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—o—


Dear Readers,
Ok, so mothers-in-law can be tricky. Sharon in particular can be tricky. But as the second part of our story resumes, it looks more like Catherine is the tricky one. Will she get her mother to feminize her husband for her? What’s Christopher going to do about this and Catherine’s newfound dominant attitude?

	There is definitely a lesson here. When your mother-in-law comes at you holding a pair of sexy spike heels in her hand... run! Whether you run toward her or away from her is up to you, of course.

	

Anyways, this part will conclude the story. I hope you enjoy it.


With love, Ann:)



Prologue

	

—o—
Sharon sat at the kitchen table drinking hot tea. She was frustrated and couldn’t sleep. It was midnight. The room was lit only by the glow of a nearby clock and the electronic panel on the stove. Sharon wore a thick white cotton robe. On her feet, as always, were her leopard-print pumps rather than slippers. She wore curlers in her hair. She was debating what to do about her daughter and her son-in-law.

“I can’t believe her” said Sharon unhappily. “How can she not see what it means that I got him to wear a dress and high heels? No real man would have put those on for me!”

Sharon thought back to her daughter Catherine’s words:

 

“If you want to prove it, you’ll need to try a lot harder than you’ve done so far.

You’ll need to prove to me that he likes it.”

 

“How do I prove he likes it?” she asked herself.

Sharon sipped her tea in silence for some time. She had no idea how to make Christopher like being a submissive girl. Obviously, she couldn't force him to like it. She couldn’t bribe him to like it either. Could she trick him to like it? No. What did that leave?

“There must be some way to prove this” she thought. Nothing came to her.

“I need help with this. I need an expert.”

Sharon looked at her watch. With the time zone difference, it wasn’t too late to call. She walked to her room to find her phone in her purse. Then she sat in the small chair by the vanity table and dialed the number.

Riiiiiiiiing. It rang.

“Sharon Jones residence,” came the familiar voice of her husband, known to the world only as “Aunt Berta,” her maid.

“Good evening, darling. I didn’t wake you, did I?” asked Sharon.

“No, Ma’am. I was just polishing your shoes. Then I was planning to masturbate

before going to bed”

“Good girl.”

“Thank you, Ma’am.”

“Well, listen, Berta, I have an important question for you. Like I predicted, getting Chrissy into dresses has been quite simple, but our daughter is being difficult,” said Sharon.

“She is strong-willed, Ma’am. She takes after you,” said Berta.

“Yes, she does. Anyways, she says that Chrissy wearing dresses means nothing because I manipulated him into it. Can you imagine the nerve?” asked Sharon. Berta remained suspiciously silent, though Sharon didn’t notice; she rarely noticed the subtle clues others sent her to try to signal their disagreement or disapproval. So he continued: “Now she wants me to find some way to show her that he likes it before she’ll believe there’s a problem.”

“ ‘Show her that he likes it’?” repeated the confused Berta.

Sharon sighed. “Yes, and I’m not sure how to do that. Any ideas?” “Any ideas for what, Ma’am?”

“Any ideas for how to make him like wearing dresses?”

Her husband seemed rather taken aback. This came across, even through the phone. “I— well— uh, I don’t think you can make anyone like something like that, Ma'am.”

“You like it,” shot back Sharon. “I liked it before I met you.”

Sharon rolled her eyes. “Isn’t that the truth,” she said sourly. “You’ve always been a sissy. I don't know how I didn't spot it until that day I came home and found you in my closet.” Sharon’s tone was both condescending and accusatory. It was clear she was casting blame.

Berta remained tensely silent, though again, Sharon didn't seem to notice. “So, what do you think?” asked Sharon.

“Maybe you should reconsider the whole thing. If he doesn't like it, as you say, then Catherine has nothing to fear.” His tone dripped with hints of disapproval, though Catherine overlooked those as well.

“ ‘Nothing to fear’?” repeated Sharon incredulously. Not if he doesn't like it—”

“The fact I got him into dresses and heels at all means she has something to fear!”

scoffed Sharon unhappily. “Besides, he doesn't need to be a sissy cross-dresser for there to be problems. He's just not manly, and she needs to understand that or one day she's going to wake up and regret marrying sissy Chrissy.”

“Do you regret marrying me?” asked Berta more by way of example than inquiry. “Obviously not,” said Sharon with some annoyance; she didn't like to be questioned. She continued: “But I would have preferred to be able to show the world

that I’m still married rather than just telling them I have a maid.” “You made me the maid.”

“You wanted it,” shot back Sharon. Her husband said nothing in response, which made Sharon's skin crawl. She hated it when he became silent. It always made her feel so... so... well. She tapped her foot against the floor guiltily. As she did, an idea came to her. She chuckled. “I think I know how to solve my problem!”

“How?”

“Never mind, darling. Go finish my shoes and then go to bed. I want you in bed early tonight.”

“But Ma'am, you said I could masturbate,” protested Sharon’s husband. “Not tonight. Be a good girl and go to bed.”

“But Ma’am!”

“Don’t make me punish you, dear. Do as you’re told.”

There was a moment of silence. Then “Aunt Berta” spoke. “Yes, Ma’am.” Sharon hung up the phone. She indeed had an idea. Right now, it seemed to

Sharon that Catherine thought this was all just a game of sorts because she assumed Christopher could just take off the dresses and return to being Christopher again when it was all over, i.e. she didn’t understand the danger. Sharon needed to make it clear to Catherine that Christopher was becoming Chrissy for real and Christopher would vanish. Then she would understand! Now she knew what she needed to do.

Sharon chuckled sinisterly.


	


Chapter Twelve: “The Following Morning”

	

—o—
It was the next morning. Catherine was in the shower. Christopher sat on the edge of the bed. He was naked. Sitting before Christopher, on a chair, was a set of clothes with a note on top of them. These were women's clothes and the note was from Sharon. She wanted him to wear these clothes today. The note said:

This is your uniform today, Chrissy. Get dressed and come to the kitchen.

— Sharon

 

Christopher glanced unhappily at the pile of clothes. A white dress lay on the bottom. On top of that was a white apron. Then came black and white lingerie. On top of all of that was a pair of black and white spike heels. The dress looked tight and the heels looked uncomfortable. Christopher cringed at the idea that he now knew how it felt to wear high heels. Men weren’t supposed to know things like that and it didn’t help his sense of masculinity that he did. And weren’t those higher heels than the day before by maybe an inch?

He looked at the note again and shook his head.

“Why is she so obsessed with making me wear women's clothes?” he asked himself.

Christopher thought about the past few days. He thought about the humiliations he had endured from Sharon, not to mention those of his wife as well. He thought about the erections - he still didn’t understand those. Why would any of this cause erections? Then he thought about his wife. He heard her voice in his head telling him that he would surrender to his mother-in-law's feminization plan. He immediately tried to drown out those thoughts.

“I’m not going to give in to her” he told himself rather loudly in his head.

He considered the consequences of giving in. His mother-in-law clearly wanted to make him into a maid. That was obvious. She saw him as a servant, not a husband. She also seemed intent on making him dress like a woman for some reason. He wasn’t sure why, but he assumed this had to do with convincing Catherine that he wasn't right for her. Either way, he wanted neither of these things.

Christopher glanced at the pile of clothes again. In them, he saw his future if he didn’t change course immediately. He saw himself feminized and serving his wife and mother-in-law as some sort of slave.

“I need to finally stand up to her” he told himself.

At this very moment, Catherine came out of the bathroom. She wore a tight black skirt suit with a pencil skirt that stopped right at her knees. Her blouse was a royal blue and she had a golden locket around her neck. She was dressed for work, though she still missed her heels and her earrings. As she walked to the closet to get her shoes, she inserted her earrings into her ears, one at a time.

“Why aren't you dressed?” asked Catherine. “I don’t have anything to wear” he said.

“Your closet is full of clothes” she said, though both knew his closet contained only women’s clothes. “What is that pile of clothes on the chair?”

“Your mother sent those. They’re supposed to be my uniform for the day.”

Catherine shrugged her shoulders. “Then you have clothes. Get dressed” she said simply.

“But—”

“Get dressed. You have things to do” said Catherine. She hadn't said this cruelly nor had she even said this forcefully. She just said it as one might to remind another of an appointment. That was all. Yet, the effect on Christopher was surprisingly dramatic. When she said this, Christopher felt the wind leave his sails. His resolve collapsed.

“Why do I need to wear these things?” asked Christopher.

“That’s between you and my mother” said Catherine as she pulled a pair of shiny black pumps from her closet and set those on the floor. She slipped her feet into them. Christopher could hear her feet slide along the hard leather as they squeezed inside. She now stood several inches taller. This always made Christopher even smaller yet for she towered over him now.

“But she won’t listen,” protested Christopher. “I swear I’ve tried everything, but she won't listen.”

Catherine shrugged her shoulder to tell Christopher this was his problem. “Hurry up, darling. You have duties and mother is waiting,” said Catherine as she slipped her suit jacket over her shoulders. Then she started toward the door. “See you in the kitchen.”

Christopher bit his lip. “What am I going to do?”

Obviously, he needed to go to the kitchen. He was expected. He had duties. But he had no male clothes he could wear... none. What options did that leave him? He could go naked, but he suspected that wouldn’t go over well with Catherine. Nor did he really want to go naked; that wasn’t any less humiliating. He could wear the “uniform” Sharon sent, but that would be surrendering and would just make it all the more difficult for him to break out of this.

That left only one choice really, which was to choose other feminine clothes than the ones his mother-in-law had laid out for him. Doing so would be an act of rebellion that would show her that he would not play her game... or would it? The more Christopher thought about it, the more he realized that would be a mistake. For one thing, putting on any feminine clothes would be playing right into her game; it would let her claim that he had chosen to dress femininely voluntarily. Even worse, it would be like exposing his own sense of feminine style - they would be clothes he had picked out for himself. Being male, he wasn’t supposed to have a sense of style for feminine clothing.

“That leaves the uniform... but I can’t wear that,” he told himself.

This would be a difficult choice. How would he maintain his masculinity in this choice when there was no masculine option?

—o—

 

As the minutes passed, Catherine became more and more curious what Christopher would do. A day or so prior, she would have been anxiously hoping Christopher would show some resistance to his feminization. Today, she wanted the opposite. Today, she wanted him to march into the kitchen completely feminized and ready to be emasculated.

She didn’t have long to wait to find out which it would be.

Catherine leaned against the kitchen counter sipping her coffee when she heard the sound of high heels coming down the hallway. It was an unmistakable sound: CLICK SLAP! CLICK SLAP! CLICK SLAP! The “click” was the striking of Christopher’s heel against the hardwood floor and the slap came when the insole of the loose sandal slapped against the bottom of his foot.

“So much for standing up to my mother,” said Catherine beneath her breath.

Catherine glanced at her mother and saw her chuckle into her newspaper as once more Christopher had played into her hands. On the one hand, she hated it when her

mother got to feel smug. On the other hand, a jolt of excitement rocked her body at the prospect of seeing her husband feminized once more. Her nipples popped up and she felt a growing warmth between her legs.

She held her breath.

A moment later, Christopher tottered into the kitchen. He wore the white dress Sharon had laid out for him, the heels and the lingerie. He carried the apron, but didn't wear it. He walked well on the heels, much to his shame. He wasn't sure about the tight dress though. The dresses he had worn so far were looser and flowed over his body. This dress hugged his thighs tightly and formed a sort of ring around knees which restricted his legs and made it difficult to walk.

“Ah! There he is,” said Sharon.

“Yes, I’m here,” said Christopher. “I’d like to talk to you to, Sharon.” “Put on your apron, dear.”

“That's what I want to talk to you about.”

“Fine. We’ll talk later. Right now, put on your apron and get my daughter more coffee. She needs to leave for work.”

Christopher stopped. He dug deep for confidence. He wasn’t going to let Sharon take control that easily. He intended to stand up to her right here and now. He raised his hand and started to speak. Before any words came out, however, his wife placed her travel cup in his hand.

“Thank you, darling,” she said.

A sense of weakness washed over Christopher and while tried to speak his mind, nothing came out. His will had been subverted, and he meekly took his wife’s cup to the coffee maker and filled it with coffee. She then took it from his hand and pecked him on the cheek.

“Thank you, dear,” said Catherine. “Don’t forget your apron.” “Yes, Ma’am,” said Christopher softly... meekly.

With that, Catherine grabbed her purse and slipped her jacket over her shoulder. She kissed her mother on the forehead before turning to Christopher. “You behave today, Chrissy.”

“I will” said Christopher, who blushed at being spoken down to like a child. “Good boy,” she said.

Christopher’s day of resistance had begun with failure. It was about to get much worse too.


	


Chapter Thirteen: “Pushing Harder”

	

—o—
After drinking her coffee and tripping up her husband’s attempt to stand up for himself, Catherine left for work... leaving Christopher to his mother-in-law's mercy. She had none.

“Look, Sharon, I don’t want to do this anymore” said Christopher the moment they were alone.

“That's cute,” said Sharon. “What is?”

“That you think you have a choice.”

Christopher furrowed his brow. “Of course, I have a choice!”

Sharon picked up the apron from the counter where Christopher had left if and walked over to her son-in-law. Christopher's attention was drawn to the apron. He felt a sick feeling inside.

“I'm not wearing that,” he said. Sharon held it out for him. “Put it on.”

“I won't wear that!” he exclaimed. There was a hint of desperation in his tone.

“If you don’t wear it, you'll ruin your dress doing your chores,” said Sharon. “Then I’ll be angry that you damaged such a pretty dress.”

“I’m not doing any chores,” said Christopher firmly.

“Oh my,” said Sharon mockingly in response to his determined tone. “What will Catherine say? She won’t be pleased that you didn’t complete the list of chores she gave me for you to do.”

Christopher raised an eyebrow. “What list?”

Sharon held up a piece of paper. “This list. My daughter - your wife - gave it to me this morning. She wants you to do everything on here today and she will be quite put out if you don’t.”

Christopher was confused. Could this be real? Had his wife really given his mother-in-law a list of chores for him to perform? That would be humiliating and emasculating if true, but he couldn’t see Catherine doing that. Nevertheless, Christopher told himself he couldn’t really treat this list as a hoax in the off chance that it was real

because he needed to keep his wife on his side as he fought back against his mother-in- law.

“Let me see the list. I want proof it’s from her,” said Christopher.

“Forget it. You’re not getting it. You can do as you’re told or you can face the consequences.”

Christopher bit his lip. Was this a trick or not? Could he take the chance that it

was?

 

“What’s it going to be, Chrissy?”

“I want to see the list,” said Christopher, though he spoke meekly.

“Not happening,” said Sharon flatly. She was in charge now, that was obvious.

“Maid’s don’t get to question their mistresses. You can take my word for it or you can face the consequences.”

“What consequences?”

Sharon laughed. “What do you think? Do you think my daughter is going to be happy with you when she comes home and finds the place a mess... finds her orders ignored... finds that you did nothing but sit around all day? Hardly! She’s going to be furious and she’s going to take out her anger on you.”

Christopher ran his tongue over his teeth. This didn’t seem true to him. Catherine had rarely been cross with him and she hadn’t said anything about this. If she wanted him to do chores, why not tell him? If she intended to punish him, why not say something? But then, these weren’t normal times. In fact, these were rather abnormal times and she had acted in ways he never would have expected. So what this came down to, at least in his mind, was that he didn’t believe the list had come from his wife, but he didn’t think he could risk ignoring it, and he didn’t believe she intended to punish him, but he thought that was possible as well at the moment.

“I don’t have a choice,” he told himself.

But perhaps he could get something out of it. “Fine. I’ll do the list,” he said.

“I thought so” replied Sharon.

“But you need to give me back my male clothes if I do it,” added Christopher

firmly.

Sharon said only one word in response and she let it roll off her tongue: “No.”


	


Chapter Fourteen: “When The Wife’s Away”

	

—o—
Catherine had barely hung up her coat on the rack when her secretary Amanda appeared at her door. Amanda was a pretty woman who always wore dresses that accentuated her curves perfectly. Today's dress was dark gray with black accents. She wore matching pumps with very high heels.

“So? What happened?” asked Amanda.

Amanda was referring to Catherine going home early to try to catch Christopher and Sharon in whatever they were doing. Her question sent everything Catherine had seen the prior night flooding through her mind again. This made her intensely horny and she needed to take a deep breath and sit down at her desk. She crossed her legs, folded her arms, and shook her leg excitedly. Her nipples were hard as a rock and her pussy was soaking wet.

“I wasn't trying to catch them,” said Catherine evasively. “But you did catch them in something?”

Catherine shrugged her shoulders indifferently, but also twisted her lips and blushed as her pussy tingled like it was on fire. Amanda knew this look. It meant that Catherine was struggling to hold something in, something she desperately wanted to talk about.

“You can talk to me,” said Amanda. “I know.”

“And you know that everything you tell me remains top secret” said Amanda.

Catherine nodded her head. In her experience, this had been true. She had never once heard of Amanda passing on her secrets or those of others. In that regard, Amanda had been entirely reliable. Still, this was a huge secret to share and she wasn’t sure she could even say what was on her mind.

“I know that too. I’m just not sure I should say,” said Catherine.

This definitely piqued Amanda’s interest. “Of course, you should tell me. You clearly need to get this off your chest, and who else are you going to talk to if not me, boss?”

Catherine rubbed her throat with her fingers as she considered this. Then she

exhaled, as if a weight had been released from her chest. “All right,” she said in a tone which reflected the struggle within her. She motioned Amanda to take a seat, which she did. “You can’t tell anyone any of this.”

Amanda agreed: “I swear.”

Catherine folded her arms even tighter. “You will never believe what I found when I got home. My mother... my mother had—” She blushed and shook her leg aggressively. She felt the warmth again between her thighs and her nipples popped up hard once more. Her breathing became erratic as her pussy seemed to swell. Thoughts of Christopher prancing around the house in a dress made her tingle all over.

“Go on,” said Amanda.

Catherine took a deep breath. “My mother had put Christopher over her knee and she was paddling him!”

Amanda gasped. “Oh my God!” “Can you imagine?!”

Amanda shook her head. She was shocked. She never expected that and the very idea struck her like a ton of bricks... although the image of Christopher being spanked like a child did make her giggle. She kept the giggle inside though, so as not to risk offending or hurting her friend.

“That’s not even all of it!” continued Catherine, who now felt a tremor deep inside her body and her pussy become very wetter. She was so wet, in fact, she could feel her juices running out of her pussy into her panties.

“There’s more?!” asked Amanda incredulously.

“Oh yeah! Get this! She had him dressed... in a dress and high heels!”

A tingly shudder raced through Amanda’s body. She blushed and also began shaking her leg excitedly. Catherine noticed this and wondered if this turned her secretary on as much as it did her.

“You’re serious?” asked Amanda. “Absolutely.”

“Wow! What kind of dress?”

“A pink one, but it doesn’t matter. The point is, he was wearing a dress! A dress!

And high heels!”

“And your mother was spanking him?” “With a hairbrush.”

Both women were breathing hard now. Each was intensely excited. Amanda, however, didn’t know if Catherine was excited or upset, so she held her tongue as she

tried to think of what to say next that wouldn’t upset her friend and boss. She finally settled on the safe: “I'm sorry.”

“I’m not,” said Catherine immediately, and she chuckled. Seeing Amanda so obviously excited gave her the confidence to share the part of this story that had really worried her initially. She didn't want Amanda thinking she was weird, but it was clear to her now that Amanda was engrossed with the idea herself. “You know what else? I liked it.”

These words filled Catherine with a sense of power. She felt amazing. Being able to say this openly made her feel like there was nothing she could not do. She had accepted what she wanted and that brought freedom.

Amanda, however, wasn’t entirely sure what this meant and she didn’t want to presume, not in these circumstances, so she decided to let Catherine explain everything. “You ‘liked’ what?”

“Christopher... in a dress” Amanda's jaw dropped. “You liked it?”

“It was exciting.” She paused again. “I swear to you, Amanda, it was honestly exciting to see my husband in a dress and high heels. I never would have believed that until I saw it for myself.”

“Exciting how? Like, ‘wow, that was a shock, what an exciting moment’ or... or am I underestimating this?” asked Amanda cautiously. She had no idea how to proceed on this one.

“The latter.”

“So, you want to—” she let her question trail off.

Catherine snickered. She couldn't believe she was saying this so openly, but she was: “I want to see him wear dresses from now on.”

Amanda leaned back. She was stunned. “Wow!” Catherine nodded her head, but didn't speak.

“You know, I’m really surprised. You always dated such macho guys, and then Christopher seemed so paranoid about his masculinity. I’m surprised you both want this now,” said Amanda.

Catherine blushed. “Well... I want it. I’m not so sure about Christopher.” “What does that mean?”

“He says he doesn’t really like it, but I’m not sure. 1 think he does.”

“Cath! You can't force him to dress like a woman,” said Amanda indignantly. “He’s your husband.”

Catherine suddenly blushed with shame. She had actually been having the same thought all morning. As excited as it made her, it struck her that it was wrong to do this without Christopher’s permission, no matter how much she wanted it. Amanda’s words confirmed that. The trouble was, she didn't want to give this up. She wanted him in dresses and she was fairly sure he wouldn’t agree if given the choice. Hence, she had been selling herself excuses all morning for why it was acceptable to go ahead without Christopher’s agreement.

“I’m not really forcing him as such,” said Catherine cautiously. “My mother is the one pushing him.”

“Whether it’s you or your mother doesn’t make any difference.” “But he has a chance to avoid it if he just tells her ‘no’.”

Amanda pursed her lips, tipped her head to one side and shot Catherine her best disapproving look. “He’s still being forced and you can stop him. That makes you complicit, Cath. You can't allow that.”

“But he’s soooo cute in dresses,” pleaded Catherine. “Cath”

“I know, I know! But it’s— he’s— it’s so exciting!”

“So are a lot of things, but that doesn’t mean you can just do it. This is your husband, Cath. When you married him, you took up a vow and you’re breaking that vow if you’re trying to feminize him without his permission.” She took a deep breath before looking her friend square in the face. “If this really is a good thing, then you can tell him what you're feeling and hell agree. If he doesn’t agree or you can't get up the nerve to ask him, then it’s not a good thing.”

“But he likes for me to make decisions for him. He always has.”

“That may be, but this is a bigger decision than most. You need to ask him on this one,” said Amanda.

“But—”

“No,” said Amanda and she shook her head. “Ask.” Catherine sighed.

“Promise me you’ll get his permission.”

Catherine took a moment before nodding her head. She knew her friend was right.

She had had the same thought. “I will,” she said softly.

“Good. Have faith, Cath. If you like it as much as you claim, hell come around.” With that, Amanda rose to her feet, smoothed her skirt, and returned to her desk. She

didn’t admit that the whole thing turned her on and that she likely would have done the same thing Catherine was doing if their roles had been reversed.

With her friend back at her desk, Catherine told herself that Amanda was right. She promised herself that she would tell her mother today that she needed to stop. Unfortunately, over the course of the day her conviction would fade as she wasn’t ready to give this up yet.


	


Chapter Fifteen: “A Gift”

	

—o—
It was early evening and Christopher heard his wife walk through the door of the apartment. He wanted to talk to her about this list of chores his mother-in-law made him work on all day. She claimed Catherine had given her the list, but he didn’t believe that Catherine would do that to him... at least, he didn't want to believe it. Now that she was home, he wanted to know the truth. So, he set down his broom and he stormed over to the front door.

Seeing Christopher in the tight white pencil dress, the apron and the high heels again made Catherine tingle all over and her pussy fill with her juices. Any thought she had of letting him out of his feminine prison vanished in her horniness. There was no doubt about it, she liked him like this.

“Hello, baby,” she said as he approached.

“I’d like to talk to you,” snapped Christopher.

“Of course, but do you mind if I get in the apartment first?” countered his wife. She then held out her purse for Christopher to take. He hesitated, feeling that taking her purse would be a servile gesture and would ruin his attempt to speak his mind, but she shook it to remind him that she expected him to take it and his desire to please overtook him and he felt compelled to take it.

“Sorry” said Christopher and he took the purse. He set it on the small table. “Put that in my study.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“I see you’re still wearing the dress from this morning” said Catherine as she pulled her overcoat off her shoulders and handed it to her husband. He dutifully placed it on a hanger in the closet.

“Uh, yeah,” he responded.

She chuckled. “I don’t know how you do the housework in such a tight dress.

I couldn’t do it.”

He blushed. “It’s not easy.”

“I’ll bet. And those heels must kill you.” As she said this, Catherine raised her foot behind her and removed her own high-heeled shoe from it. She repeated this with

the other shoe as well before holding both shoes out for him to take, causing his penis to become erect. “Put these in my closet.”

Christopher took the shoes. “Yes, Ma’am. What I wanted to talk about—” “What’s for dinner?”

“Alfredo” “Oh Good.”

Christopher nodded his head in reply. “As I was saying—” “Where’s my mother?”

“She’s in the kitchen.”

Catherine nodded her head and started toward the kitchen. Christopher grabbed her purse and followed her holding her purse and her high heels. He felt weak... emasculated holding these items and chasing after her.

“I wanted to talk to you—” started Christopher, but his wife didn’t even slow down; she was a good deal faster then he in her bare feet compared to Christopher in the unstable heels. “Can we please talk?”

“About what?” asked Catherine still without slowing. She had almost reached the kitchen, and Christopher did not want to have this conversation before his mother-in- law. He knew that would not turn out well.

“Will you please stop?!” he exclaimed firmly.

Catherine finally stopped and turned to look at him. “What is it?” “Did you give your mother a list of chores for me to do today?” “Of course.”

Christopher felt like he’d been punched in the gut. Not only had he hoped that his mother-in-law was lying, but at the very least, he expected Catherine to be more evasive and perhaps apologetic about it... ashamed perhaps. But she wasn’t. She admitted it as if there was nothing wrong with it.

“Why?!” gasped Christopher.

Catherine put her hands on her hips. “If you’re going to let my mother make you into a maid, then I should at least get the benefits out of it since I don’t have the benefit of having a husband anymore.” Her tone was matter-of-fact, but her words struck Christopher as if each word was a knife plunged deeply into his masculinity. He was her husband. The maid thing... it was just... it wasn’t... it was temporary. And it wasn’t his idea!

“I don’t want to be a maid, remember?” he asked defensively.

“Then why are you wearing that dress,” asked Catherine coldly. She turned and disappeared into the kitchen, leaving him shocked and feeling an inch high. Indeed, she had cut him down to size in such a way that he had no possible response. He couldn’t even deny what she had said in his own head. He felt completely un-manned. He had allowed himself to be castrated and they both knew it.

Then something worse happened. His penis jumped to attention beneath his dress and dribbled pre-cum all over the inside of his panties. Apparently, being emasculated turned him on. He felt an intense wave of shame pass over him.

“How can that excite me?” he asked himself.

Then he tucked his tail between his legs and went to place his wife’s shoes in the closet and her purse in the study. After that, he would go finish dinner for his wife and his mother-in-law. He would be disturbingly hard the entire time.

—o—

 

Later that night, after dinner, Christopher, his wife and his mother-in-law sat in the living room watching television. Christopher felt calm. This seemed to be the one peaceful part of his day. He had even been allowed to remove his painful high heels and put on a looser dress - a pink skater dress with a rounded collar. His mother-in-law let him wear black flats with it.

Catherine, on the other hand, did not feel calm. She sat on the other side of the couch in a pair of pink silk pajamas with her legs curled up beneath her. On the floor before her stood a pair of mid-heeled wedges she used for slippers. As they watched the program, she kept glancing at her husband, feeling a strong mixture of disdain and elation.

The disdain came from the fact that Christopher once again had failed to stand up for himself. As with prior days, he let her mother put him in a dress and high heels and he did so without even putting up a fight! Then, when her mother let him change, he happily accepted the pink dress and the flats he now wore. He didn’t even ask to change into anything masculine or pretend-masculine.

“What kind of man allows that?” she asked herself.

At the same time, however, Catherine also felt elation. She couldn’t explain it, but there was just something about seeing him humiliated like this that made her high. His legs looked sexy in the stockings. She loved watching him totter around insecurely in the high heels. He looked so... so soft in the flowing dresses and so submissive in the

tight dresses; they were almost like bondage. And when she saw the tip of his erection pushing out against his dress, it just blew her mind in an explosion of horniness. She loved all of this. She wanted more too.

“I bought you something today, by the way,” said Catherine. “For me?” asked Sharon.

“No, for Chrissy.”

It didn’t go unnoticed that Catherine had used the feminized version of her husband’s name. Christopher chose to overlook it, however. After all, it’s hard for a man in a dress to fight over the feminization of his name.

“What did you get me?” asked Christopher a little suspiciously. “Go fetch my purse from the study,” said Catherine.

Christopher cringed at the demeaning command, but did as he was told. When he returned, he handed the brown and tan designer purse to his wife. It was one of several she owned. She then flipped it open and withdrew a small box wrapped in white wrapping paper. It was the size of a jewelry box.

“Something for you, dear,” said Catherine.

“I can’t imagine what it is,” said Christopher, who truly hadn’t expected this. "Well, open it.”

Christopher pulled apart the wrapping paper to find a square box, perhaps a finger long in each direction, from a local jeweler. He had never worn jewelry, except his wedding ring, so this struck him as a little odd. He suddenly started to worry that this might be something feminine.

“Go on, open it,” said Catherine.

Christopher nervously opened the box. Inside were a pair of teardrop earrings with three inset pearls in a triangular formation. They were conservative yet beautiful and very, very feminine. Christopher looked confused.

“I don’t understand,” he said.

“They’re earrings,” said Catherine.

“I know that, but why give them to me?”

Catherine snickered. “You want to be a girl... well, girls wear earrings.”

Christopher furrowed his brow. Before he could respond, however, Sharon jumped out of the recliner and snatched one of the earrings. She held it up to the light so she could examine it.

“These are gorgeous, honey,” she said to Catherine.

“Thank you, mom. I saw them in the store and I just couldn’t resist. Chrissy dresses so beautifully, but he doesn’t have much in the way of makeup or jewelry yet. I thought these would be a nice start.”

Now Sharon furrowed her brow. This made no sense to her. Her daughter vehemently opposed her plan to feminize Christopher. Not only had she refused to believe it was possible, but she had even accused Sharon of tricking Christopher into it. Given that, why would she buy a pair of feminine earrings for Christopher now? Was this a trick on the part of her daughter? It had to be. But if so, what was the purpose of the trick? What did she want? Sharon didn’t know.

“These aren’t clip-ons,” said Christopher in the meantime. “No, they’re not,” said Catherine.

“But my ears aren’t pierced.”

Catherine shrugged her shoulders. “My mother can pierce your ears tomorrow.” Sharon and Christopher were even more shocked. Could she be serious? Christopher couldn’t believe it. How could his wife even suggest that he pierce his ears so he could wear feminine earrings? Sharon didn't believe it either. This had to be a bluff of some sort. Could she really let her pierce Christopher’s ears? She decided to call this

bluff.

“I can do it now,” said Sharon.

“If you like,” said Catherine without hesitation.

“Honey? I don’t want my ears pierced,” protested Christopher to his wife.

“Oh, be silent, Chrissy,” said Catherine. “A good maid should be seen and not heard.”

“But—but—”

“Don’t be a baby,” said Sharon.

Christopher realized he had no support, so he stopped talking. He could only hope that Catherine wasn’t serious about letting his mother-in-law pierce his ears. It seemed inconceivable. It was one thing to put on a dress - that could be taken off at any time - it was quite another to put permanent holes in his body. He would forever be marked as someone who wore earrings, wouldn’t he? He needed to try to stop her once more. Christopher turned to his wife as his mother-in-law marched off to get a sterile needle.

“You can’t allow this,” said Christopher.

“Why not?” asked Catherine. Her tone was entirely indifferent. “I think you’d look cute in earrings. And since you seem fine with my mother making you into

a woman anyways—”

“I don’t want to be a woman!” snapped Christopher.

Catherine raised her eyebrow and pursed her lip sarcastically. She looked him up and down, making a point of obviously taking in his dress and flats and exposed knees and every other point of femininity. “Could have fooled me,” she said.

Christopher withered and his spine turned to jello. “But honey!”

“Oh, stop whining,” said Catherine. She picked up a magazine and very visibly ignored him. Then she slapped the magazine down into her lap. “You keep whining that you don’t want this, but you never once stand up to my mother as she’s doing it to you. Never once, Christopher! So, stop complaining. It’s become clear that you want to be a woman!”

“I do not!” gasped Christopher. “You do!”

“I don't! And I can stand up to her. I've just been too polite to do it,” said Christopher defensively, though this wasn’t the case. The real answer was that he didn’t now to stand up to her... or he never found the right time... or it just didn’t work somehow.

Catherine laughed. “All right, Chrissy dear. I’ll make you a bet.” Christopher trembled at being called “Chrissy” by his wife.

“You claim that you can stand up to my mother,” continued Catherine. “Well, I'll give you a month. If you can stand up to her and return yourself to looking and acting like a male by then, then I’ll accept that and I’ll even apologize for ever doubting you. But if you’re still dressed as a woman in a month, then you will embrace it and you will continue in the role of my female servant for as long as I want. Agreed?”

Interestingly, Catherine didn't care if she won or lost. She figured that this bet would buy another month of Christopher as Chrissy as he would have no reason to put up a fight until near the end of the month. By that time, she assumed he would be fairly comfortable as a woman and it would be easier to keep him that way.

“Are you serious? You want me to be your female servant?” asked Christopher incredulously. After all, this was a woman who only dated macho guys before she married Christopher. Indeed, her attraction to macho guys had kept him insecure the entire time they'd been together.

“That's what you are, isn't it?” asked Catherine evasively. “No way!”

“Then prove it. Take the bet,” said Catherine coldly. Christopher hesitated. This sounded dangerous.

“Well?” demanded Catherine almost immediately. “Are you going to agree or is all this talk about being a man just talk?”

Christopher stared into his wife’s eyes. He couldn't tell at all what she was thinking. Her tone had been hostile and aggressive, but the twisted smile on her face suggested overwhelming joy - it seemed almost sexual to him. He didn't understand what the combination meant. Her eyes were ablaze too, but he couldn’t tell with what. Whatever she was thinking, it was obvious she was passionate about it, but he didn’t know what it was. One thing was clear to him though, he needed to prove his manhood to her!

“You’re on” he said. “But you need to stop your mother from piercing my ears.” “No. You need to stop her.”

Just then, Sharon re-entered the living room. “This should do,” she said and she held up a long, thick needle. In her other hand, she held a cork from a bottle. She walked over to Christopher. “This may hurt a bit, but it will pass.”

Christopher shot his wife a glance which said, “Stop her!”

Catherine took a deep breath. She wanted to let her mother do it. And as her mother started cleaning Christopher’s earlobes with a sterile pad, she went back and forth inside her head between letting her mother do it and doing what she needed to do. Finally, she realized that she had what she wanted right now from her husband - a month’s commitment to being feminized. Trying to get the earrings too was a bridge too far and risked everything else. “Fine!” she told herself.

“Mother... stop... please,” said Catherine “Why?”

“Because I’d like you to stop.”

Sharon snickered to herself. “I knew it!” she thought. “This was an act all along. She bought the earrings to make me think she was starting to like Chrissy being feminized. She wanted me to worry about that and stop showing her that he’s not a man! But the fact she won't let me pierce his ears tells me the truth.” Sharon became even more determined to pierce his ears and to push him even further toward feminization until her daughter conceded. For tonight, however, she would back off. This would make it more of a shock for Catherine when it happened.

“Very well, darling,” said Sharon.

Christopher breathed a sigh of relief. His earlobes were saved... or so he thought. For as Christopher scrubbed the kitchen floor the following morning, Sharon would come up behind him, bend over him, place the needle against the front of his earlobe and the cork against the back, and push the needle through. She would be so fast he could not stop her. He would be been pierced. By the time Catherine came home that night, he would be wearing the teardrop earrings.

—o—

 

“Well, look at you!” said Catherine with a huge smile on her face as she walked through the door. Perhaps it was more of a smirk. She had just come from work and Christopher had met her in the front hallway, as Sharon insisted, he always do now. He wore a dark blue A-line dress and matching sandals. She reached out and touched her husband’s dangling earrings and examined the holes from which they hung.

Christopher blushed.

“They look great on you,” said Catherine. “Very cute.”

“Thank you” said Christopher with some embarrassment.

Catherine also studied his face. He wore lipstick, blush, eyeliner and eye shadow. “Your makeup is excellent.”

“Your mother did it,” said Christopher with even more embarrassment.

“He needs more training before he can do his own,” said Sharon, who walked up behind Christopher and observed her daughter's reactions. “But it did turn out excellently. He looks... very feminine.”

“He does,” agreed Catherine and she patted him on the shoulder. “Good girl.” She then slipped off her coat and handed it to Christopher. He hung it up in the closet as expected of him.

“How was work, darling?” asked Sharon.

“Work is work, but it was good. I’ve got a new project that is keeping me busy,” said Catherine. She handed Christopher her purse, which he set on the small table before turning back, expecting to take her shoes when she removed them. This had become a sort of ritual. She didn't remove her shoes, however.

“That's good.”

“It is,” agreed Catherine. She then looked her husband up and down before cracking into an oversized grin. “Cute dress, dear.” She ran her fingers over the Peter Pan collar, which gave the dress a childish or nannyish appearance.

Christopher blushed even deeper. “Thank you.” He looked down at her shoes. She still hadn't removed them yet. “Your shoes, Ma'am?” he asked. Not that he wanted to take them, but it had become expected and having rituals and patterns tended to make life easier.

“Anxious to touch my shoes, are you?” asked Catherine with a chuckle.

“No,” said Christopher defensively, though it was too late to explain. He felt so servile now.

“What’s for dinner? I’m starving!” asked Catherine of her mother. “Chicken and broccoli.”

“Oh good. I think I’ll change before dinner,” said Catherine. “Come with me, Chrissy.”

Catherine turned down the hallway toward the bedroom. Christopher followed after her, carrying her purse. Both of their high heels echoed as they tottered along. When they reached the bedroom, Catherine tossed aside her jacket and told her husband to set her purse on her vanity. She then sat down on the edge of the bed and crossed her legs.

“You want to touch my shoes... come remove them,” said Catherine. “I wasn’t trying to touch—”

“Come remove my shoes.”

Christopher hesitated, but then did as he was told. It had always been hard for him to resist her and now that he had been put in such a servile position it was even harder. So, he walked over to his wife, crouched down, and pulled off her shoes: POP, POP! He then stood up and started toward the closet.

“Hold on. Stand there,” said Catherine. She pointed to the floor before her. This made her husband return.

“What about your shoes?” “What about them?”

“Don’t you want me to put them away?” He pointed toward the closet with the

shoes.

 

“Not yet,” said Catherine.

“What do you want me to do with them?”

“Just hold them,” said Catherine. “I’ll tell you if I want something else.” “Yes, Ma’am.”

Catherine smiled and rubbed her stocking-covered foot slowly up and down his

stocking-covered legs. His penis sprung to attention beneath his dress. Its tip pushed against the dress, causing a visible mound. Catherine loved seeing that more than anything else about him lately. There was something so helpless... so submissive about it.

“You’re excited,” she said and she traced the head of his penis through his dress with her fingertip.

Christopher nodded his head.

“But what’s exciting you, honey? Is it my foot against your legs? The feel of my nylons? The fact you’re dressed a girl? Or maybe it excites you to hold my high heels in your hand. Is that it, Chrissy? Does it excite you to hold my shoes?”

Christopher blushed.

“I’ll bet it does,” said Catherine. She ran her foot even higher and now squeezed the tip of his erection through the dress.

Christopher purred.

“Since you like touching my shoes, I want you to hold them until I tell you otherwise,” said Catherine breathlessly. She had been daydreaming all day about playing with him while he was femininely dressed. In several of these daydreams, she saw him doing servile things like leaning against a mop as she ran her fingers over his rear or painting her toenails as she jerked him off with her other foot. Another image involved what she was doing now.

Catherine leaned forward and placed her hands on the outside of his knees. She slid her hands up his thighs, lifting his dress in the process. When her hands reached his hips, his erection slipped past his panties and jumped out from beneath his dress. It pointed right at her.

“My, you really are excited,” said Catherine.

Catherine ran her fingertips along the underside of his shaft, just barely touching his skin. This made him shiver over and over. He desperately wanted her to grab the entire shaft.

“So, tell me, darling... are you enjoying your time in dresses?”

“No,” said Christopher. He was becoming breathless as his erection throbbed.

Catherine shook her head. “That’s not what my little friend says here,” she said and she ran her fingers along his shaft again, still barely touching the skin. This sent a chill down his spine and made his knees weak.

“It’s hard because you’re touching it,” said Christopher.

Catherine snickered. “It’s hard all the time, dear, not just when I touch it. I see it, my mother sees it.” She ran her hand faster along the shaft twice, still barely touching it. “Even when no one is touching you, you’re hard as a rock.” Her tone was teasing and very erotic.

Christopher opened his mouth to object, but he hesitated. Not only did her fingers feel electric along his shaft, which made it hard to focus and just as hard to speak, but he wasn’t sure an objection was entirely true. He too had noticed that in a strange sort of way, being dressed in women’s clothes seemed to turn him on. Oh, he didn't want to wear them, he assured himself of that, but somehow, wearing them... well, it was... it was kind of a turn on. He wasn’t sure why. And he didn’t want to start an argument that might cause him to admit that.

He shrugged his shoulders and mumbled something incoherent between hard breaths.

Catherine’s fingers now gripped his shaft gently and she started stroking him. Her hand was so warm, so soft and so teasing. He closed his eyes and stared breathing erratically.

“That feels so good” he said.

“I’m sure it does,” said Catherine.

Catherine stroked him a little harder now and a little faster. Christopher’s balls seemed to tug slightly on him. He could feel something building within him. He knew this meant he would cum soon.

“You like that, don't you?” asked Catherine in a soft, quiet tone.

“I do” responded Christopher as if he were in a trance. His eyes were closed. “Good girl,” said Catherine. “I’ll bet you want more too, don't you?”

Christopher hesitated to respond as she had called him “girl,” but he did want more. “Yes, Ma’am,” he said. He spread his legs slightly to get a better stance in the high heels. Catherine could see his toes curling slightly in his sandals. She felt his erection throb.

“I’ll bet you even want me to make you cum, don’t you girly?”

Once again, he hesitated, but his desire too cum overcame his embarrassment at answering to “girl.” He said, “Yes, Ma'am.”

“Tell me the truth, you like being stroked.” “Yes, Ma’am”

“You like it when I touch you.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Christopher. He was barely breathing now and his chest was heaving. His legs trembled. His voice sounded as if he were a million miles away dreaming or hypnotized.

“You like holding my shoes too, don't you?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” responded Christopher. He tensed up admitting this, but he was too deep into this to stop. Catherine noticed his tension and sought to calm him. She stroked more deliberately.

“It’s all right, darling. I don’t mind,” she said. “You can hold them any time.”

Christopher remained tense at first, but the more she stroked him, the more he relaxed again. Catherine then started to stroke him faster. She was intentionally bringing him to the point of orgasm, but doing so very slowly. As she did, she kept saying that everything was all right.

“It’s all right, darling.”

“It’s all right... you can like holding my shoes.”

“They’re very pretty... very sexy.” This brought a strong throb or two. “It’s all right, darling. You can do what you want to.”

He was getting close.

“If you like being my servant, that’s fine” she said. “It’s all right.”

His chest was heaving. His lungs were burning. His penis was throbbing. He was so close to cumming.

“You can even wear pretty dresses... and high heels... and makeup.” At each pause, she grabbed his shaft tighter and moved her hand faster. Suddenly, she felt something almost hop at the base of shaft. His balls seemed to move back. His throbbing grew. An instant later, hot white fluid shot out of the tip of his penis to the floor below. It came in three large shots, each following the last to the floor. Soon a little puddle formed at his feet.

Catherine giggled.

Christopher shuddered deeply and seemed to go weak as the last drops of cum dripped out. His balance became uncertain and he began to wobble in his heels. His erection slowly shrunk in his wife's hand. His breathing slowed again and became more normal. He looked at his wife. He needed to tell her that he wasn’t truly turned on by what she had said. He opened his mouth to speak. Catherine shook her head, however. She pulled his panties back over his penis and pulled his dress down.

“Go finish dinner, dear. I'm hungry,” said Catherine.

Christopher blushed. Then he did what he was told.

 

—o—

 

As Christopher laid his head upon his pillow that night, he felt oddly conflicted. It had been a difficult week. Sharon had pushed him to his limits, both in terms of physical effort and how much humiliation he could take; she seemed to have a never-ending ability to find ways to emasculate him. His wife had pushed him too. Indeed, she seemed to be going along with her mother on all of this. Christopher found that humiliating and worrisome.

What’s more he felt so servile the entire time. He had no privacy, no freedom, no control either, which left him feeling helpless. All of that made him insecure and made him worry where this was headed. He was particularly worried that her history of dating only macho guys meant that she might be done with him.

He wasn’t thrilled with certain practical aspects of what was happening either. The clothes were uncomfortable, especially the high heels and the tight dresses and corsets. Wearing makeup added difficulty to his day as he kept smearing it and he was constantly fixing it. And of course, there was the terror that he would be seen by some guest or delivery man.

And yet...

And yet... there was something thrilling about all of this.

“I don’t understand this,’’ he told himself. “How can I enjoy any part of this?”

That was indeed a perplexing question. Christopher had spent his entire life worrying that he wasn’t man enough. How could he now embrace any degree of feminization?

—o—

 

As Christopher tried to process why being feminized excited him, Sharon lay awake on the bed in her room as well. She wore a white cotton robe and had wrapped a towel around her wet hair, which was in curlers. Her face was covered in a greenish-white cream. She was on the phone with her friend Betty. She held her phone an inch from her skin to keep it away from the cream. She wasn't the least bit happy with her daughter at the moment, and she was letting Betty know about it.

“I don’t understand,” said Betty.

“She’s trying to act like she doesn’t care” repeated Sharon with her same tone of

outrage. “Actually, she’s doing more than that. She’s acting like there’s nothing wrong with... as if she liked the idea of me feminizing Chrissy.”

“How so?”

“She’s just going along with everything I do, as if it doesn’t matter to her. I put him in a dress and she says, 'Nice dress.’ I make him act like a maid and she says, ‘Oh good, I like having a maid.’ It’s maddening!”

“Maybe she really does like it—”

“Don’t be a fool! Of course, she doesn’t. How could she?” Betty chose not to answer rather than being insulted again.

Sharon continued: “She even went so far as to bring home a gift for him this week. Get this! She brought him a pair of earrings, as if she wanted to participate in his feminization! But that’s not really what she wanted, no! She wanted me to see the earrings and freak out.”

“Why freak out?” asked Betty

“Isn’t it obvious?! I was supposed to think that she had come to like him being feminized. Then I was supposed to panic that I had caused this and I was supposed to stop my plan out of fear that I might end up with a daughter married to a feminized sissy,” said Sharon disdainfully.

Betty snickered at the thought of Sharon needing to accept a feminized son-in- law and the irony that she caused it to happen. “That would serve her right” she thought to herself. She said nothing though.

“It was obviously all a trick” said Sharon proudly “How do you know?”

“First of all,” said Sharon smugly “I know my daughter. She would never like a feminized man. Secondly, I exposed her trick with the earrings. I offered to pierce his ears right there and then, and she practically freaked out. That tells me the whole thing was a bluff. So, I need to keep pushing harder.”

“But if everything you’ve done so far hasn’t made her admit what you want her to admit already why do you think more of the same will work?” asked Betty “Seriously Sharon, how much longer are you going to continue?”

“Until Catherine sees the light,” replied Sharon.

“But if she hasn’t seen the light yet, what makes you think she ever will?” “I have a new plan.”

“You had a plan before.”

“This one’s different,” said Sharon. “I know now that she’s enduring this because she thinks that everything will go back to normal when it’s all over. She thinks she can just take off the dress and the makeup and the earrings and she’ll have her male husband back again. Because of that nothing shocks her. But I have something now to shock her.” “What are you planning?” asked Betty nervously. She knew her friend had

a penchant for pushing things too far and this sounded like one of those moments. “Don’t do anything stupid!”

Sharon chuckled as she held up the chastity device. “Have a little faith, darling... trust me.”


	


Chapter Sixteen: “The Device”

	

—o—
Christopher knew something was odd today. The first clue came when Sharon dressed him in a loose-fitting dress rather than the tight dresses, she normally made him wear. This dress was a fitted green “housewife” dress with wide pleats. It had three-quarter length sleeves, a wide, rounded collar and its hem fell to the top of his calves. It felt comfortable to wear a loose dress again and, despite his ego, he rather liked it. That said, the heels he did not like. These were silver sandals with a thick platform and a five-inch heel which made his arches burn. They were hard to balance in, and he tottered around uncomfortably in them.

“You’re really struggling with those, aren’t you?” asked Sharon.

Christopher looked down at the difficult heels, but didn't respond. He didn’t want to give her the satisfaction.

“Let’s try a new balance exercise.”

“A balance exercises? What kind?” asked Christopher.

“To help you with these new, higher heels. Consider this: you’ve made good progress in walking in heels generally, but you still struggle with the really high ones like you are wearing now—”

“Who wouldn’t? They’re too high to walk in.” “Catherine wears them every day,” said Sharon. Christopher bit his tongue. That was true.

“So today we’re going to do an exercise which will help you learn to balance more instinctively.” As she said this, she pulled out a pair of silver handcuffs and a tiny key.

Christopher furrowed his brow. “What are those for?”

“These will keep you from using your hands” said Sharon, “which will force you to concentrate on your balance.”

Christopher didn't like the idea of his hands being restrained, and he especially didn’t like the idea of his mother-in- law doing it. Being helpless before her struck him as dangerous. He decided to decline and he shook his head.

“No, don’t shake your head,” said Sharon. “You need to do this.”

“But I really don’t want to.”

“Nonsense,” said Sharon and she slapped the cuffs on one wrist and pulled his arm behind his back. Christopher told himself this would be the perfect time to stand up to her, but his balance was so horrible that he stood no chance. What’s more, something odd inside himself stopped him from fighting back.

He got hard. Very hard.

“Give me your other arm,” said Sharon. He began to tingle.

“Can't we do this with my arms in front of me?” he asked. “No, they need to be behind your back for this.”

His penis started to throb. He breathing became erratic. His knees felt weak. He told himself he needed to resist, but his body refused. Something stronger told him to risk it... let her bind him... “let her make you defenseless.”

“Why am I having these thoughts?!” he gasped to himself.

His penis throbbed even harder. Precum dribbled into his panties. “Give me your arm,” repeated Sharon.

Everything seemed cloudy to Christopher somehow... slower... distant... confused. Her words seemed strangely sweet, so he moved his arm behind him until his mother-in-law took his wrist. She had a firm grip as she pulled it toward his other wrist. This was exciting. It was erotic. Christopher could hear his brain screaming not to allow this, but he had already made his decision to continue... and a strange decision it was.

His penis throbbed even faster.

CLICK!

The closing of the cuffs was a much louder sound than Christopher expected, possibly because his mind had become so attuned to it. Out of instinct, he tried pulling his hands apart, but the cuffs stopped him after an inch or two. He realized he was indeed unbreakably bound.

“Now what?” he asked nervously, though part of his nervousness was in actuality a form of euphoria from the twisted thoughts going through his mind. He had no idea where these thoughts came from, but they were causing precum to drip into his panties in record amounts.

Sharon smirked, but said nothing.

Christopher became even more nervous when she didn't answer. “Do I start walking back and forth? Something like that?” asked Christopher.

“Something like that,” said Sharon. She smiled like the Cheshire cat. Christopher swallowed hard. Had he made a mistake?

Sharon slowly walked over to her purse and pulled out a metal object. It appeared to be the size of a grapefruit and it was silver. What’s more, it looked kind of like a half-sphere in part with the wire bent into a shape almost like a flaccid penis at the center top. Christopher had never seen anything like it before but he had a sneaking suspicion what it could be.

“What is that?” he asked. His heart was pounding. More precum leaked out.

“This is something that’s going to help protect your tiny penis from unwanted attention—”

“You’re going to put that on my penis?” Christopher felt a chill race down his spine. That was both exciting and scary all at once. Why was it exciting though? Did he really want his mother-in-law sticking something on his penis?

“Yes, of course,” said Sharon.

Christopher shook his head. “I don’t want to wear that!” “My daughter Catherine wants you to.”

“She never said anything about that.” “She told me” said Sharon.

“But she didn’t tell me!”

“Why would she tell you?” asked Sharon in a cold, smug tone. “You’re just a servant.”

Christopher erection jumped in his panties. Being told that his wife viewed him as just a servant was deeply troubling, but also strangely exciting. He put that aside, however, to focus on the problem at hand. “I don’t want to wear that!” he said and he yanked on the cuffs again. They didn’t give an inch.

“That’s not up to you, Chrissy,” said Sharon and she gave him a slight shove, causing him to rock back and forth on his unstable heels and almost lose his balance. This was a little reminder of who was boss right now.

“But—”

“Hold still.”

Sharon reached for the hem of his dress. Christopher tried to back away from her, but he had no room to move and he bumped against a cabinet. Between the cuffed hands and the towering heels, he had little ability to balance, especially moving backwards. Even worse, with his hands cuffed behind his back, he couldn’t fend her off. Hence, he

found himself stuck and at his mother-in-law’s mercy. “Please don’t!” he pleaded.

She ignored him. Instead, she took the hem of his dress and pulled the dress up past his crotch. He couldn’t stop her. As she did, his erection showed inside the panties; it tented them out and they became wet with precum.

“Well, well, well, aren't we excited?” asked Sharon smugly. Christopher knew not to respond. Nothing he could say could help.

“I always knew you were a sissy,” said Sharon. “I’m surprised my daughter never saw it, but she’ll understand soon enough. I am surprised though that it turns you on to be stripped of your manhood so you can’t even please my daughter with your tiny thing.” She paused to rim the tips of her nails along his hard shaft and saw it strain against her touch. “Maybe I shouldn’t be surprised. Either way, it's a good thing for you that I'm going to teach you how to please my daughter in other ways!”

“What do you mean?” asked Christopher nervously.

Sharon held up the silver chastity device. “This device prevents you from touching yourself without permission,” she said. There was a hint of mania in her tone now. “Want to see?”

In one fluid motion, Sharon pulled down his pretty panties, letting his penis pop out. She then grabbed his erection and yanked him close to her. He stumbled right into her. His erection tingled.

“Please let go!” he begged. “Please don’t do this.”

Sharon merely chuckled and squeezed his erection tighter. She looked deeply into his eyes. He blushed and turned away. It was utterly humiliating letting her touch his erection. Even worse, she seemed to be stroking it. He wanted to object, but he found it difficult to even open his mouth to speak as her hand stroked him, bringing him closer and closer to cumming. Moreover, while part of him badly wanted her to stop, as this felt so shameful, most of him wanted her to continue until she finished making him cum. So while he told himself he wanted her to stop, he really was conflicted, and that prevented him from taking any particular action.

Sharon gave him another squeeze and kept stroking. This excited Christopher even more and he quickly found himself desperately wanting to cum even if it was his angry, crotchety mother-in-law doing the stroking... but it didn't happen. Sharon let go of his penis and slapped the device on it instead.

Christopher tried to back away, but he couldn’t; his mother-in-law still had him

cornered and held in place. Still, he shook his head wildly and objections flew from his mouth - this was too dangerous to allow.

“No! No! Wait! Stop!” exclaimed Christopher.

Sharon ignored him, however, and closed the device over his penis and flipped the lock on the bottom closed.

CLICK!!

It seemed to make a terribly loud sound to Christopher. Though perhaps this was more imagination than reality. Sharon’s laugh wasn’t imagination, however. She had pulled the key from the lock and was laughing.

“What does this mean, you ask earlier? This little device means you won’t be able to touch yourself or masturbate or have sex with my daughter unless Catherine or I allow it—”

“You?!” asked Christopher in horror.

“Yes, me. I’ll hold the key to that little prison as well.”

The thought of needing to get a key from his mother-in-law so he could have sex with his wife horrified him. That would be utterly humiliating! “You can’t!” he exclaimed and he grabbed the device and yanked on it.

It didn’t budge. He yanked again.

“By all means, try to free yourself,” said Sharon with a chuckle. “You’ll find it’s quite impossible.”

Christopher tried to push his fingers into the device between the metal slats. He couldn’t. He tried to break it apart, but it remained solid. He tried to pull it off his penis in any and every direction. It held fast.

“As I said, now you won’t be able to touch yourself or masturbate or have sex with my daughter or even hold yourself to pee unless Catherine or I allow it. And once my daughter understands what you really are and she finds another man, there will be no reason for her to let you!”

“But—”

She patted the device. “Think about that, Chrissy. You might never masturbate again!”

“But—”

“And you won’t ever have sex with my daughter again.” Sharon laughed. “Oh, she might let you play with yourself for her entertainment, but I’m sure that will be about

it.”

Christopher dropped to his knees. This was all too shocking. How had this

seemed so exciting only minutes before?! He pleaded with her to take the device off. He pleaded to be set free. He even found himself dropping down further and kissing his mother-in-law’s nasty, dry feet. She just stood there heartlessly smirking down at him, however.

“This will finally show my daughter what you really are,” she said.

Christopher now realized that she would never take this off for him, not voluntarily. He still had one chance though: his wife.

“I’m going to tell Catherine what you did!” he said.

No sooner had the words left his confused mouth, than he realized how silly this threat was. Catherine was the one Sharon was trying to upset with this. Sharon intended for Catherine to see this.

Sharon laughed. “Oh really?”

Christopher had to play the hand he'd dealt himself. “She's not going to be happy.”

“I’ll bet she won’t.”

“I mean with you! She’s going to be angry that you did this!”

Sharon smirked. “And are you going to tell her how you begged me to stroke you

off?”

 

Christopher froze. He had forgotten that.

Sharon now crouched down and took him by the chin. His wrists were still bound

behind his back and he was on his knees. His heels pointed out behind him. She felt a tremendous sense of power, whereas Christopher felt entirely weak.

“Listen up, Chrissy. I have the only key to that device. Remember that before you cause me any problems about this. As far as you’re concerned, I showed you this device and you were intrigued and wanted to wear it for a while. That’s it. Tell that to Catherine, and I’ll give her the key. Tell her anything else and I just might lose it. Got it?” She then stood up straight again and headed off to the kitchen.

“At least uncuff my hands!” exclaimed Christopher.

“We’re not done yet. You’re going to learn to please a woman.”

 

—o—

 

Catherine entered the kitchen with Christopher following her. He wore a flowing

green calf-length pleated dress today and silver platform sandals. She wore a tannish suit with black accents. Her pumps were in the closet already, with Christopher having put them there.

“It smells great,” she said and she walked over to the pot of homemade soup and tasted it. “Yummy.”

“Thank you,” said Christopher. He seemed a little nervous to Catherine.

Catherine walked over to her husband and kissed him. As she did, she reached down to pat his crotch. She liked seeing his penis grown erect and push out the fabric of his dresses; it excited her. This time, however, nothing grew. A perplexed look crossed her face. Then she grabbed his crotch even harder and squeezed, hoping to cause the missing erection. That was when she felt something strange.

“What is that?” she asked.

She squeezed again. She was expecting to feel his soft penis and balls, or maybe his growing shaft unfurling within his panties. She didn't though. Instead, she felt hard metal.

“What are you wearing?” Christopher blushed. “The device.” “What device?”

“The device you wanted me to wear,” he said. “What device?”

Christopher furrowed his brow. “You know... the device.”

“I definitely do not know. What device?” asked Catherine a third time. She lifted up his dress so she could see this device he was talking about. He spread his legs to get a more stable footing in the heels. Catherine got his dress above his crotch. The faint outline of a metal cage was visible beneath the panties. She used her other hand to lower his panties, exposing the chastity device sitting over his penis.

“What is that?!” she exclaimed with some surprise.

“Are you saying you didn’t ask your mother to put a device on me?” asked Christopher.

Catherine shook her head.

“I knew she was lying!” grumbled Christopher. “That is your mother’s doing.

She said you wanted me to wear this.”

“I never said that,” said Catherine. “I don’t even know what it is.” “Well, it’s there now,” said Christopher unhappily.

“Take it off. Let me see it.”

“I can’t. It’s locked in place. It needs a key and she has it.”

Catherine crouched down before her husband and examined the device. It was shaped a bit like a penis though it went over his entire penis and part of his crotch - his testicles swung freely below it. Keeping it in place was a solid round metal hoop which ran tightly between the base of the penis and testicles so it couldn’t be pulled off, not without flattening his testicles. Nevertheless, she felt compelled to tug on it; it didn’t budge. As for the cage itself, it was metal with narrow gaps just wide enough that her fingertips could touch his flesh, but not pass through and manipulate it. That was hooked to the hoop and kept in place with a lock.

“You say my mother has the key?” she asked.

“Last I saw, it was on a chain around her neck,” said Christopher. “And you can’t slip this thing off?” She knew the answer to that. “No, Ma’am.”

Catherine poked it and prodded it. She could see no way to remove it. This angered her greatly. She liked playing with her husband’s dick, especially now that he had been feminized. She liked seeing it tent up his dresses. This denied her that pleasure. “Mother,” she growled beneath her breath. Then another question struck her. “How did she get this on you?”

Christopher blushed. “She, uh, said you wanted me to wear it.” “So, you slipped it on yourself?”

“Sort of,” said Christopher evasively.

Catherine shook her head unhappily as she imagined what he might be hiding. She didn’t want to think of her mother touching her husband's penis, but clearly that had happened. At least it sounded like it had been brief. Catherine shook her head and took a deep breath to calm herself. Then she examined the device again.

“It looks cramped,” said Catherine.

“It is. Can you please make her take it off?”

Catherine exhaled her frustration that he ever let her mother put this on him in the first place... and now he was begging her to stand up for him. “How typical” she thought to herself. “Why does he always need me to fight his battles for him? Couldn’t he have told my mother ‘no’?”

“It’s not comfortable at all. Also, I don't like how it makes me sit to pee—” he continued.

“You have to sit to pee?” asked Catherine. She almost burst out laughing.

Christopher nodded his head shamefully. As he did, Catherine became wet... very wet. She even laughed. By putting this device on her husband, her mother had robbed him of the male privilege of standing to pee. Now he needed to pee like women everywhere. That struck her as funny.

“Welcome to the life of a woman,” she said and she tapped the side of the device with her fingers. As she did, it occurred to her that he hadn’t gotten hard from her touch even though she knew he could feel the warmth of her fingers. In fact, he hadn't been hard at all since she discovered the device, nor was there room in the device for that to happen. “How do you get hard in that thing?”

Christopher blushed. “I don’t know. It hasn't happened yet?’

Catherine examined the device and tried to move it from side to side. She stroked his balls too to excite him. “It doesn’t look like there’s room for an erection.” She wondered if maybe he couldn’t. That idea made her chuckle. “Imagine that, a husband who can’t get an erection. That might be kind of nice. It would definitely keep said husband in line! Do you like that, honey?” she asked mockingly.

“No,” he growled.

She then patted the device. “Aw, my little dickless husband?’ She was becoming very wet.

Christopher ignored her. “What are you going to do?” he asked.

Catherine stood up to her full height again. “I'm going to see me mother.”

 

—o—

 

“Mother! What have you done?!” growled Catherine.

“Whatever do you mean, darling?” asked Sharon with mock surprise. She sat in her room pretending to read a book. She knew what her daughter had now discovered and she was ready to use this against her.

“You know exactly what I mean” spat Catherine. “How dare you place that thing on Christopher’s penis?!”

“Oh that.”

“Yes, that!”

Sharon folded her arms, raised an eyebrow condescendingly, and chuckled. “Did you think you would have normal sex with Chrissy once he starts turning himself into a woman—?”

“He's not turning himself into a woman.”

“Of course, he is, and he’s not going to want to have normal sex. Even if he does, he’ll be taking hormones which will make it too soft to be usable. He might even cut it off. I thought putting this device on him might be a good way to show you what your sex life will be like—”

“What sex life? How can we have a sex life if he doesn't have a dick?!” “My point exactly.”

“Mother!”

“Oh relax, darling. It can come off,” she said though it wasn’t clear if she meant his penis or the device. “Besides, didn't he tell you? He’s been trained to please you in other ways... as a woman.”

Catherine glared at her mother. What was she talking about? Did she really mean... well— with his— was she really talking about that? Christopher had never done that for her before. Why would he do it now? And how was she supposed to reciprocate when she couldn’t reach his penis? Still, what if he would do it now? That was kind of exciting. In fact, it was very exciting. She'd always wanted that and he'd always refused. Maybe, thought Catherine, this wasn’t such a bad thing after all. Indeed, this could be quite interesting!

“Do you know what mother?” asked Catherine happily. “What, darling?”

“This was a dirty trick and I don’t like you touching my husband’s penis. But it’s going to backfire. Do you know why? Because the more I think about this, the more intriguing it becomes.” With that, she turned and walked away.

Sharon clenched her jaw and squeezed her fists. “She’s lying!”

 

—o—

 

She wasn’t.

“Tell me how you’re going to please me without a functioning penis,” said Catherine. She and Christopher were in the bedroom. Christopher stood between her and the bed. He still wore the green dress and silver sandals.

Christopher blushed. This really wasn't something he wanted to discuss. “Did you get the key?” he asked evasively. “Forget the key and answer my question. My mother says you've been trained. I want to know more.”

Christopher scratched his head. “I— uh,” he said.

“Go on.”

“I— well— I mean, um—”

Catherine placed her hands on her hips. She glared into her husband's eyes, which seemed to freeze him at first and then he withered before her. He took a deep breath and spoke.

“She taught me to give oral sex,” he said.

A curious look came over Catherine’s face. Then she furrowed her brow, her eyes became narrow, and a scowl appeared on her face. “How exactly did she teach you that?” she asked, leaving unsaid the portion of the question that speculated that perhaps he had practiced on her mother - something she did not want to think about, but needed to know.

Christopher immediately shook his head. “No, not like that,” he protested. “Then how?”

Christopher blushed even deeper as he thought about how his lessons had progressed. “I'd really rather not say.”

“Tell me, Christopher,” growled Catherine. “It’s just that—”

“No, Christopher. Tell me.”

Christopher took a deep breath and nodded his head. He would tell her. “It began right after she put the device on me.

My hands were still bound—” “Bound?”

“Yes, by handcuffs. My hands were cuffed together at the wrist with both stuck behind me.”

“How in the world did you let her cuff your hands together?” asked Catherine. “She claimed it was part of some balancing test.”

Catherine shook her head disdainfully. “Go on.”

“As I kneeled there on the floor, with my hands cuffed behind me—” “Kneeled?”

“I couldn’t get up in the high heels without using my arms to balance me. And since those were bound behind my back, I had no way to stand up.” He didn’t tell her that he had gotten down on his own accord to beg her mother to let him go.”

“Continue.”

Catherine's cold tone was making Christopher nervous, but he had no idea what else to do except to continue:

As I kneeled there, she went to get her purse and pulled out this strange looking device. It looked like a flashlight from a distance.

“This belonged to my ex-husband,” said your mother.

“What is it?” I asked.

“It’s a toy I let him use sometimes... when he’d been

especially good and I wanted to reward him for his conduct,” she said.

I had no idea what she was talking about. The next thing I knew, your mother came over to me with this device and jammed it in my face. Like I said, it looked like a flashlight from the side or back. The view from the front, however, was very different. From the front, it looked like a woman’s pussy, complete with lips, a clit and an opening. The opening, apparently, went as deep as the flashlight body.

“What am I supposed to do with that?” I asked. Seeing the front of this thing had surprised me and I wasn’t going to presume anything. Then she jammed it into my face, pushing it right up against my mouth.

“Show me what you know,” she said. “About what?”

“What do you think, Chrissy?”

It took me a moment, but I realized that she meant for me to use the device to show her what I knew about oral sex; I was supposed to demonstrate on the device. What's more, she intended to use the device to instruct me wherever she thought I needed improvement and then she wanted me to practice on the device until I could meet her standard.

“Did you?” asked Catherine

“Yes” said Christopher softly. His face turned bright red.

Catherine tugged on her ear as she thought. On the one hand, she was relieved that Christopher had not performed oral sex on her mother. That would have been unforgivable to her. But that didn't settle the matter. She wanted to ask more to find out

everything that happened, but she was hesitant. In particular, she wanted to know if her mother played with Christopher's penis, but she was afraid to ask. She also wanted to know how this device related to her father, as his name had come up briefly as being “allowed” to use the device as “a reward.” She was terrified to ask about that though. Who knows what unpleasant truth might come up!

Either way though, she realized that Christopher wasn’t going to tell her anything more. Not only did he not want to dive into the issue with her father, but he didn't want to tell her what his mother-in-law had made him do. Indeed, just thinking about what happened filled him with shame:

“Show me what you know,” Sharon had said. “You want me to put my mouth on that and pretend to give it oral sex?” Christopher replied aghast.

“Pretend? No. I want you to do your best as if this were a real woman. I’m going to watch your technique and correct it. And if you don’t do a good enough job to satisfy this 'real’ woman, then you’re going to keep practicing until I feel you've improved to the point of being able to satisfy her,” said Sharon. “Remember, you’re learning to satisfy my daughter and I expect you to master this.”

“I know how to satisfy a woman,” said Christopher defensively.

“You haven’t demonstrated that skill yet, have you? Or I wouldn't be here.” Christopher ground his teeth. What did she know about his skills as a lover?! If only he could get up and walk away, he would have, but he was trapped on the floor with his hands bound and his feet strapped into ultra-high heels which prevented him from finding the balance to stand up.

Sharon now sat down and crossed her legs. She then pushed the substitute pussy right up to Christopher’s face and ordered him to start.

“Lick,” she commanded. Christopher shook his head. “You don't have a choice” Sharon said. “Lick!”

“I won’t.”

Sharon slipped her foot beneath him and lightly nudged his balls with the front of her high-heeled shoe. “You will. Now start.”

Christopher acknowledged the threat. Then he took a deep breath and reluctantly stuck out his tongue and gave the pussy lips a quick swipe. They tasted nasty. They tasted like old plastic, vinegar and musk.

“That’s disgusting.”

“Stop talking and start working these lips,” said Sharon. “I really don’t want to do this.”

“Do as you're told,” growled Sharon and she nudged his balls once more with her foot - harder this time.

Christopher pursed his lips as if he planned to resist, but gave in. He stuck his tongue on the lips again and started licking them. Interestingly, he discovered that the texture wasn’t hard plastic as he had thought originally, it was a flexible plastic that was similar to skin and he had little doubt that if he stuck his penis inside the device, it would feel rather similar to female genitalia. That made this all the dirtier for him. Nevertheless, he had no choice, so he licked again and again.

“You’re licking like a dog,” said Sharon. “It’s what women like.”

Sharon let out a cynical laugh. “Hardly! Be more precise. Lick along the lips, not across them. Use your tongue to form pressure points. You’re not licking up spilled milk. You're trying to excite her.”

Christopher glared at his mother-in-law but he also realized that he would not get out of this humiliation unless he followed her instructions. So, he changed his technique as she demanded.

“Better,” said Sharon as he improved. “Now when you get to the clit, run your tongue in a circular motion around it so touch each side.”

“I know how to do this.”

“Clearly not, now do as I say.” “I really do.”

Sharon ran her foot between his legs once more and tapped the cage with the tip of her shoe rather hard to remind him who was in charge and why. “Do as I say” Christopher kept licking and poking and rubbing with his tongue as ordered. Sharon didn’t stop tapping his cage with her shoe this time. That made his penis tingle and start to grow, but it didn’t get very far in the cage. He shuddered that he couldn’t achieve an erection.

He kept licking. His tongue was getting very tired.

“Much better” said Sharon finally. “All right, you can stop for now.”

Christopher felt tremendous relief. His mouth and tongue were so sore that he wasn’t sure he could make it much longer. Now he wouldn't need to.

“My tongue is so sore” he said. “You’ll get used to it.”

“You said you let your husband do this as a reward?” asked Christopher incredulously. His tone was meant to convey that this didn’t seem like much of a reward.

Sharon snickered. “Not quite.”

“But you said you let him use it when he was good.”

“I did.” She paused and snickered again. “He used it differently though. I would hold the device and he would plow his erection into it.”

The image of that planted itself firmly in Christopher's mind. He saw a penis humiliatingly ramming itself into the device, splitting its lips and diving deep. What kind of reward was that?

Then it struck him that he was licking the same device. He instantly felt sick to his stomach. “Oh my God,” he thought. “I just gave a blow job to something Sharon's husband used to masturbate!” He was overwhelmed with disgust and wanted to

throw up.

It would strike him later that it seemed rather odd that her husband would find masturbating with this device to be an adequate reward, and it would seem even stranger that she would be doling out rewards to her husband.

“What kind of relationship did they have?” he would wonder.

Christopher decided not to repeat this story to his wife. “So how did she train you then?” asked Catherine.

Christopher ran his tongue over his dry lips. “She just told me what to do” he lied. “Just instruction.”

“Well, let’s see what you learned,” said Catherine.

Catherine put her hand on her husband’s shoulders and gently pushed him downward to his knees. He didn’t resist. When he was on his knees, she grabbed the chair from her vanity and set it before him. She hiked up her skirt until her black lace panties came into view. She pushed those down until they fell to her ankles.

“Take them off” she said.

Christopher took the panties and pulled them off each foot. Then he set them on the bed behind him. Catherine lifted her skirt again, exposing her pussy for Christopher to see. Then she sat down on the vanity chair and spread her legs.

“Impress me, darling,” said Catherine.

Christopher leaned forward until his tongue touched his wife’s lips. He stuck it out and gently touched the very outer wall of her lip. He moved his tongue up and down that lip barely brushing the lip as he went. It felt like a feather tickling skin as his tongue made its way along.

Catherine shuddered. “Oh, that's nice,” she purred.

Christopher then repeated this on the second lip. Afterward, he slipped his tongue just a little deeper and repeated this motion.

Catherine moaned softly as he did.

Christopher then dove deeper and deeper again. He was driving his wife crazy. It felt like his tongue was a mile wide. Soon enough, he reached the clit. Once there, his tongue circled it before spelling out the alphabet on it. By the time he finished, his wife was dying for him to jam his penis inside her. He couldn’t though, so she grabbed his ears and she pulled his face right into her.

When it was over, she was spent. She was impressed.


	


Chapter Seventeen: “Let’s Take A Vacation”

	

—o—
Catherine lay in bed that night thinking about all that had happened up to now. Catherine wanted her husband feminized. She knew that for sure now. She loved seeing him in dresses and the oral sex session was beyond amazing. If that's what came of feminizing her husband, then she was ready to push him to the limit. But she also knew that she couldn’t do it without her husband’s consent, a consent she had become much more certain she could obtain. The problem was her mother. Her mother seemed to be driving this in the wrong directions, upsetting Christopher rather than nudging him in the right direction, and pushing Catherine in opposite directions simultaneously. Did she want him feminized or not? Catherine no longer knew for certain what her mother was thinking.

What’s more, her mother had angered her greatly. She was taking advantage of Christopher. She had taken advantage of her too. Worst of all though, she had interfered in their relationship, with the intent of ruining it. Catherine loved her husband and she wasn’t at all happy that her mother didn’t respect that.

It was time to send her mother packing. Before she could do that, however, she needed to bring this to an end in a way which stopped her mother’s interference. Otherwise, this issue would never go away and her mother would always be interfering. There was only one way to do that: fight fire with fire.

“Honey, are you awake?” asked Catherine.

Christopher rolled up onto one arm. “What's up?” “We need to talk about my mother.”

“What about her?”

“It’s time we brought her little game to an end.”

Christopher felt tremendous relief. He had been struggling against his mother-in- law and losing for some time now and each day it seemed that she visited some new unpleasantness on him. Indeed, as ironic as it sounded to Christopher, he told himself that he could even accept being a woman if only the attacks from his mother-in-law would stop. Now, for the first time, he saw light at the end of the tunnel. His wife’s

words held the promise that this whole thing was done and he would return to being just Christopher. That made him happy, but also a little sad. He tried to ignore the sadness he felt.

“I agree,” said Christopher.

“There’s a catch though,” said Catherine. “To end this, we need to find a way to make her want to quit. Otherwise, she will just keep trying.”

“Ok,” said Christopher cautiously. “How do we do that?” “We need to beat her at her own game.”

Christopher raised an eyebrow. He knew the expression, but he couldn't possibly imagine how that expression would apply to this situation. Was his wife suggesting making her mother cross-dress? “I don’t follow you” he said.

“It’s simple. She wants to freak me out by making me think that you’re turning yourself into a woman. She thinks this will work because she doesn’t like me marrying someone who is feminine... less than completely macho.”

Christopher winced at this, but couldn’t argue with it as he currently wore a red nightie and matching panties. “Go on,” he said.

“So, what better way to freak her out than to make her think that I’ve come to like you feminized.”

Christopher immediately tensed up. This didn’t sound like a good idea to him.

“So, what we need to do,” continued Catherine, “is we need to make her think that I want you feminized. That I want to make you even more of a woman.”

“How do we do that?” asked Christopher cautiously.

“We keep you dressed. In fact, I will start adding to your wardrobe. We need to make you even more feminine. So I will start making other changes as well. You go along with it and be a good girl. Act like you want this. And then I’ll do the same. I’ll do my best to tell my mother in every way possible that I’m turned on by you being feminized, that I want you like this, and that I want you this way for the rest of our lives. She’ll positively freak out.”

“Why would that bother her?”

“Because she wants me being with someone macho. Now we're going to convince her that her efforts have turned me on to making you soft and pretty and feminine, and she’s going to end up with a half-woman as a son-in-law. That will drive her crazy and she’ll do all she can to change my mind.”

Christopher couldn’t disagree with the reasoning; he just wasn’t all that happy

with the method. The idea of becoming more feminine embarrassed him and scared him. How much more feminine was she talking?

“Do you agree?” asked Catherine, interrupting his thoughts. “Well... I guess in a way,” he said cautiously.

“Good. We’ll begin tomorrow,” said Catherine. She kissed her husband on the forehead, wished him a goodnight, and rolled back over to go to sleep.

Christopher stayed on his elbow and stared at his wife’s form in the dark. He had one giant worry still going through his mind. It took him a moment to grasp that worry and then he spoke. “I agree this will freak her out... but you... you don’t really want me soft and pretty and feminine, do you?”

“Night. night, dear,” was all Catherine said. She was asleep seconds later. Christopher swallowed hard. What was he getting himself into?

Catherine's plan involved slowly ratcheting up the pressure - to avoid the appearance of a sudden change, which might prove suspicious - and to wait for her mother to give her opportunities to really drive home her point. She wouldn't have long to wait.

Sharon sat at the coffee shop across the street from the apartment. She wanted to make several phone calls and to do so in private. She was currently on the phone with Betty discussing her latest ideas.

“So, what you’re saying is that things have not gone according to plan,” said

Betty.

 

“Yet, darling, yet,” said Sharon.

“Uh huh” replied Betty doubtfully.

“Give it time. Catherine is resisting for the sake of ego. She wants to prove me

wrong because it bothers her that I understand her relationship better than she does. She’ll see my point soon enough.”

“Sharon—”

“Have faith, darling.”

Betty sighed. “If she hasn’t seen your point after watching you walk him around the house in high heels and dresses, what makes you think she's ever going to see your point?”

“She hasn’t fully grasped yet what she’s seen. She hasn’t connected the dresses with him. To her, it’s still just something I’ve slipped onto him, like a costume. That will change though—”

“Sharon... you imprisoned his dick in a cage and she didn’t freak out—” “She’s just pretending to accept it,” said Sharon.

“’Pretending'? You took away his dick and it didn’t bother her!” “Give it time. It will.”

There was a lengthy silence before Betty spoke again. “Maybe you should give up” she said.

“That's the last thing I should do.”

Betty didn’t respond, but her eye roll came through the phone nevertheless.

“Trust me, darling” said Sharon confidently. “I’m almost there. All I need to do is get Catherine to realize that these changes won’t simply go away like taking off a dress. Christopher is changing. He’s hooked, and he’ll keep morphing more and more into a woman.”

“If he was hooked, why are you having such trouble?” “He’s worried is all. He just needs a push.”

“And you’re going to give it to him, are you?” asked Betty. “Naturally.”

Betty shook her head. “How are you planning to do that?”

“I’m taking them to the mountains. I'm inviting them to that cabin I showed you last year.”

“Why? How does that help?”

“Three ways. First, Catherine will be forced to spend the entire weekend in close quarters with the new Chrissy. Up to now, she’s reduced the stress she feels from his feminization by only spending a few moments with him each day. That means she doesn’t have to see it as real. At the cabin, though, she’ll be stuck. She’ll be surrounded by his sissyishness the entire time. That will be the first time she's really forced to confront it and accept it,” said Sharon.

That actually made sense to Betty, so she didn’t comment.

“Secondly, it will give him some degree of comfort with being outside. That will help me expand his feminization as it will make it easier to start taking him places after he gets used to the idea of being outside dressed as a woman. Right now, he’s trapped in the apartment so he’s struggled to accept this as the new reality. Catherine sees that and assumes he’s unhappy in his transition. When he’s more relaxed about this, then it will become more real.”

That actually made sense to Betty too. “Go on.”

“Finally, he’s going to end up with a suntan... a very feminine suntan. That’s something he can’t just remove like a dress or some makeup. That will mark his body for a long time. In turn, that will teach Catherine that these changes will be more permanent than she thinks once he starts to embrace his feminine side: long hair, painted nails, hormones, breasts, curves, a girlish voice. She isn’t thinking about any of that right now. Right now, she just thinks that I’ve put him in a dress and when I leave, she’ll take it right back off him. This will get her to understand that she won’t just be able to take off the changes,” said Sharon in a tone almost reminiscent of a film villain revealing their diabolical plan.

“Or she’ll understand how far you’ll go to make a point.” “Will you be serious?!”

“I’m pretty sure that I am the serious one,” said Betty. “You’re losing it, Sharon.

You need to stop this.”

“I’m not losing anything, darling,” said Sharon.

“Then let me rephrase that to say that I’m fairly certain I’m the sane one. Sharon, you can’t do this!”

“Why not?”

“I’m going to pretend you didn’t ask me that, Sharon,” said Betty. “You know why you can’t do this. Are you seriously going to risk ruining your daughter’s life on some blah blah blah blah...?”

Sharon wasn’t listening to her friend anymore. She was making plans in her head for how to convince her daughter to accept the invitation to the cabin, and how to make sure that Christopher was forced to go dressed as a woman. This trip would finally prove her point. She was certain of that!

An hour later, Christopher walked into the kitchen to find his wife and mother-in-law discussing taking a small vacation. He wore a black dress and black pumps today. He blushed self-consciously when he saw his wife. Even though he had dressed this way for so long now, he still felt uneasy being seen like this, especially by her because he wanted to be macho for her.

“I’m only talking about taking a long weekend. I'm not talking about taking a full vacation, darling,” said Sharon in the matter-of-fact tone she used which always came across as so condescending to Catherine. “Surely, your office can spare you for a long weekend?”

Catherine nodded her head. “We do have a long weekend coming up.”

“Then it’s settled.”

“Mother!”

Sharon sighed. This meant her trademarked guilt trip was coming. “I just thought it would be a nice gesture.” Sharon had offered to pay for the trip.

“It is, mom, but—”

“And it will be nice to get away from the city for a few days.”

Catherine exhaled her annoyance at the guilt trip. She could make everything so difficult. She had already planned to agree as she saw this as an excellent opportunity to put her plan into action, but her mother was making her want to fight. She told herself to stay calm. “Where is this again?”

Sharon smiled. She was sure she could see her daughter slowly giving in. “It’s a couple hours up in the mountains,” said Sharon.

“And you say it's a cabin?”

“Well, yes, but no. It is a cabin... a log cabin. But it's enormous, with six bedroom, three bathes, and a massive common area. It's also gorgeous. One wall is just windows and looks out over the lake. The rooms are filled with first class furniture and decorations. It’s like a luxury resort, only it’s all yours.”

“It sounds intriguing.”

“It’s amazingly relaxing and peaceful,” said Sharon. “What's more, there’s plenty of privacy so Chrissy won’t even need to change out of his uniforms. He can even go outside the way he’s dressed right now.”

Christopher froze. Had she said the word “outside”?

“That will be good,” said Catherine, much to Sharon’s surprise.

“Wait a minute!” said Christopher. “You want me to go outside? Dressed like

this?”

 

Catherine glared at Christopher to remind him of their plan.

“What’s wrong with going outside?” asked Sharon of Christopher with a well-

practiced giggle. She was taunting both Catherine and Christopher, hoping to expose another boundary.

“There’s nothing wrong with it, mom,” replied Catherine. “In fact, I'd like him to get outside more often. I think that would be good for him.”

Sharon furrowed her brow and glared at her daughter. That was not the response she was expecting. “It must not be real to her yet. She’ll change her tune when it comes time to actually send him outside.”

Christopher, on the other hand, heard his wife’s tone and knew what he needed to say, but going outside wasn’t something they had discussed. The last thing he wanted was to be seen by anyone other than those who had already seen him. He looked at Catherine, hoping she would understand his concerns and objections. She didn't though, and he didn’t know how to respond, so he said nothing.

They were going on vacation.


	


Chapter Eighteen: “The Cabin”

	

—o—
Catherine and Sharon stepped out of Catherine’s SUV. They had arrived just as the sun was starting to set, causing all the peaks around them as well as the tops of the trees to light up with a golden glow. To the west, a dip between two peaks where the sun had gone down seemed to be awash in white fire. It looked like the entrance to Heaven or a blazing star.

“That is gorgeous!” exclaimed Catherine. “It is,” agreed Sharon.

“I love it here!”

Meanwhile, Christopher remained in the backseat of the SUV. He watched all around the car for signs of other people. He saw none. Thankfully, the cabin seemed to be quite isolated. When he was comfortable that no one would see him, he carefully opened the door and slowly slid his high-heel encased foot to the ground. It was a gorgeous black platform pump with thick spike heel. The other followed a moment later and, soon, he came after. When he was standing, he smoothed his little black dress and he nervously touched the pearls around his throat.

“We should go inside and celebrate. I brought a special bottle of wine,” said Sharon.

“Oh, that sounds lovely,” said Catherine.

“Let’s just get the bags inside. Then we can enjoy the view and a nice drink.” Sharon started toward the rear of the SUV, but Catherine put her hand on her mother's arm, stopping her.

“Hold on, mom. Isn't that what the maid is for?”

Sharon cocked her head to one side and raised an eyebrow. What was this about, she wondered? Why was her daughter suddenly suggesting treating her husband as a maid? Was this another trick? It had to be. But what was the trick?

“You want Chrissy to bring the bags inside?” asked Sharon cautiously. “And unpack them.”

Sharon looked even more confused. This was not at all how Sharon expected her daughter to react. “Are you sure?”

Catherine laughed pleasantly. “Absolutely! If Christopher wants to serve me, then why shouldn't we take the benefit of that?” asked Catherine with a giggle. She took her mother’s hand and started for the front door. As they passed Christopher, Catherine said to him, “Bring the bags, Chrissy. Take them to our rooms.”

A chill raced down Christopher’s spine. Something about the way his wife spoke down to him made him tingle the same way he did when his mother-in-law cuffed him and slapped the chastity device on him. Once again, the thought occurred to him that servility turned him on and he found himself growing hard... at least as much as he could inside the device.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Christopher softly.

“Good girl” said Catherine and she patted him on the butt as she passed. This made precum drip out of his soft penis.

“This is a problem” said Christopher to himself.

With his wife and mother-in-law inside, Christopher fetched the luggage and brought it to the front door. This certainly would have been easier in flats, but he managed to carry it all to the front foyer despite wearing five-inch platform heels. His wife and mother-in-law were already in the kitchen looking for glasses and a bottle opener for the bottle of wine Sharon had brought. The kitchen was open with only an enormous island blocking the kitchen itself from the rest of the great room.

Catherine looked up when she heard Christopher’s heels echoing in the foyer. “Is that everything? Good. Take the bags to our rooms,” she said. “My mother will sleep in the room on the left. We'll sleep in the room on the right. Unpack ours, but not mother’s.”

“You want me to unpack?” asked Christopher unhappily. “Of course.”

“But that’s something you've always done.”

“Yes, but now I have a maid,” said Catherine simply and she returned her attention to the search for a bottle opener.

Christopher was stunned. He knew that his wife wanted to scare her mother but this seemed like more than that. This seemed like Catherine genuinely had grown to like the idea of him being a maid. He felt worried suddenly and weak.

What if she did intend to keep him as her maid? Could he stop her? Didn't his (failed) erections suggest that he didn't want to?

—o—

Christopher emerged from the bedroom after unpacking. He tottered his way to the main room, where his wife and mother-in-law had taken a seat on the couch before the enormous plated glass window. It looked out over the valley below and part of the lake. Right now, the sun was going down behind a peak on the other side of the lake and it cast a deep golden glow over the room.

Catherine heard his heels approach. “Oh good, you’re back” she said. “Did you finish unpacking?” asked Sharon in a mocking tone.

“Yes” said Christopher in the same mocking tone.

“Good,” said Catherine, ignoring his tone. “This view is gorgeous, and this wine is fantastic. But there's one thing missing.” She pointed to the floor before her. “Come rub my feet, darling.”

Christopher furrowed his brow. He knew his wife wanted to convince her mother that she had come to enjoy having him as a maid, but this would be really humiliating. Couldn’t she convince her mother with something less embarrassing?

“Come along, dear,” said Catherine.

Despite his misgivings, Christopher walked over to his wife and mother-in-law and started removing his heels, “What are you doing?” asked Catherine.

“I’m taking off my shoes so it’s easier to get down on the floor.”

Catherine shook her head. “Oh no. You stay in uniform unless I give permission.” Christopher shot her an angry look. She was taking this too far.

“Do as you’re told or I’ll punish you.”

Christopher didn’t know what this meant, but he wanted to avoid it. “Yes, Ma'am,” he said.

“Now get down and get to work,” said Catherine and she stuck out her legs toward him and wiggled her feet. Christopher, in turn, carefully let himself down to the floor and then pulled off her pumps. He set those aside and took one of her feet in his hands. He slowly rubbed her foot through her slightly damp stockings, squeezing her toes and stretching her arches.

“That feels so good,” purred Catherine.

Sharon watched all of this with a sense of discomfort. Not that it bothered her to see Christopher on his knees before Catherine; that was all part of her plan after all. What did bother her though was that Catherine seemed to be enjoying it. That wasn’t supposed to happen, and how calmly she was acting suggested that her enjoyment was genuine rather than being an act.

“What do I do if she likes this?” asked Sharon of herself. She had never truly considered that and now she began to worry that she might need to.

“Mmm, you do that so well, Chrissy,” said Catherine. “Thank you, Ma’am,” replied Christopher.

Christopher set his wife’s foot into his lap and then took the other foot in his hands. Once again he started squeezing her toes and rubbing her arches to make them stretch and relax. She looked so calm.

Sharon’s frown deepened. “I see you’re taking to have a maid.”

Catherine smiled. “Who wouldn’t?” She paused to appear thoughtful. “It's nice not to need to do the cleaning or cooking. It’s nice too to have someone do these things for you, like rubbing your feet.”

“No doubt, but not a husband.” “Why not?” asked Catherine.

“Well, for a husband, you’ll want a real man. You can always have a maid in addition,” said Sharon.

“True, but why bring two people into my house when I can have one person do both roles?”

Sharon involuntarily snorted. “How can one person do both roles?” “Why can’t they?”

“Because he's a sissy! How can a sissy be a husband?!” Catherine shrugged her shoulders. “Why can’t he?”

Sharon glared at her daughter. Could she be serious? How could she? A husband needed to be strong and virile, a real man's man. She knew that. And yet, she seemed quite comfortable humiliating her husband. This didn’t appear to be an act either, and that worried Sharon. Her daughter seriously seemed to be embracing Chrissy the sissy as her husband. That would be a nightmare come true!

“Listen, darling,” said Sharon in her most serious tone. “It’s fine if you want a sissy like Chrissy to be your maid. That suits him perfectly and there are definite advantages to having a plaything on the side. But you can’t have a sissy for a husband. You just can’t!”

“Why not, mother?” asked Catherine sharply. “Because, darling because!”

“That’s not an answer, mother.”

Sharon exhaled frustratedly. “All right, darling. Here’s why. First, you need

a man who can keep up with you. A man who makes you feel feminine when you stand side by side. A man you can show your coworkers and clients without fear that they will look down at you. A man who can do the things a man does around the house. A man who can keep you satisfied. And none of those things, darling, describe Chrissy in the least.”

There was a moment of silence, during which Sharon braced herself for a nasty defense of Christopher by Catherine. Catherine's response, however, was entirely unexpected and deeply troubling.

“Chrissy may not be those things, but I don’t mind. I don’t need them from him,” said Catherine happily.

Sharon tried to hide her shock, but failed. Her jaw visibly dropped and she looked like she couldn’t believe what she had heard. It was obvious to Catherine that she had landed a considerable blow on her mother.

“Why don’t I get us more wine?” suggested Catherine. Sharon, who needed to regroup, accepted.

“Put my shoes back on, dear,” said Catherine to her husband. “Then do my mother's feet.”

Christopher jolted. Did his wife really expect him to touch his mother-in-law’s dry, nasty feet? Yuck! Yet... his penis tensed and swelled inside the cage. For some reason, the idea of rubbing his mother-in-law’s feet turned him on. “Add this,” he thought to the other humiliations that seemed to excite him.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said unhappily, though inside he felt excited.

Sharon was even more shocked. It was one thing for Catherine to make her husband rub her own feet. It was quite another to do it in front of others. It was something yet again to order him to rub another woman’s feet! If this was a bluff, it was strongly played and proving quite convincing, she thought.

Christopher slipped his wife’s pumps back onto her feet and moved himself over so that he was kneeling before his mother-in-law. He took her foot, without her help, and removed her pump. Then he took her foot in both hands. It was drier and harder than his wife’s soft foot. He began to squeeze and rub it.

Sharon looked at him crossly. “Enjoying yourself?”

Meanwhile, Catherine went to the kitchen to fetch more wine. “You know, mother, I really need to thank you.”

“For what?”

“For showing me how wonderful and exciting it can be to have a sissy for a husband. I never would have guessed how amazing it could be,” said Catherine as she returned with the wine. She handed one of the glasses to her mother. Then she leaned over and kissed her husband on the lips. “Isn't that right, honey?”

Christopher shuddered, but said: “Yes, Ma’am.”

Sharon watched this in horror. She did her best to fake a smile at the moment, but she felt sick to her stomach. It was possible her daughter was trying to scare her. It was also possible she wasn’t. Right now, it seemed she wasn’t. Sharon needed to find a way to figure this out fast and to break her daughter of this idea before this all went wrong on her. It was time to get serious. It was time to push both Catherine and Christopher to their limits.

“Well, I’m glad you've finally realized how nice it is to have a maid,” said Sharon; she tried to keep the anger out of her tone, though traces of it spurted out. “I’m looking forward to relaxing and letting the maid take care of me.”

Catherine knew she had scored.


	


Chapter Nineteen: “To The Limit”

	

—o—
Sharon spent the next few days doing everything she could to push Christopher beyond the edge. She was hoping he would explode and then demand that Catherine save him, which would in turn smoke out the truth of Catherine's opinions. Indeed, as Sharon saw it, if Christopher broke, then Catherine would have no choice but to either push him to continue or admit that she didn't want him feminized. Then Sharon would know the truth. Ultimately, Sharon was betting that Catherine would call a halt to all of this, but even if she didn't, then Sharon would know what she needed to deal with. Hence, she pushed as hard as she could:

“Take my shoes to my room and fetch my slippers” “Fetch my phone charger”

“Make my bed” “Fetch my book” “Make me a snack.”

“Take this snack away, it isn't what I wanted” “Fetch me a drink”

“Polish my shoes”

 

She issued order after order, but Christopher showed no signs of breaking, Catherine didn’t seem bothered by any of this either She even made Christopher rub her feet almost every time she sat on the couch; she had recognized that something about doing this made him act strangely - she interpreted this as proof that rubbing her feet bothered him. It didn’t work though because she didn’t realize that he was turned on by it rather than being bothered. She had more tricks up her sleeve, however, and she was ready to unleash them.

—o—

 

“Why do I need to wear a bikini?” asked Christopher.

Catherine sat on the bed snickered to herself. She had become wet watching Christopher turn back and forth in the mirror to examine the black and white-checkered

bikini he wore. He looked so amazing. She had even added white wedges to the bikini to give his legs and rear that feminine lift.

“Why? Because you’re hot,” giggled Catherine.

Christopher felt himself getting hard, but he knew his erection would be limited by the device.

“Besides, what else are you going to wear?”

“How about swimming trunks?” said Christopher.

“You’re a girl now. Girls don’t wear trunks, they wear bikinis.”

Christopher puffed up his chest. “I am not a girl. I’m only doing this to get rid of your mother.”

“And then you think you’re going back to dressing like a drab little boy?” “The minute she’s gone.”

Catherine chuckled. “We’ll see.”

“I really am,” insisted Christopher.

“What if I don't let you?” asked Catherine. “You can’t stop me.”

Catherine reached out her foot and made contact with the device, strumming it with her toes. “Maybe I'll keep that in place. That will keep you in your place... under my thumb.”

“Ha, ha,” said Christopher, unaware that Catherine was quite serious. “You don’t really want to go back, do you?”

“In a minute,” said Christopher instinctively, though the truth was a little less clear for him.

“We’ll talk about that when the time comes,” said Catherine. “Now put on your apron so we can go out to the pool and you can spend the day serving my mother like a good little sissy.”

“I really don’t want to go outside?’

Catherine shrugged her shoulders. “It’s gorgeous outside. The pool looks great. And no one will see you. This is a very private cabin. You'll be fine.” She didn't want to mention that he had also become much more passable of late and likely could carry off being discovered.

“But what if somebody happens by?” “No one will happen by.”

“How about I wear a robe?” suggested Christopher.

“My mother insisted that you wear a bikini” said Catherine and she rose to her feet. She wore a dark red one-piece swimsuit which barely contained her breasts and tan slides. She seductively walked over to her husband and placed her hand on his crotch, feeling the metal device. Then she whispered in his ear: “Besides, I like you dressed like this, Chrissy.”

Christopher withered under an intensely erotic feeling of wrath which passed over him. He’d wanted to feel upset at his wife’s assertion that she liked him feminized, but that idea was overwhelmed by a strange feeling of happiness and contentment... and arousal.

“You know, 1 can’t take much more of your mother,” said Christopher. “She’s running me ragged.”

“I know, darling, but this is how it has to be. We’re almost there.” “Why can’t we just tell her to leave us alone?”

“You know the answer to that. Have faith. I can see that we’re starting to get to her,” said Catherine. “She'll break soon.”

—o—

 

A few minutes later, Christopher and Catherine were by the pool. Catherine's mother was already laying in one of the loungers, taking in the sun. Like Catherine, she wore a one-piece suit. Hers was black. On her feet were white snake-skin pumps. A wide-brimmed hat hung over the back of the chair in case she needed it.

“There you are,” said Sharon.

Christopher and his wife tottered over to Sharon.

“When you've settled in, I’d like a drink and then a foot rub, Chrissy dear,” said Sharon. She turned to her daughter. “I hope you don't mind me asking Chrissy to rub my feet, but he is so good at it, and I do like having access to a maid.”

Catherine sat down on the second lounger next to Sharon. “Why should I mind?” “I mean with Chrissy being your husband and all” Catherine let out another

friendly laugh. “Oh mom! That’s what a maid is for, right? How can Chrissy be a proper maid if I can’t give him orders like that? If I can’t have him serve you?”

Sharon tensed up. She was becoming super frustrated that nothing seemed to shake her daughter. She couldn’t possibly be happy about any of this. It had to be for show. But seriously, how much more could Catherine take? Sharon decided to play it as cool as she could.

“Well, if you’re fine with your husband taking that role, I’m not going to say anything. You’re an adult and can live however you wish,” said Sharon. Her tone, however, suggested that she was not fine with this, not fine at all. “Either way, it’s nice to have a maid around. Be a dear and fetch me a towel, Chrissy.”

Christopher looked around but saw no towel. “I don't see one.”

“Of course, not because I didn’t bring one. Pay attention, Chrissy. Now race to the hall closet and get me a towel. And be quick about it. I don’t want to burn.” As she said this, she picked up some lotion and squirted it onto her hands. She rubbed it up and down her arms.

Christopher exhaled his frustration, but said nothing.

Sharon looked up and saw him still standing there. “What are you waiting for?” She shooed him away with her hands. Then she leaned toward her daughter, turning her back on Christopher and essentially dismissing him. “What are you reading, darling?” asked Sharon.

Catherine showed her mother the book she was reading. She ignored the angry look on Christopher's face; she needed to maintain the idea that none of this bothered her. Christopher realized this too a moment later and went to fetch the missing towel. When he was gone, Sharon leaned in even closer to her daughter.

“Make sure you use plenty of lotion on Chris sy or he’ll burn,” said Sharon. Catherine was momentarily confused. Why was her mother telling her this?

Surely, she wasn’t concerned about Christopher's well-being. Then it dawned on her: suntans. She was taunting Catherine with the idea that Christopher was going to develop sissy tan lines if they stayed outside. She decided to up the stakes.

“Don’t worry, mother. This will be a nice opportunity to give Christopher pretty tan lines,” said Catherine.

Sharon felt a cold chill race down her spine. She had been certain the idea of Christopher getting a feminine suntan would be enough, but her daughter hadn’t even blinked.

“What is it going to take?!” she screamed inside her head. Then Catherine struck even harder.

“By the way, I’ve invited a friend to dinner when we get back to the apartment,” said Catherine.

“A friend?”

“Yes, from work.”

“That's fine,” said Sharon indifferently. This meant nothing to her... until a moment later, when she began to wonder why her daughter had even mentioned this at all. Was there some hidden meaning here? Did this matter somehow? Then it hit her: “What about Christopher?”

Catherine smirked. Her mother had called him “Christopher.” That meant she was genuinely worried. It was a telltale mistake. “What about Christopher, mother?” asked Catherine.

“Will he be there?”

“Of course. He’ll be serving dinner like a good little maid.”

Sharon looked shocked. “Surely, you can’t bring an outsider to see him!” “Why not?”

“Catherine! You can’t. He’s your husband. You can’t let an outsider see him like

this!”

 

“Oh mom, it will be all right,” said Catherine dismissively. Sharon had no idea what to say. Had she created a monster?


	


Chapter Twenty: “Raising the Stakes”

	

—o—
It was two days later. They had returned to the apartment. Catherine had returned to work that morning. It was now early evening. Tonight, was the night the guest was coming. Sharon was incredibly nervous, as was Christopher. Catherine wasn't.

“Are we sure about this?” asked Christopher.

Catherine nodded her head. “This will push her right over the top. She’ll give up after this.”

“And you’re sure you can trust this woman?” “We’ve been over this, Christopher.”

“I know, but—”

“Trust me, Christopher. Amanda is my secretary and my friend. She already knows about you and I've talked with her about what to do. Besides, how can this be any worse than anything my mother has done to you?”

“I guess so,” said Christopher anxiously.

Christopher took a deep breath and then nodded his head. He was ready. Catherine patted him on the shoulder and told him to finish setting the table. It needed only a few pieces still. He set the table for four and then lit the candles. Everything was ready.

“That smells wonderfully,” said Sharon as she emerged from her room and entered the kitchen. She wore a belted pink dress with 195O’s styling and wide lapels. On her feet were pink platform pumps, the only shoes she had with her that weren’t animal print.

“It’s roasted chicken. It looks fantastic” said Catherine.

Sharon walked over to Catherine and gave her daughter a fake hug. She then pretended to notice the table was set for four instead of three. “Four for dinner?” she asked.

“Yes, I’ve invited a guest, remember?” said Catherine.

“Of course, I remember, dear. I just thought that Christopher might want to avoid being seen tonight. I take it he will be dining with us?” Sharon tried to keep her calm.

“Yes.”

“That’s good then. So who is this guest, have I met them?”

“You have. She came to my engagement announcement. It’s Amanda from my office.”

A look of shock came over Sharon. “From your office?!”

“Yes”

“I thought this was just a friend. Are you seriously going to let someone from your office see Chrissy?!” gasped Sharon. “In a dress?!”

“Oh mother, stop being so uptight.”

“But people in your office will know!” Catherine shrugged her shoulders. “So?” “Darling!”

Catherine smiled to herself. She had been right. This was indeed pushing Sharon over the edge. She just needed to make sure she gave her mother one powerful shove. Fortunately, Amanda was perfect for this.

The doorbell rang: Ruffling.

“Perfect timing!” thought Catherine. She then said, “Ah, the door!” in a sing-song voice before turning to her feminized husband, who waited anxiously for the command he didn't want to hear: “Honey, go answer the door.”

“Wait! Please reconsider, darling,” said Sharon. “You'll be ruined at work! You’ll be a laughing stop. This could end your promising career!”

Catherine waved her mother off and motioned Christopher to continue. He nodded his head and swallowed hard. His hands were shaking. He knew who it was, but that didn’t make this any easier. He didn’t want anyone else to see him like this, but he knew they needed to push Sharon even harder, so he had no choice.

“This could put an end to all of this,” he told himself.

Christopher stood before the door for a moment. Then he summoned his courage, and he opened the door. On the other side of the door stood a gorgeous young woman with long blonde hair up in a ponytail. She wore a tailored black dress with a calf-length hem and sharp black spike heels. Christopher had met her several times before and he knew this to be Amanda.

Amanda looked Christopher up and down. Her eyebrow went up. “Christopher?” she asked.

Christopher nodded his head nervously.

“You look amazing! I never would have guessed you were a man!”

Christopher shuddered at this insult to his masculinity. He didn’t respond though because his mouth was too dry to speak.

“So, are you going to invite me in?” asked Amanda with a chuckle. “Uh, yeah. Um, won’t you come in?”

Amanda chuckled and stepped past him into the apartment, where she met Catherine and they hugged.

“Amanda, darling!” exclaimed Catherine.

“Catherine! Wow. You didn’t tell me Christopher was that gorgeous!” said Amanda. “I can’t believe it’s really him!”

“He is gorgeous, isn’t he?” giggled Catherine. “I figured that if I was going to turn my husband into a woman, he should at least look the part. Let me introduce my mother.”

Catherine turned and introduced Sharon to Amanda. It was obvious that Sharon was nervous or agitated or something. Catherine saw this as a good thing. It meant she had scored another hit, that her mother was worried, and that now was the time to go in for the kill. To that end, she suggested that Amanda and her mother join her on the couch as Christopher got them drinks and then finished the dinner.

“Thanks for inviting me,” said Amanda. “Of course, of course,” replied Catherine.

“Can I ask a question about... um,” said Amanda and she pointed her finger toward Christopher several times.

“Certainly.”

“What made you decide to do this? I mean, no offense, but I don’t know many women who turn their husbands into women. Not that it's not an amazing idea, but I’m pretty certain you’re pretty much the only one I've met.”

Catherine chuckled. “Ironically, it was my mother's idea.” Sharon tensed up. She hated hearing that.

“My mother kept trying to show me what Christopher was really like,” continued Catherine. “In the process she ended up teaching me how much I wanted Christopher to be like this.” As she said this, she slipped her hand up the back of Christopher's thigh and squeezed his butt beneath his dress.

Sharon shook with anger. “But I was trying to show you how you wouldn't be happy!” she protested.

“I know, but you ended up showing me that I would be happy. And I never would

have known without you! Isn't that great?!” asked Catherine. She could see her mother suck in air over her teeth in response. She had hit a truly raw nerve.

“So does Christopher dress like this all the time?” asked Amanda. “Yes, all the time.”

“Even uh, in the bedroom?”

Catherine laughed. “Well, we haven’t really done that in some time, but yes he would take the feminine role in the bedroom.”

“Why haven’t you done it? I don’t understand.”

Catherine grabbed the hem of Christopher’s dress and lifted it up to show Amanda the chastity device. It remained beneath his pink panties at the moment, but it was visible.

“What is that?!” gasped Amanda.

“It’s a nice way to guarantee that I decide when and if we get romantic.” Amanda blushed. “Can I take a look?”

“Go ahead” said Catherine happily.

“Wait! You can't!” exclaimed Sharon. “Why not?”

“This is your husband. You can't just let another woman play with him!” Sharon was shocked that her daughter would allow this. How could this be? Had Sharon really brought this on herself? What had happened to her wholesome, normal daughter? She was stunned.

“Don’t worry, mom. I don't mind. Besides,” said Catherine and she knocked on the device three times as if it were a door, “it’s not like she can touch him with this in place.”

As Sharon watched in horror, Amanda reached out her small hand and took hold of the device. Sharon was stunned that her daughter would let another woman do this to her husband. She couldn’t believe what she was seeing.

Christopher was stunned too. He hadn’t been told that Amanda would do that. He had only been told that Amanda would “apply pressure to his mother-in-law in the way she acted.” Needless to say, he was shocked when he felt Amanda latch onto the device and start to pull on it.

“As you can see, there's no way he can get out,” said Catherine.

Amanda tugged hard on the device. She didn’t manage to remove it, but she did manage to pull Christopher several steps toward her. “Impressive.”

“He can’t touch him either, so no masturbating.”

“Really?” Amanda crouched down and examined the device up close. She tried to stick her fingers through the bars but couldn’t. Then she tried to open the device and couldn’t either. “Wow. You really can’t get in and he can’t get out.”

“Not without the key.”

Amanda snickered. “So, if he wants out, then he needs to be a good boy.” As she said this, she wrapped her fingers around his exposed testicles and pulled down on them gently. She laughed. “Beautiful.”

“He’s been much better behaved since we put this in place.” “I can imagine. Every man should have to wear one.”

“I’m thinking of leaving it in place permanently,” said Catherine. “Do you know he even needs to sit to pee because of the device?”

Amanda giggled and placed her hand on Christopher’s shoulder. “Welcome to womanhood, girlfriend.”

Christopher blushed, but said nothing.

Catherine furrowed her brow. “Say something, dear. Stop being rude.”

Christopher was surprised by her tone. “What do you want me to say?” he asked nervously.

“How about thanking her?” “Thanking her?! For what?”

Catherine glared at him. “I really don’t like your tone Chrissy. It’s offensive to me and I’m sure it’s offensive to Amanda.”

Christopher had no idea what he'd done wrong, nor did he know how to fix this. He decided that his best course was to accept his wife’s judgment and her punishment. His shoulders sunk. “I’m sorry.”

“I’m sure you are, but it’s not enough.”

Christopher swallowed hard and said, “Yes, Ma’am.”

“You know what’s coming, don’t you?” growled Catherine.

Christopher nodded his head. He was accepting his punishment. Sharon, on the other hand, remained stunned that any of this was happening. If Amanda didn’t know that Christopher was Catherine’s husband, then Sharon would have laughed this off as another lesson to Christopher. But the fact that Catherine had told Amanda who this was meant she couldn’t punish or humiliate him. She just couldn’t! What would everyone at the office say when this Amanda reported back to them? Catherine would become

a laughing stock! It was about to get worse too.

Catherine raised her leg behind her and pulled off one of the high-heeled shoes. She then did the same with the other foot and the other shoe. She tossed one shoe onto the couch and took the other in her right hand.

“Bend over and grab the arm of the couch, Chrissy,” said Catherine. “Surely you're joking!” gasped Sharon.

“Mom, stay out of this. Chrissy needs to be punished.” “But not in front of a stranger!”

“That's exactly where he needs to be punished. He needs to learn that he can't disobey or be rude to my guests. I plan to have lots of guests visit and he needs to be the perfect, submissive little girl,” said Catherine. Then an evil grin appeared on her lips almost before she finished speaking. “Actually, now that I think about it, I shouldn’t be the one punishing him: Amanda should!”

Sharon almost fainted. “What?!” “Well, she is the one he insulted.” "It’s ok,” said Amanda.

“No, you should do this,” insisted Catherine and she handed her own shoe to Amanda and once again ordered Christopher to bend over, place his hands on the arm of the couch, and spread his legs.

Christopher looked imploringly at Catherine, but she ignored his plea.

Catherine grabbed the hem of his skirt and pulled it up on his back to expose his pink thong-covered rear. His testicles swung free of the panties between his legs. She brushed the backs of her fingers over his rear as if to display it as the target.

“You can begin at any time,” said Catherine. “Now hold on!” demanded Sharon.

Amanda ignored her. She giggled. “This isn’t something I guessed I would do today!”

“I’m sure,” said Catherine. She folded her arms and stepped back. “You can’t allow this!” exclaimed Sharon.

Amanda, still ignoring her, raised the high-heeled shoe up into the air. She stepped forward and brought the shoe down as hard as she could. Its sole struck dead center on Christopher’s rear. CRACK!! The sound echoed. He winced and all of his muscles tightened.

“How many should I give him?” asked Amanda.

As she did, Sharon snatched the shoe from her hand and pointed it at her daughter. “You can’t allow this. You need to protect your reputation. You can’t let strangers paddle him!”

Catherine snatched the shoe back. “I can do what I want with my husband.” She handed the shoe back to Amanda. “You showed me that. You’re the one who started all of this. Why aren’t you happy?”

“I was trying to warn you away from this!”

“Well, mother, you had a strange way of doing that.” She motioned Amanda to continue.

Amanda raised her arm high up and brought the shoe down once more on Christopher's rear. CRACK!! Christopher winced again and his legs wobbled. He struggled to maintain his balance in the tall heels.

Sharon watched in horror.

Amanda raised her arm again. CRACK!!

And again. CRACK!!

Each blow made Christopher’s rear shake and his legs wobble. His balls swung away beneath him. That made him tingle, even as his butt cheeks burned from the strikes.

“This is really fun,” said Amanda. Catherine blushed. “It can be.”

Amanda grabbed his testicles and swung once more on his rear: CRACK!! This time, the tingling was intense.

“Does it turn him on to be spanked?” asked Amanda. “I’m not sure. Why?”

“His balls seem to be moving.”

Catherine raised an eyebrow and bent over to look her husband in the face. “Does it turn you on, honey?” she asked.

Christopher blushed. He’d only been paddled a few times and mostly he recalled pain. But there had been another feeling he had ignored. Now he was forced to face it. His tingling grew and he felt his penis struggling to become erect, though the device ensured it would fail.

“No” he replied in an embarrassed tone.

Amanda stopped paddling him and made a very visible show of feeling his testicles. “I think you’re lying” she said.

“I’m not!”

“Then let’s see what happens, shall we?” She ran her fingers over Christopher’s warm, red butt, causing Christopher to tremble. She raised the shoe into the air. She brought it back down.

CRACK!!

It didn’t land as hard as before, and when it did, she quickly traced a circle with its sole. The end result was a more pleasurable than painful feeling. Then she immediately raised the shoe again and fired away once more... and again... and again. CRACK!! CRACK!! CRACK!! CRACK!! CRACK!! Each blow landed in a sort of rhythm. As the blows landed, Christopher began to notice something troubling. His penis, although not hard, was throbbing. Something deep inside was pulsing to the rhythm of the blows. Each blow brought a yank forward. He knew this feeling and he knew what would eventually come of it. That worried him. He did not want that happening in front of Amanda or his mother-in-law... but he could do nothing to stop it. This entire situation

was beyond his control.

CRACK!!

Throb.

CRACK!!

Throb.

“You’re definitely enjoying this” said Amanda and she teased his butt with the

shoe.

 

Throb.

CRACK!!

Throb!

CRACK!!

THROB!

CRACK!!

“His testicles are pulling away from me,” giggled Amanda.

“I insist that you stop right now!” said Sharon. She too could sense what was

about to happen and she didn’t want her daughter associated with such an event. It could ruin her reputation!

Amanda didn’t stop. CRACK!!

And then it happened. From somewhere inside the cage, a burst of white, hot fluid squirted out of Christopher's penis. It made it past the cage, out into the air beyond, and fell to the floor for all to see. Christopher had as good as admitted being turned on

by this.

“Wow! I didn’t think that could really happen,” said Amanda as she bent down to examine the cum.

“I didn’t either,” said Catherine, who bent down to join Amanda in examining the mess.

Sharon, on the other hand, tossed down the pillow she had been squeezing onto the couch and marched to the door. “I feel ill suddenly,” she said unconvincingly. “I’m going to my room to lie down.”

“I think we may have won,” said Catherine as she watched her mother storm off. Then she and Amanda gave each other high fives. Finally, she and Amanda stood up and marched off to the kitchen to get a celebratory drink. As they left, Catherine called to her husband over her shoulder: “Clean up that mess.”


	


Chapter Twenty-One: “End Game”

	

—o—
Sharon paced angrily back and forth across the hardwood floor of the guest room. Her high heels echoed off that floor: CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! She was on the phone with her husband as Catherine, Amanda and Christopher enjoyed what they thought was a victory dinner. Sharon, however, had not given up. Instead, she decided to “go nuclear?’ Her husband was more than a little shocked to hear what his wife wanted.

“You want me to come there?” asked “Berta” incredulously. “Yes. I want you here tomorrow night,” insisted Sharon.

“What about Catherine?” “What about her?”

Berta furrowed his brow. This should have been obvious to Sharon. “You’ve told me repeatedly that she doesn’t want to see me again. How’s she going to react when I show up on her doorstep?”

“Now is not the time to worry about that. Just don’t tell her who you are,” said Sharon dismissively.

Berta’s eyebrow went up. How would that work if Catherine already knew who he was? She did know, right? Berta got a sick feeling in his stomach. “She does know who I am, right?”

“Now is not the time to discuss it, Burt. Just get out here.” “But—”

“No! There is nothing to discuss. Just obey me, Berta. Do as you’re told!” said Sharon angrily. “I need you to get on the next train down here. Take a taxi from the train to the apartment.”

Berta sat down next to the phone. “I’d really rather not.”

Sharon furrowed her brow. Her face turned bright red with anger. This was unprecedented. Berta normally did exactly as he was told. “It’s not up to you. I want you here—”

“To do what?” asked Berta.

“I don’t know why I’m explaining myself to you. You need to do as you’re told,”

growled Sharon. She was having a hard time seeing why things were not going her way and why everyone seemed to be resisting her.

“Normally yes, but I want to understand what is going on.”

“What’s going on is simple. I’ve tried everything I can think of and Catherine is refusing to see the light. I need your help now. I’ve made a call to my doctor friend 'down South’—”

“You mean that quack across the border.”

“He’s not a quack. He’s actually a very good doctor. He’s just had some bad luck a few times—”

“Yes, he has. And you’ve happily taken advantage of that.” He was referring to a couple cosmetic procedures Sharon had convinced the doctor to perform despite their questionable legality.

“Don't speak to me that way, Burt.”

“I’m sorry, Ma'am. What do you want with the doctor?”

“He’s going to give Chrissy a boob job and a little cosmetic surgery. That will finally show Catherine what she’s facing in trying to stay married to the little sissy,” said Sharon angrily without any thought to her husband’s feelings.

“Has Christopher agreed to this?”

“If he had agreed,” said Sharon sourly, “do you think I would need you to come help me?”

“What do you need from me?” asked Berta hesitantly.

“I need you to come here to help me get him into the car. He may be unbalanced in his heels and his tight little dresses, but he could still get away if it's only me trying to push him into the doctor's car. I need you to sit in the car and pull him inside.”

Berta’s jaw dropped. “You’re going to kidnap him?!”

“I want you to help me get him to the doctor, that’s all.” “That’s kidnapping and I’m not helping with that!”

Sharon glared at her phone for a second. She recognized now that Berta would not help her. In fact, getting Berta involved at all seemed like a mistake suddenly. Fortunately, she knew the doctor would have someone who could take the place of her husband in the car. “Fine, never mind,” said Sharon.

Berta was stunned by the sudden change. “Are you giving up on this idea?” “Don't worry your pretty little head about it.”

“But—”

“No but. Now go to bed,” said Sharon and she hung up the phone.

Berta stared at the silent phone for some time. It struck him that his wife had gone insane. She was often prone to irrational behavior when she wanted something and was denied, but this went well beyond that. There was no way he could allow her to do this. How to end it, however, that was the question.

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

Berta shifted his eyes to the floor and his pretty painted toenails sticking out of the front of his high-heeled sandals for several minutes. He needed an answer and he needed it fast. He needed to stop this unfolding disaster.

“I should have stopped her long ago. But how do I stop her now?”

He kept staring at the floor. Then, slowly, an idea began to take shape. It wasn't an ideal answer, but it would work. He reached over to the nightstand and picked up the phone. He made two calls.

—o—

 

Two nights later, a dark sedan with suicide doors pulled up before the apartment building. The car had tinted windows and the driver kept the engine running. A call was placed to Sharon by the driver.

“I’m out front,” said the voice over the phone.

“All right. Be ready,” said Sharon. “We'll be down soon.”

Sharon hung up the phone and went to the kitchen where Christopher was making dinner under Catherine's supervision. Catherine wore black pants, a white blouse, and black spikes. Christopher wore a little black dress, a pinafore apron, and black high-heeled sandals. He felt very small and feminine in this. Sharon wore a loose white pleated dress and her typical leopard skin pumps.

“Dinner will be ready in a few minutes, mom,” said Catherine.

Sharon examined her daughter’s face closely. There was no evidence of tension, or anger, or that she knew what Sharon was about to do. She had no idea what was coming and that put Sharon at ease. “That's wonderful. It smells great,” said Sharon of the dinner. She paused for several seconds before continuing. “By the way, I'm told there’s a package downstairs for me and I need Chrissy’s help to fetch it. May I borrow him for a few minutes?”

Of course, there was no package and she didn’t need Christopher. What she intended was to shove Christopher into the car so her doctor friend could make a few

changes. To explain his disappearance, she planned to come back to the apartment complaining that, once downstairs, Christopher had excused himself and walked out to a waiting car. He climbed in and said he would be back in a week. Then she would demand to know from Catherine what was going on, which hopefully would leave her own involvement in this unsuspected. It wasn’t the greatest plan, but Sharon wasn’t thinking right at the moment.

“My help?” asked Christopher.

“I’m told it's heavy. Besides, this will be another good opportunity for you to become accustomed to being seen by other people. You want that, don't you?” asked Sharon almost tauntingly.

“That makes sense,” said Catherine. “Can you please help my mother?” “Yeah, I guess so,” said Christopher without much fight.

“In fact, why don’t I come with you,” said Catherine.

Sharon’s eye twitched. “No, no! You stay here. We can take care of it,” she said. “I’d like to come.”

Sharon looked worried for a moment, but then her fear seemed to clear as she re-arranged the story in her head to something else, she thought Catherine would believe. “That would be fine,” said Sharon oddly.

Christopher turned off the stove and removed the apron. Then Sharon led Christopher and her daughter downstairs. They saw the car and approached. When they came to within a few feet, Sharon stepped back behind Christopher. She intended to place her hands on his back and push him into the car with the help of the doctor, who waited inside the car.

Things didn't turn out that way, however. To the contrary, as they reached the car, the doors opened from the inside. The doctor was sitting in the front seat, not the back. One of his orderlies sat in the back. Next to him sat a woman with blonde hair. She wore a black pantsuit. Before anyone could react, the large orderly grabbed Sharon around the waist and yanked her into the car. As he did, the woman in the pantsuit stepped out of the car.

The doors closed.

The car sped away.

Catherine, Christopher and the woman watched it go.

“Thanks,” said Catherine to the woman after the car vanished around the corner. “It’s the least I could do,” said the woman.

“What’s going to happen to her?”

The woman shrugged her shoulders. “Not much. The doctor will take her to a local office he’s borrowed. He will threaten to give her massive breasts, much like she wanted to do to Christopher, and a little cosmetic surgery. After she’s good and scared, he will return her to our home, where we’re going to have a nice long talk about the future.”

“You won't get in trouble?” asked Christopher.

“I think my days of being under her thumb are over,” said the woman.

Catherine bit her lip and kicked her toes at the pavement. “So... um... you’re my father?”

Berta nodded his head.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” asked Catherine.

“I wanted to, but Sharon told me that you already knew and that you didn’t want to talk to me or see me again. In fact, she wouldn’t let me see you at all... but I thought you had made that decision.”

Catherine shook her head. “I had no idea.”

“I know that now. She was ashamed of me, so she wanted me to disappear except as her maid. To make that work, she lied to me and to you. But she can't do that anymore!” said Berta.

There was a moment of silence.

“So, what do we do now?” asked Catherine. “Whatever you like.”

Another, longer moment of silence passed. Then Catherine smiled shyly and she held out her hand for her father to take. “Let’s start over. Hi. I’m Catherine. I’m your daughter.”

Berta smiled and shook her hand. “I’m your father.”

 

—o—

 

A week later, Sharon was safely home again. She was angry, but more embarrassed than anything. Her adventure had snapped her out of her mania. She had already tried to apologize to everyone, but they were stretching it out to make sure she didn’t get off too easily. In her travels, she had also come to realize that perhaps she had been wrong to interfere with her daughter and Christopher. She still wasn’t too accepting, but at least she had vowed to stop interfering. Catherine and Christopher saw

that as better than nothing. Now they just needed to figure out what would happen with their own relationship.

After a few days, they finally sat down to discuss it openly.

“You want me to stay this way?” asked Christopher incredulously. He crossed his legs and kept lifting his toes off the ground, balancing his planted foot on the five-inch heel of his shoe.

“I do.”

Christopher thought back to how insecure he felt dating Catherine even before his mother-in-law looked to strip him of his manhood. She had always dated macho guys. How could she want him this way now?

“I thought you only like macho men?” he asked.

Catherine exhaled slowly. “Christopher, I love you and I will love you no matter what you choose, but I have really come to love you as Chrissy. You’re gorgeous as a woman. You’re so friendly. You’re so submissive... I love that. You seem so much happier too. You must admit that?”

Christopher paused before shrugging his shoulders.

“I know you like some of this,” said Catherine. “You seem much more at peace.” Christopher bit his lip. This was true, but it was still hard to admit. Being feminized, Christopher no longer felt like he needed to compete with other men or prove his manhood over and over again. Still, it wasn’t easy to admit that he liked being

a woman.

“I don’t like the way your mother was treating me,” he said evasively.

“I understand that. But I won’t treat you that way. I won’t make you stay this way either. It will be entirely your choice. But think about it before you answer. I want you to be this way, but I'll accept whatever you choose.”

Christopher thought about this in silence for some time. Catherine waited silently for him to decide. As she did, she played with her white, bronze and blue bohemian skirt and shook her wooden-soled high-heeled sandals on the edges of her toes. Finally, he stirred.

“I can't believe I’m saying this,” said Christopher and he paused. “Go on, darling.”

“Part of me really does like this. That sounds impossible, but it’s true. The thing is, there is a lot I haven’t decided about yet. Could we make a deal?” asked Christopher cautiously.

“What kind of deal?”

“How about we do this as a test run for a few weeks? If it works, then we stick to it. If not, then I get to back out,” said Christopher.

Catherine smiled. "Agreed.” He would never back out.



The End
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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]Missing 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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