

Made to be a Maid!

My Mother-in-Law caught me en femme!

Grace Mansfield


Copyright © 2021

All rights reserved. No part of these books may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the written permission of the author.

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


PART ONE

“You don’t seem that concerned that I’m going to be away for a month.”

I sighed, stared at Amy’s hourglass figure, her long, blonde hair, her blue eyes and sexy, red lips, and exulted. I mean, how many guys get the best of both worlds?

“Honey, I will miss you more than life itself. It just doesn’t do me any good to get all weepy about it.” Sure, I would miss her. But…life itself? Come on! I was just pouring it on thick to distract her. Nothing is worse than when women get all weepy.

“Well, but you know I have to do this tour once a year. I have to visit every store and analyze and recommend procedures and all that sort of thing.”

“I know. It’s the saddest month of my life. Believe me. I look happy on the outside, but inside I am a wreck. For a solid month I will be wandering the house, looking for an Amy fix. Distraught. I will cry myself to sleep at night. I will—“

“All right,” she grinned. “Now I know you’re full of shit.”

“Well, maybe a little. But I will miss you.” My lies, even though they were blatant, were working. What woman cares if you’re sincere or not as long as you kiss their asses?

“Well, okay. But listen…when I came home last year the house was a mess. You’d better pick up after yourself this year. I’m not your mother, you know.”

“I’ll try. I’ll really try.”

She patted me on the cheek and peered into my eyes. This close always took my breath away.

“Elliot…I don’t doubt that you love me, but I always get the feeling that you’re hiding something.”

I put my arms around her and moved in for a kiss.

“No!” she put her hand up and stopped me. “I don’t want to mess my make up!”

I sighed.

She laughed. “You are so incorrigible!”

“I’m married to the most beautiful woman in the world, and she never wants to make love!” I was starting to whine. Not a good thing, but how could I help myself?

“Don’t start that again. You know I’m a working girl, and I have a lot of responsibilities. I just don’t have the time to cater to your wicked, little ways.

“Wah!” I cried, sounding like a spoiled, little baby. I put my hand in my pants and whimpered, “It’s not little!”

“You, idiot,” she placed both hands on the sides of my face and barely—I say barely—touched her lips to mine. “When I get home we’ll take a couple of days off and I’ll take care of you once and for all.”

I sighed. My cock was poking against my pants painfully.

“Now take my luggage out and let’s get me on my way.”

Defeated, but quite happy for that defeat, I picked up Amy’s bags and toted them out to the car. Ten minutes later, her already yakking on her cell phone, she gave me a wink, got in her car and drove away.

Not even a kiss good bye.

But, that’s okay. In fact, it sort of fell into line with my plans. Heh heh heh.

I sauntered back into the house, and felt like jumping into the air and clicking my heels.

I sashayed into the kitchen, took down a bottle of bourbon, the good stuff, Woodford Reserve Straight Bourbon Whiskey, $115 a bottle. Just read the tasting notes on this baby:

TASTING NOTES: Clean, brilliant honey amber color. On the nose, heavy with rich dried fruit, hints of mint and oranges covered with a dusting of cocoa. Faint vanilla and tobacco spice. Rich chewy, rounded and smooth with complex citrus, cinnamon and cocoa. Toffee, caramel, chocolate and spice notes abound. Silky smooth, almost creamy at first with a long, warm satisfying finish.

Can you imagine all that in your mouth? And then, to prove that I’m not a complete connoisseur, I mixed the ambrosia with Coke. That’s right, straight off the shelf Coca Cola. God, am I slob, or what?

But, slob or not, I swirled the glass to mix the combination of heavenly firewater and swamp essence, and sipped delicately, and ambled out to the garage.

I looked at my watch. Five minutes had passed. I usually waited a half an hour, then checked to make sure she was truly zooping down the freeway, before beginning my playtime.

But, that didn’t mean I couldn’t get everything out and ready.

I climbed up on the washing machine and pushed a few boxes to the side and lifted down my special box.

My special box isn’t heavy, but it is sizable. I have a lot of things in it.

Balancing my drink in one hand and the box in the other, I strolled back through the kitchen, down the hallway, and up the stairs to the room above the garage.

I usually live in that room when my wife is gone. I only have to clean the upstairs room and the kitchen when my wife gets back, and I ignore the rest of the house.

It is a big room with a big poster bed and a bathroom and even a small fridge.

I put the box down on the bed and reached into it for the bottle of Nair. I smiled.

Fifteen minutes later, I popped my nekkid body out of the shower. I was baby butt smooth. Not a hair below the neck. I even dabbed Nair on my cheeks to aid in the facial depilation.

I smiled at my oh so clean features in the mirror. What a babe! I thought. My cock thought so, too. It stuck out over the sink, and there was no hair to distract from how big and beautiful I was. Heh heh.

I meandered down to the kitchen, fixed a plate of sausage and hash browns, poured a bit of syrup over the plate, and fed myself. I took my time, used my fingers on the sausage and then licked them, and…it was time to call my sweety pie.

“Honey? I miss you so much I could die!”

“You are such a goof!” she fell for my line of patter. “I think…oh, no…my hand…”

“Don’t start that guff!” she shouted.

“I can’t stop it…it’s reaching for my…my cock!”

“Elliot!”

“Oh! My hand is raping my cock. Up and down, back and forth. If only I had a woman to take out my love on.”

She was laughing now. She knew I whacked off when she was gone. She didn’t like it, at first, but she got used to it, and even put up with some of my phone sex. Heck, I think she even liked it.

“Oh…oh…stop it, hand! I must be true to my wife…”

“Elliot! I’m going to spank you when I get home!”

“Oh…oh…that did it! You made me squirt! Oh…oh!”

“Stop that!” She laughed. “I’ve got to make the turn for the airport.”

“All right,” I chuckled and backed off. “But now you know how much I miss you.”

“”Elliot, you are a horn dog, and some day I am going to get you back for all the abuse you give me.”

“Abuse? I don’t abuse! I—“

“I’ve got to go! Good bye! And leave your dick alone! I want it a virgin when I get home.”

“It’s too late for…”

She had hung up.

I grinned.

‘Baby, baby, can’t you hear my heart beat,’ I hummed the old tune as I put my dirty dishes in the sink and left them. I liked to fill the sink with dishes before getting all that nasty soap stuff on my hands. I mean why wash thirty times in a month when you could wash just once, right?

I walked, buck naked and my cock leading the way, back up the stairs to the garage room. I went to the bed and turned the box over to empty the contents, and my fetish fell all over the spread.

Yippee!

Panties, bras, garters, hose, a couple of dresses, a make up kit, a couple of wigs, a couple of pairs of high heels…everything the dedicated crossdresser needed to have a little fun. Or a month’s worth of fun.

Did I miss my wife for this month out of the year? Of course I did. I mean, I didn’t want to do the dishes and the laundry and clean the house and mow the lawn and all that sort of stuff myself, right?

Which sort of explains why sometimes the house wasn’t clean when she returned from her business trips. I mean, it takes a while to get everything super clean once you let it all set for a month.

But, enough explanations. It was time to make Elliot into Ellie.

I got out some body cream, rubbed it all over my body. I soon had a delicate scent filling the room. Mmm. I smelled good.

Then I pulled out a pair of tight panties. I didn’t want to wear the chastity tube. I only wore the tube after I had whacked off. When my cock was fair limp and I felt like a little sensation without the almost painful containment of the cock prison.

I pulled the panties up tight, pointing my dick up, and it hurt a little, but not too much. And I certainly didn’t care about a little cock bump in my dresses. Heck, I thought it was so sexy to be all dressed up and have my cock pressing out against my dress.

After the panties I put on the breast forms. With good glue. Nobody was going to be coming over, and if they did I just wouldn’t open the door.

Once the boobs were glued on I put on a half bra. The boob forms were good quality, and they had erect nipples. The half bra would really show my fake nipples when I wore blouses and sweaters and stuff.

Then the garter and the nylons. I almost swooned as I rolled that sheer stuff up my gams. My cock pounded even harder under the confines of the tight panties.

And, the skirt. I had elected to wear a simple, plaid and pleated skirt for the first day. That and a blouse, and, of course, some high heels. Mmm.

I tightened the skirt and was glad that I had dieted for the previous month. I wasn’t a heavy type of guy, anyway, but I wanted to look my best when en femme.

I took out a silk, purple blouse and put it on. I buttoned up enough to hide the fact that my boobs were fake, and that still left plenty of curvature on display.

Then, the high heels. I love high heel sandals, and I love the way they show my red painted tootsies.

Yes, red painted. I had painted them the day before and simply hid them from Amy. She never had a clue that I was already prancing and dancing right in front of her.

I buckled the sandals on, and put the little locks through the top hole in the strap. I loved to pretend I couldn’t get out of my sexy shoes.

All right. I stood up, and walked across the room. I had practiced walking in high heels a lot, and I had it down. One foot in front of the other, let the ass sway. My, God! I was sexy!

Okay, body done, it was time for the face.

I laid out the make up on a card table I had set up in the corner and began applying it.

I had learned about make up the hard way. I had followed instructions on the internet, gone through the crazy drag looking guy stage, and now was pretty good at it. In fact, sometimes I watched my wife put on her make up and knew that I could have given her pointers.

I took my time and cleaned my face, moisturized and prepare it.

I applied primer, created the canvas, and then began the heavy lifting. Make up is very delicate work, very appropriate for gentle female hands, not so for clumsy male hands. But I had trained my big, clumsy male mitts to apply the creams and potions with the greatest of care.

I spent a lot of time on the eyes, for the eyes are the windows to a man’s soul.

Of course, in my case the eyes were the windows to a crossdresser’s soul.

Then, the lipstick. Mmmm. I tasted that wonderful waxy feel, and I smacked my lips.

In the mirror I was perfect. Except for the hair. Hmm. Did I want to be a blonde, redhead, or brunette? Red didn’t go with my skin, and my make up was pretty bright, so I decided to go with blonde. I pulled the wig over my scalp, tucked up stray strands, and fastened it.

Then a few baubles I had collected over the years: clip on earrings, rings, a few silver bangles for my delicate wrists, and I was almost ready. Only one thing left to do, and that was my nails.

I saved my nails for last for a simple reason. It was easier to get dressed with my stubby male nails. But, for the true and pure en femme look, I needed pretty, long nails.

I picked out some long ovals and glued them on. I didn’t bother with paint right then, I used the pre-colored, bright red nails. To tell the truth I was getting too excited to take the time to paint my nails. I was breathing hard and trembling.

Finally, I was done. Totally and truly done.

I pushed back from the card table and stood up. I caught a bit of my reflection in the big window, and was so pleased. I did have a bump on my dress, but, can you blame me? I mean, there is absolutely nothing like being made horny by dressing up!

I sauntered across the room. I was a babe. I was sexy. My blood was rushing and my heart was racing like a rabbit on the run.

I descended the stairs, listening to the sound of my heels on wood. Then I reached the kitchen and the wood halfway floor and I rally heard the sound. Click, click, click.

If there is anything sexier than listening to a woman’s heels clicking, it is listening to your own heels clicking.

I walked up and down the hallway, just listening, and my cock got harder and harder. I now had a king sized bump. Maybe I should have put on the chastity tube? After all, in the state I was in it was going to be a while before I got that puppy down enough to squeeze it into the tube. Unless i jacked off. But it was too soon to masturbate.

I went out to the living room and sat down. I watched my long red nails as I picked up the remote and turned on the big screen. So sexy.

I sat down on the couch and crossed my legs. I rubbed my nipples and pretended I could feel the exquisite sensations.

I used the remote to find a porn channel. Amy didn’t like it when I watched porn on the big screen, or any screen, for that matter. But she wasn’t here, and, darn it, a girl’s just got to have fun! You know.

So there I sat, watching a wonderful and well made bit of porn entitled, ‘I Love my Mother-in-Law.’

Ha. I didn’t love mine. Oh, she was okay, but she always had a pinched look on her face, and she seemed to be looking down on me, almost as if she knew my deep, dark secrets. But that was ridiculous. Nobody knew my deep dark secrets. Nobody knew I was a flaming cross dresser. Nobody…I blinked. There was something wrong with the big screen. I peered closer, and…OH MY FUCKING GOD! IT WAS MY MOTHER-IN-LAW!             

She was behind the couch, and she had her cell phone out, and she was taking pictures!

I jumped to my feet, and promptly fell over! I was so flustered, and I was wearing heels, and I tripped and twisted a bit and fell down. My legs went up and my skirt fell up and my panties were plain to see! I scrambled across the room on all fours, and she followed me, tapping her phone, taking picture after picture.

I managed to get to my feet. I tried to go around the couch, but she stepped in the way, and I realized she had gone to video mode! She was actually taking a moving picture of me!

I ran to the other side of the couch, but she managed to cut me off again. The damn cell phone was aimed right at me.

“Let me go!” I sobbed, and I managed to get past her…but I tripped. And then I realized that I hadn’t just tripped, she had stuck out her foot and deliberately tripped me! And now I was flat on my…boobs…on the floor.

I got on all fours and scrambled some more, her following me, and I made it to the stairs. I ran up them, and she followed me. Taking a video of me scrambling up the stairs awkwardly in my heels.

Then I was in the big room over the garage, and she was still taking the video.

I rushed into the bathroom, closed the door and locked it.

I stood there, my breath heaving, which made my boobs rise and fall. What was she doing here? Why had she come in the house? Had Amy given her a key? What was I going to do?

My Mother-in-Law was…disapproving, to say the least. She was a good looking woman, heavy in the boobs department, which was only logical because her daughter had big boobs.

She had a pretty enough face, and she did wear sexy, red lipstick…but…but…what was she doing here?

“Elliot?”

Her voice came through the thin door and I held my breath. How had this happened? What was I going to do?

“Or should I call you Ellie?”

“Go away,” I whispered, putting my forehead against the door.

“I will be downstairs. I’ll give you a few minutes to collect yourself, then I want to see you. And make sure you stay as you are. I have uploaded all the pictures and the video, and if you aren’t exactly as I have just seen you…well, let me just say that the world will know your dirty, little secret.

I heard her moving away, then descending the stirs.

I turned and looked at myself in the mirror.

What a difference a few seconds could make. I no longer felt beautiful, I was no longer the proud en femme boner guy. Now I was caught, and my beauty was a memory. Now I was just haggard and scared.

There was no telling what Belle, that was her name, would do. She could easily send the pictures to Amy. She could expose me to the world. And the only hope now was that she hadn’t…yet. She wanted to talk to me. So maybe…maybe there was a way to get out of this?

I looked at myself in the mirror again. I tried to put on a proud front, but…I sagged. It was hopeless. I was caught.

I descended the stairs, and the sound of my heels was muted and sad.

Belle was sitting at the kitchen table, looking at her phone, a glass of wine in front of her. She smiled when I entered the room. “Have a seat…Ellie.”

I felt like I was on another planet. I felt like I had been kicked out of my body and couldn’t get back in. I sat down opposite her.

“Well, well. Look what I have found.” She turned the phone on the table so I could see it and pressed play.

I watched myself jump up and spin around, and fall down. I watched myself scramble across the room, my panties showing. I ran to one end of the couch, then the other. My face, of course, was a study in shock and dismay. I was crying, I was redder than a sunburned cherry, I was the picture of total and utter panic.

Across the room, up the stairs, my panties again on display. And…into the bathroom. Then the picture wobbled around, and ended.

I sat there in shock. Tears were actually running down my cheeks all over again.

“You really are quite lovely, you know. If your own mother saw this she would be sorry you weren’t born a daughter.”

“What are you…what are you…” my voice sounded like I was gargling syrup. I was totally discombobulated.

“I have uploaded these pictures to Youtube. Private channel. I can see them, and whoever has the link can see them, and…would you like me to send the link to Amy? Or perhaps just put it on Facebook?”

“No…no…please…you can’t…you can’t…”

“I can’t what?” she mused, a moue on her face. “Are you telling me what I can and can’t do?”

“No…I didn’t mean…”

“Because the situation is that I will tell you what you can and can’t do.”

“What…but…”

“Yes, my little crossdresser, if you don’t want Amy to find out what a filthy, little pervert you are you are going to have to do everything and anything that I say. Is that clear?”

“I…but…”

“Is that clear?”

I nodded my head.

She smiled. “Excellent. We’re off on the right foot then. Now then, fist things first, My daughter is away, and you have a dirty house.”

“But she isn’t coming back for a month!”

“That will give you plenty of time to make this place spic and span. Spic and span! Do you understand?”

Again, I nodded.

“Good. Now, I want you to wash every dish in here, by hand, use steel wool, and place everything in the dishwasher. It may take several loads, so get started.

“Why do I have to wash everything by hand and machine?” I whined.

“Because I don’t believe you have done a sufficient job in the past.”

“But Amy does the dishes!”

“You make my daughter do the dishes?”

“Well….but she does them! She likes doing them!”

“So she cooks for you, then she cleans for you, and you prance around like a little gay boy.”

“I’m not gay!”

“Then what are you?”

“I’m a…I’m a cross dresser.”

“And now you are a dishwasher, and vacuumer, and lawn mower, and everything else this house needs to be spic and span!”

“But Amy isn’t going to be home for a month!”

“You’ve already said that,” she sniffed. “Now, get to work.”

Defeated, wondering where this was going to end, I went to the sink. There were only a few dishes in there, but…I was going to have to wash everything?

I picked up the yellow gloves—even busted I wanted to take care of my nails—and turned on the hot water.

Behind me Belle was doing something with her phone. Suddenly: “Hello May. Have you seen the pictures and the video?”

Stunned, I turned and stared at her.

She made a fingers down waving motion at me: go on about your work.

“Yes. It’s Elliot, you can imagine my surprise. He’s just a darling, little girly man.”

Pause.

“I know…can you imagine what Amy would say if we showed her the evidence? No. We shouldn’t. At least, not if he doesn’t shape up.” She giggled. “Or maybe I should say not if ‘she’ doesn’t shape up.”

Pause.

“Anyhoo, the reason I called, do you have a spare maid outfit? Yes. I think it will be a perfect fit.

Pause.

“Of course. You will? Excellent. I knew I could count on you. See you then.” She hung up.

“You told Aunt May?”

“My sister can keep a secret,” she brushed off my concerns. “Unless, of course, it is necessary to apply a little pressure.” She gazed at me sternly.

“But…can’t we forget about all this? You take down the videos and pictures and I’ll clean the whole house cleaner than it’s ever been.”

“Yes, you will, and I need not give up any of my. leverage over you.”

“But…”

“The dishes aren’t doing themselves.” She glared at me once again, and I was forced to turn back to the sink.

I had barely finished loading the first load into the dishwasher when Aunt May’s Prius swung into the driveway.

I, of course, panicked. I started to run for the stairs, and Belle reached out and snagged my dress. “Keep working.”

“But she’ll see me! She’ll—“

“She’s already seen you on the net. So just get back to work.”

“But I…I can’t…”

“Shut.”

I shut.

I heard the car door slam, her heels clicking on the walk. I stared down into the sink where I was hand washing the second load.

The door opened and I heard her heels in the hall. She entered the kitchen.

“Hello, Belle.”

“Hi, May.”

A pause, then a snickery sort of, “Hi…Ellie.”

I didn’t say anything. I was crying in the sink. Big tears that splashed in the soapy suds.

“Your aunt gave you a greeting, Ellie. What do you say?”

My throat was all bound up, I managed to gurgle out, “Hi Aunt May.”

Then they were both snickering. I continued washing and Aunt May sat down at the table.

“I brought the maid’s outfit. A couple of other things I think she’ll need.”

She. Aunt May had called me ‘she.’ And for the next month they would often refer to me as ‘she.’

I finished a dish and rinsed it and put it aside. The washing machine was purring along.

“Now then, there is one thing we do need to do.”

“And what’s that?”

“Well, when my Ronald was cross dressing, before I made him see the doctors, he had a filthy habit of playing with himself. He would hide somewhere and stroke his little weenie until he made a disgusting mess. And it really was disgusting.”

I had stopped moving. I had met Uncle Ronald, and he seemed an okay guy, but a little reserved. And he was always bowing down and kowtowing to Aunt May.

“Poor Ronald,” mused Belle. She raised her voice and spoke to me. “Ronald was like you, Ellie. Drugs didn’t work, therapy didn’t work…”

“Well,” said Aunt May, “It’s a disease. At least as far as I am concerned. Can you imagine a perfectly good man, and he was perfectly good, he had a wonderful weenie, wasting himself in dresses and onanism?”

“What is the world coming to,” agreed Belle.

“Anyway, I was finally able to cure him, though it took a lot of work.”

“And how did you cure that poor man of his disgusting habits?”

“I gave him what he wanted. I made him wear dresses and do housework. When he finally realized that work is work, and that dresses are just another form of clothing, he gave up his foolish ideas. Except for Halloween, of course. He always gets dressed up like a little fairy on Halloween, and I let him. After all, he is sort of cute when he’s all dressed up.”

The sisters giggled, and I washed dishes slowly.

“So you are onboard for the next month?”

“I would love it. Ronald’s home cleaning the house, and that should keep him busy for a month, and I brought his outfit, and I can stay in the guest room. I assume you’ll be in the master bedroom.”

I opened my mouth to say something, but nothing came out. I couldn’t tell them not to stay, they had the goods on me.

“Excellent.”

“Then I only have one other thing to say.”

“Yes.”

“Ellie.” She was addressing me and I turned around. I was red-faced and so very aware of having splashed water on my blouse. My fake nipples were clearly outlined.

Aunt May’s mouth moved slightly, and I knew she was withholding a laugh She said, “Go get your chastity tube.”

“My…what?”

“Your chastity tube.” She turned to Belle. “Sissies always have a chastity tube or two.” She turned back to me. “Well? Hip hop, let’s go.”

“But I don’t…”

May frowned. “Ellie, I am going to go through your things, and if I find a chastity tube when you claim you don’t have one, well…you will be over my lap faster than you can say ‘Sissies suck cock.’ In fact, before you go get your chastity device. Say, ‘Sissies suck cock’ five times.’”

“What?”

“I said,” she growled, “Say ‘sissies suck cock,’ five times in a row, real fast.”

Oh, crap. Heysoos on a motor scooter without a motor.

I turned to her, took off my gloves and wiped a strand of hair out of my eyes, and I tried.

“Sissies suck cock

Sissies sick cock

Sissuckcock

sishiessuck…shuck..cock.

Shisshieshushushu…cock.”

The sisters were laughing hysterically now as my lips failed to pronounce the tongue twister. They were actually pounding the table, and May said, “Go…go…go get your chastity tube!”

Totally red-faced—I looked like a stop sign without the white letters—I walked past her. I tried to look haughty, but in my heels, with my red-face, they began laughing even harder.

Slowly, I trudged up the stairs. I was broken. I was bent into a shape never to be recognized, and certainly never to be recovered from. I crossed to the box and took out the chastity tube.

Defeated, shamed, relegated to mortification and having to follow the sisters’ commands, I descended to the kitchen. I placed the little bag with the chastity tube on the table and stood there.

I was so far beyond my comfort zone I was unrecognizable. I was distraught, and hopeless. I looked at the sisters, who looked at me with glee in their eyes, and I knew it was the end of my life.

May smiled and picked up the chastity tube. “Now then…”


PART TWO

“Take your clothes off.”

“What?” I squeaked.

“All of them. All the way off.”

The sisters watched me like they were hawks watching a particularly slow mouse.

“I can’t do that!” my voice was shrill.

“You not only can…you will. And now.”

“Come now, Ellie, it’s not like we haven’t seen an undersized penis.”

I wanted to object to that. My penis is not undersized!

Belle lifted her cell and her finger hovered over the face. One click and my secret was out.

I was gasping for breath, my face redder than a spanked tomato, and I began undressing.

First the shoes. I wiggled the locks on the shoes and looked up.

“Oh, my God! The little sissy has locked herself into her shoes!”

“Have you ever seen anything so cute in your life?”

“Okay. Lift your dress and pull down your panties.”

“No. She needs to be naked before us.”

The sisters exchanged glances, then May said, “Go unlock your shoes, remove the rest of your clothes, and return. Do not take any of that delightful make up off.”

“Or the wig,” added Belle.

I walked past them, not clicking, but scuffing.

“And let me hear those heels sing.”

I forced myself to walk properly and the tapping started. I clicked my way up the stairs.

I found the key to my shoes and unlocked them, then took off all my clothes, except the bra, which I needed to hold my boobs up. I loved my female clothes, but right then I wished I had never seen them.

I went to the stairs and descended. I could hear the sisters talking, a bare murmur, and I took a deep breath and stepped into the kitchen.

The sisters shut right up. I have a big, healthy cock, and it was at its healthiest right then. It stuck out eight inches, and throbbed. And there was something about standing naked in front of my aunts that was making my cock harder.

“Well,” said May.

“I understand why she doesn’t leave him.”

“I’ve always wondered.”

“It’s a pity it belongs to Amy. I wouldn’t mind hopping on that for a little fun.”

“Yes. Maybe a lot of fun.”

They were eyeing my cock and speaking as if I didn’t even exist.

“Yes. Well. Come here, Ellie.”

I stepped up to the table. My cock was on a level with the surface of the table.

“Step closer. Put your cock on the table.”

I did. The table felt cool on my hot penis.

Belle had a bag of frozen peas waiting, and she slid it under my penis. May put a bag of frozen carrots on top if it. My pecker was now the meat in a frozen sandwich.

“AIE!” I yelped.

May grabbed my cock as I started to pull back. She jerked it forward, which almost made me cum, and put it back between the bags.

“Now you just hold still.”

I stood there, shivering, my cock hurting, and they continued talking.

“I told Martha that she should leave that worthless bastard, but you know those people wouldn’t…”

“I can imagine your frustration when they…”

On and on.

Then, finally, blessedly, my cock was down.

Belle took note and quickly stuff my cock into the tube. May put the ring around my package, and then I heard the CLICK!

Oh, God, I was in prison, at the mercy of my mother-in-law and her evil sister.

“Okay, Ellie. Your new clothes are in the back seat of my car. Go get them and put them on. And I mean everything in the bag.”

“But…but that’s outside?”

They both blinked at me like I had said something unintelligible.

“So what?” asked May.

“So what if somebody sees me?”

“Oh, piffle. Be a ninja, or something.”

They scoffed at me, wouldn’t listen, and once again a finger hovered over the cell phone.

I tried one last beg. “But if somebody sees me I might get arrested!”

May turned to Belle, “I wonder if it would be worse for him to be be arrested for public nudity, or found out as a crossdresser?”

“I don’t know. Maybe we’ll find out.”

And they snickered mercilessly.

I went to the garage and out the side door. We had side hedges in the front lawn, and if I could run to the doors and open them, they would block anybody’s sight of me. If I was lucky.

So I darted through the side gate and along the edge of the driveway. I opened the door and leaped into the car.

There was a bag on the back floorboards, and I picked it up and glanced inside. Black and white material. Panties. A corset? Oh, my God! I had always wanted to wear a corset!

But I didn’t want to wear one now! Not under these circumstances.

I picked up the bag, waited for some old guy to walk his stupid dog out of sight, and I ran for the side gate.

Breathing hard, sweating, I leaned against the side of the garage in relief. I had made it.
I entered the garage and walked to the kitchen. When I stepped into the kitchen, however, they glared at me.

“Are you deliberately being obtuse, girl?”

“I thought we told you to put those clothes on.”

“We don’t feel like having to put up with the sight of that disgusting male body. We want to see your female body.”

“Although that cock is tempting.”

“Maybe we should show Amy the video and ask if we can fuck him.”

“No!” I gasped.

“It is something to think about.”

“Please!” I begged. I was starting to cry. Big drops fell on the floor.

“Oh, isn’t that cute? He’s crying for us.”

“It is, but…ELLIE! GET DRESSED!”

I reached into the bag and pulled out white panties. I pulled them on frantically.

“You may leave your own bra on. It is much nicer than the one I brought.”

I nodded. I tried to put on the hose while standing up, but lost my balance. I ended up trying to unroll hose up my leg while lying on the floor.

The sisters, of course, went into gales of laughter. They thought it was hilarious that I had fallen onto the floor.

I managed to get the nylons up, then I tried to get into the corset.

Tried. It was tight, incredibly tight.

“Oh, come here.”

Snuffling, I went to the sisters and they pushed and pulled and managed to get me into the terrible torture device.

“I can’t breath!” I gasped.

They ignored me. I found myself taking little gulps of air.

“Now fasten your nylons and get into your shoes.”

I snapped the nylons on to the straps, then looked in the bag for shoes.

“Oh, my God!” I yelped.

They looked at me.

“I can’t wear these! They’re too, too…”

“They’re only six inches. Surely you can wear those. What kind of a sissy are you?”

“I’m not a sissy,” I whimpered as I tried to get my feet into the shoes.

“Nonsense,” murmured Belle. “You’re as sissy as they get.”

I managed to get one shoe on, then I walked, one foot up in the air and the other foot flat, into the living room. I sat down on the couch and managed to get the other shoe on.

The sisters had followed me and they watched my efforts with satisfaction.

“See? I knew you could do it.”

“That’s a good sissy.”

But when I tried to stand up the world came undone. My feet wouldn’t straighten out that much, and my knees were bent at a 20 degree angle.

“See?” I said, indicating the bend of my knees.

“Oh, piffle. You’ll get used to it.”

“In a month your legs will be cardboard straight and you’ll wish you had even taller heels. Now, get your dress on.”

The dress consisted of two items. One was a white blouse. The other was a black skirt that rose up to just under my boobs, and showcased them. I had two thick straps running over my shoulders to hold the outfit up.

“Now that is a sissy!” remarked Belle proudly.

“It certainly is.”

“I’m not a sissy!”

“Could you stamp your foot when you say that?” and they both giggled.

Belle: “Now then, sweet, little Ellie, it is time to finish cleaning house. Resume your dish washing, and May and I will make up a list for you to do every day.”

My head slumped forward. My shoulders were lowered. I was in pain with the shoes, and my cock certainly wasn’t feeling joy, and then…then friends…have you ever had a terrible, awful, excruciatingly bad day…only to have it grow ten times worse in an instant?

Maybe you caught a cold, which turned into the flu, and became pneumonia, and then the doctor says your ED is permanent?

Or maybe you took a flight and the motors quit but before you could glide to the earth the wings fell off, and when you jumped out you found out that your parachute was really a napsack full of dirty laundry?

Or maybe you got pulled over so the cop could give you a ticket to repair your license plate light, and the trunk suddenly popped and the cop saw all those nasty photos of you making love to a naked woman, and he laughs until he realizes the woman is his wife?

Or maybe you went into a field to pick daisies and stopped to pet the cow and the cow turned out to be a bull and you were wearing red pants and the bull stuck his horn right up your…

Have you ever had one of those days? Have you?

Well, of all those examples I just gave you, none of them was even one tenth of what happened then.

I was standing in the living room, head down, little tears trickling from my eyes, thoroughly trapped.

And the sisters were chortling and giggling.

And…Amy walked in.

Amy. You remember her? My wife? Who was supposed to be on an airplane and zooming through the stratosphere.

She stood in the foyer, looking gorgeous as ever, except that her face was slack, her jaw dropped, her eyes bulging. Looking at me in my new maid’s outfit. Big boobs. Red lips. Nylons. A corset.

Nobody said anything for about ten seconds. Then Amy managed to blurt: “What?”

May and Belle looked at each other. Then they looked back at Amy and Belle said, “We came to visit and look at what we found.”

“What the hell…”
May said, “We were stunned to find Elliot prancing around like a little fairy.”

“Can you imagine? A grown man crossdressing?”

“We were stunned and about to read him the riot act, but—“

Amy: “What the hell is going on!”

I stood, frozen. Not an atom moved in me. Blood had stopped flowing. My heart was on hiatus.

“Apparently he has been doing this for years…”

“And we just discovered this, and…”

The sisters kept blabbering on.

Amy looked a them, she looked at me, she looked at them.

“And we had no idea…”

“If we had we would have…”

“SHUT UP!”

Belle and May actually shut. They closed their mouths and looked at each other and just stood there.

Amy looked at me. “Well, mister, you’d better explain this.”

The silence, at that moment, was deeper than the sound of a snail crawling in the Mariana Trench.

And…I broke. Totally and utterly broke. All the lies over all the years, my secret jacking off, my cross dressing, it all just fell apart.

I grabbed my wig and tried to pull it off so I could throw it on the floor, but it was fastened too well, and I ended up just stamping my feet and yelled. “DAMMIT!”

Amy’s mouth opened in stunned surprise. I never swear.

The sister’s stepped back. They might be big brave bullies when it came to fairies and sissies, but I was suddenly sounding like a man,  and it even looked like I was going bonkers.

“Elliot?” asked Amy, blinking in surprise.

I held up a finger and walked past her. Stumbled past her. I really wasn’t used to these skyscraper high heels the sisters had put me in.

I stumbled into the kitchen and reached for the bottle of bourbon. I lifted it up, took a big gulp. Damn stuff near tore my throat out. But it was good. “Whoo!” I yelled. Then I took another gulp. Didn’t even chase it with a Coke.

Then I staggered to the table and sat down.

Any was at the kitchen door, staring at me. The sisters were right behind her, looking pretty damned worried.

“Sit down, honey. I’ve got a confession to make.”

Amy took a step to the table, lowered herself to a chair, and I began.

“Honey, I am a cross dresser. I love you with all my heart. That is the simple truth, but I have a problem. A fetish. When you leave for a month I prance around like a damned fairy. I get dressed up and it makes me horny and I have a great time just…just being me. And then I jack off. I usually jack off several times during that month. And then I’m sated. Good for a year. A year of living the manly life as your husband.

“Now, you have come home and caught me, but you’re not the first. Belle came in and caught me earlier this morning. Caught me in the living room and took pictures and even a video of me trying to get away. Then she called her sister. And these two…bitches!…there I said it. They’re nice people and I know you love them, but they were bitches to me. These two bitches blackmailed me. Threatened to expose me. They took me out of my little prance around clothes and put me in this maid outfit…and these stupid, fucking shoes! And they were going to make me clean house for a month, like they did to Uncle Ronald to cure him, and they made me wear a chastity device,” I stood up and pulled my dress up and my skirt down, “which I admit is mine but I hadn’t planned on…anyway… and…and…and that’s what happened.”

I took another drink out of the bottle and stared at her defiantly.             

Another long silence. Deeper than the Marian Trench. Maybe as silent as Pluto in the winter.

Then she began to laugh. First a twitching of the mouth. Then a wiggle of the lips. Then a blurt of a laugh, then…outright hysterics. She laughed and she laughed. She pounded the table. She fell on the floor and held her belly. She laughed until she turned blue and I was afraid I had pushed her over the edge and right into a loony bin.

The sisters looked at each other once again.

“Honey?” I tried.

She just put a hand up to stop me and kept right on laughing.

For a full fifteen minutes she kept laughing. Fifteen minutes, and she was crying so hard her mascara was running all over her face. And when she tried to wipe the tears off the smudges got all over her hand and her sleeve. And that even caused her to laugh.

Finally, however, finally, she came down. She just chuckled intermittently, and wiped her eyes, and regained her seat at the table.

Belle and Aunt May crept to the doorway of the kitchen.

“Honey,” said Belle. “I’m sorry if I’ve—“

“Shut up, Mom.” She laughed while she said it. “I’ll get to you and Aunt May in a minute. First, Elliot, fix me a drink. Make it a stiff one.”

I quickly got up and stumbled around on those ridiculous heels. I was up on my toes, trying to pour liquid and get ice cubes to stay in a glass. I finally succeeded and placed the drink before Amy.

Amy took a sip, still chuckling, and placed the glass in front of her. She looked at me.

“So you’re a cross dresser.”

“I am. I’m sorry. If you want me to get professional help I will, but…” I shrugged.

“But you like it.”

“I do. I look forward to it all year.”

She turned to May. “Aunt May, I have always wondered about Uncle Ronald.” And there was, in her simple statement, a world of condemnation.

She turned back to me. “Do you think I care if you prance around in dresses? I know women whose husbands are alcoholics, drug addicts. Husbands who beat their wives and…and cross dressing is so very low on the list of things I care about…” She shook her head slowly, a smile on her face, and took another sip.

Bingo, a hundred years of heavy weights left my shoulders. My wife wasn’t going to leave me. And the blackmail was over.

“I love you so much it’s it’s…hard to describe how much I love you. I even love that ridiculous schlong packed away in that…it’s called a chastity device?”

I nodded.

“I love that big hunk of meat that you give me so much pleasure with.”

She was holding my hands now, and looking at me with those incredibly beautiful blue eyes of hers.

Then she let go of my hands and turned to her mouther and aunt.

“Now then, mother. It’s time we had a little talk.”

“Now, Amy. I’m your mother, and—“

“Shut your trap.”

She didn’t yell this time, but the effect was even greater. Her mother shut right up so fast her tongue must have rolled around inside her head.

“So you have a video. Let me see.”

Belle handed her cell phone to Amy and Amy looked down at the frantic, little scene.

She saw my surprise, falling over, running around, my skirt up and my panties plain to see.

And she kept bursting into giggles. Then the video ended.

She handed the cell phone back to her mother. “And you were going to blackmail Elliot.”

“I just wanted him to clean the house a little bit. Men are so…” she blathered on, and Amy listened, a slight, lopsided smile on her face.

When Belle ran down Amy just nodded and said. “I want you two to wait her for me. I need a few private words with my husband.”

They nodded. Amy stood up and held out her hand. I took it and she led me into the foyer, then whispered to me, “Where is the key to that stupid thing?”

I knew what stupid thing she was referring to. I glanced up the stairs to the room over the garage.

“Come on,” she pulled me up the stairs. At the top she stopped and locked the door, then spun around to face me. She was smiling, but she was also serious. “Buster, you are in big trouble.”

“I know.”

“Not for crossdressing, but for lying to me all these years. Hell, you could have been crossdressing this whole time and I wouldn’t have cared.”

I didn’t say anything.

“Now, I look a mess. My plane was delayed for six hours, but I’m starting to get short on time. I need to repair my face, change my clothes, and get back. But, first I need a dick injection.”

“A dick…”

“Yep. I felt so bad when I left that when the flight delay was announced I decided to come back here and haul your ashes.”

“You did?”

“But I intend to get my ashes hauled, instead. That’s right. I’m cumming, and you’re not. And that’s only part of your punishment.”

She lifted her dress up and pulled her panties down and off. She placed her hands on the bed and bent over. In her heels her ass was high and tight and I had perfect access to her pussy.

“Now shove that meat into me, and don’t you dare fucking cum!”

I pulled my panties off, found the key, and released Mr. Happy. I literally ran across the room and slammed it into her.

She groaned, as my balls hit her thighs, and said, “Now that is what I’m talking about.”

She began to move her ass in a circle, and I swirled and drove and corkscrewed. I rammed it in and out, and the feel of those sexy pussy walls was driving me over the edge.

Except, she had told me not to cum. And I was so frightened that I had screwed up my marriage I followed her directions.

I slowed down sometimes, and once I even pulled out and fell to my knees to gobble her, but I managed not to cum.             

“Oh, fuck…baby…oh…fuck!” Her back arched and she grabbed her tits and clawed them. Her pussy muscles tightened up and her hips spasmed again and again and again.

And…I…didn’t…cum.

She pulled up her panties and laughed at the squinchy expression on my face. “We’re going to have to do it like this more often. I love not having you drip out of me for an hour. Why, I can go get on the plane and sit for a few hours without sitting in a wet spot.”

“I am sorry about the crossdressing.”

“Oh, knock that off. It’s out now, and we’re going to have fun with it. Now have a seat for a minute. You don’t mind if I use your make up to clean myself off?”

“Uh, no. I guess not.”

She grinned at me. Talk about breaking new ground.

So we sat there and she cleaned her face, repaired it, and she kept stopping to laugh every once in a while.

At last, she was back in fighting form, and she went to the door, unlocked it, and we traipsed down the stairs. I had taken off the stupid super high heels and was able to walk normal.

Belle and May were in the living room, sitting on the couch and facing each other. It was obvious that they were talking about the whole scene, but what they were saying I had no clue. Their faces had sort of shuttered up and they were keeping their thoughts to themselves.

Amy put on her game face and was back in charge.

“Elliot, sit over there.”

I sat.

Amy stood in front of all three of us. “You three children have finally done it. Mother, this is my marriage, and I love that bone brain sitting over there with all my heart, and you are trying to screw it up. Your punishment is to clean my house. Stem to stern. Top to bottom. To your standards.”

Belle started to open her mouth, but at the look on Amy’s face she stopped, closed her mouth and nodded. “Yes, dear.”

Amy turned to Aunt May. “Aunt May, I love you dearly, and I can forgive you for falling in with this wicked witch’s evil plots.” She darted her eyes at her mother. “But what the fuck did you do to uncle Ronald? He used to be the happiest goofball on earth, and you have destroyed that. I’m not giving you a punishment so much as an assignment. You are to explore Uncle Ronald’s crossdressing habits until he gets that smile back on his face. If I come home and he isn’t singing and dancing around like a born again fairy…well…” she glared at Aunt May so hard that Aunt May just looked down at the floor and mumbled an apology.

Then she looked at me. “And that brings us to my bone headed, hair brained excuse for…an eight inch cock. Elliot, the punishment I have set aside for you is…you have to do everything Mother says for a month.”

My grin suddenly disappeared. Belle’s head bobbed up in shock, and a grin began to show.

“And I expect complete reports. I want videos every day. I want to see you in your crossdressing best. I want to see you working. And when I come home this house better be the cleanest house this side of the White House. Is that clear?”

“But…but…” I blathered. I had to be under my mother-in-law’s thumb? I had to do what she said? That was too much! That was imposs—

“Elliot?” Amy growled, and I submitted. I nodded and lowered my head.

Belle blurted: “He has to do anything I say? For a whole month?”

Amy looked at her mother.

“Anything?” Belle repeated, and she had a strange look in her eyes.

Amy turned to me. “Elliot. Go lock your cock up and bring me the key.”

I stood up, but before I could leave the room Amy faced her mother again. “Almost anything.” And she grinned.

END
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Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric?
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Feminized in 100 Days ~ TOM loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power.
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Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means.
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The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!
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I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!
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Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!
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“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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