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Introduction by Ann

—o—

Dear Readers,

Things have really spun out of control for Richard and Christine... or maybe they haven’t.  Indeed, it seems that Martha has the problem now.  By playing her game with Richard and her daughter, Martha rather ironically gave both Richard and Christine a chance to see that they may very well like Richard being feminized.  So what happens next, now that Martha’s attempt to teach them a lesson backfired?  Richard and Christine obviously want to explore Miranda further, though whether Richard wants to go as far as Christine wants to take him remains to be seen – Christine may need to push him a little.  Martha, on the other hand, desperately wants them to stop.  Who do you think is going to get their wish?  Read on and find out.

As an aside, this was originally going to be a two book series, but as I’ve gotten further into it, it’s become clear it needs a third book.  I think you’ll see why when you read it.  I hope you enjoy this installment and the entire series.  As always, please let me know your thoughts!

With love,

Ann :)

P.S. Thanks again to my great team of readers/editors!

P.S.S. Thanks also for signing up for my monthly newsletter.  If you haven’t signed up, you can do so here:  https://annmichellebooks.wixsite.com/website
.  All you need is an email address.  You won’t regret it.


Chapter Thirteen: “Miranda Must Leave”

—o—

Richard awoke in his old bed, wrapped in his wife’s arms in the master bedroom.  His dress and heels were on the floor next to the bed.  He still wore his lingerie.  His wife wore a silk robe and panties.  It was dark.  She was still asleep.  His wife had unleashed a string of thoughts at him as they made love the prior night which made him unbelievably excited at the time.  Now they made him wonder what he truly wanted.  Before all this began, he viewed cross-dressing as shameful and unmanly... now he wasn’t so sure it wasn’t what he wanted.  He stared off at the ceiling as he recreated the prior night in his mind.

“What was it she said first?” he asked himself.

“Maybe you could be my full-time maid
,” his wife had offered.

That was an exciting thought in many ways.  It was kinky to be his wife’s maid, and he did like kinky.  Admittedly, he liked the feeling of subservience too.  There was something enveloping about it, like a warm soft blanket that takes away all his power and obligations.

“Do I want that, though?” he asked himself.

Truthfully... not really.  Christine liked it for sure, but he wasn’t the biggest fan of taking orders, especially over prolonged periods of time.  Besides, he got tired of wearing the maid costume day after day.  If he was going to be a woman, then he wanted more variety.

“Imagine walking around the house in tight, sexy dresses... high sexy heels,
” she had purred.

That he liked.

He imagined himself tottering around in the mustard dress or the red polka-dot dress, with the sound of his heels echoing off the hardwood floors.  He could feel the dress brush against his legs and he heard the sound of his heels in his ears, and that made him tingle.

“How exciting!” he thought.

Although, he did definitely worry what other people would say.  Still, it was exciting and he found himself getting rather hard at the prospect of spending time around the house as a woman.

“So what else did she say?” he wondered.

He replayed the next moment in his mind.  She had rolled him onto his back.  She sat on his crotch.  He was inside her.  She was laughing playfully, leaning over to bite his earlobe.  Then she whispered something in his ear.

But what was it she said?

“Wasn’t it something about breasts?”

As he said this, it came back to him:  “Do you want a set of your own breasts?  A set of your own breasts with big girly nipples I can play with?
”

A chill raced down his spine and made him shiver.  For the briefest of moments he had been overwhelmed with an incredibly intense desire for that to happen when she said it.  At the same time, it scared him, but that only made it more exciting.  The adrenaline that fear brought was like the icing on the cake.  But then his better judgment kicked in and the idea made him ill.  Soon, he dismissed it as foolish, unmanly, and dangerous.  He felt nervous about it mainly now.

“A man with breasts, imagine that!  I don’t want that,” he said confidently.

Although he sounded confident when he said it, he spoke without the conviction his confident tone implied.  This lack of conviction worried him, so he tried again to convince himself.

“I definitely don’t want that,” he told himself firmly.

There.  He’d said it and it sounded true.  But was that true?  He wanted it to be true, that was for certain, but it didn’t feel true somehow.  Why not?  This is what made him nervous and confused.  He knew what he wanted – or didn’t want in this case – so why didn’t he believe it when he said it?

Meanwhile, lying in her husband’s arms, Christine was dreaming.  She was dreaming about this very topic.  She and Richard were walking down the street together.  Both wore fussy ruffed dresses and overly high high-heeled sandals.  She wore blue, he wore pink – a nice touch, she thought.  Richard had long, lush hair he had put up in a complicated bun.  He wore makeup and his nails were painted white.  He was pushing the baby carriage.

They tottered along and swung their hips.

“A beautiful day for a walk,” she said.

Richard blushed demurely, which turned her on.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

They reached their home and went inside.  When they got inside, Christine grabbed him from behind and hugged his soft body.  She unzipped his dress, letting it fall to the floor.  He was naked beneath.  He stepped out of his dress, leaving him dressed only in heels, and she spun him around.  She marched him backward to the couch, where she pushed him down on his back.

“Your breasts are magnificent,” she purred.

Wait a minute!  Her husband had breasts?  Yes, yes, he did.  He had enormous breasts, the size of melons.  They had enormous nipples too, cartoon-sized nipples.  His areolas were the size of the bottom of cola cans and the nipples themselves had the circumference of lipstick tubes and were perhaps three-quarters of an inch long, and completely erect.

Christine laughed.  This was going to be amazing!  She dove her face at one of the nipples and sucked it between her lips.  She bit down on it lightly making her husband squirm and writhe beneath her.

“This is incredible!” she yelled.

As she did, she felt something between her legs.  There was a tremor.  There was heat.  She held her breath.  Another tremor.  Then a blast of pleasure struck her like a heavy ocean wave.  When the wave passed, she gasped, sucking in air.

She awoke.

Christine found herself wrapped in her husband’s arms.  She was wet...very wet.  The dream had made her come.  She smiled and squeezed in closer to her husband.  She felt his soft silk panties between her fingers.  She took a small breath and fell asleep once more.

Richard felt his wife jerk in his arms.  Then she squeezed in closer to him before falling back asleep.  He wondered what she had been dreaming of.  Richard listened to his wife breathing slowly for a few minutes and then he fell back asleep himself.  In the morning, Richard rose early, snatched his dress and heels from the floor, and snuck across the hall to his room so his mother-in-law wouldn’t see that “Miranda” had spent the night with Christine.  That would give away his real identity for sure.  After a quick shower, Richard got dressed and went to make breakfast.

His next day as Miranda had begun.

“I wonder if I’m going to feel any different today, now that I get that this turns me on?” he asked himself as he tottered to the kitchen, enjoying the sound of his high heels and the rustle of his skirt.  It was strange not to feel uncomfortable and insecure in what he was wearing today.

—o—

Like Richard, Martha woke early.  She had not slept well.  Her mind was churning.  She was worried about what she had seen Richard doing in the living room and what that could mean.  Was this Miranda thing actually turning him on?  Could he really be a cross-dresser... or worse?  Had she possibly turned him on to this?
  No, not that, she assured herself, but the others perhaps.  Either way, she knew she needed to put an end to “Miranda” immediately.  Fortunately, she told herself, Christine didn’t want any part of a feminized husband.  So all she needed to do was offer Christine a means of escaping this charade without having to admit what she had done and it would all be over.  Then all could be forgotten.

“It’s simply not in Christine’s nature to want that,” said Martha confidently.

But her confidence hid her true feelings.  For all her bluster, Martha knew this could be more difficult than she hoped, and she was worried.  Christine could be quite unpredictable.

“She likes to upset me.”

Also, in the back of her mind, she worried that Christine was a more active player in Richard’s feminization than Martha wanted to believe.  What if Christine was the one making it happen?  What if she did like it?

“No, that’s not possible,” said Martha dismissively.

Martha got out of bed.  After a quick shower, she laid out her clothes and did her hair.  As she watched herself in the mirror, she reminded herself that she could not let Richard or Christine know that she had figured out Miranda’s true identity.

“That child has such an ego!” she told her reflection as she wagged her brush at it.  “If she finds out I knew and that I let them go on with their charade anyways, she’ll be furious.  Just furious!  And a furious Christine is not a responsive Christine.  To the contrary, she can be quite impossible when that happens.”

Her reflection looked back at her blankly.  This made Martha uneasy.

“Don’t blame me,” snapped Martha at her reflection.  “She’s the one who’s unreasonable, not me.  That’s why it’s best to let them escape without ever knowing that I knew.  I can forgive them this.”

Martha ran her brush through her hair again a dozen times.

“And this is all Richard’s fault in any event,” she added pointedly.

Martha changed hands with the brush and ran it through her hair a dozen more times on the other side of her head.  As she did, her reflection maintained its stony silence.  It felt accusatory.

“What do you know?” spat Martha with a dismissive wave at the mirror.

Martha moved to her dresser and picked out her underwear for the day.  They were simple, white and cotton.  She pulled those up her legs.  Next, she slipped into her yellow and white shirt dress.  It had a tiny dark-blue polka dot pattern as well.  She zipped it up and stepped into her white snakeskin open-toed pumps.  A splash of perfume later and she was ready for the day.  She began by visiting Christine before she disappeared to work.  She was in the kitchen eating toast.  Fortunately, Richard was nowhere to be seen.

“Good morning, darling,” said Martha.

“Good morning, mom,” said Christine with a smile.  They exchanged kisses on the cheek.

“You’re in a good mood.”

“It’s a lovely day.  I’ve got my coffee.  What could possibly be better?”  Christine held up her coffee cup as she said this and took a sip.  She smiled as the warm liquid poured down her throat.

“I think I’ll have some of that too,” said Martha.  She picked up the coffee pot.  “Say, darling.”  She paused.

Christine raised an eyebrow.  She knew this meant trouble.  Whenever her mother had bad news to deliver, or something she knew Christine wouldn’t like, she opened with “Say, darling” and then paused.  Christine didn’t know if this was meant to give her time to prepare or if this was her mother gathering her courage, but it always put Christine on edge.

“Yes,” replied Christine cautiously.

“About Miranda.”

Christine tensed up.  Had her mother discovered who Miranda really was?!  That would be a disaster!  “What about Miranda?” asked Christine as calmly as she could manage.

“I’ve been working with her for some time now.”

“Right.”

“And I’m starting to think it won’t work out.”

“What won’t work out?”

Martha poured herself a cup of coffee.  “Well, I mean... don’t get me wrong; she’s a lovely woman.  I’ve enjoyed her company a good deal.  But she’s honestly not a very good maid.”

“Oh?”

“Yes.  I keep having to teach her the same things over and over and she just doesn’t get them,” said Martha with her usual bluster which made it sound like what she said was obvious to everyone.  “I’m not sure what the problem is.  I know she’s intelligent, so I suspect— I fear
, she’s simply not trying.”

Christine knew this wasn’t true.  Richard worked hard and well, and her mother bragged about his training.  What was she up to, wondered Christine?  This was certainly a dramatic turnaround from her mother raving about Miranda and buying her clothes almost every day.  In fact, in hindsight, it seemed that her mother constantly stood in the way of them getting rid of Miranda.  So why the sudden change?

“Ok,” said Christine cautiously.

“She certainly can’t be trusted to work without supervision,” continued Martha.  “She requires tremendous amounts of supervision, far too much for you to handle once you have the baby and your job and all those other things keeping you busy.”  Martha’s tone was even, but she didn’t look her daughter in the eye.  Instead, she kept working on the cup of coffee, adding sugar and stirring and stirring and adding milk and then stirring again.

“So you think... what?” asked Christine.

“I think you should let her go.”

“Let her go?”

“Yes.  Fire her.”

Christine’s eyebrow shot up even higher.  She absolutely had not expected that, nor did she want it.  She and Richard had just come to an agreement, at least she saw it as an agreement, where they would spend the rest of the summer exploring “Miranda.”  If she fired Miranda now, as her mother apparently wanted, she would lose all of that because Richard couldn’t dress as a woman with her mother still here, and she wasn’t leaving until Christine had the baby.  Christine didn’t want to “lose the summer” in that manner.  Not to mention, there was no guarantee that Richard would go back to being Miranda or some other woman if she let him out now.  What if he changed his mind once he was normal Richard again?  No, she needed to keep Richard as a woman while he was excited by the idea.  Miranda needed to stay.

“I’m happy to take care of it for you, naturally.  I’ll go tell her now, if you like,” continued Martha.  She assumed Christine had agreed.  Why wouldn’t she, after all?  Here was her best chance to escape this dilemma in which she and Richard had been trapped.  Here was her best chance to get her husband back and to return things to normal without needing to explain why they tried to fool Martha in the first place.  Obviously, she would accept this.  But then, Christine suddenly shook her head and a deep frown appeared on her face.  This stopped Martha cold.  “What is it, darling?”

“I don’t really agree,” said Christine cautiously.

Martha was confused.  “With what?”

“About Miranda.”

Martha furrowed her brow.  “Why not?!” she almost snapped, catching herself only at the last second and moderating her tone.  She glared at her daughter out of one eye as she added more sugar to her already-undrinkable coffee.  This was a stunning turn of events to her.

“She’s been really good for us.  You’ve trained her well.  I see the hard work.  I see the growth.”

“But she makes mistakes— she gets lazy!”

“Everyone makes mistakes.”

“She’s lazy!
”

Christine shook her head but smiled warmly.  “She does work hard, mom.  I see the results all around us.  Your standards are just too high; you expect too much.  She really is a good maid.”

“My standards?
” repeated Martha incredulously.

“Sure, mom,” said Christine calmly.  “You know you demand a lot.  She hasn’t been perfect for what you want from her, but she’s been way more than an average maid.  I’ve been very happy with her.”

Martha stared at her daughter in shock.  She couldn’t believe any of this.  Why was her daughter being so difficult?  She was offering her a chance to stop her husband from cross-dressing, why hadn’t she jumped on that?  That was not how this was supposed to work out.

“Darling
,” said Martha.

Christine smiled.  “It’s all right, mom.  I appreciate that you’re looking out for me.  Now let’s talk about something else.”

Martha bit her tongue.  This was incredible... incomprehensible
!  Her daughter should have jumped at this chance to end the charade, but she hadn’t.  Why?!  Why?!  Why?!  Maybe she had been wrong about her daughter?  Maybe her daughter wanted Richard feminized for some reason?  As horrible as the thought was, maybe her daughter did
 like the idea?!

“No!  She’s just being pigheaded!” Martha told herself.  “She knew what I wanted and she decided to resist just to be difficult.  She did this as a child too.  That’s all this was.”

Martha sighed.

“But what do I do now?  Try again?”

She shook her head.  No, that wasn’t the answer.  If her daughter was determined to be pigheaded for whatever reason, then trying again would only convince her to dig in her heels.  No, there was only one answer:  she needed to convince Richard to stop being Miranda.

“Fortunately,” she told herself, “that will be even easier.  He’s a man and, even if he does cross-dress, I can’t see him wanting to spend the summer as a maid, not with his child coming.”  She was confident once more.


Chapter Fourteen: “Convincing Richard”

—o—

Martha stormed back to her room with a dark cloud hanging over her head.  She was going to wait for her daughter to leave for work and then she would speak to Richard.  She didn’t want Christine’s pigheadedness getting in the way of Richard running for the escape hatch she offered.  She was stunned her daughter had not jumped at the opportunity to end this charade.  She was offended too, but she tried to put that out of her mind at the moment.  Right now, she was focused on getting Richard to take her offer instead.  He would accept.

“What man wants to spend his summer dressed as a maid?” she declared to the empty room.  “Even if he is a cross-dresser.”

She nodded her head in agreement with herself.

“Besides, he needs to return to being ‘Richard’ before the baby arrives.  He’ll jump at the offer, even if my daughter is being pigheaded.  Guaranteed,” said Martha confidently.

She sat down, folded her arms and shook her leg annoyedly.

“I’m almost tempted to let him continue, just to teach Christine a lesson about being pigheaded.”  This was mere bravado, however.  Even as she said it, she knew she was desperate to fix this before something went wrong.

Martha tapped her nails anxiously against the vanity table.

“He’ll agree,” she told herself.

A minute or two later, Martha heard the front door open and then close.  Christine had left for work.  Martha stood up, smoothed her dress, and went to find Richard.  It was time to end this ridiculousness.

“Hello, Miranda,” said Martha.

Richard looked up.  He was squatting on the floor with a dustpan and a hand brush.  This was not an easy maneuver in five-inch heels, even with practice.  “Hello, Ma’am.”

“You seem cheerful.”

“It’s just a nice day.”

“Yes, I’m sure,” said Martha dismissively.  “Say, Miranda... have you ever considered other careers?”

Richard raised an eyebrow.  This was an odd question.  He wondered what she was up to.  Perhaps, she intended to teach him some new skill that was a little far from traditional maid work?  Like maybe she wanted him to learn to act like a waitress or something.

“Not really, Ma’am,” he said cautiously.

“Oh really?”  Martha paused.  “Do you like being a maid?”

Where was this headed, wondered Richard?  He had no idea how to respond to this.  So he rose to his feet and tossed the debris from the dust pan into the garbage.  He moved slowly to buy himself time to consider what she could be seeking.  Finally, he answered.  “I do like being a maid.”  This was actually a very different answer than he would have given until recently.

“Do you?” asked Martha in a tone of surprise.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Hmm.  You know, being a maid might not be the best choice for you.  You’re bright, pretty and you work so hard.  And being a maid is a dirty and thankless and difficult job.  It’s backbreaking work and no one appreciates it.”

“It is difficult, but you get used to it,” admitted Richard.

Richard stared at her with genuine confusion.  What did she want?  It seemed she wanted him to quit being a maid.  Was that it?  He wouldn’t mind not being a maid; he didn’t actually care for it that much.  But there was no other way to get to keep experiencing this budding feminization which, for now, intrigued him, so he needed to stick with it.

“Can I ask what you’re suggesting?” he asked.

“Well, I’m thinking out loud really.  Maids move around a lot and I know you’ve been here for some time.  I’m sure you must find all of this rather boring and it wouldn’t surprise me if you were thinking of leaving.”  She paused.  “I wanted to be considerate and I wanted to let you know that I wouldn’t blame you if you wanted to move on, to find another career.”

“Really?”

“Yes.  We would miss you, of course, but I would completely
 understand.”

Richard raised his eyebrow.  “She wants me to quit,” he told himself.  “Why?”

“If you need, I’d even give you a wonderful reference.”

Richard stared at her for a moment.  A month ago, he would have jumped at the offer and then run to Christine and told her that Miranda was leaving in the morning, “Woo hoo!”  But now, now he didn’t want that.  He couldn’t do that anyways, not without some way to de-feminize himself right away, which he didn’t have.  So he smiled politely.

“Well, thank you.  But I’m quite happy here.”

Martha returned a frozen smile.

—o—

“This is shocking!  Utterly shocking!” exclaimed Martha into her phone.  She was in her room as Richard cleaned the kitchen.  She was fuming from the events of the morning.  How in the world could both her daughter and her son-in-law turn down her offer to escape this ridiculous charade with their dignity intact?!

“Is that so?” asked Brenda indifferently.

“Absolutely!”

“Do tell.”

Martha heard voices in the background on the phone.  Combined with Brenda’s indifferent, almost-vacant response, Martha suspected that Brenda’s attention was elsewhere.  “Are you watching television?” she growled.

There was a moment of silence.

“Me?  No,” said Brenda defensively.  A moment later, the voices in the background vanished.  “You were saying?”

“I was saying that I’m shocked!  My stubborn daughter and her husband refused, Brenda.  Refused!
  Both of them!  What is this world coming to?!”

“What did they say?”

“They refused.”

“Yes, I know, but what did they say?”

“Nothing.  My daughter said she didn’t think Miranda needed to be fired, she thought Miranda was doing a good job and she wanted to keep her around – her own husband, Brenda, in a dress
!  And Richard was indecisive as always but in the end told me that he likes being a maid.  He likes it!
  Of course, he does, because he gets to wear dresses and high heels!”

“Well—”

“Both turned down my offer to escape this charade.  Both
!” exclaimed Martha sharply.

Brenda sighed.

“I went in with good faith, Brenda.  Good faith.  I offered both an easy means to abandon this charade.  Miranda could have left.  Richard could have returned as himself.  No one ever needed to know who Miranda really was.  All they had to do was agree that Miranda should leave to take other work.  I even promised to provide a recommendation.  How much easier can I make it than that?”

“Not much,” agreed Brenda.

“Exactly, not much.  Richard could have scampered out of here, never to return except as Richard.”  Martha paused to exhale her frustration.  She rubbed her eyes.  “And they didn’t.”

“Maybe they really do like it—”

“Shut your mouth, Brenda!” snapped Martha.  “Don’t you dare say such a thing!  Besides, you’re wrong.  I know them both. Richard has wanted out of this since the day I arrived.  He’s tried everything he could.  My daughter, I know her too.  Having a cross-dressed husband is simply not for her.”

“So what are you going to do?”

Martha narrowed her eyes.  “Don’t you worry, Brenda.  I have a plan.”

Brenda sighed again.  “Now I’m worried.”

“This is not the time for humor, Brenda.”

“Sorry.  What’s your plan?”

Martha hesitated.  She was starting to have serious doubts about what was going on.  Could she possibly be wrong... somehow
?  Could it be that either her daughter or Richard actually liked having Richard feminized?  That just didn’t seem possible, but was it?  No, she told herself, this was just her daughter being pigheaded.  Christine was doing this to upset her mother.  That meant the weak link was still Richard.  What she needed to do, she realized, was to scare Richard into understanding that going along with this was not a good idea.  Yes, it might seem fun or whatever at the moment, but in the long run, it would lead to problems.

“I’m going to scare Richard,” said Martha.

“Scare him?” repeated Brenda doubtfully.  “That doesn’t sound good.”

“Trust me, Brenda.  I know what I’m doing.  I’m going to warn him what can happen if he continues down this path,” said Martha ominously.

“What path?”

“This path of cross-dressing.  He needs to know some of the possible consequences.”

“Martha—”

“Brenda.”

“Martha
—”

“You’re wasting your breath, Brenda.  This has to be done.”

Brenda sighed.  “Just don’t do anything crazy.”

—o—

Martha had been watching Richard from a distance to find the right moment to make her move.  She needed something she could say sympathetically to open the conversation.  When he stopped dusting to bend down and rub his foot, she thought she had her opening.

“You’re doing an excellent job, Miranda,” said Martha. 

“Thank you, Ma’am,” said Richard.

Martha walked over to the couch and sat down.  She laid a magazine across her lap.  Richard returned to his dusting.  Martha waited a few more seconds to make the conversation seem more natural.

“Are your feet tired?”

Richard raised an eyebrow.  This was an odd question as Martha had never particularly cared about his comfort before.  He wasn’t sure how to answer this.  “Well, um, yes.”

“I saw you rubbing your foot.”

“Oh.”

“Yes, it must be hard on you wearing high heels all the time,” said Martha.

“It’s not so hard,” said Richard.

“That’s good.  Wearing heels can be difficult, especially around the house all day.  They can ruin your feet.  There are actually several medical conditions women can get from wearing them.”

“You wear high heels all the time.”

Martha smiled in response, but inwardly growled that Richard had lobbed a counterpoint at her.  She was hoping to be sympathetic and then drift into all the inconveniences he might experience as a maid before hitting him with her grand finishing point, but his response made it clear that he was too defensive to pepper him with thoughts about working in high heels, maintaining hair and nails, and issues like being looked down upon by employers or lusted after by men.  She would need to move on to her finishing move.

She picked up her magazine and pretended to read for a few minutes.  She didn’t want it appearing that she had come in here to make this point and then leave.  When it seemed her earlier attempt had been forgotten, she set her magazine back on her lap and started again.

“Do you have a boyfriend, Miranda?” asked Martha.

Richard shook his head.

“Oh, that’s too bad.  It’s always nice to have someone to love.”  She paused and then sighed softly.  “On the other hand, it does save you a good deal of heartache.  Men can be so difficult.  I mean, I guess women can too, but men can be so judgmental.  When a partner doesn’t live up to their expectations.”

Richard raised an eyebrow.  He knew she was baiting him, but he couldn’t resist the bait.  “In what way?”

“Well, to give an example, I know a young woman who left her fiancé recently.  She left him because she decided he wasn’t the man she had married anymore.  That’s how she said it.  Can you imagine?  She told me that he just wasn’t masculine enough for her?”

This sent a chill down Richard’s spine.  Was this a message for him?  No, of course not.  Martha had no idea she was really talking to a feminized man, not as far as Richard knew.  This had to be a coincidence, he told himself, but it was a startling coincidence nevertheless.  Then he wondered, could she be talking about something Christine had said?

“Not man enough?” repeated Richard.

“I suppose all women feel this from time to time, don’t they?” continued Martha.  She didn’t wait for a response, however.  “But still, it seems so... I’m not even sure what the word would be.  It’s just difficult.  On the one hand, I’m sure many women would sympathize.  On the other hand, he was such a nice man.”

“Is it someone I know?” asked Richard cautiously.

“Oh Heavens, no.  I’m not even sure why I mentioned it now,” said Martha.  She sighed again and returned her eyes to the magazine.  In reality, however, she was watching Richard over the top of her magazine for a reaction.  She was sure this would shake him up.  How could it not?  She had just suggested that her daughter might leave Richard for not being man enough anymore.  “That must be enough to make him quit,” she told herself.

In truth, it did shake him up.

“Would that be possible?” he wondered.  “If I play this game with Christine, could it turn her off enough that she would want to leave?”  He wasn’t sure.  He would need to consider this.

Martha saw the doubt in his face and the sudden uncertainty in his motions.  She had scored a hit.  Of this, she was sure.  Now she needed to let this sink in.  She needed to let Richard’s nerves eat away at him.  Panic would set in.  Then he would call Christine and tell her that he wanted to put an end to this and he would mention that Martha had given them a way out.  By the morning, “Miranda” would be on her way to non-existence.  She excused herself to let him stew.

“Goodbye forever, Miranda,” she thought.


Chapter Fifteen: “Insecurity”

—o—

As Christine’s mother worked on convincing Richard to abandon being Miranda, Christine spent the day in a daze.  She couldn’t get her dream about Richard out of her mind or the image of him with enormous breasts and big, sexy nipples.  She also couldn’t stop thinking of him in a dress.

“Why does this turn me on so much?” she wondered.

She had no idea.  She couldn’t remember ever finding cross-dressing to be exciting and she knew she had never before imagined her husband with breasts.  In fact, if the thought had come up a year ago, she was certain that she would have reacted poorly to the idea.  Not now.

Christine closed her eyes and imagined Richard tottering around the house in a soft pink babydoll nightie with black trim and tall black open-toed heels.  His nails were painted.  His makeup was done.  His babydoll barely covered his breasts.  They must have been the size of cantaloupes.  What’s more, his nipples were so large and so hard the babydoll dress effectively hung from them as from pegs on a coat rack.  She was becoming wet just thinking about it.

“I want that so badly,” she said beneath her breath.

“Hey boss lady,” said Christine’s secretary Dana.  She had popped her head through the door.

Christine’s eyes shot open.  She blushed, irrationally afraid that Dana had seen into her mind.  “Hey Dana, how are things?” she asked as calmly as she could to hide her emotions.

“Good, but you seem kind of distracted.”

“I am,” said Christine.

Dana took a seat across from her boss and friend.  “What’s up?”

Christine blushed.  There was no way she could tell her friend what she was thinking.  Christine wasn’t worried so much that Dana would tell people as she was shocked and embarrassed by the fact she even had these feelings about feminizing her husband.  She decided she needed to work all of this out before she shared her feelings with anyone.

“It’s just personal stuff at home,” said Christine.

“Like what?”

“I don’t even know how to describe it,” said Christine.  She paused for quite some time to consider how to say this without giving anything away.  “Have you ever wanted something that you didn’t know you wanted?  I know that’s confusing, but this whole thing is kind of confusing.”

Dana smiled.  “I know what this is.”

Christine tensed up.  How had she given away her secret?!  She swallowed hard.  “You do?”

“Uh huh,” said Dana smugly.

Christine bit her lip.  Her heart was pounding.  “And?”

Dana snickered.  “Pregnancy hormones.”

Christine winced at the mention of hormones.  What did she know?!  How did she know?!  Christine had never mentioned hormones!  “Pregnancy hormones,” repeated Christine cautiously.

“Yep.  I’ve been there.  Those things are killers.  One minute you’re high as a kite, turned on by anything.  The next minute, you’re low as low can be.  Trust me.  If you’re confused, it’s just the hormones talking.”

Christine actually let out a relieved laugh.  “Yeah, I suppose that’s it.”

—o—

Richard seemed anxious to Christine when she got home that night.  She wasn’t sure what it was.  Was he possibly having regrets over his decision to keep being “Miranda” for her for the summer?  That worried Christine.  His feminization had gone from a curiosity to something she needed
.  Maybe it was the pregnancy hormones Dana was talking about, but it still felt real to her.  And the idea that he might want to back out made her anxious.  She did not want that.  Unfortunately, they couldn’t talk during the evening because her mother kept her close the entire time.  When her mother went to bed though, then they would speak.  What’s more, Christine was determined to head off any objections about him staying Miranda.

After his mother-in-law went to bed, Richard snuck across the hall to see Christine.  He was glad they could finally speak.  What his mother-in-law had said had bothered him all day; he needed to be sure he wasn’t making a mistake.  Interestingly, Christine had told him to wear his “favorite outfit” when he came to her.  On the one hand, this instruction bothered him.  He was a man and he wasn’t supposed to like being feminized.  Admitting that he had a favorite outfit was like admitting that he was turned on by cross-dressing, which scared him in light of his mother-in-law’s comments.  On the other hand, he did
 have a favorite outfit.  He arrived in a red sundress with white polka dots and white open-toed high-heeled pumps.

Christine wore pink lingerie, a bow in her hair, and pink high-heeled platform sandals with a thick t-strap.  It was a little slutty, but she knew Richard had always liked her in this, and indeed she saw his manhood spring to life when he saw her.  It had been a good choice.

They lay on the bed in each other’s arms.

“She said what?” asked Christine with a laugh.

“She said Miranda should find another line of work,” repeated Richard.

Christine shook her head and snickered disdainfully.  “Sometimes, my mother can be down right despicable.”  She then told Richard how her mother had come to her first determined that she should fire Miranda.  “I wonder why she wants to get rid of Miranda so badly?”

“Who knows?  Probably one of her moods.  Wanna hear something even stranger?” asked Richard.

“What?”

“After telling me how Miranda shouldn’t be a maid, she suddenly started talking about some woman she knows who is leaving her husband because he isn’t man enough anymore.  The way she made it sound, it almost sounded like she was talking about you.  But that didn’t make any sense.”  His tone had just enough “this isn’t you, right?” in it to let Christine know he wanted reassurance.

Christine snickered.  “Me?!  Leave you?  Now that I’ve discovered how hot you are in a dress?  Never!”  As she said this, she kissed him.  Then she grabbed his erection through the dress and rhythmically squeezed it.

Richard wanted to probe this a little more though.  “I mean, that doesn’t make any sense to you, does it?”

Christine realized what he was asking.  This was what had worried him.  She wanted to put this fear to bed, so she squeezed him even harder and she kissed him even deeper.  She looked into his worried eyes and said, “Never.
”

“This doesn’t bother you then, right?”

“This?”

“That I need to wear dresses all summer?”

“Honey, I want
 you to wear dresses all summer.  This is exciting.”

Richard felt relief.  He leaned back and enjoyed the effects of her hand on his manhood.  It felt good, even through the dress.  Actually, it felt even a little more special than normal through the dress.  He let himself revel in the naughty feeling of wearing a dress as his wife manipulated him, and the feeling of his high heels pressing into the bed, and the unsupported feeling of his balls slapping around inside the tiny panties as his wife worked his shaft.  This was... it was good.

Still, something bothered him.

“What do you think she was up to?” he asked.

“What do you mean?”

“Your mother.  It was strange.  The whole conversation made no sense.  It was like she was trying to tell me something, but it didn’t make any sense that she would tell these things to a maid.  It was almost like she was speaking to me... Richard, rather than Miranda.  Do you think she knows something?”

“No way.  If she knew, we would know about it.  My mother can’t help herself.  If she knew, she’d go off like a trumpet.  It was probably just her being mother.  She can be in her own world sometimes.”

“That she can.  I wonder what she’s up to though?”

Christine shrugged her shoulders.  “Who knows?”  Then she smiled mischievously.  “Right now, I’d rather find out what’s going on beneath your pretty dress!”

Richard smiled.  “I’d like that too.”

With that, Christine worked her was down his body.  As she came to his stomach, she noticed a hair on his chest, sticking out just above the heart-shaped neckline of his dress.  “Somebody needs to shave, Mister!  I can’t have a sexy maid who has a hairy chest.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Richard jokingly.

Richard then brushed his wife’s cheek with his hand.  She intercepted it before he could take a second pass and examined his nails.  “You need to do something about these nails too.”

“Like what?”

“Like file them... paint them.  They’re horrible.”

“You want me to file and paint my nails?” he asked.  The idea actually made his penis grow a little bit harder.

“Of course, all my sexy maids should be well-groomed.”

“How many sexy maids do you have?”

Christine snickered.  “Just the one so far, but I’m thinking big.  I may get two or three more after you’re trained.  Then you can all serve me as I lie around like a Roman empress.”

Richard raised an eyebrow.  “You want two or three more feminized maids?”

Christine kissed his stomach.  “Uh huh.”

“Can I get my own?”

“If you want one, I’m sure that can be arranged, but you’ll need to make sure having him doesn’t interfere with your duties.”

“Him?!
” gasped Richard.

Christine snickered. “Of course.  This is my fantasy, I can fill it with men.”

“I think I’ll find another fantasy,” said Richard in a sour, but joking tone.

“Suit yourself,” said Christine and she worked herself down between his legs, which wasn’t all that easy given the growth of her belly owing to her pregnancy.  She lifted his dress and he threw his legs around her on either side, balancing his feet by jamming his heels into the mattress once more.

“Oh, look what I found,” she said and she leaned forward and kissed it.

Richard shuddered.  “I like that.”

“I bet you do.”

She gave it another kiss, this time, sucking it between her lips.  Then she ran her tongue around it once before sitting up again.

“I am serious though.”

“About the army of sissy maids?” asked Richard in a worried tone.

“No.  About your nails.  I need to show you how to take care of your nails and then you can do it every night or so, as needed.  If you’re going to be Miranda, you need to do it right.”

Richard got a little harder at the thought.

He nodded his head.  “All right.”

Christine smiled and slipped his manhood back into her mouth.  She slowly worked his shaft up and down with her lips as her tongue dipped and dashed around his head.  It felt amazing.  Richard quickly found himself breathing hard and clawing the sheets.  His heels dug into the sheets as well.

“That feels great!” he moaned.

Christine gave him a few more strokes.  Then she stopped.  It was time to test how far he was willing to let her go.  Having him in a dress was amazing, but she felt greedy right now.  She wanted more.  She wanted him to have bits of womanhood for her to play with... like in her dream.  She pulled her mouth from his erection.

“I saw this fascinating pamphlet today.”  She had actually picked it up at the doctor’s office.  She had recalled seeing it before and she wanted to read it both as a refresher on the hormonal changes in her body and, a bit more whimsically, on what might be done with him.

Richard was confused.  Why mention a pamphlet now of all times?  “What pamphlet?”

“It was about pregnancy,” continued Christine, “and the effects hormones have on the body.  I was reading how some of these things could make your breasts grow.  Even your nipples.”  She tweaked his nipple though his dress, sending a jolt of pain and pleasure through his chest, which made him shudder.  “Imagine how much more intense that would be if you took hormones.”

Richard leaned up on his elbows.  “Hormones?”

She nodded her head.

“For real?” he asked.  There was worry in his voice.

“Wouldn’t it be exciting?” she purred and she started working his manhood again with one finger.  “Do you know that with the right hormones, even you could be made to produce milk?”

An intense chill raced down Richard’s spine.  The very utterance of this thought felt like he had been emasculated.  He shuddered.  “I— I don’t want that.”

Christine saw the worry in his eyes and decided to back off... for now.  She would let him think about it, get accustomed to it, and then try again later.  “That’s all right, baby, it was just a thought I had reading the pamphlet.  It just seemed kind of sexy.”  She stroked him faster now to distract him.

She would revisit this.


Chapter Sixteen: “Stepping Things Up”

—o—

When Christine left for work the following day, she made sure to set the pamphlet on the end table by the couch in the living room.  She had brought up the idea of Richard growing breasts and he had refused.  More than that, he had panicked.  But she wasn’t going to give up on this.  The next step, she decided, was to give him a chance to get used to the idea so that, as time passed, the idea would seem less and less shocking.  That’s when she would try again.  To that end, she decided to set the pregnancy pamphlet down where he could see it.  Eventually, she reasoned, his curiosity would get the better of him and he would read it.

Richard came across it while cleaning the living room.  He was actually having a good day up to that point.  With thoughts of the prior night dancing through his head, he was enjoying the cool breezes floating up Miranda’s dress, the soft silk against his manhood and even the foot-and-balance consciousness that his high heels required.  In short, he was savoring being a woman this day.

“What’s this?” he asked.

Richard picked up the pamphlet and saw what it was.  A chill ran down his spine.  He had an image of himself with breasts and long hair and a tiny penis.  That didn’t comfort him.

“I wonder if she’s really serious?”

He flipped through the pamphlet.  It wasn’t about having a sex change.  That was good.  Instead, it was just about the hormonal changes she would be experiencing as a result of her pregnancy.

“Maybe it was just a random fantasy,” he thought.

He looked at the section on breast growth.  Apparently, her breasts would swell and then would begin to produce milk.  He knew too that the same could be done to a man with enough hormones, though this wasn’t discussed in the pamphlet.  He knew that from the news.

“I can’t imagine why any guy would do that to his body.”

As he said this, he realized the irony of how he was dressed and the fact he had said the same to himself about wearing women’s clothes in the past.  Most men would say the same about him now.

“Well,” he said defensively, “that’s different.  This is just for fun.”

“Having breasts could be fun,
” said a voice inside him.

“This isn’t permanent,” he responded.

“That might not be permanent either.
”

“This can be hidden.  I just take off the clothes and no one knows.”

That was true.  But then a thought struck him.  What if he only grew his breasts a little bit?  Not enough to have breast
 breasts, but enough to feel like he had made himself into a woman, enough that Christine could play with them – he imagined her taking an enlarged nipple on his little mound between her teeth and tugging on it.

“That could be amazingly naughty fun, couldn’t it?” he thought.

His penis responded to his query by growing hard.

“You stay out of this,” he said to his dick.  “I needed to keep a level head, not an erection.  Thinking with you would only get me in trouble.”

He glanced at the pamphlet again.

“No.  There are just too many negatives associated with growing breasts.  Besides, I’m a man.”

He replaced the pamphlet and returned to his cleaning.  “Miranda” had a lot of work to do today.  Growing breasts would just remain a fantasy, and an uncomfortable fantasy at that.

—o—

It was Saturday.  Martha had gone off to visit a friend.  Richard hoped this would give him the day off and let him lounge around for once in pants and flat shoes and without the unpleasant wig.  Christine had other ideas though.

“You can’t dress like Richard,” she said.

“Why not?”

“We don’t know when mother’s coming home, and if she catches you out of the Miranda persona, she’ll know the truth.”

Richard knew this was true, though he didn’t like it.  “Fine,” he groused.  “I’ll wear the stupid dress.”

“And the heels.”

“Why the heels?”

“They’re part of the uniform.”

“But—”

“And I’ve seen you struggle to get them on under pressure.  The double ankle-straps takes you too much time to get into,” said Christine firmly.  She then shook her head.  “I’m not having my mother come home and find that I let the maid run around barefoot.”

“I’m not the maid, I’m your husband.”

“My mother doesn’t know that.  When she knows that, then I’ll let you go without your heels when she’s not home,” added Christine sarcastically, but pointedly.  He was going to wear the full uniform whether he liked it or not.

Richard huffed out his frustration.

“Huff all you want, that’s how it’s going to be,” said Christine.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Richard sarcastically.

“Now go do your chores.”

Richard furrowed his brow.  “Why?  Why can’t I take the day off?”

“Did my mother give you the day off?”

“Well, no.”

“Don’t you think she’s going to check to make sure you did your duties when she gets home?”

Richard’s shoulders slumped.  He knew where this was headed.  “Probably,” he admitted.

“Then you need to do them, right?”

“Can’t you tell her that you gave me the day off?”

“I could, but what reason would make sense for me doing that?  You’re the maid, remember?  You get paid to clean,” countered Christine.  “Besides, I like having the house clean.”

Richard glared at her.  She was treating him just like a real maid.  That made him feel... funny and not in a good way.  Indeed, he was just about to snap back that if she wanted these things done, she could do them herself, but he reminded himself that she was quite pregnant and that his helping out was the cost of him having put her in such a state.  The uniform was just the collateral damage of a mistake.

He sighed.

“I’ll tell you what,” said Christine.  “Do your duties and I’ll give you a reward?”

Richard perked up.  “What kind of reward?”

“Something you’re going to like very much.”

Richard smiled.  He knew what this meant.  She was talking about sex!  It had to be!  What else could it be?  Nothing, and the idea of having sex with his wife without having to take care that his mother-in-law did not hear really made him happy.  He agreed and quickly set about the list of chores his mother-in-law expected of him.  It took nearly two hours, but he finished.  Then he went to find his wife to collect his reward.  She was in the living room.

“I’m done,” said Richard proudly.

“Good girl,” said Christine with a wink from behind her magazine.  This made Richard blush.

“So what about this surprise?” asked Richard slyly.

Christine, who had been sitting on the love seat with her feet beneath her, rose to her feet.  She pointed to the coffee table that stood before the couch.  “Be a dear and move that out of the way so we can use the couch.”

Richard raised an eyebrow.  “Sex on the couch?” he thought.  “Haven’t done that in a while!”  Richard moved the coffee table away as Christine left the room.  She came back a moment later holding a small bag.

“What’s that?” asked Richard.

“My nail kit.  We’re going to do each other’s nails.”

Richard furrowed his brow.  “That’s the surprise?”

“Sure.  What did you think it was going to be?”

“Well, to be perfectly honest, I thought we were going to play around.”

Christine giggled.  “You’re a woman now, dear.  This is how women ‘play around.’”

Richard felt very small, but also oddly intrigued.  Still, sex would have been better – it had been so difficult to find time together with his mother-in-law here – and the idea of painting each other’s nails was sort of embarrassing.  “I don’t know.”

“What don’t you know?” asked Christine as she sat down.

“I mean, painting each other’s nails,” said Richard cautiously.

Christine patted the seat next to her.  “Don’t be embarrassed honey, you’re a girl now.  You can do these things.”

Richard felt a shameful sting at his wife treating him like... well, a girl.  He wanted to explore this, yes, but somehow it still felt wrong to him at odd moments and this was one of those moments.  He wasn’t sure why, but somehow this was more feminine than he was comfortable with.  Maybe it was what Martha had said still ringing in his ears about women leaving men who lose their manhoods.  Would a real man paint his nails even if he was wearing a dress?

“Sit, darling.”

Richard shrugged his shoulders cautiously.  “Do you really want a husband who does this sort of thing?”

“I want a husband who knows that he needs to take care of his nails if he’s going to be a woman,” said Christine and she started to set out her polishes on the end table next to her.  “Besides, you’re more of a wife now than a husband anyways.”

This statement both stung Richard’s ego and it send a strange wave of something racing throughout his body.  For lack of a better word, Richard described the feeling as one of helpless inevitability... surrendered acceptance.  It took him beyond shame, at least for the moment, even as it shamed his manhood.  Either way, it was enough.

He sat down.

“So what do we do?”

“First, we prepare your nails.  Then we paint them,” said Christine.  Then she leaned forward and kissed Richard on the lips before purring:  “Then, when we’re done, I’ll show you how girls make love.”

Richard’s penis shot to attention.

—o—

Martha got home just in time for dinner that night.  She almost expected to find Richard sitting at the kitchen table, but she didn’t.  He was still Miranda.  Then she noticed his bright new shiny nails and how his lips curled into a smile whenever he snuck a glance at them, and this brought her into a foul mood.  Clearly, her attempt to convince Richard to abandon Miranda had failed.  She wanted to scream, but she decided to give him one more day to decide.

“Maybe the nails are a last hurray,” she told herself, but she knew better.

Sunday proved this understanding to be correct.  Once more, “Miranda” did not quit.  To the contrary, Richard worked happily as a feminized maid right in front of his wife all day.  Christine, in turn, sat around reading a book and watching her sissy husband work with a little smile on her face.  Much to Martha’s consternation, both of them seemed to be enjoying it!

“Look at them flaunting this!” she growled.

Soon, every smile Richard flashed, every tap of his heels that sounded like a dance, every playful twirl of his skirt – things he hadn’t done before but was doing now – and every disguised smile from Christine, every girlish snicker, every blush felt like daggers of defiance and made Martha’s heart smaller and blacker.  By the end of the day, she knew.

She sat before her mirror wrapping her hair in curlers.  She was fuming.

“What is it going to take?” she hissed into the mirror.

Martha twisted the roller into place, wrapping her hair around it.

“I’ve tried to give them a simple way out,” said Martha in a hurt, guilt-inducing tone before returning to her anger, “but neither took it.  Do they think I’m a fool and really don’t know?”

She yanked the latest roller out as it had gone in wrong.

“What is their plan anyways?  How does this end?  What are they going to do when the baby is born?”

Martha shuddered as she imagined Richard standing next to Christine in the maid costume as Christine lay on the bed in the hospital.  The thought struck her as ludicrous and horrific.

“Whatever this game is, it needs to stop!”

She exhaled her frustration.  Then she picked up another roller.  She waved it at her reflection as she spoke.

“I need to scare him.”

She nodded her head.

“Yes.  I need to scare him badly.  No more of this just suggesting that he might not be happy if he continues down this path.”  She glared right into her own eyes in the reflection.  “All I’ve done so far is point out how unpleasant it could be being a maid and the risk that my daughter might fall out of love with him if he kept wearing dresses.  It’s time for the big guns now.”

She grabbed another roller.  As she did, her mind ran through the possibilities of what was going on.  She didn’t like what she found.  As much as she did not want it to be true, she was starting to realize that her daughter had to be the one behind this.  That was the only thing that would explain why Christine would allow this to continue and why Richard wouldn’t back out despite obviously being troubled by the things Martha had pointed out.

“She’s not just being pigheaded,” admitted Martha beneath her breath.

Martha struggled to accept this even as she knew it had to be true.  Whether she could accept it or not, though, the solution was the same:  she needed to scare Richard into demanding that Christine let him out.  If he did that, there was no way Christine could make him continue.  He was the weak link.

“So how do I scare him that badly?” she asked.  “How do I make him stand up to her?”

She wrapped more hair in another roller.  This was the final roller.  She rolled it up into place.  Then she smiled.  An idea had struck.  She wagged her finger at the mirror.

“That
... just might work.”

Martha picked up the scarf she would wrap around her head to keep the curlers in place while she slept.  She would then remove it in the morning and pull the curlers out.  She stared into the mirror.

“Up to now, it’s all just been a game to him.”

She threw the scarf over her head and tied it at her chin.

“I need to show him what it’s like to be stuck as a woman!
  That’s what I’ll do!”

She smiled wickedly.  Then she stared deeply into the mirror.

“Mirror, mirror on the wall, it’s time to make Richard fairest of them all.”


Chapter Seventeen: “Miranda Goes To The Salon”

—o—

It was Monday morning.

Richard stared in horror at his mother-in-law.  Was she serious?  She wanted him to leave the house?  To leave the house in a dress
?  This was why she wanted him to change into a dress instead of his uniform.  He glanced over her shoulder at the waiting taxi.  He didn’t think he could do this.  To go outside in a dress was unthinkable.  How would he explain it though?  Miranda was a woman, she wouldn’t be afraid to leave the house in a dress.

“Come along, darling,” said Martha.

Richard tried to move, but his feet didn’t budge.  His loose red sundress blew slightly in the breeze and cold air came up the dress, tickling his thighs.  “Where are we going?” he asked nervously.

“It’s a surprise.”

“I— I have a lot of work to do,” said Richard.

Martha could see the terror in his eyes.  That was what she wanted.  There was no way she was letting him out of this!  “Nonsense.  Part of the fun of being a woman is little surprises like this,” she said before adding beneath her breath, “Better get used to it.”

“I really do need to wor—”

“Nonsense!” exclaimed Martha with a chuckle.

Martha grabbed Richard’s hand and yanked him out the door.  Richard almost instinctively grabbed the door frame, but he didn’t.  He wasn’t sure how he didn’t, nor was he sure how he was walking now.  He just was.  Almost by instinct.  And before he knew it, Martha was shoving him into the cab and giving instructions to the driver.  Apparently, they were going somewhere called Toni and Di’s
.  It didn’t sound like a pizza place.

—o—

Richard stared out the open door of the cab.  There were stopped in front of Toni and Di’s
.  It was a salon.  Of course it was.  Why were they at a salon?  What good could come out of going to a salon?

“Get out of the cab,” said Martha.

Richard shook his head.  He couldn’t get out of this cab, not here, not to go into a salon.  That place was packed with women.  The women who worked there.  The women being worked on.  The women waiting to be worked on.  There must have been thirty women in there and it was all lights and mirrors.  He stood no chance of pulling off being a woman in that crowd!

“I— I—”

“Get out of the cab, lady,” said the cab driver.

Richard wanted to reply, though he had no idea what he could possibly say, but his mouth wouldn’t work.  It was too dry to speak in any event.  He was terrified.  This was worse than he ever could have imagined.

“Take my hand, darling,” said Martha.  She stood on the sidewalk in a dark blue shirt dress and black spike-heeled pumps.  Her black designer bag hung from her elbow and her right arm was extended toward the car.

Richard instinctively obeyed.

Martha took his hand and pulled him from the cab.  Fortunately, his comportment training kicked in and he managed to get out of the cab in an orderly feminine manner without flashing anyone or stumbling over his heels.  In fact, from a distance, it almost looked graceful.

“N— now what?” he asked as they stood on the curb as the cab drove off.

“Now we go inside.”

“But— but why?”

“Because this is what we’ve come for, darling,” said Martha.  She could see the terror in his eyes, hear it in his uncertain broken voice, and feel it in the tight grip he maintained on her hand.  “This is working for sure,” she thought.

“W— why are we here again?” asked Richard.

Martha smiled kindly.  “It’s my gift to you.  We’re here to get your eyebrows waxed and your nails done.”

“I really can’t accept any more gifts, Ma’am.”

Martha laughed good-naturedly.  “Nonsense.  You’ve worked hard all week, you deserve a reward.  And what better reward than a quick trip to the salon to get your eyebrows waxed and your nails done?”

Richard bit his lip.  Not only was the risk of getting caught high in this den of estrogen, but what his mother-in-law planned for him sounded problematic.  “When you say waxed, you mean taken off?  Removed.
”

“Of course, darling.  What else would I mean?”

Richard shrugged his shoulders in confusion.  “I—”

“Haven’t you ever had your eyebrows waxed?”

Richard shook his head.  “No, Ma’am.”

“Well, you’ll love it.  You’ll have beautiful, perfect eyebrows.”

“Perfect eyebrows?”

“Yes, perfect.  They’ll pour wax on your eyebrows and then yank out the hairs with a strip,” said Martha.  “It will only hurt for a moment, but when they’re finished, you’ll have beautifully shaped, narrow, feminine
 eyebrows.”  She put a real emphasis on the word “feminine.”  She wanted to scare Richard.

It worked.

Richard instinctively put his hand over his eyebrows.  He didn’t want feminine eyebrows.  He suddenly had visions of himself without eyebrows or with those tiny, highly arched eyebrows some women get.  He would never look like a man again if he had those eyebrows.  And while he and Christine were enjoying playing around with him pretending to be a woman, he definitely didn’t want to do anything that could hinder his ability to look like a normal man again.

“Do they grow back?” he squeaked.

“Do what grow back?”

“My eyebrows.  Will they grow back?”

“Yes, that’s why you need to have them redone periodically,” said Martha.

“How soon?”  If the answer was days, then he could possibly agree.  He didn’t want to, but he could risk whatever this was for a couple days.  If it was months, then he couldn’t.  Not only would that essentially rule out his return as Richard, but how would he return to school and teach class with women’s eyebrows?

“It depends on the woman, darling.  It won’t take long though.”

That wasn’t a comforting answer.  “Not long” could mean far too long as far as Richard was concerned.  He started shaking his head.  But Martha would not be denied.  She still held his hand and now she turned and started into the store, dragging him behind her.

“Welcome,” said the edgy looking blonde girl behind the counter.

“Hello, we have an appointment with Tanya,” said Martha.

“Your names?”

“It’s just for my friend here.”

Richard’s eyes darted to his mother-in-law.  “You’re not getting anything done?”

“No darling, this is all for you.”

Martha gave Miranda’s name to the woman and then sat down with Richard to wait.  They were surrounded by women.  Some were on phones, other were reading magazines.  Each seemed to glance at him every so often, just enough that he worried that they suspected something.  He crossed his legs beneath the loose red dress and ducked his head down, trying not to make eye contact with anyone.

Richard glanced at his mother-in-law.  She seemed happy.  She didn’t seem the least bit worried that they would be discovered, but then he remembered that she had no reason to think they would be.  After all, she did not know who he real was.

“You’re going to enjoy this, darling,” said Martha.

Richard nodded his head, but couldn’t bring himself to speak.

“Tanya is the best,” added Martha.

This was true.  Tanya was the daughter of a friend of Martha’s and she had known her for years.  When Martha lived in the city, she had used Tanya exclusively.  She used her now whenever she returned to town.  This time, however, it would be Richard in the chair, and he was in for quite the surprise, as Martha and Tanya had already spoken about what was to happen.

Richard, unaware of what was to come, was finally starting to feel a little more calm now that he had been here a few minutes and none of the other women had jumped up and accused him of being a man.  This allowed him to settle down.  As he did, he focused on the eyebrow issue.

“Maybe I can ask for just a small cleanup?” he thought.  “Without changing their shape.”

That seemed reasonable.  Then he thought about his nails.  Those didn’t seem to be that big of an issue.  He knew about nail polish remover.  His nails could be undone.  He glanced at his nails.  He wondered what they would look like done professionally.  He was admittedly curious.  Then he glanced at his toenails.  Those would be done too, apparently.  That’s why his mother-in-law had insisted that he not wear stockings when she sent him to change into a dress.

“Miranda?” called a young woman with brown hair.

“Here she is,” said Martha and she rose to her feet.

Richard looked up.  It was time.  He glanced at the door for the possibility of escape, but there was none.  So he rose to his feet as well.  The young woman introduced herself as Tanya.  She then led Richard and Martha to a black salon chair, where she made Richard take a seat.  She tossed a pink smock over his chest.

“So what can I do for you today, Miranda?”

Richard started to open his mouth, but his mother-in-law cut him off.  “Miranda needs an eyebrow wax.  Then she wants her nails done, fingers and toes, with gels,” said Martha.

“What about your hair?”

All the color left Richard’s face.  He was wearing a wig, she couldn’t do his hair
!  That fact literally had not occurred to him before now.  At home, he wore the wig so regularly it had just become a part of him.  And leaving the house, he had been so distracted by his fears of going into public that he never thought about the fact they were going to a hair
 salon.

“No, thank you!” he said.  “My hair is fine!”

He shook his head vigorously.

Martha smirked.  “Not today, Tanya, unless you feel the urge to work your magic.”

Tanya smiled and ran her fingers though the wig.  “Shall we get started?”

“By all means,” said Martha.

Richard swallowed hard.  Did this mean a haircut was off the table?  He hoped so.  The rest would be bad enough.  If she tried to work on his hair, she would see that it was a wig and then there would be too many questions, especially from Martha.

“Sit back and relax, dear,” said Tanya.

“Are you going to do my hair?”

Tanya shook her head.  “No, just your eyebrows.”

Richard breathed a sigh of relief and leaned back as instructed.  When he did, Tanya took out a jar of wax from a heater and applied it to his right eyebrow.  The wax was warm and not uncomfortable.

“Not too much, please,” said Richard.  “In fact, just a really small cleanup.”

“Don’t worry, you’re in good hands.”

Richard wasn’t so sure.

As the woman applied the wax, she took a strip of white linen-like paper.  She placed the paper over the wax and let the wax mold with the paper.  Then she yanked it up with one swift motion.  It hurt.  It hurt a lot.  Richard’s eyebrow felt like it was on fire.  But the pain came fast and passed swiftly.  Within seconds, the pain was little but a memory.

“That wasn’t so bad, was it?” asked the young woman.

Richard shook his head.  “No, not really.”

“Good.  I’m going to do the other side now.”

The woman repeated the same procedure, applying wax all around his eyebrow.  She then placed paper on top of the wax and pulled it up, ripping out the targeted hairs.  Again, it stung.  But as with the last time, the pain passed quickly.

“There!” said the young woman.

The young brunette spun the chair toward the mirror so Richard could see what she had done.  When his eyes found his eyebrows in the mirror, he gasped.  They were tiny.  They were thin.  They were tiny, thin and arched.  Even Christine had never had eyebrows this small, this thin and this feminine.

“Oh no,” he said beneath his breath.

This was terrible.  All he could do now was pray they grew back fast so he could return to being Richard as needed.  In the same thought, he began to doubt how easily he would be able to move back and forth between Richard and Miranda.  There was no way he could have eyebrows like this and be Richard.  If Miranda required them, then he could not be both people.

Then it got worse.

—o—

As Tanya checked his eyebrows, Martha excused herself ostensibly to use the restroom.  She walked about twenty feet away and sat down behind a small half-wall with a plant on it.  From there, she could watch what happened.

“Your eyebrows turned out so well,” said Tanya.

Richard cringed.  That wasn’t good news.  Nevertheless, he played along; he had no choice.  “Thank you.  It’s been such a long time.”

“We should do your hair too.”

“My hair?”

“Yes, there’s so much I can do with it,” said Tanya.

Richard shook his head to decline.  After all, “his hair” was a wig.  As he shook his head, however, Tanya brushed her fingers through his hair.  Without warning, her hand latched onto the hair and pulled the wig backwards.  Since he was shaking his head at the time, this was easy to mistake for an accident, but it wasn’t.  His wig came right off Richard’s head.  He had been exposed.


Or had he?

Tanya apologized profusely.  “I’m so sorry, dear!  I had no idea you were wearing a wig!  I’m so embarrassed!”

Richard’s eyes darted around.  He braced himself for all the women to start screaming about the man in the salon and then to start throwing things at him.  He could even see them chasing him out of the salon, with his mother-in-law following him screaming how she knew it had been him all along.

“I’m going to be sick,” he thought.

But the taunts and tomatoes never came.  Instead, it seemed to be business as usual throughout the salon.  Even Tanya was now running her hand through his real hair, which had always been a little shaggy, but was now getting increasingly long as he hadn’t been able to get it cut all summer long.  Tanya continued to hold the wig in her farthest away hand.

“You have such pretty hair,” said Tanya.  “It’s thick and soft.  Why are you hiding it behind a wig?”

“Can I have the wig back please?” asked Richard anxiously.  He needed to get that wig on top of his head before someone noticed and especially before Martha returned from the bathroom.

“You should let me cut it.”

Richard shook his head.  “I can’t.”

“Why not?”

“Why not?” repeated Richard in his head.  “Because without long hair, I look like a man because I have a man’s head!  That’s why not!  And without that wig, Martha is going to recognize me in a heartbeat and then I’m doomed!”  He didn’t say this though.  In fact, he said nothing.  His brain wasn’t firing correctly at the moment and he had no idea what he even should say.  “Can I have my wig back, please?” he finally said.

“Darling, I could make you look amazing!”

“I can’t,” squeaked Richard.

“Why not?”

“My oh my!” exclaimed Martha as she approached from behind.

“That’s why,” said Richard beneath his breath.

Martha put her hand on Richard’s shoulders.  He tensed up and then basically collapsed in the chair.  The game was over.  He had lost.  He was ready to surrender.  He didn’t even have an explanation to offer.

“I didn’t know you wore a wig, Miranda,” said Martha.

“I— I can explain.”

Martha laughed.  “There’s no need to explain.”

Richard slowly turned to face his mother-in-law.  How had she not recognized him?  Could the eyebrows and the makeup really have made that big of a difference?  Or had she possibly gotten used to seeing him as Miranda and she had somehow forgotten what Richard looked like?

Martha grabbed his hair and ran her fingers through it.  “Can you do anything with it?” she asked Tanya.

Tanya grabbed his hair now and twisted it.  “Absolutely!”

“Let’s do it then!”

“Wh— what?” asked Richard.

“Just relax, darling.  You’re in excellent hands,” said Tanya

“But—”

“A dye job and a cut,” said Martha.

“Dye job?” gasped Richard.

“Agreed,” said Tanya, ignoring Richard.

“Stop, please,” whispered the helpless, terrified Richard.

“Just relax, dear.  You’re going to look amazing.”

Richard’s shoulders slumped in defeat.  Now that he’d lost his wig, he felt naked and even less sure about opposing his mother-in-law.  He would let them do whatever they intended.  Hearing that they planned to dye his hair scared him though.  That, like the eyebrows, sounded like something that couldn’t be changed again quickly, could it?  He even envisioned himself walking back into the classroom with a bushy blonde haircut like some pinup model.  That thought made him shudder.

“That would be a nightmare,” he told himself.

As he worried about what he would look like, Tanya gathered her materials and brought him a glass of wine.  He drank it down and soon felt a good deal more calm.  She then got to work painting his hair with a brush and wrapping it in what appeared to be tin foil.

“You’re doing so well,” said Tanya after a while.  “While that sets, I’m going to do your nails.”

“My nails?”

“Yes, dear, your nails.”

Tanya made Richard walk several feet to a small table with a chair on either side.  He still wore the protective smock and he had his hair wrapped in the foil.  He sat down and Tanya sat across from him.  She took his hand and started working.  She began by stripping the nail of the color he had put on there the other day under Martha’s instructions and then shaped the nail with a file.

“Are you enjoying yourself?” asked Tanya.

Richard didn’t know how to answer this.  He did see how this could be rather relaxing, but he had been too terrified to enjoy most of it.  He kept waiting for one or more of the women around him to discover his identity and start screaming about there being a man in their midst.  Not to mention his fear that his mother-in-law would spot him now that he had lost the wig.

“I— this is my first time,” he said apologetically.

“I figured,” said Tanya.

“You did?”

“Yes.  You’re very nervous.”

Richard bit his lip.  He didn’t want to seem nervous.  Why would a woman be nervous at a salon?

“It’s ok,” said Tanya.  “We don’t often get men in here and you’re doing fine.”

Richard froze.  “Did she say, ‘men’?” he asked himself.  His whole body tensed up.  “You know?!
” he gasped.

“Darling, I’m your hairdresser.  I know everything.”

“Is it that obvious?” he asked worriedly.  He began to tremble and his eyes darted around.  His fears of being spotted returned.

Tanya snickered and shook her head.  “Honey, you’re the most feminine man I’ve ever had in here.  No one is going to spot you.”

“B— but— but you did!”

“I could tell from your hair pattern.  Men and women have different hairlines.  Trust me, no one else in here has any idea.  And after I’m doing with your hair, no one will ever recognize you as a man again!”

That’s what worried Richard... apart from his current fears of being spotted.

Richard’s mouth went dry.  “Does— does Martha know?”

Tanya glanced at Richard’s mother-in-law who was looking at different nail colors across the room.  “I’ve known Martha a long time.  She can be amazingly observant.  But she can also blind herself with her own... let’s call it, ‘certainty in her own correctness.’”

“But has she said anything?” asked Richard nervously.

“All she said was that you needed some work done.  She never said anything about what you really were.”  This may or may not have been true, but either way, it was covered by hairdresser privilege.

Richard breathed a sigh of relief.

“I take it, you don’t want her knowing,” asked Tanya.

“It would be best if she never knew.”

Tanya chuckled.  “You sound like a good candidate for blackmail.  How much are you worth?”  She paused before adding, “Just kidding.  Have some more wine.”  She then grabbed the bottle from a counter behind her and poured Richard another glass.

He swallowed it and soon felt a little more relaxed.  “Thanks.”

She poured him another drink.  “So tell me, why are you doing this?”

“I— uh, it’s a long story.”

“We have plenty of time.”

Richard ignored her comment.  “You’re sure no one will spot me?”

“No one.  And it’s not like it matters if they do.  I mean, what do you think is going to happen to you if someone does spot you?”

“I don’t know, but I’m guessing lots of screaming and maybe getting kicked out.  Then Martha will know and everything will go wrong,” said Richard.  He finished the next glass of wine.

Tanya smiled and poured him one more.  “Well, nothing like that is going to happen here.  So why don’t you just sit back and enjoy the experience.  Most women love coming here.”

Richard took her advice and tried to calm himself.  It was much easier with the wine working its way through his system.  That gave him a warm, soft, comfortable feeling.  He felt relaxed.  Meanwhile, Tanya dipped the brush into the vial of red polish and made two quick, clean strokes down his nail turning the nail red.  It was quite an expert stroke and she was very good.  The nail looked great, Richard had to admit.  Indeed, he was finding it rather exciting to see his nails become so beautiful, just as it was exciting to have this young woman touch his hand, and soon his manhood started to grow hard as he thought about what it would be like to have pretty nails all the time.  As it grew hard, it pushed against the soft silk of his panties.

“This is actually kind of nice,” said Richard.

“I’m glad.”

Tanya dipped the brush into the vial of red polish again and made two more quick, clean strokes down the next nail, turning that one red too.  Richard felt naughty watching this and his penis throbbed.  He wished he could stroke it, but that wouldn’t go over so well.  The best he could do was wiggle a little and rub it against his panties.

“You have pretty nails,” said Tanya.  “Just wait until they’re all done.”

“I’m excited to see that,” admitted Richard.  He was.  In fact, the more he rubbed himself, the more excited he became.  This wasn’t so bad after all.

“Now we’re going to move over here to do your toenails.  Don’t move your hands.  The polish needs to dry.  Come with me.”

Tanya helped Richard to his feet and walked him over to a larger chair with a tub of water attached.  He sat down.  Tanya pulled off his white high-heeled pumps and slipped his feet into the water to soak.  As she gathered more materials, Richard enjoyed the experience.  Tanya returned a little while later and started working on his toes.

“Does this excite you?” she asked.

Richard blushed.  “Why do you say that?”

She snickered.  “There’s something unladylike in your lap.”

Richard turned positively red.  How embarrassing!  “Uh, sorry,” he said.  “That kind of happened.”

“Maybe I should tell everyone about you after all,” joked Tanya.

Richard bit his lip.

“That would be hard to explain.”  She giggled.  “Of course, you might like it when all the ladies in the shop decide to take a closer look.  I’ll bet that would excite you, wouldn’t it?”

“I—”  Richard shook his head.  He didn’t want to answer.

“Now, now, dear.  Tell me the truth.”

Richard pressed his lips together tightly indicating he would not speak.

Tanya snickered.  Then she ran the cold metal tip of her file straight up the sole of his foot, from his heel to his toes.  It tickled so badly!  He writhed in the seat.  His erection throbbed in his panties and released precome.  Richard thought he was going to explode.

“Don’t!  Don’t do that!
” he gasped breathlessly.

“Then tell me the truth.”

Richard shook his head.  “It wouldn’t!  It wouldn’t turn me on!”

Tanya shook her head.  “Liar.  You may need to be taught a lesson.”  With this, she ran the file up his foot again.  As before, Richard writhed uncontrollably in the seat.  He was trembling and struggled to breathe.  “If I keep doing that, someone will notice eventually.  You’re not exactly subtle.”

“Please don’t!” said Richard.  He was breathing hard.

“Then tell me the truth.”

“I don’t want to.”

“Too bad,” said Tanya and she did it again.  Again, Richard writhed and more precome dribbled out into his panties.

“You know, I think your little boyhood is getting larger with every pass.  A few more passes and you’ll fill your pretty panties with all your sticky seed.  Tell me the truth, dear.”

Richard bit his tongue.  He didn’t want to have this conversation, but what she was doing to him was unbearable.  He’d always known he was ticklish, but this was ridiculous.  She was right too, another pass or two and he would be filling his panties.  He had one choice.

“All right, yes, it would turn me on,” he admitted.

Tanya smiled.  “Was that so hard?”  She glanced at his erection pushing hard against his dress.  “Maybe I should say ‘difficult’?”

Richard was still breathing hard.  His penis was yearning to go further.

“Every guy who comes in here has the same fantasy.  He wants to be exposed.  He wants all the women to scream in shock first.  Then he wants them to change their minds and take control over the situation.  Of course, control means to grab our fantasist and strip him down to some lingerie and then do all kinds of salon things to him... paint his nails, put him in curlers.  Eventually, it gets around to playing with his manhood.  Is that what turns you on too?”

Richard had to admit that this did sound like an exciting fantasy, but it wasn’t what he had been thinking about.  So he shook his head.  Tanya immediately doubted this and placed the file up against his foot once more.

“Wait!  Wait!  That’s true,” said Richard.

Tanya raised an eyebrow.  “All right, then what was your fantasy?”

Richard blushed even deeper; he didn’t think that was even possible at this point, though it was.  He didn’t want to tell this young woman or anyone his fantasies.  They were too personal, too confused at this point.  But if he didn’t, then she would make him scream and come with her file and that might get him noticed.

“All right,” he said after considering his options.  “What I was thinking, believe it or not, was just spending the day with my wife as girlfriends.”

“That’s it?”

“That’s it.”

Tanya smiled.  “That’s actually kind of romantic.”  Her smile broadened.  “That’s really romantic, actually.  I’ll tell you what.  When you’re ready to live that out, call me and I’ll let you and your wife come here for free and we’ll give you both the full treatment.”

Richard felt warm and happy at this.  He hadn’t expected that.  Interestingly, he wasn’t even sure that had been his fantasy until he had said it.  He wondered if Christine wanted the same thing.

Tanya got back to work on his toenails.  One by one, they became the same sexy red as his fingernails.  His feet were soft now too.  When his toenails were dry, Tanya had another surprise for him... an impromptu surprise.

“Where are we going?” asked Richard.

“Every girl needs nice smooth legs,” said Tanya.

Richard stopped.  “You’re kidding?”

“Nope.  Time for a wax!”

Richard shook his head.  “But I don’t want a wax!”

“You need a wax.”

“I really don’t need a wax.”

Tanya smiled at him.  “You don’t have a choice.”

Richard looked around and the images of him being chased out of the salon returned.  “I see,” he said and he meekly followed Tanya to a back room where she ordered him to strip off his dress and panties.

“My panties?”

“Bikini wax.”

“But you’ll see my—”

“I’ve seen them before,” said Tanya casually.

Richard glanced at his crotch.  He was hard beneath his dress.  This would be embarrassing, but she was giving him no choice.  He nodded his head and reluctantly unzipped his dress and let it fall to the floor.  His penis tented out the panties he wore beneath it.

“Cute, I’ve never seen one hard in panties before,” said Tanya.

Richard blushed and pulled down the panties, letting his erection spring into view.  Tanya then ordered him up on the table.  He lay down on his back with his erection pointed at the ceiling.  Meanwhile, Tanya gathered more hot wax of the type used on Richard’s eyebrows.  She began spreading it on his right thigh.  When it was in place, she placed a much larger strip of the same cloth-like paper over the wax and let it settle for a moment.

“This may hurt,” she said.

RIIIIPPPPPPPPP!!!!!!

Richard’s muscles all tensed up.  He wanted to scream.  Not only had that hurt, it hurt like mad.  At least the pain went away fast.

“Ouch!  That hurt!” exclaimed Richard.

“Yeah, like I told you.”

“Why do women do that?” said Richard rhetorically.

Tanya smiled and pointed to his erection.  Richard got her point.  He also got harder.

“Now hold still,” said Tanya.

She spread more wax on his thigh and added more paper.  Again, she ripped it off.  Again, it stung.  Then she moved on.  Step by step, she made her way around his legs, up and down, removing all the hair.  Finally, all that was left was his crotch.

“This may hurt more than the legs,” she said.

“Can we skip it then?”

Tanya chuckled.  “And miss bikini season?  What would your wife say?”  She stirred the wax and began to pour it on his crotch.  This part felt good, what was to come next would not.

Richard took a deep breath.  There was no escaping this.  He knew that.  “Stay calm,” he told himself.  “It will only hurt for a moment.”

Tanya used a small stick to spread the wax around.  From Richard’s perspective she seemed to be painting with it.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“I’m shaping it.”

“Shaping what?”

“Well, most women want all the hair gone these days, but some still want a little hair left, and they usually want it shaped like a little heart.  That’s what I’m doing for you,” she said.

Richard furrowed his brow.  “You’re going to leave a heart-shaped patch of hair?”

“Yep.”

“That’s going to be really embarrassing.”

“Not when you’re wearing a dress.  It will be cute.”

“But what about when I’m out of the dress?  How do I go into a locker room with a heart-shaped patch of hair over my dick?”

Tanya snickered.  “From what I’m seeing, you aren’t ever out of a dress.”

Richard blushed as that was true, but it still didn’t give him any comfort.  How would he explain to Christine that he had a heart-shaped patch of hair on his crotch?  She would know for sure that someone else knew he was a man.  That would be humiliating.  Not to mention, she would probably find it hilarious, and Richard felt weak whenever she laughed at him... and this would be worth laughing at.

“Can’t we just remove it all?” he asked.

Tanya snickered.  “A moment ago, you wanted me to leave it all.  Now you want it all off!  Let’s split the difference,” she said and she yanked up the first of two strips of paper she had laid down.

The pain was intense.

The humiliation was worse.  When Richard stopped writhing and whining on the table, Tanya showed him her design with a mirror.  It was ultra-feminine.  Richard became very embarrassed.

“Now, there’s one more thing,” she said and she took the mirror away again.  Then she took the wax and held it over Richard’s balls.  Without warning, she grabbed his sack and stretched the skin tight before pouring wax on it.

“What are you doing?”

“We need to finish the job,” she said.

Richard felt his erection throb.  The combination of this pretty young woman’s hand and the warm wax felt amazing.  It was taking him right up to the edge.  In fact, he found himself breathing hard and his penis was throbbing in rhythm.

“Uh, we need to stop,” he said as he realized he was seconds away from a deeply embarrassing orgasm.

“Can’t stop now,” she said as she applied the paper.

Richard’s penis throbbed like mad.  Precome dribbled out all over his head.  Things were becoming desperate.

RIIIIPPPPPPPPP!!!!!!

Richard froze, if that’s the right word for it.  The pain was intense.  It was ten times as intense as anything else she had done to him so far.  He wanted to scream.  He tried to claw the table with his hands.  In one yank, it seemed, she had ripped his balls completely off.  Nothing else could have explained the pain.  Richard trembled with the aftereffects.  Finally, he managed to take another breath.  Then he looked down.  His balls were still there, but now they were hairless.  They looked smaller somehow, more childlike.

“Oh great,” thought Richard unhappily.

“All better,” said Tanya as she plucked away an errant piece of wax.  “Very feminine,” she added before playfully slapping his balls.  “You can put your panties and your dress back on now.”

—o—

With Richard finally hairless, Tanya took him back to the first chair in which this adventure began.  She removed the aluminum foil as Richard slowly dozed off, relieved that this didn’t hurt.  For the next however long, he only had some vague recollection of his hair being rinsed, rubbed, trimmed, put in curlers and then blow dried.  By the time it was all over, he was actually quite calm.

“Are you ready?” asked Tanya, waking Richard out of his rest.

Richard sat up.  He felt pensive now.  He took a deep breath.  He nodded his head.  As he did, his mother-in-law returned and stood behind him.  Tanya then spun his chair toward the mirror.  Richard’s eyes focused on his face first and their missing eyebrows which made his whole face seem feminine.  Then he saw his new hair.

“Wow!” he exclaimed.

He looked completely different.  Tanya had given him a light, spiky hair style, which was now dyed platinum blonde with golden highlights.  This would have looked amazing on a young woman and Richard would have struggled not to run his fingers through it.  It was that
 incredible!  That said, it was also terrifying how feminine it was.  Indeed, he simultaneously got two conflicting imagines.  In the one, he saw his wife smiling at him and running her fingers through his hair.  She was laughing and then kissed him.  In the other, he saw himself walking into the classroom again with this hair.  He wore the same red dress with white-polka dots and the white pumps.  His students were laughing.

“What do you think?” asked Tanya.

“I look like a sexy young woman,” he gasped, before adding to himself:  “This isn’t ever going to grow back!  I’m going to look like a woman forever!  How am I ever going to teach my classes?  I’m doomed.”


Chapter Eighteen: “A Surprise At Lunch”

—o—

Around midmorning, Christine got a phone call from her mother.  Her mother wanted to meet her for lunch.  She said she had a surprise for her.  They agreed to meet at a cafe downtown near Christine’s office.  Christine got there early and took a seat on the restaurant’s patio which overlooked the city’s main park down a slope on one side and the front of the restaurant on the other.  She wore a blue blouse, black suit jacket, black pants and black wedges; she’d decided to switch to wedges for the rest of her pregnancy because they were still dressy and feminine but much easier to walk in than her normal stilettos.

“Can I get you a drink while you wait for the rest of your party?” asked the young waiter.

“Just water please, with a slice of lemon.”

The waiter walked off and Christine looked out over the park.  It was a pretty park filled with trees and little plots of grass.  It was ideal for a picnic, she thought.  She hadn’t been on a picnic for years.  There were children playing with kites.

“I wonder how Richard is doing,” she thought.

She imagined him tottering around the house in his tall heels and his tight maid dress.  The image made her giggle and it caused her nipples to pop up.  She couldn’t believe how much this excited her.  Then she thought about him having breasts and her excitement doubled.

“We’ll see, darling,” she said beneath her breath.  “We’ll see.”

Christine turned her attention to the other side of the patio where she could see the road that ran before the restaurant entrance.  It was busy, as all roads downtown are at this hour.  A cab had stopped in front of the restaurant about twenty yards from where Christine sat on the patio.  Christine was just about to look away again when she saw her mother step out of the cab.

“Ah, mother’s here,” she thought.

Her mother then turned and motioned to someone still in the cab.  Apparently, she had come with a guest.  For the briefest of moments Christine entertained the idea that it might be Richard in the cab, but she couldn’t imagine that.  Her mother would never get him out of the house.

“So who could it be?” she wondered.

The waiter arrived with the water.  Christine thanked him and took a sip.  She then returned her attention to the cab.  After some argument, a feminine leg encased in a white high-heeled shoe popped out of the cab.

“So it’s a woman,” thought Christine.

Then another leg came out of the cab.  Finally, the woman pulled herself from the cab.  She had her back to Christine as she did, but once she was standing on the sidewalk, she turned and looked up the street, allowing Christine to see her face.

Her jaw dropped.

“No!  That can’t be!
” she gasped.

Christine squinted her eyes to sharpen her vision.  This woman was the spitting image of Richard, only she had short spiky hair whereas Richard wore a long wig as Miranda.  She looked so much like Richard though that Christine thought... well, it couldn’t be, could it?

“No.  He would never leave the house.”

Christine nervously sipped her drink.

“And what happened to his hair?  Why would he take off the wig, if that is him?  It can’t be him!”

Christine watched the woman.  She moved like Richard too.

Christine bit her lip.  This wasn’t possible... but it couldn’t be anything else!  It was Richard
!  How did her mother get Richard to leave the house?  Where was his wig?  Why was his hair dyed blonde?  What had happened to his eyebrows?

“How can this be?!”

Christine struggled to hold herself together under a tsunami of conflicting emotions.  Part of her wanted to scream:  “What happened to my husband?!”  Indeed, this was not the Richard she had left in the morning.  This Richard had been visibly feminized to a dramatic degree.  His face looked so different, owing to his new eyebrows.  His hair was more masculine, in a sense, but it was his own hair that had been feminized and that made it more feminine.  He looked like a woman.  But not only that, he had been made more into a woman.  Was he even still a man, wondered a shocked Christine?  Of course, she knew he was, it just seemed that way.

“What happened?”

At the same time though, he looked super sexy.  When she left this morning, Richard wore the wig, the same wig he had worn since his mother-in-law arrived.  It wasn’t the sexiest hairstyle, but it had become his “normal” look to Christine.  But now he had this hyper-trendy look.  They had dyed his hair platinum blonde with highlights.  They had made his hair spiky and wild.  It was feminine, daring and playful.  Few women could carry off this look, but he could... her husband.  That actually turned her on.

“My husband can carry off an ultra-feminine look most women can’t,” she said with a giggle.

That said, it scared her too.  How had Richard agreed to this and why?  The wig hid his masculine features and gave him feminine credibility.  It kept her mother from recognizing him.  How had Richard done this without her mother figuring out who Miranda was?  Didn’t she question why “Miranda” had been wearing a wig?  Didn’t she realize that this “new Miranda” looked a lot like Richard?

Or had she?

That thought was unsettling and terrifying.  Christine imagined her mother walking Richard into the restaurant and say something like, “Look who I found hiding under Miranda’s wig.  Imagine my surprise.”  She even imagined her mother tossing the wig onto the table.

Christine felt sick.

She took another nervous sip of her water.

Back on the sidewalk, Christine’s mother and feminized husband disappeared into the restaurant.  They would be brought this way any moment by the young girl at the front counter.  Christine needed to get herself together right now before they got here.  She needed to collect herself.

She took several deep breaths.

“All right, stay calm,” Christine told herself.  “You’re just surprised.  This isn’t a big deal.  It’s just a change of hairstyle.”

“Unless your mother knows
,” replied a voice inside her head.

Christine bit her lip.  A sense of panic rose within her.  But then she told herself her mother couldn’t know.  If she knew, Christine would already know about it.  Her mother couldn’t keep that discover secret, she would have screamed her discovery at Christine over the phone.  Not to mention, Richard would have let her know.  He wouldn’t have come here to help ambush her!

“She doesn’t know.  I don’t know how, but she doesn’t know,” said Christine with relief.

Now a sense of calm wash over her, and she felt thankful she had seen them from a distance and had the past few minutes to gather her thoughts.

“Could you imagine what would have come out of my mouth if they had just shown up at the table or if I’d walked into the house and found this
?” she asked herself.  “It seems mother did me a favor this time.”

She snickered.

Finally, the door to the patio opened.  Her husband and her mother marched through.  Christine couldn’t believe how feminine Richard looked with the new hair, the new face, the painted nails, and the cute dress and the tall white heels.  Several heads turned as he walked out onto the patio.

“I wonder if he knows he just made half a dozen men hard... and probably some women,” thought Christine, and the thought made her wet too.  “My husband, the eye candy.”

She giggled.

Martha walked up to the table with Richard in tow.  “Darling, good to see you!” said her mother.

“Good to see you too, mom.  This was a wonderful idea.”

“I hope you don’t mind.  I brought Miranda.  We just had a lovely day at the salon.  Doesn’t she look amazing?”

Richard looked away sheepishly.  He was blushing too.  Clearly, this was embarrassing for him.  It wasn’t for Christine though.  She was highly turned on and was starting to enjoy it.

“You look amazing, Miranda,” she said.

“Thank you,” whispered Richard.

“Please, have a seat.”

—o—

Lunch had gone well, once Richard managed to calm down.  It didn’t start well, though.  Apart from the salon, this was Richard’s first time out in public and that made him nervous.  Even worse, this was his first time out in pubic without the wig providing significant cover for his face.  If his face gave away his masculinity, anyone could see it now.  That positively terrified him.  Worse yet, everyone in the restaurant seemed to be interested in him.  This wasn’t really a surprise given that he was wearing the tallest heels of anyone in the restaurant, his gorgeous dress flowed and fluttered in the slightest of breezes, his daring and young hair screamed for attention, and his nervousness gave him the appearance of being constantly in motion.  Each of these factors drew the eyes of others to him.

Still, his mind interpreted this as suspicion and potential exposure.

“Why do they all keep looking at me?” he asked himself anxiously several times.  “Can they see something?”

As time passed, however, he came to realize that either no one realized anything or what they saw didn’t provide them with certainty.  Either way, the expected public mocking never came and he started to settle down.  In fact, he was even starting to enjoy being in public.

“There’s something kind of kinky about wearing a dress in public,” he thought.  “Here I am, surrounded by all of these people and I’m wearing women’s clothes right in the middle of them!”

His manhood stirred inside his panties and grew hard.

Richard looked around.  He wondered what all these people would do if they found out about him.  He had this thought in the salon before too, and in the cab.  When this thought struck him in the salon, he thought of women in smocks with their hair in various states of evolution chasing him out the door and throwing “product” at him.  This time, the thought was different.  This time, he had vague images of the women gasping.  Then they would scream that he was a man, but there was something breathless in these screams:

“He’s a man!” exclaimed the tall blonde in the business suit.

“A man?!” gasped the dark-haired beauty in the black slacks.

Three more of the women rose to their feet.  There was a clatter of high heels as they all tottered over to him with deliberate speed.  Richard shrank in his seat, unsure what would happen next.  Then their hands were upon him.

“Let us see it!” they exclaimed as a group.

More hands.

His dress was unzipped.  He felt the now-familiar feeling of the dress slackening and loosening around his body.  A hand reached beneath its hem.  More grabbed the dress by its back.  It was pulled over his head.  It felt like when someone pulled a sheet off his body.  Then he felt the cool city air as it swept over his exposed body in its pretty lingerie.

There was another gasp.

“Look at his dick!
” came the cry from all corners.

“He’s so hard!”

Richard fruitlessly dropped his hands to his crotch to hide his engorged penis.  He looked to Christine for assurance.  She smiled knowingly and winked.  Hands, hands, hands everywhere.  They grabbed his panties, his bra, his shaft, its swollen head.  Nails scraped his flesh sending strong jolts of pleasure and pain to his brain.  Arms wrapped around him.  More hands.  His shaft was being stroked.

It felt glorious.

Richard smiled as he awoke from his fantasy.  He knew his panties were damp now.  “What an amazing dream,” he told himself.

“He’s cute, isn’t he?” asked Martha.

Richard vaguely understood her to be speaking to him.  “I’m sorry, Ma’am?  What did you say?”

“He’s cute.”

“Who?”

“The waiter.”

Richard glanced at the waiter as he served the table with the tall blonde who had scraped her nails across the head of Richard’s penis in his fantasy.  The waiter wore black skinny jeans which were so tight around the crotch that the outline of his manhood could be seen.  Above, he wore a short-sleeved white dress shirt.  His muscles bulged beneath the tight shirt.  Richard agreed the man was attractive, but he wasn’t going to admit that to his mother-in-law.

“Uh, I’m not sure,” said Richard.

“Of course, he is.  He’s gorgeous for such a young man.  And he’s been flirting with you.”

All the color left Richard’s face.  “Wh— wh— he has?”  He swallowed hard.

“He has.  Didn’t you notice?”

Horrified Richard shook his head in response.

Martha snickered.  “Oh my, darling.  Someone needs to train you in the art of social interaction.  He’s practically thrown himself at you.  You absolutely must flirt back when he returns to our table.”

“Wh— what?”

“Flirt back
, darling.  He’s single, he said so.  You’re single.  He likes you, obviously.  You would make a cute couple,” said his mother-in-law.  “Besides, you need a more active social life.  You can’t just keep lurking around the house in all your free time.”

Richard had no idea what to say to get out of this.  He looked to Christine to help him.  She wasn’t any help though.  She was struggling hard not to laugh.  He tried to scold her with his eyes, but that only made her struggles worse.  She was blushing bright red.

“I can’t,” said Richard finally.

“Why not?”

“Because I’m a man!
” thought Richard, but he knew he couldn’t say that.  “I’m— I’m just too busy.”

“Nonsense.  You have the evenings free and, if it’s a special occasion, I’m sure Christine will give you time off, won’t you darling?” countered Martha.

Richard looked to his wife again.

“Of course,” said Christine who looked really amused by this.

Richard’s mouth went dry.  He didn’t know what to say.  What could he say?  His mother-in-law thought he was a single woman, as far as he knew.  She knew “Miranda” had no boyfriend or husband.  She knew “Miranda” had no real social life.  From her perspective, he assumed, she must have thought she was doing “Miranda” a real favor.  How could he respond that he did not want this?

Martha watched all of this with a sharp sense of triumph.  She could see the terror in Richard’s eye which was her goal.  She could see that he had never once thought that being a woman might mean the attentions of men.  Now he knew what was in store if he tired to be a woman.  Now he knew the price:  dyed hair, plucked eyebrows, a hairless body... and men.  She could see that this was too much for him to bear.

“Now he’ll stand up to Christine and tell her he no longer wants to play this game.  But just to be sure,” she told herself, “let’s make this as close a call as possible.”  Martha waved the waiter over.

“What are you doing?” gasped Richard.  Even Christine suddenly looked worried.

“Someone has to help you have a social life, darling,” said Martha.

The waiter came over.  “Can I get you something?”

“Yes,” said Martha.  “My dear friend Miranda
 here has been admiring your muscles from across the room.”

Richard’s jaw dropped and his face flushed red.

The waiter smiled.  “Has she?”

Martha smiled wickedly.  “That and other things.”  As she said this, she raised an eyebrow and glanced lower on his body.  This drew everyone’s eyes, including Richard’s, right to the bulge in the man’s pants.  This close, Richard was fairly certain he could even make out its bulb-shaped head.  What’s more, it seemed to start growing larger as he looked at it.

“Hi,” squeaked Richard.  He was trembling.

Martha sensed her victory was near.  It was clear that Richard was positively terrified.  “I’ll bet you regret ever putting on a dress to try to fool me now, don’t you, my sissy son-in-law?” thought Martha.  She laughed and touched Richard’s forearm in a jocular manner as she spoke.  “Why don’t you tell him a little about yourself, darling?”

“L— like what?”

“Tell him what kind of restaurants you like?  What kind of movies?”

Richard opened his mouth to speak, but nothing came out.  At the same time, his eyes darted back to the waiter’s crotch.  That thing
 seemed to be getting bigger all the time.

“Forgive her, she’s nervous.  She was just commenting on your— well, she became flustered when she saw you,” said Martha.  “She’s not normally like this.”  She took out a pen.  “Say, darling,” she said to the waiter, “would you mind giving her your phone number.  I’m sure she’d love to call you when she’s recovered a bit.”

The waiter snickered and then smiled.  “Sure.”

He took the pen and looked around for something to write upon.  Seeing nothing, he took Richard’s hand, turned it over palm side up, and pulled it to him.  He rested Richard’s hand against his thigh, just millimeters from his tightly-packed manhood.  Then he wrote his phone number along with the name “Lane.”  He then pulled Richard’s hand to his mouth and kissed it.

“Can I get you ladies anything else?” he asked.

Martha smiled.  “I think that will be enough.”


Chapter Nineteen: “A Reflection”

—o—

The aftermath of the lunch proved interesting.

Christine returned to her office.  Her mind was awash with conflicting thoughts.  On the one hand, she was shocked to see her husband feminized in ways that could not be undone with a simple washcloth.

“What in the world made him agree to get his hair done and his eyebrows?” she asked herself as she stared with unseeing eyes at the productivity report on her desk.  No more work would be done today.  “And how did mother not realize ‘Miranda’ was Richard?”

Christine shook her head.  She had no answer.

On the other hand, she was relieved they had arranged the lunch.  Seeing Richard this way was shocking and it took her considerable time to regain her composure.  She couldn’t imagine what she might have blurted out if she had just run into him at home that evening.  She most likely would have given the whole secret away.

“Mother would have freaked to find out the truth!”

On yet another hand, Christine’s shock was overwhelmed by her excitement.  Seeing her husband take another step in his feminization, a slightly more permanent step, was scary but exhilarating.  It was like living a fantasy.  She wanted more.  No, she needed
 more.  But that raised the other question, the key question as far as Christine was concerned: how far would Richard really go?

“What if this scared him and now he wants to quit?” she asked herself.

“No, he looked excited,” she replied.

“Maybe it was his idea to get his hair done and not mother’s idea?  Maybe he wants to move forward even quicker now?”

This thought excited her and made her tingle all over – again, she saw an image of his expanded nipples – but it didn’t seem likely that Richard would take that risk.  Richard would never risk taking off the wig so long as her mother was around.  That meant her mother must have pushed this... somehow.

“How did she get him to remove the wig?  And how does she not know who he is?!” exclaimed Christine incredulously.

She picked up her coffee and sipped it.

“What is Richard thinking?”

—o—

For his part, Richard returned home and found himself awash in energy he needed to unload, stress he needed to unwind, and fears and thrills he needed to process.  The best way he knew to do that, oddly, was to get cleaning.  So he set out to give the house a spotless cleaning from top to bottom.  As he did, his mind flew from topic to topic, unable to focus on anything, to reach any conclusion, to find calm anywhere:

“What if my eyebrows don’t grow back?”

“This trendy hair is so pretty, but I could never go back to school with this haircut.  That means Miranda can’t live past the summer.  Am I going to miss her?  What if I don’t— well?”

“Why had going to lunch excited me so?”

“What if I had been caught?”

“Why had a fantasy about being exposed and stripped by a gaggle of women turned me on so much?  What does that mean?”

“What would Christine say about that?”

“In fact, what did Christine think today?  Is she upset?  Is she going to come home and put an end to Miranda?  What do I do then?  Do I let her
?”

The fact he even asked this made him cringe, and he tried to push all of this out of his mind by focusing on mopping the floor.  He dipped the mop into the bucket and attacked the floor vigorously.  He was determined that the floor was going to shine when he was done with it.

His mind would not rest, however.  It went over the same questions over and over in different forms.  Sometimes, he found himself tingling all over at thoughts of his wife making love to him as Miranda.  At other times, he would find himself cringing at the memory of the waiter’s touch or the moment Tanya revealed what she knew about him.  At others, it was images of a much more feminized himself trying to teach his classes to mocking looks.  Each time he hit a point where some question asked too much of him and he tried to shut them all out again.  And the whole time he cleaned like a maniac, never thinking what this said about the inroads his summer of servitude had made upon his mind.

—o—

By the time Christine came home that night, she and Richard both had only one thing in mind.  But they needed to wait until Martha went to bed.  The second that happened, Richard snuck into the master bedroom.  He wore a white babydoll nightie and tan open-backed wedge sandals and nothing more.  He picked those because he knew his wife liked them and he wanted to please her lest she be upset about the day.  His erection pushed out the teddie even before he left his own bedroom.

He closed the door quietly behind himself.

“Oh my God, Richard!” exclaimed Christine and she left her vanity and rushed over to her feminized husband.  She wore white pajama pants, pajama tops with spaghetti straps and mid-heeled white slippers which she hadn’t taken off yet.  “What did you do to your hair?!  Your eyebrows?!”

“It wasn’t my idea.  It was your mother!”

Christine ran her fingers over his forehead and traced his feminine eyebrows.  The idea that he was stuck with these for a couple weeks actually turned her on.  They made such a difference in his face.  They made him look so much more feminine.  Then she ran her fingers through his sexy hair.  “This is incredible!”

“It’s a disaster,” whined Richard.

Christine shook her head.  “No, it looks fantastic.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, it’s super sexy.”

“But anyone can see who I am?”

Christine shook her head again.  “Not really.  You look like a woman.”

Richard furrowed his brow.  He didn’t know if that was a good thing or not.  For the moment, it seemed to be, but he did want to be a man again and the idea that he was too easily made into a woman bothered him.  “How long is it going to take to grow these things back?” he asked and he pointed to his eyebrows.  “No one will tell me!”

Christine smiled at her husband.  “They grow back fast, honey.”  Christine smiled mischievously before adding, “and if they don’t then you’ll just need to stay my maid from now on.”

Richard felt his wife’s shift in mood.  She was feeling playful now and he certainly could use a bit of that.  Aside from the stress and worry he felt all day, he also had spent the day feeling super horny.  This was a good time to do something about that.  Christine sat down on the edge of the bed and held out her leg.  She pointed at her shoe.

“Off.”

Richard felt his penis grow.  “Yes, Ma’am.”  He then dropped to one knee before his wife and took her ankle in his hand.  Then he wrapped his other hand around her heel and pulled her shoe off.  He brought it to his nose and whiffed its sweaty, leathery smell.  He smiled and dropped it to the floor.  Then he massaged her foot for a few seconds before she changed legs.

“I couldn’t believe you were flirting with a man,” said Christine.

Richard felt a rush of shame.  He couldn’t believe it either, not that he had started it or even done most of it.  “It was your mother mostly.”

“I seem to recall him writing his number on your
 hand.”

“Your mother asked for it.”

“Did you call his number?”

Richard shuddered.  “Absolutely not!”

Christine smiled wickedly.  “I should make you call him.”

Richard’s jaw dropped.  “You what?”

“You heard me.  I should make you call him and flirt with him.  You could have phone sex with him.  I know how much you like phone sex.”  She didn’t wait for an answer.  Instead, she climbed backwards on the bed and spread her legs.  “Are you coming?”

Richard smiled.  He hiked up the babydoll nightie slightly to expose his erection.  He had forgotten what else Tanya had done.

Christine’s jaw dropped.  “Oh my God!” she exclaimed with a laugh.

Richard cringed as he realized why she was laughing.

“You got a bikini wax!”

Christine leaned forward and grabbed his erection with one hand.  She used the other to brush the small heart-shaped patch of hair above his penis.

“Oh my God, how girly!”

She then realized that his legs were hairless too.

“You waxed your legs too!”

“Yeah, the woman at the salon did it for free.”

Christine raised an eyebrow.  “For free
?”

Richard blushed very deeply.  “Yeah.  When she realized I was a man.”

An enormous smiled crossed Christine’s lips.  “This I need to hear.”  She slid to the edge of the bed, still holding his erection.  She crossed her legs, though not as gracefully as before she was pregnant, and she smiled knowingly at her husband.  “Go on, dear... do tell.”

This was going to be embarrassing.


Chapter Twenty: “She’s Reading About Hormones?”

—o—

Much to Martha’s frustration, “Miranda” did not quit the next morning.  Once again, her plan had not worked.  It seemed that no matter what she did, the outcome stubbornly remained the same.  This time, however, she decided to remain patient.  She knew Richard might need a day or two to work up the courage to confront Christine.  Christine, after all, did take after Martha herself and could be quite difficult to approach when her mind was made up.  So she decided to wait another day to see if Richard might still do what she wanted.

But “Miranda” didn’t quit the second day either... or the third.

“This is ridiculous!” exclaimed Martha.

Martha paced back and forth in her room, periodically sticking her head out the door to observe Richard happily cleaning the house in his tight sissy uniform and his tall heels.  Her daughter sat on the couch reading something.  They both seemed quite content.

“I saw how worried he was.  He was positively terrified.  Why hasn’t he quit?”

Martha returned to her pacing.

“He knows now that he can’t be both Miranda and Richard whenever he wants.  He needs to choose.  And he can’t stay Miranda for the birth or when he needs to return to his teaching job.  That means he has no choice.  He has no choice.
  So why hasn’t he acted?!”

Martha kept pacing in her tiger-striped open-toed black pumps.  Her shirtdress was black with a black belt.

“I saw the fear in his eyes.  He doesn’t want to do this.  He doesn’t want to be exposed... he doesn’t want to be exposed to men
.”

She stopped.

“So why hasn’t he given up?!”

She started pacing again.

“Maybe I didn’t go far enough?  Maybe I should have gotten the waiter to kiss him.  That would even startle Christine.”  Martha now accepted without acknowledging the fact that her daughter had to be the one driving this issue, otherwise Richard would have quit.  She was certain of that.  She could see it in his eyes.

“So how do I ramp up the pressure even more?”

She wasn’t sure.

Just then, Martha heard her daughter call out that she was going to bed.  Miranda was too.

“All right, see you in the morning,” called back Martha.

Martha sat down at her vanity and opened a container of cold cream.  Before she applied any, however, she decided she wanted a drink.  So she made her way to the kitchen.  Her high-heeled slippers tapped out her progress.  In the kitchen, she found some gin to which she added tonic water and a dash of lime.  She then started back to her bedroom through the darkened living room.  As she passed the couch, something caught her eye on the end table.

“What’s this?” she asked.

She sat down, set her drink down, and picked up the small pamphlet.  This was what her daughter had been reading earlier, and it was just light enough to read it at the moment.  The pamphlet was folded over.  The page to which it was folded began with a header that read:  “HORMONES, WHAT TO EXPECT.”

Martha’s brow furrowed.

“Hormones
?!  What is this?” she growled.

Martha’s eyes scanned the page.  The whole page discussed a list of female hormones and what their effects would be on a body.

“Estrogen.  Progesterone.  Prolactin,” she read down the list.  “‘Follicle stimulating hormone.’  ‘Promotes hair growth.’  ‘Causes breasts to increase in size and eventually produce milk.’  Produce milk?!”

She angrily slapped the pamphlet back down onto the end table.

“She’s reading about hormones!
” hissed Martha.  “We’ll see about this!”

She glared off into the semidarkness.

—o—

The following day started quite happily for Richard.  Not only had he had a wonderfully erotic night with his wife, but his mother-in-law spent most of the day reading or chatting on the phone in her room leaving him to work by himself.  Being away from his mother-in-law was always good, being away from her today was even better.  Being alone today gave him a chance to explore this new Miranda without her watching him.  Being this Miranda, without the wig and with the more feminine face, was strangely exciting to him.  For the first time, he really was
 Miranda rather than wearing
 Miranda, and that gave him a special thrill.  Consequently, he found himself constantly stopping to examine himself in the mirror and, from time to time, tending to a much-renewed erection.

Richard returned the broom to the closet and then tossed the used dishtowels into the hamper.  The sound of his heels clicking off the hardwood floor as he walked down the hallway almost had a musical quality for him.

He smiled that he was wearing heels.

Richard returned to the living room and fluffed the cushions.  As he did, he saw his reflection in the glass.  This made him run his fingers with their sharp red nails through his spiky hair and he almost giggled.

His penis grew beneath his skirt.  It had been hard most of the day.

“I have to admit, I love this hair,” he thought, before blushing and adding, “on a woman.”

He imagined a woman dressed like a secretary in a suit and heels with this hair.  The image excited him.  Then he imagined a woman in a red dress and mid-heeled wedges in his classroom with his hair.  She was pretty too, and also exciting.  There was something delicate and yet daring about her, and he wanted to touch her hair.  He closed his eyes and took a deep breath as if he could smell her perfume.  As he did, his hand reached down and squeezed his erection through his maid uniform.  He imagined the woman at the front of the class.  In his mind, he felt her soft dress.  He heard the sound of her heels, a duller click than his own.  He looked out over the class.  They were all watching her.  Or were they watching him?  They were.  Then he realized he was the woman.

A week ago, this change of perspective would have shocked him back to the present.  He would have dropped his erection and forced himself to think about sports and doing something manly like slamming down a beer with friends.

This time he smiled.

Then he slowly awoke from this fantasy to realize that he stood in the bay window that spanned their living room, and he had been masturbating.  He immediately let go of his penis and guiltily backed away from the window.

“I hope nobody saw that,” he said with a blush and a nervous laugh.

Richard bumped into the couch as he backed away from the window.  He stopped and glanced behind him to see what he had hit.  As he did, he saw the pamphlet once more.  He didn’t pick it up.  He didn’t need too.  He knew what it said.  It was about the changes his wife would face, but that wasn’t why Christine had showed it to him.  She wanted to give him hormones and give him breasts.  He could never allow that.

“Not that I want to anyway.”

Richard twisted his lip.  He didn’t want breasts, did he?

“I mean, it sounds kind of cool, in a way.  It would be exciting to touch them and to see my nipples pop up like hers... but breasts?  No, I don’t want that.  Can’t want that.  Can’t do that, I mean.”

Richard shook his head.

He glanced at the pamphlet again and had a quick image of a pair of large, hard nipples pushing their way up through the red dress worn by the teacher in his image a moment before.  That image excited him.

He shook his head again and walked off.

“Not going to happen,” he said.

—o—

Christine came home super horny.

Her husband’s feminization was turning her on to the point of almost being painful.  She thought about it all the time, like an obsession.  She also wanted so badly to push him farther, but he seemed to have stalled in terms of how far he would go.  This was frustrating her and it was leading to all kinds of strange dreams and fantasies, some of which were striking her at the office.

“My secretary must think I’m crazy,” said Christine as she climbed the couple steps to the front door.  She thought about her secretary Dana and how many times she nearly caught her touching herself today and how many times she did catch her lost in some far away place.  It was not a productive day at the office.  Dana actually asked if she was all right and suggested that she go home early.

Christine took the last step.  Even in the wedges she now wore instead of stilettos, her pregnancy made stairs difficult.

As with every other day recently, Richard opened the door before Christine could grab the knob; her mother had him very well trained.  He wore his black maid costume and the white pumps.  He looked so different without the wig, so much more feminine and yet more like Richard too.  Her mother stood behind him.  She wore a white shirtdress and patent-leather red pumps.  There was an enormous grin on her face.  She was either very happy, or she was up to something, thought Christine.

“Hello darling,” sang her mother happily.  She moved past Richard and kissed Christine on the cheek.

“Hello, mother,” said Christine.

“How was work?”

“It was good,” said Christine and she stepped into the house.

She handed her purse to her husband without a word.  He took it and set it aside.  Then he helped her out of her coat.  Beneath it, she wore a tight black dress that covered every inch of skin from her neck to her knees, but somehow seemed almost immodest, especially with her ever-growing baby bump.  She tried to raise her right leg in the air behind her so she could unbuckle and remove her wedge, but she wasn’t able to reach it adequately; her balance was off.

“Be a dear and help me with these shoes,” said Christine to Richard.

Richard blushed.  There was still something about being subservient to his wife that made him uncomfortable, but in a sexually exciting sort of way.  Nevertheless, he did it.

“You sound like you need a little break, darling,” said Martha.

“I do,” said Christine.  She described an event that had happened which required the office manager to get involved.  It was complex, difficult and unnecessary.  It took up most of her day too to resolve.  As she spoke, Richard was on his knees before her unbuckling his wife’s shoes and pulling them from her feet.

“Well, I have just the thing,” said Martha.

“Really?  What?”

“I know this amazing little club.  You’ll love it.  They have great music, a great show.  You can relax and take your mind off things.  You can listen to some nice music.  I can get a drink.  We can even take Miranda.  She’ll enjoy getting out of the house,” said Martha.

Richard’s eyes shot up at his mother-in-law.  He did not want to leave the house as Miranda again!

Christine hesitated.  She knew Richard wouldn’t like this.  But she wanted to go out very badly.  They hadn’t gone out since Richard was turned into Miranda, except for the one lunch.  And, honestly, that had proved that he could do it!  It would do him good to get out more.  He needed to get away once in a while, especially as a woman; it would make him more comfortable in the role.  Not to mention, he had a whole closet full of clothes he never wore.  And a club was the perfect place for this.  It would be dark.  It would be packed with people who were all paying attention to themselves and their dates.  Richard wouldn’t stand out.  Besides, getting out might even give him the confidence he needed to want to go further with his feminization.

“The more he gets used to going out,” she thought, “the more he’ll want the tools he needs to have a good time.”  She’d never exactly thought of breasts as “tools” before, but the analogy made sense to her.

She was about to agree.

Richard, however, shot to his feet first.  “That’s very nice of you,” said Richard, “but I’d rather not.”

“Why not?” asked his mother-in-law.

Christine decided to let her mother handle this.

Richard shook his head.  “I’m really happy just doing my duties.”

“Nonsense!’ replied his mother-in-law.  “You need to get out!  You’ve been cooped up here for so long, you need a break.  See new sights.  Get fresh air.  One night out will be good for you.”

“I really am fine.”

“Everyone needs time away from a job.”

Richard looked to his wife for help, unaware that she wanted to go out and she wanted to take him.  She was envisioning being able to go out a lot again if they could get Richard to go out this one time.  That prospect made her happy.  So she said nothing.

Richard needed another excuse.  “But I’ve never been to a club,” he said.

“You were never at a salon before yesterday either, and look how that turned out,” said his mother-in-law.

“But I wouldn’t know how to behave.”

“Of course you do, darling.  You just come with us and do as we do.  Think of it as a chance to practice some of the things I’ve taught you.  It will also give you a chance to wear some of the clothes I’ve bought you.”

“But I don’t have the money to go to a club.”

“My treat,” said his mother-in-law.

Richard bit his lip.  He was running out of excuses.  He looked to his wife for help one last time.  She smiled politely, but still said nothing.  He turned back to his mother-in-law.  It was time to bring out the one argument she could not counter.

“I just don’t want to go,” said Richard.

“On nonsense!” said Martha.  “It’s settled then.”

Richard raised an eyebrow.  “Settled?  How can it be settled?” he thought.  He had refused after all.  But his mother-in-law suddenly seemed to be acting as if the matter were closed.  She was walking off telling them both to go get ready.  How had that happened?

Christine walked past her husband and kissed him on the lips when her mother wasn’t looking.  “Sorry, darling,” she whispered.

“But I said ‘no’.”

“Yes, you did.  And my mother said ‘yes.’”

Richard pursed his lips.  This wasn’t how things were supposed to work.


Chapter Twenty-One: “Getting Ready To Go Out”

—o—

Richard sat on the bed in “his” room trying to figure out how he had been pushed into this.  There seemed to be no answer.  There seemed to be no way out either.  Despite going to the salon and the restaurant, he wasn’t ready to go out in public yet, but he had no choice.  All he could do now was get dressed.

“I don’t even know what to wear,” he said unhappily.

He looked down at the panties and the corset he wore.  He’d worn women’s clothes for so long now that he felt quite comfortable in them.  They were almost normal to him.  But going out in them, that was another matter.

Then came a knock on his door and his wife stuck her head through it.

“Mind if I come in?” asked Christine.

Richard waved her in.

“You should be getting ready,” said Christine.

“I don’t even know what I’m supposed to wear.”

“Not a problem,” said Christine.  She walked over to his closet and started flipping through all the gorgeous feminine clothes her mother had bought him.  She came upon a flirty pink dress.  “Is this new?”

Richard nodded his head.  She had indeed.  “Yeah.  Your mother bought it the other day.”

Christine snickered.  He would look cute in this.

“Wear this,” she said.”

“That?”

“It’s cute.”

“It’s really tiny.  It’s not going to hide anything.”

Christine looked him up and down.  He looked very feminine these days in the corset and with the right girdle and with his new hair.  “You don’t need to hide anything,” she said.  “Just make sure you wear a thong to avoid panty lines.  Come on, honey, get dressed.”

Richard felt embarrassed that his wife was helping him pick out women’s clothes so they could go to the club.  This wasn’t something that happened in normal husband-wife relationships.  Still, it was helpful.  So he stood up from the bed and stripped off his panties.  He tossed those into the hamper and then went to the small dresser to grab a thong.  The thong was black with pink polka-dots.  He pulled it up his legs.  They he grabbed some tan stocking and pulled those up his legs.  He attached them to a black garterbelt.  Finally, he slipped the dress over his head and let it shimmy down into place.

Christine’s nipples popped up.  Seeing her husband in the tight, short pink dress turned her on.  In fact, she needed to fight the urge to throw him on the bed and make love to him right there.

“You look great,” she said.

Richard blushed.  He enjoyed being feminized, but wasn’t used to it yet.

“This is going to be fun,” said Christine.

Richard wasn’t so sure.  “Are you sure this is a good idea?  What if I get spotted?”

Christine smiled and hugged her husband.  “You’ll be fine.  No one’s going to spot you.  All they’re going to see is one hot woman who’s giving all the guys boners.  You’ll love it.”

Now Richard really blushed.  “I’d rather not give guys ‘boners’.”

Christine chuckled.  Then she grabbed a white and pink scarf and handed it to him.  “Wear this too.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Richard without realizing it.  Parts of being Miranda were becoming second nature to him, even without him noticing.  Christine actually liked those parts, so she never said anything about it.

Christine finally grabbed a pair of white sandals with thin platforms and tall heels.  They would give the pink dress just the perfect final touch.  Richard would look super sexy walking around in this outfit.

“And these,” she said.

Richard took the sandals and sat down to put them on.  Christine was amazed he didn’t even object.  This was indeed progress, and that made her smile.

As Richard slipped into the shoes, Christine returned to the closet.  She saw the mustard-colored dress hanging on a hanger.  She suddenly had the urge to wear it.  She took it from the hanger.

“Can I borrow this?” she asked.

Richard shrugged his shoulders.  “Sure, I guess.”

Christine smiled.  She had been dying to wear this dress ever since it came into the house and here was her chance.  This was exciting.  This made going out even better.  She was going to enjoy this!  She grabbed the matching shoes, kissed her husband on the cheek, thanked him, and raced to her room to change.

“I can’t believe I’m borrowing my husband
’s dress to go out!” she giggled.

This was going to be fun!

—o—

Richard stopped in a shadow in the alley next to the club.  He subconsciously covered his crotch with his hands as he stood there in the tight pink dress.  His tall white heels felt strange against the soft asphalt; his toes pointed towards each other in a rather classic “nervous” pose little girls do.  The cool night air blew up his dress and tickled his testicles.

His mother-in-law and wife stood in the light just before him.  He could see the red neon sign over the club’s door:  Little Lies
.  He could hear music pulsing through the front door.  People were walking past on the sidewalk.  Cars were driving by.  What if someone recognized him as a man?

“Here we are,” said his mother-in-law.

“This is going to be exciting,” said Christine.  “Are you ready, Miranda?”

Both women turned to glance at Richard.  They expected a smile, but he shook his head instead.  It had been a miracle he had found the courage to get out of the car and make it this far, and that miracle was aided by dark shadows that hung over the alley and ran all the way from the parking spot to the club.  Taking the next step, into the light, seemed impossible.

“Miranda?” repeated Christine.

“I— I don’t think I want to do this,” said Richard.  He imagined everyone turning and pointing at him the moment he entered the club.  What in the world made him think he could pass as a woman?

“Don’t worry, darling, you’ll love it,” said his mother-in-law.

Richard looked at her nervously and tried to smile.

Christine squeezed his arm.  That was as affectionate as she could get without tipping off her mother that “Miranda” was more than just a live-in maid.  “You’ll enjoy it, dear.  It will be nice to get out.”

“I— I think I want to go back to the car,” said Richard, who was growing increasingly pale.  He was losing his nerve.

“Nonsense, darling.  We’re here,” said Martha.

“I’m sorry, but I just don’t feel good.”

“You’ll feel better when we get inside and have a drink or two.”

Richard shook his head.  He was definitely losing his nerve.  Who knew who was in that club?  Who knew who might see him?  Who knew what the consequences would be?  What if it was another teacher from the school and they spotted him?  What if it was a student?

“I just want to go home,” he squeaked.

“Now, now, don’t be such a downer, Miranda,” said Martha dismissively.

Christine ignored her mother and looked at her husband sympathetically.  She realized he was too scared to continue.  “Maybe we should do this some other night,” she said.

Before Richard could respond, Christine’s mother glanced down into her purse.  “Oh dear.  I’ve forgotten my wallet on the seat of the car.  Would you be a darling and go back and get it?” she asked Christine.

Christine raised an eyebrow.  “Me?”

“Yes, darling.”

“You’re sending the pregnant woman back to the car?  The pregnant
 woman?”

“You’re the one with the key, Christine.  Besides, the car is just over there.  It’s not that far,” said Martha indifferently, pointing generally to where the car was parked not more than a hundred feet away.

“I’m wearing heels, mom.”

Everyone looked down at the yellow heels she wore; the ones belonging to Richard/Miranda and which matched the mustard dress.  They were gorgeous.  They were extra tall too.  They looked difficult to wear and even harder to walk in, which of course they were.

“And such lovely heels they are,” said her mother.

“I thought we were leaving.  Why don’t we all go back together?”

“Christine
,” said Martha in her “I am your mother, do as I say” tone.

Christine exhaled frustratedly, but could do nothing.  That tone was her mother’s super power; Christine could never resist it.  “Fine.  I’ll get your wallet.  I’ll be right back.”

With that, Christine stomped off to the car.  Crack!  Crack!  Crack!  Crack!  Crack!
  While she still had grace and style in her gait, especially in heels, her walk definitely reflected her pregnancy now.  To this, she added a hint of annoyance at being given this duty when it made more sense either for her mother to go back and get the wallet she
 forgot or for them all to go so they could leave, as clearly, they weren’t going to make it to the club.

“I will never understand my mother,” she said beneath her breath.

Martha watched her daughter storm off.  When Christine was out of earshot, she turned on Richard.  “All right, Miranda.  Listen here,” she snapped.  “Christine wants to go to the club.  She needs to get out of the house and have a good time.  You can’t keep a pregnant woman locked up like she’s been.  So for the sake of my daughter, we’re going into that club.  Do you understand?”

“But—”

“No!
  There is no ‘but.’  We’re going.”

Richard was taken aback by her tone.  Up to now, she had dealt with him more respectfully, even as she was teaching him how to be a submissive woman.  Being growled at like this was something new.  It made him tense up, take notice, and stand at attention.

“Do you understand?
” repeated Martha.

There was nothing Richard could say.  He knew there was no reason Miranda would refuse to go into public.  He also knew that Martha was right: Christine did want to go to the club.  She wanted to get out of the house, which was something he had not been able to give her this entire summer so far.  Short answer:  he had no reason to object and every reason to agree.  But that’s not why he agreed.  He agreed, frankly, because his mother-in-law intimidated him.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Richard and he bit his lip.

A moment later, Christine returned.  She looked annoyed.  “Your wallet isn’t on the seat, mother,” said Christine as she approached.

Crack!  Crack!  Crack!  Crack!  Crack!

Martha pretended to look into her purse.  “Oh, here it is.  I’m so sorry for making you walk all the way over there.”  She then seamlessly shifted the point.  “Are you ready to go inside?”

“I thought we weren’t going?” said Christine.

“Why wouldn’t we go?” asked Martha.

“Well, I thought—  What about Miranda?  I thought she was afr— wasn’t feeling well?”

“Miranda is ready, aren’t you, darling?”

Christine and her mother looked at Richard.  His face was colorless with terror.  Nevertheless, he glanced at his mother-in-law, faked a smile, and then nodded his head.  “I’m ready,” he said.

“See, darling?” said Martha smugly.


Chapter Twenty-Two: “The Club”

—o—

The club was dark, though everything glowed with a blue and silver aura from hidden lights.  Toward the front of the room stood an elevated stage.  It was empty at the moment.  Spread around the room were dozens of tables.  Booths lined the walls.  A pretty blonde girl in a white bustier top, a tight black skirt, and black stiletto platform heels led the trio to a table directly in front of the stage.

“Great seats,” said Christine as she sat down.

“You’re going to love the show,” said her mother.

“What kind of show is it?”

“That’s a surprise, darling.”

Richard sat down with his left shoulder almost touching the stage.  His mother-in-law sat next to him on his right and his wife sat across from her mother.  He had not taken much in at this point.  Indeed, he had been walking with his eyes down to avoid making eye contact and he took his seat without looking around or even raising his head.  He was hoping to go unnoticed.

When they were seated, a waitress came over.  She wore a white bustier top like the blonde girl had and a black skirt.  On her feet were black high-heeled sandals with painfully tall heels.  Apparently, this was the club uniform.

“Good evening, ladies.  Can I get you something to drink?” asked the young woman.

“I’ll have a vodka tonic,” said Martha.

Christine looked over the drinks menu.  It was shaped like a martini glass.  “Your cocktails look fabulous, but I’ll just have a tomato juice,” she said and she patted her bulging stomach.

The woman turned to Richard, who didn’t realize they were waiting for him.  He was still tense.  Walking into the club had drained his courage.  Walking through the club had shaken him.  Now that he was sitting, he felt more comfortable, particularly as no one had confronted him about being a man, but there were too many people for him to watch them all.  For all he knew, he told himself, half of them were watching him right now snickering at the man in the dress.  Ordering a drink was the last thing on his mind.  “Uh, I’ll just have water,” he said. 

Martha laughed.  “Nonsense, darling!  We’re here to have fun.  I insist you join me in a drink!”

“I’m fine with water—” protested Richard, but Martha cut him off.

“She’ll have a whiskey sour.  Make it a double.”

The waitress scurried away.

“So tell me, isn’t it nice to be out of the house again?” asked Martha of her daughter.

Christine smiled.  “It does feel good.  We haven’t been out in a while.”

“Just wait until the show starts.”

“What kind of show did you say it was?” asked Richard.

“You’ll see,” said his mother-in-law with a telltale grin.

Richard saw her wicked grin and knew she was up to something.  But what?  What could she possibly be up to here?  He didn’t know, and not knowing made him all the more nervous.  Just then, the waitress brought the drinks.  Richard took his and threw it back.  It was gone in a flash.

“So much for just wanting water,” said his mother-in-law with a snicker.

Her comment struck him.  Did women drink like that?  Would a maid?  Had he made a mistake?  He wasn’t sure.  Richard cringed that he might have given himself away.

“Would you like another?” asked the waitress with a snicker.

“That was a double
,” said Christine sternly.

Richard decided it was wise to stop and he was just about to say so when a feeling of warmth slowly came over him as the alcohol took hold.  All the hard edges smoothed and his tension softened.  He lost his train of thought and smiled at the waitress rather than answering.  His mother-in-law jumped into the silence.

“Let’s have another so my friend can taste her drink this time,” said Martha.

Richard didn’t object and the waitress walked off.  Richard watched her rear wiggle as she disappeared.  Then he glanced at his wife and caught a disapproving look.  He silently nodded his agreement and swore to himself to drink only water the rest of the night and not to eye the waitress.

“Say, Miranda,” said Martha slyly.

Richard looked up.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“I saw a pamphlet in the living room the other day.  Was that yours by chance?  It was about hormones.”

Christine raised an eyebrow.  That was her pamphlet.  It was about the hormonal changes coming from her pregnancy.  Why would her mother think it had anything to do with “Miranda”?

“Pamphlet?” asked Richard with confusion.

“Yes, I thought you might be taking hormones,” said Martha disapprovingly.

An image of himself with enormous breasts and nipples the size of pacifiers passed before Richard’s eyes.  “Take hormones?!  Me?  No!” exclaimed Richard nervously.

Martha smirked.  Clearly, her daughter and her son-in-law were not on the same page when it came to his feminization.  She had, she decided, guessed correctly.  “Tonight will solve this problem,” she thought.

At the same time, Christine had been listening unhappily.  She wasn’t sure why her mother would talk about hormones with “Miranda,” but she didn’t like the effect this discussion was having on Richard.  She still held out hope of giving Richard small breasts that she could play with.  Her mother suddenly delving into hormones and the negative tone she seemed to be taking was frightening Richard.  She decided to do some damage control.

“There’s nothing wrong with hormones, mother,” said Christine confidently.

Richard now glanced at her.

“Except for many of the unwanted effects,” said Martha.

Richard furrowed his brow and shifted his attention to his mother-in-law.

“Like what?” demanded Christine.  “Being pregnant is wonderful.  The hormones from that bring larger breasts, amazing hair.  I don’t know any woman who doesn’t love that.”

“And insane mood swings.”

Christine turned bright red.  Her mother was right, but that wasn’t helping.  “It’s a small price to pay.”

“Of course, it is, darling.  But that’s the point: there is a price to pay.
”

Richard continued shifting his attention back and forth between his wife and his mother-in-law as each spoke.

“There’s a price to pay with anything in life, mother.”

“So true.  But sometimes, the price of hormones can be quite high.  Take the case of men exposed to female hormones.  Do you know what happens to them, darling?” asked her mother.

“What?” asked Richard cautiously.

“There can be some very
 unwanted things.”

Richard bit his lip.  “Like what?”

“Don’t be so dramatic, mother,” snapped Christine who was growing increasingly frustrated that Richard seemed to be getting more and more frightened by this conversation.  What in the world had caused her mother to bring this up in the first place?  It made no sense.

“I’m not being dramatic, darling.  The effects are well documented.  Breasts.  Hips.  He’ll lose muscle.  He’ll become passive and submissive.  Even his penis can stop working.”

Richard stifled a gasp.  He didn’t know that part.  Was that true?  “They can stop a penis from working?” he asked nervously.

“Soft as a pillow, darling,” said Martha.

Christine started to object, but suddenly, two of the stage lights came on.

“Oh oh oh!  Here we go,” said Martha excitedly.

“His penis won’t stop working,
” whispered Christine aggressively at her mother.

Her mother shushed her.  “Shhh!!  The show’s starting.”

Everyone looked to the stage.  Richard did too.  It was over his left shoulder, level with his throat.  He was going to have a good view of someone’s shoes; his mother-in-law and his wife would have much better views.  The lights in the room went dark.  Everyone applauded.  Two more stage lights came on an instant later.  They formed a sort of spotlight which focused on the curtain to the left of the stage.  The curtain parted slightly.

A lonely saxophone played slow, meaningful notes.

Richard was grabbed by the notes.  His mind drifted away to a far away place.  He saw himself awash in a golden sea.  Then he heard the most sultry voice he had ever heard.

“Passion... and lust
—” sang the woman.

Richard took a deep breath as if he could breathe in the sounds.  The woman’s voice was like a steamy summer night.  It melted something inside him and made him sweat.  It was the sound of a dream.  Richard imagined himself in a cabana by the ocean surrounded by white walls of silk which danced and fluttered in the warm night air as a gentle breeze blew through, showing an enormous silver moon beyond.  The sheets on the bed beneath the cabana glowed.  Through the flowing silk, he caught a glimpse of a beautiful, ephemeral, sensual woman.

“Fireflies at dusk
—”

Richard sank into his seat.  His body was slowly going limp, except for a six-inch part of him, which had grown hard.  That voice!  That voice!  It was turning him on.  And then he saw the woman.  Her leg slowly slid from behind the curtain into the spotlight.  She wore silky tan stockings and sparkly black high-heeled sandals with thick platforms.  Her toes were painted bright red.

“Sand in a dream
—”

“You know, some of those changes can never be undone,” said his mother-in-law in his ear.

Richard tensed up again.  His sultry mood had vanished.  Worry gnawed at him once more.  His erection began to fade.  “Really?” he asked his mother-in-law over his shoulder.

She nodded her head.  “Really.”

The waitress reappeared with the second drink before anyone could say anything else.  Richard grabbed the drink and tossed it back in one gulp as well.  His mind raced.  He had considered the hormones, he really had, but he didn’t know they could rob him of his penis or that it could be permanent.

“What did I almost do?” he asked himself.

Christine saw this, but was powerless to do anything from across the table.  Or was she?  Suddenly, Richard felt something warm and soft in his lap.  Without even looking, he knew it had to be his wife’s foot.  The soft feeling of her toes rubbing against the silk of his nylons was electric and made him horny.  His erection returned and he glanced across the table and smiled at his wife, who winked at him.  Christine breathed a sigh of relief as this seemed to have distracted Richard from her mother-in-law’s strange tirade against female hormones.  She moved her toes further until they found the tip of his penis pushing against his skirt.  She squeezed it with her toes, which made his erection throb and chased away his worries.

“Real as it seems
—” sang the woman.

Richard now looked to the stage.  The woman had slipped past the curtain onto the stage.  She slowly, sensually approached the front of the stage.  She was gorgeous.  Her dark green eyes pierced Richard.  Her body was amazing in an ultra-tight silver dress; it reflected the light in a thousand directions and colors.  Her curves were incredible and her breasts abundant and firm.  Richard imagined touching them and playing with her nipples.

“You and me and that sweet summer heat
—”

The woman stepped to the front of the stage, right in front of Richard.  He could hear her heels crack against the stage with each step.  Her beautifully painted toes were inches from his face.  He craned his head upwards and saw her looking down at him.  She smiled at him and he grinned sheepishly.

“Does she excite you?” asked Martha in his ear.

“She is gorgeous!” admitted Richard.

“She’s like the perfect woman,” said Martha.

“Whiskey and wine... on Bourbon Street
.”

As the word “street” hung in the air the woman reached around behind her.  It was an odd motion that struck Richard.

“What is she doing?” wondered Richard suddenly.  “It sure looks like she’s—”  His face broke into an enormous, expectant grin.  He knew what was coming and he couldn’t wait to see it.

“A queen on her throne, and you at her feet
—” sang the woman.

The woman crouched down and reached out her hand and stroked Richard’s chin as she sang.  He got even harder at the feel of her hand and the thought of how this must have looked as two apparent women touched so sensually.

“Lust is divine on Bourbon Street.
”

The woman now stood up straight again.  As she did, in one fluid motion, she let go of her dress and it seemed to hang suspended in the air as she rose up out of it before it finished falling to the floor and bunched up at her feet.  It was an amazing illusion, and when it was over, she stood before everyone in her tall black heels, her black panties, a black garterbelt and a tiny black bra.  Her nipples stood on the edge of the bra.  She then slid the dress off the stage with her foot into Richard’s lap.

“Much more comfortable,” said the woman into the microphone.

The audience laughed.  Then they applauded.

Richard was stunned.  He never expected his mother-in-law to take his wife and “Miranda” to a strip club, but that seemed to be where they were.  He ran the silky dress through his hands and felt himself grow harder.

“I wasn’t expecting that,” said Christine with a laugh.

“Just wait, the real surprise is yet to come,” said Martha.

The woman stomped around the stage in her heels back and forth twice blowing kisses.  Then she stopped right in front of Richard again and she looked out at the audience.

“Oh?  You want more, do you?” she asked.

There was loud applause.

The woman put her arms over her head and shook her body slowly, causing her chest to jiggle.  Then she slowly spun around once.  Richard couldn’t believe how gorgeous she was.  Even Christine seemed enthralled as her foot rested unmoving in his lap and her eyes were fixed on the woman’s chest.

When the woman completed her turn, the bra was gone.

Richard didn’t see her remove it.  One moment it was there, then it wasn’t.  In its place, he now saw two perfect breasts the size of volleyballs, or close.  They had amazing nipples too, and they were hard.  He wanted desperately to suck on those and he would have bet that everyone else in the club was having the exact same thought.

“Hormones, darling,” sang his mother-in-law in his ear.  Why she said this, he did not know or care.  His attention was on the perfect breasts before him, not his mother-in-law and whatever she was talking about behind him.

Then it happened.

It happened without warning too.

The woman smiled down at Richard and blew him a kiss.  She slipped her thumbs inside the waistband of her panties and yanked them down.  In the same moment, she swung around so nothing could be seen but her rear.  Richard actually found himself craning his neck in the hopes of being able to see around her to her front.  The tension was unbearable.  His desire to see was immense.

Then she turned... and Richard’s jaw dropped.

“Oh my God!” gasped Richard and Christine in unison.

Jutting out from the woman’s crotch like a plank on a pirate ship was an enormous, thick, long penis.  It wasn’t a fake penis either.  Nor was it some plastic penis.  This was a real penis.  And it was hard and it was long and it was pointed right at Richard.

The room broke into applause and whistles.

Richard stared at it in shock.  “She’s a he!”

“Hormones, darling,” repeated Martha.  “That’s what happens to a man on hormones.”

“But— but— she’s
 got a dick!”

“Yes, hormones
.  If a man takes hormones, this is what happens to him... forever.”

Christine got over her shock and shot a glance at her husband and her mother.  This had to be why her mother had given that strange speech about hormones, though why she gave it to someone she thought was a woman made no sense to Christine.  That didn’t matter right now though.  What mattered right now was that Richard was staring at this shemale in utter horrified shock.  His penis had gone flat; she couldn’t even find it with her toes.  All the color had left his face too.  It seemed that she had lost her chance to do what she wished with him.

“There has to be some way to save this?” she thought.

But there wasn’t.

As Richard watched in utter shock, the woman shook her hips back and forth, causing her— his— her penis to sway in his face.  Then she stood up and danced around the stage, causing it to wag left, right, up and down all over the place.  Then the woman danced back over to him and crouched down again.  This placed her penis right in Richard’s face.  It hung inches from his lips.  He could see every contour, every curve, every single inch of skin.

“She’s
 got a dick,” thought Richard, still in shock.

Martha watched her son-in-law.  She saw the shock in his face and manner.  It was obvious to her that he was putting together that this could have been him if he had taken the hormones.  She knew he would never want that.  She could see it in his reaction.  She knew she had finally won.

“It’s about time too,” she thought.  “This little charade of theirs is over.”

Christine too thought things were over.  She saw Richard staring at the enormous penis as it danced in front of him and the large breasts that jiggled right above his head.  She knew this would shock Richard too much, especially after the things her mother had told him before the dance began.

“It’s over.”

She even imagined Richard would want to start transitioning back to Richard in the morning, and there was nothing she could do about it.  The choice was his, and this made the choice for him.  Or maybe the choice was always made.

“Maybe we should have just put an end to this at the beginning,” she admitted to herself sadly.

She sighed.

“I guess I’ll never get to—”

Christine stopped mid-thought.  Just as she was about to admit defeat to herself, she felt something entirely unexpected... at her toes.  Her husband’s erection returned.  She had won.



Chapter Twenty-Three: “A New Understanding”

—o—

The trio got home late that night.  Each agreed that they had enjoyed their night out at the club and they agreed to do it again, though each kept their true thoughts to themselves.

For her part, Martha was certain she had won.  She knew that Richard had been horrified by what he had seen and that he realized that if he didn’t abandon being Miranda, his fate would be like the “women” they had seen at the club that night.  She knew he could never accept that, so she went to bed quite comfortably, believing that Miranda would cease to exist in the morning.

Christine, on the other hand, believed that she had won too.  She knew that Richard had been terrorized by her mother’s tale of hormones gone wrong and then had been shocked by what he had seen, but she also knew that once the initial shock wore off, it had excited him.  She may have put a lot of faith in one erection, but she was sure she knew her husband.

Richard... well, his thoughts were complex.

Richard snuck across the hallway to the Master Bedroom.  He still wore the same outfit he had worn to the club, including the tight pink dress and the tall white heels.  His wife had told him not to remove anything before they spoke; she wanted the pleasure of undressing him.  He stepped into the candle-lit room and closed the door behind him.  His wife rose from the bed.  She wore black panties, a black bra, tan stockings and black high-heeled mules.  Her breasts spilled over the top of the bra.

“I’m here,” said Richard.

Christine silently placed her hands on her husband’s hips and maneuvered him to the foot of the bed.  Once there, she pushed him back onto the bed and climbed on top of him.  She could feel his erection pushing against her inner thigh as she ran her hands along his arms until she could pin his wrists to the bed.  She leaned over and kissed him on the lips, smearing their lipstick.

“You looked so surprised when you saw her dick,” she said.

“That’s an understatement,” said Richard.  His penis stood at full attention beneath his girly little pink dress.  His white high-heeled sandals dug into the mattress as he spread his legs to let his wife lie between them.  “It was waving in my face like some kind of... I don’t even know what.”

“It turned you on.”  This was a statement of fact, not a question.

Richard blushed.  “Kind of.”

“Not ‘kind of.’  It turned you on completely.  I could see it in your face... and in the bulge in your dress.  You were so excited I thought you were going to burst at some point.”

Richard bit his tongue.  He had been turned on.  That was true.  In fact, he had been turned on something fierce.  He had even begun to imagine himself in place of the singers they saw, with his breasts giggling as everyone watched and his hard manhood standing gloriously, incongruously free.  It was an exciting thought, a breathtaking thought.  Indeed, rather than turn him off, as his mother-in-law had hoped, seeing these feminized men seemed to open him more to the idea.

“So tell me, honey,” said his wife, “what do you want?”

“What do you mean?”

“You know what I mean,” she said and she slipped her hand up his skirt and wrapped her fingers around his shaft.  She started stroking him slowly.  It felt really good, especially as they hadn’t been able to do this for some days because of his mother-in-law.

Richard moaned.  “Oh yeah, keep doing that.”

“Does that feel good?”

“It feels great.”

“Wouldn’t it feel even more amazing if you had breasts I could play with too?”

There it was.  Christine had asked the big question.  This was the question they both wanted answered.  Christine knew what she wanted.  Richard did too, he just didn’t know if he could overcome the fear.

“What if it’s permanent like your mother says?” he asked.

She stroked him a little faster.  “So what if it is?”

“I don’t want to be a woman.”

“You won’t be a woman,” said Christine.  “We won’t take it that far.  I’m thinking just enough for me to play with.  Just a small handful and making your nipples larger.”

“So no one else would know?”

“Not unless you showed them off.  That way you could live normally as my husband and no one would know.  And when we wanted, you could slip into a nice bra and dress and we could be girlfriends.”

Richard felt a chill race down his spine at the idea.  At the same time, his wife’s manipulations of his manhood were making him breathe harder.  His muscles were tensing up and he was writhing beneath her.  He was definitely excited by the idea, but he just wasn’t sure he could bring himself to do it.

“But what if my you-know stops working?” he said.

Christine squeezed his erection.  “This?”

“Yes.”

“It all depends on the hormones you take.  My mother was just trying to scare you for some reason.”

“So it won’t stop working?”

“Not unless we want it to.”

Christine stroked him even faster.  Richard found it difficult to talk now.  His chest was heaving.  That old familiar rhythm was building deep inside him.  He knew he was going to come soon.

“I know this excites you, honey.  You want it.  I want it.  Let’s do it.”

Richard tried to focus.  “Are you sure?”

“Absolutely.”

Richard shuddered.  He arched his back.  His breathing stopped.  Christine had hoped to have an answer before this, but he hadn’t given one.  She could have stopped to demand one, but she didn’t.  She stroked him hard and fast and smooth.  Richard felt incredible.  His mind raced.  He saw his wife stroking him.  He saw himself in a dress.  He saw himself at lunch and the waiter flirting with him.  He saw himself getting his hair done.  He saw the woman at the club.  He saw he enormous penis in his face.  He saw himself with breasts.  He saw himself with breasts
.

A moment later, he exploded.

“You naughty little girl,” laughed Christine as she stroked him until his fluids stopped coming.

“Yes,” said Richard firmly.

“Yes, what?” asked Christine with some confusion.

“I want it.”

Christine raised an eyebrow.  “Want what?” she asked cautiously, trying not to get her hopes up.

Richard smiled.  “You know what I want.”

—o—

Richard slept in the master bedroom that night.  After Richard’s decision, they didn’t want to part, even knowing there was a chance his mother-in-law would catch them.  Instead, they stayed up another couple hours playing and talking.  They decided to start slowly to see how things went and to only go so far as to let them have a new toy to play with – well, two toys – but not so anyone would notice.  This would be their secret, just as Miranda’s identity would be their secret.  No one would ever find out.

In the morning, Richard snuck back to his own bedroom to change for work.  He slipped into the Miranda maid costume and then went to make breakfast as Christine lounged in bed.  It was Saturday.

As Richard worked in the kitchen, the doorbell rang.  Richard assumed it was a package, so he went to the front door and opened it.  His jaw dropped.  It wasn’t a package.  Standing on the other side of the door was his sister-in-law Brook!

“Brook!” gasped Richard.

“Richard?!” gasped Brook.

The End of Part Two
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Anything For An ‘A’

William has a plan to keep from failing his college course.  He’s going to offer to do anything the gorgeous professor wants... anything.  What could possibly go wrong there? Well, William is about to find out as he spends one very bad night in dresses.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,400 word, 111 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, spanking, power exchange, small size humiliation, chastity devices, erotic humiliation, and so much more.

November 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Blackmailed Sissy Maid

Powerful men like Christopher Jordan need ways to unwind.  For Christopher this meant having a safe, anonymous internet mistress.  But this mistress wasn’t as anonymous as he thought.  Christopher will now learn a hard lesson as this mysterious mistress slowly places him at the mercy of the women in his life.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 38,000 word, 133 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange, chastity devices, spanking, domestic discipline, and so much more!

August 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Caught By His Roommate

Mitch thought Katie was the perfect woman.  She was beautiful.  She was innocent.  She was naive.  And best of all, she dressed the way young women should dress in heels and dresses.  So Mitch tricked Katie into becoming roommates so he could explore her closet.  Unfortunately for Mitch, Katie would catch him red handed.  That’s when things got really strange for Mitch.  See, Katie wasn’t as innocent and naive as he thought, and she had plans for her new sissy!

This book includes Five Illustrations!!

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,200 word, 140 page story includes power exchange, female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, pegging, bondage, spanking, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

June 2017 and July 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Caught In Her Closet

Jimmy always enjoyed cross-dressing secretly when no one else was home.  Then he gets caught by Christine and her friend.  What will Christine do with her new stepsissy?

With five illustrations from Ilgor!

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 31,000 word, 129 page story includes female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, spanking, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

June 2017 and July 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

A Collection of Short Stories, Vol. One:  Three Tales of Halloween Magic

Sometimes, stories are better when they are short and sweet.  This first volume of short stories includes three separate tales of Halloween magic:


They Messed With The Wrong Witch:
  Three rotten brothers learn a lesson they will never forget when they wrongly accuse a woman of being a witch.


The Magic Ring:
  A husband and wife argue over a magic ring only to discover that magic can be a dangerous and tricky thing.  Soon they learn what happens when the shoe ends up on the other foot.


I Wasn’t Myself:
  The tale of a man who finds himself in the body of his ex-wife.  That’s not the worst part though.  The worst part is that his ex-wife is now in his!

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,000 word volume includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange, cross-dressing, gender transformation by magic, partial gender transformation by magic, transformation into an object, mind control, breast growth, oral, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

—o—

A Collection of Short Stories, Vol. Two:  Tales of Feminization By Hypnosis

Sometimes, stories are better when they are short and sweet.  This second volume of short stories includes four tales of feminization by hypnosis!


Save Us Sis!:
  Candice gets a plea from her brother to come save him and their father.  Is this a joke?  Or is something sinister going on at home?


Controlled By His Roommate:
  Dave is about to learn that his roommate Katie has more control over him than he thought!


The ‘Disappearance’ of Alpha Mu:
  A college committee investigates the ‘disappearance’ of Alpha Mu fraternity. Though, ‘disappearance’ might be the wrong word.


Hypnotized Husband:
  Diane is shocked when her husband starts dressing like a woman after he participates in a hypnosis stage show. But all may not be as it seems.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 27,200 word volume includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange, cross-dressing, hypnosis, paddling, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

September 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Dress Coded

Written in the spirit of Grounded in Heels
, this is the story of Charlie Mitchell.  Charlie wants to wear shorts, but the dress code doesn't allow it.  He tries it anyway, figuring that the worst the principal can do is send him home for the day.  Boy, was he wrong!  Before he knows it, Charlie finds himself stuck in skirts and dresses and worse.  What will the other students think?  Will this complicate his run for class president against his nemesis... Stephanie Mills?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 32,500 word, 141 page story includes female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, spanking, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

May 2018 and June 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Emasculating My Husband

When I married Mike, I thought I had found my fairy-tale prince.  He seemed to be strong and confident and the kind of man you wanted to lead the family you hoped to build.  Sadly, I soon learned that he was none of those things.  Still, I did my best to be the submissive little housewife I had been taught to be.  Then one day, just as I could take no more, I came upon a hormone cream that would change everything.  Before my plans were finished, Mike would be the submissive little housewife in the four-inch heels!

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,000 erotic story is told in the first person by Mike's wife, and includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, tiny penis humiliation, cuckolding, and so much more!

June 2015 and July 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Femford School for Girls (Part One)

Lewis Stevens thinks his fiancée is having an affair at the secretive girl’s school where she works.  He decides to sneak into the school to find out.  Little does he realize that this girl’s school has another purpose.  Now he finds himself trapped and going through their program.  Can his fiancée help him?  Will she want to?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,600 word, 131 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, spanking, paddling, hormones, power exchange, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

May 2017 and June 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

The Femford School (Part Two)

Each day Lewis remains trapped at the Femford School, he finds himself feminized further.  Bit by bit, his masculinity is being stripped away.  What’s more, Vera has set into motion a series of changes that will forever alter Lewis’s mind and body to make him Maria’s submissive pet.  Only Maria can save him now, but why does she keep dragging her feet?  Can Lewis resist long enough to convince her to save his manhood?

This Part concludes the series.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,500 word, 138 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, spanking, paddling, hormones, power exchange, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

June 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Feminized and Cuckolded

Brent watches as his new boss Rebecca seduces and marries his friend John.  Before Brent’s very eyes, she begins to feminize his friend.  So why doesn’t Brent do something to stop her?  Well, it’s complicated.  See, he wants her for himself, and if John becomes a girl, that might make it easier.  This can’t end well.

For Mature Audiences Only.  Told in the first person, this 32,500 word, 126 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, spanking, small penis humiliation, pegging, potential cuckolding, oral, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

April 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Feminized By His Mother-in-Law: Part One: Not Man Enough

Christopher has a problem.  He has a beautiful new wife who loves him, but his mother-in-law thinks he's not man enough for her.  Even worse, she's set out to prove it.  Can Christopher stop her from making him not a man at all?

This is Part One of Two.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,400 word, 125 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, paddling, small penis humiliation, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

February 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

March 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Feminized By His Mother-in-Law: Part Two: Not Woman Enough

Christopher’s problem is getting worse.  Not only is his mother-in-law still determined to prove that he’s not man enough for his wife, but now his wife is starting to think she wants him feminized.  Can ‘Chrissy’ escape his increasingly feminine fate?

This second part concludes the series.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,300 word, 130 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, paddling, small penis humiliation, oral, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

March 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Feminized By Hypnosis

Jess and his stepmother never got along, at least until she brought him a new CD.  Now they get along great.  What’s more, Jess and his father have decided to clean up their acts... to be more helpful.  They’re even wearing maid uniforms to help around the house.  So why does something about this seem wrong to Jess?  Can Jess find help to save him from his evil stepmother, or are he and his father destined to become sissy maids... or worse?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 39,000 word, 144 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, hypnosis, maid costumes, erotic humiliation and so much more!

September 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Feminized Cuckold

When powerbroker Paul Jackson loses his job, he finds himself at the mercy of his trophy wife. Little by little, she feminizes Paul as she turns him from domineering husband into submissive housewife. She even invites his former best friend to move into their home, and she cuckolds him. Will this be his new life or can he escape his fate?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 49,100 word, 176 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cuckolding, spanking, domestic discipline, hormones, and so much more!

September 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Feminized Fiancé

When Victoria Martin built ‘The Martin Firm’ into one of the most prestigious firms in the world, she expected that her daughter Sarah would one day follow in her high-heeled footsteps and take over the business.  When she learns that Sarah is planning to marry a young man Victoria considers entirely unsuitable, however, Victoria sets out to make sure Sarah will never want to marry him... by turning him into a woman.

This is the first of two books.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,000 word, 114 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power exchange, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

November 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Serving His Fiancée

This is Part Two of Feminized Fiancé
.

Rick is now trapped in a rigged bet with the powerful Victoria Martin.  Rick must win his fiancée back to regain his freedom or he’ll be trapped as Victoria’s sissy maid forever!  Complicating Rick’s plight, Victoria is forcing him to masquerade as his fiancée’s personal maid ‘Sissy’, and he can’t tell her who he really is.  But does she already know?

This book concludes the series.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 32,000 word, 105 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power exchange, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

January 2014 and February 2014 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Feminizing Her Husband (The Complete Story – Parts 1 & 2)


Part One:  How Megan Avoided Pregnancy: 
 Megan and Mark can’t agree.  Mark wants a baby, but Megan does not.  When Mark issues an ultimatum to his wife demanding a baby, she counters by demanding that he dress as a woman for nine months before she will agree to get pregnant.  Naturally, she assumes her macho husband will never agree.  Imagine her surprise when he does.  What follows is a cat and mouse game as each tries to trick the other into giving up.


Part Two: How Megan Got Pregnant: 
 Things are changing fast now as Mark begins to ‘grow’ into the role of ‘Princess.’  But Mark isn’t the only one changing.  Megan is about to undergo a major change as well.  Will Mark get the baby he wants?  Will Megan let him escape with his masculinity intact?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 75,000 word, 244 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, chastity devices, small penis humiliation, pegging, and so much more!

May 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

June 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Grounded in Heels

When Sam’s stepmother discovers the perfect way to keep her stepson out of trouble, she unknowingly puts him at the mercy of his worst enemy... his vengeful stepsister Diane.  Now Diane has plans to make sure he never escapes.  Can Sam find a way to save himself or will his summer in heels become a lifetime sentence?

For Mature Audiences Only. This 42,000 word, 154 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, spanking, domestic discipline, erotic humiliation, and a lot more!

April 2013 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Grounded In Heels (Part Two: Back To School)

With Sam’s stepmother forcing Sam to return to school as ‘Samantha’ until she can find a way to undo the feminine changes Diane has done to his body, Sam must learn to deal with being a young woman surrounded by the people who knew him as Sam.  Can he keep his secret?  Even worse, Sam still finds himself under the absolutely power of his vengeful stepsister Diane, who is determined to humiliate him and make his time in heels permanent.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 36,000 word, 128 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, tiny penis humiliation, spanking, and so much more!

December 2015 and January 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Her High-Heeled Solution

John’s wife Suzie wrongly thinks she’s caught her husband having an affair.  With the help of a friend, she comes up with an ingenious way to guarantee that John will never have another affair:  she locks him into a pair of high heels.  This simple solution goes wrong, however, as husband and wife both try to outwit each other.  Soon events are spinning out of control.  What’s more, standing in the middle of all of this is Crystal, Suzie’s best friend, who is having a grand time manipulating them both to make sure John gets slowly feminized.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,000 word, 121 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, spanking, erotic humiliation, pegging, and so much more!

November 2015 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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The House On Femford Hill

Would you stay in a haunted house?  What if the house was known for turning men into women?  Professor Eric Meyer plans to stay.  See, Professor Meyer studies the strange, the supernatural, and the paranormal, and he can’t wait to investigate the famed House on Femford Hill, which is rumored to turn those who stay overnight into women.  Could this be true?  Professor Meyer intends to find out.

Includes a surprise re-edited story from Crystal Summers!

For Mature Audiences Only.  Written by Crystal and Ann, this 38,500 word,  page two-story collection includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange, gender transformation, partial gender transformation, spanking, small size humiliation, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

October 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Humiliation At The Office

For too long, corporate hotshot Andrew Boden treated the women of the office like sex objects.  Now his secretary is out to settle the score as she slowly feminizes him and traps him in an inescapable web of femininity and humiliation.  Little by little, Andrew loses his power, his freedom, and his masculinity, and everyone at the office is noticing.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 41,000 word, 153 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power exchange, maid uniforms, erotic humiliation, breast growth, hormones, shrunken manhood, and so much more!

March 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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The Making of Danielle (Parts One Through Five)

This is my take on a very classic idea that comes up often in our genre: the idea of the young man transformed by an evil “Aunt.”  It’s also my biggest selling series!

Daniel is an unruly young man who fights constantly with his stepmother.  To end the fighting once and for all, his stepmother sends Daniel to an Aunt he’s never met who will teach him discipline.  Imagine his surprise when he finds himself put into skirts and he is trained to become a girl.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This story is over 190,000 words combined and 726 pages!  It includes female domination, power exchange, forced feminization, cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, small penis humiliation, bondage, tickling, spanking, paddling, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

November 2016, December 2016, January 2017, February 2017  No. 1 Best Sellers in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

The Making of Danielle, The Illustrations


The Making of Danielle
 series is now illustrated! It took almost a year to complete that project, but it was well worth the wait. All told, there are thirty images total across all five books and they are amazing! Drawn by Andy from andysdames, the images tell the story perfectly! They are well worth adding to your collection.

That said, I know many of you already own the series and don’t want to buy the five books again just to get the illustrations. That’s where this book comes in. This book contains each of the illustrations along with some text to remind you of the scenes they represent. Think of it as an abridged, illustrated version of the story. I’m also including the original sketches so you can see how each image developed. As before, the images can be blown up, provided your device allows that, so you can examine different parts of them in greater detail. Enjoy!

This book includes 30 Illustrations!!

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 192 page story includes female domination, power exchange, forced feminization, cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, small penis humiliation, bondage, tickling, spanking, paddling, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

June 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

The Story of William, From The Making of Danielle

I’ve been promising to add something special to the “Making of Danielle” series, and here it is!  This is the story of William and how he was transformed into Wilma.  These are the things Daniel never knew.  It is also the conclusion to Daniel’s story.
  How does Daniel’s story end?  In a word:  a wedding.  To whom is the question though!

Fans of Danielle really won’t want to miss this one.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 44,650 word, 177 page story includes female domination, power exchange, forced feminization, cross-dressing, foot worship, spanking, small penis humiliation, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

June 2018 and July 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Miss-ing Billionaire

Reporter Martin Ward has uncovered an incredible story.  The billionaire founder of Ing Co. is missing, and Martin’s source tells him the billionaire’s new wife is behind it.  Unfortunately, the only way Martin can investigate this story is to disguise himself as a woman and to infiltrate the strange world of Ing Co.  But do they know who he is?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 31,500 word, 116 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, spanking, small penis humiliation, hormones, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

August 2016 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon UK!

—o—

More Than He Bargained For

Jeff wanted to change his wife.  He wanted her to be more adventurous in the bedroom, so he took a long shot on some hypnosis tapes.  Only, she found out what he was doing.  That’s when she decided to teach him a lesson he would never forget by giving him exactly what he wants and so much more.  His life at home and at the office will never be the same.  (This includes the alternate cuckold ending as a bonus.)

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 39,000 word, 147 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power exchange, spanking, pegging, chastity, and so much more!

March 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

My Femdom Marriage (Part One)

This is the true story of how my wife took over our marriage and made me her feminized slave.

This is Part One of Two.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 35,200 word, 136 page autobiographical story includes female domination, power exchange, forced feminization, cross-dressing, foot worship, spanking, small penis humiliation, threatened-cuckolding, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

March 2018 and April 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

My Femdom Marriage (Part Two)

This is the rest of the true story of how my wife took over our marriage and feminized me.

This is Part Two of Two.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,100 word, 126 page autobiographical story includes female domination, power exchange, forced feminization, cross-dressing, foot worship, spanking, threatened-cuckolding, small penis humiliation, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

May 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

My Lactating Husband (Part One)

What would you do if you started growing breasts?  That’s the problem Andrew faces.  His life was great.  He had a loving wife and a good job.  He was even up for a promotion.  Then he took an experimental treatment meant to grow hair... but something else grew instead.  As his chest slowly expands into a pair of classic breasts, he finds his wife taking over and himself demoted.  What's more, his boss wants him to report to work as a secretary!  Where will this end?

This is Part One of Two.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 27,500 word, 136 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange, cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, paddling, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

September 2018 and October 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

My Lactating Husband (Part Two)

Things are really headed in the wrong direction now for Andrew.  Not only can he no longer hide the “growths” on his chest, but now he needs to report to work as a secretary... dressed as a woman.  Even worse, his new boss is not exactly the nicest woman.  How bad can she be though?  Andrew is about to find out.  Hopefully, he can remember the things his wife taught him about being a woman.

This is Part Two of Two.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 27,500 word, 108 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange, cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, lactation, paddling, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

October 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Satin Falls (The Complete Story, Parts One & Two Combined)


Satin Falls
 is the story of a small mountain town where the men slowly lose their ability to resist any command given by any woman after an unknown virus infects the water supply.  Even worse, advising the women on how to handle this is a psychiatrist with a grudge against men after her female lover leaves her for a man.  She decides to get even with male
kind by encouraging the women to feminize their males.

Follow the lives of several couples as they enter this brave new world of silks and satins and female domination.  And watch as the fate of the men hangs by the well-manicured fingertips of one young woman.

This book is the complete story.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 64,500 word, 117 page story includes power exchange, female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, paddling, breast growth, spanking, and so much more!

July 2015 and August 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Short Story:  The Magic Journal

After macho football player Brad ruins Rachel’s date, she gets even using a magic journal which lets her change his body as she wishes. Brad is about to learn a lesson he will never forget as Rachel feminizes him bit by bit.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 13,000 word, 51 page short story includes female domination, forced feminization, gender transformation, shrunken manhood, breast growth, spanking, erotic humiliation, and so much more.

—o—

Summer in Skirts (Part One: Becoming Summer)

Paul is sent to spend the summer with a crazy old acquaintance of his parents. He’s not too happy about it either. Making matters worse, he finds a pair of twins already living there, and they have designs on him. They seem to think he should be obeying them. Naturally, he has a different view on the matter. Before long, they teach him the meaning of petticoat punishment. Things go increasingly more wrong – or right – from there.

This is Part One of Two.

For Mature Audiences Only. This 31,500 word, 128 page story includes includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, spanking, domestic discipline, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

July 2018 and August 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Summer in Skirts (Part Two: Queen of the Fair)

Now that Paul is firmly stuck as ‘Summer’ for the rest of the summer, it’s time he explored his new relationship with the wonderful Ellie.  Unfortunately, the twins are about to take center stage in his life again, and Paul isn’t going to escape them this time.  Ellie has a plan, however, but Paul isn’t going to like it.

This is Part Two of Two.

For Mature Audiences Only. This 30,400 word, 147 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

August 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Two Weeks As His Wife’s Feminized Submissive

Paul has a secret.  While Paul appears to be a man in charge, his wife Amanda is the one who really holds the power... ever since she caught him cross-dressing.  Now she wears the pants in the family.  What’s more, for two weeks every year, Amanda turns Paul into Paula, her feminized, submissive plaything.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 26,000 word, 90 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power exchange, spanking, paddling, chastity and denial, oral, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

November  2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Wager Into Womanhood (The Complete Story – Parts 1 & 2)

Max is an arrogant sexist with a submissive wife and an inability to turn down any bet. Will is a househusband with a dominant wife who just caught him having an affair. Both of their lives are going to change significantly when they get tricked into entering a bet to prove that they can live as women for a week... or longer.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 56,000 word, 209 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, spanking, power exchange, erotic humiliation, and so much more.

September 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

The Writer’s Secret

The story that started it all!

Loren had no idea what he was getting into when his agent suggested he write transvestite fiction.  If that’s what sold, then he would give it a try.  Then he told his wife Stephanie.  Soon, he and his loving wife were experimenting with turning him into ‘Lauren.’  Too late did he realize how eagerly his wife would embrace the idea of feminizing him.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 42,600 word, 160 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, costumes, spankings, maid uniforms, and so much more!

March 2012 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

The Writer’s Secret (Part Two: Blackmailed Sissy)

Loren and Stephanie's adventure continues in this long awaited sequel to “The Writer's Secret”!

As Loren adjusts to living as a woman, his life becomes complicated when a young relative of Stephanie’s comes to stay with them.  This seemingly sweet and naive young woman turns out to have an unexpected dark side and a penchant for blackmail... and she likes the idea of having a feminized maid.  At the same time, Stephanie faces a boss who demands that she sleep with him if she wants to keep her job.  How will Loren and Stephanie escape these villains?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 40,000 word, 147 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange, feminized maids, hormones, shrunken manhood, pegging, threatened cuckolding, and so much more!

September 2015 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Volume One of the Dominique Silk Collection

This first Volume One of Dominique Silk stories includes both College Student to Coed
 and Making Her Husband Her Maid
.


College Student to Coed
 is the story of poor Ted, who can’t believe his luck when the most popular girl on campus, Beth Armstrong, hits on him.  Even better, she wants to take him back to her apartment and dress him in her clothes!  This is a dream come true for Ted, and soon Beth is inviting him over daily to play.  Unfortunately, through a series of mistakes, Ted finds himself constantly being exposed in public while wearing women’s clothes.  But are these really mistakes?  And what is Beth up to?


Making Her Husband Her Maid
 is a cautionary tale for unfaithful husbands.  As Diane works hard to support the family, her husband Cameron seduces the maid.  Unfortunately for him, the maid has other ideas and turns the tables on Cameron.  Imagine Diane’s surprise to come home to find her husband dressed in the maid’s uniform and high heels, and bent over the couch as the maid has her way with his rear.  Cameron the playboy is about to become Camilla the maid.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 40,250 word, 151 page volume includes cross-dressing, female domination, forced feminization, chastity devices, public exposure, pegging, shemales, spanking, bondage, sissy maids, hormones, erotic humiliation and more!

—o—

Volume Two of the Dominique Silk Collection

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

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 42,000 word, 189 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, spanking, small penis humiliation, blackmail, chastity devices, sissy maid, cuckolding, erotic humiliation and more!

—o—

Volume Three of the Dominique Silk Collection

This Volume Three of Dominique Silk stories includes both The Sissy House Sitter
 and Cuckolded Sissified Quarterback
.


The Sissy House Sitter
 begins when Louis is offered a chance to house sit for his stunningly sexy neighbor Brandy and her husband.  He jumps at it for one reason:  he wants to explore her closet.  This is a dream come true for Louis who feels an irresistible pull from feminine clothing.  Things get really interesting for Louis, however, when he finds certain home movies made by Brandy and her husband... but not as interesting as when Brandy comes home early and catches Louis in her husband’s dress.


Cuckolded Sissified Quarterback
 is the story of Brady Hunter.  He’s the star quarterback for a top professional team, but his body is slowly wearing out.  He decides to take steroids so he can play just one more year.  Unfortunately for Brady, his gold-digging wife catches him and she decides to take advantage of her discovery by blackmailing him.  She feminizes him, humiliates him, and then cuckolds him with a younger player with better prospects.  Will Brady manage to get back out onto the field or is his future to be submissive in skirts?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,900 word, 163 page volume includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, domestic discipline, spanking, bondage, blackmail, sissy maids, hormones, limited M-to-M contact, erotic humiliation and more!

—o—

Volume Four of the Dominique Silk Collection

This final Volume Four of Dominique Silk stories includes the story Not What He Wanted
 and its conclusion What He Got
.  This story begins with George trying to dominate his wife.  Things go wrong quickly, however, and he finds himself on the wrong side of the velvet ropes.  Soon, he’s wearing panties at work... and then worse.  As his wife keeps adding to his feminization, an embarrassing trip to the mall and a confrontation with his secretary await.  Hopefully, you’ll find poor George’s story fun and exciting as his problems spin out of control.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,600 word, 126 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, forced cross-dressing, spanking, paddling, pegging, bondage, erotic humiliation and more!
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