with her on a higher salary, and higher status than him.

Ben/Brenda Starts Work in the Office

Ben, now known as Brenda, walked into the office. He felt really self-conscious, and could feel all eyes on him, as he tried to tug his too short down over his stocking tops. He was dressed in a smart jacket and business suit, but Beth, who had chosen it, had made sure that it was tight fitting, verging on the too small. And the skirt was definitely too short for a work suit, showing a fair bit of stockinged thigh, especially when the hapless hubby sat down and crossed his legs – as he’d been taught to do. Beth had warned him to stop nervously tugging his skirt down, as this drew attention to him, and was something no real woman would do so overtly. The office had a wood tiled floor, and he could hear the loud tip-tapping of his stiletto heels, a sound he knew from his own experience, alerted every man that a sexily dressed female was approaching, and caused him to look in the direction of the unmistakable sound. He caught a glimpse of a male face at a desk turned towards him, and blatantly staring. Now he knew how it felt to be a woman, except it was far worse for him, being a man trying to pass as a woman.

In some confusion, Ben found his work station, directed there by a stern looking woman, who looked at him with some disapproval, probably because of the slutty, for the office, way Beth had made him dress. Hopefully, she hadn’t realised that he was a man. Ben’s work place was a cubicle, with a desk, a chair, a phone and a computer. The computer buzzed away as he sat down, and he put in the log -in details he’d been given, and the screen flickered into life.  Need to check the email first, he thought. There were already a number addressed to Beth’s secretary’s attention. He opened the first email, and got a shock- a photo of what looked like a huge penis in full colour and graphic detail. He felt a blush come to his face, and even more unwanted, felt his own cock bulging in its restraints. He felt in a terrible state, inwardly cursing the position he’d allowed himself to be in. Doubly degraded and humiliated – by the photo sent to him as vulnerable female, who was really a man; and the fact he realised he was turned on by it.

The intercom buzzed – it was Beth –

‘Would you come into the office.’

Her voice was curt, business-like – no ‘please,’ no warmth, no acknowledgement of how he must be feeling. He got up from the chair, still unsteady in heels, especially such high ones, and tottered into Beth’s office. There she sat, behind a large, imposing desk, in a dark trouser suit, hair scraped back and hardly any make up. Compared to her he looked a total tarted- up bimbo.

‘Look’ Ben began, but Beth cut him off.

‘You’ll address me as Miss, just as you do at home, except here it’s even more appropriate.’

Ben began again –

‘Look...Miss, I think you should do something about the guy who’s sending me photos of his cock. it’s very distressing on my first day. I think I know who’s doing it – he stared at me as I came in this morning.’

‘Oh, that was probably Bob Cammings, the office letch – he’s basically harmless. Photos of his cock, just like you sent to women?’

‘But that was different –I knew those women. I meant it as a bit of fun between colleagues.’

‘I’m sure whoever sent the photos to you would say the same.  Is that all you wanted to say? Anyway, I just wanted to lay down a few ground rules for our working relationship. You do whatever I tell you to, obviously, and are expected to be punctual in the morning and after breaks. You will work through lunch and breaks if requested, eating at your desk, as I have to. If you need to leave your desk for any reason, you must ask my permission.’

‘Presumably that doesn’t mean if I need, you know...’

‘No, I don’t know, what exactly?’

‘Relief myself- go to the loo.’

‘Yes, you still have to ask permission.’

‘Oh.’ how humiliating was that, he thought, like a child at school.

‘I do want you to leave your post now, though, could you go to the cafe and get me a croissant and a coffee – here’s the money’. She slid some coins at him across the desk. The next thing she’d turned back to her computer screen. Ben gathered the coins up, with difficulty with his long red nails, and reluctantly turned to walk from Beth’s office. Now he had to negotiate the wider office, and the letch again, then the lift and security, and the busy street; before entering the crowded café, and queuing for Beth’s croissant and coffee. Now he really did feel submissive and humiliated, and found it even harder to look anyone in the face. When being served he found it difficult to be understood by the assistant, for not only was he speaking in an unfamiliar soft, attempted feminine, voice, but he kept looking at the floor as he spoke. People behind him muttered and sniggered, and he had to repeat the order twice. It was so different to his past experience of going in that café to order himself something to eat or drink, when he’d strode in, bantering with the staff as he was being served. He just hoped that no one there recognised him, but, he thought, he hardly recognised himself beneath the layers of makeup, and with shaped eyebrows, earrings and blonde wig. He scurried back to the security of the office building as fast as he could in such high heels – which wasn’t that fast at all. Then it was back into the office building, past the blatant stares of men – the security staff on reception, and the ‘office letch’, and past the women in the office, who also seemed to gaze on him with hostility, with his tarty clothes and makeup. He went straight to Beth’s office. She was on the phone and gestured impatiently to him to put the croissant and coffee down on her desk. He did so, then fumbled in his purse for her change, the long, red fingernails making even the simplest actions doubly difficult.

Ben went back out to his desk and his work. He’d never realised how much a secretary had to do, as he dealt with all phone calls and emails, including more photos of men’s private parts -which he wondered whether Beth had something to do with, as well as typing up letters and documents. Had she told any of the women he’d sent unsavoury photos to who her new secretary really was? Talk about retribution he thought. And yet, every dodgy, unsolicited email he opened, caused a thrill to surge through his loins, and make his entrapped cock ache and his balls swell and throb. Then he realised that he needed to have a piss. He tried to ignore it, but realised that he just had to go, or else he would wet himself. How would that look? It didn’t bear thinking about the reaction it would cause. He went and knocked on Beth’s door –

No reply, so he knocked again, and eventually she called out-

‘Enter.’

Ben tottered into the office, and Beth barely looked up from her computer screen.

‘Yes’ she said coldly.

‘I need the loo, I’m desperate.’

‘Oh, I’m afraid you’ll have to hang on for a bit – I’m waiting for an important phone call.’

‘I can’t...’

‘Sorry, you’ll just have to – hold it in, use a bit of self-control. This call is important.’

Ben went back to his desk. Now the feeling in his bladder was urgent. He wriggled in his seat. The minutes ticked by – this call better come in soon. The phone rang and he quickly picked it up with trembling hand, his long fingernails almost causing him to drop the receiver. He managed to pick the phone up before it rang off, and answered it, his voice strained, struggling to keep a calm, feminine tone-

‘Oh hi’ a breezy, decidedly masculine voice came through the receiver’s speaker- ‘Gavin Maxwell here, from Accounts. It’s about my dinner with your boss, Ms Winters. I’m sorry I can’t make it tonight; can we change it to Friday? Ask her to get back to me, will you?’

‘OK, I’ll give her the message’ Ben said ‘using all his self-control to keep his voice calm, and put the phone down quickly. So that was it, the important call!  He felt a wetness between his legs, and realised piss had leaked from his bursting bladder. He rose quickly from his soaking seat, and saw there was dark stain spreading over the cushion. His knickers were also damp, and to his horror, he realised that there were dark stains on the insides of his stockings. Good job they were dark he thought, as he rushed off the Ladies, trying to stop his bladder fully opening and releasing a cascade of piss down his legs. How would he explain that away?

In the Ladies, Ben tried to clean himself up as well as possible. Just being in the Ladies’ toilets seemed transgressive, and embarrassing to him. It was also another thing that made him hard. He could hear women coming and going to use the loo, as he sat in the toilet cubicle with a massive hard on in his caged, confined cock, and being unable to do anything about it. Trying to dry his panties and stockings with toilet paper – pretty unsuccessfully. He pulled his knickers up, and stood unsteadily, checking that everything was in place, and that his skirt wasn’t caught in his knickers or anything. Ben then tentatively opened the door, and peered out, checking that no other women were there, so insecure did he feel in the female role he was now trapped in. His heels tip- tapped loudly on the tiles as he walked out of the cubicle, and stood washing his hands. Just then another woman entered- Ben caught her reflection in the mirror –

‘Hi’ the woman said, seemingly not noticing anything suspicious.

‘Hi’ Ben replied, in his most feminine voice.

The woman was blonde and attractive, and, even more aroused, Ben felt like Tony Curtis or Jack Lemmon with Marilyn Monroe in the film Some Like It Hot.

Then he dried his hands and walked quickly out of the toilet and back to the office.

His seat was still   damp, and the dark stain apparent. It was to him anyway, but he hoped no one else would notice, nor the smell of piss that must now be wafting from his vicinity. In the toilet he’d made sure he squirted itself extravagantly with the very feminine perfume that Beth had thoughtfully put his handbag, along with makeup and tissues. 

‘Women know that they have to keep a supply of these things with them’ she’d said.

A man approached his desk – tall, young, good looking, manly –

‘Is Beth, I mean Ms Winters, in her office?’ he asked Ben, who was just Beth’s secretary, Brenda, not her husband, as far as he seemed aware.

‘I’ll check. Who shall I say wants to see her?’

‘It’s Gavin from an Accounts.’

Ben recognised the name from the phone call, and pressed Beth’s number, secretly seething inside.

‘Yes’ she answered irritably, as if Ben was being annoying, rather than doing his job.

‘It’s Gavin from Accounts here to see you.’

‘Oh, show him in’ her voice now noticeably more cheerful, as if she was really pleased to see this man.

Gavin entered the office. Ben purposely didn’t replace the phone, but left the line open, and he could hear the pair talking, and soon wished he hadn’t –

‘Lovely to see you’ Beth was saying’

A sound of rustling- as if they were embracing, kissing?

‘Great to see you’ Gavin said ‘I’m looking forward to our dinner date, it’s just that I couldn’t make tomorrow night, would Friday be all right?’

‘Yes fine – I’ll really look forward to it’ Beth said. More rustling sounds – more embracing and kissing?

Then the door opened and Gavin walked out, looking mightily pleased with himself, Ben thought angrily.

‘Thanks Brenda’ he said as he passed.

Ben forced a smile, but muttered ‘fuck off’ under his breath, when Gavin was out of hearing range.

He tried to focus on his work - as he was naturally conscientious, and competitive, and desperately didn’t want to appear unable to be good at something, even this job so menial compared to his recent status. Nor did he want to attract attention to himself. But now he was finding it tough. All he could think of was his wife with Gavin, kissing him, stroking his cheek, even horror of horrors going further, much further....... He had to stop working, and sit back in his chair, so distressing were these thoughts. Distressing, yet he was aware of how hard they’d made his own penis. So excited was he that he wanted to masturbate, and would gone off to the Ladies, except that he couldn’t leave his desk without permission, and nor, he remembered, could he remove his cock restraint. ‘Maybe I should ask Beth for permission to visit the Ladies again and tell her why, and ask her for the key to my restraint’ he muttered. He smiled hollowly to himself – for this was certainly no laughing matter. Him, reduced to a sissy, a female impersonator doing a traditional women’s job, while his wife not only lorded it over him, but was publicly displaying her relationship with another man. A man younger and sexier than himself. This turned him on too! God, what was happening to him.

It was 5pm, the end of his working day. Beth was still in her office, well she was paid to work late, but he had to ask her for permission to leave.

‘Hi’ he said on the phone ‘is it all right if I go home now?’

‘I can keep you as long as is necessary, it’s in your contract, and I’m not going home yet, BUT you need to get home to clean the house   and cook the dinner before I get in. So, you can go, but the house better be spic and span, and my dinner ready when I get home.’

‘Yes, Miss’ he said grudgingly. But he was certainly glad to get up from his desk, and walk as quickly as he could in his heels towards the lift.  He pressed the button and stood waiting. It must have been a bit before five, because most people weren’t leaving yet. Well, he very much wanted to avoid a crowded lift, or anyone trying to speak to him. Just then however, the leering man from the office appeared, and stood next to him.

‘This lift takes ages’ the man, who was smartly suited and presentable said pleasantly.

‘Yes’ Ben said, trying to sound feminine, but relaxing a bit, since the man didn’t appear threatening.

The lift arrived and they got in. Ben hoped someone else would join them, but no-one did, and the man pressed the button for the Ground floor.

‘You look lovely’ the man said completely out of the blue, and Ben felt his face reddening. The man stepped towards him, and Ben tensed, as the man suddenly pressed his body against him, groping him under his skirt, and trying to kiss him. Ben, was desperate not to be discovered as really a man, and pushed the man’s hand away. He was relieved when, just then, the lift reached the ground floor and the doors opened, to some waiting people. The man walked away as if nothing had happened, with a pleasant ‘goodnight.’

‘Good night’ Ben mumbled automatically. He was in shock and could hardly believe what had happened, or that the man had just walked calmly away as if nothing had occurred. He tried to pull himself together and walk confidently through the office reception area and out onto the street. Now he had the to negotiate the bus home – out in crowded public spaces, dressed as a woman, what a nightmare.  The journey home went in a blur, in fact. One thing about the rush hour, was that people were mainly focused on getting home, and no one seemed to pay much attention to him, as if he was just like any other woman travelling home from work.  Eventually, he was relived to be walking up his street, hoping that none of the neighbours realised who he was.

He entered the home he shared with Beth, and crashed into an armchair. The first thing he did was kick off his high heels, and he felt a surge of pleasure as his toes were freed from the constrictive tightness of the pointed toes, and his calves from walking on spiked stilts. He could only marvel at how women managed to wear such things. But his pleasure was short lived, though, for he realised that he now had to clean the house and put dinner on. How could he do all that while still dressed as a woman, he reasoned. Surely Beth would understand it if he got changed into more comfortable and practical male clothes. He got quickly changed, not bothering to remove his make up or wig. Soon he had potatoes and broccoli boiling in pans, with lamb in the oven, while he whizzed around with the hoover. It actually felt liberating, in a way, to be doing something physical, and to be without the terrible, imprisoning constraints of high heels, corset, and tight female clothes. Though the male clothes also felt a bit odd to him now – heavy and coarse. When he looked in the mirror he recoiled slightly as his reflection, part of him thinking how ugly he looked. God, I need to fight this, he thought, or I really will be turning into a woman. He managed to complete the hoovering to his satisfaction, before making sure the dinner was ready to be served when Beth arrived home. He sat down and turned the TV on with some satisfaction, and immersed himself in the sports channel.

Humiliating Encounter with a Neighbour

Before long he heard Beth’s key in the lock. She’d be pleased he thought. However, she was barely in the door, when she let out a cry of anger –

‘What the heck do you think you’re doing, dressed like that, and with the place in a state.’

‘But I’ve cleaned...Miss’s he said, his voice quavering.

‘Cleaned – huh, she bent down and picked a large cake crumb from the carpet, and examined it disdainfully –

‘This just isn’t on’ she said. ‘You were told never to remove your female clothes without permission, including heels, and also that I expect the housework carried out to certain standards. Get upstairs and put your female clothes back on, then wait for me.’

‘Yes, Miss’s he said, unable to keep a note of genuine apprehension from his voice.

‘I’m afraid that you need to be properly punished for this, I’m going to call mother to make sure you get your just desserts. But after you’ve got changed, before mother comes, you need to take the clean washing out of the machine, where you’ve left it, and hang it out.’

‘What, hang it on the line in the garden? Ben asked with some trepidation. Can’t I do it before I get changed?’

‘Of course, out in the garden, where did you think. And yes, you need to get changed back to your female clothes before you do it.’

The mention of her mother filled with him fear – which he hated himself for.

‘Right -go upstairs and do what I told you to do.’

Head bowed, as it always seemed to these days, he trudged upstairs, and slowly got back into his evening female clothes – which were even more slutty than his work attire: leather look mini skirt, pink six-inch heels, black stockings and red satin blouse, his makeup retouched and applied even more heavily. He had to admit that wearing the female clothes again wasn’t quite the punishment he’d expected. The soft fabrics’ feel upon his skin made his cock harden immediately, and seeing his sexily feminine reflection in the mirror added to this. But now he had to face the humiliation of going out in the garden, where all the neighbours could see him, to hang the washing up. 

He peered out the door, there wasn’t anyone about in the neighbouring gardens, and he ventured out with the basket of washing, his heels sinking into the soft lawn-

‘That’s all I need’ he muttered.

He began hanging the washing up as quickly as he could, which wasn’t very quick because he wasn’t used to doing it, and his long nails made it difficult too. Just then he heard a noise from next door, and it was his neighbour, Mr. Tonks, a retired policeman – who hated Ben for some reason he’d never fathomed, and he hated Mr. Tonks in return. Mr. Tonks looked across the fence, and Ben saw his face light up, presumably at the pretty woman he wasn’t expecting to see-

‘Evening’ he said.

‘Evening’ Ben replied, putting on his most feminine voice and lowering his head.

‘Just moved in?’

‘Just staying here – a friend of Beth’s’ he said.

Mr. Tonks gave him a long, lingering look.

‘Friend of Beth’s you say?’

‘Yes, we go way back.’

‘Hmm – Expect I’ll see you again. Goodnight.’ he walked back into his house.

Ben heaved a sigh of relief. But was worried that Mr. Tonks had recognised him.  This was awful, how long could he keep it up? He thought as he walked back into the house.

The Sissy Gets a Punishment Thrashing

The bedroom door was flung open – it was Beth’s mother followed by Beth herself.

‘I hear you’ve been a bad little sissy’ Beth’s mother said.

Ben found myself trying to mutter an explanation, mixed with apology – as if I really had done something wrong.

‘Right’ her mother said, ‘bend down and touch your toes.’

Ben did as ordered, and Beth clipped the handcuffs round his wrists and ankles as before. His knickers were tugged down by Beth, and her mother applied six severe strokes of the barbed paddle to his naked behind, purposely catching his ball sac, and penis tip, which she’d again pulled back between his legs. The pain was excruciating. Then she removed his butt plug, and strapped an enormous black plastic dildo to her thighs.

Ben, face inches above the floor, couldn’t see what was happening, but felt a cold, wet substance applied to his behind. Then he was suddenly overwhelmed with a severe pain that ran right through him, as the plastic cock was thrust up into him, then pulled out, before being thrust up again.

‘Go on mum, give him a good seeing to’ he heard Beth exclaim excitedly, as if she really turned on. The next thrust was less painful, and he noted his enormous erection, as the next thrust began. It only took another few thrusts, and he was moaning with pleasure, and after three more thrusts, he had a massive orgasm, cum squirting in cascades across the floor.

‘He’s well fucked’ her mother said with glee. ‘Now we need to leave him for half an hour to again think about his behaviour.’

‘Good idea’ Beth said.

The pair sat watching TV, and not the sports channel. In fact, Beth’s mother had the idea of changing the settings on the TV so that you could no longer access the sports channel.  Well, you’d need to   pay extra, by credit card, and Beth had cancelled all Ben’s cards and put them in her name, because she discovered that he’d been spending her savings on gambling debts, on the grounds that he was not responsible due ‘mental incapacity caused by stress.’ Ben had signed the relevant form – under threat of exposure.

‘He’ll get a shock next time he tries to skive his duties and watch sport’ Beth giggled.

‘Can you imagine him?’ Beth’s mother mimed jumping up and pressing buttons on the TV set, and swearing in frustration. Instead of the sports’ channel, what now came up was the beauty channel, with hair and makeup tips –

‘He’ll find this more interesting now’ Beth said.

She noticed again how her mother was dressed far more sexily than she used to, and how invigorated she seemed now they were taking revenge on her husband, whom she’d never trusted.

Her dress was above her knee, her necking plunging, her perfume and make up heavily applied. She looked very sexy, Beth had to admit.

Beth Tells Her Mother About Her New Lover

Beth told her mother about Gavin, about how she intended to have sex with him, here, in the home she shared with her husband, and how she would rub Ben’s nose into the fact that she found another man more attractive than him.

‘Yeah’ her mother said ‘great idea.  I’d like to be involved too, if that’s all right.’

‘Of course, That’d be brilliant’ Beth said ‘you can help humiliate my cheating bastard of a husband even more, and enjoy yourself too.’

‘I Intend to do both’ her mother said enthusiastically.

‘We’d better see to him by the way’ Beth said, looking at her watch ‘That’s been some time.’

‘Good’ her mother said ‘he needed to be disciplined.’

But they went upstairs to the bedroom anyway.  Ben was distinctly wobbly on his heels. He’d pissed himself, and the wetness had formed a puddle on the floor.

‘You’ll need to clear that up’ Beth said, along with your cum from earlier.’

‘He can use his tongue’ her mother said.

‘Good idea’ Beth agreed.

Ben’s legs we certainly sore the next day, as he struggled in his heels to his desk in the office. Beth had given him a lift in again this morning, and he was very glad that he hadn’t had to endure the bus journey.  Entering the office, he passed the desk of the man who’d assaulted him the previous evening, but he wasn’t there yet. Ben worried about having to see him again, but at least he hadn’t actually managed to grab beneath Ben’s skirt and discover what was really there. He’d have got a shock, Ben smiled grimly to himself, as he sat down and turned on his computer.  It flickered into action and he began opening his emails. The fifth one he looked contained an explicit image of a naked man, his penis erect, his face obscured. Humph, Ben said deleting it.  The harassment was getting to him, along with everything else, but, inevitably it now seemed, his own cock grew bigger at this latest humiliation.

Later that morning he answered the phone and it was Gavin -

‘Hi, its Brenda isn’t it?’

‘Yes’ Ben said tersely.

‘Is your boss around?’

Beth was in her office, but Ben thought quickly, and lied ‘she’s not in at the moment, but she left a message – that she’s busy this week, and it won’t be suitable to come around for dinner.’

‘Oh, that’s a shame, tell her I was looking forward to it, and I’ll be in touch.’

He rang off, and Ben felt some satisfaction at thinking he’d spoiled his wife’s attempt at cuckoldry. However, unbeknownst to Ben, Beth found out what had happened, because Gavin texted her about it. She told him that ‘Brenda’ had made a mistake, and she would like him to come around Friday night as agreed.

Cuckolded!

When Beth ordered Ben to put on his sexiest outfit that Friday night, he complied with the satisfaction of knowing, as he thought, that Gavin wouldn’t be coming, and Beth wasn’t aware of this. So, he got a shock when the door doorbell rang, and Beth ordered him to answer it, and Gavin stood thee holding a bunch of red roses.  And, to add insult to injury Beth’s mother arrived, following Gavin down the path.

Gavin recognised who he thought was Beth’s secretary Brenda, with some surprise. Beth told him that her secretary worked for her as a maid, part-time. But was even more surprised a bit later in the evening, shocked in fact, when Beth informed her erstwhile lover that ‘Brenda’ was in fact, her husband, Ben – who enjoyed dressing as a woman, and who wanted to be a cuckold. Even Ben felt some sympathy for the guy, noticing his confusion.

Ben had to serve everyone drinks, tottering in on legs and feet that were killing him in the heels, having been wearing them for so long a time without being allowed to remove them, curtsying as instructed, as he did so, before taking orders.  His cock, imprisoned in its cage, throbbed with arousal and desire as he endured the humiliation of serving his wife’s new lover. Humiliation and desire mixed maddeningly in his mind, making him feel as if he was going insane. Part of him, a very strong part, just wanted to surrender to his feminine subservience and sissy degradation, while another part still held onto this male pride and hurt, at another, more attractive and masculine man, carrying on with his wife.

He walked in with a tray of wine glasses, to see Gavin sitting in the middle of the sofa, with Beth on one side and her mother on the other. His mother-in-law was undoing Gavin’s shirt, and Ben could see his rippling chest – more muscular than his own, which was now hidden beneath a padded bra. While Beth had just finished undoing Gavin’s trousers, and as if choreographed, Gavin’s own erect cock sprang to attention in full view, just as Ben walked into the room.

‘Just in time.’ Beth’s mother sneered. ‘Come on your sissy faggot, suck his cock, help get it ready for your wife.’

‘Yes – suck it’ Beth cried. ‘Come on – get down on your knees and suck his cock.’

Ben tentatively wobbled towards the three. Surely, they weren’t serious, but then Beth’s mother ordered –

‘Get on your knees and suck Gavin’s cock, or else – you don’t want to be punished, again do you?’

Ben certainly didn’t, and dropped to his knees and bowed his head towards Gavin’s crotch: The Accounts’ manager’s huge organ standing proud, his wife’s hand small and delicate around it. She held it firm, while Ben bent his mouth to the giant member, tasting the saltiness of the warm flesh as he inexpertly took it in his mouth, pulled his head back and gasped for air, then applied himself again.

‘That’s enough’ Beth’s mother said ‘don’t want him cumming yet. Go and get your wedding photo from the mantlepiece, take it out of its frame and bring it in here, along with a black marker pen.’

What an earth did they want with the photo, Ben thought, but rose unsteadily to his feet, the humiliating taste of another mans’ cock in his mouth, his own cock humiliatingly standing firm, and walked unsteadily in his heels to get the said photo, and took it from its frame. Then he found a marker pen, and brought the objects back to the others.

‘Right, now take the pen and write ‘sissy faggot cuckold’ above your head in the picture, and put a pair of breasts on yourself.’ Beth’s mother instructed him.

Ben did exactly as order, almost fainting with the exquisite humiliation of it. Of destroying his own wedding image, while his beautiful wife pleasured another man, egged on by her mother. Then Beth’s mother took the photo from Ben and spat on it, then held it before Gavin’s face –

‘Go on show your contempt for the slut.’

Taking his cue, Gavin spat on the image too, so that the photo was sticky and sodden with saliva. Beth did look somewhat shocked by this, but then laughed, and took the photo and spat on it herself, before miming wiping her arse with it. Ben stood there, not knowing what to do, but also impeded by a massive erection.

‘Stay there and watch’ Beth’s mother commanded, and he stood as if transfixed, as the three became lost in the throes of passion, his mother-in-law kissing Gavin passionately, while Beth stroked his cock. Then, in a moment, Beth was on her back, and her mother was guiding Gavin’s cock between the lips of her vagina, and Ben heard his wife’s exultant moan, as she was penetrated by the penis of another, younger, more muscular, better looking, man. His own cock sprang to attention, pre-cum glistening from the tip, and oozing from he cage’s eyehole.

Afterwards Ben was ordered to clean up with his tongue, while the other three went downstairs and watched TV, sharing a bottle of sparkling wine. Ben’s feet and back ached with the heels, his face felt stiff under the makeup, his ribs ached with the tightness of the corset, his balls were swollen with unspent cum. But he could hardly think about his situation, it was as if he was in a sort of dream state or stupor, going through the cleaning of the sofa and floor mechanically.

His mother -in- law walked in, and pointed at a puddle of Gavin’s cum – ‘lick that up with your tongue, sissy bitch’ she ordered, and without demure, Ben knelt on the floor and applied his tongue to the salty, sticky mess, his cock hardening in its constraints as he did so.

Being cuckolded by one of Beth’s work colleagues, a man whom he had once been boss of, but who now lorded it over him, was a turning point in his feminisation and sissification. How could he think of going back to his old life after that? He did think longingly of it. though, but did he really believe it possible?

Now he went about his job as if an automaton, putting up with the daily sexism and harassment as if it was normal, as well as the regular humiliation of being treated as a menial employee by his wife, and having to see her lover on a daily basis, and who, crucially knew who he was, though Beth had assured him that he was sworn to secrecy. But now whenever Ben encountered Gavin, he was aware of he mocking, knowing look in his face. Gavin knew the truth, and what if he was to tell people. Ben was terrified.

Ben’s bank accounts had been frozen, and his car repossessed to pay off his gambling debts, but Beth had kindly said he could remain in the house as long as he performed maid duties – which included   hosting her lovers, and putting up with his mother in law’s attentions.

But he had to admit that when he thought of the humiliation of that evening, when Beth first entertained Gavin, with his mother -in-law, his cock became hard. Although, he did realise that his cock didn’t seem to be as big as before, even when erect – but the memory of that evening certainly caused him to become erect.  He was also aware that he was becoming more feminine through inhabiting the female role for such a prolonged time. He didn’t have to think now about his mannerisms and gestures, or his walk, or his voice. These things were now becoming second nature to him, and he would probably find it hard now to act and dress as a man – he would probably seem an effeminate man. Also, the corset had made his figure exhibit more feminine curves, as if it was moulding his body, while his calf muscles were becoming shorter through always wearing heels. To wear flat shoes now seemed uncomfortable. Now when he looked at the emails of photos of cocks, he realised that he was lingering over them longer, and even had thoughts, which he tried to banish, of what the cock would taste like in his mouth. He remembered with blushing embarrassment, his mother in law’s penetrating him with the plastic penis too. Embarrassment even keener, because of the memory of the way the experience had turned him on, and of how he was turned on thinking of it. Well it had at least been a sexual outlet for him, his last. Was he being conditioned to only being aroused by gay experiences. He certainly did feel harassed by the unwanted attention of the man in the office, and gained a lot of insight into how his own behaviour had affected the women concerned. But, not being a woman, and not used to being constantly lusted over, he realised how turned on the attention now made him. The fact that men were so aroused by him, convinced him that he passed for an attractive female, which he fond very flattering. Beth’s making him look as slutty as possible for work didn’t help either, in getting unwanted male attention.  With six-inch high heels, a short tight, black skirt, tight, white lacy blouses, heavy makeup, and shaped eyebrows, complete with dangly earrings and bright red nail varnish to go with his lipstick, he turned men’s heads as soon as they glimpsed him.  He was scared of being groped or touched in case his secret came out, but was ashamed to admit that he this was something he’d begun to crave.

Ben/Brenda Groped in Lift Again

The memory of his mother -in-law penetrating him with a plastic penis kept recurring, and made him become hard. And now, when he opened the obscene emails, sent to harass him, of men’s cocks, he was appalled, but maybe more appalled by how he couldn’t help imagining being made to suck one, or even, horror of horror, being forcibly penetrated by one-

‘No, that would be disgusting’ he said to himself ‘I’m definitely not going to let that happen,’ but then he thought that he would have said the same about being made to suck another man’s dick – a man who was about to have sex with his wife.

‘What’s happening to me?’ he groaned- ‘I’m becoming a woman, and a right slut at that. I need to get a grip.’

But now, when he walked past the man in the office who’d tried to grope him up in the lift, he found himself no longer scurrying fast as fast as he could, but lingering a bit, giving the man an eyeful of thigh, as he let his skirt slip up his leg. The self-same length skirt that he’d kept trying to tug down on his first days there.

As he passed the guy’s desk, he turned his head slightly towards him, batting of his long false eyelashes, painstakingly glued in place every morning, as taught and instructed by Beth. An action that seemed to happen involuntarily, as if he hadn’t willed it. Nor did he will his tongue seductively licking his scarlet, lipped glossed lips with the tip.  He walked on slowly, aware of his swaying rear, to the lift. The lift arrived and he got in, but the man came rushing up at the last minute, stopped the door closing with his foot, before getting in –

‘I believe we have some unfinished business’ he said, pressing himself to Ben and kissing him passionately on the lips. Ben allowed him to kiss him, and responded, while simultaneously warding his hand off from between his legs. Then the man’s hand was inside his blouse, grasping his fake tits, but he seemed to find nothing untoward. Moments later the lift door opened, and the man walked off, while Beth hastily adjusted his clothes. He really felt he needed to masturbate, but his cock was locked in its device. It was sheer torture trying to walk down the street to the bus stop. He minced along in his heels, struggling to walk, while tormented with feelings of humiliation at his reaction to the man’s actions. The previous time he’d been disgusted, but now he was more turned on, though disgusted with himself and ashamed.

Sissie Maid

Beth now made Ben do the chores dressed in a little maid’s costume, with a frilly apron, black stockings and high heels, to be worn at all times, and a frilly lacy cap atop his ever-lengthening hair. Full slut makes up, nail polish and dangly earrings had to be worn too, of course.

She became ever stricter in her examination of his work – her standards more and more exacting. After all, she reasoned, why should she accept shoddy standards when she was working so hard as the main breadwinner. 

Once Beth came home, and noticed some dust on the bannister rail, and that the toilet bowl had a spot of mess in it. She confronted the sissy maid –

‘Look I want you to get your arse up there, and rectify your mistakes, or else you won’t get any dinner, and there will be further punishments. In fact, I think I will punish you anyway. Go and clean the toilet bowl, but you have to use your toothbrush and your tongue.’

‘What? Look it was genuine mistake. I was worn out, and my back and legs were killing me in these heels. You’re most unreasonable, in fact, I don’t know what’s happening to you. You’re taking this too far.’

‘Well, I’m the main breadwinner round here now. If you don’t like it you know what you can do.’

mumbling to himself, he tottered up to the bathroom. Beth followed him to make sure he really did use his toothbrush to clean the toilet bowl, and lick around it with his tongue. She couldn’t help it – she delighted in humiliating him more and more – it was such a turn on. She could tell that his confidence was declining rapidly, and this was her intention – to turn this once cocksure man into an abject sissy slut, existing only to serve others, especially females, who would never regard him as one of their own, while men also rejected him. But, she thought, it really aroused her to dominate him like this, so perhaps there was some hope for their future relationship. She was actually attracted to him in his feminised state far more than she’d ever been attracted to him as a man.

Meanwhile at work, Beth’s relationship with his, and now her, boss Henry was progressing – they were becoming not just professionally but personally close. She was attracted to him. He seemed a real man, unlike her husband, and his power was a turn on. But Beth was conscious that he was married, and she liked his wife.

That night, Beth punished Ben for his failures in that day’s cleaning by making him go to bed at 7.30pm. Sometimes she locked him in the wardrobe for the night if she especially wanted to punish him. He was forced to stand in heels in the wardrobe, and this certainly taught him a lesson. Beth began to break his will even more, really teaching him who was boss. He became increasingly frightened of her and increasingly timid. She kept making him go out into the garden and cut the lawn and dig up the weeds, dressed as a slutty woman. He hated this, since the neighbours could see him. But this also made him more aroused, and hate himself even more. Beth could see all this, could see how it turned him on to be humiliated in such a way, and how being made into a woman really turned him on. The hormones hidden in his food had a major effect in the coming months. He began to grow breast, real breasts not fake; become shapelier; his skin softer, less hairy, and he didn’t even realise why. He didn’t realise why he was turning into a woman, ha, ha, ha.

Beth Invites the Boss Round Again

It was inviting henry, ben’s boss around for dinner, that had got Beth the job in ben’s firm, and enabled her to usurp his position, and reverse their fortunes completely. Now she was high flying executive, and he was ‘she’ - the submissive woman, and then some. Her husband now had the role of decorative bimbo and maid, who’s role was to be sexually available, and she was powerful and high earning.

So, it seemed only fitting to invite henry and his wife around for dinner again., which she did.

Beth had had ideas for the wardrobe, after locking him in there for punishment a few times. She liked the idea of him being imprisoned in such a confined space, unable to sit down, feet, legs and back killing him from wearing high heels. Now he knew what women went through, and these were the shoes he’d always ben on at her to wear in slut mode. Anyway, she had ideas for using the wardrobe for even more humiliation. She decided have it specially adapted, and got in a local carpenter to put her design into practise. The new design was ready for a special dinner party she’d decided to hold. When the day came Beth told Ben to get in the wardrobe, and make use of the special holes that were now in the door, which meant him thrusting his arms through two of the holes, and his cock through the third. Inside the wardrobe he was strapped into place, so that his body was pressed against the inside of the door when it was closed. Now all you could see of him from the outside were his hands and his cock.  How exposed and vulnerable was that? When people entered the room, they we invited to use her husband’s hands and cock in whatever way they wanted. People were particularly interested in abusing Ben’s cock, especially the female guests she’d invited who were women ben had harassed and abused previously. His cock was prodded and slapped, clamped with pegs, and wanked, and sucked, as well as being constantly laughed at and adversely commented on; and he remained in a state of semi -arousal the whole time. The guests were told not to actually make him cum, but several times he was brought close to it, and then the woman walked away. How excruciating it must have been for him. How humiliating. Especially since it was a man who sucked his cock, sucked it until it he was just about to cum, then abandoned it and him at the crucial moment. It was the guy from the office who’d groped Ben in the lift – and who happened to be bi-sexual. who put his mouth around her sissified hubby’s cock, and Beth wondered how he would feel when he discovered that.

Afterwards she opened the wardrobe, and he almost fell out, his erect cock bouncing before him.

‘Did you enjoy that?’ she asked ‘you really seemed to enjoy being sucked off?’

‘I would have enjoyed it if I’d been allowed to cum.’

‘That was Bob here, you might remember him from the office, an incident in the lift. Perhaps he’ll finish you off if you ask him nicely, and IF I give him permission.’

Beth smiled as she watched her husband’s face turn several shades of scarlet to match his lipstick. She saw further opportunities for humiliation of her hubby here, and asked Bob– ‘would you like to finish the job of sucking my husband off?’

‘Yes, I’d love to,’ he said.

‘Go ahead’, then to Ben ‘don’t pull your knickers up yet, stand there to get a blow job, you can cum this time.’

‘No – No it’s all right, I don’t want to cum now.’

‘You’ll fucking cum when I tell you to’ she said. ‘Go ahead Jim.’

Bob went over and knelt in front of the further discomfited Ben and took his, now erect, cock in his mouth. Ben gasped, despite himself, obviously very much turned on by Bob’s attentions, who blew him to an orgasm, which he took down his throat.

‘I bet you feel a lot better now’ Beth said. ‘Don’t say I never do anything for you.’

‘Now it’s your turn to return the favour – for Bob, and anyone else who wants it.’

Bob lost no time in getting Ben on his knees before him, and thrusting his cock in his mouth.

‘Ha, ha – so you really were gay all the time’ Beth said.

It gave her an enormous feeling of power, and excitement, to think that she had revealed her husband’s ambivalent sexuality to him and the world– which he hadn’t been aware of consciously, and that he’d tried to repress.

Henry had no idea that Ben still worked at his company, under his new identity of Brenda, the sexy secretary. As far as he was concerned, Ben was on unpaid leave, after a scandal, and was now unlikely to return to work. A return which would not have been welcomed.

Beth had another treat in store treat in store for her guests. She made Ben dress up in a pink satin dress, barely covering pink frilly knickers; white stockings; pink high heels; blonde curly wig; and bright pink lipstick; pink fingernails, and, as well as fulfilling maid duties, he had to sing ‘I’m a Barbie Girl in a Barbie world, while doing a little dance, before her, his boss, his boss’s wife and all the other guests, including the women he’d harassed. He had once had a high-status position in the firm, been an Alpha male, and now his wife had usurped his position in the company and his boss’s affections, his status and his salary. What satisfaction that gave Beth, as well as finding her husband’s abject humiliation, and his forced feminine role, immensely sexually fulfilling.

Later, Henry approached Beth –

‘Why don’t we get together again’ he said, and it was arranged that they come again on another evening, just the two of them. Beth found Susan, Henry’s wife very attractive. She was sexy in a classily understated way. Beth had also always fancied Henry, in way that she’d never been attracted to her husband, as a man anyway.

Susan was looking very sexy that night. She wore an elegant black silk dress, just above the knee, with black stockings and five-inch heels. Her greying blonde hair was pinned up, showing off her beautiful face, with its subtle makeup – just a slash of vivid red lipstick, and a touch of eyeliner and mascara. Beth herself was, like her husband, dressed as a cheap tart, since she knew Henry liked this. It also gave her a lot of satisfaction to dress in the way that her husband had always wanted her to dress, and which she’d usually refused to do; but was now dressing like it for another man – his boss, in fact!

Susan approached her. She wore an expensive perfume, with a musky aroma. It made her feel dizzy.

‘You look so sexy’ Susan said ‘I love the way you dress, and so does my husband.’

‘I most certainly do’ Beth heard Henry from behind her, where he’d approached silently.

Susan pressed her lips to Beth’s, and she turned and they kissed passionately. She could feel Henry’s cock pressing into her from behind. Out of the corner of her eye she glimpsed her husband, slumped back in an armchair, his hand desperately grasped around his cock, freed from its restraint for the night.

Before Beth knew it, she was over the coffee table, with Susan steering Henry’s fat cock into her from behind, looking straight at her hubby, red painted mouth agape, as he wanked away furiously, which turned her on even more. To see her feminised husband so humiliated, unable to restrain his pleasure in his abject humiliation, while she had an Alpha male’s cock up her, while said male’s classy wife played with her clitty, was incredibly arousing.

‘Watch a real man, you fucking sissy faggot.’ Beth yelled at her husband, as Ben came. She watched his semen spurt in an arc into the air, as she came myself, her whole body shuddering with sheer sensual pleasure.  Her sissified husband lay back in his seat, while she slumped forward into Susan’s waiting arms.

‘You’re incredibly sexy’ Susan murmured ‘I don’t think I’ve ever seen Henry so turned on by another woman before.’

They kissed, as Henry got to his feet, walked over to Ben, and urinated over his face.

Beth was even more turned on by this further humiliation of her husband. Susan said ‘we’ll pay for any damage, but Henry’s just doing what he had to do.’

After Henry and Susan had gone home. Beth stopped Ben from sneaking away –

‘Now you have to clean all this up’ she said to him firmly, with your tongue. You should be used to that by now.’

‘Yes, Miss’ he answered compliantly, and Beth smiled inside at his submission, so different from when she and her mother had first begun the sissification process.

‘You have to know your role’ she said ‘there must be no deviation, or weakness on my part – that wouldn’t be good for you.’

‘Of course, Miss’ he said, and she felt an inner glow of triumph, at her successful domination of this once dominant man. She didn’t feel any guilt, because she had merely managed to turn the tables on him, and felt proud about the way in which she had fought back against her own weakness and submission. Ben deserved everything that was happening to him, and he even seemed to enjoy it in a way. And, Beth had to admit, she certainly enjoyed his humiliation, and submission, and although she sometimes felt a bit sorry for him, she knew he really deserved it, because his treatment of her, and other women Now she enjoyed being dominant so much that to envisage ever giving it up old seemed unthinkable.  She realised that having no job and just existing to serve a man had been the source of all her problems. It just didn’t sit right with her. Her own self had been lost, and now she felt as if she had found it again.

Beth’s and her mother were always looking for further ways to humiliate Ben, or Brenda as he was now always referred to. She used to look at sissy and transgender websites online, and picked up a lot of ideas. She thought it a real turn-on to publicly expose her sissy husband, this was something really aroused her, and her mother.  Tp put his photo online, with his full name and email address, and asks people to spread the humiliating photos everywhere, was, of course, breaking the terms of the blackmail in a way. But, 1, what could he do now, feminised physically by hormones, but, more importantly, by psychological brainwashing. And, 2, they could have actually informed the police of his activities if they really wanted to take revenge, as well as his family, and the business world. So, he was still in hock to them in that regard.

One thing that Beth saw on the website that turned her and her mother on was one sissy’s Mistress asking for him to be sent used condoms and bottles of piss. So, they asked for Sissy Brenda to be sent these, wondering what would happen and feeling a bit seedily transgressive but very excited.

When she told Ben/Brenda, as some fait- accompli, that they were going to do this, he said

‘No way – I’m definitely not going there – advertising myself online. And I definitely won’t be drinking cum from used condoms. No, you can’t make me do that, that’s gross.’

But, Beth could see the bulge between his legs at the idea of being so humiliated. She knew what made him tick.

And, when the first used condom arrived, she took it from the jiffy bag, gingerly holding it in her rubber gloved fingers.

‘Drink it’ she said.

‘No... no.’

‘Fucking drink, it – that’s an order.’

Beth could see how hard he came as he took the slimy rubber, and leant his sissy head back, as indicated, while she tipped the thick, white, stinking mess in between those bright red lips.

He coughed as the he swallowed the rank liquid, but his cock nearly burst from his panties.

Forced Smoking

Beth’s mother discovered photos on Ben’s computer, which he was no longer allowed to use, of lots of women smoking, and realised that had a fetish for it. Though he didn’t smoke himself, and neither did Beth or her mother.  They laughed about this and decided that they would make him smoke, while dressed in the sluttiest possible way, and post the photos and videos on the internet. He actually hated cigarette smoke, but he had no choice but to go along with it.

‘You like to see women risking their health by smoking to turn men on – well, you can do the same. From now on you’ll be “sissy, smoking slut” on YouTube, and in harder videos on porn sites.

And that’s just what happened. You can easily see Sissy Brenda in glorious HD, in various slut costumes of suspenders and stockings and heels, and scanty tops, his, now real, cleavage revealed, as he places a long cigarette between scarlet lips, outlined in thick lipliner; batting his long false eyelashes, and brushing blonde curls from his face as he femininely takes drag from the side of his mouth, and sexily blows smoke into the air. He has thousands of views. And as for the harder vids – well, after smoking, the sissy puts the cigarette out, and pulls his panties down to reveal his hard cock, and wanks it off to the camera. One of the few times he’s allowed to have an orgasm or masturbate.

Ben Meets His Neighbour Again

Beth and her mother had had another idea, an idea that was causing them much merriment, and Ben/Brenda wondered why they kept giggling to each other. They approached the hapless sissy when he had just come in from hanging out the washing.

‘We were looking out of the window at you, and we realised that Mr. Tonks from next door was watching you through his window, and he looked as if he was playing with himself.’

‘Yes, we think he fancies you’ Beth’s mother said.

‘Augh!’ Ben said. That creep. A horrible old man who hates me.’

‘Yes, he hated you when you were Ben, but he obviously fancies Brenda.’

‘Well, presumably he thinks I’m a woman, which I’m not.’

‘Well, not quite’ Beth laughed, but you soon will be.’

‘Humph’ Ben snorted.

‘Anyway, we want to chain you up’ Beth said ‘get down on your knees, hands behind your back.’

‘What do you mean – chain me up? no way.’

At that moment the sissy heard a click as his hands were suddenly pulled behind his back, and cuffed.

‘Shit’ he said.

Before he knew it, and unable to resist with his now greatly weakened muscles, Ben was hogtied on the floor, wrists chained to ankles, arse in the air, in a most uncomfortable position.

He realised that he was now helpless, and couldn’t move, in his trussed-up position, exposing the back opening in his crotchless pink panties to the world.

‘We have a visitor for you’ Beth announced.

‘What...’ he was shocked. he wasn’t expecting anyone else to be privy to his humiliation – no, not at all.

‘It’s Mr. Tonks from next door,’ Beth announced cheerily. ‘Come to pay his respects’ she sniggered.

Ben spluttered into his gag. His hated neighbour.

‘You know how you always made fun of how he had to use a stick to walk?’ Beth said.

Yes, he had done that – ‘But he was always getting at me.’  Ben pleaded ‘it was just defensive.’

‘Well, we both feel so sorry for him, and angry at what you said, so...’ Beth stuffed a ball gag in Ben’s mouth, and strapped it behind his head –

‘Come on Mr. Tonks, punish him in kind.’

‘Certainly’ Ben heard the old man exclaim with relish, but then it was Ben’s turn to exclaim, as Mr. Tonks’s stick swished through the air, and landed on his naked arse. The stick wasn’t smooth either, but prickly and rough, and Ben groaned into his gag with the savage blow.

‘Go on give it to him, the sissy faggot’ he heard his beloved wife say – ‘making fun of you for walking with a stick.’

‘He flaming well did, did he? I’ll teach him some respect’ and again Ben couldn’t stop himself crying out, as the stick hit him, right where his balls hung down between his legs. And there were several more blows after that, so many that the sissy hubby lost count. But all his wife and her mother could do was laugh.

‘What do you think of him dressed up like a little slut’ Beth asked the man.

‘Yeah, suits him more than dressing like a man. I always knew he was a Nancy Boy. Yes, he makes a good slut – quite sexy.’

‘Would you like to fuck him then?’ she asked.

Ben couldn’t believe what he was hearing and shook his head vigorously. But a minute later, the pair kneeled in front of Mr Tonks, pulled down his pants and trousers, and took turns in sucking his gnarled cock. Then, Ben gasped in pain as it was eased up his virgin arse. But then he realised that he was gasping with pleasure, as the neighbour’s cock caressed his prostate. Humiliation swept over him. How could he enjoy being fucked by this man, whom he hated and who hated him, and   how did it come about that his wife and her mother were enabling him to do this to him. The ultimate transgression.

Finally, Mr. Tonks emptied his substantial load inside the sissy –

‘I really enjoyed that’ he said exuberantly, slapping Ben’s bare bum.

‘Come around again’ Beth laughed.

‘Thanks, I’ll certainly consider it.’

‘Look- you can have her as a free maid if you want. She’ll do anything, clean the toilet, with her tongue if you want. Doesn’t matter how dirty the mess – the dirtier the better, in fact.’

‘I think I’ll take you up on that, thanks. I’ve got a toilet needs cleaning.’

Ben just couldn’t believe what was happening to him.

‘From now, on you’ve to call Mr. Tonks, Daddy’ Beth stated, warming to the idea of her husband being dominated by this seedy old man.

Ben spluttered through his gag in protest.

His mother-in-law reached around the back of his head and unclipped the ball gag’s straps.

‘Say “I will call you Daddy from now on. Mr. Tonks, Sir.”’

‘No...’ Ben began to protest.

The next thing a globule of Beth’s spittle’s hit his eye and ran down his cheeks, as she ordered –

‘Say it.’

Ben didn’t feel he had a choice-

‘Yes, Mr. Tonks, sir, I will call you Daddy’ he said through gritted teeth.

So, you can see how an Alpha male, a harasser and abuser of women, with a submissive wife, got his come-uppance. His wife went on to lead a fulfilling life, with a glittering professional career. After being resigned to spending her life as her husband’s accessory, only existing to cook and clean for him. While her husband also maybe found a kind of fulfilment. Perhaps they both discovered their true roles in life.
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