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Introduction by Ann

—o—

Dear Readers,

Finally, we come to the end of Richard’s saga.  Life is getting increasingly complex for Richard, isn’t it?  Trapped cross-dressed by his mother-in-law’s unexpected appearance, he and his wife undertook an ill-considered deception to keep from having to explain why he was dressed that way in the first place.  It seemed simple at the time.  It seemed necessary.  But now it’s become a bit of a nightmare as Richard not only finds himself stuck living as his wife’s maid, but every day seems to dig him in deeper into the charade and into femininity.  And as if that wasn’t enough, now his sister-in-law has shown up as well!  These are hard times for Richard... at least until the hormones kick in.  Read on and see how things turn out for poor Richard.

I hope you enjoy this installment and the entire series.  I apologize for the delay in finishing this, but hopefully the length of this one makes up for the delay.  This part is much longer than a typical story – it’s actually close to being two stories long.  I hope you like it!

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 Twenty-Four: “Surprise!!  Guess Who!”

—o—

Richard stared in horror at his sister-in-law in her flirty white floral dress and her tall hot-pink high heels.  She was the last person he ever expected to find when he opened the door.  But there she was, standing on the front porch, and there wasn’t a thing he could do about it.

“Richard?!” she gasped.

“B— Brook!” exclaimed Richard.  “What are you doing here?!”

“What am I
 doing here?!  What are you
 doing here?!  My God, Richard, you’re dressed like a woman!  Like a maid!
  Why?!” asked his sister-in-law incredulously.  Just like Richard, she was absolutely stunned.  Not in a million years would she have expected him to answer the door in a black maid dress and sky-high white high heels, with his hair in a spiky feminine Pixie cut and his face covered in makeup.  Even his nails were painted!

Richard burned with overwhelming shame as she looked him up and down.  His penis shot to attention so hard he thought it might burst through the skin.  Of all the people who could have caught him, his sister-in-law was probably the worst choice possible.  Not only had she always treated him with condescension, not only could she and Christine be bitter rivals, but he had an intense crush on her for some reason.  He had dreamed about her.  He had masturbated to fantasies about her.  And now she had caught him in a dress.  This was humiliating.  It was not going to sit well with Christine either!  How would she explain her husband wearing a dress?  How would he?

“It’s— it’s not what you think,” stammered Richard hopelessly.

“Oh?  Do tell,” said Brook condescendingly.

“I mean, it’s not— I’m not— that is.”

“You’re not what, Richard?  Not wearing a dress?  Wearing high heels?  Playing some sort of kinky sex game?  Is Christine home?  Does she know about this?  Is she a part of it?”

A wave of weakness washed over Richard.  This was spinning out of control fast and he had no idea what to do.  How could this woman he had such a huge crush on catch him in a dress?  The humiliation of that was staggering.  Even worse, how could he explain this in a way which didn’t humiliate Christine too?  And worse yet, how could he resolve this without Brook storming into the house and telling his mother-in-law who he was?  He needed to stop that above all.

“Why are you here?!” snapped Richard, trying to regain some composure.

“Don’t get sharp with me, sissy boy!” laughed Brook in response.

Richard’s weakness worsened at being dismissed so easily and with a laugh, and be called “sissy boy.”  Brook clearly knew she held the upper hand and Richard felt increasingly weak as her sense of power grew more obvious.  “Look, Brook, this— this, uh, really isn’t a good time.”

“I bet,” snickered Brook.

“Seriously, things are kind of hectic—”

“So?”

“So, maybe you can come back—”

Brook furrowed her brow and put her hands on her hips.  “Are you seriously trying to tell me to leave?  I can’t believe you would even suggest that.  You need a lesson in courtesy, Richard.”

Richard’s his eyes automatically dropped to the floor.  “Sorry.”

“Sorry is right.  I should make you get on your knees and grovel an apology,” she said.  She rubbed the collar of his maid dress between her fingers.  “You would probably like that though, wouldn’t you?”  She shook her head in faux-disgust.  Then she picked up the light carry-on suitcase next to her and held it out for Richard to take.  He instinctively took it.  “Where is my sister?  I need to talk to her about this.  Imagine letting her husband answer the door in a dress!  You know, I used to think you were cool, Richard.”

“You did?”

Brook laughed.  “No.  But I never guessed you were... this
.”

Her words burned Richard with shame.

“Now step aside.  I want to see Christine about this.”

Richard instantly filled with panic.  He saw her storming into the house screaming about him and the dress.  Martha would hear that for sure.  He needed to stop her.  “You can’t!
” he exclaimed and he stepped into the middle of the door and held the suitcase before him to block the way.

“Can’t?!” repeated Brook.  “Can’t what?”

“Can’t go inside!”

“There is nothing I can’t
 do, Richard, especially when it comes to a sissy-boy like you.  Now step aside.”

Richard nervously shook his head.  He wasn’t sure what else to do.

“Step aside, little girl, or I’ll put you over my knee!”

“Brook, please, you can’t.”

“Step aside.
”

Richard realized that commanding her not to enter was not going to work and he couldn’t block the door forever.  He needed another plan.  If she got inside, then his mother-in-law would find out that Richard and Christine had been making a fool of her.  That would be a disaster.  Not to mention, Christine and Brook had always been rivals and Richard realized he couldn’t let Brook hold this over Christine.  He needed to find some solution that kept Brook from exposing him to Martha and which shifted the blame away from Christine.  But what?  The only thing he could think of was to take the blame himself.

“Wait!  Listen,” said Richard.

Brook folded her arms annoyedly and tapped her high-heel clad foot against the concrete.  She was losing patience with Richard.  “Out of my way, girly boy.”

“Please, you can’t tell Christine that you know!”

Brook raised a suspicious eyebrow.  “What do you mean?  Are you saying she doesn’t know?”

“No.  Of course, she knows.  I mean you
 can’t tell her that you
 know.”

“Why not?”

Richard swallowed hard.  “Here goes,” he thought.  “This isn’t what you think.  I was playing a joke on Christine, dressing like this.  It was just a stupid joke, that’s all it was.  Then your mother showed up right in the middle of it.  She thought I was really the maid.  It struck me as funny that she’d been fooled, so I kept at it and I convinced Christine to go along with it.  But later I realized she would be angry at Christine when she found out the truth, so I had to keep pretending to keep her from finding out.  I don’t want your mother being angry at Christine, especially for something Christine didn’t
.  And if you go storming into the house right now and start screaming that you know who I am, then all of this will come out and your mother is going to feel like a fool.  She’ll blame Christine too, and their relationship will be ruined all for a stupid joke.  And with Christine being pregnant and all, that’s stress she doesn’t need, not to mention it’s just not right.”

Richard took a deep breath and hoped Brook believed his story.  It was kind of true after all.

“My mother’s here?” asked Brook.

“Yes.”

“And she didn’t spot you?”

Richard shook his head.  “No.”

“There’s no way,” said Brook skeptically.  “Mother can be pretty self-centered, but even she’s not that blind.”

“It’s true.  She hasn’t spotted me.  But then, she hasn’t seen me since I lost a lot of weight and there’s the new hair and the makeup and all of that stuff.  It just hasn’t occurred to her.”

“Who does she think you are then?”

“She thinks I’m ‘Miranda,’ the maid.”

This brought a snicker from Brook, which made Richard feel even smaller.  “That’s hilarious!  And where does she think you are?  With ‘you’ being boy-Richard, not girly cross-dressy Richard.”

Richard turned even brighter red at being called “cross-dressy.”  He still struggled with that despite everything.  “At a summer teaching job.”

“Maid school apparently.”

“You won’t say anything, will you?” asked Richard.

Brook shrugged her shoulder.

“Please,” pleaded Richard.

“I don’t know... it might be fun to see their reactions when the truth comes out, especially mom.  She thinks she knows everything.  It might be funny to see how embarrassed she gets when she finds out she missed this
.”  She waved her hand up and down Richard’s feminized form.

Richard cringed when she said this.  That was exactly what he needed to stop.  So he folded his hands in a pleading style and he begged:  “Please, please
 don’t do that.  As a favor to me.”

“A favor to you?” repeated Brook doubtfully.  “Nice try, girlfriend.”

“Then do it for your sister,” pleaded Richard.

“For my sister?!  Did she do me any favors with Ricky Stevens?  Todd Wallace?  When mom caught me with alcohol in the trunk of my car?  Hardly.  I don’t think asking for a favor is going to do it, girly.”

“Then do it to save your mother the embarrassment!”

Brook rolled her eyes.  She was just about to shoot this idea down too, when a wicked smile slowly formed on her lips and a gleam appeared in her eyes, causing a worried sensation to creep up Richard’s spine.  Brook had always been so unpredictable especially when she had any power over someone else, as she had now over not only Richard, but Christine and Martha too.  Richard felt sick with worry.  He saw this ending badly... he had no idea though.

“Mom really thinks you’re Miranda the maid?” asked Brook.

“Yes,” said Richard cautiously.  He braced himself for her refusal.

It didn’t come though.

“All right... I’ll do it,” she said with a smirk.

“You will?” gasped Richard.

“Yeah.  You know, it just might be fun to watch mom make a fool of herself.  Not to mention it’s going to be hilarious to watch Christine pretending you’re a woman.”  Then her smile broadened and she casually grabbed the hem of Richard’s maid dress, dangerously close to his erection and let it run through her fingertips.  “Besides, I’ve always wanted a maid
.”

Richard swallowed hard.

“Now go announce me, Princess.”

—o—

Richard was stiff as a board and super nervous as he tottered toward the kitchen where his mother-in-law and wife were drinking coffee.  Brook followed a few steps behind him.  He could hear her heels echoing off the hard wooden floor and feel her eyes devouring his feminized form sashaying down the hallway as Martha had taught him.  His budding femininity, which so often felt like a shield to hide and protect his identity, now felt like a screaming siren calling out his guilty emasculation.

“Why did she have to be so beautiful?!” he asked himself, that added to his sense of helplessness.

“You have such a perfectly feminine walk, Princess,” whispered Brook in his ear.  He could feel her warm breath on the back of his neck.  This caused his already engorged manhood to grow even more.

“It’s just a walk,” he said defensively.

“I’ve known women who’ve worn heels all their lives and don’t have as seductive a walk as you do.  You’re really getting into this whole ‘I’m a girly maid’ thing, aren’t you?  Or is there more to it?”

Richard cringed at the allegation.  He was not a cross-dresser!
  Well, not normally.  At least, not before.  Either way, that wasn’t him she was talking about, that was the circumstances, he told himself.  “There’s nothing more to it.  It’s just a joke gone wrong.”

“Uh huh,” said Brook doubtfully.

“That’s true!”

“Not with how good you look in a dress.”

“It’s just a dress.  I just threw it on.”

“Is that so?  Well, how long have you had a pixie haircut?  How long have you been plucking your eyebrows?  Or do you wax?  How long have you been walking in heels?” she asked smugly.

“Just since this started,” he snapped back to hide the weakness breaking down his resistance and making him want to surrender to her mercy; something he knew would be a terrible idea.

“Oh, I doubt that.  Does it make you hard, being so girly?”

“No!” he protested a little too strenuously.

She smiled.  “That’s a yes.  You’ll have to show me later.”

“Show you what?”

“How hard you are.”

“I am not
 showing you my dick!”

Brook leaned right into his ear again and said, “Unless you want me telling my mother and my sister what I know about you, then you’re going to do anything I say from now on, sissy boy.”  She then slapped him on the butt, causing him to scuttle forward faster, which made his walk even more feminine... accusingly feminine.  Richard tried to calm himself and “man up” his walk, but his training was too powerful; the more he tried, the more feminine it became.  It seemed he only knew one way to walk in heels and that was seductive and emasculating.

“Mmmm, mmmm, mmm,” added Brook.

Richard turned bright red.  “Will you please stop?!”

“I’m just admiring my sissy brother-in-law.”

Richard bit his tongue and kept walking.  The walk had only taken seconds, but it felt like hours, but now finally they were at the threshold of the kitchen.  In the kitchen, Richard could hear silverware clanking against coffee cups or plates.  He heard Christine and his mother-in-law chatting as well.  He entered the kitchen and stopped at the door.  His mouth was dry.  At the small kitchen table sat Christine in a flowing yellow sundress and strappy tan high-heeled wedges.  Martha sat across from her in royal blue shirtdress and open-toed gray snakeskin pumps.  They were giggling together.

Both looked up when they saw Richard.

“There’s someone here to see both of you,” said Richard nervously.

“There’s what?” asked Christine uncertainly.

“Someone to see you!” laughed Brook loudly and she bounded past Richard like a puppy to hug her mother and sister, both of whom stared at her in total disbelief.

“Brook!
” gasped Martha with a hint of shock and a hint of horror.

Christine too gasped “Brook!” before glancing nervously at Richard for some clue as to what was going on.  How had her sister suddenly appeared in her kitchen, and did she know who “Miranda” really was?  These were critical questions and she hoped Richard could provide her with answers or at least hints, but his face was colorless and blank.

“Mom!  I had no idea you were here!  You should have said something,” said Brook as she raced over to her mother on her tall hot-pink heels and wrapped her arms around her.

“I— well— it’s good to see you, darling,” said Martha, still sounding stunned.

“It’s good to see you too, mom!”

Brook let go of her mother and turned to face Christine.

“Hi Brook,” said Christine cautiously.

“Chrissy, how are you?!” she asked and she moved in and hugged Christine.

“I’m good.”

Brook stepped back and looked at her sister’s growing belly.  She smiled.  “You look great.  Pregnancy suits you.  Where’s Richard?” she asked and, as she did, she surreptitiously winked at Richard so no one else could see.  This sent a chill racing down Richard’s spine:  she was playing a game!

“He— uh, he’s at— he’s teaching out of state,” said Christine.

Brook again threw a surreptitious glance at Richard.  “Teaching what?” she asked slyly.

“Brook,” said Christine, ignoring her sister’s comment, “what are you doing here?”  Her tone was a mixture of confusion, surprise and disbelief.  None of this made sense to her yet.

Brook laughed.  “You invited me, remember?”

“I
 invited you?”

“Yes, a couple months back.”

“A couple months
 back?”

“Yes, when you told me you were pregnant, you said I should come lend a hand.  Well, here I am!” said Brook happily.  An enormous smile filled her face.  She was enjoying herself very much, and the looks of shock on Christine’s, Richard’s and her mother’s faces made it all the better.

“You could have called, darling,” said Martha.

Brook shrugged her shoulders.  “And miss all the fun?  I wanted to see my sister.  I figured she needed someone to help out around the house.  I wanted to be here for her in her hour of need.  I mean, I knew Richard wasn’t going to help.  He’s probably off chasing a skirt
 somewhere.”

“Richard doesn’t do that,” said Christine defensive.

“All right, then he’s wearing one,” said Brook with a big laugh.  “Either way, he’s not here when you need him—”

“The problem is,” interjected Martha, “I’m in the guest room.”

“What about the other one?” asked Brook.

Christine shook her head.  “Ric— uh, Miranda
 is using that one.”

Brook raised an eyebrow and snickered.  “Imagine that!  Not only does my baby sister have a maid, but she has a live-in maid.”  She tuned to face Richard.  “I take it this
 beautiful young lady
 is Miranda?”

Richard felt the mirthful accusation in her voice.  She was practically daring him to speak up as she made fun of his wife and her mother to their faces with her knowledge of his true identity, knowing there wasn’t a thing he could do about it.  He was her witness.

“Y— yes,” said Richard.

“Nice to meet you, Miranda.”  Brook turned back to Christine.  “When did you get a maid?”

Christine bit her lip nervously.  She had no idea how to answer that without possibly contradicting some prior answer Richard might have given her mother.  She hoped whatever she said was close enough not to raise suspicions.  “Uh, a, uh few weeks after my pregnancy.”

“Isn’t that nice,” said Brook and she returned her attention to Richard.  “Your dress is perfect, but the heels are a bit much... although, they seem to fit you, dear.  I love your hair though.  It’s so girly!” she gushed.

Richard bit his lip.  “Thank you, Ma’am.”

Brook snickered.  “‘Ma’am’, I like that.  Very respectful.  I’ll tell you what, ‘Miranda,’” she said in a tone which all but suggested that she put the name in quotation marks, “Would you mind getting me a drink... something fruity with ice.  You understand fruity, right?”

Richard blushed with embarrassment.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

Brook then turned back to her sister once more.  “You say Richard is out of state for the summer?  Well, there you have it!  With Richard gone, I’ll sleep with you.  It will be like old times.”

The room went silent momentarily as everyone realized the problems this would cause.  For Richard, the issue was getting rid of Brook before she told his mother-in-law his true identity or she set about exposing him to humiliate Christine.  For Christine, the issue was keeping Richard’s identity secret from Brook and her mother while also dealing with the invasion of her little sister, who always seemed to be looking for ways to make her feel inferior.  There was also the issue that with Brook sleeping in her bed, her opportunities to get some privacy with Richard and, in particular, to sleep with him would fall to almost nil; this was problematic as her pregnancy was making her very, very horny.  And then there was Martha, who was seething at the unexpected arrival of her daughter at this very critical time.  How in the world was she going to keep Brook from discovering Richard’s true identity while simultaneously managing to ratchet up the pressure on Richard and Christine to make them give up this charade?  Was it even possible for them to give up the charade while Brook was here?

All told, this was a most unwelcome development... and Brook knew it.  She was planning to have as much fun with this as she could.  The black sheep of the family suddenly found herself with genuine power.

Life was about to get even more complicated for everyone.


Chapter Twenty-Five: “What Is She Doing Here?!”

—o—

The conversation quickly normalized, at least on the surface, and the women started talking of old friends and times long gone.  Richard was ordered to fix drinks and sandwiches for everyone.  Then he was told to fetch Brook’s bags and take them to the master bedroom.  As he disappeared down the hallway with the bags, Christine excused herself and followed after him.

“Set those down,” she said of the bags, “and follow me.”

Richard set them down just inside the master bedroom.  Christine then led him to his small bedroom and closed the door behind them.  She was upset and perhaps a little scared.  She saw this all ending very poorly with her mother angry at her all because of Brook.

“What is my sister doing here?!” she whispered aggressively.

Richard gave a helpless shrug.

“This can’t be!” continued Christine.  “She can’t be here.  She’ll ruin everything!  Everything!
  She’ll figure it out and tell my mother and then we’re— it— it’s going to be a disaster.”

“It will be all right,” said Richard trying to comfort his wife.

“‘All right’?!  How are things going to be ‘all right’?!” snapped Christine.  “She’ll ruin everything.  She’s going to figure this out, and she’s going to tell mom.  Mom’s going to hate me, and Brook is going to hold this over my head forever.”  Christine sounded borderline irrational and on the wrong side of the border.

“Honey—”

“You shouldn’t have let her in.”

“Honey—” tried Richard again.

Christine ignored him.  “You should have left her on the porch.  She would have gone away eventually.”

“Honey—”

“What are we going to do?!”

“Honey, calm down.”

Christine glared at her husband.  “Never tell a woman to calm down, Richard, especially a pregnant woman!”

“It will be all right, I promise,” was all he could think to say.

“How?”

Richard considered telling her that he had made a deal, of sorts, with Brook to keep the disaster she feared from happening.  He thought that might calm her down, but then he realized it was better that Christine never found out what her sister now knew.  That needed to remain a secret he took to the grave.

“Trust me, it will work out,” he said.

“This is Brook
, Richard!  It won’t be all right!”

“It will, I swear.  Look, she didn’t recognize me and she’ll never figure out who I am, not the way I look now,” he lied.  “So nothing’s changed.  We just need to keep up the deception until she leaves.  Then everything will be fine.”

Christine took several deep breaths to calm herself.

“What if she recognizes you?” asked Christine.

“She won’t.  Your mother didn’t recognize me, and she knows me better than Brook does.  If anyone would have spotted me, it would have been your mother.  She even saw me before the hair and the makeup and... all the rest,” said Richard uncomfortably.

Christine nodded her head.  “You do look more feminine every day.”

Richard blushed.  He recalled how he had been unable to hold his posture and walk as a man after so many weeks as a woman.  Despite being intrigued by breasts, he still wanted to be a man and the idea that he couldn’t just be a man again embarrassed him greatly.

Meanwhile, Christine pursed her lips, realizing that her sister might have seen something odd about “Miranda” that her mother hadn’t.  “Did she say anything to you?  Anything suspicious?”

“Like what?”

“I don’t know, something that might suggest she knows?”

Richard bit his tongue and lied again.  “No, nothing.”

“All right, maybe she doesn’t know,” said Christine to herself cautiously.  “We may need to do more to hide you though.  Just to make sure.  Maybe I’ll trim your eyebrows more.”

“Christine... it will be all right.”

Christine glared at her husband.  She was trying to be calm, but the adolescent insecurities brought back by the sudden appearance of her sister were making that difficult.  “Richard, this is very important—”

“I know—”

“I want you to understand this.  Brook can never find out who you are.  This is more important than my mother not finding out.  She has competed with me my whole life and I’m not giving her this.  Do you understand?  So if there’s anything we can do to make you more feminine and less Richard-like, we’re going to do it.”

Richard understood her wife’s concern, they had always been rivals.  But he didn’t like the sound of this.  They had already gone much farther than he expected and the result had been that he was losing touch with his masculinity.  If she further shaved his eyebrows or made him act in some even-more feminine way, it would take that much longer for him to return to being a man again, and he didn’t like that.  But there was no way he could raise that objection – or any objection – at the moment.

“I’ll do my best, dear,” said Richard meekly.

“This is important, Richard.”

Richard took his wife in his arms and hugged her.  “Don’t worry, you can count on me.”

“I better.”

“You can.”

They stood together in silence in each others arms for some time.

“You know she’s going to treat you like a maid,” said Christine, still with her head on his shoulder.  This was something she really liked about him wearing heels, she could rest her head on his shoulder.  She had even told herself that maybe she would find a reason to keep him in heels even after he returned to being Richard, though that was just a passing thought.

“I can handle it.”

“She’s bossy.  Worse than my mom.”

Richard knew that, and he was dreading it.  She was bad enough when she didn’t have the power to blackmail him, now she had him on a silver platter.  Still, he would put up with anything for his wife.  “I can handle it.”

“You know we can’t sleep together anymore now that she’s here,” said Christine.  “She’s going to be sleeping in my bed, so there’s no way you can sneak in or I can sneak out.”

Richard sighed.  “We’ll just have to find some time.”

“But they’ll both be watching.”

“The challenge will make it fun.  It will be like a game,” said Richard, trying to find a bright side to present to his wife.  She tightened her hug again and they stood like that once more for some time.

“I love you,” she finally said.

—o—

A few minutes later, the group moved to the master bedroom.  In addition to the small carry-on, Brook had two more suitcases.  Richard, that is Miranda
, had been told to unpack the suitcases and put Brook’s clothes away.  As Richard worked, Christine sat on the bed in her yellow sundress.  Her strappy high-heeled wedges had been dropped to the floor next to the bed.  Her toenails were bright red, courtesy of her husband.  Brook sat next to her in her bouncy white dress.  Her hot pink heels remained on her feet.  They were laughing and talking about their adolescent years as Martha sat at the vanity watching Brook for any signs that she had spotted Richard.

“It’s been so long since we’ve seen each other,” said Brook.

“Not since last Halloween,” agreed Christine.

Richard popped open the first suitcase and started pulling out feminine items, one after another:  dresses, skirts, high-heeled pumps, high-heeled sandals, panties, lingerie.  Like all the women in Christine’s family, Brook liked to dress stylishly.  She wore high heels and designer dresses and carried expensive purses.  Her blonde hair was always perfect.  And like Christine, she favored intricate lingerie.  He felt a little strange about touching her lingerie, given his crush on her, and he soon found himself growing hard beneath his dress.

“I can’t believe you’re having a baby,” gushed Brook for the third time.

Christine smiled.  “It’s exciting.”

They squeezed each other’s hands.

“I’m so glad you’re here,” said Christine, though Richard thought he heard a trace of effort in Christine saying that.  Indeed, he knew that Christine was in no way happy that Brook had arrived unannounced.

“Where is Richard again?” asked Brook.

“He’s at a school teaching for the summer.”

Christine shrugged her shoulders.  “I can’t believe he’s not here.”

“It was too good of an opportunity to pass up.”

Richard could say nothing in his own defense, so he picked up two pair of Christine’s high heels and moved them to the closet.  She had some very stylish and pretty shoes, and Richard actually found himself checking her shoe size to see if he could perhaps try some on before he caught himself.  He blushed when he realized what he had done.  He set them on the floor in the closet.

“I’m sure it was a good opportunity,” continued Brook, “but with you being pregnant, he should be here.  I can guarantee you he wouldn’t let you run off if he was pregnant.”

Christine let out a deep, loud laugh at the absurd idea.  “Could you imagine Richard being pregnant?”  The idea really struck her as hilarious, especially with her plans for giving him hormones.  It was too bad it wasn’t possible to go that far, she thought, as she imagined Richard waddling around with a large belly and bloated breasts.  She actually became wet at the thought.

Richard, on the other hand, cringed at the emasculating idea.

“He would be so upset,” snickered Brook.

“That’s an understatement,” said Christine.

All three women laughed, making Richard feel even smaller.  This would have been an embarrassing discussion before, but being dressed as he was now and with two of the three women knowing who he really was, he found himself almost overwhelmed with a feeling of emasculation.  It made him tingle all over and he saw himself with breasts and his wife’s belly as the three women pointed and laughed.  He was sorely tempted to tell Christine that he wanted to return to being Richard that day.  But he knew that wasn’t possible, so he forced himself to accept remaining Miranda for the moment.

—o—

When the day finally ended, Richard found himself all alone in his small bedroom feeling completely emotionally spent.  It had been a long day and he had spent so much of it on pins and needles waiting for Brook to expose him either intentionally or by accident, and then trying to keep Christine calm, all the while working away under Martha’s watchful eye that seemed to miss nothing except the one big issue that evaded her.  Even worse, his crush for Christine had flared up something bad and everything about her seemed to turn him on.  This made every emasculating comment that much worse.  Now he lay in bed and that was all he could think about.

“Hi Miranda,” he imagined her saying as she had all day in such a way that sounded like “Hi sissy.”

He shuttered.

“That’s a beautiful dress,” she had said.  He recalled her words as he slipped his hand with its red painted nails around his shaft.  His nails had gotten naturally long now that Martha no longer let him cut them.  She only let the girls at the salon shape them, so they were now well past the edge of his fingertips.

“Such high heels for boy,” she whispered.

He shuddered and stroked harder.

“Why does she have to be so pretty?” he asked himself.  He thought that maybe if she were ugly the humiliation would sting less, or at least his crush might be weaker and his feelings less intense... but she was gorgeous.

He recalled her looking him up and down and giggling.

His penis throbbed between his fingers.

“I love your hair; you should keep it when ‘Richard’ returns.”

He trembled and took in a deep breath as his penis reached the edge and then slowly backed off.

“What would Christine think if she knew you really wanted to be a girl?” she said with a laugh when Christine and her mother left the room to look for a missing sweater.  “Maybe she’d give you to me and then you could be my maid.  I’ll bet you’ve love to be my maid.  I’d make you grovel.”

Richard stroked even faster at the thought of being Brook’s maid and being on his knees.  That turned him on something fierce.

“Why does she turn me on so badly?” he asked himself.

He took a deep breath and tried to stop stroking.  That wasn’t happening.  He needed the release this could provide.  He was going to stroke until he came no matter what tried to stop him.

He saw her again in his mind in her tight dress and pink spiky heels.  “You’re such a good girl,” she laughed when he had brought her a drink.

Richard winced, but closed his eyes and saw the moment again in his mind... and again.  His penis was as hard as it could get and throbbing.  His breathing was shallow.  His muscles tense.

“You’re such a good girl,
” she said.

He blushed and stroked even harder.

“Such a good girl!
”

Faster, he stroked.  His back arched.  His breathing stopped.

“Such a good girl!
”

Then it happened.  He came.  He exploded way up into the air, much more than he normally got, and it came crashing down all over his hand, his pink nightie and his silky sheets.  He exhaled slowly.

“Why is she so beautiful?”


Chapter Twenty-Six: “Are You Crazy?!”

—o—

The next few days were an adjustment for everyone.  Christine had to get used to sharing her bed with her sister again and the lack of privacy that entailed.  She also needed to get used to the threat Brook posed to their charade.  Martha had to figure out how she was going to put an end to this without exposing Richard and Christine to Brook – she didn’t want the embarrassment of being the mother of a woman married to a sissy to be generally known, and she knew Brook would tell everyone.

Richard needed to adjust to Brook working him much harder than Martha did.  He also needed to learn to handle the games she played.  It was not at all uncommon that she would try to sneak in little comments right under Christine’s or her mother’s nose, for example, knowing that only Richard would get them.  She enjoyed the risk this posed to Richard.  He also needed to find a way to control the intense excitement he felt from her presence.

Then there was Brook.  Brook was having a grand time and was only beginning to test her limits.  So far, she had found very few of those.

“What are you doing?” asked Brook as she trotted up behind Richard until she stood next to him.  She wore white shorts, a thin pink sweater and strappy white high-heeled sandals.  Her toenails were white; nail color was something Richard now noticed whenever he came across a woman.

Richard wore his uniform.  He showed her the duster.  “I’m dusting.”

Brook examined the bookshelf.  “I don’t see any dust.”

“Your mother has a schedule.  She wants me to dust before
 it gets dusty.”

“That sounds like mom.  Carry on,” she said and she stepped back to watch him work.

Richard blushed.  “You don’t need to watch me.”

“No, but I want to.”

“Ok, let me say it differently.  I don’t want you watching me.”

Brook shrugged her shoulders.  “It’s exciting watching you prance around like a little slave girl, doing all the chores, and if I want to watch you, I’ll watch, and there isn’t a thing you can do about it.”

Richard glared at her.

“Go on, Richard.  Show me your dusting skills,” said Brook.

Richard pursed his lips.  He thought about refusing, about telling her to get out of his house even, but he realized that Brook held far too much power for him to resist, especially on something this minor.  Indeed, she held enough power that she didn’t even need to mention it to get her way.  They both knew who was dominant in this relationship.  So Richard ran his tongue over his teeth unhappily and he went up on tiptoes and ran the duster across the upper shelf.  As he did, his penis slowly grew very solidly erect.

“Bravo,” said Brook with a small clap.

She was actually having the same experience Christine had had:  she found herself turned on watching this femininely dressed man standing on tiptoes in his high heels as he stretched to dust the top shelf.  Everything about the pose, from the strain on his toes to his rear just peeking out beneath the rising dress to the vulnerable posture was somehow just exciting.

“I think I’m really going to like this,” she told herself.

Her panties had become wet.

Richard, meanwhile, pretended to be annoyed or indifferent – he couldn’t quite decided which it was – but inside he found himself oddly turned on once more.  There was something strangely exciting about accepting orders from this beautiful woman.  He was quite hard and throbbing as he reached out with the duster once more and started on the next shelf down.

“Very nicely done.  Very girlish,” said Brook.

Richard ignored her, though he blushed as he always did at being called girlish.  He bent over slightly and reached down to dust the next to lowest shelf.  As he did, Brook stuck her right hand on his rear and pinched his butt.  Richard immediately shot back up straight.

“What are you doing?!” he gasped.  “Don’t touch me there!”

Brook smirked at him and snickered.  “How are you going to stop me?”

The question struck Richard stupid.  Up to now, his surrender to Brook’s power had been real but also kind of theoretical.  He had needed to put up with some emasculating comments and fears about where this might lead, he had followed the occasional order.  But now he was in new territory.  Brook had touched him and there wasn’t a thing he could do about it.  Indeed, he suddenly realized that she could do anything she wanted to him.  This was oddly exciting in an adrenaline-filled sort of way, but it was also super dangerous and had to be stopped.

“But how?” he asked himself.

Brook easily guessed what was going on in his mind.  She decided to make things very clear for him.  “You have no power to stop me, Richard.  You are impotent.  Now turn around and bend over.”

“Why?”

“Because I said so... Richard
.  That’s all I need.”

Her threat was clear.  And with Christine and Martha in the other room chatting about something, her threat was a powerful one too.  This was the price he paid for her silence, he knew that.  He bit his lip and nodded his head.  Then he turned back to the bookshelf, closed his eyes and bent over in a rather embarrassingly feminine way.  He felt like a pinup model and he immediately wished he had found a more dignified way to do this.

“Good girl,” purred Brook.  Her nipples were like rocks.

“Get on with it,” said Richard.

Brook ignored him and she slipped her fingers onto his rear and ran them over his butt cheek.  She did not go further, however.  She didn’t want to cross that line yet.  Instead, she withdrew her hand and whispered in his ear.  “I can do whatever I want, any time I want from now on.  Don’t ever forget that, Miranda.”  She then slapped him on the rear and walked off, leaving Richard hard as a rock.

—o—

For the first three days of Brook’s visit, Christine and Richard had no privacy.  It seemed that every time Richard turned around, there was Brook smirking at him.  And when she wasn’t following Richard around the house, she was chatting with Christine.  Even at night, they couldn’t get together privately because Brook was such a light sleeper and she would have caught any attempt by Christine to sneak out – not that Christine was mobile enough to “sneak” at this point.  This was difficult on Christine, who was getting increasingly horny from the hormones raging through her.  She desperately wanted to be alone with Richard.  She needed
 to be alone with him.  It was hard on him too, though he wasn’t as desperate.

On the fourth day, Christine and Richard caught a break.  Martha and Brook went to a local hotel for brunch to meet up with Brook’s boyfriend Colin.  Christine stayed behind, claiming to feel sick.  She ordered Miranda to stay with her.  And the minute Brook’s car left the driveway, she ordered Richard to the bedroom to have sex.  First though, she insisted on a stop in the kitchen.

Christine held up two pills, a white one and a blue one.

Richard looked doubtfully at them.  “Are you sure this is a good time to start this?” he asked.  “I mean, with your mother here and now your sister.  Things are pretty crowded and we don’t have a lot of privacy, especially with your sister sleeping in our bedroom.”

“It will be fine, honey,” said Christine.

“But your mother—”

“She’ll never know.  No one will know, remember?  This is just enough to be between us.”

“But what if they see something?” asked Richard.

“Like what?  You aren’t planning to walk around the house with your shirt off, are you?”

“Uh, no.”

“Then take the pills,” said Christine and she handed the pills to her husband.

Richard stared at the two pills in his hand nervously.  It was amazing that these tiny little things had the power to make such incredible changes.  But did he really want it?  It sounded like an exciting kinky fantasy, that was for sure.  But did he really want breasts, even tiny barely noticeable ones?  Was the turn-on of doing something so naughty worth the potential risk?  What if someone noticed?  What if he didn’t like them?  What if they caused problems with his penis?

“Take the pills, honey,” repeated Christine.

“Why am I taking two?”

“The one suppresses androgen.”

“What does that mean?”

“It suppresses the hormone that makes you aggressive,” she said as she picked up the glass of water sitting behind her husband on the counter.

“What do you mean ‘aggressive’?”

“Aggressive, Richard.  Picking fights, that sort of thing.

Richard furrowed his brow.  “I don’t pick fights.”

“Then you have nothing to worry about,” she said and she held out the glass.

“Why am I taking it though?”

“If you don’t suppress the androgen, then the other pill won’t work very well,” she said.

Richard looked at the blue pill.  “What does this one do?”

“That one’s going to give you breasts.  That’s going to make you the girl you and I want you to be.”

Richard shuddered at the thought.  The idea was exciting, but it made him nervous too, and his wife saying that this pill would “make him a girl” gave him pause.  “They aren’t going to do anything crazy, are they?  I mean, we’re talking just small mounds that only you and I notice, right?  I’m not going to wake up with stripper boobs or anything I can’t hide right?”

Christine snickered at the thought of her husband with genuine, large feminine breasts.  The idea made her wet actually.  But that would be for later, if ever.  Right now, they were only doing a tiny bit, a barely noticeable bit, only as much as he was comfortable with.  “No stripper boobs,” she said.  “These will just do enough to give us a sense that something is different, that’s all.”

“Are you sure?”

Christine smiled calmly.  “Trust me, Richard.  The dosages on these are so low they might not even work.  The doctor actually warned me not to be disappointed if nothing happened.”

This was true.

Richard licked his lips.  He wasn’t sure if he would be happier if nothing happened or not.  This whole thing still seemed a little crazy to him.  How had he agreed to this?  “There won’t be any other surprises, right?”

Christine held out the glass.  “No surprises.”

Richard looked at the pills again.  “You’re sure this isn’t going to interfere with my you-know-what, right?”

“That’s the last thing I want.”

“You asked about that though, right?”

Christine laughed.  “I asked my doctor a million questions about that and she said it wouldn’t stop you getting erections.  It all depends on what pills you take.  You aren’t taking any pills that can cause that.”

Richard raised a skeptical eyebrow.  “Are you sure?  How can these grow breasts but still let me get hard?”

“They’re different hormones.  There are pills that make your dick go flat, but since we’re not turning you into a girl – we’re just giving you breasts – there’s no reason to give you those.  Your dick will be fine.”

“That’s a relief,” said Richard.  “If it’s accurate.”

“It is.”

“What if it isn’t?”

“Then I’ll teach you to make love like a woman,” said Christine sarcastically.  “Now, take the pills, honey.  It’s what we want.  It’s what you
 want.”  She wiggled the glass at him.

Richard took a deep breath.  This was a difficult choice, but he had already made it, even if he didn’t know it.  It sounded crazy.  In fact, he had no idea why any man would agree to this.  But something about being a woman for the past two months had intrigued him about what it would be like to go a tiny, tiny bit further, and the idea of having genuine breasts, even if hardly there, excited him.  He wanted to know how that felt.  So he opened his mouth, popped the pills inside, took the glass of water from his wife and swallowed them.

“Good girl,” said Christine.  “Now let’s get down to business!”

Richard followed his wife to the bedroom, watching her walk ahead of him.  Her walk was still so feminine even being pregnant.  He loved watching her walk.  She had a seductive sense of balance.  Her rear shook so enticingly too.  He wondered if his own rear would look the same after the pills.  The thought kind of excited him and he grew hard once more.  He then looked down at his chest, almost expecting to see breasts sprout in that very instant.  It didn’t happen though.  In fact, nothing seemed to change, but then, it wouldn’t... yet.

He had to admit, he was excited.

—o—

When Christine and Richard arrived at their bedroom, Christine stopped in the middle of the room so Richard could unzip her dress.  It had a zipper in the back which she couldn’t quite reach at the moment.  Richard unzipped it for her and it fell to the floor.  She stepped out of the dress and motioned her husband to turn around.  He did and she unzipped his dress as well.  That too fell to the ground.  Christine then made her way to the bed as Richard draped their dresses over a chair.

“Sit down and I’ll remove your shoes,” said Richard.

“I don’t care about those.  Leave them on,” said Christine as she climbed onto the bed.  Meanwhile, Richard lowered his panties.  His erection sprang into view.  He then climbed into the bed next to his wife, also still wearing his shoes, his stockings and the corset he wore beneath the dress, and wrapped his arms around her.

“I’ve been waiting for your sister to leave forever!” said Richard and he kissed his wife.

“I know.  Me too.”

They kissed again.

“On your back, honey,” said Christine.

Richard raised an eyebrow.  They had never done it this way before, with her on top.  “Are you sure?”

“Do as you’re told, girly.”

When Christine said this, a chill raced down Richard’s spine and his penis jumped to full attention.  A mixture of trepidation, shame and excitement filled him.  He then rolled onto his back and his wife climbed on top of him, spreading her legs on either side of him.  She then lowered herself onto his erection and slowly ground her hips.

“That feels so good!”

Richard didn’t disagree.

“We need to find a way to get rid of my sister and my mother.”

“I agree,” said Richard who was tingling all over.  He was breathing harder now.

Christine pressed down against Richard, pulling his erection deeper inside her.  She was breathing hard too.  Her nipples were super large and erect.  She squeezed his penis and bounced up and down several times.  Then she suddenly giggled.

Richard raised an eyebrow.  “What’s so funny?”

“I was just thinking: what if somebody saw us right now?  If they walked in behind us, they would see two people wearing high heels, so two women.  Of course, you look like a woman from the top too,” she snickered.  Then she smiled and she became a little wetter.  “Soon, you’ll look even more like a woman.”

Richard blushed as he now recalled having taken the hormone pills.

Christine then bent over and started licking his tiny nipple.

“What are you doing?” asked Richard.

She said nothing.  Instead, she licked at the nipple and scraped them with her teeth.  Sadly, Richard felt nothing unusual.  It tickled perhaps as she sucked on his tiny nipple, but it wasn’t really exciting.  He knew that would soon change, so he closed his eyes and he tried to imagine what it would feel like when they got bigger.  He imagined them as large as his wife’s.  Would they grow that much?  He didn’t know.  In fact, he had no idea how much larger they would get.  Would they become more sensitive too, like Christine’s?  He hoped so.

Christine squeezed his penis inside her once more.  It was hard as stone at the moment.  Would that change, he wondered.  Christine had promised that it wouldn’t.  She had promised that it would still work like normal.  She was right, right?  It would still work like normal, wouldn’t it?  It better.  He didn’t want to lose that.  He needed that to remain male.  The breasts... they were just for fun.  A secret between the two of them.  They wouldn’t make him a woman.  He was still a man.

He felt his penis throb.  It was building a rhythm.  A moment later, it would prove his manhood once more.


Chapter Twenty-Seven: “Am I A Girl?”

—o—

The next week was a strange one for Richard as he struggled to come to terms with the pills he took every morning slowly making him grow breasts.  This was the hardest idea for him to accept.  He was a man.  He didn’t have breasts.  He never would have breasts.  That’s just how it was.  No pill could change that.  Indeed, the idea that he would sprout breasts seemed as crazy to him as believing he would suddenly grow another arm.

And yet, he knew it to be true.

But of course, he had no idea how they would grow.  Would he wake up and suddenly find two mounds the size of tennis balls on his chest?  Would it be so gradual that he would one day realize that he’d had breasts for weeks without noticing?  Would they be sensitive first or would they be structural first?  He had no idea, but he could imagine.

In fact, he imagined a lot more than there was.  Every time his chest felt loose or flabbier than he remembered, he gasped and raced off to see if his breasts were finally sprouting.  He imagined that they were and that they looked huge.  But each time, he was disappointed.  He was starting to wonder if they would ever grow.

Richard stood on tiptoes and pointed the duster at the top shelf of the bookcase.  This was always the most embarrassing moment of his day because of the pinup-like pose cleaning the top shelf required.  At least no one was watching him this time.  His mother-in-law and sister-in-law had gone off to find gifts for an upcoming baby shower, leaving him to his job.  Christine was still at work.  Her maternity leave hadn’t started yet.

“We need a self-dusting shelf,” grumbled Richard.

He reached a little higher.  Then he felt it... a jiggle... a tingle and rushing shame.

“Oh my God!” he exclaimed.

Richard dropped the duster and raced to the bathroom.  He unzipped his dress and yanked it over his head as he went.  His high heels tapped loudly against the hardwood floor.

“This is it!” said Richard gleefully.

He ducked into the bathroom, leaving his dress in the hallway.  He now wore only the corset that maintained his feminine shaped and tried its best to give him cleavage.  He couldn’t remove it, but he could slip his hand into its cups.  His chest felt fattier than normal.

“This is it!” he squealed.

Richard looked at the slightly flabby material.  It didn’t look like a breast.  It wasn’t round.  It didn’t stand up on its own.  It wasn’t even really visible.  It felt thicker, but that was about it.  He ran his finger over his nipple.  Still nothing.

“Is this another false alarm?” he asked.

He felt his chest again.  It was
 thicker.  It wasn’t just fat.  There was something underneath, something with a tensile strength.  This was definitely the beginning of a change!

“This is real,” he said and he jumped up and down and squealed.

Then it struck him.  This was
 real.  His body was changing.  And that scared him.  Richard stared into the mirror.

“I’m growing breasts,” said incredulously.

Richard swallowed hard.  Then he smiled.

—o—

For the next two days, Richard was even more obsessed with his breasts than before.  The shock from every strike of his heels seemed to produce a jiggle.  When he bent over, he felt the new-found weight on his chest tug away from him.  When he rubbed it, it moved like something under the skin.  He couldn’t believe it, and he wondered if the women knew.

“Can they tell?” he would ask himself as he worked around Brook or Martha.

He decided they didn’t and that made him laugh.  Then he would grow erect at the thought of the secret he kept.  He hadn’t even told Christine.  In part, he wanted to know when she would finally notice, but even more than that, he wanted to savor this secret all by himself for as long as he could.  This was an incredibly exciting secret and the fact he was pulling it off right under their noses was enthralling.

He even dreamed about his breasts.  Indeed, that first week, he must have dreamed about them so often that he thought that vivid dreams must have been a side effect of the pills.  One night, he dreamed he awoke to find that he had bigger breasts than his wife and, yet, no one seemed to notice.  Another night, he dreamed that he had small breasts he thought no one could see, but everyone he met giggled at him.  He dreamed that his wife played with them.  He dreamed she took him shopping for bras.  Every night, he dreamed something about his breasts.

Christine was obsessed too.

She watched Richard like a hawk for any signs that his chest was beginning to sprout.  She saw no evidence of it though, and that made her crazy.  She wanted so badly to see breasts on her husband’s chest, but it didn’t seem to be happening.  She cursed the low dosage and actually considered suggesting they raise the dosage.  She didn’t though because she didn’t want to scare Richard, so she kept her mouth shut and she watched.  And whenever she could, she touched him.

“What are you d-mphhh—” said Richard as Christine shoved him partially into the hall closet.  It was full of towels, but there was just enough space for someone to stand if they wished and still close the door.  Richard stood there now.  Christine stood in the hallway pressing him into the closet.  She looked both ways.

“Shhh,” she said and she put her finger to her lips.

“What are you doing?” whispered Richard.

“Spot check.”

Richard furrowed his brow.  “Spot check of what?”

Christine tapped her lips with her finger.  Then she craned her neck down the hallway and listened for any sounds.  She heard her mother and sister in the living room.  They weren’t moving.  So she reached around behind her husband and unzipped his dress.  She pulled his dress down exposing his corset.

“I want to see how you’re doing, but Brook won’t give me any privacy.”

Richard nodded his head.

“It’s like she’s intentionally following me around to keep me from being with you,” continued Christine.  She then tried to pull the corset down, but it didn’t budget.  “Darn thing.  I’m not going to get a good view with that in the way.”  She reached into the cup on the corset to feel his chest.  It felt like there was a sort of lump beneath the skin and his areola looked a little swollen.  “Have you seen any effects from the hormones?”

Richard shook his head.  He didn’t want to give up his secret yet.  He also didn’t want to tell her that he had become uncontrollable horny, much as she had been a month prior, and he was jerking himself off every night, sometimes two or three times.  He thought that telling her that might be embarrassing.  He also didn’t want to tell her what he thought about when he did it.  The last few times involved his mother-in-law, of all people, squeezing his breasts and laughing at him – just thinking of how he thought about that made him hard as a rock right now.

Meanwhile, Christine felt the other breast with her fingertips.  It felt the same.  “The nipples seem swollen.”  She rubbed her fingers over the nipples gently.  “Do they feel sore?” she asked.

“No, they feel like they always have,” lied Richard, whose breasts were tingling under the ministrations of her fingers.

Christine frowned.  “That’s too bad,” she said and she suddenly pinched both nipples.  She had done this before to him from time to time for various reasons and it never meant much.  This time, it was all Richard could bear not to yelp and tumble to the ground.

“My nipples are so sensitive!” he exclaimed inside his head.

He had hidden his reaction, however.

Christine looked down the hallway again before leaning forward and kissing him.  “Get dressed and get back to work!”

With that, she walked off, leaving Richard to dress quickly in the closet even as he tried to process how his nipples had gotten so sensitive suddenly.  They were swollen, but when he touched them, they just felt normal.  So why had what his wife had done to him been so painful and shocking... and exciting?

His panties were damp.



Chapter Twenty-Eight: “Yes,
 Miss
”


—o—

Brook had been at Richard and Christine’s home for over a week.  She had spent that time catching up with Christine and generally enjoying having Richard at her beck and call.  She really enjoyed toying with him.  After the first week though, she decided that she wanted more.  She found that she enjoyed the sense of power that came with having a blackmailed man submit to her and she wanted a more open acknowledgement of her power.

“Come with me,” said Brook and she fetched Richard from the laundry room.

“Why?”

“Because I said so.”

Richard bit his tongue.  He didn’t like being bossed around, but he set down the laundry and straightened his dress.  “Can I at least know what you want?”

“I’m going to teach you some ‘maid’ lessons.”

“I don’t need any lessons.”

Brook smiled wryly.  “Oh, but you do.  And you better learn these and obey.”

Richard rolled his eyes.  “Fine.”

Brook led Richard down the hallway.  Today, Brook wore small, tight white shorts that came dangerously close to showing her cheeks, a loose mint-colored top, and mint colored wedges.  Richard, as always, wore his black maid dress and the sky-high white pumps.  He walked so expertly in them now that he might as well have been barefoot.

A moment later, they arrived in the living room, where Christine and Martha were looking through baby catalogs.  Christine wanted a good stroller.

“This will be fine,” said Brook.

“For what?” asked Richard.

“For your lesson.  We needed a little more space.”

When Brook said this, both Christine and Martha looked up.  Each looked pensive.  What was she doing to Richard?  Would she discover the truth?  Would she accidentally expose him?

“What am I learning?” asked Richard cautiously.

“You’re going to learn to curtsey.”

“I know how to curtsey.  Your mother showed me how.”

“Good, then this will be a refresher.  See, Miranda, good maids curtsey.  It’s the proper way for maids to behave, to show their respect for their employers.  So, you need to start curtseying,” said Brook.

Richard bit his lip and glanced at Christine, hoping she would put an end to this.  Yes, his mother-in-law had taught him to curtsey, and he had humiliatingly done it for a while, but it had slowly been forgotten and he was happy about that.  He needed Christine to make this point for him.  She didn’t though.  She said nothing.  Richard grimaced to himself.

“Show me what you can do,” said Brook.

Richard exhaled his frustration.  “All right,” he said.

“And that’s another thing,” said Brook.  “We need to work on how you address people.”

“How so?”

“A proper maid doesn’t speak as if she’s weighing options.  A proper maid does as she’s told.  And to show that she knows her place, a proper maid addresses her Mistress... or in this case Mistresses
... with submissiveness and respect.  From now you, when you address any of us or our guests, you will refer to us as ‘Miss’ or ‘Sir,’ if the guest is a man.  And when you are asked a question, you will acknowledge it with ‘Yes, Miss’ or ‘Yes, Sir’,” said Brook firmly.

“You’re kidding?”

“Not at all.”

Richard blushed bright red.  This was embarrassing.  Did she really expect him to treat her – nay, to treat all the women in the house as superiors?  Wasn’t it enough that he did all their chores for them, fetched things for them, and let Brook do whatever her twisted mind could think of?  Did he really need to act so submissively as well?

Apparently.

“Let’s see that curtsey,” said Brook without missing a beat.

Richard bit his tongue.  “Yes, Miss,” he said through clenched teeth and he grabbed the hem of his dress.  Slowly, he dipped down.  As he did, his penis grew to full length.

—o—

“Can you believe that?” growled Richard as he followed Christine to her bedroom.  Her mother and sister remained in the kitchen as Christine had come to the bedroom to change.  The women were going to the park and Christine wanted to change into a sundress.  Richard came to help her.

“What about it?” asked Christine.

“The whole thing!  She wants me to curtsey and she actually expects me to call everyone ‘Miss’?!  Imagine that: ‘Miss Brook’ and ‘Miss Martha’,” said Richard indignantly.

Christine shrugged her shoulders.  “It’s not uncommon for maids.”

“But I’m not a maid.  I’m your husband.
”

“She doesn’t know that.  She only knows that you’re the maid.  And for now at least, you are
 a maid,” countered Christine.  She turned so Richard could unzip her dress.  He stepped over to her and pulled the zipper down.  She let the dress fall to the floor and she stepped out of it.

“It’s demeaning,” insisted Richard as he picked up the dress and went to hang it up.

“No, it’s not.”

“It is.”

“It’s not.  It’s a sign of respect.  It shows that you understand that your role is to be submissive to your Mistress,” said Christine.

Richard glared at his wife.  “And you don’t think that’s demeaning?”

Christine shrugged her shoulders again.  She wouldn’t want to have to call her boss “Miss” or “Ma’am,” and she definitely wouldn’t want to have to call her sister or mother “Miss” or “Ma’am,” but she wasn’t the one hiding her identity as a maid.  That was Richard and, frankly, she thought, a little submissiveness, a little humility might do him well.  Indeed, to her mind, the whole experience had been good for him.  Besides, she liked it.

“It’s not a big deal, Richard,” she said.

“It is to me.”

Christine moved to the closet to grab a different dress.  She grabbed a yellow sundress with white color-blocking.  “As long as you’re the maid, you’ll just have to get used to it.”

“You really think there’s nothing wrong with this?”

“You are
 the maid.”

Richard shuddered when she said this and a wave of tingly weakness washed over him and his penis embarrassingly shot to attention.  Fortunately, his wife couldn’t see it beneath his dress.  He didn’t want to explain why this made him hard; she would read that all wrong.

“I’m not the maid,” he mumbled.

Christine took the yellow dress and handed it to him.  He unzipped it and helped slide it over her head and down into place.  He then zipped it up.  Christine then sat down in the chair and crossed her legs.  “I think the white wedges would go best with this dress,” she said.

Richard moved to the closet to fetch them.  “I still think it’s crazy.”

“I don’t.”

Richard picked up the white wedges and turned to face his wife.  “Are you serious?  Do you really want me to address you as ‘Miss’ Christine?” asked Richard incredulously.

“Sure,” said Christine, who hadn’t mentioned that it sent a little tingle down her spine every time he did, the same tingle she got whenever he obeyed an order without realizing it.  There was something liberating about all of it.

“Really?!”

“Yes,” said Christine.  “Like I said, it shows respect.  I like that.  It’s a good reminder who’s the boss.  You need that.  You keep getting ahead of yourself and thinking you’re still the man of the house rather than just the maid.  If you keep doing that, my mother or Brook is going to figure this out.  Now hurry up with the wedges, Miranda
.”

Richard bit his tongue.  He did not like this idea at all, but it seemed he had no choice.  From now on, the women in his life would be “Miss” to him.  “I’m not the maid,” he grumbled to himself.  Then he knelt before his wife and slipped her shoes on her feet.

—o—

Brook wasn’t finished either.  If anything, she was just starting.  Now that she was growing comfortable treating Richard as a maid, she began to take advantage of him.  Indeed, she adopted the motto:  “Why do myself what I can make Miranda do?”  Suddenly, Richard found himself awash in a sea of commands to fetch drinks, make lunch, hang up clothing, put away coats and purses, retrieve forgotten items, turn on the television or radio, and bring magazines or books.  He truly felt like a servant as a result of this.

Even worse, she decided it would be fun to take pictures of Richard in “action shots.”  Thus, little by little she built up an impressive gallery of Richard in all manner of feminine poses going about his duties as a maid.  This was embarrassing to Richard and it worried him, especially as he had no idea what she was going to use the images for, but he could do nothing about it.  He hoped she wouldn’t show them to anyone.


Chapter Twenty-Nine: “The Pill Switcheroo”

—o—

Martha had come to enjoy being served breakfast each morning by Richard.  That was one aspect of his feminization which she did like.  This morning, however, Brook had taken him to get his nails done, so Martha was on her own.  After getting out the eggs and starting toast, she ventured to the pantry to look for coffee.  When she found it, she pulled the box from the shelf.  Behind it, she noticed two pill containers tucked away, hidden from view.

“That’s an odd place to find pill containers,” she thought.

Clearly, someone was hiding them.

Martha glanced around to make sure she was alone.  She was.  Brook and Richard were at the nail salon and Christine was back at work for another couple weeks before her maternity leave kicked in.  So she grabbed the pill containers and she examined them.  Each bottle had a prescription label.  They were made out to Christine, but Martha knew Christine wasn’t the one taking them.  She knew what these were too, even if she didn’t recognize the exact brand names.  A chill raced down her spine.

“Hormones!
” she gasped.  “Female hormones!”

These were the pills Richard was taking.  Christine had hidden them in the pantry, because she assumed neither Brook nor her mother would venture there, as both were happy to let Richard cook for them, and because she couldn’t hide them in her room, not with Brook there.

Martha shuddered.  Despite Richard’s seeming acceptance of his ever-increasing feminization, Martha had never considered that Richard might really go so far as to take hormones.  That was just unthinkable.

“Doesn’t he know what will happen if he takes hormones?!  He’ll start to morph into a woman.  He’ll grow breasts!  What kind of husband can he be to Christine with breasts?!” she exclaimed.

Martha took in several sharp breaths and dramatically grabbed her heart.

“He’s going to grow breasts!  Real breasts!  His— his thing
 is going to shrink!  How can Christine accept that?!  She can’t be married to a man with breasts and no... no manhood
!”

Martha tried to process this.  It made no sense to her.  There was no way Christine could accept this, no way.

“She can’t want this!  It’s one thing to let him prance around the house in a dress and pretend to be a maid.  That’s shameful but can be overlooked.  But to actually let him turn himself into a woman!  To make permanent changes to his body!  Impossible!  I need to confront her about this!”

As quickly as she had the thought she dismissed it, however.  She couldn’t confront her daughter about this without admitting that she knew about Richard, which would embarrass her daughter and might irreparably damage their relationship.  That was no good.

“Besides, she’s so pig headed, she would probably accuse me of making it up!”

She considered confronting Richard instead, but dismissed that too.

“What good would that do?  If he’s turning himself into a woman, then confronting him won’t stop him.  It will only encourage him.  He would probably do it just to spite me!  And if Christine is pushing this, then he won’t have the balls to stop it.  Either way, confronting him doesn’t help!”

Martha was confused.  She didn’t know what to do.

Then a thought struck her.  The pills were hidden and she didn’t know who had hidden them.  It could have been Christine, but
 it also could have been Richard.  Maybe, she thought, Richard was taking these pills without Christine knowing it?  Maybe her daughter wasn’t behind any of this after all!

“No, these are Christine’s prescriptions.’

She examined the pill containers more closely.  This time, she read the dosages.  She immediately furrowed her brow.  Something was wrong here.  She had had experience with hormones when she needed hormone therapy and these dosages were too small to do much of anything.  At best, she realized, they might round out his edges and make his chest flabby, but that was it.

“So why is he taking them?” she asked herself.  “What’s he up to?”

Martha pursed her lips and furrowed her brow.

“This must be a game to him!  He’s not serious; he just wants to feel like he’s taking hormones.  He’s pretending to turn himself into a girl!  I’ll bet it’s some sort of kinky turn-on for him!  What a reckless and arrogant thing to do!  Just for the thrill of it too.  Really, Richard!
”

Martha’s anger grew.  Then she thought about how nervous Christine had seemed lately and she wondered if perhaps Christine knew what Richard and was nervous about it, but had been unable to stop him.  Either way, there was one clear answer how to use this to stop Richard from playing this game.

“I’ll show you what happens when you mess around with these things, Richard.  You think you can take these for some kinky thrill, do you?  Well, you’re about to experience what it’s really like to turn yourself into a woman!  Maybe then you’ll understand what you’ve done!  And maybe then you’ll finally stop and just be a man again!”

She put the pills back for now.

—o—

“Martha, dahhling!” exclaimed the tall woman with the garish makeup and the fuzzy pink high heels.  In fact, this wasn’t a woman at all.  It was a man.  It was Eric, aka Miss T-Miss’d, the drag performer from the club who was meant to scare Richard – Martha still wasn’t sure how that hadn’t worked.  Either way, Eric and Martha had gotten to know each other some years before when Martha sat on the Board of Directors of a foundation that supported local artists.

“Eric!” replied Martha affectionately.

“How have you been?”

“Good, good, but I have a problem and I need your help.”

“Oh?  Have a seat, dear,” said Eric and he motioned for Martha to sit on a long green couch in his dressing room.  As she sat, he closed the door to give them some privacy.  He then joined her on the couch, crossing his stocking-covered legs and letting his fuzzy high-heeled slipper dangle from his toes.

“You look good, darling.”

Eric smiled.  “No need to butter me up, Martha.  I know the truth.  Wrinkles.  Aches and pains.  Sagging skin.  I’m getting old.  But appreciate the effort.  So what’s this problem you called about?”

“I have a friend who is experimenting with, shall we say, feminizing himself.”

Eric smiled again.  “Aren’t we all?”

Martha smiled politely.  “The problem is that he’s engaged to a young woman who doesn’t want him feminizing himself.  Also, it seems just to be a game from him, but I’m worried he’s going to do something that becomes a bridge too far.”

“I see.  And you want me to talk to him?”

Martha raised an eyebrow.  “Talk to him?”

“Yes, tell him about sagging boobs, the annoyance of tight girdles, bras, the discomfort of heels, though they give us so much, don’t they?”  Eric smiled to himself and shuddered happily.  “You want me to talk to him about how hard it is to be a proper lady?”

“I don’t think talking is the answer.”

Eric chuckled.  “Yes, I suppose.  Plus, I might be more likely to talk him into it than out of it.  So what were you thinking?”

“I need you to scare him?”

“I can hop out of a closet and yell ‘Boo!’ if you like, dahhling,” joked Eric.

The image of six foot five inch Eric jumping out of a closet in a pink boa and sky-high lucite platforms fiercely made up to yell “Boo!” was too much and both burst out laughing.

“So what did you have in mind?” asked Eric when they stopped laughing.

“Well, I’ve discovered he’s taking hormones.  He seems to be dabbling with these small dosage pills that wouldn’t paint a fingernail.  I think he’s just playing around.  But he’s taking risks doing it.  I want to step up his dosage to give him a good scare.  Make him put up or shut up, so to speak,” said Martha.

“How powerful?”

“Enough to start making changes fast enough to scare him.  I think the shock of that would definitely be enough when he realizes that he’s actually changing, especially if the hormones made him limp
 in certain areas.”

Eric smiled cautiously.  “You’re playing with fire.”

“I know, but I’ve tried everything else... and my daugh— the young girl’s happiness is at state.”

“Well, if your daugh— young friend’s happiness is at stake, then I’ll help.  But nothing permanent... well, nothing too permanent.”

“I understand and agree.”

“When he stops taking the new pills, it will all slowly go back to normal... at least, mostly.  Anything more than that and you need to see a doctor to get them,” said Eric.

“That’s what I want.  Just make sure his you-know-what stops working.”

Eric snickered.  “He’ll be as soft as a marshmallow.”

“Perfect.”

Eric nodded his head.  “All right, I know someone who can help.”

Martha smiled.  When Richard discovered that his chest was jiggling and he could no longer perform as a man, that would be the end for certain.  To save his manhood, she needed to take his manhood.

Two days later, she would swap out the new pills for the ones he had been taking.


Chapter Thirty: “Playing With Her Toy”

—o—

Brook had really pushed Richard hard of late.  At first, she seemed unsure how far she could or should push him, so she started small, but little by little, her confidence grew and she was quickly taking full advantage of him as a maid.  Indeed, she adopted the motto:  “Why do myself what I can make Miranda do?”  Soon, Richard found himself awash in a sea of commands to fetch drinks, make lunch, hang up clothing, put away coats and purses, retrieve forgotten items, turn on the television or radio, and bring magazines or books.  He truly felt like a servant as a result of this.

But Brook also wanted more than just a maid.

As Brook saw it, Richard was a toy she wanted to play with.  She just wasn’t sure exactly how far she could push things yet, so it was time to experiment.  She got her first real chance when Christine and her mother went out for lunch to meet another of Martha’s friends.  Brook decided to stay behind.  She had a plan.

Brook sat on the loveseat with her feet up.  She wore a light blue tennis dress with a long silver necklace.  Her white high-heeled sandals with their stacked wooden platforms were parked on the floor before her.  She had been skimming a fashion magazine until her mother and sister left.  Richard was busy cleaning the house as he always was.

“I’m bored,” said Brook as Richard dusted the coffee table.

“I’m sorry to hear that,” said Richard unsympathetically.

“I’m glad you feel that way because I know what might brighten my day.”

Richard raised a suspicious eyebrow.  That didn’t sound good.  “What?”

An evil smile crossed Brook’s lips.  “Come with me.”

And thus it began.

 

—o—

“I’m not leaving the bedroom, not like this,” said Richard a few minutes later after he had changed into the outfit Brook had laid out on the bed for him.  At first, he refused even to put it on, but a quick reminder of the power she had over him changed his mind.  He looked down at the skimpy outfit, if it was even enough to call it an outfit.  She had left him a black garterbelt, tan stockings, and high-heeled platform sandals made of wood with brown leather straps held in place by brass rivets.  The platforms were thick, as was the heel, and the heel was about five-inches high.  She gave him no panties, no skirt, no shorts, no top, no cover any kind really.  The only thing he had to cover his penis was a gossamer thin white apron which was barely as wide as his crotch and not even that long.  His penis was visible through the see-through material.  Naturally, it was hard as a rock.

“Come to the living room,” called Brook.

“The living room?  Are you crazy?”

“This is where your maid duties are.”

“I’m not doing maid duties in this!” protested Richard.

“Yes, you are.”

“Forget it.”

“You don’t have a choice, sissy boy.  Now get out here and entertain me.”

Richard bit his tongue.  This... this
 was a lot to ask.  She would see his penis for sure and he would feel like a fool tottering around in this.  He didn’t have a choice though.  He knew that.  So he took a deep breath and he went.  And as he approached the living room, with his heels making such a racket and thoughts of what he must look like, his penis grew erect.  This was definitely turning him on.  In fact, oddly, he even cracked an involuntary smile.

Brook whistled and then applauded as he appeared, a vision of femininity right out of a men’s magazine, with a few adjustments.  “Oh my!” she declared with a gasp.  “You’re really sexy!”

Richard blushed.  Once again, he recalled that he had had a crush on this woman... or maybe had.

“No, seriously, you’re super sexy,” she purred.  Then she made a cat-like noise:  “Rrrowr.”

“Could you not do that please?” he said with a deeper blush.

“I see why Christine likes you like this.”

Richard’s penis grew even harder, which was starting to make him feel guilty.  This was his wife’s sister after all.  “Ok, you’ve had your fun,” he said.  “Can I go change now?”

“Change?  Hardly!”

“Why not?”

“This is your uniform for today until my mother and sister get back.  So get to work sissy, boy.”

“You can’t be serious?!”

“Of course, I’m serious!  Just be glad I’m not demanding more.”

“Like what?” asked Richard cautiously.

Brook deliberately rose from the couch, a sly smile on her face.  When she reached him, she slowly, painfully slowly, moved her hand to his crotch, not quite touching it, but close enough that he could feel the heat of her hand radiating to the head of his penis.  Richard felt a sense of panic rise within him.  What if she touched him?  He started breathing hard at the thought.  Would he come?  He would, he knew it.  Why was this woman so beautiful?  He closed his eyes and braced himself for her touch.

It never came.

Richard opened his eyes and looked down.  He saw that she had placed her fingers an inch or two below his hanging balls like she was waiting for them to fall into her hand like apples from a tree.  Richard found this both to be intensely erotic and quite a statement of power somehow.  She was letting him know that she could have grabbed them and there was nothing he could do about it.  Nothing was forbidden to her, not even his fruit.

“Now get to work,” she said softly.

Richard felt himself melt at her soft words.  “All right.”

“That’s ‘yes, Miss Brook.’”

“Yes, Miss Brook,” said Richard in a sort of trance.

Brook looked him up and down once and smiled.  “This is much better than going to lunch with mothers’ friend.”  Then she noticed his chest.  She squeezed the tiny mound of flesh behind his nipple, causing his small nipple to rise.  “I think you’re putting on weight, Richard.  Your chest is flabby.”  Then she craned her neck around him and looked at his rear.  “Your butt is flabby too.”  She snickered.  “I’ve never seen you naked before, but you almost look like a girl.  I guess that’s fitting.”

“I do not,” protested Richard.

“You do, you look like a girl.  You’re a fat little maid,” she added with a giggle and she playfully slapped his butt, causing it to shimmy and shake.

“I am not fat!”

“And now you sound like a girl too.”

“That’s it!  I’m going back to my room and I’m putting on my regular uniform,” growled Richard.

“Oh don’t be so hurt.  You look cute as a girl.”

“I do not look like a girl
,” growled Richard.

Brook laughed.  “All right, sweetheart,” she said.  “Fine, you’re a specimen of pure masculinity.  Now get to work.  There’s a lot to do, and you’re not changing out of that outfit until I tell you.”

With that, Brook returned to the couch where she watched as Richard unhappily grabbed his duster and started dusting the living room.  It was quite an erotic sight to see him dressed as he was in such a slutty, sexy, feminine outfit as he moved around doing his maid duties.  It was, in fact, making her quite wet.  She was particularly mesmerized watching his erection, poking straight out beneath the apron, bouncing around as he moved.

“This must really turn you on,” she said.

“Not really,” said Richard sourly.  He was still upset at being called fat; for some reason this hit him much harder than it normally would – he assumed it was the circumstances.

“You can’t lie to me, Richard.  Your dick is so hard you’re obviously turned on.”

Richard blushed.  He had no answer to that.  The truth was this whole thing had been very erotic.  Being naked in front of a woman was always erotic, especially a woman as beautiful as Brook.  And then the way he was dressed, kind of like a pin-up, was just as erotic, even as it was embarrassing, and he could still feel the heat from her hand radiating to his dick and the way his rear jiggled as she slapped it.  Heck yes, he was turned on.  But he loved his wife and would never cheat on her, no matter how tempted he was... not that Brook had actually offered.

“Don’t forget the bookshelf.  I like it when you dust the shelf,” said Brook.

Richard could only imagine what she liked about it.  Nevertheless, he walked over to the shelf and started.  He started by crouching down to get the bottom shelf.  This caused his dick and balls to hang down between his ankles; normally, they were held up by his panties when he crouched like this, but he wore none so they were free to do as they pleased.  His balls swung gently between his feet even with the tops of the heels of his shoes and his penis jutted out level with the bottom of his thighs.

“Very sexy,” proclaimed Brook.

Richard said nothing, but stood up as quickly as he could once he finished the shelf to cover his shame.

“You should do that again.”

“No.”

“Go on, crouch down,” said Brook.

“I already did the shelf.”

“Then pick something up.”

“There’s nothing to pick up.”

Brook took the magazine from the couch next to him and tossed it to the middle of the room.  “There is now.”

Richard clenched his teeth.  He felt like he was on display.  He wasn’t just a maid now, he was a toy.  He had little choice though, so he reluctantly walked over to the magazine and he crouched down exactly as she wanted and he picked up the magazine.  Of course, his balls once again swung between his heels and his penis jutted out like some sort of pointer.

Brook giggled.

Richard picked up the magazine and rose to his feet.  He tottered over to Brook and held it out for her to take.  “Here.”

“Here Miss
.”

Richard exhaled his frustrations.  “Here, Miss,” he said.

“Here Miss Brook
,” added Brook.

“Here, Miss Brook.
”

“Thank you, Miranda,” said Brook kindly and she took it.  But then she winked at him and she let it fall from her fingers right back to the floor.  “Oops.”

Richard didn’t even argue this time.  He crouched down and picked up the magazine.  Once again, his balls descended to his feet.  Once again, Brook giggled.  Once again, he burned with shame that his erection was such a focus of their interaction.  It made him feel vulnerable and guilty.

“If you like,” she said as she took the magazine from him, “because I know how overwhelmingly turned on your must be – you’ve been hard for the past twenty minutes – I’ll let you go back to your room right now and jerk off.”

Richard’s jaw dropped.  He could never jerk off knowing that she knew what he was doing.  That would be far too humiliating to perform such a personal act with her knowledge.  So agreeing to that was out of the question, even though he desperately needed the relief jerking off would provide.  Still, it was a surprisingly tempting offer for him.  Would he really consider demeaning himself that way?

“I can’t do that,” he told himself.  “She’s trying to bait me.”

“But the tension,” he replied.

“It will be humiliating!”

“But the tension!  And it will feel so good!”

To his great surprise and his horror, Richard actually found himself on the fence.  He was shocked that he was seriously considering this.  How could he possibly consider jerking off with the knowledge and permission of this gorgeous woman... his wife’s own sister?  Why did she need to be so beautiful
??!!

“There’s one condition,” added Brook.

“What?” asked Richard cautiously.

“You can jerk off, but you need to stay dressed like this and you need to keep your door open so I can hear what you’re doing.”

Richard shook his head.  Those added terms made it impossible.  He was thankful for that.

“All right.  Then finish your duties before Christine and my mother get home.”

“Yes, Miss Brook,” said Richard with some relief.

Richard told no one about this.


Chapter Thirty-One: “Unexpected Emotions”

—o—

It had been a few days since Brook’s game.  Everything had mercifully returned to normal, though Richard couldn’t get the image of himself in that
 outfit out of his mind.  He saw Brook’s hand hovering beneath his hanging balls, and he could feel the anticipation of her touch.  He’d found himself masturbating as his mind recreated that scene several times.  That had definitely been exciting.  He had been less thrilled to hear her say that his body was girlish, though this was a little ironic given that he was trying to grow breasts.  More than anything, this told him that he remained conflicted about embracing femininity.  Still, he was comfortable with and excited by his plan to grow tiny, barely noticeable breasts.  He saw it a bit like wearing panties under a suit, only the sense of naughtiness and risk was more intense.  The only problem was that nothing seemed to be growing.

This morning, however, Richard thought he felt something on his chest.

“What was that?” he asked after he felt the tug.

Richard grabbed his chest, but could feel nothing through the corset.  If he was to examine his chest, he needed to remove the corset; he wore it all the time except when he showered because he needed the corset to help him squeeze into his uniform – even though he had lost some weight and the uniform now almost
 fit, it was still a little too tight around his torso.  He even wore it when he slept because he couldn’t put it on without Christine’s help and he needed to dress in his uniform before she awoke and he couldn’t let his mother-in-law see him without the uniform.

He went to Christine.

“I need to take the corset off,” he whispered excitedly.

“Why?”

“Something may have happened.  I need to take a look at my chest.”

Christine beamed and nodded her head.  They went to his room and she untied the corset and unhooked it.  Then she moved to the other room to wait so she could help him replace it when he was done, as they did whenever he showered.  She was dying to examine his chest too as she really wanted to know how the hormones were working, but it wasn’t possible for her to disappear into “Miranda’s” room for any length of time without her mother getting suspicious, especially with the door closed.  So she would need to content herself with his report for the moment, at least until they could be alone together again.

Richard stood naked before the mirror in his room.  Actually, he stood naked except for his heels and stockings; he liked the way his legs curved in the heels so he didn’t want to take them off.  Not to mention, he needed to do this quickly and get back into his uniform and return to the others unnoticed.  So it made sense not to get entirely naked.

“I don’t see anything,” he said as a first impression.

He felt his chest with his hand.

“There’s something.”

He squeezed it, but felt nothing unusual.

“It’s nothing,” he admitted sadly.

After the pinching incident where his nipples had swollen and Christine pinched them, he hoped massive growth was following, but there hadn’t been any.  Nothing really looked bigger to him.  Yes, his chest looked a little flabbier, but he looked flabbier all around too.  His belly seemed larger, his arms less defined and his face puffy.  This had to be the result of him putting on weight, not the result of the hormones, right?

“Maybe women’s hormones make you fat?  Or maybe, they make you retain water... or maybe, I’m just eating too much.”

He sighed and thought of the extra piece of cake he snuck the prior night.  That was probably what was going on.  He grabbed his breasts again and squeezed.  They felt a little sore, but they didn’t tingle, they didn’t jiggle, and they didn’t stand out from his chest.  He could push around the tissue a bit, but it wasn’t at all like grabbing Christine’s breast.  Obviously, nothing was happening.

“Why haven’t these things grown?”

He looked down and saw his ubiquitous erection.  One thing was for sure, these pills weren’t stopping his dick from working.  To the contrary, it was working in overdrive.  He was constantly getting hard at the slightest touch or provocation.  It was almost disturbing how easily Brook or his mother-in-law could make him hard, and it required a lot masturbating to deflate the stress.

He focused on his breasts again.

“There must be a way to make them grow faster.  I’ve seen my nipples get swollen and they get hard easier now, and there seems to be some tissue beneath the nipple, so the hormones must be working, but I want to be able to see it!  And the summer is going to end soon.  I want to enjoy this while I can still... well, wear a dress.  This needs to happen now!”

Richard was a little surprised at his admission, but it was honest.

“So how do I speed this up?”

Richard wondered if the internet would give him any hints:  eat only certain foods, do certain exercises, masturbate to reduce the amount of testosterone in his body, have sex on his back, keep his legs up when he had sex, rub his chest with banana oil – no, wrong shape.  He laughed.

“Yeah, the interest... the repository for myth and stupidity.”

Then he had an idea.  He knew right away it was a bad idea, but boy did it make sense to him.

“What if I doubled the dosage?”

He paused and squeezed his nipple to try to make it pop up.  His penis grew harder instead.

“I mean, Christine said this was a really low dosage.  There’s no harm in increasing it then, right?”

The debate was over before it began.  Richard had decided.  He stepped away from the mirror and grabbed his panties.  They were pink with white lace.  As he pulled them into place and tried to tuck his erection inside them, he decided he would start small by taking two pills instead of one of each.  He might take more later if needed, but for now that was enough.

“That should speed things up nicely.”

Indeed, it would.  For while Richard may not have seen what he wanted to see, that didn’t mean it wasn’t there and it didn’t mean the pills he had been taking weren’t already doing their work.  What’s more, doubling the small dosage would do more than double the speed of the effects, especially as it had already been more than doubled by his mother-in-law.  Richard didn’t realize any of this.  All he knew right now was that he wanted things to move faster, and now they would... but was he ready for what was to come?

—o—

The next few days were a struggle for Richard.  He was awash in intense emotions, though he didn’t quite realize enough to attribute it to the hormones.  He just assumed these emotions were normal, even if unusually strong, given the circumstances of what he was experiencing.  Besides, they didn’t seem irrational or unnatural or unwarranted.

For example, Richard found himself feeling nervous about doubling the dosage on the pills.  His sense of worry bordered on genuine fear.  But that seemed like a normal response given what he was doing.  After all, deciding to grow breasts is not a stress-free matter and doubling a dosage, even a small one, could be risky.  So his strong emotional response made sense to him.  At other times, he felt like he had finally taken control of his life and was taking what he wanted.  That gave him a sense of exhilaration almost bordering on euphoria.  That was easy to understand too though.  Where he struggled was that these two emotions seemed to be alternating randomly and he never knew what would trigger one or the other to come on stronger.  That kept him on edge and made him moody.

Further obscuring this issue, to a large degree, was the strange kinky feeling that came with all of this.  He was taking women’s hormones right under everyone’s noses!  That was kinky and erotic and exciting, and it felt so so so naughty.
  It was his dirty little secret and that turned him on something fierce.  Even his wife didn’t know what he had done exactly.  This kinky feeling kept him super horny.  Unfortunately, because of Brook, he still found it impossible to get anywhere near his wife.  They hadn’t kissed in two days, much less touched each other more intimately.  So he ended up masturbating every chance he got, sometimes three or four times a day, but that just wasn’t enough to end his horniness.  He didn’t realize that the rush of hormones was what was making him horny.

Other effects were starting to appear too.

Richard was in the dining room.  Per Martha’s instructions, he was arranging the silverware and checking to make sure it was clean and smudge-free.  He had just checked all the forks and knives and spoons and now only had some serving spoons to check.  His erection stood out strong from his body beneath his skirt; his panties were no match for containing it today.

“Can’t you ever get enough?” he giggled at it.

Richard craned his neck around the wall to make sure no one was coming.  He saw nothing, so he slipped his hand beneath his skirt and wrapped his fingers around his shaft.  He closed his eyes and imagined his beautifully red-painted nails encircling his shaft as he stroked.  They made such a pretty contrast with his flesh.  He wiggled the tip of penis against the underside of his skirt, causing precum to drip out.

“I don’t think it’s a good idea, mom,” said his wife down the hallway.

“It will be nice,” said his mother-in-law.

They had started down the hallway.  Richard heard their voices and their feet echoing off the hard floor, Martha in her snakeskin pumps and Christine in her tall brown wedges.  Richard pulled the panties back over the tip of penis and pulled his hand from beneath his dress.

“Sad,” he thought, and he found himself hornier than when he started.

His wife and mother-in-law approached and found him wiping the large serving spoons with the cloth.  The only trace of what he had been doing was the remainder of a grin on his lips which hadn’t resided yet.  He curtseyed as they arrived, as the women now required him to do.  He felt his penis grow even harder when he did.  For some reason, this always turned him on.

“We’re going to have a dinner party,” said Martha to Richard.

“We haven’t decided yet,” countered Christine.

“Of course, we are, darling,” said Martha to her daughter.  Then she turned back to her feminized son-in-law.  “It won’t be a large party, but it will be nice.  You’ll be serving.  We’re having Brook’s boyfriend over to meet Christine.”

“That will be nice, Miss,” said Richard.

Christine sort of glared at Richard.  It was obvious that he had just said something she didn’t want, though he didn’t know what else she wanted him to say.  The women had been pushing him to become more submissive by accepting their decisions as if they were his boss, which they essentially were, was he supposed to refuse?

“See darling,” said Martha.  “Miranda has no problem with it.”

With that Martha continued to the kitchen.  Christine said she would join her in a moment; she just wanted to “check Miranda’s work on the silverware.”  When her mother disappeared around the corner, Christine absently picked up a spoon but at the same time whispered angrily to her husband.

“Did you have to agree with her?!” she snapped.

“I thought that’s what I’m supposed to do now.  I’m the maid, remember?” responded Richard sharply.

“Don’t talk back to me, Richard.  I’m trying to help you and you just undercut me with my mother.  Now there’s going to be a dinner party, and you’re going to need to serve everyone.”

Richard felt under siege by her comments – they stung.  Richard turned bright red, like he was angry and was about to talk back to her.  Then, something really strange happened.  A single, large tear poured down his cheek.  Then another.  Soon, he was crying silently.

Christine felt awful.  She hadn’t meant to snap at him.  She was just struggling like he was because, like Richard, she had been under hormonal siege for some time.  She swung wildly between being sad and happy and scared and horny, and all of this robbed her of control at times, just as Richard had been robbed of control at the moment.  She grabbed her feminized husband and hugged him.

“I’m sorry, baby,” she said.

Richard tried to sniff back a tear.  “I’m sorry too.  I don’t know what came over me.  I don’t know why I’m crying.  I never cry.”

“It’s all right.”

“No, it’s not.  I don’t want to cry.”

Christine smiled and wiped away one of his tears.  “All girls cry, Richard.”  She then kissed him and held him until the tears stopped.  “Now come to the kitchen, you can make us lunch.”

“Yes, Miss Christine.”

Richard felt strange.  He didn’t understand why he had been overcome to the point of tears from a simple comment.  He attributed it to stress.

—o—

Martha sat at the vanity table in her room.  She wore a white robe and high-heeled mules as slippers.  Curlers were in her hair.  Her face was covered in creams.  She cradled her phone between her shoulder and her ear.  In her hand, between her fingers, was the brush from a vial of waitress-red nail polish.  She applied the brush to her nail and gave it a long steady stroke, turning her fingernail red as it went.  She was going to have Richard do this for her earlier, but he was busy ironing, so she decided to do it herself tonight.  She would have him do her toes in the morning though.

“I know he hates doing my toes,” she told herself with a snicker, “but what’s the point in having a feminized son-in-law if you can’t at least get a good pedicure out of him!”

Martha dipped the brush back into the polish and examined her fingernails.  They looked fantastic in this color, especially with how her diamond ring sparkled against her skin.

“Is Brook still being a problem?” asked Brenda through the phone.

Martha pursed her lips at the mention of her daughter.  She loved Brook, but Brook had always been a handful and right now she was a serious threat to all of them.  Every day, she seemed to do things that brought her right to the edge of finding out Richard’s secret, which would be a disaster.  Brook simply couldn’t be trusted with this knowledge.  No, she needed to be rid of Brook before she discovered this humiliating secret that Martha’s own daughter was married to a man in a dress.

“Brook is still Brook,” said Martha, in a measured tone.

“Can’t you send her home?”

“It’s Christine’s house, not mine.  And, she’s an adult.”

“You are her mother.”

“And what excuse would I use?” asked Martha coldly.  “‘Sorry, darling, you need to leave before you discover that your brother-in-law wears dresses.’  Somehow, I don’t think that’s going to serve my purposes.”

“Ask Christine.”

“Christine doesn’t know that I know, and I need to keep it that way.  So again, what would I tell her?”

Brenda didn’t answer.  It was clear to her that Martha wasn’t in a mood to accept help on this issue.  She never had been.  Martha was too arrogant about her own abilities to accept help on anything.

“At least things are starting to work,” said Martha to break the silence.

“How so?”

“I can sense it.”

“You’ve sensed it before,” replied Brenda in an indifferently doubtful tone.

“This is different.  He seems nervous finally.”

“And you think it’s the hormones,” asked Brenda.

Martha dipped the brush back into the vial and aimed the brush at another finger.  “What else would it be?  The new pills must be working and now ‘Mr. Happy’ suddenly isn’t so happy anymore.  It’s worrying him.”

“But he hasn’t quit.”

“Not yet.”

“What if this is what he really wants?”

“Why would a man want his thing
 to stop working?  They need their things
 to work like you and I need air to breathe,” said Martha dismissively and she ran the brush along another nail.  It too turned red.

“Most men don’t want to go around in dresses either—”

“No man wants his thing
 to turn soft, even men in dresses.”

Brenda snickered.  “I seem to recall you saying something similar about him not wanting to wear women’s clothes either, and yet, here you are with a maid for a son-in-law.”  Brenda paused.  “You know, Martha, there comes a point you need to admit that you’re wrong and just accept that he wants to wear dresses.  And apparently, he wants breasts too.”

“Over my dead body
,” snapped Martha.

An awkward silence passed.  Brenda clearly did not know what to say.

“Trust me, Brenda,” said Martha finally in her confident tone again.  “It’s making him nervous.”

“And how long before you think he gives up then?”

Martha shrugged her shoulders.  She didn’t exactly have a schedule on this, but she knew it would be soon.  All the signs were there.  Through her efforts, with an unknowing assist from Brook, they were forcing him into an increasingly submissive role, something he did not like.  They were raising the stakes too, such as by making him serve Brook’s male boyfriend, which was to happen in a few days.  She had increased his hormones and now he would see what happens when you try to turn yourself into a woman for real.  “He’ll panic when he realized he really is growing breasts!” she had told herself.  And that extra little pill would strip him of his manhood quite literally as he would no longer be able to become erect.  All of this had to be too much.  All of this had to shock him into understanding that he was going to lose his manhood for real.  It would make him give up.  It was only a matter of time!

“Soon,” she said.


Chapter Thirty-Two: “Brook’s Plaything”

—o—

Richard’s emotional rollercoaster continued another week.  This week was marked with dramatic mood swings resulting from changes to his body which he had finally started to notice:  a glowing sheen to his skin, a softness here and there, a hint of protrusion on his chest.  Richard raced through intense highs and lows with each discovery:  excitement, exhilaration, terror and doubt, all at the same time.

“It’s definitely not obvious,” said Richard cautiously.

He examined his chin in his reflection in the silver serving tray.  He had been putting away dishes in the kitchen when he realized that he hadn’t shaved that morning and he went into a panic.  If Martha saw a five-o’clock shadow beneath his makeup, then he would be doomed.  He immediately started fleeing toward his bedroom to shave.  But as he started out, his hand crossed his chin, rubbing it inadvertently, and he discovered that it wasn’t all that scratchy.  This stopped him mid-flight, and he instead grabbed the silver serving tray and examined his reflection in it.

“No,” he said, “not obvious at all.”

Richard rubbed his chin nervously.  It was true.  He didn’t have an obvious beard.  That was a shock.  He had always had one.  In fact, even when this all first started, he sometimes shaved twice a day just to keep Martha from noticing.  But not today.

“How can this be?” he wondered.

“What are you doing?” asked Christine as she entered the kitchen.  Her white floral sundress rustled as she moved.

“I forgot to shave.”

Christine stopped breathing and her head shot around to make sure her sister or mother had not followed her to the kitchen.  Her eyes zoomed in on her husband’s chin.  “Go shave, now
!” she whispered.  “Before my mother or Brook notice!”

Richard shook his head.  “It’s all right.”

“It’s not all right, Richard.  Women don’t have facial hair!  Go shave fast!”

“It’s just stubble.”

“Richard,” growled his wife, “women don’t have facial hair, not even stubble.  Now go shave before my mother comes in here and sees you.”

“All right!  All right!  I’ll go.”

“Now!
”

“Yes, Miss,” sighed Richard, and he regretted saying it immediately.  Indeed, it still bothered him to call his wife “Miss” and he had just done it when no one else was watching; he did it by reflex essentially.  That troubled him.  Was this becoming like his walk, some permanently feminine part of him that would need to be deprogrammed?  That thought worried him.  He didn’t want that.  It made him feel terribly submissive and weak too.  Christine, on the other hand, didn’t seem to have any problems with it.  She seemed to think that having a feminized husband who addressed her as “Miss” was perfectly fine.  That thought added to Richard’s embarrassment and he blushed.  He then set down the silver tray and retreated to the door.

“Be fast,” said Christine as he walked past.  “There are more dishes to be done.”

Richard thought about saying something very un-submissive just on principle, but he didn’t.  Instead, he walked off to his bedroom to get his razor.  As he passed the living room, however, Martha saw him.

“Are you done with the dishes?” she asked.

“Not yet, Miss.”

“Then where are you going?”

“Miss Christine sent me to fetch something,” he lied, and he cringed at calling his wife that.  He was thankful his mother-in-law didn’t know who he really was.  It would have killed him if she knew he, Richard, was calling Christine that.

“When you’re done with that and the dishes, come see me.”

“Yes, Miss,” he said and he walked off suitably diminished.

Richard closed the door to his small room and leaned his back against its wooden frame.  He exhaled his relief to be away from his mother-in-law.  Not only was his mother-in-law working him to death recently -- she had him going over the house with a fine-toothed comb cleaning everything
 in addition to his regular duties, and when he wasn’t doing that, she had him waiting on his wife hand and foot – but for the past week or so, something about her just turned him on.  Maybe it wasn’t really her, he reasoned.  Maybe it was just this general sense that everything turned him on suddenly, but it was difficult to find himself with a pounding erection whenever she spoke to him.  That was rather embarrassing in fact.

He was erect now.

‘Thank God, she doesn’t know,” he told himself.

He reached down to the hem of his dress and pulled it up, exposing his erection pushing hard against his silky soft panties.  In his head, he heard his mother-in-law ordering him to do something maid-like... fetch something or clean something.  The condescension in her voice stung.  His impotence at being unable to resist made him shudder, but it made his penis throb too.

“I don’t know why this gets me so badly,” he thought.

It did though.

Richard pulled his panties down beneath his balls, letting his balls hang free over the panties’ waistband, and he grabbed his erection; it wasn’t as full or as hard as normal, but he didn’t notice.  It was hard again
 and he was horny again
, and that was all that mattered.

“Why am I so horny lately?” he wondered.

He didn’t know.  It didn’t matter.

He started stroking himself slowly.  This felt amazingly good.

“Mmmm,” he purred.

Then he stopped.  He’d had an idea.  He had just enough time to relieve himself before he was expected back if he was fast
.  He stuck his head out the door and listened.  No one seemed to be looking for him.  They were talking about something else, not him.  Good.  So he pulled his head back in and quietly closed the door.  He raced over to the bed.  He grabbed the hem of his dress with both hands now and yanked it up over his waist and rear, exposing his erection.  He sat down and swung her legs up onto the bed.  He was wearing a new pair of shoes – white t-strap platform sandals Martha had bought him to show off his painted toenail in his uniform.  He decided he didn’t have time to take them off, so he left them on.  He pressed them into the mattress carefully so as not to rip the sheets and spread his legs wide open.  He arched his back slightly.  Then he grabbed his erection again; it still wasn’t full length, but he still didn’t notice.  It was hard enough.

“I need this so badly,” he thought.

He started stroking.

It felt so good.  So relaxing, yet so exciting.

Richard thought about his wife.  They hadn’t been able to touch each other in over ten days now because Brook just wouldn’t leave her alone, and it was driving him crazy.  He could tell it was driving her crazy too.

“Maybe that’s why I’m so horny?” he thought.

He nodded his head.

“That has to be it.”

Richard imagined his wife on her back on the bed before him.  She wore black panties and a black bra; his favorite set.  Her nipples were hard.  They were glorious!  He stroked even faster now as he thought about playing with her nipples and how her breasts were now inflated by her rush of hormones and starting to swell to produce milk.  That excited him.

“Oh, I need to touch her,” he thought.

Richard stroked faster.  His mind was focused on his naked wife, though truth be told, the sound of his mother-in-law giving him orders kept slipping in even as he tried to ignore it.  That seemed to have affected him more than usual today.

“When you’re done with that and the dishes, come see me.”

Richard squeezed his eyes closed, readjusted his body to spread his legs even more, curled them inside his sandals and tensed the muscles in his back.  He adjusted his grip and stroked faster yet.

His breathing became erratic.

“So that’s why you slipped away,” said Brook with a laugh.

Brook.  Brook?  Brook!


Richard jerked his head toward the door and saw Brook standing there with an enormous grin on her face.  She wore white shorts, white wedges and a light blue and white-striped shirt.  Her right foot was balancing on the heel of her shoe with her toes pointed up in the air.  She was wiggling it.

“Brook!” gasped Richard and he shot up to a sitting position.

“Don’t stop on my account.”

Richard jumped up to his feet, rising off the bed, and tried to smooth the skirt of his dress down over his erection.  It was caught up in something, however, and it wouldn’t go down no matter how hard he pushed.  It didn’t help that he was too nervous to sort it out either.

“Brook— I— I mean—” he stammered.  His brain was in panic mode.

Brook merely laughed.  “Oh, Richard, Richard, Richard.”

“Brook, I can explain!”

Brook shook her shoulders.  “What’s to explain?  You’re jerking off.”

“I— what— well—!”  He tried to push the dress down over his erection again at the same time he yanked up his panties, but only got it caught in his panties.  His erection still found its way out into open air.

Brook walked over to Richard and put her hand on his chest.  “Nobody said you could stop.”

A look of horror crossed Richard’s face.  “W— what?”

“Get back on the bed, Miranda
, and keep doing what you were doing.”

“You can’t be serious!” gasped Richard.

“Absolutely,” she said and she gave him a little shove which pushed him back down into a sitting position; he wasn’t at all stable in the new sandals his mother-in-law had given him.

He shook his head.  “I can’t.”

“Oh, but you can.”

Richard swallowed hard.  “But Christine.  She’s your sister!”

“And you’re my toy.”

“You can’t!”

“Do as you’re told, sissy boy.”

Richard visibly bit his lip.  “Brook—”

“Miss
 Brook,” she corrected him.

Richard tensed up.  “Miss
 Brook,” he said through gritted teeth.  “Christine is your sister.  I’m her husband.”

“That’s what makes this such fun, not to mention you being in a dress.  Now swing your feet up on the bed, and get back to work.  I want to see you going at it hard and in earnest, or I’ll find other ways to punish you.  I might even expose you to my mother – that is what you’re afraid of isn’t it?”

Richard knew he had no choice.  He had given her the power to do this to him when he choose this way of protecting his wife from the shame of getting caught, and he knew a day like this might come.  What he didn’t realize was how turned on he would be by this.  Richard untangled his dress from his panties.  He slipped the panties back beneath his balls.  His erection stood out stiff from his crotch.  He swung his legs up onto the bed again and planted the sharp heels in the mattress once more.  He adjusted his back and wrapped his fingers with their painted nails around his erection.  His heart was pounding.  His brain told him not to enjoy this, to feel embarrassed, but he was highly turned on.

Richard snuck a glance at Brook.  She was watching him with a hunger in her eyes.  This was clearly exciting to her too.  But then, an odd, curious look crossed Brook’s face.

“Kind of small, isn’t it?” she asked.

“No,” responded Richard defensively.

“Don’t get your panties in a bunch,” said Brook.  “I’m not trying to insult you.  It’s just smaller than I thought it was.  It seemed bigger last time.  It’s definitely smaller than Colin’s.”

“Colin?”

“My boyfriend.”

“Well, they do come in different sizes,” snapped Richard.

“I said I’m not trying to insult you,” replied Brook and she rolled her eyes.  “I’m just saying that it looks smaller than I thought it was.”

“Well, I’m sorry it doesn’t live up to your expectations,” said Richard sourly.

He kept stroking.

Brook watched for a little and then rubbed her chin.  “It looks kind of soft actually; that could be why it looks smaller.”

Richard furrowed his brow.  Why was she insulting his dick?  It couldn’t be smaller, they didn’t just shrink.  And it didn’t seem soft.  It seemed hard as always.  He squeezed it to check.  It felt like it always did, though perhaps there was a little more softness in it.  That was strange considering how wildly turned on he was, but then he was embarrassed too.  Maybe this was natural?

Before Richard could respond, however, Brook reached out and grabbed the head of penis and bent his penis.  “Yeah, it’s kind of soft.”

She grabbed his penis!

Richard was stunned and horrified.

She grabbed his penis!

Richard jerked his body away from her hand, and tried to flee across the bed, but she still held his erection tightly and he ended up flat on the bed with his heels kicking out behind him and her pulling on his erection.

“You can’t escape, Richard.  You belong to me now, remember?”

“I can’t do this with you touching me,” complained Richard who felt uncomfortable at having his sister-in-law holding his dick and felt even more uncomfortable that this was exciting him so much.

“If you can’t, then I’ll do it for you,” said Brook in a matter-of-fact tone.

Richard swallowed hard.  That would be too much.  “All right!  All right!  I’ll do it,” said Richard and he slowly turned over and pushed her hand away.  He took a firm grip on his shaft again.  It did seem harder.  He didn’t have time to think about that now though.  He closed his eyes, imagined himself making love to his wife – dressed as he was – and started stroking himself.

This was more difficult than he expected.  Even Christine had never watched him masturbate and it felt very strange to have someone watch him, especially this beautiful young woman.  She wasn’t making this easy either.

“That’s really cute,” giggled Brook after a few seconds.

Richard tried to tune her out, but couldn’t.  “What is?”

“You stroking yourself with painted nails... and your dick all wrapped up in your feminine dress and panties.  It’s really pretty erotic, in a way.”

“Then you should ask Colin to wear a dress for you,” snapped Richard.

Brook let out a laugh and rolled her eyes.  “He would never— he wouldn’t even consider it.  He’s manly, unlike you.”

“I’m not doing this by choice,” said Richard defensively.

“Oh yes you are.  If you weren’t, you would have put your foot down a long time ago.  But not you.  You put your foot down right into a high-heeled shoe and gave a smart little salute.”  She stroked his foot as she said this, sending tingles racing up his spine and making him a little harder, or so it seemed – he couldn’t see it because the bunched up dress was in the way, but it felt like it got harder.

“This really wasn’t by choice,” he repeated.

“And you can’t possibly believe that.  Are these new shoes?”

Richard blushed as Brook traced the t-strap down his foot to his toes.  “Yes.”

“Did you pick them out or did Christine?”

“No, your mother picked them out.”

Brook laughed.  “Mother.  She’s got a thing for high-high heels, that’s for sure.”  Brook looked at Richard’s erection.  “But then, so do you.”

Richard said nothing.  He wasn’t going to admit liking any aspect of this, not to her.  Then Brook ran her fingers over his toes and along his instep, which both tickled and turned him on.  She seemed to be stroking his foot in rhythm which was driving him wild and causing an identical rhythm to build inside his balls; he was very close to coming now.

“I have to say, I like having a man who will do anything I tell him.”

“I take it you can’t boss this Colin around then,” said Richard condescendingly.  He felt he should put up some resistance.

Brook snickered.  “No, I can’t, sadly.  But that’s what I have you for,” she shot right back.  And to emphasize her point, she took his balls in her soft, warm hand.  “Now get pumping, Princess.”

Richard shuddered that she had so casually taken his testicles in her hand – it seemed he no longer had any privacy – but he kept stroking nevertheless.  The feel of the power she had over him, and his own weakness in response that he could do nothing about her just taking his balls in her hand, made him feel... well, there wasn’t a word for it, was there?  Weak.  Effete.  Helpless.  Submissive
.  That was the word.  Richard tried not to think of the word, but he couldn’t get it out of his mind.  It made him tingle and seemed to excite him.

He kept stroking.

“It is amazing,” said Brook after another short pause to watch him, “that you’ve kept this up so long.”

Richard tried to glance at his erection, which remained hidden from his view behind the bunched up dress.  “It takes time.”

“No, I don’t mean that.  I mean the whole thing.”

“What thing?”

“This sissy maid thing,” said Brook.

“I’m not a sissy.”

“You’re a man in a dress who curtseys to his wife and mother-in-law.  You most definitely are a sissy.  How embarrassing it must be to take orders from your wife... your mother-in-law!  Doesn’t that bother you?  Colin would never do it.”

Richard still said nothing.  What could he say, after all?  He kept stroking.

“I’m surprised Christine is fine being married to a man who is fine with that.”

“She’s not ‘fine’ with it, and neither am I!” protested Richard.

Brook snickered.  “She’s fine with it.”

“She is not.”

“Oh yes, she is.  She’s happy enough ordering your around.”

Richard bit his tongue.  He wanted to tell her to take a leap, but the truth was, she was probably right.  He didn’t want to admit that, but it did seem that he had not fought hard enough in hindsight to claim that he didn’t want this, and Christine definitely did seem to be enjoying the benefits of his being trapped in femininity.  Not to mention, the more he thought about it, she did seem to enjoy the situation.  One could even say she encourage it.

“Go on,” said Brook.  “Keep stroking.”

Richard did.

It didn’t take long before the erotic nature of the situation and the feel of his sister-in-law’s hand got to him and he started to feel the muscles deep within his penis pumping in rhythm.  A moment later, a warm feeling filled him.  His muscles tightened.  He took in a deep breath and then stopped breathing.  His body began to warm.  He could feel his blood pumping harder and harder.  Then a wet feeling shot through him and out of him up into the air.  Hot, sticky white fluid came down and covered his crotch, his panties and his hand.  He felt incredible relief.

Brook giggled.  Then she kissed him on the forehead.  “Clean up and come to the living room.  I think my mother has another assignment for you.”

“Yes, Miss Brook,” said Richard.

Brook walked to the door and stopped.  “It’s nice owning a sissy... we may need to do this again.”  And with that, she left.

Richard shuddered.  He felt deeply conflicted.


Chapter Thirty-Three: “Gone Soft”

—o—

After being told that his dick was “soft” and “small,” Richard became obsessed with determining if this had been an aberration.  After all, the hormones weren’t supposed to affect that, but then, he had changed the dosage.  Could that have caused this?  He didn’t think so.

“Doubling a dosage won’t make pills do something they shouldn’t do at all,” he assured himself.

Yet, he remained unsure.  What he needed was for Christine to check.  She didn’t see it every day, so she wasn’t used to whatever shrinkage may have happened.  She knew how hard it should be too.  And she could tell him the truth.  Unfortunately, he never seemed to get the chance to be alone with her.  It was like Brook and Martha were guarding her from him.  But then Richard caught a break when his mother-in-law and Brook went grocery shopping.  The dinner was the following night and they needed some additional items to finish the meal.  They wouldn’t be gone long, but this left Richard and Christine home alone for the first time in weeks.  Now he just needed to figure out how to ask her something this embarrassing.

“Oh my God, I thought they would never leave!” exclaimed Christine as she watched her sister and mother drive off.

“I know what you mean,” said Richard.

“I don’t think I’ve had a moment to myself all week,” said Christine.

“Me neither.”

“And I know I haven’t been alone with you in forever!”  She moved from the window and came to her husband.  “How’ve you been stranger?  Do you know what I want to do?”

Richard smiled.  He had some idea.  “What would that be?”

Christine kissed her husband and maneuvered behind him.  She unzipped his dress and kissed his neck.  It fell to the floor and he stepped out of it, careful not to damage it with his heels.  She left it on the floor and turned Richard around so his back was to the couch and the front window.  His penis stood up inside his panties and made a bulge.

“You have no idea how much I need this,” she said.

“Oh, I think I do.”

Christine pushed her husband backwards, down onto the couch.  He still wore his panties and stockings, the corset, and the new white high-heeled sandals his mother-in-law had bought.  His wife lowered herself onto the couch next to him in her cream-colored maternity dress and her mint colored wedges; this wasn’t easy at this point in her pregnancy.

“Watching you totter around is so exciting,” she said breathlessly as she slipped her hand between his thighs.  “You’re such a tease too.”

Richard smirked.  “Am I?”

“I’m dying to see how you’re doing too,” she said and she reached behind him and untied his corset.  “This corset makes it impossible to see if the hormones are doing anything!”  She released the latch, letting the corset pop free from his chest.  Then she pulled it from him and examined his chest with her fingers.

“That tickles,” said Richard with a slight giggle as his wife ran her fingers over his nipple.  It responded by popping up until it stood erect.  It must have been half a centimeter in height, if not more, and twice as wide as it was before.  The areolas behind it looked puffy and swollen.  And beneath it, tissue had grown and was beginning to take the shape of two small, but very noticeable globes.  It made his chest look like it belonged to a teenage girl... no, it was more than that already.

“Wow!” exclaimed Christine and she became very wet.

“What?”

“Your chest.  Your boobs.  They’ve grown!”

Richard blushed.  “Have they?”

“Yes.”

He’d looked for this every day, but just couldn’t see it.  Maybe it was the angle.  Maybe it was the fact he saw them every day.  Maybe he just didn’t want to see them.  Either way, his chest looked a little fatter to him, but that was about it.  He looked down as his wife cupped his breasts.  She definitely held a lot of flesh in her hands, ticklish flesh, but he still wasn’t sure he really saw it.  Was this real or was she creating it with her hand?

“I don’t know,” he said.

“I do.  They’ve gotten big
 since I saw them last!”

Richard licked his lips nervously.  “Too big?”

“How could they be too
 big?” asked Christine seductively.  Then she leaned forward slipping her lips around his left nipple.  She sucked on it, pulling the nipple away from the tissue with her lips.  This was a strange, physically uncomfortable feeling for Richard, but it simultaneously excited him.  He felt his already stiff erection grow a little harder.

Christine, meanwhile, was absolutely burning with desire.  Not only was she intensely horny from the hormones coursing through her, a horniness she had been unable to satisfy for two weeks because of Brook’s constant presence – even in her bed – but she was almost overwhelmed with how excited she felt that her husband was sprouting breasts!  They were pretty breasts too.  They were firm with a nice round shape and sexy nipples.  She was going to spend hours
 making love to these!

She dove in and sucked his breast into her mouth.

“Seriously, you don’t think they’re too big, do you?” asked Richard.

“Uh uh,” mumbled Christine without letting his nipple out of her mouth.  She ran her teeth across it lightly, causing Richard to wince, suck in air, and become even harder yet, though that receded rather quickly.

“No one will notice them, will they?”

Christine hesitated.  Would they be noticed?  Well, that depends, she thought.  On a woman, no, they would not be noticed.  They would look like small breasts and would be ignored.  In fact, they’d probably bring unspoken sympathy.  On a man, however, well, under a loose shirt and jacket, no, no one would see them and no one would know.  So the answer was “sort of” no.


On the other hand
, if Richard went out in a tight t-shirt, he would draw some funny looks.  And if his shirt happened to get wet and his nipples were up, well, then he definitely would get some looks.  But then, she told herself, he knew he wouldn’t be able to go topless after taking the hormones.  So this wasn’t really “noteworthy,” she told herself.

Still, she knew Richard would probably want to know that they were now already slightly bigger than they had planned.  He had agreed to grow breasts that only the two of them could see, but these were a little bigger than that already.  “How did this happen?” she wondered.  “And so fast too?  The hormones weren’t supposed to do that!”  Not that she was complaining.  Far from it, in fact.  She loved his breasts and she knew now that she wanted more.  She wanted deluxe breasts on her husband’s chest.  She wanted to bury her face in two enormous pillow-like breasts – “he would look so cute acting insecurely as he tried to hide those and his bra so he could walk around pretending to be a man,” she giggled to herself.  But that wasn’t what he wanted, and she knew that.

She sighed.

“I guess it depends on what you wear,” she admitted.

Richard bit his lip.  “Really?  Is it that bad?”

Christine didn’t answer.  Instead, she bit his nipple softly, sending waves or pain and pleasure racing through her husband’s body.  Then she grabbed his erection and she started stroking it.

He didn’t complain.

Christine then pushed him on his back and moved on top of him.  Taking a hold of his dick once more, she aimed it for her lips and slowly lowered herself onto it.  She felt it slide inside her, though it seemed a little softer than normal.  Still, it was inside her and she began to gyrate her hips in a circular motion.  Unfortunately, his dick didn’t offer the same resistance it usually did.  To the contrary, it seemed to squirt about inside her.  At one point, it even popped out of her and she needed to slide it back inside.

“Why is he so soft?  Isn’t this exciting for him?” she wondered.

Christine looked down into her husband’s face.  His eyes were closed and he was breathing hard.  He seemed to be excited and enjoying himself immensely... but he didn’t seem hard.

“Maybe he’s worried about the breasts,” she thought.

“That’s amazing, baby,” moaned Richard, who thought he was as hard as always and attributed any difficulties in how things were going – like popping out of her – to his wife being larger owing to her pregnancy and wetter/slicker because of his breasts.  He was enjoying himself immensely.

Christine was troubled.  She squeezed him with her muscles, this seemed to excite him, though it didn’t do much for her.  She pushed and rubbed and even played with his nipples, it all helped a little, but not enough.  Something wasn’t going right today.  Still, she decided not to say anything at the moment, not until she knew what was going on.  It could be anything.  It could be that he was overworked, that he wasn’t in the mood, or maybe it was just one of those days – that happened to men all the time.  But if she said something now, he would assume it was the hormones and would stop everything no matter what it really was, which wasn’t what she wanted.  She needed to know more before she raised that alarm.

Richard came.  He looked satisfied.  Christine was not.  She would need to do something about that before Brook returned.  Fortunately, she had plenty of plastic.  In the meantime though, she needed to check the pills to make sure they weren’t the cause of this.

—o—

Half an hour later, Christine had cleaned and satisfied herself in the shower.  As Richard showered after her, she snuck out to the kitchen.  Her mother and sister would be back soon and Richard would be out of the shower again soon, but for the moment, she was alone and she could check on this.  She stepped into the pantry and removed the cereal box which concealed the pill containers.

Both containers were still there.

Christine grabbed the pill containers and popped them open.  The pills looked the same to her.  One was white, the other was a pinkish color.  The shapes were the same.  There was no evidence anyone had moved them or tampered with them.

“Everything’s as it should be,” thought Christine.

She replaced the pills.

“It must just be a coincidence,” she said, though she still felt uneasy.


Chapter Thirty-Four: “Is She A Lesbian?”

—o—

Richard stood in the shower the following morning.  He let the warm water flow down his back.  It felt good.  It was relaxing.  It was renewing.  He ran the soap all over his body and rinsed it off.  Then he took the razor and the shaving cream and shaved his legs and chest.  As he did, he noticed that the new tissue on his chest was really starting to form noticeable mounds.  Perhaps his wife had been right?

“Definitely noticeable,” he said.

Richard placed both hands on his chest, one under each breast and raised the tissue with his palms.  He cupped it, giving it a more pronounced look.  His raised nipples sat on the end of the mounds.  The nipples poked out, but weren’t hard and didn’t stand to their full extent.  They had the shape of women’s breasts and women’s nipples, though they still seemed too small to him to be “breasts.”  Not to mention, it took cupping them to create them, so Richard wasn’t sure that these were real.  Still, it was more than he’d had before.

“Copping a feel?” asked Brook as she appeared in the room.

“Brook!” gasped Richard and dropped his breasts and turned away from her to keep her from seeing his naked form.

“Don’t mind me.  Just passing through.”

“You can’t be in here right now?  I’m taking a shower!”

“Why not?  We’re all girls here.”

“No, we’re not.  And if my wife sees you in here then she’ll know that you know!”

Brook shrugged her shoulders.  “Not my problem.”

Richard blushed.  “Will you please leave?”

“I will in a second,” she said and she grabbed a hair spray from the shelf.  She moved to the mirror and sprayed a part of her long hair which wasn’t doing what it was supposed to this morning.  Then she set the spray back and she turned to say goodbye to Richard in some snide form, only she saw his reflection in the glass wall of the shower and it shocked her.  “Oh my God, Richard!”

Richard froze.  “What?”

“Come here!”

“I’m showering.”

“Dry yourself off and come here,” she insisted.  She grabbed his towel and held it out for him.

Richard reluctantly turned off the water.  He instinctively ran one arm over his breasts and put one hand over his crotch.  He stepped from the shower and Brook place the towel over his shoulders.  Then she moved in front of him and pulled his arm away from his chest.  She stared pointedly at his chest.

“Oh my God!” she said again.

Richard suddenly felt very small.

She placed her hand on his chest and grabbed a handful of flesh including his right nipple.  She looked stunned.  “You’ve grown breasts!  Real breasts!
  Oh my God, Richard!”  She squeezed his chest, causing the nipple to harden, which tickled Richard.  “Does Christine know?  I mean, of course, she knows.  It’s obvious.  How could she let you do this?”

Richard bit his tongue.  He had no response.  He didn’t want to admit what he had done, but now he had been caught in that too apparently.  Were they really that noticeable?

“This is incredible,” said Brook.  She looked down at his crotch.  “It’s no wonder you can’t get hard.”

Richard dropped his other hand to cover his penis as well.

Brook shook her head.  This was a real surprise, even more than finding her brother-in-law in a dress.  She could understand that.  Heck, she could almost believe his story that the dress was the result of a joke gone bad that had trapped him.  But this?  This was no accident.  It was no joke gone wrong.  This was intentional.  But why had he done it?

“Are you trying to turn yourself into a girl,” she asked.

“No!” exclaimed Richard without hesitation.  “Absolutely not.”

She grabbed his breast and squeezed it.  “Then explain this.”

“It’s just a joke—”

“This
 is not a joke.”

“I don’t mean joke.  I mean, this was— it seemed exciting.  If I had to dress as a girl, why not play around a little and see what it would be like to have breasts.”

Brook’s jaw dropped.  “That’s not something you ‘play around’ with, Richard.  You don’t just go remaking your body for fun.”

Richard folded his arms.  “Sometimes you do,” he said defiantly.

Brook shook her head in disbelief.  She had been prepared to be sympathetic, but his tone did not make her sympathetic.  To the contrary, it reminded her of everything that bothered her about Richard.  She knew just how to take him down a notch, however.  In fact, she had a very good use for his breasts.

“All right,” she said.  “You think that giving yourself breasts is something you ‘play around’ with, then we’ll play around with them.  When you serve us at the dinner tonight, I want you to lose the corset.  No corset
, understand?”

“Why?”

“Because I said so.”

Richard bit his tongue.  Her tone made it clear he had no choice in this.  Still, he didn’t just want to give in to her.  “Yeah, whatever,” he said.

“What’s that?” she demanded and she twisted his nipple until he winced.

“Yes, Miss Brook!
”

“Better,” she said and she let go of his nipple.  “No corset, and you do exactly as I say.  One tiny bit of resistance and I’ll have you wagging your breasts in my mother’s face.  Got it?”

“Yes, Miss Brook.”

“Good.  Now get dressed, breast boy.  You’re wanted in the kitchen.”

With that, she walked away.

—o—

Christine glanced at the clock.  It was just after seven.  Brook and her boyfriend were supposed to be here for dinner by now.  She brushed back Richard’s hair from his eye.  It was growing longer all the time.  He would soon be able to have an even more feminine haircut, though the pixie-ish cut he had now was doing well for him.

“Just remember to stay calm,” said Christine.  “He doesn’t know who you are.”

“I hope not,” thought Richard.  “Yes, Miss.”

“It will be all right.”

Richard nodded his head.  He was not looking forward to this.  He did not want to be this close to a man.  What if he spotted Richard for what he was?  What if Brook already told him who he was?  And why was he supposed to go without the corset?  He felt naked without the corset.  It irritated his nipples to go without the corset too, as there was nothing to hold them in place and they rubbed against the material of the dress as he moved.  That made them stand up uncomfortably, and drew his attention to his budding breasts.

“Maybe that’s what she wanted,” he thought, “to keep my mind on that.”

Christine glanced at the clock again.  Then she glanced at the dinner table.  It was already set.  She had been dreading this for three days now, though not as much as Richard.  From her perspective, this was another chance for Richard to be spotted as a result of close observation.  From Richard’s perspective, he had no idea what kind of game Brook might have arranged for him.  For all he knew, she had already told her boyfriend who he really was and they had something strange planned.  He was definitely worried.

“Honestly, that girl!” proclaimed Martha as she stormed through the kitchen to the refrigerator.  “Can she never be on time?”

An instant later, the doorbell rang.

Martha rolled her eyes.  “And she can’t just walk in?  Miranda, get the door.”

Richard took a deep breath.  “Yes, Miss.”

This was the moment of truth.  Richard smoothed the skirt of his freshly-cleaned black uniform and he tottered to the front door on the tall t-strap platform sandals.  He felt naked and exposed.  When he reached the door, he grabbed the knob, noticing the red nails on the ends of his fingers, and he turned it.  The door opened.  Standing on the other side was Brook with a dark-haired man about six-inches taller than her.  He wore a dark gray suit.  She wore a rose-colored bandage dress and high-heeled pumps with an open toe.

“Hello, Miranda.  This is my boyfriend Colin,” said Brook.

“Hello, Miss Brook,” replied Richard with some embarrassment and he curtseyed.  He did it almost automatically or else he wouldn’t have had the nerve to do it.  It was even more embarrassing than calling his sister-in-law “Miss Brook.”

Colin smiled at Richard and said something; Richard was too focused on his embarrassment to hear him correctly.  Colin and Brook then entered the house and made their way to the dining room to meet Christine and Martha.  Richard watched them walk past.

“This is going to be difficult,” he told himself.

Interestingly, that didn’t actually seem to be true.  Everyone took their seats and the dinner started.  It went well.  Colin was quite nice and very polite.  He didn’t do anything inappropriate or which indicated that he saw Richard as anything other than “Miranda the maid.”  Brook didn’t do anything unusual either.  In fact, she barely noticed Richard, spending all her time in conversation with the others.  Both Christine and Martha seemed to like Colin and became relaxed.  As for Colin, he worked in the financial field in town and he had a daughter from a prior marriage, she was not there that night as she was spending the night with friends.  He had an excellent sense of humor too.  Richard imagined they would have gotten along quite well if Richard had not been dressed as he was.

Dinner went off without a hitch.

And then things changed.

“Who wants dessert?” asked Martha.

There was general agreement that dessert would be good, so Martha instructed Richard to clear the dishes and fetch coffee and dessert for them all.  Brook surprisingly, offered to help with the coffee.  Richard found out why when the table was cleared and they were alone in the kitchen.

“Well, well, well, my dear sissy,” said Brook.

Richard bit his lip.  “What?”

“It’s time for a little entertainment.”

“What kind of entertainment?”

“I want to do something special for Colin and you’re going to help me.”

“How?” asked Richard suspiciously.

“Well, as I told you, Colin gets really excited when he sees two women making love.  I can’t stand the idea, but since you’re not a woman, it won’t bother me.  And since he thinks you’re a woman, it will make him happy.”

Richard’s jaw dropped.  “You want me to make love to you?”

“Not quite.  Just a little flirting.”

Richard furrowed his brow.  “What are you going to do?”

Brook snickered.  Then she took Richard’s hand and walked him over to the doorway.  From here, they could see the dining room table and those at the table could see them.  Only, Christine and Martha just happened to be sitting with their backs to the door, something Brook had planned.  They could not see what was happening.  She then moved behind him and unzipped his dress.

Richard’s gasped and threw his arm across his chest to keep the dress in place.  He could feel it loosening and moving away from his skin now.  The only thing keeping it in place was his arm.

“What are you doing?” demanded Richard in a whisper.

“Be calm, girly boy, or I’ll rip it off and show everyone your soft little dick.”

Richard turned and looked at her nervously.

“Face Colin and smile,” she said.

Richard bit his lip.  She would do it, he knew that.  He had no choice.  He swallowed hard and turned back to face Colin, who was watching intently while trying not to draw attention to the fact; Martha and Christine were talking to him about his job.  A nervous smile crept across Richard’s face.  As it did, Brook slipped her hands up beneath his arms and grabbed his breasts beneath the dress.

Richard’s penis jumped to attention.

“That’s not so bad, is it,” purred Brook.

She then started to kneed his breasts and squeeze his nipples.  All of this sent masses of waves of pleasure shooting throughout Richard’s body.  The nervous smile on his face gave way to an orgasmic expression and his eyes slowly closed.  His penis was throbbing and throbbing; it was instantly close to exploding.  His muscles all went loose and he even felt the dress slip down his body slightly.  Brook took advantage of this and pushed the right side even lower, exposing Richard’s nipple to Colin.  She now tugged on that nipple as Richard’s facial expressions went from cringing to joy to calm with each tug.  He was so close to filling his panties.

And then Brook bit his earlobe and left a string of kisses down his neck.  She tugged on his nipple one more time and Richard felt it happen, a jolt of hot, sticky liquid shot out into his panties.  He’d had no control over it, but it felt amazing.

And then it was over, just like that.

Brook let go and moved back into the kitchen.

Richard stood there for a moment, lost in a daze, holding the loose dress to his chest.  His exposed breast hung there.  Its nipple was hard as a rock.  His panties now were wet and sticky.  He took a deep breath and then slipped back into the kitchen as well.

Brook looked at him and laughed.  “You might want to zip up before you serve the coffee.”

“Yes, Miss Brook,” said Richard, still in a dream-like state.

—o—

It took Richard a minute or two to gather himself again.  What Brook had done to him was pretty powerful and left him feeling a little intoxicated.  In fact, he giggled when he gathered the coffee cup and he miscounted.  He gathered what he needed, however, and he brought the coffee out to the table and poured it.  He tried not to look in anyone’s eyes as he did as he felt that might give something away.  He blushed as he served coffee to Colin.  When he served coffee to Brook, she thanked him and slipped her hand onto the back of his thigh.  She thought no one was watching, except Colin, and she moved her hand up his thigh and pinched his butt.

She was wrong, however.

—o—

“I’ll tell you, Brenda, I do not understand it,” declared Martha in her most sanctimonious tone.  She sat at her vanity applying cream to her face.  The dinner with Colin was over and she was greatly disturbed by her daughter’s behavior.

“I’m sure there’s some explanation,” replied Brenda.

“There is: she’s a lesbian!
  Imagine!  My own daughter.”

“How does that make her a lesbian?”

“She put her hand right on Richard’s thigh and she ran it right up under his skirt, all the way until it disappeared.”

“That doesn’t make her a lesbian.  Richard is a man.”

“She doesn’t know that!  She thinks he’s a woman.”  Martha sighed and dabbed the pad into the white cream and then applied it to her face before continuing.  “I can’t have her falling in love with Miranda with Miranda really being Richard.  Think of it!  One poorly timed kiss or one grab far enough up his skirt and she’ll know what’s really going on!”

“You’re lucky she didn’t find out at dinner then.”

“I assure you, I held my breath when I saw where her hand was headed.”

“No doubt,” said Martha in a tone which humored Martha, but suggested that she remained indifferent.  She remained adamant that Martha’s best solution was to speak to Richard.  “Can’t you just tell her to stop?”

“If I could, I would have, but you know Brook.  Her whole life she’s done things just to spite me.  Besides, that might tip her off who Richard really is and I can’t have that.  So, no, I can’t tell her.  But I do have a plan.”

“Of course, you do.”

There was a moment of hostile silence as Martha glared at the phone.  She set the cream pad down and switched hands with the phone.  “Do I detect a hint of sarcasm in your tone, Brenda?” she demanded coldly.

“No, I just figured you would have a plan,” lied Brenda.

“Of course, I do.
”

“I figured.”

Martha picked up the pad again and applied the cream to the other side of her face now.  It was cold and felt good.  It would tighten her skin.

“So what’s this great plan?” asked Brenda.

“It’s really quite simple.  Brilliant actually.  I’m surprised I hadn’t thought of it before.  Obviously, I need to get Brook away from Richard for the moment, and I need to finally get it through Richard’s head that he doesn’t want to be a woman—”

“I take it the hormone thing didn’t work?”

“What ‘hormone thing’?” asked Maratha, annoyed that she had been interrupted.

“Your plan to make him impotent.”

Martha shrugged her shoulders dismissively.  She had been waiting for that to work, but she had seen no signs of it yet.  And realizing that there really was no way for her to know if the hormones were working on not, she found herself a little frustrated with that plan and she began thinking of a new one.  That was when this plan came up... no pun intended.

“Those haven’t kicked in yet,” she said indifferently.  “Now will you pay attention please?  I am trying to explain this to you.  Do you recall Charles Reginald Owens?”

“Your friend who looks like the Monopoly Man?”

“Yes, him.”

“What about him?”

“Charles is, shall we say, a bit of a cad.  I thought of taking the girls to Charles’s estate for a mini-vacation... just to get away.  Naturally, we would take Miranda
 who could help Charles’s staff.  That would expose Richard to more people and more activities that will shake his masculinity, and will put him squarely in the sights of Charles.”

“Are you going to tell Charles that Richard is a man?”

“Why would I?  I wouldn’t want to dull Charles’s hunting
 instincts.”

“But what happens when Charles finds out he’s a man?”

“That will be Charles’s problem, but I doubt he will want anyone knowing.  And the end result will finally be the kind of humiliation Richard needs to put an end to this stupid charade.”

“I don’t know, Martha,” said Brenda doubtfully.

Martha glared at the phone again.  She didn’t like dissent.  “What now?”

“Richard has put up with dressing like a woman in front of his wife and mother-in-law.  He’s dressing like a woman in front of his sister-in-law, who from the sound of it, is pushing him hard as a servant.  He’s been put in public, sent regularly to a salon.  You’ve changed his hair, painted his nails and waxed his body.  You’ve even made his manhood limp and useless.  What makes you think that a man who has taken all of that and kept right on going is going to freak out just because Charles makes googly eyes at him?”

“Have faith, darling.  Have faith.  I know Charles.  If anyone can drive a woman away, it’s Charles.  And if he can drive women away, then Richard will be no match for him.”

“Unless he wants to be a woman.”

“He does not.
”

Brenda sighed.  “I hope you’re right because you’ve about reached the point where you need to give up and welcome your new daughter-in-law.”

“Never,
” said Martha icily.


Chapter Thirty-Five: “The Bikini”

—o—

Martha strode into the room on her tall leopard skin pumps.  Her matching shirtdress rustled as she walked.  There was a self-satisfied grin on her face.  “I have a surprise,” she announced.

Everyone looked up.

Christine had been sitting on the couch sipping lemonade as she flipped through a catalog of maternity clothes.  Brook sat across the room on the loveseat.  She was looking through her extensive collection of photos of Richard and periodically flashing them at him whenever Christine looked away.  Richard sat next to Christine repairing buttons on blouses.

“You’ve worked so hard all summer,” said Martha to Christine, “but now you’re officially on maternity leave and we need to celebrate.  Well, I have just the thing.  A friend of mine, named Charles
, owns a wonderful house a few miles outside the city.  The house is gorgeous, but you should see the pool.  And the long and the short of it is that he’s invited us to come spend the weekend with him.”

Christine smiled.  The idea of getting away for the weekend sounded glorious, and she was amazed her mother had thought of this.  “Really?  That’s great!”  She rose from the couch and hugged her mother.  “Thank you, mom!”

“Think nothing of it.”

“I can’t wait to have a nice long weekend to relax!  And you say he has a pool?”

“His pool puts hotel pools to shame.”

“That’s great!”

Martha looked around the room.  “Everyone is invited, of course... including you, Miranda.”

Christine tensed up, as did Richard.

“I am?!” asked Richard nervously.

“Naturally.  You work harder than any of us, so we’re definitely taking you.”

Christine swallowed hard.  She didn’t want to take any risks with her husband being caught and this sounded like a risk.  Richard wasn’t ready for this.  It was one thing to have him roaming the house dressed as a woman – in fact, even that was nerve-wracking – but to spend a weekend or whatever it was at another man’s house seemed far too dangerous.

Richard had the same thought.  “Uh, I’d rather just stay here—”

“Nonsense, darling.  You need a break,” announced Martha dismissively.

“Agreed.  Miranda simply has to come,” said Brook and a shark-like smile crossed her lips.  “I’m sure you’ll just love lounging by the pool.”

“Pool?!  Me?  I can’t lounge by a pool!” gasped Richard.  His mind flashed to him standing next to a pool in a woman’s one piece bathing suit.  Those hid nothing!  How would he hide his erection?  He swallowed hard at the thought of how exposed he would be.

Martha snickered at his reaction.  She was definitely on the right track if he was this nervous.  This would finally make him give up his stupid feminized charade!  She needed to make sure he had to join them.  “Nonsense, darling.  You need this more than anyone.”

“B— but— I can’t swim,” he lied.

“You don’t need to swim.”

“That’s right,” added Brook.  “No one ‘swims’ in pools anymore.  You sun yourself and you lounge.”

This didn’t make him any more comfortable.  “I— well— um—”

“You’ll love it.”

Christine watched all of this helplessly.  She had been so excited to get away for the weekend, but she hadn’t thought her mother would try to pull Richard into it.  After all, he was just a maid as far as she knew.  “If you don’t want to go, you don’t need to go, Miranda,” she offered weakly.

Richard shot a glance at his wife, grateful for the lifeline.  Before he could grab it, however, his mother-in-law and sister-in-law counterattacked.

“Oh pshaw!” said his mother-in-law.

“Agreed.  You need to come, Miranda,” said Brook.

“But she doesn’t have a swimsuit,” said Christine.

Richard immediately nodded his head and agreed.  “I don’t have a swimming suit.”

“You can borrow one of mine,” said Martha.

“Miranda isn’t the same size as any of us,” protested Christine.

Brook smiled evilly.  “Then, I’ll get her one.  It won’t be a problem.”

Richard started to open his mouth to object, but one look from Brook told him that he better not say a word.  She was going to have this and he was going to do as she wanted.  That was the problem, as Richard was learning all too well, with letting yourself be blackmailed: there was no end to what the blackmailer could take.

“Yes, Miss Brook,” said Richard in a soft, defeated tone.

Christine looked alarmed.  “Are you sure, Miranda?” she asked.

Richard nodded his head.  “Yes, Miss Christine.  I think it would be fun.”

Christine couldn’t believe her ears.  “You do?”

“Yes, Miss.”

Martha wasn’t sure why Richard had surrendered so easily, but she wasn’t going to question it.  “Good.  It’s settled,” she declared.

Christine turned to Brook.  She had lost the battle on keeping Richard from going, but she still needed to fight the battle of the swimsuit.  The last thing she could allow would be to let Brook pick out something... exotic.

“I’ll get the swimsuit for her,” said Christine.

Brook shook her head.  “Don’t worry about, Chrissy.  I’ll get it.  I’ll even pay for it.  I figure I owe her something at this point for all she’s done for me since I’ve been here.”

Christine bit her lip.  “I can go with you when you pick it out.”

“No need.  It’s just a swimsuit.”

Unfortunately, no swimsuit was “just a swimsuit.”  Swimsuits were symbols of femininity, models of style, and statements of sexuality.  They were not just a swimsuit.  Christine knew this, but there was little she could do without explaining why she was so interested in hiding “Miranda’s” body.  She would just need to grin and bear it.  That worried her.  She was right to worry, too.

—o—

Brook came home the following afternoon holding a shopping bag from a local womens clothing store.

“I’ve got it,” she said and she held up the bag.

“It?” asked Christine.

“One swimsuit for our dear friend Miranda.”

Christine tensed up, as did Richard.  He had been dreading the idea of wearing a swimsuit.  The idea terrified him.  Even the small breasts he now had would show, and where would he hide his penis?  What if it became erect?  He and Christine exchanged nervous glances.

“You’re going to love this,” said Brook.

“I can’t wait to see it!” said Martha, who had come from the other room.

Brook glanced at Richard and saw the nervous look on his face.  This made her snicker.  She liked pushing him to his limits, and this suit would do that.  She reached into the bag and pulled out a tiny, tiny, tiny bit of black and white cloth.  It looked to be no more than a feminine handful.  That couldn’t be the swimsuit, could it?  It was.  Only, it wasn’t a swimsuit as Richard knew them.  Richard had imagined a one-piece swimsuit with a fake skirt made through a ruffle.  He imagined the suit covering him almost like a wetsuit or like something he’d seen in historical photos.  This was not that... not even close.

“Isn’t it gorgeous?!” gushed Brook.

She straightened out the cloth and held up what appeared to be a small bra done in black and white.  The two cups were knotted in the middle with one cup being black on the bottom and white on top with the other being the inverse.  There were no straps.  As for the bottoms, they were nothing more than white panties with a black waistband.  They were actually smaller than the panties Richard wore at the moment.

Richard’s jaw dropped.

“I— b— I can’t!” gasped Richard.

“It’s so tiny,” squeaked Christine, who was imagining her husband’s erection bouncing around inside the bikini bottoms like a banana hidden under a tissue.  Even with his erection issue, she knew he would never pull this off!

“You’re going to look amazing!” exclaimed Martha.  “The boys will be all over you!”

“Boys?” repeated Richard in terror.

“Oh, didn’t I mention that Charles likes to have parties at his house.  I’m sure there will be several young men there to pay you their attentions.”

Richard looked like he was going to faint.  Christine did too.

Martha saw this and the warm, comforting feeling of victory slowly washed over her.  Clearly, there was no way he would be able to bring himself to wear this before anyone, especially young men.  Her daughter too looked ready to give up.  Martha’s confidence surged.

“Why don’t you try it on?” said Brook.

Richard glanced at his wife for help.  She shrugged her shoulders helplessly.  She was as lost as he was at the moment and had no idea how to save him.  Her mother and sister seemed to have inadvertently trapped Richard in this trap with no escape.

Martha snatched the suit and handed it to Richard.  “Go try it on, darling.  Then show us.  I’m sure we all want to see how it fits.”

Richard glanced at his wife for help, but he knew there was nothing she could do.  He was a woman... or pretending to be one.  As a woman, he was expected to try the suit on and show the other women how it fit.  There was no escaping this.  So he took the suit, feeling its skimpy, barely-there material in his hand, and he slowly shuffled off to the bedroom.  His heels echoed his retreat.

“I’m sure she’s look gorgeous,” said Brook to the others once Richard was gone.

“I can’t imagine she won’t,” replied Martha.

“It is a gorgeous swimsuit,” said Christine absently.  She then excused herself, ostensibly to visit the bathroom as the other two gushed about the upcoming visit.  Christine then casually made her way down the hallway until she was out of sight.  At the last second, she ducked into Richard’s room.  Richard was already naked except for the corset and his heels.  Seeing him like that gave Christine a little rush and her nipples popped up.  She blushed and tried to cover them by folding her arms.

“What are we going to do?” asked Richard nervously.

“You’re going to have to wear the suit,” said Christine and she moved around behind her husband to untie the corset.

“But they want me to wear a bikini!”

“I know, dear.  That’s what women wear at a pool.”

“A bikini!  That’s like the ultimate girly thing!”

“I know, dear—”

“A bikini, Christine!”

“I know
, dear.”  She sighed and shook her head as she pulled off the corset and took the bikini top from her husband’s hand.  “This isn’t as big of a deal as you’re making it out to be.  It’s just a bikini.  Every woman has worn a bikini at some time or other.  It’s not like you’re being asked to wear a leather bra with a hole for your nipples or something.”

“But you keep forgetting, I’m not a woman.”

“You are
 at the moment.  Now stop complaining and try it on.  It won’t be that bad.  Besides, you’re the one who brought this on yourself by agreeing to go on this trip.  Did you think you were going to wear a sweater and snow pants in the pool.”

“No, but I figured I would at least get to wear something modest.  This is just a strip of cloth.  I might as well wear a napkin.”

“Don’t be so melodramatic, Richard.”

“Christine, it’s a bikini!”

“It will be fine, Richard,” said Christine firmly.

She wasn’t so sure though.  Bikinis were tiny to being with.  They were meant to be.  It was a way for a woman to show off her body in the most daring way short of parading around in her underwear.  And this particular bikini was even smaller than most.  Christine wasn’t sure where Richard would hide his penis.  It might even show the breasts he had grown.  That meant their deepest secret would be exposed if Richard was caught.  This was troublesome, but she saw no way out of it.  What’s more, she began to realize that she was looking forward to seeing him in a bikini.  Indeed, the thought of him in the pool with his nipples hard and poking through the bikini made her feel warm inside and excited.

“Let’s see how it looks,” she said.

Richard hesitantly took the bikini bottom.  He looked down and saw that his penis was tiny and shriveled at the moment, almost withdrawn into him.  That was good, he thought.  “This is no time for an erection!”  He didn’t seem to notice that he hadn’t had a real erection in several days, unlike a few weeks back when he seemed to have constant erections.

He held out the bikini bottoms and stepped into them, making sure not to catch them with the heel of his t-strap high-heeled sandals.  He pulled them up his legs.  As he did, he bent over and Christine again saw the mounds on his chest hang down like real breasts.  She instantly became wet upon seeing this and felt warm deep inside.  In fact, she tingled all over and she imagined herself sucking on those.  “Oh my God, I want to play with those,” she told herself.  She started to breathe hard.

Richard pulled the bikini bottoms up to his crotch and adjusted them.  He even tucked his penis down and back the best he could though it was too small to move at the moment; when he pulled the bottoms tight, it basically disappeared.  He still thought he could see it though.

“I can’t wear these,” he proclaimed.

Christine peeked over his shoulder, hoping to see an enormous erection.  She was having thought of throwing him down on the bed, riding him and biting his nipples until he squealed like a little girl.  He didn’t have an erection though.  In fact, he didn’t seem to have a dick.  That sent a very conflicted thought racing through Christine.  On the one hand, she giggled at the idea that somehow – most likely the hormones – she had taken her husband’s dick away.  That made her feel powerful and dominant.  On the other hand, she wanted to ride it badly right now.

Richard was experiencing different thoughts.  “I can’t wear this!  Everyone will see my dick!  These are basically just panties.  They aren’t going to hide anything!”

Christine glanced again and suppressed a giggle.  “You’ll be fine.”

“They show everything!”

“Actually, they hide everything nicely,” said Christine.

Richard furrowed his brow.  “What?”

“They really do.”

Richard walked over to the mirror and examined himself.  To him, his penis was plain as day.  It was right there.  All anyone had to do was look at it and they would see it.  “It’s right there!”

Christine shook her head.  “You can’t see it.”

Richard chewed his lip as he considered this.  Was she lying?  Why would she?  “You really don’t see it?”

“No, not at all.”

“Well, what if it gets hard?”

Christine smiled at the image.  She desperately wanted to climb onto his erection right now and make love to him in the bikini.  But the truth was that he just didn’t have a dick at the moment, not one that showed; it had slipped back into him somehow and to Christine, it looked more like a clitoris than a penis.  “Sorry honey, but there’s nothing there to be seen.”  How had this happened, she wondered?

Richard furrowed his brow.  He didn’t like hearing that.  In fact, there was something a little scary about hearing that.  And as he heard it, a lot of things started coming together for him.  For one thing, he couldn’t remember the last time he had gotten hard, truly hard; it certainly wasn’t today!  Somehow, he had gone from erect all the time to never erect without realizing it.  He’d wanted to pretend it wasn’t true, but it was... wasn’t it?  No, he still could not accept this.

“It could still get hard and then it would be seen,” he said defiantly.

Christine slipped her hand inside the suit and rubbed her fingers over his withdrawn member.  It didn’t stir.  It didn’t even try.  She was stunned.  “I don’t think you can.”

Richard didn’t want to hear this.  “Of course, I can!”

“When was the last time you got hard?” asked Christine.

Richard shrugged his shoulders.  “I don’t know.”

Christine dug for his penis with her fingers.  She found the head and squeezed it.  It still didn’t grow.

“This has to be the hormones,” she realized.

She had had suspicions that the hormones were kicking in, but this was the first time she’d been able to touch his penis in almost two weeks because of their lack of privacy.  Things weren’t supposed to change that fast!  This wasn’t supposed to happen either.  But they had, and for a tiny moment, she found herself strangely turned on by this turn of events.  “I neutered my husband.”  She tingled and became wet.  “I’ve turned Richard into a girl.”  She shuddered and felt the beginnings of an orgasm deep inside her body.  But then it hit her that this was just too far.  She wanted a man... a man in a dress... a man with breasts... but still a man.  And she wanted him to have a functioning penis she could play with.  She didn’t want to be relegated to other means of satisfying her horniness.

She took a deep breath.  “I really don’t think you can,” she said finally.

“Of course, I can!”

Christine kept rubbing and tugging and squeezing, but nothing happened.  His penis just didn’t grow.  “I really don’t think so,” she said apologetically.  She took a deep breath.  She looked perplexed and dismayed.  Had she made a mistake?  Had she somehow killed his dick?  “It has to be the hormones,” she said, “but the doctor assured me they couldn’t do this.  What if I misunderstood?”

Meanwhile, Richard bit his lip.  His denial was over.  Things had gone wrong in a way he never considered.

“How did this happen?” asked Christine as she kept examining his dick.

Her question had been rhetorical as she thought she knew the answer, but Richard swallowed hard and then offered an answer... and unexpected answer.  “I— it was— I didn’t mean for this to happen.”

Christine raised her eyes to meet her husband’s eyes.  “What aren’t you telling me?”

The slightest blush came over Richard.

Christine noticed.  “What did you do, Richard?”

He hesitated, but he knew it was time to come clean.  “I doubled the dose.”

“You what?” gasped Christine.

“Nothing was growing,” he said defensively and he placed his hands on the mounds on his chest.  “I wanted something to happen.  I didn’t see any harm in it.  So I— I took twice the dosage.”

Christine’s jaw dropped.  “Why?  Why did you do that?  Didn’t you think about what could happen?”

“I thought I could control it.  I thought I would know when to stop.”

“Oh honey!” exclaimed Christine sympathetically.

Christine was stunned, and not as conflicted as she might have expected.  To a degree, she loved the fact her husband had breasts now.  This was exciting, amazing, incredibly arousing.  This was what she had wanted.  But she knew this wasn’t what he wanted and she knew the problems this would pose.  How could they hide them now?  She felt terrible for him and she wished they had never even considered playing with hormones.

“What have we done?” she asked and a tear appeared in her eye.

Richard sighed and put on a brave smile.  “It will be all right,” he said.

“But how are you going to hide those?”

Richard shrugged his shoulders as casually as he could manage.  “They’ll go away soon, and in the meantime, I’ll just pull my shirt over them to hide them.”

“They’re far too large for that.”

Richard looked down at the mounds growing on his chest and the enlarged nipples that stood upon those mounds and pointed at his wife.  “I really just don’t see it,” he said, and this was true.  When he looked down, he pulled his shoulders back making his breasts appear smaller to him.  Christine, on the other hand, saw them in all their glory.  “They don’t seem that big.”

Christine tried to smile as she glanced at his chest to confirm her fears.  She had been right.  His breasts were definitely way too large to hide with just a shirt now – and there was no way he could go without a shirt.  To the contrary, he very clearly needed a bra now.

“Trust me,” she said softly, “you can’t.”

Richard bit his lip.  He was getting nervous.  “What about this trip?  What about the pool?  What about the bikini?  What do we do?”

Christine took a deep breath.  There really wasn’t a problem having breasts as long as he was Miranda, so he could go without causing himself any problems.  The problems would come when he tried to become Richard again.  “For now, you’re just fine pretending to be Miranda.  You can wear the bikini and spend time at the pool like everyone else.  Besides, if you don’t go, my mother will be suspicious.  But you’ll have to stay Miranda for a while.”

“How long?”

“I don’t know.  Until these shrink.”

“When will that happen?”

“I don’t know.”

“But how will I become Richard again if I keep being Miranda?”

Christine felt her husband’s enlarged breasts.  She knew the answer and it was one he didn’t want to hear.  “We’ll deal with that when we get back home,” she said.  And so it was agreed.  He would remain Miranda for the weekend, but then things would change.


Chapter Thirty-Six: “Flirt Or Worse?”

—o—

Richard followed his wife, mother-in-law and sister-in-law toward the house.  He was carrying three travel bags – his, Christine’s and his mother-in-law’s – despite being the one in the highest heels and the tightest dress.  It seemed that his being the maid was not something he could shed so easily, even if he was technically on vacation from the position.  Richard wore the mustard-colored dress and brown heels Christine liked so much.  Christine wore a white dress covered in a dark blue floral print which hung gently over her expanded belly and dark-blue patent wedges.  Her mother wore a black shirt-dress and silvery snakeskin pumps.  Brook wore tan slacks, yellow mid-heeled mules, and a yellow blouse.  Her hair was tied back in a ponytail.

As they approached the house, Christine and Richard dropped back slightly.

“How was the drive, honey?” asked Richard.

“It was comfortable, but I will be happy to just sit and relax.  How are you doing, baby?” asked Christine.

“I’m a little nervous.”

“It will be all right,” said Christine assuringly.  “You look amazing.  No one will know.”  She smiled.  “I love that dress on you.”

Richard blushed and felt a stirring below his waist.  On the drive, he’d found himself almost getting hard twice when Christine slipped her hand across to him and touched his thigh when the others weren’t looking.

“I almost got hard,” said Richard quietly.

“Did you?  When?” asked Christine excitedly.  This made Richard feel a little like a child who had told his mother he had gotten a good grade, but he knew Christine was actually happy to hear this.

“When you touched me in the car.”

Christine smiled.  “Good.  I’m glad the effect of the hormones seems to be wearing off.”

“Me too.”

Ahead of them, Brook and Martha stopped at the doorstep of the house – mansion really.  Charles owned a large estate with an enormous house and well maintained lawn.  Beyond that, his property turned into patches of trees spread among rolling hills.  The house was pretty if a little nondescript.

“Tonight, when everyone is safely tucked away, you should come to my room,” said Christine.  “We can test your little guy and see how stiff we can get him.”

Richard smiled.  “Yes, Miss Christine,” he purred.

A moment later, they were at the door as well.  Martha had already rung the bell and before anyone could say another word, the door opened.  Standing on the other side of the door was Charles Reginald Owens.  Charles was an older man with prematurely silver hair on the sides, balding on top, a fit build and a thick white mustache that spanned his face.  He wore black dress pants, a silver suit-vest and a white collared dress shirt and tie.  He reminded Richard of the man on the Monopoly box.  He held out his arms as if he intended to hug them all.

“Welcome!” he exclaimed.

“Charles!  It’s so good to see you,” said Martha in return.  She stepped into his embrace, though Richard noticed that she maintained a good distance even as she did (which made the whole thing appear a little awkward), and they exchanged kisses on their cheeks.

“It’s been so long, Martha,” said Charles.  “How long has it been?”

“Ages.”

“Far too long indeed.”

Martha stepped back out of his embrace.  “Thank you for having us, Charles.  I’ve just been raving to Christine and Brook about the wonderful home you have and your amazing parties, and we decided we just needed to see it.  These are my daughters, Brook and Christine.”

Charles shifted his glance to Richard’s wife and his sister-in-law.  A strangely satisfied
 smile appeared upon his lips as if he had just finished a treat.  “Delighted,” said Charles.  He then stepped forward, took Brook’s hand and kissed it, never taking his eyes away from hers.  This seemed to excite Brook, or at least Richard noticed that her nipples rose up beneath her yellow blouse and she blushed.

“Nice to meet you,” she said.

Charles let go of Brook and turned to Christine.  “Oh my,” said Charles and he looked at her stomach and touched it.

Christine smiled politely.  She was used to this.

“May I hug you?” he asked.  “Or would that be uncomfortable?”

Christine nodded.  Charles then moved in and hugged her.  His hug was a little too intimate and a little too long though, and he even snuck his hand down onto her rear just above her... well, crack.  Richard saw this and felt anger rise within him instantly.  He did not
 like the idea of some strange man putting his hand on his wife’s butt!  Unfortunately, there was nothing he could do about it though, not as Miranda.  Even worse, Christine didn’t seem to be bothered by it and did nothing about it.  This stung Richard, though oddly even as he felt his temperature rise, his penis seemed to stir and started to rise as well.

“What?!  Why am I getting hard now?” he asked.

Before Richard could figure this out or do anything else, Charles released Christine and turned to face Richard himself.  “And who is this lovely young woman?” he asked.

“That’s Miranda; she’s our maid,” volunteered Brook with a snicker that only Richard noticed.

“Your maid?  This lovely creature?”

“Yes, she works for Christine.”

Charles took Richard’s hand and pulled it to his lips as his eyes locked on Richard’s eyes.  His hand was soft and warm, almost feminine, and being touched by Charles made Richard shudder uncomfortably.  His eyes burned into Richard; Richard could feel the passion behind them.  He gently kissed Richard’s hand.  His lips were moist.

“Enchanted,” he said.

Richard flushed unexpectedly.  “Nice to meet you,” he said and he expected Charles to let go of his hand, but he didn’t.  Instead, he kept staring into Richard’s eyes, smiling at him in a way which made Richard nervous.

“The pleasure is all mine,” said Charles.

Richard’s penis stirred again, and he squeezed his thighs together involuntarily to hide it.  He felt weak that his penis had responded to another man’s touch that way.  He suddenly felt an urge to yank his hand away and flee but he knew he couldn’t in the unstable heels and the bondage-like dress that wrapped his legs so tightly.

“I hope you enjoy your stay,” added Charles.  Then he slowly pulled his hand away and turned back to Martha.  “I didn’t know there would be four of you.  Unfortunately, I have only three rooms.”

“That’s all right, darling,” said Martha.  “We’ll make do.”

“Miranda can sleep with me,” said Christine.

“No, she can sleep with me,” interjected Brook.  “After all, we’re here so you can get some rest and relaxation and it must be driving you crazy that I’ve been sharing your bed at home.  So, you take a room to yourself... you too mother.  Miranda and I will share a room.”

“Perfect,” said Martha before Christine could respond.

Richard could see it in Christine’s eyes that she was frustrated by this, as was he.  If they had shared a bed, there would have been no problems.  Or even if they had separate rooms, there would have been no problems.  They could have kept their rendezvous for the night and no one would have been the wiser.  But now he would be Brook’s virtual prisoner and there would be no way he could sneak out to see his wife without Brook knowing.

“Let’s go upstairs.  I’ll show you the rooms and then we can meet downstairs for dinner,” said Charles.

—o—

The upstairs bedrooms were gorgeous and spacious.  Each had a king-sized bed.  Each had a private bath attached too.  This actually further frustrated Richard as it meant he couldn’t even use the excuse of sneaking out to the bathroom to see his wife as the bathroom was in the room.  Also frustrating, when they got to the room, Brook told him to unpack the luggage.

“Yours too?” he asked unhappily.

“Of course.”

“I thought this was my vacation, that I was a guest, not a maid,” he said.

“Richard, you’ll always be my maid.  Now unpack.”

Richard huffed out his frustration.

“Don’t give me that tone, sissy boy,” said Brook.

Richard said nothing.  He did begin unpacking though.  A moment later, Martha stuck her head into the room to let them know that she and Christine were heading down to dinner.  They would unpack later, she said.  Brook told her she would join her in a moment.  When Martha left, she turned to her feminized brother-in-law.

“Since you insist on having an attitude, you can finish unpacking our things.  Then I want you to go unpack my mother’s things and Christine’s.  When you are finished and only then
, may you join us for dinner.”

“All right.”

“Yes, Miss Brook
,” corrected Brook.

Richard blushed.  “Yes, Miss Brook,” he said unhappily.

“Don’t forget your place, Richard.”

With that, Brook left.  Richard then did as he was told: he unpacked everything before joining the others for dinner.  Not only did he know that Brook’s threat was serious, but he had become so used to serving these women that he found it came more natural to him to obey than it did to resist.  He hoped this would change back when he became Richard again.

—o—

Richard’s first night at the estate had been difficult.  Everywhere he went, Charles seemed to be there, and he kept making worrying eyes at Richard... hungry eyes.  Martha saw all of this.  She saw the lust in Charles’s eyes.  She saw the terror in Richard’s eyes.  This made her happy.  This was what she needed if she was finally going to convince Richard that he had no business being a woman.

“It’s only a matter of time now,” she told herself.

She had even helped things along.

“So who is this Miranda?” asked Charles when he had caught Martha alone in the main hallway on her way to bed.  She had actually waited for him.  He invited her for a nightcap in the study.  She accepted and they made their way to the study, where Charles poured out drinks for both of them.

“She’s Christine’s maid,” said Martha.

“I see.”

“And she’s single,” added Martha as she sipped her drink.  She watched Charles for a reaction over the top of her glass.  He had one, about six inches worth.

“Single, you say.  A beautiful woman like her?”

“She’s shy.”

“Shy?”

“Yes.  She doesn’t know how to ask for what she wants.  Any man who wants her will need to approach her quite aggressively,” said Martha.

“You say she’s looking for someone.”

“I believe so, yes.”

Charles swallowed his drink in one shot.  “Interesting.”

“Yes, I should think so, darling.”

Martha smiled to herself.  That should do it.  The trap was baited.  The bait was irresistible.  Charles would definitely make a move, and when he did, Richard would find out what it’s like to be a real woman.  That, she thought, should be enough to convince him that it was time to become a man again.

“If painted nails, jiggling breasts and impotence can’t do it, then this can,” she told herself.  She worried though.  Indeed, the unspoken thought in her head was:  what if it doesn’t?

She would find out.

—o—

Meanwhile upstairs, Richard lay in bed.  He wore a pink nightie which Martha had bought for him some time back.  His white wedge-heeled slippers were parked next to the bed.  Brook was tying her hair back before climbing into bed.  She wore tiny shorts and a crop-top t-shirt with an image of a sleeping bear on the front.

“I can’t believe the way Charles looks at you,” said Brook with a snicker.

“It’s embarrassing,” said Richard.

“No doubt.  But I’ll bet you get a kinky thrill out of turning him on.”

“Not for a second.”

Brook chuckled.  “Are you saying it doesn’t excite you even a little to know that another man is all hot and bothered over you?  I’ll bet it does.”

“It doesn’t.”

“It does.”

Brook slipped into bed and turned off the light.  A moment later, she put her hand on Richard’s hip and whispered in his ear:  “Right now, Charles is lying in his bed somewhere in the house playing with himself as he thinks about all the things he wants to do to you.  Think about it.”  Then she kissed him on the cheek.  “Sweet dreams, princess.”

Richard lay there in the silence horrified at the thought.  Even worse, his dick was stirring again.  It still hadn’t gotten fully hard, which was good – the last thing he wanted was an out of control erection – but it was bad that this seemed to excite him.  In fact, it seemed to stir at all of Charles’s attention.

“I don’t understand that,” he told himself.  “At least it can’t get really hard.”

He took several deep breaths and fell asleep.  Unbeknownst to him, right after he fell asleep, his penis started to grow.  It grew and grew and grew until it was at full erection once more.  It stayed that way for quite some time.


Chapter Thirty-Seven: “Stiff With A Vengeance”

—o—

It was time to go to the pool.

Everyone had gone back to their rooms to change.

Brook told Richard to change in the bedroom while she changed in the bathroom.  Richard promptly stripped off his dress and panties hoping to get dressed before Brook returned from the bathroom; his crush on her had returned and it really embarrassed him to be seen naked before her.  Unfortunately, he wasn’t fast enough as it took too long to unstrap his high-heeled sandals and then he struggled with his bra.  Consequently, Brook came bounding out of the bathroom with an enormous grin on her face just as he held out the bikini bottoms to step into them.  He was naked.  She wore a red bikini and flip flops.  Her breasts were bigger than Richard had expected, and perfect.  Her legs were so well shaped.  She was gorgeous.

“Why does she have to be so beautiful?” he asked himself.  “That just makes this so much worse.”

Richard rushed to tug the suit up his legs as quickly as possible, but only managed to tangle it around his knees in the process.  As he tried to untangle it, Brook came over.  When she got close enough to see his shrunken withdrawn penis, she gasped.

“Oh my God, Richard!  What have you done to yourself?!”

Richard cringed.  He knew exactly what she was talking about and he was none too happy about it.  It was one thing for her to know he was taking hormones – even that was an embarrassing thing to be revealed – but to know that he had shrunken his dick away made him feel... inferior.

“You’ve shrunk it!
” she squealed.

Richard tugged on the suit.  He needed her view of his lost manhood to end.  He felt smaller and smaller with each word, each second, each condescending snicker.

“It’s tiny like a baby’s dick!  No, not even that... it’s smaller than that!”  Her tone was curious and excited, which made this all the worse.  Again, he had become an object of fascination for a girl he once dreamed about taking sexually.  Then Brook grabbed his shrunken member with her fingers.  He instinctively pulled her hand away and turned around.

“It’s just cold,” he said defensively.

“Cold?” laughed Brook.  “It’s gone
.”

It started to stir.

“It’s not gone.”

“It is gone.  You are officially dickless, Richard.”

Richard’s shoulders slumped.  This was embarrassing.  Worse yet, it wasn’t even true.  His penis kept growing from her brief touch and it was just big enough now that it would be difficult to contain in the bikini!  He jammed his hand inside the suit, which he had finally gotten untangled and pulled up, and tried to push it down.  At the same time, he tried to think about grading his students’ tests and how he would sit up late at night reading papers so incompetently written that he wanted to burn them and demand the class start them over.  That zapped the life out of his excitement and his penis mercifully shrank again.

“How much further are you going to go?” asked Brook.

“For your information, I stopped taking them,” snapped Richard.

“You stopped taking them?” she asked doubtfully.

“Yes.”

“So you don’t want to be a woman?”

Richard folded his arms.  “Absolutely not.”

Brook raised an eyebrow and glanced him up and down.  She saw the calves made curvy by his constant wearing of heels.  She saw his hips seemingly wider.  She saw his rear, all the more round since she saw it for the first time.  His torso seemed more hour-glass-like, a symptom of wearing the corset so often.  On his chest hung real boobs.  And of course, she knew about and had felt his shrunken penis.  For all intents and purposes, he was a woman.

Brook snickered.  “Well, I hate to break it to you, but I don’t think you have a choice anymore.”

“It’s not as bad as it looks.”

Brook shook her head.  “I think it’s much worse than you realize.”  She then picked up his bikini top and handed it to him.  “Put this on.”

Richard took the bikini and slipped it around his chest.  This wasn’t much different than a bra, except he needed to tie the bikini in the back rather than slip the hooks into the clips.  When he got the bikini tied, he worked his breasts into its cups.  Or perhaps it was more accurate to say he pulled the triangular bits of cloth over his mounds.  Either way, he was amazed how “full” his breasts felt and how large they seemed tucked away under the cloth.

“This must be a trick,” thought Richard.  “It’s like a push-up bra.”

It wasn’t.  His cleavage was natural.

Brook whistled when she saw him in the bikini.  “You’ve got pretty breasts,” she said and she ran a finger along their curve until it disappeared in his cleavage.  She then moved to the closet and fetched a pair of white wedge-heeled sandals.  These were very high, perhaps five inches, maybe six, and they had no support in the back.  She held them out for him.

“What are those?” he asked.

“I bought these for you to wear at the pool.”

“Can’t I wear flip flops?”

“No, I like my slaves in heels.  Besides, these are like flip flops.”

“Those are not like flip flops.  Those are like stripper shoes!” protested Richard.

“I’m sorry you feel that way, because you’re going to wear them all the time we’re there unless you’re in the pool itself.  Even if you’re just lounging around, you’re going to wear them.”

“I can’t do that!  What will Christine say?”

Brook shrugged her shoulders.  “She’ll probably think her husband is a sissy who grew big boobs and shrunk his dick so he could have fun dressing slutty and pretending to be a girl.  Now do as you’re told or I’ll pull down your swimsuit in front of everyone.  Got it?!”

“Yes, Miss Brook,” said Richard reluctantly.

“Let’s go, girlfriend
.”

—o—

Richard and Brook joined Christine and Richard’s mother-in-law in the hallway.  Martha wore a black one-piece suit with a red rose print and tan wedge-heeled slippers.  She had a matching cover-up.  Christine wore a dark blue one-piece suit with an added skirt and matching water shoes.  Her bloated breasts were enormous and her nipples poked obviously through the material.  Both wore sun hats with large brims.  Brook had tossed a man’s dress shirt over her red bikini and wore sunglasses.  This meant that Richard wore the least in terms of covering his body.  His shoes brought immediate consternation from his wife.

“Where did you get those
?” she whispered angrily.

“Brook.”

Christine ground her teeth.  “What the heck is she playing at?!  Go take them off.  You can’t wear those to the pool.  I doubt you can even walk in them,” she said, noting the lack of support – the only support they offered was a series of small crisscross straps over the toes.

Richard bit his tongue.  What could he say?  If he did as she asked, Brook would expose him.  If he told her that he couldn’t, then she would ask why and he would need to admit that Brook was blackmailing him, which would tell Christine that her sister knew.  He couldn’t do either.  But what did that leave?  As he saw it, there was only one choice available to him.

“It’s all right.  I kind of like them,” he lied.  He felt like a fool saying this.  Indeed, even as he had come to enjoy cross-dressing, these were still too “feminine” for him – if that was the right word... “slutty” seemed a little more appropriate perhaps.  Either way, these weren’t what he would have chosen.

Christine’s jaw dropped at the answer from her husband.  “Are you serious?”

Richard glanced at Brook.  This was beyond his control.  “Yes.”

Christine rolled her eyes.  “There are times I don’t understand you, Richard.  You say you want to be inconspicuous, and yet, you’re wearing shoes you can’t walk in, which will make your entire body jiggle, and which will draw everyone’s attention to you for all the wrong reasons.  Isn’t the bikini enough?”

Richard blushed, but couldn’t tell his wife the truth.  “They’re just shoes.”

“And that’s just a swimsuit,” she said sarcastically.  “Can you even walk in those?”

The truth was that Richard had struggled a bit just getting to the hallway.  Keeping these shoes on his feet was difficult because of the lack of support and the extra-tall heel.  How does one wear shoes that require specific balance but refuse to stay on your feet to allow it?

Richard shrugged his shoulder.

Something about this struck Christine as funny and she laughed at him.  “I’ll bet you can’t even walk across this hallway.  Take them off before you hurt yourself, Richard!”

Richard shook his head.  “I’ll be fine.  Watch,” he said and he walked across the hall and back to show his wife that he could do it.  He managed well enough, but he felt so dirty doing it because these shoes made his butt swing outrageously and they made this intensely feminine slapping noise.  “Satisfied?”

Christine laughed again.  His little display had actually turned her on.  There was something about seeing her husband balancing precariously on heels that excited her, like it excited her whenever he tugged at his panties or tried to hide his nipples when they popped up.  These little feminine moments just excited her coming from him.

“All right, you can wear them,” she said.  She then glanced at Brook and her mother who were already descending the stairs to make sure neither could see her and she grabbed Richard and kissed him deeply on the lips; their lipsticks smeared together.  “Be a good girl at the pool.”

“Yes, Miss Christine,” said Richard breathlessly.

Christine winked at him, slapped his butt cheeks, and started toward the stairs.  “If you don’t, I’ll take those shoes off your feet and spank you with them!”

Richard looked down at the heels he wore and smiled.  He snuck two quick strokes of his semi-erection, which had started to grow again when she called him “girl,” and he tucked it back between his legs as best he could.  Then he followed his wife to the pool.

—o—

The group walked out the back of the house to the pool area.  It was amazing.  The pool was large, even by hotel standards.  It was bounded by rocks which formed an alcove in one corner – a waterfall poured down the rocks – and a fire pit stood in the other.  On the patio next to the pool were four loungers and two small tables.  The women set their things down in this area and one-by-one claimed loungers.  Richard was placed in the middle.

“What do we do now?” whispered Richard to his wife.

“Why don’t you prance around a bit, sexy?” snickered Christine.

Richard blushed.  “Will you be serious?  I’ve never done this before.”

“You’ve been to a pool.”

“Not dressed like this.  What do I do?”

Christine shrugged her shoulders.  “Have a seat.  Relax.”

Richard shot an unsure glance at his wife.  That couldn’t be all there was to it, could it?  Weren’t there rituals or procedures or something women did when they went to a pool together?  Just sitting seemed a little simplistic.  Either way, that seemed to be how they all started as they all sat down.  Richard decided to follow their lead and sat down as well.  Then Brook pulled out suntan lotion and they all started spreading it on each other.  Richard spread the lotion on Christine and she, in turn, spread it on him.  After that, Martha slipped out of her wedges and leaned back into the lounger.  Christine pulled a book from her small bag and did the same.  Brook, on the other hand, decided to walk around the pool and test the water.  Her flip flops made that slapping sound as she walked.

“This might be easier than expected,” said Richard, who pulled his legs up onto the lounger without removing his wedges – as ordered by Brook – and tried to look relaxed.  If he could just sit here without incident all day, that would be a victory in his book.  Then they only had the party that night and the next day they would go home, where he and Christine would sort all of this out.

But life is never that easy.

“The water’s nice,” said Brook, who had stuck her toe into it.

“Wonderful.  I’ll join you soon,” replied Martha.  She then turned to Richard.  “Didn’t you bring something to read, darling?”

Richard looked around to see if there was anything handy.  There wasn’t.  “Uh, no.”

Martha dug into her tote and pulled out a magazine.  It was a fashion magazine.  “Here, you can borrow this.”

Richard shook his head.  “No, thank you.”

“Go on, darling.”

Richard shook his head again.  He had no interest in fashion magazines.  But Martha practically shoved the magazine in his face, so he took it.  He thanked her for it and then pretended to read it.  This brought a smirk from Christine.

That smirked triggered something.

Indeed, to Richard’s surprise, his penis started to tingle.  Then it slowly filled and filled and filled.  As it did, it unfurled and it stood up.  It clearly wasn’t going to stop growing and it wasn’t going to be a baby erection either; this was going to be big!  That was bad.

Richard immediately threw a hand down over his erection to cover it.  Fortunately for him, Martha chose that very moment to go talk to Brook, so she missed the excitement as his erection tented up his bikini bottom.

Christine noticed the terrified look on her husband’s face.  “What’s wrong?”

“It’s getting hard,” he whispered back nervously.

“What is?”

Richard nodded toward his crotch.  “It.
”

“Now?!”

“Yes.  Now!”

Christine looked down and saw it bulging beneath his hand.  “This is bad timing, Richard.”

“I know that, but I can’t help it.”

“Make it go away.”

“I can’t.”

“What caused it?” asked Christine.

“I don’t know,” said Richard nervously.  “It kind of happened a couple times yesterday at dinner, but it never got very big.  This is the first time it’s gotten really really hard.  What are we going to do?”

“How hard?”

“Like super
 hard.  Harder than it’s ever been.”

Part of Christine became rather turned on hearing this.  She had not had him inside her for some time and the hormones racing through her made her very horny.  She had a desperate desire to yank away his hand and mount him right then and there, but she knew that was a bad idea.  She glanced at her mother and sister.  They were about twenty feet away at the pool and there was no one else around.  That was good, but they still needed a solution.  She then noticed her purse.  She picked it up and handed it to her husband.

“Here, put this over it until it shrinks,” she said.

“I can’t hide my dick behind your purse.  That would look really strange.”

“It would look stranger standing up beneath ‘Miranda’s’ bikini!”

“I know, but I can’t hide it beneath your purse.  How do I explain why that’s sitting on my lap?”

“How else are you going to hide it?”

“I don’t know,” said Richard.  Then it dawned on him:  he was holding the answer.  “This!”  Richard opened the magazine to the middle and set it down on his erection, which seemed to have risen to full-staff plus 10%.  The magazine covered the erection quite nicely.  He breathed a sigh of relief.

Christine examined the magazine from her lounger, looking for signs that his penis remained visible.  It didn’t.  She too breathed a sigh of relief.  “Keep it covered until it shrinks again.”

Richard nodded his head.

For the next few minutes, Richard sat there nervously with a raging erection hidden beneath the magazine.  It just didn’t want to go down.  And while he was glad that his penis clearly could get hard again, the timing seemed awful.

“Is it gone yet?” asked Christine in a more playful mood.  She had been watching its hiding place for signs of life and imagining what she would do to it if her mother and sister weren’t here.

“No.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t know.  It’s excited.”

“Can I see it?” she asked coyly.

“No,” said Richard indignantly.

“Why not?  I’m your wife... and your mistress.  Show me this erection.  I want to see it.”

“Will you please stop?  I need to stop thinking about it to make it go away.  Talking about it isn’t helping.”

“All right,” said Christine with a laugh.  She picked up her book and pretended to read for a few seconds.  Then she peeked her eyes over the top of the book at it again.  “Still hard?”

Richard blushed.  “Yes.”

“I know how to make it shrink.”

Richard raised an eyebrow.  “How?”

“Exercise.  A few ‘pushups’ and it will be ready for nap time,” she said with an innocent smile.

Richard rolled his eyes, though he would have loved to masturbate right now.

“So what is turning you on?” she asked.  “Your erections don’t normally last this long.”

Richard furrowed his brow.  “Are you timing them?”

Christine giggled.  “Sometimes.  Don’t evade the question.  What’s turning you on?”

“I don’t know.  I guess the risk of getting caught.”

“That
 turns you on?  You want to get caught with a hard-on by my mother and sister?”

“No!  That’s not what I meant!”

“I don’t know, Richard.  First the slutty heels, which you won’t even take off, and now this erection.  You’re worrying me!  Should I tell my mother who you are?  Would that turn you on too?” asked Christine with a playful snicker.

“She doesn’t turn me on,” objected Richard.

“Well, I’m relieved to hear it,” said Christine with a barely contained chuckle.  She was enjoying tweaking her husband.  “I’d hate to think I have competition from my own mother, after all.”

“It’s the hormones,” said Richard grumpily.

Before Christine could respond, Charles appeared at the edge of the patio.  He wore a pair of light blue swimming trunks and a blue and white swim shirt.  He smiled at the women and greeted them, but once again, his eyes seemed to find Richard most often.  Richard shrank into his chair as best he could.

“I hope you all had a pleasant night?” said Charles.

“Most pleasant,” agreed Martha and Brook.

“I’m glad.”  Charles walked over to the loungers.  “And how was your night?” he asked Christine.

“It was very nice, thank you.  The bed was so comfortable!”

Charles smiled.  “I’m glad to hear it.”  And then he sat down on Richard’s lounger by Richard’s hips.  Without warning, he placed one hand on Richard’s leg around his knee and slowly dragged his fingers up and down his leg.  This sent tingly waves of pleasure racing involuntarily up and down Richard’s spine, pleasure Richard didn’t want.  He tensed up, nervous at what Charles might do next and ashamed that another man was rubbing his leg.  Even worse, his penis responded by starting to throb.

“I think I’ll be in the pool,” squeaked Richard.

Richard threw his feet over the side of the lounger and tried to jump to his feet.  He lacked balance in the tall, unstable heels, however, and he struggled to get off the lounger.  He did manage though and he raced toward the pool.  As he did, his erection dangled out before him swinging wildly back and forth in the bikini bottoms with each jolt of his heels striking against the concrete patio.  He wanted to hide it with his hands at least, but he needed his arms spread out to balance in the terrible shoes.  He prayed no one noticed.

In truth, everyone noticed except Charles, who only saw him from behind and was busy watching Richard’s butt shake.  Everyone else watched in horror as Richard dashed – very slowly in the heels – across the concrete toward the pool with his arms out and his feet and heels slapping against each other, and his penis swinging away like someone had dropped a banana in his bikini.  They all breathed a sigh of relief as his erection disappeared beneath the water a moment later and they all hoped no one else had noticed what they had seen.

Richard felt much safer as he slid into the pool and his erection disappeared beneath the waves.  But then something happened.

As Richard stepped away from the edge, the water became deeper and Richard suddenly found that his breasts were floating!  They were really floating!  What’s more, they looked huge.  This was the strangest sensation too.  Indeed, while he knew he had breasts as he had tried to grow them and he could feel them, this was the first time he truly understood that they were real.  This was the first time they were more than just a bump on his chest.  This was the first time they were their own things... real globes attached to, but separate from, his chest.  Up to now, they were just phantoms of his wife’s and Brook’s imagination, mounds made into mountains.  But suddenly, they were real.  They were floating and they were as big as grapefruits!

“Oh my God!” he gasped.

He grabbed his breasts with his hands.  His fingers with their red-painted nails slipped around the enlarged nipples which poked at the bikini material and were quite visible.

“How big are these things?” he asked himself nervously.

They seemed much bigger than he had believed they were, much bigger than he wanted.  His desire to have barely noticeable breasts echoed in his head, as did visions of himself doubling the hormone dosage as he stared at these monsters that now lived on his chest.

“How am I ever going to hide these things?”

“Was it something I said?” asked Charles, who had quietly slipped into the water and now came up behind Richard.

“What?” asked Richard.  He swallowed hard and let go of his breasts.  He hoped they would sink and disappear again, but they just floated there for all to see, and see they did.  All the women gasped to themselves, even Christine.  She knew they were bigger than expected.  In fact, she had seen and felt them.  But isolated like this by the water, the problem really stood out.  They had gotten shockingly big!

“They’re huge!” she thought.  “Those are never going to shrink away again!  And he’ll never be able to hide them!”

“You ran away the moment I sat down,” said Charles.

“Did I?” asked Richard with his back still to Charles.

“You did.”

Charles placed his hand on Richard’s shoulder and slowly turned him.  Richard thought about resisting, but couldn’t make himself do it.  It was too risk.  So he slowly spun in the water toward Charles.  Then his breasts came into Charles’s view.  Charles’s eyes went straight to them and never left.

“I didn’t mean to chase you away,” he said.

Richard bit his lip.  “I, uh, wasn’t— uh— oh, did it seem like that?  Sorry, I just had an urge to get wet,” said Richard and he knew that had been an awkward way to say what he meant.  In fact, it was instantly clear Charles saw this as innuendo.  Richard turned bright red.  “I didn’t mean it that way.”

Charles just smiled.

Richard felt his nipples growing uncomfortably hard now.  They were overly sensitive and felt like overly-full balloons as they pushed out through his bikini.  His erection was throbbing too and his breasts yearned
, for lack of a better word.  Both his penis and his breasts called desperately to be touched, but he couldn’t.  Too many eyes were watching him.  Besides, he needed to rid himself of Charles.  He needed to turn this man off somehow before he made a move and found out the truth.

“How are you liking the pool?” asked Charles.  He moved a little closer, making Richard fear that Charles might bump into the tip of his erection if he came any closer.  Richard backed up slightly.

“It’s pretty.”

“So are you.”

Richard blushed.

Charles stepped closer again.  “So tell me, how did someone so pretty as you end up becoming a maid?  Shouldn’t you be a model instead?”

As Charles asked this, he slipped his hand onto Richard’s forearm.  He squeezed the forearm and slowly slid his hand up and down its length.  Richard swallowed hard.  He had no idea what to do.  Would a woman jerk her arm away?  Would she shove the man?  Would she tell him no?  Or was this all just part of being a woman?  He did this to his wife all the time and she didn’t mind, but admittedly he didn’t do it to other women... but maybe other men did?  He was so confused, but he had to do something.  He had to say something, but nothing came to mind, absolutely nothing.

“Thank you for inviting us,” said Richard suddenly.

He had no idea why he’d said it or indeed why all the words that followed it began pouring out of his mouth.  All he knew was that he had begun to babble.  His muscles tensed.  His back stiffened.  Words just fell out of his mouth in a jumble.  Charles watched him in amusement.  He saw this as the young woman struggling with her attraction to him.

“I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself,” he said.

“Oh yes, it’s beenalongtimesinceI’vebeeninapoolthisniceI’mreallyenjoyingit,” said Richard in one long word.

Charles lowered himself slightly in the water.  He was now hovering before Richard, inches from his breasts with his hand moving up and down Richard’s arm like some predator sizing up its prey.  “There’s much more to enjoy here than just the pool,” he said.

“Ok.”

“You should let me show you around.  I’ll give you a personal tour.”

“Uh— maybe later.”

Charles smiled.  Then without warning, he pulled his hand off Richard’s arm and dragged it down and across Richard’s body just beyond his touch.  Yet, as it moved past Richard’s feminine globes it either skimmed the very bottom of each breast or it created a wave which tickled the bottom of each breast.  Richard wasn’t sure which had happened, but he knew what it had caused.  The sensations Richard felt were intense and amazing.  He couldn’t speak.  His eyes twitched and tried to close.  His penis throbbed like it wanted to explode.

“Maybe later then,” said Charles and he drifted away.  He knew what he had done.  It was written on his face.

Richard stood there stunned.  He had no idea how to respond to any of this.  What would Christine do?  She would probably have punched Charles.  Was he allowed to do the same?  He didn’t think so.  Besides, it might not end well.  He saw himself punching Charles and Charles somehow grabbing him and soon they were wrestling with his dick slipping out of the bikini and being exposed for all to see, including his mother-in-law.  He couldn’t allow that.  He needed to swallow this indignity.  He needed to masturbate too.  As embarrassing as it would be to masturbate because of a man, he needed to release the tension he felt from what had just happened to his breasts.

“I need to get out of here,” thought Richard.

He moved to the edge of the pool to climb out.  He wanted to ask his wife for permission to go upstairs, only it struck him he had no good reason to ask.  Was he seriously going to tell her that Charles may have touched his breasts and now he needed to masturbate?  Hardly.  Besides, he was so hard he couldn’t get out of the pool without everyone seeing.  He would need to stay put.

—o—

Martha had watched all of this with great interest.  Part of her actually wanted to help poor Richard, but she knew this needed to happen.  This was why she had brought them here.  She needed Charles to finally push Richard over the top so he would stop this stupid charade.  He had to learn he wasn’t cut out to be a woman.  And from the looks on Richard’s face throughout his encounter with Charles, Martha was confident that today would be his last day as a pretend woman.


Chapter Thirty-Eight: “Another Version of Pool”

—o—

Christine and Richard had found a way to be together alone again.  After the pool, Christine had told her mother and sister that she needed some help in the shower because it was difficult for her to bend over.  Both volunteered to help, but she chose Miranda to help.  After all, she was the maid – this seemed to be the one time that phrase helped their cause rather than hurt it.  She also suggested that since Brook and “Miranda” both needed to shower, that Miranda use her bathroom so that Brook could shower in their bathroom.  This gave them some time together.

Richard stood before the mirror.  He was naked.  The bikini hung over a rail next to Christine’s one-piece suit.  Richard had said nothing about what Charles had done to him or the effect it had, he didn’t want anyone knowing that a man had touched his breasts or turned him on in the process.  He was thankful he hadn’t come.  In any event, he was now distracted by something seemingly just as bad.

“I have tan lines,” he gasped.

Christine glanced in the mirror and snickered.  “Yes, you do.”

“These are women’s
 tan lines!”

“Well, you were wearing a bikini.”  Christine traced her fingers along the lighter skin tones where the straps had been on Richard’s shoulders and where the small triangular suit had protected his breasts.  He definitely had pronounced, feminine tan lines.  They looked pretty on him and it turned her on.

“What are we going to do?” he asked hopelessly.

“Tan lines aren’t the end of the world.”

“But I need to return to being Richard in a few weeks.  I need to go back to teaching class.  How can I do that if I still look like a woman?”

Christine chuckled.  “You don’t teach topless, honey.”

“I know, but— but I’ll know.”

“You’ll know you have breasts too,” she said and she slipped behind her husband, wrapped her arms around him – no small feat given the size of her belly now – and she took his heavy, round breasts in her hands.

Richard swallowed hard.  “Did you see them in the pool?”

“Yup.”  She began to massage them.  This caused his nipples to pop up between her fingers.  His penis slowly grew hard again too.  This seemed to be happening much more than even when he first started taking the hormones.  Indeed, now that it was growing hard again, it seemed to be hard almost all the time.  It was stiff too and unforgiving, something it had not been in some time.  That made hiding it difficult... impossible in the bikini, difficult in dresses.

“I didn’t know they had gotten that big.”

“Me neither,” said Christine, who was imagining sucking his nipple in between her lips and running her tongue over his feminine globes.

“What if we can’t hide it?”

She shrugged her shoulders.  “Then you wear a dress and keep pretending to be a woman.”

“Will you be serious?!”

Actually, she had been.  The idea of her husband living as a woman didn’t bother her in the least.  To the contrary, she could enjoy that; it turned her on, especially now that his dick worked again.

“Would you really want me to live as a woman?” he asked incredulously.

“Sure.”

“Why?”

She shrugged her shoulders again.  “I don’t know.  It’s exciting.”

“Don’t you want a man in your life?”

“I have a man... with a dick and everything.  You just have extra features other men don’t,” she purred.

Richard wasn’t sure how he felt about that.  Sure, he had wanted to grow breasts.  Sure, he had come to like cross-dressing.  He knew he would miss many parts of it when it ended.  But something inside him still wanted his wife to want him as a virile, masculine man.  He wanted to be that man!  Something inside him wanted her to see him as a tiger, not a nursemaid.

“But what if you want a manly man?” asked Richard nervously.

Christine raised an eyebrow.  “What are you suggesting?  Do you want me to find another man?”

“No!” exclaimed Richard flatly.

“Good.  Because you’re more than man enough for me,” she said and she squeezed his breasts again as she hugged his back.  She then turned him around.  “Speaking of being man enough, I think it’s time I took this little guy for a test ride.”  She grabbed his erection and squeezed it.

Richard smiled.  He had been dying for that.

—o—

Richard showered and dressed again.  Charles was having a party that evening, so the ladies were dressing up.  Richard had been given a tea-dress by Brook.  It was black and made of satin.  It had puffy short sleeves, a fitted bodice and a wide, flowing skirt that hung to mid-thigh and projected out several inches on each side of his hips.  Beneath that, he wore black stockings, a black garterbelt, black panties and a black bra that barely supported his breasts; his nipples kept slipping over its top and rubbing against the satin, which kept them hard.

In many ways, the dress reminded him of his maid dress, which was really the reason Brook picked it.  She wanted him to feel servile even when dressed for the evening.  But even beyond that, it was a sexy dress.  It highlighted his firm thighs and shapely calves and his rather conspicuous cleavage on his chest.  It was an exciting dress to be sure.

As for the rest of him, Richard’s hair was perfectly done in the longish pixie cut.  He wore silver earrings and moderate makeup.  His fingernails and toenails were painted dark red, as were his lips.  On his feet, he wore black platform-heeled sandals with taller heels than he normally wore which made him feel vulnerable.  All told, he looked quite sexy and would definitely be noticed at the party.  That didn’t thrill him so much, but it seemed to turn Brook on.

“You’re going to be my little secret tonight,” she said.

Richard didn’t like the sound of that, but there was nothing he could do about it.

As the others got ready, Richard milled around nervously until Brook sent him downstairs to fetch her a glass of water.  It had been a long, hot day by the pool and she needed a good deal of water to keep hydrated.  She also wanted him out of the room as she dressed.  He was fine with this, so he went downstairs, determined to take his time.  At the bottom of the stairs, however, he ran into Charles.  Actually, to be more accurate, Charles ran into him.

“Oh excuse me,” said Charles after he bumped into Richard from behind.

Richard froze as he felt two warm hands on his butt cheeks.  He spun around to find Charles.  Charles wore black dress pants, a white shirt, a white tie and a silver vest.  There was a lecherous look in his eyes which Richard spotted immediately, and a telltale bump at his crotch.

“If it isn’t the beautiful Miranda,” said Charles with faked surprise.

“Yes, sir,” replied Richard.

“Did you enjoy your day at the pool?”

Richard blushed, which seemed to excite Charles.  “It was nice.”

“Good, I’m glad.  Is there something I can help you with now?”  Charles smiled a sharp smile.

“I need to get some water and go back upstairs,” said Richard.

Charles took Richard’s hand.  “I can help you with that.”

Richard wasn’t sure if it was proper to yank his hand away, so he hesitated.  That only seemed to make Charles’s smile grow... among other things, so Richard finally pulled it away.

“It’s just water, I can do it,” said Richard.

“The pleasure would be mine.”  Charles took a step toward him.

“I’m sure you need to worry about your guests.”

“They aren’t here yet,” replied Charles.

“They’ll be here soon.”

“My staff can take care of them.”  Charles took another step toward Richard.

Richard swallowed hard and finally took a step back.  “I need to go back upstairs with the water.  It’s for Brook.”

“She can get her own water,” said Charles.  He then took another step toward Richard.  Richard again took a step away.  This time, Charles followed up much quicker with another step.

“It’s well— uh,” said Richard and he stepped back again.

Charles moved in slowly, not stopping with a single step this time.  Richard started to back up again.  As he did, he found himself leaving the hallway and slipping into the study.  There was a giant desk in one end of the study, a couch on the other end and a pool table in the middle.  As Richard backed up, he headed straight for the pool table.

“You’re so beautiful,” said Charles.

“Um, thank you,” said Richard and he bit his lip.  This presented a rather coy image to Charles, which he read as permission to continue, so he stepped forward once more.

Richard retreated another step toward the pool table.

Charles reached out and took Richard’s hands.  Richard tried to pull them away, but was too late.  Charles had them.  His nipples popped up when Charles touched him and pushed hard against the material of the short, rustling dress.  They were backing up in unison now.

“I— uh—”

“You should come work for me,” said Charles.  “I always need good maids... pretty maids, and I can promise you, the benefits will be fantastic.”  As he said this, he tugged on Richard’s arms so that even though Richard kept walking backwards, the distance between them narrowed.

Richard nervously grabbed a loose strand of hair and twisted it around his finger.  He let go almost immediately when he realized this could seem like flirting.  “I’m happy with Miss Christine,” he said firmly.

“You’ll be even happier with me.”

“Happy is good,” conceded Richard, which made Charles’s smile grow even sharper.  Richard saw this and realized his mistake.  “I mean, happy is good, but
 I’m really happy with Miss Christine.”

“There are some things she can’t offer you which I can,” said Charles.

Richard stopped and twisted his lips.  This looked rather coy to Charles, though Richard really was just confused; he was sending all the wrong signals inadvertently and Charles was getting more and more excited because of it.

“Like what?” asked Richard nervously.

At this, Charles leaned forward and planted a kiss on Richard’s neck.  The kiss caused his penis to jump to attention beneath his dress.  Richard was thankful the short skirt of the dress was full enough to hide his penis from view.

“Miss Christine is very nice,” blurted out Richard.  He’d never had to fend off a man before and he wasn’t sure how, especially one this determined.  What’s more, he had the disadvantage that he needed to protect his identity and not offend his mother-in-law’s friend.  This was proving difficult and confusing.  He was starting to worry!

“I’m nice too.”  He stepped closer.

“Not like her.”  Richard stepped back.

“How do you know?  You haven’t given me a chance.”

Charles suddenly let go of Richard’s hands.  Richard thought he might escape, but as he backed up to flee, he bumped into the pool table behind him.  He was trapped between it and Charles.  Then Charles smoothly reached around behind Richard and unzipped his dress.  Richard felt the dress give way and start to fall.  He tossed his arm over his chest to hold the dress in place.

“Now wait a minute,” said Richard, but Charles was too fast.

In one motion, Charles slipped his hands onto Richard’s hips, sending electric shocks racing throughout Richard’s body and jolting his mind.  Then he lifted Richard up onto the pool table, pushing him well back so his whole body was on the table.  Richard tried to sit up to escape the table but Charles was on top of him before he even knew what had happened.  Charles ripped Richard’s dress from his chest, exposing his breasts, which popped out of their bra, and lowered himself onto Richard, pinning him to the table.  Richard’s legs were spread, one on each side of Charles and his arms were stuck at his sides.

“Wait!” said Richard.

Charles ignored him.  Instead, he showered Richard’s jiggling breasts with wet kisses, filling Richard with a warm, sexy turned-on feeling that brought him tremendous pleasure and equal shame.  This was another man sucking on his nipples and it was making him hard!


“Wait!” exclaimed Richard again.

Charles still didn’t listen.  He was too deep into playing with Richard’s breasts.

Richard tried to push Charles off of him, but he couldn’t budge him, not at this angle.  Richard’s arms were all but pinned to the hard pool table, and he couldn’t get then beneath Charles to get the leverage he needed to get Charles off of him.  All he could do was squirm beneath him as this lecherous man humiliatingly sucked on his erect nipples.  This was a feeling like nothing he had ever felt before, even the teasing Christine had done with his nipples did not compare.  This man had his nipple in his mouth, sucking hard, tugging his nipple, exciting all the tissue behind his nipple, as his tongue periodically lashed the nipple.

Richard responded with an enormous erection and a pounding heart.  He couldn’t believe this was how he had responded.  Then he had a terrible thought:  Charles was making love to him like a woman!
  He didn’t want that.  Despite everything, he was a man.  He wanted to be a man.  This needed to stop!

“Stop, I don’t want to be a woman!” exclaimed Richard.

Charles raised an eyebrow for a moment, but then kept doing what he was doing because Richard’s statement sounded like nonsense.  Richard’s body ignored Richard’s plea as well.  He was as close to having an orgasm as he could get without actually having one.  His body was tingling and writhing.  His heels were jammed into the soft felt of the table, his toes curled inside his sandals, his chest thrust out involuntarily as if to demand more from Charles.  His erection was harder than it had ever been and it thrusted skyward; it had escaped the short, black, satin dress and his panties too, and was looking for something to penetrate now that it was free.

“Please!” he squealed.

Charles took this as permission to go ahead.  He ran his tongue around Richard’s nipple, causing Richard’s eyes to close and his breathing to stop.  Charles closed his teeth around a nipple scratching and squeezing the sensitive flesh, adding an exquisite pain.  He slipped one hand to Richard’s thigh and grabbed the sensitive flesh.

Richard gasped, and his penis came within a hair of ejaculating.  He had never been more turned on in his life, but he could not bear the thought of ejaculating as a man sucked his nipple

“No, no, no!” thought Richard.

“You have such amazing breasts,” said Charles.

Richard wiggled all over the table sucked in air as Charles squeezed his swollen mound and his thigh.  He told himself he needed to put an end to this, so he moved his hands to Charles’s sides.  He was going to give Charles as strong of a push as he could, hopefully rolling him over and off the table so he could escape.  He imagined himself tottering down the hallway as fast as he could on the unstable heels with his erection flapping back and forth with each step before him, his makeup smeared, his breasts exposed, his nipples erect.  He would be quite the sight.  It would be humiliating.  There was a risk his mother-in-law might see him.  But it had to be done.  It was that or let this man make him come.  He didn’t want that memory.

“One big push,” he told himself as he placed his hands on Charles’s torso just beneath his shoulder.

He took a deep breath.

“Richard!
” came a sudden outburst from three voices.

Richard tilted his head and glanced down the length of his body to the doorway where his name had been exclaimed.  There he saw his wife, his mother-in-law and Brook standing side-by-side staring at him with mouths agape.  An icy chill filled him and Richard swallowed hard.

“Look at the size of his breasts!” exclaimed Brook.

“I knew they were getting large, but not that large,” exclaimed Martha.

“You knew?!” gasped Christine.

Charles, who still had no idea that Richard really was a man, let the nipple fall from his mouth.  “Ladies... uh, how embarrassing!”

Richard’s eyes shot from Charles to his wife to his mother-in-law and back to Charles.  He gave Charles a great shove and Charles went flying off the side of the table.  In the same instance, the three women stepped up to the table.  As they did, Martha grabbed Richard’s erection.

Christine looked stunned.  “You knew all along,” she repeated.

“Of course, I did, darling.  How could you think I didn’t?”

“It’s— well— a secret—”

“Then you should have been more careful.”

“Mother!
  We need to talk about this,” growled Christine.

Martha winced.  This was what she had been dreading.  And as she did, she inadvertently squeezed Richard’s penis.  This pressure, the warmth of Martha’s hand, along with the sexual tension of being found half naked and fully expose as, basically, a shemale, became the last straw for Richard.  His penis exploded.  It shot hot white sticky fluid up into the air and down all over the pool table and Martha’s hand.  She looked disgusted.

It was time for a very long talk.


Chapter Thirty-Nine: “Decisions, Decisions”

—o—

Brook and Martha pulled Richard from the pool table.  His erection wagged and bobbed like a fishing pole the entire time until they lowered him to the ground.  He was blushing like mad as he untangled his dress and smoothed it down over his still-swollen manhood.  The sticky mess he created remained on the table’s felt.  For his part, Charles disappeared to his room and would not come out again after being caught trying to make love to another man.

For a moment, everyone stood around blushing and looking at the ground.  They were all nervous and deeply embarrassed as all their secrets now had come out:  Martha knew all along that Richard was Miranda, yet she never said anything.  To the contrary, she seemed to push him deeper and deeper into it at every turn.  Indeed, all of the things she had done like taking him to the spa now took on a more rotten perspective.  Brook too knew from the moment she arrived who Miranda was, and she too said nothing.  To the contrary, she took advantage of it to blackmail and toy with Richard, who now confessed some of what they had done.  This bothered Christine as she now realized all the games Brook had played right under her nose.  She was particularly galled at her sister using Richard to pretend to be a lesbian for her boyfriend.  That said, Christine and Richard weren’t exactly innocent in all of this either.  Christine and Richard had tried to pull off this ridiculous charade in the first place, but that paled in comparison to Martha and Brook’s actions.  Christine also was getting the sense that Richard had enjoyed the games her mother and sister had played a little more than he let on too.  All of this left her in a less than forgiving mood at the moment.

“I have a good mind to throw both of you out of the house and never let you come back,” growled Christine at her mother and sister.

“Don’t be rash, darling.”

“Rash?!  Rash?!  Is it rash to throw out someone who came to my house ostensibly to help me through this pregnancy and ended up trying to feminize my husband?”

“I was trying to stop him from feminizing himself,” said Martha.

“You had a strange way of showing it, mother.  And it wasn’t your right anyways!”

Brook started to open her mouth to respond, but Christine cut her off.

“Not a word, Brook.  What you did is even worse!”

The three of them stared at each other in silence, a sort of unspoken battle of the wills.  The silence felt like it stretched on forever.  In the end though, Christine proved the strongest.  The other two broke.

“What are you going to do?” asked Martha helplessly.

“I still want to help,” said Brook.

“That is why we came, honestly,” added Martha.

Christine folded her arms and shook her head.  She wanted to refuse to let them earn their forgiveness, but then an idea came to her.  “All right, if you want to help, then I won’t throw you out.  You can stay.”  Then she turned to her mother specifically.  “But you’ll do so on one condition.”

“And what is that?” asked Martha with a hint of defiance in her voice.

“You should make her take over the maid duties,” interjected Richard.  “Make her dress in that stupid short uniform and act like they made me act.  That would be most fitting.”

This caused Brook to snicker at the image of her mother as a maid.

Christine shot an angry glance her way.  “I’m glad you think it’s funny, Brook, because that’s going to be your
 condition.  You’re going to take Richard’s place and serve him for the rest of the summer.”

“You’re joking,” laughed Brook.

“No, I’m not,” replied Christine coldly.

“You want me
 to be a maid?  I won’t do it!”

“Then I’ll tell Colin what you did.  I’m sure he’ll be interested to hear how you watched my husband masturbate and played with his breasts to turn your boyfriend on,” said Christine.

Brook looked aghast as the reality of this sunk in.  “You wouldn’t!
”

“Just like you wouldn’t blackmail with my husband.”

Brook bit her lip.  She knew her sister was serious.  The shoe was definitely on the other foot now, and that shoe would be the maid’s shoe.  Slowly, reluctantly, she nodded her head.  She couldn’t let Christine tell Colin what she had done.

“Well, I
 certainly won’t do it,” declared Martha.

“Oh no, mother, you’re not getting off that easily,” said Christine.

“What do you mean?”

“If you want to stay there’s something else you need to do, something that will shock and horrify and torture you.  Something so demeaning that it’s going to keep you awake at night for years to come and make it nearly impossible for you ever to look my husband in the eyes again.”

Martha’s mouth went dry.  “W— what is that?”

“You’re going to apologize to him.”

Martha looked horrified.  Her daughter knew her indeed.  This threat struck her right in the heart.  She wanted to be the baby’s grandmother more than anything, but at such a price!

—o—

The group had returned home.  Richard’s maid uniforms had been transferred to Brook.  She now took the small bedroom and Richard returned to the main bedroom with his wife.  After unpacking and making Brook change, they all reassembled in the kitchen.  Richard wore the mustard dress and the brown heels at his wife’s insistence.  She intended to talk about the future to him.  He beat her to the punch.

“I want out,” said Richard suddenly.

“Out?” asked Christine.

“I’m done being a woman.  I want to be a man again,” said Richard.  In his mind, he could still feel Charles’s erection pressing against his body and that made him shudder.  He liked part of being a woman, but not that part.

“You’re overreacting,” said Christine.

“I am not.  That was horrible, having a man on top of me!”

“You actually seemed to be enjoying it.”

“I was not!” gasped Richard defensively.

“You were hard as a rock, darling,” interjected Martha, who had been given twenty-four hours to prepare for her public apology; she was dreading it.  “I had your erection in my hand.  You were incredibly turned on.  It was throbbing and it was so hard I could have cut stone with it.”

Richard blushed.

“And that’s with female hormones racing through you,” added Christine.

“Well, that’s because
 of the hormones,” protested Richard.

Christine shook her head.  “The hormones changed your body chemistry; they didn’t change what turns you on.  You were turned on because you like being a woman, Richard.  Accept it, honey.”

“No, it was the hormones that did all of this,” said Richard.  He wasn’t sure why it bothered him to admit that he had enjoyed being a woman.  He just seemed to struggle with it.

Christine was having none of it though.  “It’s always been you, Richard.  You were turned on by wearing women’s clothes long before you started the hormones.  You even agreed to grow breasts before you ever took a single hormone pill.  Why did you agree?  Because you like the idea.  You want it.  And I don’t need to remind you, do I, that you’re the one who doubled the dosage on the hormones without even telling anyone?”

“He did?” gasped Martha, who suddenly felt a little less guilty about switching his hormone pills.

“As much as you’ve complained about being a woman, you’ve also reveled in it,” said Christine.

“You did enjoy the spa,” said Martha.

Richard actually had enjoyed the spa, but he never told that to anyone.  That wasn’t the issue though.  “It doesn’t matter.  I want to be a man again.  I want to take all of this off and just be Richard again!”

“Richard with breasts,” said Brook just loudly enough for everyone to hear.

“A maid should be seen and not heard,” sang Christine over her shoulder.

Brook bit her lip.

Christine then turned back to her husband.  “That’s fine, if that’s what you want, honey, to be Richard again, but you can’t do that... at least not yet.”

Richard furrowed his brow.  “Why not?”

“The feminization needs to wear off,” said Christine.

“That’s not true.”

“It is true.”

“It’s not true, you just want to keep me like this,” said Richard.

“I assure you that I don’t want to keep you like this,” said Martha.  “I have no desire to have a feminized son-in-law.  How would I ever introduce you?  I would be a laughingstock in my social circles if people knew, so believe me when I say this, darling, but my daughter is absolutely right.  There is no way
 you can return to being Richard right away.”

Richard raised an eyebrow.  He knew now that Martha had been trying to force him to give up being a woman the whole time, so her saying this definitely caught his attention.  “Why?”

“You would look like a freak.  Your hair needs to grow out so it can be cut without the curl making you look like a doll.  Your eyebrows are narrow and feminine.  No one would think they could possibly belong on a man—”

“Those will both grow out fast though.”

“Then there are your breasts.”

“I’ll just wrap them in something.”

Martha laughed.  “They’re far too large to wrap.  You’re going to look like a man with women’s breasts, there is simply no escaping that.  On the other hand, as a woman, they look natural.”

Richard folded his arms over his breasts.  “I still think we can wrap them enough.”

“Forget it, honey,” said Christine.  “You can’t wrap them; there’s just too much volume.  So unless you want to walk around with big mounds jiggling freely on your chest and enormous feminine nipples poking out your shirt, then you need to keep them hidden inside a bra and dress until they become more manageable.”

Richard pursed his lips and huffed his displeasure.

“Then there’s the retraining,” added Christine.

Richard blushed right away.  He didn’t want Martha and Brook knowing about this little problem of his.  “Never mind that.”

“Retrained how?” asked Martha.  Brook too perked up; she had been making sandwiches.

“It doesn’t matter,” said Richard dismissively.

“Retraining to be a man,” said Christine.

Martha and Brook both raised their eyebrows.  “How is that?”

“It’s nothing,” insisted Richard.

“It’s not
 nothing,” said Christine.  “Richard has adopted feminine mannerisms for so long now that they’ve become second nature to him; he can’t just start acting like a man again... he needs to be retrained how to act like a man.”

Martha’s jaw dropped.  “Really?”  Brook snickered in the background, making Richard blush.

“Not really,” said Richard.

“Yes, really,” said Christine.

“She’s overstating the problem—”

“I am not.  You’ve seen yourself strutting around like you’re wearing high heels even when you’re barefoot.  You smooth your skirt every time you sit, even when you’re wearing pants.  You sit so delicately and automatically slide your feet beneath you.  I’ve watched you toy with your earrings or hair absentmindedly or when you’re nervous.  You drop your wrist.  You giggle like a school girl.  It’s true, honey.  If we just put you back into pants without training you first, then you’ll come across like the world’s most effeminate man,” said his wife sympathetically.

Richard bit his lip.  He shrugged his shoulders, trying to seem indifferent, but he couldn’t meet anyone’s gaze.

“Is anything I said not true?” asked Christine.

“But if I stay as a woman, if I keep wearing dresses and heels, how am I going to become Richard again?”

“We’ll train you.”

“The question is moot anyways until your breasts shrink,” said Martha.

Richard shook his head.

“If you want proof,” said Christine, “we’ll go upstairs right now.  You can take off the makeup.  You can throw away the bra, the heels, the dresses.  Then you can walk out that door as Richard and we won’t say a thing.”

Richard imagined himself in pants and a t-shirt.  His breasts remained; they bounced as he walked and his nipples slipped along his shirt.  He still wore heels for some reason.  His nails were painted too.  He walked down the steps in front of the house and then sashayed his way to the car.  He opened the door, smoothed his “skirt” which was really only jeans, sat down on the seat, and pulled his feet in after him like a woman, planting his feet tightly together directly before him.

The image wasn’t good.

“It’s all right, honey,” said Christine.  “If you want to be a man, we’ll make that happen.  But it’s all right to be a woman too.  Don’t let your ego get in the way of what you want.”

Richard took a deep breath.  He knew his wife was right, but it was embarrassing to admit this before his mother-in-law and sister-in-law.  They would always know.  And they would know what he had beneath his dress.  He couldn’t bear that.  That’s why this bothered him even though part of him wanted to remain a woman.  But part of him wanted to be a man again too.  But that said, his wife was right.  There was no way he could just pull off his dress, kick off his heels, and be Richard again.  He needed time to get back to normal.  He needed help too... and he could always change his mind.

“All right, I need retraining,” he admitted.

Christine smiled.  She had wanted him to stay a woman, but the choice was his.  At least he was being rational about this, and who knows, maybe some day he would change his mind and become a woman again.  Of course, she was sure too that he wouldn’t mind a little cross-dressing now and then in the meantime.  She could content herself with that for the moment.

“Then it’s agreed,” she said.

Richard nodded his head.  “It’s agreed.”

The End... sort of...
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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!

—o—

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!

—o—

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!

—o—

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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