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Feminized: An In-Law Christmas




“I don’t know Kate. Are you sure this is appropriate?”

“I think we jumped the shark on what’s appropriate a long time ago, don’t you think?”

“But it’s your parents.”

“And my younger brother will be there.”

“Exactly.”

“You wanted a Christmas as Michelle, you get a Christmas as Michelle. They’re accepting, you’ll be fine, they love you.”

“They love Michael.”

“And they’ll love Michelle.”

“I just feel my outfit-.”

“It’s fine, it’s Christmas themed!”

“If you say so.”

It was Christmas Eve and Kate and I were in the car to her parent’s place in the Midwest. My sissification had come only so far as sexual adventures within private parties and we had decided it’s time to unleash Michelle on the world.

“Just think of this as practice. If they like you, then that’s great! People accept Michelle, maybe you can start being the little sissy you are around work for example. If it’s all a car crash then fuck it, my parents live 5 hours away and we’ll just forget the whole episode, it won’t affect us.”

“I guess.” I replied sheepishly, trying to tug my little red Santa’s girl skirt down my thighs.

We pulled into the driveway and prepared ourselves in the car. Kate didn’t seem to have any anxiety about her, touching up her lip gloss in the mirror.

“Right, come on then.” She declared and we got out the car into the cold winter air.

Kate rang the doorbell and butterflies filled my stomach. After a wait that seemed an eternity, the door opened.

“Alright.” Said Kate’s younger brother, opening the door and seeing Kate before sulking back into the dining room.

Kate rolled her eyes. “Still a miserable kid with no manners I see.” Kate’s brother is about half her age and was just preparing to leave for college. “At least we can do this ourselves.”

We stepped into her parent’s house and closed the door, separating us from the harsh cold outside. The house warm, in color, heat, and feeling. Kate’s mom was a Christmas fan and always made sure there was no where in the house left undecorated. There were candy canes and tinsel, bells and mistletoe over the doors, and Christmas cards from friends and family everywhere.

“Kate and Michael, is that you?” Kate’s mom called from the living room where they were watching a Christmas movie.

Kate looked at me with a grin. “Kind of.” She replied. “Come on.” She motioned for me to follow her to the entrance of the living room. “Everyone.” She announced, getting their attention. “I want you to meet someone. This, is Michelle.”

I walked into view and stood by Kate in the living room doorway, feeling exposed in my cute Santa’s girl outfit. A red crop top with white fur lining all around it and a matching skirt.

The room went silent but for the Christmas movie on TV. I think it was Elf, how humiliating. Presenting myself as a sissy to the family to Elf.

Kate’s mother was wide eyed before collecting herself and being the first to say something.

“Wow. Michael. Or Michelle is it? You look great, it’s great to have you!” She came forward and put her arms around me and a kiss on the cheek. “We’re so happy to see you.”

“It’s good to see you too.” I replied politely.

Kate’s father the collected himself, realizing it would be impolite to not try and act at least somewhat normal. “Michelle,” he said, putting emphasis on the name, “good to have you, this was unexpected, but that’s okay.” Then, finding some humor, he said, “Where did you get that little outfit? Wouldn’t mind if Jane started wearing something like that around the house!”
“Jason!” Jane spun around at her husband, “That’s not appropriate.”

“He’s, sorry, she’s the one wearing it.”

Jane rolled her eyes. “Ignore him, come to the kitchen won’t you and have a drink?”

I followed Jane and Kate to the kitchen, conscious of the eyes of Jason and Thomas following me. Men are always interested in me as Michelle, I think subconsciously, even if they’ve never heard of a sissy before, they see me dressed up so slutty and bimbolike, and can’t help but to imagine using me. I made to sure to move with extra hip in my swagger as I went to the kitchen. If they’re going to stare, I’ll give them something to stare at. As long as Jane is here then everyone will be forced to treat me normally.

Jane handed me a glass of champagne, “Here, have one of these. I must say, you suit holding a champagne glass dressed like that.” She turned to Kate, “How did this all come about then?”

Jane was far more accepting than I thought she would be. Her family weren’t exactly hardcore traditionalists, but they weren’t exactly hippies either. Jane was known to be polite and courteous, but she seemed to accept me with no practice needed.

“It was Michelle’s idea, and I just ran with it.” Kate said, “I think she does a pretty good job.”

“I think so too.” Jane replied.

“I think he looks like a sissy.” Came her brothers voice from the dining room.

That’s the point, I thought to myself, as Jane rolled her eyes and apologized.

“Don’t mind him.”

Kate and Jane went back into conversation, and I looked straight down into the dining room area at Thomas. He was staring at my legs, and I caught him. He noticed my gaze and turned straight back down at his phone. Little perv just wanted to be mean about what he can’t have, typical.

“Why are you wearing girls’ clothes?” Thomas asked with a hint of nastiness to his voice as I sat down in the living room with him.

“Why are you wearing boys’ clothes?”

“Because I’m a boy.”

“Exactly.”

He huffed and went back to staring mindlessly at the TV, occasionally turning down to stare mindlessly at his phone.

“So, you don’t like what I’m wearing?” I asked, trying to engage with him.

“No.”

“I saw you looking at my legs when I was walking into the kitchen. And since then.”

Thomas blushed and looked back his phone. “Sounds like bullshit.” He mumbled.

“Sure thing.”

“As if I’d want to look at your legs.” He replied defensively, right before Kate came into the room, drying her hands on a kitchen towel.

“Right. I’m joining Kate and going to bed. And for heaven’s sake, Thomas if I hear one more rude thing come out of your mouth then I’m going to bend you over and spank you like a child, stop being an ass!”

“I’m not being an ass, I’m just curious!”

“Oh, stop it, you’re not just curious, you’re turned-on you pervert. You’re turned on by anyone in a little skirt.”

I looked at Thomas’s crotch and realized she was right, there was a definite bulge in his shorts.

He caught my eye and looked like a deer in the headlights.

“Leave Michelle alone. Always trying to perv on someone.”

Jane left the room, so it was just the two of us in there. I suddenly became acutely aware of tension in the air that I hadn’t felt before. I knew that he was attracted to me, and he knew that I knew that he was attracted to me. There was an excited feeling inside of me that I knew I was doing something I shouldn’t be doing. I don’t think I should even be in the same room, I should have left at the realization that he was perving on me. I still had time to leave. But I sat there, I stayed there, I didn’t go anywhere. I felt the tension in the air weighing so heavy that the sound of the television was being drowned in it.

We caught eyes a few more times before darting them back to the TV, trying to ignore the atmosphere.

I could feel I was doing something wrong, and that was exciting me.

The rest of the house was quiet except for the noise of Jane putting the TV on in their bedroom upstairs.

“You know.” I said softly, directing his gaze at me with my sudden voice in the quiet, “There’s nothing wrong with being curious.”

“I wasn’t.” Thomas replied, “And I wasn’t turned on.”

“I looked at this crotch with my eyebrows raised. “Your body gives you away Thomas.”

“It’s Tom.”

“Sure thing, Thomas.” I replied, rolling my eyes. I could tell how weakened he was by his attraction to me and wanted to use the power that came with it.

I was sat across the room with my legs crossed but uncrossed them now and parting them only slightly to give him a slither of thigh running up the inside of my leg. I watched him as his chest rose with a hidden heavy breath and his eyes struggled to stay on the tv.

“It’s okay to look Thomas.”

“I’m not interested in guys. Besides you’re Kate’s husband.”

“Well, I’m not a guy. And I’m not Michael.” I know I shouldn’t have said the last part, as though I was using my identity of Michelle to behave in ways I shouldn’t. But the rush was too much, and the sense of danger mixed with the taboo aspect, with then an extra spice thrown in of me feeling empowerment in turning on a young man, well it made for a potent cocktail. “So why worry? I won’t tell.”

I could feel myself growing in the little panties I was wearing, and I wasn’t convinced that they would be able to hold me in. I didn’t think I would be in an erection hiding situation whilst at Kate’s parents.

Thomas was shuffling in his seat now, fidgety, and restless. He was laying in a relaxed position but in such a way that his arm was over his erection, I suspected that he was caught between trying to hide it and trying to rub against it with his ‘adjustments.’

“I’ll ask again.” I softened my voice more, kept it hushed and sexy, a world away form the voice of Michael that he knew once. “Do you not like what I’m wearing?” I ran my hand up my thigh and lifted my skirt a little higher. “Do you not like a naught Santa? You know, naughty Santa’s like naughty boys, it’s like a whole opposite world thing, you could call it a role-reversal.” I chucked internally at the gender bending word play I made but outwardly only gave Thomas a sly, mischievous smile.

His eyes were now fully on me. He couldn’t look away.

“Do you like it?”

“Maybe.” He mumbled.

“What did you say?” I asked, knowing what he said.

“Maybe.” He said louder, before darting his eyes towards the door. “But I’m not gay.”

“No, of course you’re not. Because I’m Michelle, and I’m a naughty girl.”

And I was being a very naughty girl.

“I-.” Thomas stuttered and couldn’t find his words as he watched my finger run up my thigh. But just as it seemed he was going to lose himself I grabbed the hem of the skirt and tugged it down.

“But I’m just Kate’s husband. We shouldn’t. You’re her little brother, I shouldn’t be so naughty.”

Thomas caught himself, then rolled his eyes. “Yeah, you are a girl it turns out. A tease just like all of them.”

I laughed then caught myself, I didn’t want to alert the rest of the house to us having fun too much. “Well, how about this for a tease.” I stood up and pulled my little skirt up so it was sat just below my ass cheeks.

“Beer?”

“Sure.” He replied, perking up. Jane didn’t allow him to drink outside of having one with special meals. I always sneaked him one or two at family get togethers though.

I turned around and slowly, with plenty of movement in my hips, made my way towards the kitchen, before returning with two opened beers.

“One for you.” I said, leaning over and handing him the frosty cold bottle of beer. “And one for me.” I replied, licking up the shaft of the beer before taking the top in my mouth and swigging. I winked at him and sat back in my seat.

We each took a swig and eyed each other over.

“Okay, maybe you’re not so bad.” He said.

“Well, you liked me before, so why wouldn’t I be?”

“I dunno.” He replied, taking another swig, enjoying the cold beer he was so rarely afforded. “Just took me by surprise I guess. But you do look kinda-.” He trailed off and blushed.

“Hot?” I filled in.

“Yeah.” He mumbled, looking at the floor.

“You can look if you like.” I pulled my skirt up and again and corrected the hem of my fluffy hemmed crop top, so it sat across my torso better.

“I don’t want to get in trouble with Kate.”

“Neither do I.” I replied, winking at him.

I was horny. The surge was going through me with the beer and my mind was fuzzy with curiosity and lust. Thomas was a cute boy, athletic, but track athletic not football player athletic. He had always been sulky and moody but lit up like a lightbulb when he was interested in something, or when someone paid attention to things that he enjoyed. I would always spend some time with him and get more from him than others could.

“Can I-.” He faltered before he could finish his question, he didn’t know if he was allowed to ask it, but I cocked my head and smiled at him with the kind of eye contact that could draw anything out if any man, the kind I had learnt from Kate.

“Go on.” I said.

“Can I see under your skirt?”

I laughed and the feeling of butterflies swooshed in my stomach. I glanced towards the living room door, for a moment worried that we were being looked in on.

“Okay, but out secret.”

I stood up and moved my hips side to side as I gripped each side of the skirt tentatively in fingertips and lifted inch by inch until I was showing him my little red silk panties, my cock barely fitting in as the situation brought on a semi.

I pulled the skirt down quick and sat down, laughing at myself for being so outrageous with Kates’ brother.

“Oh my god.” Were the only words to leave his mouth as his eyes lit up.

“Good?”

“Can I see again?” He asked sheepishly, not wanting to say directly that he enjoyed it, but still wanting it again.

“Okay, quickly.” I stood up again and have him a quick flash again, watching the blood run to the face as his eyes widened. “Want to see the back?” He nodded and I turned around and bend down so my torso was on the sofa and my ass in the air, I shook my ass a little for him then stood back up giggling at his shocked face.

“You are kind of hot, I can’t lie.”

“Well thank you, Thomas.”

Just then as I sat down Kate down came the stairs and into the living room. She looked at the two of us and rolled our eyes.

“Always feeding my little brother beers, you’re such a bad influence.” She sighed before turning to Thomas. “Come on Thomas fuck off to bed, I’m taking this one with me.”

Thomas got up with no argument, taking his beer with him to bed, probably so he could have a cold drink after a wank I would bet. Kate turned to me,

“Why was he so red in the face?”

“What do you mean?” I asked, trying to be innocent, but my smile giving me away.

“Were you teasing him?”

“He just thinks I’m eye candy.” I laughed.

Kate caught herself between being amused and being annoyed, “The kids a fucking perv.”

“Yeah, so your mom said. Boys that age just are.”

Kate agreed and we went upstairs to bed.

“I’m going to shower first.” I told her, grabbing a towel. I let her use the bathroom then shut the door of the en-suite, horny for young cock.

Shit, I thought, how am I going to satisfy this urge.

I slipped out of my clothes and into the shower as Kate got into bed. My cock was dangling low with precum at the tip and my brain was surging with horny electricity, I felt as though I was going to blow a fuse unless I transferred it somewhere.

I turned the hot water on and let the shower rain over me, onto my chest and twisting for my back, throwing my head back and running my hands along my body. Despite knowing that I needed to calm down though, my hands found themselves at my cock, stroking it.

I stifled a moan as I thought about Kates little brother jerking off to me. I brought myself to the edge, imagining him doing it too in his room, imagining us edging together, perpetually coming to the cliff of climax but not jumping off together, enjoying the adrenaline rush of the possibility; the femininity of Michelle penetrating the sexual consciousness of the in-denial-of-his-curiosity boy. Me knowing I shouldn’t be doing it, whilst he discovers that his sexuality wasn’t what he thought it was, each of us crossing boundaries of unknown.

I edged two more times in the shower, a hand against the shower wall and my ass pushed back with a curved back. Until finally I decided to do what I shouldn’t do.

I washed myself, struggling to ignore the constant semi-state of my cock, before creeping back into the bedroom. Kate was asleep, and I had a feeling she would be, otherwise she would have come in to brush her teeth and wash her face whilst I was showering, too many glasses of champagne with her mom no doubt.

I went into my suitcase and found a lacey black piece of lingerie that I had brought for bedtime. It came down to high on my thigh, with little spaghetti straps on the shoulders, he contoured in at the waist and hugged the chest, it was feminine by all accounts and I knew that Thomas will have never seen one of these on a woman before, or a man for that matter. Girls his age couldn’t afford such pieces, and if they could, they certainly hadn’t figured it out enough to have such taste enough to have such taste. I pulled on stockings and quietly and quickly put eyeliner on in the mirror and some dark purple lipstick that matched the sexy babydoll night gown.

I slipped out of the bedroom and down the hall two doors. Kate’s parents had moved to a new master bedroom in an extension they built downstairs a couple of years ago, which allowed for more enjoyment of freedom upstairs, which had become a games room, spare bedrooms, and of course, Thomas’s room.

I paused outside of it in my little lingerie, my heart racing. I put my ear up to the door to see if I could hear signed of him being awake. There was heavy breathing, but that could be sleep breathing. I second guessed myself before putting my ear back to the door and could hear the faint sounds of porn.

I took a deep breath and prepared myself with my usual ritual: breathe in, breath out, relax myself, loosen my body, leave any concerns or stresses behind. I am Michelle, and I’m a sexy sissy slut.

I opened the door and the light shining in from the hallway alerted Thomas and he put his phone under the cover quickly and sat up, covering himself up, startled at someone catching him masturbating.

“Thomas, it’s just me.” I whispered, trying to calm him into not being frantic whilst remaining sexy, I kept my voice hushed, letting him know I was there, but with an inflection that let him know I was there to be trouble.

His room was dark, so I turned on the corner lamp before I shut the door and stood there as we looked at one another. He still had one hand beneath the covers that led me to believe that it was still on his cock.

“What were you watching?” I asked, my hands behind my back, teetering on a toe, trying to be like a mischievous little girl that had crept into his room at night.

“Nothing.” He replied, quickly and defensively.

“I don’t believe you.” I replied, tentatively stepping towards his bed.

“Micha- Michelle I mean, I don’t know if you sho- we should, do this.”

“I don’t know either.” I whispered in his ear, sitting now at the end of his bed. “But I enjoy how much of a sexy woman you make me feel.”

He froze there looking at me, the covers over him, as I sat on the end of the bed.

“Are you a virgin?”

He nodded as tentatively as I had stepped towards him.

“Have you ever done anything?”

He didn’t answer, and I think I knew what that meant.

I put my hands under the covers and fumbled towards his cock. His hand was wrapped around it, so I wrapped my hand around his. I begun to direct his stroking, slowly, up and down, up and down, he gasped.

“Shhhhh.” I put a finger to his lips and leant over and nibbled on his ear, daring him to make more noise. “You don’t want us to get in trouble.” I whispered.

“You’re the one that that’s going to get us in trouble.” He whispered back without any hint of annoyance at me. He let his head relax on the pillow and let go off his cock, allowing me to take control of it and stroke it tentatively.

He was still growing in my hands at this point. His erection never-ending in its excitement.

“Have you ever been this hard?” I asked him.

He shook his head. I smiled.

Was I wrong in doing all of this? Most probably. Most definitely, actually. Maybe my saving grace morally was that I was giving a young man a hand (pun unintended) in discovering his sexuality. However, mostly it was selfish behavior of me. To make a young boy so turned on, to have him sneak looks at my little skirt, to be lusted after, desired after, by a young man, it was exhilarating, and I was utterly infatuated with the feeling. I love to turn men on, but it’s more difficult to take control in that situation, and why shouldn’t I get to feel what it is it be a Mrs. Robinson?

I rubbed the tip of his cock with my thumb, fingering around the precum, feeling giddy with joy at his horniness.

“Do you want to touch me?” I asked him.

He looked mildly scared, with a good dose of curiosity thrown in, which made me giggle. Then he shook his head. He was feeling naughty and didn’t want to take it further, I could tell.

“Okay, well then you can look.”

I pulled the night gown up above my waist and revealed that my cock was rock hard and dripping too.

“Are you sure you don’t want to touch it?” I asked in response to his wide-eyed stare. I was still stroking his cock under the covers.

“Maybe.” He said, though despite the hesitation in his words, his actions were far from hesitant. He lurched his hand forward and took grip of my cock.

“Have you ever held another cock before?”

“No.” He replied.

“Well now you have, a nice girly cock. Why don’t you stroke it?”

He started stroking it to the same rhythm I was carefully stroking his. I don’t know if he realized he was doing it or not though.

“I always knew you were the naughty one in the family.” I said as the tingles of his touch went through my entire body with the sensation of taboo enjoyment.

My brother in-law, his bedroom, our cocks out, was all I could think, and it was making my cock twitch to a near climax with every tiny clumsy unexperienced stroke of his.

I heard a creak in the house, so did Thomas, we both looked to the door with fright, for a moment I became a teenager again, risking it all to bust a nut.

The creak turned out to be nothing and Thomas and I returned our gaze to each other with nervous smiles. I really was becoming a teenage girl, I felt giddy as he begun to stroke my cock faster, feeling safer after the near-scare of thinking someone was there, he was now reassured that everyone was tucked up in bed.

“I want you to cum for me.” I told him.

“I want to cum for you.” He replied, as though hypnotized.

I felt a surge rush through me as though our sexual energies connected, I wanted his cum so bad.

“I’m going to make you cum okay, but you have to be quiet.”

“Mmhmm.” He replied, wide-eyed, trying to stifle his voice into a muffled affirmative.

“I won’t tell, I promise.”

“I know.” I said, covering his gaped open mouth with my hand whilst jerking him with the other.

His hand gripped the silky lingerie I was wearing with the ferocity of someone ready to explode but trying to do so quietly.

His cock twitched in my hands and fountains of cum shot out of him covering him, me, and I’m pretty sure the wall.

His eyes rolled back as he groaned, my hand covering his mouth for safety. His body convulsed with release before laying flat and relaxed, his young balls empty of cum.

He closed his eyes and kept them closed, drifting in and out of ecstasy. I sensed he didn’t want to open them however as he would see his sisters’ husband, dressed as a slutty girl, and that to his post-cum brain was a terrifying prospect to face.

I kissed his forehead, my hand massaging his now flaccid cock.

“Goodnight. You were a good boy.” I whispered, before creeping back to mine and Kate’s room.

* * *


The End




Did you make it to the end? Thank you!

There is more to come, I promise!

But for the time being, why not follow me on Amazon? That way you won’t miss the second installment!

I hope you loved reading about Michelle and Kate. If you did then please leave a review! It has always been a goal to be able to at least go part-time with writing, and every review will help with that goal!

I hope to see you soon.

-          Love, Lucy.
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