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Introduction by Ann

	—o—

	 

	Dear Readers,

	 

	Who doesn't like their mother-in-law? Just kidding. Mothers-in-law can be, um, rather difficult. Now imagine a mother-in-law who thinks her son-in-law isn’t man enough for her daughter. Sound like trouble to you? It did to Christopher too. Unfortunately, his wife Catherine wouldn't hear of his concerns even as her mother started pushing Christopher into the world of womanhood bit by bit. Can Christopher stand up to his mother-in-law before she proves to his wife that he’s not a man at all? Read on and find out.

	This is the first of a two-part story. Hopefully, you’ll find this to be a fun and exciting little book.

	With love, Ann:)

	 

	


Prologue

	—o—

	 

	Christopher picked up the empty glasses and placed them together at the edge of the table so the waitress could remove them more easily. He also wiped up a wet ring from one of the glasses with a napkin. He didn’t think about why he did it, he just did it. His girlfriend Catherine watched him do this... as did her mother Sharon.

	“That’s exactly what I mean,” said Sharon snidely. Catherine looked confused. “About what?”

	Sharon pointed at the glasses. “When I say he’s going to make someone the perfect housewife some day, that’s what I mean.” Her tone dripped with disdain as she spoke. She didn’t like Christopher.

	“Mother!” snapped Catherine.

	“I’m sorry, darling, but I can’t help it. I speak my mind.” She turned to Christopher, who was blushing with embarrassment. “Let’s be honest. You cook for my daughter. You clean her apartment. Those aren’t things normal men do. They are things wives do.”

	“I’m not a wife,” said Christopher.

	“Mother” growled Catherine. “Stop!”

	Sharon waved her hand dismissively. “Oh, don’t be so easily offended, Chrissy. I’m sure there are women out there who would be thrilled to marry someone like you. As I said, you’ll make some lucky girl a wonderful housewife some day. That’s not a bad thing, I guess. Just not my daughter?”

	“I’m not a housewife,” protested Christopher. “I’m not a ‘wife’ at all.” “But you certainly act the part.”

	“Stop it, mother!”

	Sharon ignored her daughter and snickered at Christopher. “All you need is a sexy little apron,” she said.

	Christopher turned bright red at the thought.

	“I wish my husband would take care of me!” interjected Kitty. She worked with Catherine and was one of the women, along with Catherine’s mother, who

	Catherine had invited to dinner for a mystery announcement. “Same here,” added Amanda, Catherine's secretary.

	“My husband wouldn't know how to dust or sweep or cook if his life depended on it. All he does is sit on the couch and scratch himself,” said Kitty.

	“Mine too,” said Amanda.

	“Christopher’s an expert cook and cleaner. He has a lot of time to do those chores too because he's a teacher, so he gets off work early and he has long vacations, like now,” said Catherine happily.

	“Must be nice” said Kitty dreamily.

	“For some women,” growled Sharon sourly.

	“Yes, some women… like me,” insisted Catherine defensively. Then she appeared to shake off her annoyance and she smiled. “In fact, that’s the perfect segue way into why I asked you all to dinner tonight. Christopher and I have an announcement.” She smiled broadly, as did Christopher. Then she held out her hand and showed everyone the small, simple ring on her finger, “Christopher and I are engaged!”

	“You're marrying the housewife?!” gasped Sharon, “He’s not a housewife, mom,” snapped Catherine.

	As Catherine said this, Kitty and Amanda squealed their congratulations and bounced up and down in their seats as they reached across the table to hug Catherine and Christopher. They were very excited. Catherine's mother Sharon, however, had a snarl upon her face.

	Catherine continued. “And even if he was a housewife, he would be the perfect housewife.” She took her fiancé’s hand and looked deeply into his eyes. “You’re amazing, Christopher. You cook and clean and take care of me so well and we’re not even married yet!” She leaned across the table and kissed him on the lips. “I love you so much.”

	That brought a warm “awwww” from the other women, except Sharon, who folded her arms angrily.

	“Now I just need to convince you to wear the French maid costume as you work,” said Catherine with a chuckle and a wink at Christopher and a smug glance aimed right at her mother.

	Sharon’s blood boiled. To her mind, she had very legitimate concerns about Christopher’s suitability for Catherine as a husband, and she felt her daughter was ignoring those concerns and making fun of her to boot. She did not like being treated this way.

	Truth be told, Christopher wasn’t too happy either. He knew Catherine was joking and taking a shot at her mother, but it still bothered him. Christopher wasn’t the most masculine man in the world and that always made him insecure. And whenever C atherine lobbed some emasculating joke like this at him, it triggered that insecurity and it made him worry that she might see him for what he really was and decide to move on to some more macho man. Unfortunately, she seemed to enjoy lobbing those kinds of comments too.

	She’d even suggested once, at a party no less, that he should wear high heels so he would be as tall as she was. High heels! That had been intensely humiliating. Not only was it embarrassing to be reminded that his fiancée was actually slightly larger than he was, but for the suggestion to be made that he cross-dress to cure this was like crushing his manhood under her heel. And when the other women she said it too burst out laughing and offered to let him try on their high heels for size, it all became witheringly emasculating. He’d never felt so small in his life and each laugh made him feel even smaller.

	Now they were at it again, mentally putting him in a maid costume. “Can we drop this please?!” asked Christopher defensively.

	“It’s ok, honey. We’re only joking,” said Amanda with a smile. “I’d never ask you to wear a French maid costume” She paused before adding, “...even if you would look super cute in it!”

	“I would not!” whined Christopher.

	He wilted. How could he be a normal man when all the women in his life always seemed to make these sorts of comments about him? Catherine did it. Prior girlfriends did it. Female co-workers did it. Every woman he knew seemed to like taking shots at his manhood.

	Even worse, whenever it happened, he always got hard for some reason, just as his penis jumped to attention now inside his slacks. He never understood why this always happened.

	“Oh yeah, you'd be a cutie as a girl,” teased Kitty. “No, I wouldn’t!”

	“Oh yeah, you would. You’d be an amazing girl,” said Amanda. “And think about the benefits. You and Catherine could share clothes! You could double your wardrobe overnight! How perfect would that be?!”

	Each of the women laughed. Christopher sank further into his chair.

	“Oh, come on, Christopher,” continued Kitty. “Catherine is right. You’d look darn cute as a girl. You should let her dress you up sometime! We could all come over and make a party out of it.”

	“I would not look cute as a girl!” Christopher exclaimed.

	“Actually, you really would, dear.” Catherine was smiling very, very broadly now. “So how about it, darling? Will you be my little French maid? Say oui,” said Catherine with her tongue planted firmly in her cheek. As she said this, Catherine slipped her hand down into her fiancé’s lap, where it unexpectedly came upon his erection. She smirked at Christopher, which made him blush. Her eyes said, “Oh, somebody likes the idea of being a French maid!”

	“I do not,” pleaded Christopher’s eyes back.

	Catherine squeezed his erection. “Does this excite you, Christopher?” she asked with a laugh.

	“No!” exclaimed the horrified Christopher.

	Catherine then leaned forward to kiss him, only she bypassed his mouth and her lips ended up at his left ear. “Your little guy says you’re lying,” she whispered and she shook his erection.

	Christopher cringed. She had called his penis his “little guy.” He hated that. It felt so humiliating. It felt like she was taking away his manhood. Even worse, she had discovered him hard as a rock. To his mind, she now thought he was excited by being humiliated! It was like being caught masturbating to a certain video or image. He needed to push back against this!

	“It does not excite me,” he whispered back aggressively.

	Catherine chuckled. She actually thought no such thing; she was just teasing him. She picked up her drink with her free hand. The other hand remained

	firmly attached to Christopher's hard penis below the table. She lifted the glass to her lips.

	“It’s all right, honey. You can borrow my clothes anytime you want,” she said slyly, continuing her tease.

	This brought a wave of giggles and laughs from the other women, except of course Sharon, who was watching this entire exchange with seething rage bubbling just beneath the surface. Why was her daughter so blind to what this man really was... and was not?

	“Why won’t she see it? He’s completely wrong for her!” thought Sharon. Kitty picked up her glass. “To my favorite boss of all time, Catherine, and her housewife-to-be Christopher.” Christopher burned with shame.

	Then Amanda offered a similar toast. Christopher glared at Amanda and Kitty and even his wife before setting down his glass without drinking. “That’s not funny,” he grumbled, which only encouraged them to laugh even more.

	“We’re only teasing you, darling,” said Catherine. “Right, it's all in fun,” offered Kitty.

	Christopher clenched his jaw and did his best to appear to laugh it off, but it had bothered him. He felt small and utterly humiliated. He felt insecure. And worst of all, he felt turned on by this. He picked up his drink and tried to hide behind it. Fortunately for him, the women soon lost track of him as the conversation slowly shifted to the wedding itself... all the women except Sharon that is. Sharon glared at him the rest of the night.

	“I can’t let her marry him” growled Sharon inside her mind.

	 

	—o—

	 

	Later that night, Christopher and Catherine were in bed at her apartment. Catherine was tired. Not only was she feeling the effects of the alcohol from the dinner, but her mother’s conduct was gnawing at her.

	“I can’t believe her,” said Catherine angrily.

	Christopher shrugged his shoulders. Sharon's misconduct was nothing new to him, but he didn’t want to discuss it. The whole party had been embarrassing to him and he just wanted to move on.

	Catherine continued. “I mean, who does she think she is telling me who I can marry and who I can’t? It’s none of her business.” She took a deep breath and counted to five to calm herself before continuing. “Imagine her nerve too, calling you a housewife.”

	Christopher blushed, but said nothing. He didn’t want to revisit it. “You should have told her off.”

	“I’m not going to tell off your mother,” said Christopher.

	Catherine rolled her eyes. “You need to learn to be more forceful from time to time, Christopher.”

	Christopher bristled inwardly at his fiancée’s criticism. He knew what she said was true, but at the same time, it just wasn’t in his nature. Besides, he was raised never to say anything bad about someone’s mother, least of all his fiancée’s! So, he let the criticism pass.

	“She’s not making this decision for me,” growled Catherine. “I’m glad.”

	“I don’t care what she thinks of you. I’m marrying you. I don’t care even if she is right... I’d still love you and that’s that.”

	Christopher furrowed his brow. He knew this was meant to comfort him, but the suggestion that his mother-in-law could be right made him bristle. He was just about to shoot back that she most definitely was not right and that his wife- to- be shouldn’t think so, but then he told himself that her comment was just the effects of the alcohol. Hence, again, he let her comments pass without responding to them. This seemed to bother Catherine.

	Catherine sighed. “Promise me though that she’s not right.” Christopher leaned up on his arm. “Of course, she’s not right!”

	“I only ask because... well... you were hard as a rock when she suggested it,” said Catherine cautiously.

	Christopher blushed and felt his penis grow hard again. He was glad they had turned out the lights already. He slipped his hand down to it and tried to squeeze it back down to its flaccid size. He wasn’t successful, but he kept trying.

	“I mean, if you are, you would tell me, right?” asked Catherine. “If I am what?”

	“I don’t know what you call it. Just tell me it doesn’t really excite you to wear a French Maid’s costume, does it?”

	Christopher's penis grew even harder. “No, dear, it does not.” “That’s a relief.”

	A lengthy silence passed as they lay side by side. Christopher thought about offering a greater assurance, but wasn’t sure that would help. So, instead, he just hoped he had heard the last of this. Unfortunately, it seemed fairly obvious that Catherine was dancing around something she still wanted to ask.

	“Why were you hard?” asked Catherine finally.

	Christopher bit his lip. He wasn’t entirely sure himself. Was it the idea of wearing a French Maid uniform? Had that turned him on? He didn’t think so. The idea had always scared him more than excited him. Could it have been being humiliated by a group of women? “Why would that excite me?” he asked himself. No, he concluded, it had to be being the center of attention for a group of pretty women. That’s all he could think of.

	“It’s just something that happens to guys when they’re surrounded by beautiful women. It wasn’t anything specific that caused it,” said Christopher cautiously.

	Catherine raised an eyebrow. “Beautiful women?” she repeated half- jokingly. “You better not be looking at other women, buster. If I find you getting hard looking at other women, I will put you in a French Maid costume and keep you there to make sure you stay mine.”

	Christopher didn’t know if she was joking or genuinely jealous, so he downplayed it. First, he chuckled. Then he assured her that she had nothing to worry about. “You were the only beautiful woman in that room tonight, baby.”

	“Uh huh” said Catherine doubtfully.

	Both then returned to their sides of the bed. Catherine promptly fell asleep. Christopher, however, could not sleep. He was worried what his fiancée might be thinking. Did she really want him feminized? She sure mentioned it a lot. Or was she having second thoughts about their engagement? How would she handle her mother? Christopher felt anxious.

	—o—

	 

	Christopher and Catherine married three months later.

	Everyone agreed it was an odd match. Catherine, the young go-getter, rising-star executive from the notable bank, just seemed like the exact opposite of everything Christopher, the teacher and home body, was. Nevertheless, Catherine’s friends were thrilled for her. Her mother, however, was not. Indeed, Sharon was furious that her energetic, worldly daughter had married this... this... this wimp. She truly could not understand what her daughter saw in this man, nor could she accept it. This had to be a mistake. There must have been something that made Catherine overlook the obvious. Something had to be done to correct this... and she had to do it.

	“I can't let her make this mistake,” said Sharon.

	“It sounds like she already made it,” said Sharon’s friend Betty. They had just finished lunch at a small restaurant downtown.

	“That can be changed.”

	“Have you considered that maybe she’s happy with him? She must see something in him.”

	Sharon furrowed her brow and glared at her friend. “How can she? There’s nothing to see. He’s a wimp! He's a useless wimp. She needs a real man. She needs someone who will challenge her and push her and make her better. She can't waste her life taking care of a worthless wimp,” growled Sharon.

	“That’s not up to you—”

	“Of course, it is. A mother’s duty is to protect her children. I need to protect my daughter from this terrible mistake that will ruin her life.”

	“She doesn’t want your help, Sharon.”

	“Those are the moments that need the boldest actions.” Betty shook her head slowly. “Let it go, Sharon.”

	“I can’t. No mother could.”

	“Just accept him for who he is. She loves him. There's nothing you can do about it.”

	“Oh, but there is,” said Sharon ominously.

	Betty cautiously raised an eyebrow. “What are you going to do?” “I’m going to fix this.”

	Sharon rose to her feet. She thanked her friend for lunch and placed some money on the table for the bill. Then she turned to leave the small cafe where she always met her friend. It was time to show her daughter the truth about the man she had married. It was time to set things right.

	“Sharon,” said Betty, “don’t do this.”

	Sharon furrowed her brow. “I will not have a wimp for a son-in-law.” And thus, it began.

	


Chapter One: “She’s Coming Here?!”

	—o—

	 

	Christopher sat on the edge of the bed watching his new wife Catherine get ready for work. She was applying her makeup at her vanity table. Their honeymoon was over and she needed to return to work today at the bank. He didn’t need to return to the school for another two months; hence, he could work around the apartment. This had been Catherine's apartment before their marriage and Christopher had moved in after the marriage. He still needed to finish unpacking. Also, Catherine wanted the apartment given a strong cleaning, but as Catherine needed to go to her office, that left Christopher to do it.

	“When you unpack ah your clothes, put them to the left side of the closet,” said Catherine as she brushed on her mascara.

	“There isn't much room there,” replied Christopher.

	“I know. You’ll need to pair down your things to make them fit.”

	Christopher thought about how his wife took up three quarters of the closet at the moment. If they were being fair, she should remove some of her things. But he didn’t want to fight about it. He would make do.

	“I’ll work it out,” he said.

	Catherine took a lip liner and drew the outline of her lips. “Oh, by the way, my mother is coming to stay with us.” Her tone was casual, but it was clear that she knew she was breaking bad news.

	Christopher cringed. “Really?” “Yes”

	“Here?”

	“Yes. She’ll stay in the guest room, so make sure it’s spotless.”

	Christopher furrowed his brow. “Can’t we tell her ‘no’?” he asked half- jokingly, half-pointedly.

	“She’s my mother, Christopher. She's welcome here anytime,” replied Catherine.

	Christopher sighed. “I know. It’s just—” “I know. You two don't get along.”

	“That’s an understatement. She's never liked me. She thinks I’m not good enough for you. She tells me so all the time,” said Christopher. “She keeps saying you should have married someone else, and that I can’t make you happy. She thinks I’m a wimp and she doesn’t want me married to you.”

	“Well, I want you married to me,” said Catherine dismissively. “That’s all that matters.”

	“I know, but that doesn’t stop her. And then she gets so nasty with me. She’s so bossy and so condescending. She’s always making these, uh, unfair comments,” he said, though he meant “emasculating”; he just couldn't bring himself to use the word.

	Catherine brushed some powder onto her cheek.

	“You just need to stand up to her, Christopher,” said Catherine. “Standup how?”

	“She’s used to dealing with a different breed of men. My father was a soldier. Her brother was a professional athlete. Her father was an oil man, a captain of industry. She’s used to take-charge men. You need to be confident when you deal with her. She’ll respect that. Don’t show her any weakness. Think of it like dealing with a dog or a wild animal. She can sense fear.”

	Catherine rose from her vanity and went to her closet. She pulled out a checkered black skirt suit and a white blouse. She tossed the suit onto the bed and pulled the blouse over her shoulders. It covered the corset she wore to train her already- excellent figure; she always strove for perfection in everything.

	“Fine,” said Christopher. “I’ll fight her.”

	“I didn’t say fight her. I said to stand up to her. Take charge. Earn her respect. Show her you won’t let her push you around. Things will be different then, I promise,” said Catherine.

	Christopher sighed again. “How long is she staying?” “I’m not sure yet.”

	“So, we could be talking weeks... months... years?”

	Catherine stepped out of her slippers and slipped into her designer pumps, growing even taller than her husband. She then tottered over to her husband and kissed his forehead. “It will be all right,” she said soothingly. “I promise.” She

	then picked up the skirt and stepped into it. “That’s a pretty skirt,” said Christopher.

	“Thank you, darling.” She zipped it in the back, making it very tight. “It really will be all right, Christopher. But you need to promise me something.”

	“What?”

	Catherine tucked her blouse into her skirt. “You need to promise me that you’re going to do your absolute best to get along with her. I get that she’s difficult, but you two will need to get along for the rest of our lives. Don’t forget that she’s my mother. Can you do that?”

	“When does she arrive?” asked Christopher.

	“This afternoon. She’ll come to the house by taxi.” “Not by broom?”

	“That's what I'm talking about, Christopher. You need to stand up to her, but not be nasty to her. Now, can you promise me that you’ll do your best to get along with her?”

	Christopher visibly bit his lip. He hesitated. “Yeah, I guess so,” he said finally.

	“You promise?” “I promise.”

	Catherine kissed his forehead again. “It will be all right. You’ll see, darling. I bet that after a few days, you and my mother will be getting along famously. Just give her a chance.”

	—o—

	 

	Christopher dumped the garbage bag down the chute and then went back inside the apartment. He went to the kitchen and then started toward the refrigerator to get a drink. He didn’t see his mother-in-law Sharon standing at the entrance to the kitchen behind him in her belted white dress and tacky leopard print pumps. She wore an orange and brown scarf around her neck.

	“I hope you’re going to wash your hands,” said Sharon in her coldest, most condescending voice.

	Christopher jolted and spun around. “Sharon!” he gasped.

	“Were you expecting someone else?”

	Christopher took several deep breaths to calm himself down. His heart was pounding in his chest and all of his muscles were tense. He had not expected anyone to be there and Sharon had genuinely shocked him by showing up unannounced in the kitchen. His discomfort was obvious.

	“Did I startle you?” asked Sharon in an amused tone. Christopher glared at her. “How did you get in here?”

	“The front door was unlocked.” Her tone suggested disapproval.

	“Was it?” asked Christopher nervously. He didn’t know why she made him nervous, but she did. He always felt like he was under attack from her and that made him keep his guard up.

	“Yes, it was. That was rather careless of you. Anyone could have walked right in here... as I did.”

	Christopher started to open his mouth to object. “Well—”

	Sharon cut him off. “You are going to wash your hands before you touch that refrigerator, are you not?” she asked. “You have been handling filthy garbage after all, and I certainly hope you won’t be touching things in the kitchen before you wash your hands.”

	“I always wash my hands,” he said.

	“Except this time, apparently,” replied Sharon doubtfully.

	Christopher bit his tongue. Normally, he always washed his hands after taking out the garbage and he didn’t like her thinking that he didn’t. In fact, this was the first time he could remember where he had forgotten, and he was sure he would have remembered before she startled him. Yet, she clearly didn't believe him and she had “caught” him, by all appearances, not washing his hands. This made him feel stupid as it seemingly confirmed her worst caricatures of him. What’s more, when he now washed his hands, she would think that he was only doing it because she told him to do it. This was a humiliating start to her visit.

	Still, he needed to wash his hands and he recalled Catherine’s admonition to get along with Sharon. So, he swallowed his pride and went to the faucet and washed his hands.

	“At least you can be trained,” said Sharon drolly.

	Christopher bit his lip to keep from responding.

	“My bags are in the hallway, by the way. You will take care of them, won't you?” asked Sharon in atone fitting an order. Christopher clenched his jaw to hide his irritation. She spoke down to him and everything from her sounded like an order given to a staff member suspected of incompetence. Nevertheless, he was determined to get off on the right foot this time, so he forced a smile upon his lips.

	“I’ll get them in a moment,” he said.

	“A moment? Let’s hope they aren't stolen in the meantime.”

	Christopher's shoulders slumped. It was clear to him that no matter how hard he tried or how much pride he swallowed, she was going to keep taking shots at him. This was going to be an awful visit.

	“I mean, they're only packed with valuables,” continued Sharon. Christopher bit his lip hard.

	“Why not leave them outside where anyone can take them?” added Sharon sarcastically.

	“Fine,” grunted Christopher. “I’ll get them now.”

	Of course, Sharon didn't thank him for this. She never did. That was another point of irritation for Christopher. It always made Christopher feel so servile to do things for her because her tone came across as orders and her lack of gratitude made him feel like distrusted staff.

	Sharon looked at her watch. “I’ll be in my room. Just bring them there.” With that, she turned and left.

	Christopher glared at his mother-in-law as she walked away. He felt an irritation in his spine. It was like a tingle that made him itch all over. It was spreading too. He had only spent two minutes with his mother-in-law and already she had gotten under his skin.

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

	As he thought this, Sharon stopped at the kitchen door. She turned to face him once more. “Be a dear and rustle up a drink or two for me, will you?” Then she was gone. She didn’t wait for a response.

	“This is going to be really difficult,” he told himself. He had no idea.

	


Chapter Two: “It Begins With An Apron”

	—o—

	 

	Christopher poured his wife's coffee into the travel mug. Catherine would take this to work with her. He then poured some coffee for himself. As he drank his coffee, he thought about the prior night and how much he disliked Sharon. She criticized everything he did from the moment she arrived, not to mention trying to boss him around. Even when Catherine finally got home, she didn’t slow down with her attacks. To her credit, Catherine did try to stop her, but Sharon was unstoppable.

	“I am so ready for her to leave,” Christopher told his wife that night. “It’s just the first day, Christopher. Things will calm down,” replied Catherine.

	Christopher had nodded his head and pretended to agree, but he didn’t agree. He knew she would never change and he wanted her gone. Even in his dreams, he saw himself tossing her out the front door. She landed on her butt with a thud. He enjoyed that very much.

	But now it was the next morning and she was still here.

	Sizzle. Pop!

	“Oh, no! My bacon!” exclaimed Christopher.

	Christopher stepped over to the stove and started flipping the bacon to keep it from burning. At his wife's suggestion, he was making breakfast for himself and Sharon as a sort of peace offering. Christopher doubted it would work, but he decided to humor his wife and give it a try.

	As Christopher got the bacon under control again, Sharon entered the kitchen behind him. Christopher didn't hear her so much as he sensed her; the hairs on the back of his neck went up.

	“You need an apron or you’ll ruin your clothes,” said Sharon behind him.

	Her tone was insulting, as usual.

	“I’m fine,” replied Christopher.

	“You won't be when a dolt of flaming grease hits your skin.” “I’m fine. I’ve done this before.”

	“Oh really?”

	“Yes. I make Catherine’s breakfast all the time—”

	“Like a good little maid,” said Sharon with an insulting chuckle. Then, before Christopher knew what was happening, she walked up behind him and tossed a frilly white apron around his waist. She was busy tying it in a knot behind his back before he could even respond.

	“I don’t need—”

	“Yes, you do,” insisted Sharon. “If you’re going to work in the kitchen, you need to learn to do it properly.”

	“I know how” said Christopher coldly.

	CRACK!! CRACK!! CRACK!! Catherine’s sharp stiletto heels announced her presence, as did her enticing perfume. She came through the door wearing a stylish skirt suit and black stiletto slingbacks. She had put her hair up and she looked every inch the young executive. She was gorgeous.

	“What do you ‘know how'?” she asked.

	“Nothing,” said Christopher softly. He didn’t want to start a fight in front of his wife.

	Sharon ignored it too. “You look so professional, dear I” gushed Sharon. “Thanks, mom,” said Catherine.

	“I love that suit.” Catherine smiled.

	“Yeah, you look beautiful, honey,” said Christopher distractedly. He was reaching behind himself to untie the apron, but he didn’t seem to be able to loosen the knot; Sharon had double-tied it.

	Catherine now noticed for the first time that her husband was wearing an apron. “You’re wearing an apron, darling. Good idea. That will keep you from ruining your clothes.”

	“I will not wear this,” growled Christopher and he tried to yank it off, which only made the knot tighter.

	Catherine looked confused. “Why not?”

	“Aprons are for girls and I'm not a girl,” said Christopher testily.

	Sharon snickered in the background, but said nothing. Nevertheless, this snicker was enough to tell Catherine what was going on. Clearly, her mother had insisted that Christopher wear the apron and he had not been able to resist her. Now that Catherine was here, he decided to rebel in the hopes that she would help him. She knew, however, that this problem between her mother and Christopher would never go away if she intervened to save Christopher. She decided to take her mother’s side to teach him a lesson about standing up for himself.

	“Aprons aren’t for girls, Christopher. They’re for people doing housework, male or female,” countered Catherine. “And frankly, I think it’s a good idea that you wear an apron.”

	Christopher glared at his wife. “I don’t want to wear it.”

	“Oh Christopher, don't be such a baby,” said Catherine. “The apron will protect your clothes, so wear it.” She said this firmly, but not quite as an order. Still, the way she said it stopped Christopher’s efforts to untie the apron.

	“But honey,” he complained, almost whining.

	“Just wear it,” said Catherine. This was said sweetly, but Christopher recognized it as an order. His wife’s tone meant, “I’m not going to order you to do this, but if you refuse, there will be hell to pay.”

	Christopher sighed. “Fine.”

	Catherine kissed him on the cheek. “Good choice,” she said. Sharon snickered again.

	“What are you laughing at?” demanded Christopher.

	Sharon now openly chuckled. “My husband never whined so much when I made him wear an apron”

	“I’m not whining,” growled Christopher.

	“Dad wore an apron?” asked Catherine. She ignored her husband.

	“Whenever he cleaned the house, he did.” Sharon ignored Christopher as

	well.

	“Dad cleaned the house? I don’t remember him cleaning the house either,”

	said Catherine. “I just remember Aunt Berta cleaning the house.” Sharon smirked. “This was before Aunt Berta.”

	“Interesting. I don’t remember that at all.” Catherine looked at her watch. “Well, I need to go.” She gathered her coffee, her keys and her purse. “I’m off to work. You two get along... play nice. Don’t make me separate you and send you to your rooms,” said Catherine playfully as she wagged her finger at her mother and her still-agitated husband.

	“We’ll be fine, dear. Achieve big things at work,” said Sharon. “I will, mom.”

	Sharon and Catherine kissed each other on the cheek. Catherine then tottered over to her husband on her sharp heels which made her a good six inches taller than Christopher and she kissed him on the cheek as well. As she did, she whispered in his ear. “Behave today,” she said firmly.

	Christopher bit his tongue and nodded his head. He wanted to say that he wasn't the provocateur and that she was whispering in the wrong ear, but he knew that arguing with her now would be problematic at best.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” he said with a sarcastic twinge.

	“Good boy,” replied Catherine, making him feel small. She left a moment

	later.

	With his wife gone, Christopher reached behind himself once again to

	loosen the apron. As he did, however, Sharon handed him a broom. “What’s this for?” he asked.

	“It’s time to start the housework,” said Sharon. “The floor is a mess.”

	 

	—o—

	 

	Christopher looked frazzled when Catherine came home that evening.

	“What happened to you?” asked Catherine. She tossed the mail and her purse onto the small table by the door.

	“Your mother.”

	Catherine sighed. “What happened?”

	“Where do I start?” asked Christopher rhetorically as they walked to the bedroom so Catherine could change out of her work clothes. “It was a long, hard unpleasant day. It started the minute you left. She handed me a broom and said, ‘get to work.’ From there, she had me sweep. She had me dust. She had me

	mop—”

	“Well, the apartment did need it.”

	Christopher felt a stabbing pain in his pride. He thought he kept a clean house. He thought of himself as excellent at housework. To hear his wife, join his mother-in-law in what he saw as unfair criticism stung. Still, that wasn’t what had bothered him most about the day.

	“Putting that aside, the thing is, when I didn’t do it to her satisfaction, she made me do it all over again,” said Christopher.

	Catherine raised an eyebrow. “She 'made' you? Who put her in charge?” asked Catherine as she removed her suit jacket and hung it over a chair. Her ample breasts pushed out against her tight, white blouse.

	Christopher blushed. “Well, no one.” “Then how did she 'make' you?”

	He blushed even deeper. “I don’t know,” he admitted. “She just kind of said what to do and it made sense, so I did it.”

	“So, she didn't really 'make' you after all?” “Well—”

	“She pointed out where you had failed and you redid the work. That’s really what you’re telling me, isn’t it?” said Catherine. She knew her mother could be bossy, but she also knew that Christopher had a tendency to whine a bit and this sounded like whining. At the very least, it sounded exaggerated.

	“The problem was,” said Christopher, avoiding her point, “that she wasn’t being reasonable. She kept making me redo perfectly fine work over and over. She kept saying, ‘My daughter works hard to support you. The least you can do is make sure you maintain her apartment correctly.’ Then she would go into her “you don’t have a job’ garbage.”

	“But you do have a job.”

	“I know, but she thinks being a teacher ‘isn’t a real job'.”

	“Well, don’t let it get to you,” said Catherine. She sat down on the bed and removed her spike heels. She started rubbing her sore feet. Christopher stood nearby shuffling his feet. He still wore the apron.

	“She even had the nerve to ask me: 'I take it you are content to live off my

	daughter?’ ” said Christopher in tone which mocked Sharon's voice. “I said that wasn't the case. I might even have used a bad word or two—”

	“Christopher?”

	“I’m sorry, baby. It just slipped out.”

	“I should wash your mouth out with soap.”

	Christopher blushed. “She said the same thing. Then she said, ‘Most men would be too humiliated to let a woman support them’ Can you believe that?”

	Catherine handed her shoes to her husband. “Put those in the closet, dear.” Christopher took them and placed them on his wife's shoe shelf in the closet. They were still warm and slightly damp from her wearing them. Something

	about them still being warm sent a shiver down his spine.

	“I tried to tell her that I do earn a salary” he continued. “She didn’t care. She said it was too small to matter, as if she even knew how much I make. Then I told her that I contribute in other ways too. ‘Like what?’ she said. I told her about all the housework I do and she actually said, ‘So you are a maid after all?’ She said it soooo smugly too. I could have strangled her.”

	Catherine rose from the bed and pulled off her skirt and blouse. “I hope you stood up to her?”

	Christopher bit his lip. He hadn't. There didn’t seem to be a good moment for it all day, so he had said nothing. He wasn’t sure how to admit that to his wife, though his silence said all she needed to know. She shook her head.

	“Christopher,” she said in a soft but scolding term. “I know... I know. I’ll do it.”

	“I certainly hope so.”

	—o—

	 

	Later that night, Catherine and Sharon were having an after-dinner drink. Christopher was busy in the bedroom. The conversation started light and full of stories about vacations Sharon had taken over the years or things Catherine had done during her childhood, but it soon turned to more contentious matters.

	“Mom, I want you to treat Christopher better,” said Catherine.

	“Better? Better how? I already treat him better than he deserves,” countered

	Sharon.

	“He's a good guy, mom.”

	“I’m sure he is, darling. And if he had married anyone else, I might be happy for him, but not you. You deserve better.”

	“I love Christopher, mom.”

	“But how could you? He’s such a wimp. He whines. He ninnies. He’s half an inch from being a girl,” said Sharon. She leaned forward against the small table. “You need better. You need a real man.”

	Catherine shook her head. “He is a real man!” she protested.

	“Ha! He’s more girlish than manly. I’m surprised he doesn’t run around the apartment in a dress,” said Sharon. Then she added in a grumbling tone, “At least if he wore heels he’d be as tall as you are.”

	“I’ve made up my mind, mom,” said Catherine firmly. “You made a mistake.”

	“I’ve made no mistake, and there’s nothing you can do to change my mind.

	So let it go,” said Catherine.

	“See, darling, that’s the worst part of it. You’ve made this mistake and you won’t admit it. You won’t even consider the idea. Do you know what's going to happen, dear?” asked Sharon.

	“No, but I'm sure you’re going to tell me.”

	“I am. You’re going to come across a real man one day and you’re going to face the awful choice: ‘Do I leave my sissy husband for this man I really love, or do I try to forget him and live unhappily knowing my husband is not man enough for me?’ That’s your future. I don’t want you to face that!”

	“That’s ridiculous,” said Catherine dismissively. “It’s not.”

	Catherine shook her head. She knew that Christopher wasn’t the most macho guy. And admittedly, that bothered her at times. But she had come to terms with it and she had learned to let him be who he was because he always found ways to make her happy regardless. She would never try to explain any of this to her mother, because she would misinterpret all of it, but it gave her comfort that she had married the right man, even if he... well, he was fine.

	“Let it go, mom,” said Catherine confidently.

	Sharon leaned back and stared deeply into her daughter’s eyes for several seconds. “If it’s so ridiculous, darling, then prove me wrong.”

	Catherine furrowed her brow and pursed her lips. “No!” she declared as if she had been insulted.

	“Why? Are you afraid I’m right? Prove me wrong if I’m wrong.” “I’m not interested, mom.”

	“You’re afraid.” “I’m not.”

	“Then prove me wrong.”

	“There’s nothing to prove,” said Catherine. “I love Christopher and that’s that. I’m not interested in a more macho guy.”

	Sharon snickered. “Ha! See, even you admit that he’s not macho.” Catherine blushed. “Let it go, mom.”

	“If you won’t do it for me, then do it for yourself,” said Sharon in a pained tone. This made Catherine shudder. She hated it when her mother turned on the guilt trips. Her whole life, her mother had done this to her.

	Catherine gritted her teeth and said nothing.

	Sharon took her hand. “Hove you, darling. I want you to be happy. That’s all a mother wants. And I’m afraid for your future.” She paused. “Who knows, maybe you’re right? But if that’s the case, then you have nothing to fear from letting me try to prove this to you.” She paused again and turned her face away. “But I guess, if you don't have any faith in Christopher, then I can see why you're afraid.”

	Catherine burned with a combination of guilt, shame, and the kind of anger only her mother’s manipulations could bring on. Her mother had called into question her own faith in her husband and had done so magnificently. She had flipped everything and if Catherine didn’t try to prove her wrong that somehow now meant that she lacked faith in her own husband. She didn’t want any part of this, but she no longer saw how she could avoid it.

	“What are you proposing?” growled Catherine. “Simple noninterference. You do nothing.”

	Catherine folded her arms. “What are you talking about, mother?”

	“Give me a couple weeks. I’ll show you the kind of man Christopher really is and that you will never be happy with him. You just sit back and don’t interfere. Don’t warn him, don’t guide him. Let me expose the real him.”

	“Why would I agree to that?” asked Catherine doubtfully.

	“Three reasons. First, you’re afraid I’m right about him not being manly enough for you—”

	“You are not right about him.”

	“We’ll see. Secondly, you’re afraid I'm right about you lacking faith in him.” Sharon paused to let this statement work its way deep into Catherine’s psyche. “And lastly, I’ll make you a promise. If you’re right about him, then I swear I will do my very best to get along with Chrissy for as long as you’re married.”

	“And I’m supposed to divorce him if you’re right?” asked Catherine coldly.

	Sharon shook her head. “No. What you do then is up to you. I just want you to see the truth.”

	Catherine didn’t like the idea of letting her mother mess with her husband, but she did like her mother’s promise. Her mother was a pain, but she did keep her promises and Catherine liked the idea very much of her mother being forced to get along with Christopher. Catherine also kept hearing, “You’re afraid I’m right” in her head and she intensely wanted to prove her mother wrong.

	“Well?” asked Sharon.

	“All right, mother. I'll take your challenge. You’ve completely misunderstood Christopher and you’ve underestimated me. Do your worst. I’ll even help you. And when this is all over, I want you to apologize to Christopher and then you will treat him like your favorite son, and I never want to hear you say another negative word to him or about him. Got it?”

	Sharon chuckled ominously. “Deal.”

	The terms of the deal were set. Catherine would let her mother try to “expose” Christopher, whatever that meant. She agreed that she wouldn’t interfere with her mother or warn Christopher or try to convince him not to do something Sharon asked. She wouldn’t need to either, she told herself. She had faith in

	Christopher. Besides, what could her mother possibly do to him?

	


Chapter Three: “Give Me Back My Clothes!”

	—o—

	 

	Normally Catherine took her coffee, kissed her husband, and left for work. Today, she hung around the kitchen sipping her coffee because she couldn't bring herself to leave. She was worried what her mother might do to Christopher and she wanted to be there just in case she was needed... even though she had promised not to interfere. She also thought that her presence might help in some manner even if she didn't interfere directly. She would need to leave soon though.

	Christopher rinsed out the coffee pot. He would do the rest of the dishes next. As Christopher worked, Sharon came up behind him holding out the same apron Christopher wore the prior day. Catherine tensed up.

	“Don’t forget your apron,” said Sharon.

	Sharon pulled the apron around his waist without asking for permission. Interestingly, Christopher didn’t put up any fight today, as he had the prior day. Catherine suddenly had a sickening feeling.

	“What if he doesn’t fight back because I told him to be nice to my mother?” she asked herself. She bit her lip nervously.

	“There, now your clothes are safe, Chrissy,” said Sharon.

	“Will you please stop calling me that? My name is Christopher.” Sharon patted him on the back. “Don’t let the eggs overcook.”

	Christopher returned his attention to the stove where he was frying some eggs for breakfast. Sharon set out two plates at the table. Then she sat down and sipped her juice. As always, she was a tad overdressed for lounging around the house. She wore a yellow sundress and white high-heeled wedge sandals and lots of jewelry and lots of makeup. She looked at her watch.

	“Shouldn’t you be off to work, darling?” said Sharon to Catherine.

	Catherine tensed up again. “She wants me gone,” she thought. Then she nodded her head. “Yes.”

	“Then why are you hanging out here. Christopher and I will be fine. Now

	go change the world,” said Sharon with a small laugh.

	Catherine knew she needed to leave, much as she wanted to stay. So, she reluctantly set down her coffee cup, picked up the travel cup and her purse and her keys, and kissed Christopher goodbye. Then she went to kiss her mother on the cheek. As she did, Sharon whispered to her.

	“Don’t worry, darling. I won’t hurt him.” Catherine shuddered.

	After breakfast, Christopher cleared the plates and cleaned the kitchen. Sharon was nowhere to be seen. When he finished, he went to his bedroom to take a nice hot shower and then change his clothes. Much to his surprise, Sharon was already there with a garbage bag. She was looking through his closet.

	“What are you doing in my closet?” he asked suspiciously.

	“If you’re going to be my daughter’s husband, then you need to improve your wardrobe. You can’t wear anything with holes or missing buttons or anything hopelessly out of style,” she said.

	“I can handle my own wardrobe,” said Christopher.

	Sharon held up a t-shirt with a finger-size hold right beneath the collar. “Apparently, you can't. Really, Chrissy, my daughter goes out of her way to look fashionable and presentable, the least you can do is try to wear clothes that don’t look like Swiss cheese!”

	Christopher opened his mouth to object, but decided against it. She had a point, after all. His wardrobe had gotten a little old and a little worn. Sometimes he even felt embarrassed at how he looked compared to Catherine, who always looked so stylish and authoritative. At the very least, it would do him well to get rid of the bad pieces from his closet and replace them with something more modern and less worn, and he saw no harm in letting Sharon root those out for him.

	“What harm can she possibly do?” he asked himself.

	So, Christopher agreed and went to shower. When he finished, he dried himself off and wrapped the towel around his waist. He found Sharon waiting for him, sitting on the edge of the bed.

	“I need to get dressed,” he said.

	“We need to talk,” said Sharon. “I need to get dressed first.”

	“Then get dressed.” She didn’t move.

	“I’d like some privacy,” said Christopher after a few seconds. Sharon didn’t budge.

	“Fine,” said Christopher with frustration. He was determined to act as if her presence didn’t bother him. He also assumed she would flee before he stripped off the towel. So, he walked over to his underwear drawer and opened it. He intended to grab a pair of briefs, which he thought would send Sharon running from the prospect of his nakedness, but the drawer was empty except for several pair of what appeared to be Catherine’s panties. He checked the surrounding drawers, but found nothing but more panties and lingerie.

	“Where are my underwear?” he asked coldly. “They’re in the drawer.”

	Christopher looked again. He saw nothing but the panties. “Where? All I see is panties.”

	Sharon slowly shook her leg. “Those are yours.”

	Christopher furrowed his brow. “That’s not funny.” His penis tingled. “It wasn’t meant to be.”

	“I’m not wearing panties. What did you do with my underwear?” asked Christopher harshly.

	Sharon smirked at him and rose to her feet. At first, Christopher thought she was going to show him where his underwear had gone, but she didn’t. Instead, she walked past him out the door and started down the hallway toward the kitchen.

	“We’ll talk after you’re dressed,” said Sharon over her shoulder. "Where are my underwear, Sharon?!” yelled Christopher after her.

	She never answered and never turned around. She just tottered down the hallway to her room. Christopher felt that creepy annoyed feeling watching her go, but there was nothing he could do about it at the moment. He couldn’t even follow her as his penis now stood erect beneath his towel, pushing it out like a tent pole. Letting her see that would be a fatal mistake.

	“When is she leaving again?” he asked himself sourly.

	Christopher returned to his drawers and started searching for his underwear. He found nothing. He looked in the hamper. It was empty. He looked under the bed. There was nothing. He even walked down the hallway to the laundry room. Still nothing. There was no sign of his underwear anywhere.

	“Where could they be?” he asked.

	He scratched his head and considered the possibilities. Only one made

	sense.

	 


“She probably hid them in her room,” he told himself.

	Christopher stormed off to the guest room where Sharon was staying. He

	knocked hard on her door.

	“Where are my underwear?” he demanded. “They’re in your drawers.”

	“Those are panties. I’m not wearing panties. What have you done with my briefs?”

	Sharon opened the door and looked him up and down. He still wore the towel, though his erection had subsided... though now it was considered returning. Something about her smug, superior gaze seemed to spark it.

	“Put on the panties, Chrissy. They suit you,” said Sharon. “I will not,” he growled.

	Sharon folded her arms and started tapping her high-heel clad foot against the floor. “Then what do you propose to do?” This was more of a challenge than a question. She was telling him that he would never find them.

	Christopher glared at her. He considered searching her room, but he saw no evidence of them from here and he doubted she really had them in there - it seemed too obvious for her. Besides, trying to search her room would lead to serious conflict of epic proportions, and he had promised Catherine he would avoid that. He decided it was wiser to tell Catherine what had happened and let her solve it. In the meantime, he would go without underwear. He didn’t like that, but it was the best alternative.

	“She’s not going to win this stupid game of hers, whatever it is. I can go without underwear for a few hours,” he told himself.

	Christopher went to his closet to grab a shirt and some slacks.

	“I don’t know what she’s thinking,” he grumbled. “What a stupid idea!”

	He tossed his towel on the bed and threw open his closet when he reached his room... and his jaw dropped! Much to his dismay, he saw instantly that Sharon had struck here too! His clothes were gone! In their place, Sharon had left women’s clothes. He ran his finger over several blouses.

	“I can’t wear these!” exclaimed Christopher.

	He yanked out the first one that caught his eye and he cringed. It was a soft pink blouse with puffy sleeves. He grabbed another. This was a sleeveless orange top with a ribbed pattern in the material. He dropped both to the floor and grabbed a third. This looked like a white dress shirt at first, but it had a lacey collar and pearl buttons.

	“What is wrong with her?!” he growled.

	Then something strange caught his eye in the area of his pants. Something wasn’t right there either. He reached for what appeared to be a pair of slacks, but saw immediately that they weren’t slacks at all: they were a skirt!

	“No way!” he exclaimed.

	Christopher flipped through what had appeared to be his pants. What he found made him sick to his stomach. All the long pants turned out to be skirts. There were two pair of jeans, but both turned out to be capri pants with silver studs all over the pockets. There were three pairs of shorts, but they were basically hotpants.

	“Sharon!” he yelled.

	This was too much! He grabbed his towel again and tried to wrap it around his waist. He didn’t realize that he was hard as a rock as he did this. Or that his erection would be obvious.

	“Sharon!!”

	She didn’t come, so Christopher left the bedroom and stormed down the hallway to find her. He found his mother-in- law in the kitchen. She was calmly making tea as if nothing had happened.

	“All right, the game’s over. Where are my clothes?!” demanded Christopher.

	Sharon slowly turned to face him. When she saw him wrapped in the towel,

	her eyes were immediately drawn to his erection. She let out a loud, emasculating laugh. “Excited, are we?”

	Christopher blushed and instinctively tried to hide his body with his hands. Naturally, that didn’t work. All it did was make him look embarrassed, which made Sharon smirk.

	“How did I know the idea of wearing women’s clothes would excite you?” asked Sharon rhetorically. Her tone was deeply snide.

	“It doesn’t excite me!” protested Christopher.

	"Oh, but it does.” She pointed to his erection as proof. “That has nothing to do with it.”

	“Really? Then what else has made you so hard, darling?” Christopher blushed. He had no answer.

	Sharon snickered. “Anyways, to answer your question, your old clothes are safely hidden somewhere you'll never find them,” she said.

	“They’re in your room, aren’t they? They’re in your suitcases!” “Of course, not,” she said dismissively.

	Oddly, something about her tone convinced Christopher this was true. Besides, if that were the case, then all he needed to do was go grab them to end her silly game. She was too devious to make that kind of mistake, he told himself. But if they weren’t there, then where were they? And where had she gotten all the feminine clothes? And why was she doing this at all? Maybe that was the important question here.

	“What do you want?” he asked. “Why did you do this?” “I’m making a point.”

	“What point?”

	“You aren’t man enough for my daughter. You know it. I know it. You’re nothing but a housewife. And if you’re going to be a housewife for my daughter, then you should dress the part.”

	“I am not a wife... I’m not a woman!” growled Christopher. “Is that so?” asked Sharon drolly.

	Her tone made Christopher’s skin crawl, and the emasculating implication of what she said made him tingle with a feeling of weakness. “Give me back my

	clothes!” he exclaimed. Unfortunately, there was a hint of helplessness in his cry, and Sharon spotted it instantly.

	“No.”

	It was a simple word, powerfully spoken, and it stunned Christopher. He suddenly found himself at a loss at how to proceed. There was no way to force her to give him back his clothes. Nor was it likely he could find his clothes as he had already effectively searched the house. So, what could he do? He could hang around the house in a towel all day, but what would Catherine say about that? Wouldn’t that just make him seem like more of a wimp to Catherine anyway? He could call his wife, but the same problem arose. So no, he realized, he needed to solve this problem himself

	“Look Sharon—”

	Sharon held up her hand to cut him off. “Don’t waste your breath, Chrissy.

	If you want your clothes back, then you need to do as I say.”

	Christopher felt a chill race down his spine. “What do you want?!” “We will talk after you are dressed.”

	Christopher bit his lip. He knew he was beaten. All he could do now was beg for mercy. “Can’t we please talk about this?”

	Sharon stared at him coldly. She wasn’t giving an inch. She offered no mercy.

	“Sharon, please, this is too much.”

	“I suggest you get on with it. The longer this takes, the less inclined I will be to be kind. There are many ways we can do this and some are more unpleasant than others. The choice is yours, Chrissy.”

	“I want my clothes back.” “Then do as I say.”

	“What guarantee do I have that you’ll give them back?”

	Sharon snickered. “None. But keep this in mind, Chrissy. There’s no chance I will give your clothes back if you don’t do as I say, so you better think about doing as you’re told even without any guarantee.”

	Christopher ran his tongue over his lips nervously. He wasn’t sure what to do, but he knew that sniping back at his mother-in-law was not the answer. So,

	what else could he do? He decided to call his wife. This may not have been wise as it certainly wasn’t going to elevate him in her eyes, but it was necessary. He walked over to the phone and picked it up.

	“What are you doing?” asked Sharon. “I’m calling Catherine.”

	Sharon snickered. “Hiding behind her skirts again, are you? Can’t handle this yourself?”

	Christopher cringed. “What am I supposed to do? You stole all my clothes!” “Do you think she’ll believe that?”

	“Of course, she will,” growled Christopher, though suddenly he wasn’t so sure. More importantly, he wasn’t sure she would be too happy to be called in to help. The one thing she said over and over was that he needed to fix this himself.

	“Good luck explaining this,” scoffed Sharon.

	Christopher’s doubts finally caught up to him. He knew that calling his wife would end poorly. He set the phone down. “Look, what do you want?”

	Sharon folded her arms and chuckled. “All right; Chrissy, I’ll tell you what. You get dressed in whatever you like from the closet. Then you and I are going for a little heart to heart.”

	“About what?”

	“You’ll find out. Then, you can change,” said Sharon.

	“You’ll give me back all my normal clothes?” he asked. “Get dressed.”

	“You promise to give me back my male clothes?”

	“Get dressed,” said Sharon and she walked out of the room.

	


Chapter Four: “Dressed ‘Appropriately’”

	—o—

	 

	Christopher stared blankly at his closet for some time. He wasn’t sure what to do. Letting Sharon force him into wearing women's clothes seemed like a massive mistake. But how could he avoid it? She had left him no male clothing. He reached out and flipped through the blouses and skirts and capris. There was nothing even slightly masculine.

	“I can't do this,” said Christopher.

	He pulled out one of the capris and examined it. It was covered in glittery silver studs which formed a rainbow on each pocket and the words “Girl Power” over the front pocket, which was a fake pocket. They were very feminine.

	“I just can’t wear any of this!”

	“You're not dressed yet?” asked Sharon from the doorway. She held a cup of steaming coffee. “You should probably know that two of my friends are coming in about an hour. I'd lose the towel.”

	Christopher's jaw dropped. “Coming?! Who’s coming?!” “Some friends. A young couple I know—”

	“Here?!”

	“Of course. Why would they visit me somewhere else when I’m here?”

	Christopher had a vision of a young man and young woman walking into the house and seeing him in his towel. He was hard and couldn't hide his erection. They looked shocked. And then the towel slipped off at the worst possible moment. He saw them pointing and laughing!

	“You need to give me back my clothes!” said Christopher nervously. Sharon shook her head.

	“I can't wear this towel!” “No, you can't.”

	“Then what am I going to wear?!” demanded Christopher. Panic was beginning to cloud his brain. His thoughts came through as if they were shrouded

	now and he couldn't focus to clear them.

	Sharon pointed to the closet. “Pick something.”

	Christopher shook his head. He would not wear women's clothes. He would never wear women's clothes. But what could he do? He just wasn’t able to think of anything. “I’m calling Catherine,” he said unexpectedly.

	Sharon smirked. “If you think that will help.”

	This time, Christopher wasn’t listening to his doubts. He had a problem he could not solve. And as embarrassing as it was, he needed Catherine’s help to fix this. So he picked up the phone and dialed his wife’s office number. Her secretary connected him a moment later.

	“Hi honey, what's up?” asked Catherine.

	Christopher dove right in. “Listen,” I said “I would be nice to your mother

	-I promised, but she took my clothes and all that's left are panties and skirts” said Christopher.

	This made no sense to Catherine. How had her mother taken his clothes? What panties and skirts did he own to be “left”? “I don’t understand, what happened?”

	“Your mother took all my clothes and now she’s invited friends to the house.”

	“Took all your clothes? What are you talking about, Christopher? How has she taken all your clothes?”

	“What am I going to wear?” squealed Christopher.

	There was a moment of silence. Catherine was confused. She was also short on time as she had a presentation coming up in a few minutes. She needed to focus on that not this... this nonsense. “Christopher, I’m really busy. I need to go into a meeting in a minute and I don’t have time for this—”

	“She took all my clothes!”

	“How is that even possible, darling?”

	Christopher opened his mouth to say that he needed her help to fix this, but he stopped when he realized that his wife really was not in any mood to continue. In fact, her tone suggested growing frustration or anger.

	“Listen, honey, I love you, but I need to go. You need to solve this yourself,

	darling,” said Catherine.

	“I— I— I suppose you’re right” said Christopher reluctantly.

	Sharon was chuckling at him in the corner. This made his skin crawl. “Good boy. I’ll be home later,” said Catherine.

	With that, Catherine hung up. Christopher had gotten nothing from the call. In fact, he likely had lost ground. Sharon now knew that he would receive no help from his wife. He was all on his own now. She also knew that he had no solution. It was time to strike.

	“Let me offer a suggestion,” said Sharon. “What?”

	“If you wear the towel, they’ll think you’re a pervert. I'll also tell Catherine that you’re acting passive aggressively to interfere with me seeing my friends. Alternatively, you could try to dress yourself. Do that and they’ll recognize you as a man in women’s clothes. Again, they'll assume you’re a pervert and you will be humiliated. Or we can go a different way,” said Sharon.

	“What way?”

	“I’ll help you dress yourself and make yourself up in such a way that they’ll assume you really are a young woman. No will know what you’ve done except me, and I won’t tell anyone.”

	Christopher licked his lips nervously. “No one ever knows?” asked Christopher sharply.

	Sharon folded her arms. “I won't say a word.” “Catherine never finds out?”

	“As I said, I won’t say a word.”

	Christopher was trembling, he was so nervous and embarrassed. But this sounded like the only good option to escape this trap unscathed, assuming he could trust her, which he suspected he could. Sharon was a lot of things, but a liar she was not.

	As Christopher watched, Sharon walked over to his underwear drawer and pulled out a pair of boy-cut, mint-colored panties with little white flowers on them. She held them out for Christopher.

	“Slip into these,” she said.

	Christopher knew this was coming, but it still startled him. “You want me to wear these?”

	“Yes. Slip them on.”

	Christopher tried one last time to come up with an alternative, but couldn’t think of a thing, so he reluctantly reached out and took them. They were rather simple, but they were still enough to make him shudder. He’d never worn panties before. He’d never wanted to either. As he slid them up his legs, he felt pure embarrassment. Strangely, this embarrassment made him grow hard. He immediately tried to turn away from Sharon so she couldn’t see his erection.

	“Turn around. Let me see if they fit,” said Sharon. Christopher blushed. “They fit. Trust me.”

	“Show me” demanded Sharon.

	Christopher didn’t want to turn around, but he knew it was inevitable that she would see him. It wasn’t like he could get dressed without her seeing his crotch. So, he clenched his jaw and slowly turned around.

	Sharon immediately saw his erection pushing up his panties and she laug- hed out loud. “Oh Chrissy, you are a special little sissy, aren’t you?” Then she snidely added: “Do you need to play with yourself to calm down before we

	continue?”

	“No” snapped Christopher. Burning shame crept up the back of his neck. “Imagine getting hard just from wearing panties.”

	Christopher’s entire face now burned with shame. “It wasn’t the panties.” “Clearly it was.”

	“It wasn’t!”

	“Then what was it?”

	“This was just an accident” said Christopher and he nodded toward his

	penis.

	“An accident” said Sharon with a laugh. “Hardly. Clearly, you find

	wearing panties to be erotic.”

	Christopher shuddered. He was losing this fight badly and he knew it. “Can we please get on with this?”

	Sharon shrugged her shoulders. “Certainly. But you can’t pass as a woman

	with that sticking out. Make it go away.” She looked coldly into his eyes and then lowered her gaze to his crotch as if to say, “Go ahead... I’ll wait.”

	Christopher grimaced. “I can’t” he admitted. “Why not?”

	“It’s not something men can do” said Christopher and he slipped his hands down to try to hide erection. He failed.

	“I do know a little something about men, Chrissy. If this doesn’t excite you, then your thing should shrink again. Everybody knows that. Now make it shrink. There’s no place for it today.”

	Sharon’s allegations humiliated Christopher, which compelled him to prove to his mother-in-law that putting on the panties had not excited him. So he cleared his mind and tried to think of something that didn’t excite him. Unfortunately, with Sharon staring at his erection - and his erection being wrapped in panties to boot - he just wasn’t able to clear his mind of the sexual tension he felt to make his erection subside.

	“Well, Chrissy?” asked Sharon.

	“Could you please not call me that?!”

	“You’re still hard, Chrissy” said Sharon, emphasizing his feminized name.

	Christopher grunted, took a deep breath, and closed his eyes, trying to think of something not exciting. It didn’t work. His erection remained. If anything, his erection grew bigger.

	“That's what I thought,” said Sharon disgustedly. “And to think, my daughter married you.”

	“She married me because she loves me!” “Uh huh,” said Sharon dismissively.

	“And I’m not whatever you think of me. I am manly!”

	Sharon merely looked at his erection in the panties to counter his claim.

	“If you don’t like it, then why are you making me wear panties?!” exclaimed Christopher in frustration. “How does it help me meet your insane macho standard by putting me in panties?!”

	Sharon ignored his outburst and tossed him a pair of stockings. “Put those

	on.”

	Christopher glared at the stockings in his hand.

	“Go on,” said Sharon. “Sit down. Roll them into a ball. Slip your foot into them and pull them up your legs, unrolling them as you go.”

	“Why don’t we stop?”

	“Put them on,” said Sharon firmly.

	Christopher took a deep breath. For an instant, Sharon thought he might refuse. This brought Sharon a mixture of excitement and happiness, and an odd urge to belligerence. But then he sat down, rolled up the stockings and slipped into them. Sharon now felt a contradictory mixture of disappointment and a smugness related to confirming that she had been right about him all along.

	For his part, Christopher felt a strangely luxurious sensation as he pulled the stockings up his legs. He now understood why women wore stockings. They were tight, but not unpleasantly so. To the contrary, they felt firming and they made his legs feel electric. He liked that a lot. He didn't want to say anything, however, as he didn't want to give Sharon any more ammunition.

	“They’re very you,” said Sharon.

	Christopher said nothing. He felt too guilty about liking the sensations created by the stockings to respond. He worried that any response might betray these feelings to his mother-in-law.

	“Now let’s put this on,” said Sharon. “Raise your arms over your head.”

	Christopher did as he was told. As he did, Sharon slipped a corset around his torso. Catherine wore these at times, so he was familiar with them, though he'd never seen one as sturdy in her collection before. Not to mention hers all closed at the front. This one closed at the back.

	“Take a deep breath.”

	He took a deep breath and Sharon pulled the corset tightly around his torso. It seemed really tight to Christopher. Then Sharon yanked the laces to get the latch closed. Christopher couldn't believe how tight it became.

	“I can barely breathe!” he protested.

	“That's the price of fashion. Just wait until you slip into a pair of heels.” “Heels?” asked Christopher nervously. He couldn’t see himself in heels.

	“What’s wrong with heels?”

	Sharon laughed. “Spoken like a man. All you know is that you like to see women in them, isn’t that right? They make women look fabulously feminine, and you find women in heels irresistible. Typical man.” She shook her head. “Well, Chrissy, just wait until you need to wear them. They’re difficult to walk in and really uncomfortable.”

	“But women wear them all the time.”

	“As I said, beauty comes at a cost and women are willing to pay that cost.” “But why wear them if they’re so uncomfortable?”

	Sharon snickered. “Men.”

	Christopher shook his head. That sounded crazy to him. “I don’t think I want to wear heels,” he said weakly.

	“Every housewife wears heels.”

	“I’m not a housewife!” he exclaimed.

	“Yet. Not a housewife yet. Now hold tight,” said Sharon.

	Before Christopher could object, she gave the corset laces one more strong tug and then tied it off. It now forced Christopher's body into a much more feminine shape, like an hourglass. It also made it even harder for him to breathe. Christopher sucked in air, trying to counter how tightly it squeezed his lungs, but the corset was winning.

	“I can’t breathe.”

	“You’ll learn how. Just take shallow breaths.” As Sharon said this, she stepped back and admired his new shape. It was exactly what she wanted. With luck, she told herself, over the next few weeks, it will slowly reshape his body to be more feminine. “That will drive Catherine crazy when she notices his body developing feminine curves! There’s no way she’ll be able to stand that!”

	Christopher finally caught his breath. “I’m not a housewife,” he said, responding to her prior comment.

	“Is that so?” said Sharon condescendingly.

	“I hear the doubt in your voice, but it’s true. I’m not a housewife. I don’t want to be a housewife. And I think we need to stop all of this silliness. So why don’t you give me back my clothes?”

	“Let me show you something, Chrissy.”

	“What is it?”

	“Here, put this on first.” As she said this, she slipped a dress over his head and helped him pull his arms through its sleeves. Then she pulled it down into place and adjusted it before zipping it up in the back. This was a pink pencil dress with a rounded collar and a hem which stopped below the knees. It hugged his body, and it never would have fit without the corset.

	“What are you going to show me?” demanded Christopher.

	Sharon got her purse and pulled out her phone. She pointed it at Christopher and she took his photo. Then she walked over to him. “Take a look at this.” She showed him the image of himself in the dress and the stockings. Despite his face being entirely unchanged, he appeared remarkably feminine. He even had an hourglass figure. This shook him.

	“What am I looking for?” he asked nervously, though he tried to sound

	tough.

	 


“I think you know.”

	Christopher blushed. He knew... but he wasn’t going to admit that.

	“I have known many men in my life,” continued Sharon, “and none of them

	would ever have looked like this in a dress. None. Can you explain why that is? Why do you look so natural in a dress, Chrissy?” She intentionally ignored mentioning the corset, which did a lot to give him this feminine look.

	“I don’t!” gasped Christopher, who genuinely did not see himself looking natural in the dress.

	Sharon folded her arms and started tapping her foot against the floor. “Yes, you do. Now add your passive personality and your willingness to act as a maid in my daughter’s household—’’

	“It’s not her ’household’!” protested Christopher.

	“But it is, and that's the problem, dean I have nothing against you. I think you're a lovely boy and you will make some lucky a girl an amazing housewife... but you aren't right for my daughter.”

	“She has already decided she loves me.”

	“She hasn’t had to face the truth about you, not any more than you have.” Christopher furrowed his brow. “What truth?!” he demanded.

	“That you aren’t a real man.” “I am a man.”

	“Because of this?!” she demanded and she grabbed his erection through the panties and sort of tossed it at him. Its head slapped against his stomach with an embarrassing thud before it popped out the top of the panties. He immediately grabbed it and jammed it back inside the panties. He was mortified that his mother-in-law had touched his penis.

	“D— d— don’t!” he squealed.

	Sharon ignored him and shoved the phone image in his face. “Is this a man?”

	Christopher's face turned bright red. He didn’t know what to say. Admittedly, he knew no men who looked so feminine in a dress. That was for sure. Heck, if he was being truthful, he didn't even know any men who would have let them be put into a dress. But then, this wasn't exactly his idea either, and that was the point he realized he needed to make.

	“Look, Sharon. Whatever I may look like in that image, you need to keep one thing in mind,” he said firmly. “I didn't choose to dress like this. I don't run around the house in dresses. This was your idea! You made me do it!”

	“Do you think any other man would have let me do it to them?” countered Sharon.

	Christopher felt like he had been punched in the gut. Sweat beaded up nervously on his lip. His lack of overt masculinity was enough to make him insecure already; that had always worried him. Being dressed as he was now made that an order of magnitude worse. Being told that he had somehow acquiesced to being cross-dressed startled him. It shook his manhood.

	“Can what she says be true?” he asked himself.

	


Chapter Five: “Here's The Deal”

	—o—

	 

	Sharon knew she had scored a direct hit on Christopher and she let it soak in deeply before she continued talking. She wanted Christopher’s mind to fill with as much doubt as possible before she moved in for the kill, and right now he was a deer caught in her headlights.

	“I’m not trying to insult you, Chrissy,” said Sharon in a comforting tone that made Christopher’s skin crawl and sent a jolt of weakness down his spine. “I just don't want you both going down this path, getting yourselves established, and then discovering you’re incompatible.”

	Christopher opened his mouth to speak, but nothing came out. He wasn’t sure what to say... or believe.

	“I really do just want to help you both,” added Sharon. “How? What do you want?” asked Christopher softly.

	“I'm going to prove to you that this is the real you. And when it’s all over, you're going to see that you prefer to be my daughter's servant rather than pretending to be her husband. Then you will realize that marrying her was a mistake and you will set her free to marry someone else... someone more appropriate.”

	“Catherine would never marry someone else—”

	“That's what we need to find out, isn’t it?” asked Sharon. “She would never do it!”

	“Then you have nothing to fear, do you?”

	Christopher bit his lip. This was actually his greatest fear and here his mother-in-law seemed to identify it with ease. What did she know that he did not? Had Catherine told him something? Was Catherine upset about his lack of masculinity? Did she consider their marriage a mistake?

	“Has she said something?” asked Christopher despite himself. His mouth was bone dry.

	“She doesn’t need to say anything for me to see the problem.” “But—”

	“Trust me, you’ll see it too.”

	Christopher took a deep breath. He needed to know what Sharon knew, even though he didn’t want to play her game. “What are you planning?” he asked. “It’s simple Christopher. I’m going to teach you how to be my daughter’s

	maid... her housewife.” Christopher shook his head.

	“There’s no point in objecting. You effectively already are. I’m just going to teach you how to do it better. You will see how natural it feels and then you will come to understand that you can’t be a good husband for her.” She paused before continuing on the theory of not overwhelming him.

	“How will that prove anything though?” asked Christopher suddenly.

	“It will show you what you truly want, for one thing. For another, you think my daughter will immediately demand that you change back and act as her husband, don’t you?”

	“Of course.”

	“I’m telling you she won’t. As you’ll see, she will accept the new you... as her maid, thereby proving that she doesn’t see you or want you as a husband. She won’t want the pretend you back.”

	Christopher’s jaw dropped. “She would never.” “Shall we see?” asked Sharon smugly.

	Christopher shook his head. “I don’t want her seeing me like this... dressed like this.”

	Sharon smirked again because Christopher was so predictable. “All right, Chrissy,” said Sharon. “If you go through the training as I instruct and you don’t give me any problems, then I will agree that my daughter will not see you dressed as you are now until you show her yourself.”

	“Was there a hidden caveat there?” wondered Christopher. He asked, “You won’t tell her either?”

	“That part will be our little secret.”

	“How about we just skip that part?” asked Christopher.

	Sharon shook her head. “No. That's an important part of your training.” “Why?”

	“It just is. That part is non-negotiable. So do we have a deal?”

	“What if you’re wrong? What if we go through all of this and you're wrong about me and wrong about Catherine?”

	Sharon chuckled. “Then I’m wrong and I’ll be happy for the two of you.” “No more trying to interfere with our marriage?”

	“No more.”

	“No more insults?”

	Sharon now laughed. “None.”

	Christopher raised an eyebrow. He definitely liked that! Moreover, he didn’t see any harm in learning to take better care of his wife. He certainly wasn't thrilled with the silly cross-dressing aspect, but he didn’t see the harm in that except for some embarrassment. Ultimately, all of his concerns seemed acceptable compared to the potential prize. Still, he wasn't sure.

	Sharon wasn't waiting for him to decide, however. She crouched down and picked up a pair of high-heeled sandals with wedge heels. “Come along, Chrissy. Put these on.” She held out the sandals for him to take. They dangled by their ankle straps from her fingertips.

	Christopher took a deep breath. Did he really want to do this? He was awash in confused feelings. He didn't want to put on high heels. He didn't want to wear the dress. He didn’t want to wear any of these feminine items. He wanted to stop all of this. But what Sharon said had gotten under his skin and it made him anxious. Did she know something? What was it? Were he and Catherine truly incompatible in some manner? Part of him needed to know now. What's more, Catherine’s promise seemed fantastic and he could guarantee that he would never be comfortable as Catherine’s maid and he was all but certain that Catherine wouldn’t want it either... he hoped.

	“Now, Chrissy. We have much to do,” said Sharon. She wiggled her fingers, making the shoes swing from the ends of her fingertips.

	“I don’t know,” said Christopher. “Afraid?”

	“No!”

	Sharon shoved the shoes into his chest. “Then prove me wrong.”

	Christopher looked down at the shoes. He wanted to drop them, but he didn’t. He wasn’t sure why he didn’t and he would debate this for the next few days, but whatever the ultimate reasons, he didn’t drop the shoes. Instead, he did as ordered. He sat down and set them on the floor before him.

	“All right,” he said, “but I'm only doing this to prove you wrong.” “If you say so,” said Sharon and she smirked.

	Christopher slipped his foot into the shoe. It felt strange to slip into high heels for the first time. The angle of the sole was unusual and it felt odd to keep his foot at an angle. It felt equally strange to feel straps hold the shoe to his foot. Then seeing his toes pop out the front was strangest of all, at least until he stood up. Standing up was the strangeness multiplied. For one thing, he became taller; everything seemed shorter. For another, he became unstable on his feet. He actually needed to balance, which was something he had never noticed doing before. Most significantly of all though was an ephemeral feeling he could not explain: he felt feminine. That thought made him shudder. It also brought a sense of helplessness with it, which made him tingle and made his penis hard again.

	“Good. Now follow me and let’s start on your housework,” said Sharon. “What about your friends? Don’t I need makeup or a wig?”

	“We’ll get to that.”

	“But how am I going to hide if they see me?”

	“Let me handle it. Now come with me,” said Sharon.

	Sharon started to leave the bedroom for the main hallway. She planned to have Christopher sweep, mop and vacuum all of the floors. But as she walked away, she noticed that he was slow to follow. She turned to see what was wrong and just saw him nearly stumble to the floor. His next few steps were worse.

	“You can’t walk in heels,” she said with some surprise. “I’ve never tried before.”

	Sharon pursed her lips as if she didn't believe this. But then she realized it likely was true. “All right. I’ll teach you.” She moved to the center of the room and stood there with her feet together. She brushed her dress smooth against her

	legs. “Now watch what I do.”

	Christopher took a step back and leaned against the chair to Catherine’s vanity.

	Sharon stood up straight, held her head high, and slowly drifted across the room and back. She was very graceful. “Notice that my posture remains straight. I keep my eyes forward. I don’t look down.”

	“How do you see where you're going?”

	“You look ahead, of course. Now pay attention to my form.”

	Once again, Sharon moved across the floor and back. Her feet moved expertly in her leopard print spike heels. She was very graceful and gave no hint that walking in heels was the least bit difficult or challenging.

	“Heel down first, toes follow,” said Sharon. She moved across the floor again.

	“Feet together. One before the next. Do you see that?” She motioned toward Christopher’s feet. “You give it a try.”

	Christopher took a deep breath and stepped away from the chair. He puffed up his chest and held his head high. Then he swung one leg out and moved it forward. The other followed. Again, he stumbled.

	“No, no, no, dear boy!” said Sharon. “Short steps. Dainty steps. Ladylike steps. You need to glide, not march. You’re not a tin soldier, you’re a dainty ballerina. Now try it again.”

	Christopher blushed at being told he was a dainty ballerina, but he did as she said. He tried again, taking shorter steps. This time, he looked like he was shuffling and still nearly stumbled.

	Sharon glared at him. She began to suspect that he was resisting. And in truth, he was. Christopher had reckoned that if he could not walk in heels safely, then Sharon would let him take them off. If that happened, then she might also let him take off the tight dress and the rest. So, he let his balance slip and he let himself stumble intentionally every few steps.

	“I think what we need is an incentive,” said Sharon.

	“You mean like a reward?” asked Christopher suspiciously. “Something like that,” said Sharon.

	As Christopher watched, Sharon walked over to the vanity and picked up a wooden hairbrush from Catherine's things. Christopher bit his lip. He wasn't entirely sure what she planned to do with the brush, though he had a good guess and he didn’t like it one bit.

	“What’s that for?” asked Christopher nervously.

	“That’s the incentive. Now try it again and get it right.”

	Christopher licked his Ups. He decided he better improve. He started across the room. This time, his steps were too wide and they landed far apart, though all told his gate was vastly improved.

	“Keep your legs together to balance,” said Sharon. She slapped the brush against her palm.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said Christopher reflexively. He glanced nervously at the

	brush.

	 


“Try again.”

	Christopher tried again. His gate was still too wide, his legs moved too far

	apart, and he nearly stumbled. As he did, Sharon stepped up behind him and swung the brush wildly at his rear. It landed with a loud CRAAAAAACCCKKKKK!

	“Ouch!” exclaimed Christopher and he jumped forward, nearly falling

	down.

	 


“Keep your legs together. Try again!” “Don't hit me again!”

	“Do as I say or I will paddle you a lot, Chrissy.”

	Christopher knew she was serious and he also realized that he wasn’t in the

	best position to resist - not without male clothing and with her having photos of him in a dress. He decided he better keep his mouth shut and comply. So, he involuntarily stepped away from Sharon, trying his best to mimic her posture and her gate. His walk was greatly improved.

	“See how much better that was? But keep your arms closer to your sides,” said Sharon.

	“But how do I balance then?” he asked.

	The brush came down like lightening once more:

	CRAAAAAACCCKKKKK!

	Christopher jumped forward again and hugged his stinging rear with his hands. The two blows had genuinely hurt.

	“Do as I say!” growled Sharon.

	Christopher immediately nodded his acquiescence. He did not want to be struck again. So he launched himself once more across the room. This time, he subsumed his masculine ego and he let himself flow as he imagined women do when they walk. He felt silly and emasculated, but at the same time, this seemed to please his mother-in-law. She was smiling... like a shark.

	“Good. Now make sure you keep your chin up,” said Sharon.

	Christopher raised his chin and continued. He felt filled with shame at the feminine manner in which he walked. He couldn’t even see himself, but he knew that men did not walk the way he did, even in heels. It was so unnatural. Still, he avoided punishment and that was the most important thing.

	“Much better,” said Sharon. “I feel like a fool.”

	“You look fine,” said Sharon and she snickered to herself. Christopher indeed looked like a fool as he walked. Rather than teach him to walk as normal women do, Sharon had taught him to walk in an exaggerated, seductive way which made him look ultra-feminine to the point of being unbelievable. Now she just needed to make sure this walk became his natural walk over the next few weeks.

	


Chapter Six: “A Day As The Maid”

	—o—

	 

	Sharon’s friends never showed up - she claimed she asked them to come another day. Either way, Christopher was happy that he didn’t need to withstand visitors. That put him at ease about how he was dressed; it never occurred to him that this might be part of Sharon’s plan to reduce his resistance.

	Without her friends coming, Sharon had plenty of time to put Christopher to work, so he spent the entire day cleaning and picking up the apartment. He did the floors, cleaned the kitchen and did the laundry. He made the beds, dusted and polished his wife’s crystal decorations. He took out garbage, scrubbed bathrooms and changed out towels. By the time he finished, the apartment was cleaner than it had been in years. He had been turned into a true maid.

	What’s more, Christopher did all of this in a tight pencil dress and high- heeled wedges. His feet and calves burned from wearing the heels and his back was sore from the unfamiliar posture. Even his penis was sore.

	Why was his penis sore?

	Because he spent the entire day working with an erection. Indeed, as much as he thought this could never turn him on it apparently did, and he found himself hard as a rock from the moment he started until the moment he finished. Sharon found that quite amusing.

	“Still hard I see,” said Sharon.

	“It’s just an accident” said Christopher defensively, even though he knew this was false.

	Sharon snickered. “All day long? What kind of accident makes a man hard all day long?”

	“It just is.”

	“That doesn’t happen, Chrissy.”

	“I think I know how penises work better than you, Sharon.”

	Sharon laughed. “Is that so? Well, unless you’ve got some secret I know

	nothing about, then I’m rather sure I have more knowledge than you. After all, I've had access to a great many of them in all shapes and sizes. You’ve only ever had one to play with as far as I know... and a tiny one at that.”

	Christopher blushed.

	“And if you do know anything about penises,” said Sharon, “why don’t you admit that your dick is already proving me right about you?”

	Christopher had no retort.

	Sharon continued. “Do you understand what this means, Chrissy? You’ve been hard all day because it turns you on to dress as a woman, to act as a maid, and to take orders from a woman. Think about that, Chrissy, you’re turned on by taking orders from met While I am flattered, I wonder if you still think you’re worthy of being married to my daughter now?”

	Christopher glared at his mother-in-law and worked his lips into a snarl, but on the inside, he was trembling. He was trembling because he was terrified that his mother-in-law might be right. Why else would he be so turned on? And if he was turned on by this, then he was even less of a man than he thought. How would Catherine react when she learned this about him? He imagined the scene:

	“You're turned on by being my maid?!” Catherine would toss out as an opening salvo. Christopher imagined his mother-in-law slinking off, having whispered this unwanted truth into his wife’s ear.

	“Well... I mean... you’ve always known I like a clean house,” he saw himself respond defensively.

	“That’s hardly the same thing, Chrissy!”

	He cringed as she adopted the feminized form of his name which Sharon used.

	She wanted to let him know what she thought of him now.

	“Even worse,” continued Catherine seethingly angrily, “you’re turned on by letting my mother boss you around. My mother, Chrissy!”

	Christopher could think of no response to that.

	“How can I love a man who wants to be dominated by my mother?!” said Catherine disgustedly.

	Christopher felt himself shrink before his wife. He had no response to any of this.

	“No, not a man! A sissy girl,” added Catherine.

	Christopher tried to object. “Sharon dressed me like that!”

	His wife ignored his objection. “How could I love a sissy girl who wants to be dominated by my mother?!” exclaimed Catherine. “There is no way you could be my husband!”

	Christopher shuddered and tried to blot this scene out of his mind. Would his wife really react that way? He didn't know, but it seemed likely to him as that had been the basis of his fear all along, and that worried him.

	“This can’t be true! “There must be some other explanation for my erection!

	I can’t be turned on by this!” he told himself.

	“All right, Chrissy. Time to change,” said Sharon. “Change? What more do you want me to wear?”

	Sharon chuckled. “If you don’t want to change, that’s fine. But Catherine will be home soon and I thought you didn’t want Catherine seeing you dressed like that.”

	Christopher looked down at the dress and heels he wore. He most definitely did not want that. He was surprised, however, that Sharon had reminded him to change. Perhaps he could trust her word not to expose him after all. That actually gave him a bit of confidence.

	What Christopher didn’t realize was that Sharon knew that simply exposing him dressed this way would be meaningless to Catherine. Catherine would simply assume that Sharon had forced him into the dress to shock her and she would refuse to see this as being the result of Christopher’s own personality. This is why it was important to play these mind games with Christopher. She had made him spend the entire day in a dress and heels acting as a housewife, which already made him much more comfortable in that role. A couple weeks of this, and she was certain he would find it quite natural to dress as a woman and to take the

	submissive role. Only then did she intend to break the news to Catherine, when he had become undeniably feminine and wearing dresses and heels became natural for him.

	“All right, let’s change,” said Christopher.

	Sharon led Christopher to the bedroom. “Strip down to your panties, but keep those on,” she said.

	“Why keep the panties?”

	“Because that's how I want it. You need a reminder of your training,” said Sharon. She then walked over to the closet, pulled open the door, and waved her hand across the clothes within. “Pick what you like.”

	“From the closet?” “Where else?”

	Christopher walked over to the closet and looked up and down the rack. Nothing had changed in his closet since Sharon dressed him in the pink dress this morning. None of his clothes were here.

	“This is just more dresses and things. There aren't any male clothes,” he

	said.

	Sharon nodded her head. “That’s  correct,  but  some  will  be  quite

	passable—”

	“But it’s all women's clothes!” he protested.

	“Yes, as I said. But there will be items you can wear without Catherine knowing.”

	“I can't wear any of this!”

	Sharon shrugged her shoulders. “Would you rather wear the dress?”

	Christopher glared at the dress and the heels on the bed. There was no way he wanted to put those back on, especially in front of Catherine. But at the same time, he didn’t want to wear anything from the closet either. “None of this is going to work. It will all scream 'femininity'!”

	“This is the only option you're getting.” “But she’ll know!”

	“Not if you’re careful,” said Sharon.

	Christopher furrowed his brow. He didn’t understand why she was doing

	this. He had done as she asked all day, wasn't that enough? In truth, it wasn’t. What Sharon hoped to achieve by making him wear feminine clothing was to make him even more self-conscious and to make him particularly conscious of his clothing. Said differently, she wanted him to worry and obsess about his clothes now and then slowly become accustomed to wearing women’s clothes over time. Christopher didn’t know this, however.

	Sharon looked at her watch. “You might want to choose faster. My daughter will be home soon.”

	Christopher started looking through the clothes. None of it looked good at first glance, but he knew from memory there were some things that weren’t dresses or skirts or heels or ultra-girly. He kept looking. His fingers drifted over all the skirts and dresses until they came to the capri pants and the shorts. These were the only things that might pass as male clothing... might. He decided the shorts would be best, so he took a pair of white hotpants and tossed them onto the bed. Then he flipped through the tops. Everything seemed to have frills or feminine collars or girly patterns. Finally, he found a simple women’s t-shirt in mint-green. It had a wide, rounded collar which showed that it obviously belonged to a woman, but it was better than the others. He brought that to the bed as well and he stared at the t-shirt and the shorts.

	“Good choices,” said Sharon. “Yeah, we’ll see”

	“You’ll be fine... if your attitude is a good one. Now get dressed. There are few minutes left.”

	Christopher nodded his head and then tried to talk himself into this. “It’s just cloth” he told himself. He took a deep breath. “Stay calm. You can do this. It’s just cloth. The shape doesn’t matter.”

	The problem was, of course, that these were not just cloth. They were clothes made for women, and he was pretty sure that anyone who saw them on him would know that. Putting on women’s clothes was a hard thing for any man to do, but it was even worse for Christopher because of his fears about being seen as less than a man.

	Still, he could do this.

	Christopher grabbed the mint-green t-shirt and slipped it over his head. It was smaller and tighter than the t-shirts he normally wore, but it fit. Then he grabbed the white hotpants and pulled those up his legs. These were so tight he almost couldn’t get them up his legs all the way, but he managed after he lay down on the bed to zip them up; they crushed his balls. When he was dressed, Christopher examined himself in the mirror. He shuddered.

	“I look like a real sissy!” he said. “You’ll need shoes,” said Sharon. “I can't wear this, Sharon.”

	“You can.”

	“Catherine will know.”

	“She won’t know if you carry yourself right, Chrissy. As the old saying goes, ‘act like you belong and no one will question it.’ It's the same thing here. Act like nothing is out of place and no one will suspect that anything is. Now get some shoes or I'll pick them for you... and you won’t like my choice.”

	Christopher returned to the closet. The floor of the closet was lined with high heels in many forms. At the very end of the line, however, were some flat shoes. These were women’s sandals. The least decorative pair had a delicate ankle strap, a t-strap ending in a thong, and a slight wooden heel. They didn’t look at all like the sandals men typically wore - they were too delicate - but they were his best option.

	“Maybe she won’t notice,” he told himself.

	A moment later, however, that thought collapsed under its obvious falsity. “There’s no way she won’t see those as women’s shoes!” He turned to face Sharon. “Look, you’ve made your point—”

	“Have I?”

	“Yes.”

	“What point did I make then?”

	This seemed to throw Christopher off. He shuffled his feet nervously. “Well, I mean— obviously— um, you made the point that if I put on women's clothes, then I’ll feel like a fool.” He paused, trying to think what else to say. “You made the point that I would look stupid if Catherine saw me dressed like this too.”

	Sharon shook her head. “No, those are not what I’m trying to teach you.”

	He ignored her. “Please let me change!” he begged. He even put his hands together to do so.

	“No.”

	“But if Catherine sees me like this, she’ll flip out,” whined Christopher.

	“No, she won't. Just act like you think it's not a big deal and she won’t even notice.”

	“But these are very feminine clothes. There is no way she won't say something!”

	“She already thinks you’re feminine, Chrissy. Why would she say anything about this?”

	Christopher glared at her. He was just about to respond when he and Sharon both heard the from door open. Catherine was home.

	


Chapter Seven: “Home Again”

	—o—

	 

	Catherine set down her keys after closing the apartment door. Christopher was there to greet her. Her mother stood behind him. There was something odd about them both... very odd. Something about the way they stood together struck her as a guilty pose - they were too close. Then she noticed something odd about Christopher. He seemed “softer” somehow. His shirt seemed “off” too. She didn’t remember him owning a mint green t-shirt. His shorts were a little tight as well. Not to mention, he rarely wore shorts. And the sandals... uh... the sandals?!

	“Wait a minute,” she told herself. “Christopher doesn’t wear sandals!”

	This was true. Christopher never wore sandals. She wasn’t entirely sure why, but she suspected they were too feminine for his ego or something like that. Indeed, she’d tried to get him to wear fisherman’s sandals on their honeymoon at the beach, but he refused. Even worse, he seemed embarrassed by the idea. Yet, here he was now, wearing sandals. What did this mean? Then Catherine noticed something even more significant.

	“Hold on! Those aren’t even men’s sandals!” she exclaimed inside her head. “What is going on here?!”

	“Dinner’s almost ready,” said Christopher.

	Catherine forced herself to smile and meet her husband's eyes with her own, though she desperately wanted to examine the sandals. “That will be great, dear,” said Catherine as calmly as she could.

	Christopher turned and started toward the kitchen.

	Catherine's eyes immediately returned to his feet as she followed him. “Oh my God! Thin leather straps. A half-inch heel. Leather sole. And a leather thong strap. Those are women's shoes! Why is my husband wearing women's shoes?! What the heck happened here?!”

	A strange, sickening sensation filled Catherine. Her husband was dressed in women's clothes. How had this happened? What did this mean? Would she lose

	him as her mother predicted? She wanted an answer, but she needed to speak with her mother, not her husband. If anyone was behind this, it was her mother. Besides, she had promised not to interfere directly.

	“Mother, could I speak to you for a moment please?” asked Catherine.

	Christopher and Sharon stopped and looked at her. This made Catherine blush as if she had broken some trust.

	“About what, dear?” asked Sharon.

	“It’s uh, about tomorrow,” lied Catherine in an attempt not to reveal to her husband that she had seen anything unusual. “It will only take a moment. Let's talk while I change into something more comfortable. Then we’ll have dinner.”

	Christopher bit his lip as he watched his wife and mother-in-law disappear down the hallway toward the bedrooms. He wished he could hear what they were talking about. He couldn’t though, so he continued to the kitchen to put the finishing touches on dinner.

	“Why is my husband wearing women’s clothes?” demanded Catherine. Sharon chuckled. “Is he?”

	“Don’t play with me, mother,” said Catherine and she pulled off her slingbacks and tossed those and her purse onto the bed.

	“Heaven forbid,” said Sharon.

	“Mom, he’s wearing women's clothes! Those are women's sandals he’s wearing, and I'm pretty sure the t-shirt and shorts are women’s clothing as well. Why is he wearing women’s clothing?”

	“Did I or did I not tell you that I was going to prove his true nature to you?” “Yes, but I didn't know you were going to dress him like a woman.”

	“Does it surprise you?”

	“Of course, it surprises me!” “Why?”

	“Because they’re women’s clothes!” exclaimed Catherine.

	“And men don’t wear women’s clothes, is that it?” asked Sharon snidely.

	Catherine saw the trap too late and bit her tongue. Her mother had told her that Christopher wasn’t a real man. She didn’t believe her mother. Yet, a few short hours later, she comes home to find her husband happily wearing women's clothes

	as if it were normal.

	“Score one for mother,” thought Catherine bitterly. “Of course, who knows how she made it happen. I seriously doubt he just happily slipped into those clothes.” She then recalled the nonsense call from earlier in the day and she realized that Christopher was unhappy about whatever had happened, so all was not as it seemed. She decided to play it cool for now.

	“It’s like I told you, darling,” continued Sharon. “He’s more comfortable that way.”

	“You know what, mom? I’m sensing a bit of trickery here.”

	“There was no trickery. I simply offered him the chance and he took it. I think he’s more comfortable embracing his feminine side than you want to admit,” said Sharon smugly.

	“Forget it, mom.”

	“Forget what, dear?”

	“I don’t know how you did it, but I'm not buying it. What he’s wearing right now means nothing because I suspect you’re the cause. Or, for all I know, that’s the only clean laundry he had. So, forget it. Besides, it’s not even like you got him into a skirt or heels or anything. It’s going to take more than shorts and a feminine t-shirt to convince me there’s anything wrong with Christopher’s manhood.” Her words were strong, but her tone was nervous and uncertain.

	Sharon chuckled as she could tell she had shaken her daughter. She also snickered about already having him in skirts and heels earlier. She was clever though and she played her cards close to the vest. “All right, darling. So, tell me. What would it take?”

	“More than this.”

	“Perhaps Chrissy roaming the house in a dress?” “At least,” said Catherine coldly.

	“And heels?”

	Catherine folded her arms. “Naturally,” she said even colder. “Maybe presenting his pert little rear to be paddled?”

	When Catherine heard this, something exploded in her brain like fireworks and she instantly became wet. She didn't understand this at all and she suddenly

	felt a vast range of emotions flood her, with an overwhelming insecurity leading them all. This was not the time to consider any of that, however. So, she clenched her jaw, took a deep breath and focused on her mother.

	“Look, mom—”

	To Catherine’s utter surprise, Sharon rose from the bed and started to leave the room right in the middle of their argument.

	“Where do you think you’re going?” demanded Catherine.

	“There’s no point in discussing this yet, is there?” said Sharon. “Clearly, this discussion will have to wait until Christopher is ready to be more open with you and until you are more willing to admit what is obvious before your eyes.”

	Catherine’s jaw dropped.

	In the meantime, Sharon walked straight for the door. As she grabbed the doorknob, she stopped and turned her head around. “Oh, and darling, let us be clear: I’m sure you could scare Christopher and convince him to stop, but if you do that, you will be showing an utter lack of faith in your husband.” With that, she disappeared through the door.

	Catherine turned bright red with anger.

	“There are times I could strangle her,” growled Catherine. “How dare she challenge my faith in my husband?!”

	She took several deep breaths to stop her hands from shaking. Then she stared at the door. She wanted to race out to the living room and put an end to this game of her mother’s right now. But then she heard the words “utter lack of faith” in her head again and she suddenly felt sick. Was her desire to stop this really that her mother had insulted her or, dare she even think it, was she afraid her mother was right? Her mother had, admittedly, gotten Christopher to wear women’s clothes. What else might Christopher do... and for what reason?

	“No, she can’t be right,” said Catherine into her mirror. “I do trust Christopher!”

	“But then you have to trust Christopher to work this out himself,” replied Catherine to herself.

	“But she's manipulating him!”

	“And if you warn him and put an end to it, then you’ll be manipulating him

	yourself. You’ll never know what the truth is with him because it will be your will he's following instead others,” she told herself calmly.

	“But he doesn’t know what she’s doing!”

	“He’s a grown man. He can take care of himself. If he lets her feminize him, then it’s because he accepts it, not because she tricked him into it. Do you think a normal man would let her do this?”

	This thought sent an icy chill down her spine.

	She looked deeply into her own eyes. “You have to let him solve this himself or you will always face doubts.”

	Catherine bit her lip. This was extremely difficult. “I need time to think about this,” she told herself.

	Catherine left her mirror to change for dinner. A simple housedress and some mid-heeled wedges would be more comfortable for the evening, she thought, so she stripped off her suit and tossed it onto the bed next to her slingbacks. As she slipped out of her stockings, a thought occurred to her.

	“How did she get Christopher to dress like that?” she wondered.

	Could it have been a threat? Unlikely. What would she threaten him with? Same for blackmail. There was nothing to blackmail him about. Could it have been a bribe? Again, unlikely. What would she offer him to make him dress like that? Nothing. That meant it had to be a trick. But Christopher wasn’t blind or stupid, so how had she tricked him?

	“Maybe she told him they were men's clothes? No. He would have known.” “When he called, he said she took away all of his clothes. Maybe she put

	all of his clothes in the washer so this was all he had left,” she speculated.

	That thought made some sense to her. So, she decided to check her husband’s closet in the off chance she was right. After all, if the laundry theory were true, then his closet would presumably be empty, so the theory was easy to test. She walked over to the closet, but she felt increasingly nervous with each step. What if his closet wasn’t empty? What if his normal clothes were there? Wouldn’t that mean her husband had put on these clothes voluntarily? Catherine took a deep breath, put her hand on the closet door and then cautiously... pulled her hand away. She didn’t want to know if she was wrong. She decided just to

	accept that this had all been a trick.

	“Honey, dinner’s served,” called Christopher from down the hall.

	Catherine snapped out of her stupor and came back to reality. She couldn’t believe any of this. It all had to be a trick of some sort by her mother.

	“Well, I’m not falling for its mother,” said Catherine.

	She slipped into the housedress and decided she would say nothing. She would wait to see what Christopher said to her about what he wore; he would say something. And then she would know the truth and she would likely put an end to this before it got out of hand.

	“I’ll know the truth soon,” she said. Or would she?

	


Chapter Eight: “Release of Tension”

	—o—

	 

	Much to Catherine’s surprise, Christopher said nothing at dinner or afterward. At first, she thought he might not be comfortable speaking because her mother was around and he didn't want to talk in front of her. But then Sharon left the room and Christopher said nothing. He said nothing when they retreated to the bedroom together either. And he said nothing about it as they prepared for bed.

	“Why isn’t he saying anything?” she asked herself.

	Catherine watched him strip off the feminine clothes and place them on the chair by the window.

	“Still nothing. I don’t understand his silence. You don’t just get caught cross-dressing and say nothing about it” thought Catherine. She was becoming suspicious and frustrated.

	Meanwhile, across the room, Christopher had slipped on his pajama bottoms. The feminine shorts and t-shirt he had worn today were crumpled on a chair. The telltale panties had been carefully placed at the bottom of the pile, hidden from Catherine's view. His girly sandals were stashed beneath the chair. He didn’t know where else to put them. He certainly didn’t want to open his closet and show his wife all the feminine clothes within.

	“How was your day?” asked Catherine.

	“It was fine,” said Christopher, though this was hardly the truth. “Any problems with my mother?”

	Christopher shook his head. He didn't want to tell his wife what had happened or how it had made him feel. Those were things he thought best kept secret from her. He slipped between the sheets.

	“Nothing you want to tell me?” asked Catherine.

	Christopher shivered. There definitely wasn't anything he wanted to discuss. He didn’t want to discuss being treated like a maid. He didn’t want to discuss wearing a dress or learning to walk in heels. No, he wanted those things

	kept secret. He didn’t want to discuss the feminine clothes he wore when she came home either. He doubted she had failed to notice them, but she hadn’t brought them up, so he certainly wasn't going to either.

	“No, nothing,” he said. “Is there something you want to tell me?”

	Catherine stared at him for a few seconds trying to decide what he might be hiding with his obvious evasion, or if he was goading her into mentioning his feminine clothes. She didn’t know. She wasn’t going to mention it herself though. She climbed into bed as well.

	The lights went out.

	Catherine and Christopher rolled to their own sides of the bed and closed their eyes. Sleep slowly came for both.

	Some time later, Christopher awoke with a start. He had been dreaming about the day’s events. As he lay there now, he recalled his dream. He could feel the soft flow of the silky dress against his body and the hard strikes of his sharp heels against the floor. He felt the tug of the panties and the corset. All of this should have embarrassed him, but for some reason he could not understand it made him horny instead. His penis was very hard.

	As for the dream itself, he could barely remember enough to piece it together. What he did remember was Catherine seeing him dressed like a woman and mocking him. This made him tingle. Again, he wasn’t sure why, but it did.

	He closed his eyes and tried to sleep, but he couldn’t. He was too horny. “Wonderful,” he said unhappily. “Now what?”

	Christopher reached down and shook his penis as if to shake off the horniness. That only made it worse. He withdrew his hand, but returned it almost right away. The memories of his dream grew stronger. Suddenly, Christopher found himself stroking his penis. As he did, all of the sights and sensations of the day flooded his mind.

	Like it or not, he was masturbating about being cross-dressed and dominated.

	—o—

	 

	Catherine awoke to the jarring yet gentle feel of the bed rocking. She

	assumed that Christopher was rolling over. Only the rocking didn’t stop and it seemed to have a particular rhythm.

	“What is he doing?” she asked herself.

	Catherine slowly craned her neck in her husband’s direction. She could see little in the dark, but she could sense motion on his part. His sheets seemed to be moving. She let her eyes adjust. Then she realized that his sheet was moving up and down around his crotch and it seemed to be his hand causing it. He was breathing harder now too.

	It took her a moment, but she realized what was going on. “He’s masturbating!”

	Catherine was shocked. To her knowledge. Christopher had never masturbated since they’d been together and yet here he was doing it. Why? What had caused him to do this now? Her mind immediately went to the feminine clothes she had caught him wearing. Could that be it?

	“What else would it be?” she asked herself.

	She took a deep breath and tried to ignore what she saw as the obvious conclusion to all of this. It would not be denied, however.

	“He’s excited by wearing women’s clothes!”

	Catherine bit her lip. She felt sick. Her mother could be right about him. What would she do then? She needed to learn more. She needed to know what was in his closet. Did he have a choice or did her mother trick him into this? Did he have more clothes? That thought made her even sicker.

	Catherine nudged her husband as if she had rolled over and her hand found him. He immediately stopped masturbating and went stiff. A guilty reaction. Then she moved her arm across his chest, effectively stopping him from continuing to masturbate. She now waited for him to fall asleep.

	Denied his release, Christopher rolled over onto his side and fell asleep about ten minutes later.

	Catherine carefully slipped out of bed. She walked over to his closet. She glanced over her shoulder at the bed; Christopher appeared to be asleep. She opened the closet. There was very little light, so she reached out and felt his clothes. They were definitely softer than normal. She pulled out the first item she

	felt that seemed unusual. Then she crouched down and felt his shoes. Something was definitely wrong here. She was fairly certain her hand had stumbled upon a pair of high heels; what she touched had leather straps, an open front, and long thin spike heels. None of that signaled men’s shoes, so she took those too. Then she made her way to the bathroom where she closed the door and turned on the light.

	“Wow!” she exclaimed to herself.

	She saw that she was holding a pink dress. This was a gorgeous dress, but not something she could ever imagine her husband wearing. Why was it in his closet? She refused to accept the answer.

	In her other hand, she was indeed wearing high heels. These were open- toed slingbacks with a significant heel. Again, why were these in his closet?

	“What is going on here?” she asked. She now had more even more questions.

	


Chapter Nine: “Fading Faith”

	—o—

	 

	Catherine sat at her desk squeezing a stress ball. The events of the prior day were spinning through her head. Much to her shock, Christopher said nothing the prior night about his feminized wardrobe... not a single word. She even tried to lead him to say something several times, but he never took the bait. She didn’t know what this meant, but it troubled her to no end.

	“What’s wrong, boss?” asked Amanda.

	Catherine looked up to see her secretary standing in the doorway. She was holding a cup of coffee.

	“I don’t even know where to begin,” said Catherine. “Sounds juicy.”

	Catherine shook her head automatically; she seemed defeated. “Were you ever so certain of something and then you found that what you thought was true for sure wasn’t true after all, and suddenly everything you thought you knew didn't make any sense anymore?”

	“Only in Algebra.”

	“Well, I had one of those moments last night.”

	Amanda entered the office and closed the door behind her. She tottered over to the desk and sat down across from Catherine and then sipped her coffee. “What happened?”

	“Do you remember meeting my mother and how she didn't like Christopher?”

	“Yep. She really despised him. And when you announced the engagement, I thought she was going to flip her lid,” said Amanda. “She was really grumpy at the wedding too.”

	“Yes, she was,” agreed Catherine. “I got an hour-long lecture on what for a mistake I was making. I was ruining my life.” She paused. “Well, she’d done it again. She’s come for a visit, and she told me she plans to prove to me that

	Christopher ‘isn’t man enough’ for me.”

	“That must be fun,” said Amanda sarcastically.

	Catherine visibly ran her tongue over her teeth anxiously. This made Amanda raise an eyebrow.

	“Wait a minute... did she do something?” asked Amanda cautiously. Catherine exhaled frustratedly. “Sort of. I came home yesterday to find

	Christopher wearing what I would charitably call ‘gender-neutral clothing’ and his closet packed with dresses and high heels.”

	Amanda’s jaw dropped. “Dresses and high heels?”

	“Yes. He wasn't wearing them, but his closet was packed with them. Women's clothes everywhere, and he was wearing women’s shorts and feminine sandals. But even worse, he never said a word about it to me! He never once tried to explain it. He acted as if it were all just completely natural to him!”

	Amanda folded her arms and shook her leg excitedly. “Strange.”

	“Right?! You would think he would have said something, wouldn’t you?” asked Catherine rhetorically. “At the very least, he could have said, I don’t want you to worry, but your crazy mother put a bunch of dresses in my closet? He didn’t say anything at all though!”

	“Maybe he didn’t know?”

	“Didn’t know that he was wearing women’s clothes? Didn’t know that his closet was completely full of women's clothes?” Catherine shook her head. “No. He had to know. He put his clothes away last night, so he opened the closet. There was no way he could have missed the dresses and the heels when he opened the closet. He had to have seen them.”

	“Did you ask him?” asked Amanda. “No.”

	“Why not?”

	“I had to know the truth. I felt that if I asked him, I would be running the situation. I wanted to hear what he had to say before I said anything. Besides, I promised my mother.”

	“You what?” asked Amanda with some surprise.

	Catherine blushed. “I, um.” She paused. “I told her that I wouldn't

	interfere.” It sounded so stupid when she said this. How could she voluntarily step aside and let her mother experiment on her husband? She had a valid reason, or so she told herself, it just didn’t come across right at the moment.

	“And why did you do this?”

	Catherine blushed even deeper and shrugged her shoulders as if to downplay the importance of her admission. “She challenged me. She said she was going to prove it, but if I interfered then I wasn’t showing any faith in Christopher.”

	Amanda said nothing. Catherine missed this signal that Amanda thought she had acted wrongly.

	“I don’t have any idea what to do now,” said Catherine. “Do about what?”

	“All of this. My mother.” “Tell her to stop.”

	“But then I’ll never know if Christopher has these... these feminine impulses.”

	Amanda smiled politely. “Does it really matter?”

	Catherine let out a cynical laugh as she thought that of course it mattered. How could she be married to a man who wanted to be a woman? She also couldn’t stomach the idea of her mother being right. That was too much! Then suddenly, Catherine realized that, ultimately, none of this should matter if she truly loved Christopher... should it?

	“I don’t know,” she said softly and with a great deal of sadness.

	Amanda tried to smile, but she had no answer that could comfort her boss. Only Catherine could answer that herself. She could, however, suggest a course of action. “Why don’t you go spy on them and see what’s happening?”

	Catherine shook her head. “I can't. That would really be a lack of faith in Christopher. I need to trust that he’s going to make the right decisions for him... and for me.”

	 

	—o—

	 

	As Catherine sat at her desk, worrying what was going on at home,

	Christopher stood over an ironing board proving her fears right. He was struggling to understand the prior night. Why hadn’t his wife noticed what he wore? Could she really not tell that he was wearing women's clothes? And if she had noticed, then why hadn’t she said anything? Did she really not care? Was Sharon right that this was how Catherine saw him?

	These thoughts bothered him all morning. They made him snippy and introverted. Sharon spotted this immediately and decided to strike further while he was riddled with doubts. She began by making him dress again.

	“Start with this” said Sharon and she held up a simple white blouse. “I don’t want to wear women’s clothes again,” said Christopher.

	“Don't worry, dear, there will be a reward today—” “What kind of reward?”

	“You’ll have to earn it to find out. It's not like you have a choice at this point anyways. Besides, you're going to learn some good things today” said Sharon and she handed him a soft pink pair of thong panties. “Put these on too.”

	He took the panties and slipped into them. “Like what?” “I’m going to teach you to iron.”

	“I’ve never ironed Catherine’s clothes before,” said Christopher.

	“No wonder she's not happy with your housekeeping skills,” replied Sharon.

	Christopher furrowed his brow. “She's said that to you?” “Not in those specific words.”

	“So, you made it up,” growled Christopher.

	“Not quite, Chrissy,” said Sharon. She pulled a white skirt up his legs and tossed a pair of white wedges on the floor for him to slip into. “However, she has made it clear to me on several occasions that she doesn’t feel supported by you when it comes to maintaining the house. I’m sure this is one of the many ways you let her down as she is quite accustomed to having her clothes ironed.”

	“She's accustomed to having her clothes ironed? By who? You?” he asked incredulously.

	“Good Lord, no. By her aunt.”

	Christopher thought about this for a moment until he realized that Catherine had mentioned her aunt doing a lot of housework. That could have included ironing. What's more, Catherine often ironed her own clothes before work. She’d never asked him to do it and it wasn’t one of those things that came naturally to him, so it had gone unremarked. But now he wondered if what Sharon said wasn’t somewhat true. Maybe his wife felt disappointed that he didn’t iron her clothes.

	More disturbingly, however, if Catherine was judging him by the housekeeping skills he provided, didn’t that mean that she saw him as a housekeeper more than a husband? Do other men’s wives judge them on their ability to iron? No. Of course, not. So, did she really want him as a housekeeper? Was that why she accepted him when he was far less masculine than her prior boyfriends?

	“That might explain why she didn’t mention what I was wearing - she wants me to become a maid and she didn’t want to scare me off!” he thought unhappily.

	“So, from now on,” continued Sharon, “we’ll add ironing to your duties.” Christopher glared at her. “I don’t have a list of duties,” he protested.

	“But you do.” “I don’t.”

	“Now, Chrissy, don’t play games with me. I know a lie when I hear it,” said Sharon.

	“Then your hearing is off.”

	“Chrissy,” said Sharon in a tone which suggested annoyance at a child;

	“don’t make me put you in the corner” it sounded. “You have duties that you do every day to satisfy my daughter. Stop pretending you don’t.”

	This rubbed Christopher wrong and made him defensive. “Or what?”

	“Or I’ll punish you.”

	“Ha! I’d like to see you try,” said Christopher defiantly. Sharon snickered. “Is that so?”

	Christopher folded his arms. “It is.”

	“Do you recall telling me that there would never be any way I would get you into dresses and heels? This is no different. You will do as I say because it

	is natural for you to obey me.”

	Christopher suddenly felt insecure. “Let’s move on.”

	“No, I don’t think so,” said Sharon. “I think we need to teach you a lesson.”

	—o—

	 

	“Are you doing okay, boss?” asked Amanda.

	Catherine startled to hear the voice of her secretary. “What?! Where is— uh, oh hi, Amanda.” Catherine blushed, realizing she had been caught by surprise daydreaming at her own desk. “What do you need?”

	“Can I make a suggestion?” Catherine nodded her head.

	“I know you don't want to show a lack of faith in Christopher, but what if you went home a little early?” said Amanda. Catherine started to protest, but Amanda cut her off. “I’m not saying to spy on them or anything. I’m just saying you go home a little early to rest and relax and spend some time with your mother. If you happen to see something, there’s that, but that's not why you're headed home.”

	Catherine shook her head to object, but then stopped. The suggestion made sense and it gave her what she really wanted, which was a chance to see what was going on at home. It also let her tell herself she wasn’t spying.

	“I can do that,” she said. “I can pop in at home just to say hi. She’s my mother after all. I should spend time with her.”

	“Right.”

	“It doesn’t show a lack of faith to go home a little early to be with them,” said Catherine more to herself than Amanda.

	“No, it doesn't,” agreed Amanda. “And if you happen to catch them doing something kinky, weeeeeell” She didn't finish the thought. There was no need to finish the thought. They both knew the truth of what Catherine was doing.

	Catherine rose to her feet and stuffed some items into her purse. “Let’s be clear, Amanda. I’m not going home to catch them doing anything. I’m sure nothing strange is going on.”

	“But if you do.” Amanda finished the thought with a shoulder shrug.

	 

	well.

	



	

“Right. If I do... then,” said Catherine and she shrugged her shoulders as

	 

	Amanda smirked. “And once they realize you can come home early any

	time you want, they’ll stop doing whatever they’re not doing.”

	“Smart ass,” said Catherine. “I’m just going home to relax.” “Exactly.”

	Catherine picked up her purse. “Call me if you need anything.”

	Amanda watched her boss leave before saying, under her breath, “I think you’ll be the one needing to make the call today. I hope you don't find what you think you’ll find.”

	


Chapter Ten: “In Flagrante Delicto”

	—o—

	 

	Catherine kept assuring herself that nothing strange was going on between Christopher and her mother as she drove home. Yesterday had been a fluke. She would walk through her apartment door and find nothing unusual. There would be no weird scenes of her husband wearing women’s sandals and shorts... or worse.

	“Absolutely nothing will be going on” she told herself.

	She told herself this wasn't evidence of her losing faith in Christopher either. She was just going home to relax. She needed a break, that's was all. She wasn't going home to check up on Christopher.

	“And if I say it enough times, I might actually believe it,” she said as she stopped at a red light. “Damn, I’m a bad liar.”

	Either way though, she knew she needed to get home and allay her fears. She needed to know what her mother was doing to her husband and how he was responding. She needed to put an end to this stupidity. It had gone on long enough already. Her husband was not a plaything to be toyed with.

	“I’m done playing your game, mom,” she said aloud as the light turned

	green.

	She felt better. She felt stronger. She felt ready. Unfortunately, she was in

	no way prepared for what she was about to find.

	—o—

	 

	Catherine parked in the garage and made her way to the elevator Each step became harder as she went. When she finally reached the door to the apartment, she could barely stick the key into the lock. Barely. After several deep breaths and swearing once more that she wasn't spying, Catherine slipped the key into the lock as silently as she could. She turned the lock, heard the click and cracked the door open. So far, there was no one to greet her and she heard nothing. She reached down behind her and slipped off her slingbacks. Then she stepped into the

	apartment; she could feel the cold tile through her pantyhose-clad feet. The apartment seemed empty.

	Catherine placed her heavy purse and her shoes on the table by the door. Still, no one came. Finally, she closed the door behind her and she made her way into the apartment.

	“I warned you,” called out her mother.

	Catherine froze. Was she speaking to Catherine? What could this mean?

	Who was she speaking to?

	POP!! THUNK!!

	Catherine jumped. “What was that?!” she gasped. It sounded as if something had fallen or been struck. She raced toward the sound, which seemed to be coming from the little study she had set up off the living room. Based on the sound, she feared her mother might have fallen.

	“You didn't listen to me though, did you?!” exclaimed Sharon.

	POP!! THUNK!!

	Catherine stalled. What was that sound? She now moved quickly but quietly past the kitchen and down the hall until she came to the study. From its door, she could just make out the shape other mother sitting in a chair. She had something large and pink across her lap, which was largely obscured by a fern from this angle. Her mother was raising a brown wooden hairbrush into the air.

	“Maybe next time, you’ll listen,” said her mother.

	Sharon brought the brush down hard and fast. It struck something: POP!! THUNK!! Suddenly, Catherine saw the pink something move. What had appeared to be a long pink tube now had two leg-shaped tannish tubes at the bottom which flew up as the brush struck. On the ends of each tube were high- heeled shoes. At the other end of the tube was a head covered in lots of blonde curls.

	“She’s paddling a woman?!” gasped Catherine.

	Catherine couldn’t for the life of her understand how this was happening. What was some strange woman doing in her house? And why was her mother - of all people - paddling this woman?! Catherine stormed over to find out.

	As she crossed the threshold into the room, however, the fern cleared her

	field of vision and Catherine began to see details she had missed before. Her mother was definitely paddling another woman. Her mother wore a white housedress and leopard-print pumps. The woman wore a pink dress and wedge- heeled sandals with high heels. One shoe was coming off her foot more so with each kick, which kicks came in response to the blows. Catherine could see long, pointed nails on the woman's hands. She still couldn't make out her face, but she could see the woman’s long, curly blonde hair. She was wiggling and whining.

	POP!! THUNK!!

	The brush landed once more. This seemed to cause the woman in pink to shudder.

	POP!! THUNK!!

	And it landed again.

	Catherine’s mother was sparing this woman no strength in terms of how hard the blows were landing. It was clear that each blow stung. She raised the paddle into the air again and let fly: POP!! THUNK!!

	“I’m sorry!” exclaimed the woman. Her voice seemed familiar to Catherine.

	“Please stop! I’ll do anything you ask!” exclaimed the woman.

	Then suddenly, as Catherine watched, the woman shuddered and shook and her hair seemed to fall forward before it came off her head completely and landed on the floor. The woman was wearing a wig! What’s more, it wasn’t a woman!

	“Oh my God!” gasped Catherine. “It’s Christopher!”

	—o—

	 

	Catherine had stumbled upon the most amazing and horrifying of scenes. Her mother was spanking her husband. Her mother was spanking her husband. No, that wasn’t quite right. Her mother was paddling her husband... with a hairbrush. Paddling, like an unruly child. Making this even more surreal, Christopher was dressed entirely from head to toe in women’s clothing... a dress... high heels... a wig... painted nails... pantylines. He had pantylines!

	“What in the world is going on?!” she asked herself.

	She knew the answer, but she couldn’t believe it. She couldn’t even believe

	what she was seeing. She felt like she had walked into some dream or fantasy- nightmare world. She knew it was real though and her first impulse was to charge in there kicking and screaming and yank her husband off her mother’s lap. But something told her that would solve nothing. All that would do would be to end the scene. It wouldn’t answer any of the millions of questions now pouring through her brain, and she needed answers to those.

	Her next thought was to quietly slip away and pretend she never saw any of this. That might be the easiest solution, but the thought of pretending she had never seen this galled her. She imagined sitting across from Christopher at the breakfast table in twenty years with this scene still playing away inside her mind, eating at her. No, she couldn’t do that either.

	What would she do then?

	Well, first, she realized she needed to retreat and regroup. She needed to get out of here unnoticed so she could think of how to handle this. So, she slowly tiptoed back out the door. Her eyes remained transfixed on the scene as she went. She stopped just past the door, peering around the doorjamb into the room.

	Christopher lay precariously across his mother-in-law’s lap. His erect penis somehow found its way jammed down between Sharon’s knees. She knew it too as he could feel her grinding her knees together in a circular motion from time to time. This felt so good, but the pleasure it brought came with tremendous humiliation. He should not be enjoying being jerked off by his mother-in-law!!

	Of course, there was a bigger price to be paid for these brief moments of pleasure too, and here came another payment.

	POP!! THUNK!!

	The hairbrush landed hard upon Christopher’s already raw and bruised rear. He imagined his rear was much redder than his pink dress and it was hot. The blows hurt a lot by this point.

	“Will you please stop?!” he exclaimed.

	“You know, Chrissy, somehow I doubt that's what you want,” said Sharon. “What do you mean?” asked Christopher. Catherine wondered this too.

	“I think you like it.” “I do not!”

	“I think you like it enough that I can make you cum with this paddle!

	Imagine if Catherine saw that. Then she’d know the truth about you for sure!”

	Christopher blushed. That would truly be humiliating. Unfortunately, he suspected she might be right. He wouldn’t say so though. “Look, Sharon, please let me up. There is no 'truth’ about me.”

	“Don’t lie to me, Chrissy.”

	“I’m not! What more do you want?”

	“I want you to admit what you really want.”

	Catherine listened intently, but Christopher held his tongue. He couldn’t bring himself to say anything. Catherine was dying to hear something.

	POP!! THUNK!!

	Still, Christopher said nothing.

	“Fine, I’ll show you what you want,” said Sharon.

	Sharon raised the paddle into the air and brought it down again. This time it wasn’t nearly as hard. Pop! Thunk. After it hit, she rubbed his butt with it in a figure-eight pattern. Then she did it again. Pop! Thunk. And again, she rubbed his butt. As she did, Christopher felt his erection tingle. It began to throb between Sharon’s legs. It felt good and he felt precum dripping out into the panties.

	“Tell me the truth, Chrissy.” “Don’t call me that!”

	“Why? You look like a Chrissy. You act like a Chrissy. I’ll bet you even wish my daughter was doing this to you right now... turning you into Chrissy full- time!” said Sharon.

	Catherine waited to hear his answer. Christopher still refused to answer.

	Pop! Thunk. Again, she rubbed his butt. Christopher felt a warm soft feeling from the blow this time. His penis began throbbing in a rhythm. He was breathing hard. As he did, he raised his head. Catherine suddenly realized this meant he might see her. She needed to retreat, so she stepped back from the door. This was the first point she realized that she was dripping wet. Her panties were soaked and her inner thighs were slick. This confused her deeply. She had no time to think about it, however. She needed to know what Christopher was saying to

	her mother.

	Unfortunately, his words were too muffled from here.

	“I need to know! What do I do?!” she asked herself anxiously. Each muffle could be the answer she craved so badly right now.

	Then it hit her.

	She had only one choice. “I need to take control over this.”

	Catherine quietly but quickly returned to the front door and grabbed her shoes. She slipped those back on her feet and started down the hallway. She wanted it to seem that she had just come home. The sound of her heels foretold her coming like a storm as she returned to the study: CRACK!! CRACK!! CRACK!! CRACK!! CRACK!! That sound echoed throughout the apartment.

	Catherine now heard the sounds of panic in the living room, but it was too late. She was upon them before they could react; Christopher was still on her mother’s lap and the hairbrush was still in her hand as she entered the room. They were frozen in shock. Catherine had seized control. Now the question became: could she hold her composure and seem indifferent?

	She took a deep breath.

	“I see you’ve both been busy,” said Catherine calmly. “I hope I’m not interrupting anything.”

	Christopher’s heart stopped. “Catherine!” he exclaimed and he desperately tried to stand up, though Sharon held him in place by tipping up her knees and squeezing his erection tighter. She really didn't want him standing up and exposing his intense erection and the wet spot on the front of his dress. Fortunately, he stopped trying to escape a moment later, when Catherine motioned him with her finger to remain still on her mother’s lap.

	“Don’t get up on my account,” said Catherine.

	Sharon and Christopher shot each other confused looks. This was not at all what either expected from her.

	“Things were slow at the office, so I came home early to get some rest” continued Catherine in an almost bored tone. “I’m not here to interrupt whatever training my mother is giving you.” She paused again. Then she waved her hand at her husband and mother. “By all means, continue.”

	Christopher's jaw dropped. “What?!” he gasped. Sharon snickered.

	“But honey—” started the shocked Christopher.

	He was cut off, however, as Sharon raised the brush high into the air and brought it down hard once more upon Christopher’s red, enflamed rear. POP!! THUNK!! She hit him so hard that it truly hurt. What’s more, when he shuddered, one of his high-heeled shoes fell off his foot to the floor.

	“Will you stop that?!” demanded Christopher of Sharon. Then he turned to Catherine. “Don’t you want to discuss this?”

	Catherine shrugged her shoulders. “What's to discuss? You’ve obviously been bad and my mother is punishing you to correct your misbehavior.” She picked up the shoe that had fallen to the floor and slipped it back onto his foot, much to Christopher’s disbelief.

	“But dear— doesn't this bother you?” “Why should it?”

	Christopher stared at her in disbelief.

	“I’m going to my room to change, mom,” said Catherine and she kissed her mother on the forehead. “When you’re done here, why don’t you have Christopher prepare a nice snack for the both of us and we’ll sit on the balcony and chat. We haven’t done that in a long time.”

	“Of course, dear,” said Sharon uncertainly. Like Christopher, she didn’t understand why her daughter wasn’t upset. She had expected her to yell and scream, but she didn’t even object to what was going on. What did this mean?

	“Thanks, mom.”

	With that, Catherine turned and walked casually to the bedroom.

	Christopher blushed bright red as he watched her go. He didn’t understand any of this. First of all, he assumed getting caught like this would have made Catherine freak out, but she had been totally calm. Why hadn’t she freaked out? Why hadn’t she put an end to this? How could she let his mother-in-law continue paddling him? And what in the world was she thinking telling Sharon to have him make them a little snack? Was she really going to treat him as some sort of servant?

	Sharon overcame her surprise first and returned her attention to her feminized son-in-law. “You heard my daughter,” she said with growing smugness. Once more, she raised the brush into the hair.

	“This has to be a mistake,” said Christopher.

	Sharon didn’t respond. Instead, she brought the brush down hard and fast.

	POP!! THUNK!!

	The blow sent a wave racing through Christopher. His rear stung. Sharon was hitting him so hard that it hurt, especially after the dozen or more blows he had already received; his rear was tender.

	“Will you please stop that?!” he pleaded.

	“Now, now. Take your punishment like a man,” said Sharon. “Listen Sharon—”

	“No. You listen to me, Chrissy. This is for your own good. This is so you learn not to disobey orders from my daughter. Now take your punishment and learn from this.”

	“Catherine doesn’t give orders!” “She just did.”

	“But Catherine— it must be a mistake.”

	“What mistake? She saw how you were dressed. She saw me paddling you. She didn’t try to stop it. To the contrary, she gave you an order to make snacks. Do you see what I’ve been trying to teach you now? Now be silent and take your punishment,” said Sharon.

	As Sharon apparently was right, Christopher had no idea what to do, so he tensed his muscles and he awaited the next blow. This was turning into a very strange afternoon.

	


Chapter Eleven: “Now What?”

	—o—

	 

	With the sound of the paddling still coming down the hallway, Catherine lay on the bed fully clothed. Her legs trailed off the bed with her feet on the floor. She was overwhelmed by all of this. How had this happened? How had her husband let himself be feminized and treated as her mother was treating him? And why did this excite her so much?

	She tried to deny being excited.

	“Oh my God! He’s wearing a dress!” she exclaimed. “How can my husband wear a dress? And heels! He’s wearing heels too! My husband! And she was paddling him!”

	Catherine tried to shudder at the thought, but somehow, she couldn’t manage it.

	“What kind of man allows his mother-in-law to do that? No man! Why didn't he tell her 'no'? It's not that hard, Chris! 'No.' It’s that simple. Why couldn't you do that?!” she growled.

	She let the scene play out in her mind again. It seemed worse the second time around. Her mother was spanking her husband! How had her husband let her mother put him over her knee and paddle him? How?!

	“What is wrong with you, Christopher!”

	Catherine closed her eyes and visualized the scene once more. What she saw horrified her... at least, that’s what she told herself. Yet, as she lay there, she found it harder and harder to feel horrified. Instead, she began to feel bizarrely turned on. She couldn’t explain it at all, but something about the image of Christopher in a dress and high heels made her tingle all over. It made her dripping wet, in fact. And when she added her mother spanking him to the image, she became uncontrollably horny.

	“Oh my God! What is wrong with me?” she gasped. Now she shuddered.

	But then, without a conscious thought, her hand slipped to her waist and

	then lower. Her fingers found her thighs and moved inward. She felt a tremor deep within her which seemed to calm her and drew her fingers ever closer to her lips.

	“This can't be,” she told herself. “This can’t excite me!”

	Her fingers found her lips and slowly started rubbing up and down along them, sending strong tingles to her nerves. With each passing stroke, they dipped a little deeper too... just a little bit.

	“What if— can this really be— what if it’s true?” she asked herself. She shook her head.

	“It can't be!”

	But then, without warning, she had a vision of Christopher fully dressed as a woman on all fours on the floor before her. His skirt was up, exposing his panties and his rear. She wasn't sure what she was doing, but she seemed to have a penis jutting out at her waist. The image made her tremor again deep inside.

	“What was that?!” she asked herself as the image faded. She didn't know, but she knew she wanted to do it.

	Her heart pounded. Her breath became erratic.

	Catherine's fingers plowed back through her lips, massaging her walls just behind her lips as they went. When they came to the top this time, her pointer finger found her clit. She started running her finger in circles around it, letting her sharp nail tap the edges from time to time. This resulted in an amazingly sensual feeling, punctuated by sharp, fast shocks of pain which made her toes curl up.

	“I don’t want him like this,” she tried to tell herself, but her writhing on the bed told her the opposite.

	Catherine took a deep breath and arched her back. She drew her feet up onto the bed and spread her legs wider. Her middle finger now plunged inside her as her pointer finger flew around her clit like a racecar on a track. Her chest was heaving. Her nipples were rock hard.

	“I don't want a woman for a husband!” she tried to tell herself. “I don't want a woman for a husband! I don't want a woman for a husband! I don't want a woman for a husband!” Then something clicked inside her head. Her whole body went soft. A warm feeling came over her and she began to laugh uncontrollably... and she said, “I want Christopher to be a woman!” She was

	shocked.

	And then she felt an intense orgasm begin... but it was not to be.

	Knock knock! Someone was at the door!

	Catherine yanked her fingers from beneath her skirt. Her orgasm stopped cold. Her body shuddered as if a drug had been withdrawn. She jumped to her feet and smoothed her skirt.

	“Ye— yes” she called out.

	Sharon opened the door. “I finished his paddling” said Sharon cautiously. “I’ve got him working in the kitchen now on the snacks.” She paused. “Are you doing okay, darling?”

	“Sure, mother. Why wouldn’t I be?”

	Sharon wasn’t sure if Catherine was being sarcastic or not. “You know what I mean. After all, it’s not every day that a woman comes home to find her new husband wearing women’s clothing and letting his mother-in-law paddle his rear!”

	“You think.”

	“I just don’t want it to bother you.”

	“Why would it bother me?” asked Catherine.

	Sharon again looked at her curiously. She couldn't tell if her daughter was angry or disturbed or fine; the truth was that Catherine was all these things at the moment as she tried to process what she had just discovered about herself. Sharon decided she had to be upset. She went on the offensive to shift any blame Catherine might be assigning her: “Well, it is what I’ve been trying to warn you about, darling. You haven’t wanted to hear it from me, but now you see it’s true—”

	Catherine laughed, which caused Sharon to furrow her brow. Catherine was slowly coming to understand that she did indeed want Christopher feminized. She wanted it badly apparently. What’s more, she had decided to let her mother do it. Not only was Sharon apparently good at it, but it would teach Sharon a lesson not to meddle in Catherine’s life when Catherine declared that she liked the new feminized Christopher. To get her to continue, however, Catherine need to pretend to continue to doubt.

	“All I see, mom, is your manipulation. I doubt very much that any of this was his idea or that it was something he was comfortable with. This is your doing and the moment you stop, he goes back to normal,” said Catherine.

	As expected, this lit a fire under Sharon. “Do you honestly think a real man would let his mother-in-law... or any woman really, dress him that way or treat him that way? Hardly, honey. That’s what I’m trying to save you from. Christopher may be a nice boy, but he’s not worthy of being married to you.”

	“Prove it.”

	“I have! Look at him” She paused. “I know a very good divorce attorney—”

	“No, mother.”

	Sharon furrowed her brow. “No? No what?”

	“No, mother.”

	Sharon folded her arms. A perplexed look appeared on her face. “Your husband is wearing a dress and high heels. I think it’s proven.”

	Catherine shook her head. “Not even close. If you want to prove it, you’re going to need to try a lot harder than you’ve done so far. You’re going to need to prove to me that he likes it,” said Catherine essentially setting the terms of what she wanted her mother to do with her husband. Catherine tingled all over doing this; she felt oddly powerful too.

	“I can do that, darling,” warned Sharon. “I don’t believe you.”

	“All right, sweetie. Watch and learn.”

	Catherine folded her arms. “Do your worst.”

	Sharon glared at her daughter. “Fine,” she finally said.

	No sooner had Sharon left than there came another knock on the door. Clearly, this was Christopher... knocking on his own bedroom door. Catherine slipped back into her spike heels, which had come off when she lay on the bed. Then she sat down on the chair by her vanity. She checked her hair and crossed her legs, letting one pump dangle; she wanted to look authoritative.

	“Come in,” she called out.

	Sure enough, Christopher walked through the door. He still wore the pink

	dress he’d worn to the spanking. For some strange reason, he still wore the high- heeled wedges too. He’d removed the blonde wig, but couldn’t remove the fake nails Sharon had glued to his fingers. She marveled at how well he walked in heels, how femininely he carried his hands and posture, and how womanly he looked in the dress. All of this made her feel electric.

	“Can I speak to you for a minute?” asked Christopher.

	Catherine straightened her posture slightly, shook her foot and tapped the chair arm with her sharp red nails. “Yes.”

	Christopher blushed. He’d never felt more servile than he did in this moment. He had hoped to have a genuine conversation with his wife, but she was treating this more like an audience with his role being to grovel before the queen.

	“I, um. I wanted to let you know that none of this was my idea—” “Is that so?” interrupted Catherine.

	“Really. This was all your mother's idea.”

	Catherine shook her leg. “No doubt it was, but you chose to go along with

	her.”

	 


“She didn't really give me any choice.”

	“We’ve been over this, darling. Did she hold a gun to your head? No. Did

	she threaten you? No. Then she didn’t force you. You had a choice. I’ve been telling you all along, Christopher, that you need to stand up to my mother, but you clearly didn't. In fact, not only did you not stand up to her... but look at you. You’re wearing a dress and high heels and who knows what else!”

	Christopher felt himself shrink. “I tried.”

	Catherine folded her arms and stared at her husband. “You tried she repeated cynically. “She's not some irresistible force, Chrissy. She’s just an old woman.” Her use of the feminized version of his name did not escape Christopher. He felt like a fool now.

	Christopher hung his head. “I’ll take all this off now.” “Who said you could change?” snapped Catherine.

	Christopher's jaw dropped. “But—”

	“Christopher, you’ve promised repeatedly that you would stand up to her and it’s becoming clear you won't. I don't know if you’re just not man enough or

	if you like being dominated by my mother. Either way, I’m not bailing you out. Until you grow the balls you need to stand up to my mother, you will obey her. Do you understand?” said Catherine firmly.

	Christopher looked shocked. “I don’t understand.”

	“It’s simple, Chrissy. Until you are ready to be a man, you’re going to be whatever my mother makes of you.”

	Christopher didn’t know what to say. “But honey!”

	“The conversation is over, Chrissy. Go make the snacks.” He stood there dumbfounded.

	Catherine took a deep breath and assured herself that this was what she wanted. She could still end it if she wanted to right now. She looked him up and down again in his pink dress and his tall heels. She felt herself getting even wetter. This was definitely what she wanted.

	“Go make the snacks or I’ll paddle you myself,” said Catherine.

	Christopher licked his licks. He considered resisting, but he didn’t. To the contrary, a moment later, he found himself tottering out of the bedroom with his tail between his legs.

	“I need to figure out a way to stand up to Sharon fast!” he told himself.

	 

	 

	 

	The End of Part One

	 

	Thanks for reading my book!

	I hope you enjoyed it!

	 

	 

	 

	Please leave a review at Amazon.

	Let me know what you'd like to see in future books!

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	And don’t forget to check out my other books:
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	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 let me change everything. Before my plans were finished, Mike would be the submissive little housewife in the four-inch heels!
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	Powerful men like Christopher Jordan need ways to unwind. For Christopher, who planned to run for governor in the next election, this meant having an internet mistress. He assumed having an online mistress was safe because of the anonymity of the net. He was wrong. Christopher would now learn a hard lesson as this mysterious mistress slowly placed him at the mercy of the women in his life.
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	When Sam’s stepmother discovered the perfect way to keep her adult stepson out of trouble, she unknowingly put him at the mercy of his worst enemy... his vengeful adult 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?
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	The long awaited sequel to Grounded In Heels!

	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 has plans for the helpless feminized Sam and is determined to humiliate him and to make his time in heels permanent. But her plans might now work out so well this time.
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	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?
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	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. Thaťs when she decided to teach him a lesson he would never forget by giving him exactly what he wantsand 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.)
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	Jess and his stepmother never got along, at least until she brought him a new CD. Now they get along great, and Jess and his father are changing fast. Everyone seems to be noticing the changes too, except them. Can Jess’s mother save Jess and his father from his evil stepmother? Or are they destined to become sissy maids... or worse?
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	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.

	[image: Image]The Writer’s Secret:

	 

	Loren had no idea what he was getting into when his agent suggested he write transvestite fiction. Nor did he realize how eagerly his wife Stephanie would embrace the idea of feminizing her husband. How far would they go?

	March 2012 and October 2015 No. 1 Bestseller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

	 

	 

	 

	 

	[image: Image]The Writer’s Secret (Part Two: Blackmailed Sissy):

	 

	As Loren continues to adjust 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. 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 get out of these messes?

	 

	September 2015 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

	[image: Image]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.

	 

	November 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

	 

	 

	 

	[image: Image]Serving His Fiancee:

	This is Part Two of Feminized Fiancé.

	 

	Rick is now trapped in a rigged bet with the powerful Victoria Martin. Rick must win his fiancee 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 fiancee’s personal maid ‘Sissy’, and he can’t tell her who he really is. But does she already know? This book concludes the series.

	 

	January 2014 and February 2014 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

	[image: Image]Satin Falls (Part One):

	Satin Falls is the story of a small mountain town where the males slowly lose their ability to resist any command given by the females after an unknown virus infects the water supply.

	Guiding the women in how to handle this is a psychiatrist with a grudge against the masculine half of the human race. She decides to get her revenge against mankind by encouraging the women of Satin Falls to feminize their helpless males.

	Unfortunately, the only person who can stop her, her former female lover who is now set to marry a man who would rather be the one wearing the dress at their wedding, may not want to stop her.

	Part One of this story follows several couples as their lives change in this brave new world of silk and high heels and female

	domination as the men slowly sink into feminization as their chances of being rescued hang by the well-manicured fingertips of one young woman.

	July 2015 and August 2015 No, 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon'

	[image: Image]Satin Falls (Part Two):

	With all the men of Satin Falls now infected by a virus that causes them to lose their ability to resist any command given by any woman, the women of Satin Falls take oven Following Dr. Melanie Morgan's plan, the women remove the men from positions of authority and then feminize them for their own good. Unfortunately, none of them yet suspects what Melanie is really up to.

	Meanwhile, the only two people who can stop Melanie, her former lover Sidney and Sidney's sister Amber, are about to find their own desires to stop Melanie severely tested by the temptation of having total control over the men in their own lives, particularly Sidney’s boss.

	August 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

	[image: Image]Two Weeks As His Wife's Feminized Submissive:

	 

	Paul Wallace is a powerful man. But Paul has a secret. While Paul appears to be a man in charge, his wife Amanda really holds the power. Whaťs more, for two weeks every year, Amanda turns Paul into Paula, her feminized, submissive plaything... and he loves it.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	[image: Image]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.

	 

	 

	November 2015 and December 2015 No. 1 Bestseller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

	[image: Image]Feminizing Her Husband (Or How Megan Avoided Pregnancy) (Part One); Megan and Mark have a problem. 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, with an end result that neither of them expected.

	This is Part One of two. This part deals with how everything begins as Megan and Mark try to scare and humiliate each other into giving up.

	May 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

	 

	 

	[image: Image]Feminizing Her Husband (Or How Megan Got Pregnant) (Part Two):

	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 too. Will Mark get the baby he wants? Will he escape with his masculinity intact? Does Megan want to let him?

	This Part concludes the story.

	 

	June 2016 No, 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

	[image: Image]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. Can he do it? Should he do it?

	 

	August 2016 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon UK!

	 

	 

	[image: Image]A Collection of Short Stories, Volume One:

	Three Tales of Halloween Magic: Sometimes, stories are better when they are short and sweet. This first volume of short stories includes three separate tales of Halloween magic:

	They Messed With The Wrong Witch: Three rotten brothers learn a lesson they will never forget when they wrongly accuse a woman of being a witch.

	 

	The Magic Ring: A husband and wife argue over a magic ring only to discover that magic can be a dangerous and tricky thing. Soon they learn what happens when the shoe ends up on the other foot... and a few other things.

	 

	I Wasn't Myself: A tale of a man who finds himself in the body of his ex- wife. That's not the worst part though. The worst part is that his ex-wife is now in his!

	[image: Image][image: Image]

	 

	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”

	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.

	 

	November 2016, December 2016, January 2017, February 2017 No. 1 Best Sellers in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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