

Julie’s Blackmail Revenge on Her Husband and His Mother

After Julie’s husband and his mother have dominated and humiliated her, she blackmails them and wreaks devastating revenge

I suppose I was flattered when I first met Gavin. That someone of his obvious good breeding would be interested in someone like me: a woman from a fairly humble background, who’d managed to gain an education.  I became besotted with him, which blinded me to the warning signs of his weirdness. How his mother, Monica, was always hovering in the background, and how he seemed to obey her in everything she wanted. And I wasn’t prepared for the way she began to systematically undermine me. And definitely unprepared for the way they manipulated me into becoming their submissive slave.

I’d always had a somewhat unassertive nature, and Gavin, with his good job in the city and flashy car, seemed an Alpha male, which turned me. But was he really an Alpha male when his mother always seemed to be around for him to turn to? Though I didn’t have much of a problem with her directly, and she seemed pleasant enough. She seemed to accept me as her son’s girlfriend.

Anyway, to cut a long story short, we had a whirlwind romance, and were married inside three months of meeting. That is when my problems started. We’d bought a lovely new house on a ‘nice’ middle class, suburban estate, but alarm bells should have rung when he insisted that his mother came to live with us.

‘But she’s got her own house’ I protested, ‘why does she need to live with us?’

‘I want to keep an eye on her, to check that she’s all right – with her age’ he said.

But, his mother didn’t seem that old, late forties, fiftyish, and was an attractive woman, seemingly in robust heath. Wouldn’t she prefer to keep her independence? My own mother lived on her own since my father had died. Anyway, I’m quite a submissive person, as I said, or I was then anyway, and kept my thoughts to myself. His mother took a room in our new house.

So far, so good, we all seemed to start off living harmoniously together, and like I said, I’m quite a submissive person, and not that assertive. Live and let live has always been my philosophy, and as long as my mother in law didn’t interfere in our lives, I was reasonably happy to have her live with us.  But as soon as she moved in she began to undermine me. Gavin liked me to dress very sexily, like a slut you could say. And being eager to please him, under his thrall you might say, I’d started dressing in short skirts, tight tops, stockings and heels, my face plastered in makeup.  This was a lot different to how I liked to dress normally. But Monica, after she’d moved in immediately began to criticize the way I dressed, and so began a programmed of undermining me. I didn’t have much confidence or self-esteem anyway, and her constant criticism made this much worse.

Once I was standing in the kitchen, waiting for the kettle to boil, when Monica walked up behind me –

‘You dress up as tart even to make a cup of tea’ she said, harshly.

‘What?’ I said, jumping with surprise.  ‘It’s Gavin’ I protested guiltily, ‘he likes me to dress like this all the time.’

‘Does he like it? or is it you who likes it- being a slut? and that’s how you seduced him.’

‘No... it’s not like that’ I protested, but Monica had gone, walked away. I really did only dress like this because of her son, I told myself furiously, as if doubting myself, and what I knew to be true. But that cow just made me feel that I was in the wrong. And that’s what it was like, constant undermining, with no opportunity to answer back.  Now I was a slut, apparently, and needed to control my slut need to dress in a way that seduced her son. When I well knew that he needed no prompting from me in that department. Him with his   keenness to ‘reenact’ scenes from the porn films he got me to watch with him. But now he was growing distant: more and more under his mother’s control it seemed. A control that she was now trying to exercise over me too. I was beginning to doubt myself. It was as if I was guilty and deserved to be punished. A cheap tart who’d wickedly used her wiles to entice her son.

Then, one day my husband came into the bedroom, where I was getting dressed, and said-

‘Mother says can I tell you not to wander around the house with no clothes on.’

‘What?’ I said ‘but I don’t wander around naked, not with her here.’

‘But she says she saw you – going into the bathroom during the night in bra and pants.’

‘Well...yeah, in the middle of the night, in my own house, and not naked.’

‘Well, Mother finds this offensive, and could modify your behavior in this respect- please. She’s getting on you know, is a bit old fashioned in her ways.’

‘Excuse me?’

‘If you could just make sure you don’t walk around naked, please.’

‘Naked – in bra and pants?’

‘Or in your underwear, also.’

‘OK’ I muttered, more than a little stunned ‘I’ll be careful not to.’

‘Thank you – I’ll tell mother. I knew you’d understand. Mother comes from a different era to us, she’s got different values.’

‘But she’s not that old, is she?’

Inwardly I wondered who the heck I’d married. Where was the broad minded, fun loving man I’d fallen in love with? Now seemingly replaced by some mother fixated prig. And that was just the start of that awful period. Suddenly, the lovely, tolerant, but assertive, man I thought I’d married became a control freak – telling me how to dress, act, trying to control every aspect of my life. But the thing was, I realized that it was his mother who was calling the shots, ordering him to tell me to act and dress in a certain way. Suddenly, my skirts were too short, and my blouses too low cut, when he’d always said before we were married how turned on he was by me dressing like a that. So, I’d bought loads of sexy clothes and lingerie because I thought he liked them. Now he wanted me to buy a whole new wardrobe of clothes more suitable for a middle-aged frump. Middle- aged like his mother. Something was wrong here, not right at all.

Blatant hypocrisy, in fact. It was so blatant that I found it hard to believe. And to think that I’d felt guilty, felt that I ought to tone my look down a bit in respect for her. But she just wanted to put me in my place, stop me from being any threat to her. And what about my beloved husband – what exactly did he think? Why didn’t he come to my rescue? Me, who’d, after all, dressed sexily in order to please him. God, I felt humiliated. Humiliated and angry. But what could I do about it?  I felt I couldn’t just walk out, not when I’d just got married. I wasn’t someone who gave up on things that easily. That had to be a reason why he was so in thrall to his mother, and I vowed to get to the bottom of it.

But then just when I was about to speak to him, he said-

‘Look, I don’t know how to tell you this, but mother has decided that you need to be punished.’

‘What’ I said incredulously ‘punished for what?’

‘For walking, around naked, and dressing like a slut.’

‘I can’t believe this. And what, pray, will my punishment entail?’

At that his mother entered as if on cue, and what she was holding gave me an idea of my punishment. She was swishing a short, black riding crop through the air.

‘Yes, you need to be punished dear. It’s for your own good. Now get down over that chair, and pull your dress up around your waist.’

‘I’m not doing that – it’s ridiculous. I’ve done nothing wrong.’ I protested, shocked at what was happening.

‘Things are going to have to change around here young lady’ Monica said, ‘you’re going to learn who’s boss. Gavin – put her over the chair.’ She instructed her son, my beloved husband.

‘I’m sorry to have to do this Julie, but mother’s right – you’re too headstrong you need to be taught a lesson.’

Despite myself, I felt turned on by what was happening, while also finding my will to protest such an injustice evaporating – as if I really believed I deserved punishment. I allowed my husband to push me over the chair and pull my knickers down around my ankles, exposing my bare arse to my cane swishing mother in law.

‘That’s it -pull her knickers right down.’ Mother commanded her son, and he complied, as meekly as I had done.

The next thing, I heard a crack, and felt pain stinging my bare arse cheeks. I let out a cry, but also felt a wave of pleasure go through me, as the next crack descended on my bare bum. Well, I was given six strokes. Six of the best I guess, and at the end my arse was sore and, when I looked, marked with deep, red weals. But I realized that I was sopping between my legs, and felt very turned on. Next minute I felt a hand groping my pussy.

‘What the ...’ I exclaimed, but then my protests turned to moans of pleasure, as Monica, for it was her, pressed her expert fingers into me.  I was about to cum, when Gavin entered me, pushed his hard cock right inside me, and I almost immediately exploded in an orgasm, as pulled his cock out and spurted thick cum over my butt cheeks.

‘See, you really are a slut’ Monica said, ‘one who is turned on by receiving her well-earned punishment.’

I couldn’t believe that I was turning into a submissive, a masochist, someone who enjoyed being humiliated and receiving pain. But was I really like that?  Yes, I certainly ‘enjoyed’ my punishment in a way that I couldn’t deny, given the wetness of my fanny, but I didn’t really want to be dominated and treated I such a way. Not by my husband, who I didn’t think he was capable of dominating me alone, and definitely not by his mother. I hadn’t been attracted to my husband just because he was an Alpha male, which he wasn’t really, but his mother obviously wanted him to act like that with me. And she was obviously someone who enjoyed being dominantly sadistic, and got a sexual kick out of it.

The beatings, then getting felt up by her and fucked by him became a regular occurrence. Always as punishment for some misdemeanor that I was supposed to have committed. I hadn’t vacuumed the carpet, or cleaned the toilet. It was as if I had become their submissive servant rather than the wife of the house. It’s very hard to explain. How I slipped into it, being controlled. And the fact that I gained masochistic pleasure from the beatings and humiliation made me think that it was all consensual, and that I deserved to be so treated. I’d been going to return to work, to my job as a research assistant at the university, but now had no confidence to do such a thing. My life was just housekeeping and cleaning, and as a sex object for their amusement, and I just accepted it. It’s only when I look back on what happened that I realize what a desperate situation I’d gotten into.

OK, so part of me had enjoyed being humiliated, but I didn’t want to make it my way of life. But what could I do to escape? I was worried that if I left it too long, then I might begin enjoying it too much. The submissive in me might then lose the will to escape. It was important that I managed to stop all this before that happened.  

But the next instruction relayed to me by my husband was-

‘Since you’ve continued to dress as a slut, despite being told that its offensive, you’re to actually become a slut, as punishment. You’re to stand on a street corner in the red-light district and accept money to have sex with anyone who pays you. You will only charge ten pounds for this, and five pounds for oral sex.’

‘What! I’m not dressing as a slut now – and besides I only dressed like that because you wanted me to. And you can’t make me do that, that’s perverted.’ But, even while I said this, I realized I was aroused by the idea – I was ashamed to realize.

And so, it was, on a cold December night, I stood on a street corner, clad in only a PVC mini dress, black stockings and heels, and little pink, mock fur jacket. It was obvious to any passer-by what I was there for. And a man soon approached me –

‘Are you doing business?’ he asked.

I nodded.

‘How much?’

‘A fiver for a blow job, ten for a fuck’ I said, as instructed.

‘I only want a blow job ‘he said, taking out his wallet. Here’s the money.’

He took out a rumpled five-pound note ‘do you have a place we can go?’

Mother in law had made sure there was a nearby alleyway, and I led the man to it, before going to my knees before him, and taking his smelly cock in my thickly lipstick coated mouth. God, it was so humiliating, but also, I was ashamed to admit, a thrill, for me to suck this stranger’s cock.

‘I want to cum in your face’ he cried urgently, And I pulled my head back, and let him spurt his load of cum right into my face and hair. Then he unleashed a stream of yellow pee, drenching me.

‘Thanks’ he mumbled, zipping up his trousers and walking quickly away. But as he did so he dropped a crumpled five pound note onto the floor, where it lay in all the wet. I had to scramble to pick it up before it was blown away in the wind.

‘You weren’t supposed to pee on me – that’s disgusting’ I tried to shout through a mouthful of cum, but he was gone.

I dabbed the cum from my face with a tissue. I felt so degraded – how had I allowed myself to be used in such a way? Yet, I knew deep down that I had allowed it because it turned me on. My hand went between my legs – my fanny was sopping with my juices. I let my fingers trail in the wetness, then raised them to my mouth and licked them clean. I could taste the man’s cum. It was disgusting, but I was aroused at the same time.

However, I know that things couldn’t go on like this. It was as if my husbands’ mother had some kind of hold over him, a hold which I wondered if I would ever be able to break. And now he’d agreed to make his wife into a street whore for his mother’s perverted amusement, and somehow I was going along with it.

Did Monica now have a hold over me as well as her son? How uncomfortable was that thought? I tried to dismiss it from my mind. I’d been complicit in the caning, and in being a whore, because I was masochistic, and enjoyed it. Humiliatingly, I found that the experiences had turned me on. This has to stop, I thought. I’m letting my husband and his mother turn me into a whore for their amusement. I knew that I had to escape from the situation if I wanted to save myself – from my own subservient and masochistic tendencies, which they were exploiting, if nothing else. But how was I to do this? Where would I live? They had got me to include Monica in the deeds to the house, so that she and her son now had a majority ownership.

One day my own mother came to visit. She’d been concerned about me. She hadn’t liked Gavin, or his mother, from the start, but if I was happy, she was happy she’d always said. But since his mother had moved in, I hadn’t had much contact with my own mother. Whenever I’d suggested visiting her, as we’d previously done regularly, there was always some reason not to, usually provided by his mother. But one day the doorbell rang, and I answered it, since no one else ever did, and there she stood, my mum.

‘Mum,’ I said, immediately feeling embarrassed and anxious ‘I didn’t know you were coming.’

‘Well you haven’t been in contact. I’ve kept trying to phone and text you, but I can never get through.’

I’d lost my phone, and Gavin had just said to use his, which shows how I was letting him control me, and I had given my mum that number. Had he been keeping messages and calls from me?

‘Come in mum’ I said hurriedly.

She walked into the lounge and sat down. Monica was sitting there and greeted her –

‘Lovely to see you dear-take a seat’ she indicated an armchair which was rarely used. ‘I’m sure you need to sit down’ she said ‘rest your aging legs,’ although my mum was only a couple of years older than her, and actually looked younger, with her considerably   less dowdy clothes. In fact, she might be described as an MILF. The sort of woman men of any age would find very attractive. While Monica was attractive, but she wore the clothes of a middle -aged woman of the 1950’s, with long tweedy skirts, and baggy cardigans, her greying hair untouched by coloring. My mum always made sure her hair was dyed a nice auburn tint, and it was cut in a flattering bob, that showed off her heavily made up face. I had always criticized her for wearing too much make-up, and too tarty clothes for her age. Although I’d recently been dressing like a slut myself, because of my husband, so who was I to criticize.

‘Yes, you have to take it easy when you’re older’ Monica continued to mum, ‘you always have to be aware of your age, like making sure you’re not mutton dressed as lamb - but that can be hard to get right as you get older, can’t it dear?’ This seemed a reference to mum’s dress sense, and I saw an angry frown cross her face.  I then noticed how mum’s skirt, which she did tend to wear a little too short for her age, I have to admit, had risen, revealing her stocking tops, and even her knickers. Then I realized that the chair she had been directed to sit in by Monica was much lower than the others, almost like a child’s. A special chair to humiliate guests Monica didn’t like? And a deliberate attempt to humiliate my mum? I wouldn’t put it past her. I could tell that mum was uncomfortable, and after we’d drank our tea, made by Gavin, and endured twenty minutes of stiffly uncomfortable conversation, I gave her the opportunity to leave, saying

‘When’s your train due mum?’

‘Oh – I’ve only got twenty-five minutes to get to the station– I’d better get going, don’t want to miss my train, and have to wait half an hour for the next one.’ She said, trying to keep the relief out of her voice.

‘How terrible not to have one’s own car’ Monica said ‘I feel sorry for you.’

‘Mum never got around to learning to drive when she was young ‘I intervened ‘it wasn’t so common for women then.’ I said tersely.

‘I’m so glad my father encouraged me, and we had the money for lessons’ Monica replied.

As I showed mum out of the door, she said –

‘God, you have to get out of here, she’s awful,’ as she went down the path. I thought what she would do if she knew what was really happening, as I waved her goodbye, and wondered why I was putting up with it myself.

I couldn’t see what I could do to get back at the pair, and thought I would just have to get well away and try to forget the whole experience, but where would I go? And I’d lost so much self-confidence, as if I needed the security provided by my captors. But then something fortuitous happened – something that changed my life, enabling me to wreak revenge on Gavin and his mother for what they’d done to me.

I was looking through the bedroom drawers for a book I’d lost, when opening the bottom drawer in an old chest of drawers, I felt something beneath the soft clothes. Without thinking, I pulled it out, but it wasn’t a book. No, it was a DVD. I glanced at it, but was intrigued that it didn’t have any cover art or information. Hmm, I wondered what it was. Monica and Gavin were both out, and I was meant to be doing household chores, since they’d made me into a sort of maid, although I hated that I’d slipped into such a submissive role. Anyway, I thought I’d have a break and see what was on the DVD. Not that I thought it would be much other than a holiday video or something similar. I slipped the disc into the machine, and sat down in an armchair, glad to rest my legs. The screen flickered into action, and I watched desultorily, expecting to see my husband as a child on the beach or something, but suddenly I straightened in the chair, became alert. The scene showed a group of middle aged men sitting around in a circle – but the thing was they were all naked, displaying paunches and man boobs, but also cocks in varying stages of arousal. Then into the middle of the circle walked a woman wearing a mask, and little else part from a shiny black corset, matching gloves and stockings and very high heels. Her lips were garish red, and her eyes, glimpsed through the mask, heavily outlined in black pencil. No sooner had she entered the circle of men, then they began to grope her – her tits, her arse, her fanny through the crotchless knickers she wore -the camera zoomed in on it, to reveal that it was wet. The woman moaned, and made no attempts to stop the men. But what made me gasp in astonishment was that I was sure I recognized the woman, despite the mask. It was my beloved mother in law, Monica, I was sure. Once, I’d inadvertently walked in on her in the bathroom, and before I rushed out with apologies, I’d seen a distinctive star shaped birthmark on her right shoulder. And this woman had that, as well as the same walk, build and coloring -I was sure it was her. However, I was soon to be astonishingly confirmed in this recognition, when another figure entered the room. Superficially a female, dressed in frilly maid’s costume, complete with little maid’s cap and apron, ringleted blonde hair hanging around her heavily made up face. But when the camera zoomed in on the figure I realized that this wasn’t a woman, but a man dressed as a woman. And I knew that man straightaway, the eyes, the nose, the rounded shoulders. It was Gavin, my ‘macho’ husband. The maid was also groped by the men, and I realized that both figures were being manipulated into bending over a table. The camera closed in on Monica’s backside, her legs apart, her bottom gaping open. I could see right up her fanny, and the small brown star of her bum hole. Gavin, my husband, whom I was sure it was, then knelt before one of the men, and began to suck his cock, until it became hard. The man, a paunchy, sweaty businessman type, then pressed his now erect penis into the woman’s cunt. God, now I was aroused myself, and began playing with my own pussy. I orgasmed at the same time as Monica did in the film, uttering loud moans. God, this was dynamite.  I realized that this little home movie was my opportunity to turn the tables on the duo who were ruining my life.

I heard the front door, it was Monica. I heard her come in and go into the living-room. I walked through, taking a deep breath. I ‘d been busy since watching the film. I’d visited the railway station, and taken advantage of the left luggage lockers. Before going there, I’d made two copies of the DVD, then transferred a copy to a computer file, which I’d sent to my mum’s computer. One of the copies was placed in the left luggage locker. I’d put the original back in the drawer.

‘Hi Monica’ I said cheerfully.

‘HI’ she muttered. She looked distracted. Well, now she was going to become a heck of lot more distracted.

She saw me standing there as if waiting for something –

‘Yes?’ she said irritably.

‘I was looking for a book I’d lost – it was one of those erotica books, you know a Fifty Shades of Grey, BDSM, type of thing. I’ve misplaced it.’

‘Well, I certainly haven’t got it’ she said irritably ‘that sort of thing’s not my cup of tea.’

‘I suppose you go in for more highbrow literature.’

‘I suppose I do – yes, you know the classics, Jane Austen, Dickens.’

‘What about films – I don’t suppose you ever watch porn – it’s just that your son likes it, he wanted me to dress like a slut, and to reenact scenes with me.’

‘No, I’ve never watched porn in my life – my son wouldn’t have watched porn if I was here.’

She seemed to be implying that it was my influence that had corrupted her son.

‘Of course, he wouldn’t have, silly me’ I said. ‘It’s just that...’

‘Well, what is it? I haven’t got all day you know.’

‘Oh, it’s just that I found a DVD in a drawer while I was looking for my book.’

I could see her expression change; her voice became more urgent.

‘What drawer – were you looking in our private things?’

‘Yes – but I just thought you might have borrowed my book. I just looked for it in a drawer, and I found this.’

I produced the DVD from behind my back.

Her face changed, grew a sort of purple color.

‘Give that to me.’

‘This is just a copy – the original is in the drawer, and I have another copy hidden somewhere, and a computer file.

‘I forbid you to watch it – it’s confidential.’

‘Ah, but I have watched it, every minute – it was...very enjoyable, not to mention highly erotic.’

‘You have no business. Now her voice was breaking, and I realized that I’d got her.

I changed my manner – now I was stern, dominating in a way I never knew I could be.

‘From now on I’m the boss here – you and you and your son will do everything I say, or the whole world will know about the existence of this little home movie of yours.’

‘You can’t do that.’

‘I can, and I will IF you don’t obey me in everything from now on. You’ll lose everything if this film becomes known – your reputation, your job – you and your son will be laughing stocks. I wonder what the vicar of your local church would think.’

‘No, please don’t, I beg you.’

‘Get on your knees and beg.’

She fell to her knees –

‘Please don’t show the film to anyone, I beg you.’

‘Lick my shoes.’

She bent her head to my feet, and licked away at my shoes. I felt a delicious sense of power and revenge as I watched her humiliate herself at my feet-

‘All right, stop’ I said. ‘If you don’t do whatever I tell you to do for now on, then I will show the DVD to the whole world. Do everything that I tell you to do, and I won’t. OK?’

‘Ok’ she sobbed.

‘Right, now go and make me a cup of tea and something to eat.’ She scurried away to the kitchen.

I wasn’t prepared for how quickly the change in them would happen after I’d informed Monica, then Gavin, of my possession of copies of the DVD. Immediately, they both seemed to be became less arrogant towards me, quite humble in fact. Gone was the former attitude of superiority directed at me, especially from Monica. Now there was fear in their eyes when they looked at me, and I loved it.

‘I think you should dress up like a complete slut. I’ll lend you some of the clothes that your son urged me to buy in the first stages of our relationship, before we moved in here, and came under your influence.  Real sexy slut clothes – stockings and suspenders, miniskirts, very high heels, see through chiffon blouses – and of course, loads of thick make up.’

‘Please don’t make me dress like that – I’d hate it, it’s just not me. I’d feel so humiliated.’

‘Good. You’ll do it because I tell you to do it’ I said ‘now go to your room, and I’ll bring the clothes in.’

I couldn’t believe it when, head bowed she mumbled ‘OK’ and then went off to her bedroom. It was working – I suddenly had all this power over them. But was it really working? I still found my sudden power over then hard to believe.

Then her son, my husband, came in, and I thought I would try my new powers on him –

‘Hi’ he said.

‘Hi’ I replied ‘you fucking sissy faggot. I think we should get you dressed up in way that’s befits your status- like you were in that film, when you sucked those men’s cocks, and got them ready to fuck your mother.’

‘That was a mistake, years ago......’ he looked at me open mouthed.

‘You heard’ I said ‘mummy’s boy – you should be wearing a dress not trousers, a little pink one, with your hair tied up in ringlets, with a pink bow.’

‘Oh’ was all he could say. It was working, it seemed, as if he just accepted what I was saying without demure.

‘Now go to your room and wait for me.’

I sorted through my wardrobe, and gathered some more of the slutty clothes he’d got me to buy, and which his mother had been so critical of. They should fit him, as they fitted his mother – they were both a similar size to me.  I’d never felt at all comfortable wearing such clothing anyway, I fact, I’d found it humiliating, and this would be my revenge on them. I had to shake myself – my new power over them, or over anyone, was something totally new to me. But do you know what – it was a heady feeling, and I was really enjoying it.  Quickly I gathered the tarty clothes, and a selection of makeup, and walked through to the bedroom.  My heart was beating, but how was he feeling. I couldn’t believe how he’d just complied with my wishes. I was even more surprised at his mother’s acquiescence.

I gathered the clothes and walked into the bedroom. There he was, my husband, once confident in his power over me, even if he was backed up by mummy, now sat cowering on the bed. 

I threw the clothes down –

‘These are far more suitable for you – put them on, your pathetic creep. But first you must go and shave your legs and all your body hair off – make it snappy.’

‘But......’ he pleaded, fear in his eyes.

‘No fucking buts, just fucking do what I say. Come on. Make it quick, before I lose patience and punish you.’

He rushed off to the bathroom, and soon returned, his legs and chest pink and smooth.

I could see tellingly, that his cock was stiff. 

‘Ha, ha, ha – this really turns you on, doesn’t it? Put the kickers on, then the suspender belt and stockings’ I told him. ‘I know you’ve done it before.’

I had to laugh as he pulled the frilly panties up over his cock, as it immediately grew erect, and stuck out of the top. He sat down on the bed, and struggled with the stockings, but then he remembered that he had to roll the stocking up to get them over his feet, and up his legs. When managed to clip them to his suspenders, I saw pre-cum stain the fabric of the panties as it oozed from his cock.

‘Bra next’ I said.

And he managed to clip it on with some difficulty. There’s some   falsies there to put in I said, indicating the rounded pieces of silicone that I’d once used to enhance my own smallish breasts. I’d wanted to impress him – naïve and foolish as I’d been then.

He put them on, and they did give him convincing tits – under outer clothing anyway. Outer clothing which he now donned - a purple satin blouse, and black, shiny mini skirt – the sluttiest clothes I could find.

‘Right’ I said ‘now you’ll need my help to put you make up and wig on – unless you’ve practised secretly – though I know you have previous experience.’

He shook his head miserably, and I sat him down on a chair before the mirror, and began applying the tartiest, thickest layer of makeup possible. Then, I put the wig I’d bought in a mad moment, when I was really trying to be the slut he’d said he so wanted me to be. One of cascading bright blonde ringlets, that fetchingly, femininely, framed his narrow face, and fell over his shoulders. I stepped back – God, I couldn’t believe the transformation. He really did look like a woman, and a right tart at that. I felt a tingle between my legs – I fancied him for the first time since those early days – but now I fancied him as a sexy woman, and this was far stronger than when I been attracted to him as a man. He’d never really been an Alpha male, and I’d soon seen through that image, but as woman ...well. I let my fingers briefly caress his crotch, and his cock pressed out from its satin imprisonment, as if threatening to break free.

‘My, you are a sexy thing’ I said ‘now I can’t wait to do the same thing to your mummy.’

‘You leave mother out of it, with your perverted ways’ he protested.

‘Of course, you love your mother don’t you – I wonder how much you love her?’

‘You’re not fit to even speak of her.’

‘I can’t wait her to see her taken down a peg or two, and for you to witness it – and even take part.’

‘I’ll never be party to anything that humiliates my mother.’

‘But you did in that film’ I said triumphantly, as I gazed at the massive tent like bulge in his skirt. 

What was happening to me, I wondered. Then I caught myself – look what they’d done to me. I was entitled to my revenge.

‘Get down on your hands and knees’ I said, my voice strong with new found power. And, incredibly, he stiffly complied. His skirt rising

around his waist as sank to his knees, leant forward onto his hands. I reached down, and pulled his skirt up over to his waist, revealing panties and suspender belt and stockings. Now I felt like a man, an Alpha male. The Alpha male that he had as aspired to, but never was. Just backed up by his mother – that’s what gave him his power, two against one. Me, a vulnerable, naïve woman, who became trapped in situation over which I had little control. Anyway, I’d visited the sex shop in town recently, at his behest, to buy a vibrator, butt plug and sexy underwear.  But now the stiletto heel was on the other foot, so to speak. ‘Pull you arse cheeks wide’ I said firmly, I’ve got a little present for you.’

He obeyed and I promptly produced the lubed butt plug from behind my back and firmly eased it up his bum hole.

‘God – you can’t do this to me. It’s so humiliating.’

I pushed the plug in as far as it would go, hearing him groan with pleasure, as his sphincter accepted it, and that gave me no end of amusement-

‘You’re a little sissy boy faggot, ready to get his arse fucked.’

I pulled his dress back down.

‘Get up’ I said.

He gingerly got to his feet.

‘I can’t walk around with this up me’ he complained bitterly. ’How can I sit down?’

‘Get used to it’ I answered ‘this is your initiation into sissification.’

With that I promptly stalked from the room, leaving him stood there in his slutty female attire. A would be macho man turned into a hapless sissy.

And now I turned my attention to his mother, my mother in law, the lovely Monica – well, she certainly would be lovely when I’d finished with her. I couldn’t wait, I thought, as I realised how wet I was.

Her son had told me that she was in her room, so I walked upstairs to it and flung the door open.

‘Oh’ exclaimed, startled. She was laying on the bed, dressed only in bra and panties. I saw that she still had quite a good figure, but with a bit of a belly, and sagging breasts, as you might expect. I thought she’d make a great MILF – ‘mutton dressed as lamb’ a she’d referred to my mum. Well, now I was going to make her that, and then some – she’d be the tartiest, sluttiest, mutton dressed as lamb, most available, MILF slag ever.

‘You’re ready then?’ I said sternly.

‘Don’t come into my room without knocking first.’

‘Well, I can do what I want now – remember. Remember what will happen if you don’t do exactly what I tell you to do?’ I said with my new-found assertiveness.

‘Did you used to be a prison officer- that seems about your level.’ She whined.

‘I’ve had far better jobs than you ever did, me being a graduate, though I’m from a poor background, and all. Have you ever had to actually do a proper job for a living?’

‘I’ve had a lot of responsibility dear. Once I was in charge of a busy accountancy office.’ She said defensively.

‘That was a long time, ago wasn’t it? I don’t remember you ever having any gainful employment since I’ve known you. You just ponced off your son, and me. Or did you have a secret income from porn films?’ I sneered.

‘A mistake that happened years ago – we all make mistakes in our youth, and deserve forgiveness. I bet you have skeletons in your closet. You’re lucky to have someone like my son who would marry you dear – most men wouldn’t look twice. You’re very plain you know.’

‘Well, you certainly won’t have a problem in that respect after I’ve finished with you. You’ll look like the cheapest whore ever.’

‘What do you mean?’ she looked worried.

I threw the slutty clothes down on the bed –

‘Get these on – this is your new look.’

She picked the clothes up, and turned them over in her hands –

‘I can’t wear clothes like this. How humiliating – these are what a prostitute would wear.’

‘Exactly, put them on, and then I’ll help you do your make up.’

I waited, but she just stared at me –

‘You can’t make me wear such clothes.’

‘I’m deadly serious – put them on. You wore worse than these in that film. Put these clothes on or the tape will be going off to every newspaper and media outlet, and to your families, not to mention the Vicar, the golf club and the Women’s Institute. I mean it - put them on.’

She got the message, picked out the stocking, bra and pantos, then slowly eased the stockings over her well-turned calves. Clipped to the suspenders she immediately looked sexier, and she certainly would look the part once I’d finished with her.

She put on the red PVC mini skirt, then the flimsy, black blouse- these were the sort of clothes her son had urged me to buy to wear myself, and now he was wearing them, and so was his mother. Revenge already felt sweet. Now she really did look a slut. What a transformation.

‘Sit down and I’ll do your makeup’ I said roughly.

‘I’m quite capable of doing my own makeup, thank you. Although I only ever wear the lightest touch.’

‘I’ll do it this time, show you how I want it in the future.’

I began to apply the thickest, tartiest make up to her face, just as I had to her son. Heavily pencilled and mascaraed, and bright blue shadowed eyes, bright red lipstick outlined in dark pencil, on top of loads of foundation of course. She really did look like streetwalking whore. But there was one important touch needed, for her and for her son.

I sat in the hairdresser, run by a friend of mine, who knew of the way the couple had treated me, watching as they sat in chairs in her salon, having their hair teased and coiffured. And above all dyed deepest and most lurid blonde. Afterwards, what with the makeup and their clothes, the full slut effect was completely achieved. I’d stopped Gavin from having his hair cut – I wanted him to him to have natural, slut styled hair, rather than wear a wig. He was going to be an authentically slutty woman, just as his mother was.

‘How do you expect me to go out like this’ Monica complained.

‘And what about me?’ Gavin whined, how can I walk around the streets or into shops looking like a transvestite?’

‘People will think you really are a woman’ I said. ‘In fact, we should give you a female name– how about Gail?’

‘What about my friends, and everyone who knows me? What will they say?’ He said bitterly.

‘Just tell them you’re having a sex change and are in the process of transitioning.’

‘How will that go down at the golf club, or in my local pub?’ he wailed.

‘That’s your problem – remember the consequences if you don’t do what I tell you to do. And what I want you to do – what I order you to do, is to dress as a woman – a slutty, sexy woman, who dresses only to attract men, any man, just as you wanted me to dress. You’ve done it before anyway.’

‘A youthful indiscretion, which I’ve always regretted. But I’ll never be a convincing woman, I look too much like a guy.’

‘Well, you already look a lot like a woman – you’ll be glad to know.

Or maybe you won’t...’ I laughed, seeing the expression of dismay on his face. ‘And once the hormones kick in, you really will look like a woman. ‘

‘Hormones! I’m not taking any bloody hormones. No way.’

‘OK then, refuse and see what happens. What happens when I send copies of the DVD out.’

‘OK, I get the point. Whatever you want, I’ll do it. Then you must destroy all copies of the DVD.’

‘Say “please”, beg me’ I said with relish.

‘Please don’t show the DVD to anyone, I beg you, it will destroy mother’ his eyes were filled with tears.

‘Maybe I will, maybe I won’t’ I said ‘just keep doing what I tell you to do and you’ll be all right. You make a very convincing woman, by the way. A lot of men would fancy you.’

‘I don’t want men to fancy me – that’s disgusting to me.’ He moaned pathetically trying to cling on to his manhood.

‘Well, you’ll soon get over it -I’m sure you’re a repressed faggot. A man who dotes on his mother.’

‘Leave my mother out of this.’

‘No – no way, after what she’s done to me. She’s going to pay, as are you.’

‘As part of your punishment will be to be complicit in your mother’s degradation.’

‘I’ll never do anything to harm my mother.’ He protested.

‘Ah, but I know you will – and that, in fact, you secretly get off on the idea.’

‘Never.’ He sobbed.

‘I know you better than you know yourself.’

When I’d finished with mother dearest, she too looked like a real slut. She could compete with her son, in fact, as to who looked the sluttiest, with her red, vinyl mini skirt, black chiffon see through blouse, impossible high heels, and garish make up.

‘I could put the two of you out on the game’ I said.

‘Humph’ she snorted, but I could see the fear in her eyes.

Now the tables were turned, and I was in complete charge, and boy, did I enjoy it. ‘Mummy’ was now at my beck and call, as was her, ‘Alpha male’, son. They first of all had to dress in the clothes I told them to dress in, and I made sure that these were as humiliating and demeaning for them as possible. Thus, the once butch son, who strode around in tight, crotch hugging trousers and muscle defining shirts, was a feminine maid, in frills and satin, with a pink bow in her hair, and a little frilly white apron, cock locked and butt plugged. While mummy, was like stereotype of street whore, in her little mini skirt, and semi-transparent blouse, her face thick with makeup, and her hair a bright, brittle blonde – in sexy waves past her shoulders. The fact that she was obviously middle aged, only added to the humiliating aspect of it.  Yes, she was truly; ‘mutton dressed as lamb,’ as she’d insultingly refereed to my mum, instead of a coolly sophisticated older woman. Now she was a mature, MILF slut.

‘Get me a cup of tea’ I ordered her, and she had no choice but to rush off and make it. While her son had toilet cleaning and vacuuming duties. I sat there, sipping the best wines, and watching TV box sets, and planning what further humiliations I could heap on them.

I began to feel sorry for them, feel guilt at the way I was treating them, but stopped myself. I thought of everything they’d done to me, and realised that I was completely justified in taking my revenge, and in making it as sweet as possible. My problem in life had been that I’d been too submissive, and let everyone walk all over me. Now the worm had turned.

Monica and Gavin had tried to make me a menial servant in my own house, and now I was in charge. I decided that they would now be my maids, having to service my every need.  I would also have some fun with them sexually – imagining the mother as complete slut, opening her legs to every hunky black guy, while her son, would be a complete sissy, tranny whore, also opening his entrances to every hunky bloke. I couldn’t help but chuckle with complete glee at the thought.

But then I felt guilty again. What was I doing? This wasn’t me, was it? This wanting to have power over people, to wreak revenge on them.  Well, it wasn’t how I’d been throughout my life. I’d been just as I had been with my husband and his mother, letting them walk all over me, making allowances for them, trusting them. Well, I’d been proved wrong. Where had being like that got me? Were most other people like that? No – they just did what was best for themselves. It was about time I stopped being everybody’s doormat. And this was my opportunity.  So, I decided, wouldn’t feel guilty, but would fully take revenge on my husband and his mother, and humiliate them at every possible opportunity, while taking full advantage of then financially, just as they had exploited me.

I arranged a special party to celebrate the change in our relationship – a new start for us all. They weren’t happy about it, but I told them what did they prefer – a party organised by me, or to be turned out onto the street (I’d made then sign over ownership of the house to me alone), and public disgrace. That shut them up. I got a special sissy maid’s costume for Gavin to wear, and he was to answer the door to all the guests, and see to their every need. While she -well I got her the sluttiest outfit possible. When she put it on she looked just like a street whore, and I ordered her to put on really heavy makeup to go with it.

God, it made me so wet, to see her as a whore and him as a sissy. The feeling made me dizzy and the sight of their humiliation was such a turn on. A turn on that completely surprised me. I mean, I was not like that was I? I was nice girl, without a revengeful or sadistic bone in my body wasn’t I? But I found that not only did I crave revenge over my ex-husband and his awful mother, but I very much enjoyed their humiliation, and wanted to make them endure even greater humiliation and degradation.

I couldn’t help myself, but I was in the right wasn’t I? I argued with myself, seeking justification for what I was doing. But it was really the way it aroused me that made me order her to strip down to basque, stocking and heels and kneel on a small table by the front door, a brown paper bag over her head (‘so that people won’t have to see your ugly face’), and fanny exposed. Yes, and it was the same impulse that caused me to write ‘stick cocks here’ with an arrow, and ‘fat whore’, in bright, red lipstick on her bum cheeks, and ‘MILF slag’ on her tits. I stood back to look at her, and felt weak at the knees, my knickers wet. She’d complained, of course, but I’d just told her to shut up, and that she had to do what I wanted, or else things could get a lot worse for her.

I walked up to her.

‘How are you feeling?’ I asked.

‘How do you think I’m feeling?’ was the answer. ‘What’s going to happen to me?’

‘Something you’ll really enjoy – being fucked by lots of good looking men, and some women – used and humiliated as a sex object for anyone who fancies sticking their cock, dildo or fingers up you.’

I could now see wetness coming to her fanny, and touched it with my fingers, then pushed two inside. It was soaking, and I put in another finger, and she groaned. I pushed my fingers in and out of her, then found her clitty, and began to caress it – to more, deeper, moans.

‘I see you’re going to really enjoy tonight’ I said.

Before walking away, and finding a napkin to wipe my fingers on. Did I feel guilty – yes, a little, but I repressed it – ‘Fuck her’ I muttered, ‘she deserves it, and the tart will enjoy it anyway – the tart and whore that I’ve turned her into.’

At the party, my husband, Monica’s son Gavin, now renamed by me – Gail, walked round in a latex maid’s costume, ball gagged, cock locked, and anally plugged, in a white frilly apron, with a frilly lace cap upon his head, pretty pink bow in his hair. He’d been ordered to curtsy before every guest before offering his trays of drinks and nibbles. I could see how humiliated he felt, but, rather than feel sorry for him, and relent and tell him to he no longer had to be a maid, as I once would have done, I now delighted in his humiliation.

‘After all he did to me’, I muttered to herself. I slapped the sissy’s bum hard, eliciting a muffled cry from beneath her ball gag, and then went into the drawing room to await the guests. They were escorted in by my sissified ex, in his pretty little maids’ outfit.  His instructions were to lead them into the hallway. To where his mother was on all fours on a small table, at about cock height.

‘Would you lie to fuck her before or after dinner’ he’d been ordered ask all male and female guests, all especially invited from swinging clubs, local BDSM bars, and adult dating sites. They were all used to this sort of thing, and thought it only natural that a middle-aged woman would want to be so used and degraded.

‘You can do what you like to her’ my hubby, her son, the sissy, said through gritted teeth – but was he as hostile to the role as he wanted people to think?

‘She just loves be humiliated. If you would wish, I will go down on you and suck your cock to make you hard’ he was instructed to say – and to do. And do it he did.

I knew that the words stuck in his throat, but he had no choice. How did he feel to see his mother so treated? Well, I’m sure it turned him on, as well as being outwardly appalled, and having to hide that. I’d seen the DVD remember.

How must it feel to see you mother turned into slut and fucked? Was this a form of cuckolding. Well son and mother’s relationship had seemed unnaturally close, and she’d always dominated him -  taken away his control of his whole life, even regarding his wife. Did a part of him now enjoy seeing his mother sexually humiliated, while at the same time being humiliated himself – just as he seemed to have in the film. Well, he certainly seemed to take to the role of sissy, and made a very convincing woman, while I could feel myself becoming more masculine in personality, with my newly domineering role.

I walked up to my mother- in- law. I’d always been scared of her, of her power, which had seemed insurmountable. But now she had no power, and it was me who was powerful. I laughed 

‘My – don’t you look the trashy tart? Out roles have been reversed it seems – it’s my turn to look down my nose at you.’ And with that I walked right up to her, and kissed her full on her bright red lips, pushing my tongue into her mouth, my hand going up between her legs at the same time.

‘You know how it feels now, don’t you, to be abused for others’ pleasure, and to find yourself enjoying your humiliation.’

She didn’t answer, just looked at me with hatred in her eyes – and fear, the fear of the powerless. It also satisfied me to see the pleasure at being so treated, that she couldn’t hide – just as I’d been made to feel by her.

I was amazed at how turned on I felt. The feeling of power, and I did find her pretty sexy, I realised. And her son – he seemed far sexier now dressed as a woman, than he ever had as a man.  I never realised how attracted I was to women, nor how excited it made me feel to play a male, dominant role, after being so submissive.

I phoned my mum up.

‘Mum, you’ve got to come around and see this’ I said ‘I’ve turned the tables on those two, you’ll be glad to know.’

‘What, how have you done that. I was in despair, I thought that they had you in their power.’

‘Come around and see for yourself – you’ll like what you see, no doubt about that. And make sure you dress up sexily. Take a taxi -I’ll pay.’ I told her.

‘Right -I’ll be right there. ‘Mum said excitedly.

And true to her word, mum arrived within the hour.

‘What exactly do you want me to see?’ she said.

‘Come in – ‘I’ll show you’ and I led the way into the lounge where my mother- in- law was on her hands and knees, her skirt around her waist, exposing her bum hole and sopping, dripping with many men’s cum, fanny. While her son was busy cleaning the filthy toilet with his tongue and toothbrush, dressed as pretty maid.

Mum threw back her head and gave a deep, throaty laugh. It was good to hear her laugh, when for so long she had been in such a state of anxiety around me.

‘How did you manage this? is it a bet?’

‘No, no bet mum – they’re under my power now, and have to do just what I tell them to do.’

She tentatively approached Monica, and before anyone could say anything, she’d plunged two fingers up her sopping fanny.

‘Not such a lady, now are you?’ Mum laughed. I was amazed at her behaviour, but it showed the depths of her feelings. And was she also turned on by the feeling of power in having these previous oppressors as lowly slaves.  My mind was racing – the possibilities.

My thoughts were a disordered whirl. Idea were endless to my filthy imagination. Well, I’d never realise how filthy it was. But I found it hard to believe my yes- my mum, my dear, conservative mum, fingering up a woman who’d called her ‘mutton dressed as lamb’, now dressed as a tart, as if to the major born.  I had to pinch myself to check that I wasn’t dreaming.  Then mum was round the at Monica’s head – offering her fingers to her mouth –

‘Lick them clean, bitch.’

It was incredible to me to see the hapless mother -in- law, oblige and lick her own juices mixed with strange men’s cum from my mum’s fingers – my mum who she’d so looked down on previously.

I followed mum as she walked up to my husband -

‘And as for you, I always knew you were a fucking pouf – a fucking faggot, and you dared to treat my daughter in the way you did’ and she spat full into his made-up face. I was delighted and turned on, it seemed like a dream, after all that had happened.

Then I put Monica in the stocks I’d rented especially. They were proper Medieval type stocks, with holes for her head and hands. On a nearby table I’d put an array of decaying foodstuffs with which guests were invited to cover her head and face.

‘Can I be first?’ mum pleaded.

‘Go on then’ I laughed.

My mum approached with relish the once prim and snooty, now a total slut, mother -in- law of her daughter. First of all, she spat full in her face.

‘I’ve imagined this moment for ages’ mum said, grabbing a carton of eggs, well past their sell by date, and smashing them one by one over Monica’s lovely, coiffured blonde hair. I watched as the stinking yokes trickled down her face. Then mum emptied a carton of thick custard over her head, then syrup, then baked beans. The other guests, laughed cruelly, then joined in, and soon the hapless Monica was a reeking mess, thoroughly and utterly humiliated.

Let me do the final honours ‘Mum said, and I was shocked to see her donning a big, black strap on that I’d left conveniently nearby, and had been used by quite a few women on the hapless Monica, whose dripping fanny told how she’d enjoyed the experience, despite her protestations.’

‘Now she will be truly fucked’ she said, and walked towards the humiliated mother in law from behind......

I embraced my mum – ‘Well done’ she said ‘I’d thought I’d lost you for good. I was so worried.’

‘I thought I was lost too’ I said ‘but fate intervened.’

‘Thank God ‘Mum said.
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