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Chapter 1,” “Caught With His Pants Down”

	 

	Powerful men need distractions. They need something that lets them forget their responsibilities and just unwind. Some go on lavish vacations to get away from it all. Others develop hobbies. Some...some find other ways to escape their burdens. Christopher Jordan was such a man. He was an up-and-coming politician who planned to run for governor in the fall, and the way he unwound wasn’t something he would want the voters to know. Unfortunately for him, his secret wouldn’t remain a secret much longer.

	“Come on,” said Christopher to his computer. “I don't have all night.”

	He looked at his watch. It had been almost ten minutes since he sent his last message, and he had yet to hear a response from Mistress Zoey. This was a little frustrating.

	“This is supposed to be fun. Waiting is not fun!” he growled.

	He exhaled his frustration and leaned back in his chair. He ran his fingers through his hair. He debated turning off his computer and joining Heidi on the couch in the other room, only he didn’t really like Heidi all that much. Their conversations always turned into arguments because she was on the other side of the political spectrum from him. He was a blue blood, hoorah, Trump worshipping Republican whilst she was an airy fairy arts and crafts Democrat, into “equality” and “diversity”. In fact, he really didn’t even want her living here, and he would have tossed her out, except their luxury apartment belonged to his wife Jill. She was the one with the money, not him, so when she decided that her nineteen-year-old cousin Heidi could move in with them while she attended a local college, that was the way it would be. Christopher didn’t like it but he couldn’t change it so he just tried to ignore Heidi.

	BING!

	A message appeared.

	“Finally.” growled Christopher. He wasn't used to being made to wait and he didn’t like it. And while he understood that part of the appeal of an internet Mistress was the idea that he was submitting to this woman, and therefore, his time was her time, he still didn’t like to be made to wait.

	He opened the message. “Did you enjoy your wait?” it read. 

	“No, Mistress,” he sent back.

	A response appeared a moment later. “That's too bad.”

	Christopher pursed his lips. She hadn’t asked for a response, which meant he was to remain silent until he got another e-mail from her or was dismissed, but he couldn’t resist pushing her a little to let her know that he really did not like being made to wait. 

	“I thought we were going to play around not sit around,” he wrote.

	She didn’t respond. Several minutes passed. 

	“Come on, respond,” he said.

	Still nothing.

	Christopher began to feel uneasy. He had spoken with many internet Mistresses, and he found most of them truly wanting. They had little imagination and no sense of what made him tick. Most seemed like they were just reading from a script. This Mistress Zoey, however, she was different. She’d actually approached him online and she was very aggressive about getting to know him right away. He liked that. Moreover, from the very first message, it was clear that she was clever, funny and creative. She was easy to like. She also seemed to know exactly what he needed, even before he did, it was like she knew him. Even more to the point, she excited him. Everything about her excited him. He loved taking orders from her. It fired his imagination. He loved the feeling of being under her control too, even if it was only an illusion, so he happily followed orders from her which he never would have followed from another woman, and he imagined being under her thumb in real life. He loved it.

	Thus, now that he had sent a message he never should have sent and now that she was clearly not responding to his message, he began to fear he might have made a huge mistake. He feared that his message may have offended her and harm their relationship, and that disturbed and unsettled him.

	Two more minutes passed and still there was no response. His mouth was dry.

	“I need to do something,” he said with a hint of desperation in his voice. He truly did not want to lose this woman. He wrote out another message, “I'm sorry, Mistress. Please forgive me.” He hit send.

	Another minute passed. Then another.

	BING!

	Finally, a message appeared. Christopher breathed a sigh of relief, he had not lost her after all. He opened the message.

	“Perhaps you need a reminder of who and what you are,” wrote Mistress Zoey.

	He quickly wrote out a reply,” “Yes, Mistress. I am sorry and am ready to accept punishment.”

	“What are you?”

	“I am your property,” he wrote.

	“You are a slave. Who do you serve?” she asked.

	“You, Mistress.”

	“And whose pleasure is all that matters?”

	“Yours, Mistress,” he responded.

	“It pleases me to make you wait. Thus, it pleases you to wait. Do you understand?”

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	“Then ask me to make you wait.”

	Christopher pursed his lips. He really didn’t like waiting, but this was part of the game, so he would play along. “Hopefully, she'll take the hint though,” he said. He wrote the required response, “Mistress, I have failed you by being anxious and selfish and not considering that it was your pleasure to make me wait. Please make me wait, Mistress.”

	“Do you need punishment?”

	Christopher smiled. He loved her punishments. She was inventive and kinky and he’d really been excited by each punishment he had received so far. “Yes, Mistress,” he wrote.

	“You said you have two female roommates, correct?”

	Christopher raised his eyebrow. This wasn't the message Christopher expected. He wondered what she was thinking, and it made him a little nervous. Indeed, he never wanted anyone to know what he was doing, least of all Heidi or Jill so any suggestion that might involve them brought out his natural caution. “Yes, Mistress,” he wrote with considerable apprehension.

	“I suppose they know nothing of me?”

	“No, Mistress,” he wrote. “And they better never find out!” he said to himself with a nervous laugh.

	“And no doubt, you don't want them to know of me?”

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	“Then you will need to take great care in following my orders.”

	“Yes, Mistress,” he wrote. He leaned back in his chair and stroked his chin. Part of him was nervous at what she could possibly be planning, but another part of him was thrilled that this could be something with an element of risk… something which always made her punishments more exciting, like the time she ordered him to masturbate at his desk in the office. That was truly exciting, knowing that any number of people might want to see him at any moment. It was so exciting, he’d used the memory of doing that several times now when he masturbated. He’d even thought about it when he had sex with Jill, though he naturally didn’t tell her what he was thinking about.

	BING!

	The next message appeared and shook him from his thoughts. “I want you to take a pair of panties from one of them. Nothing plain mind you. Something pretty and feminine, and, well, girly. Strip naked and slide the panties up your legs. Leave your penis exposed – make sure you are rock hard, of course - and then take a picture of yourself”

	“A picture, Mistress? of the panties?”

	“No. Full body. You can hide your face with one hand, but everything else needs to be visible, especially your dick. Rock hard, slave boy.”

	Christopher ran his tongue over his teeth. He felt conflicted. On the one hand, he didn’t like the idea of sending a full body photo. If anyone recognized him, he would be ruined. That made this a stupid, stupid thing for him to do. He also didn’t like the idea of taking panties from Jill or Heidi. He enjoyed this domination game as a game...as a fantasy, but the more it encroached upon real life, the more it worried him. Stealing panties from Heidi or Jill and then wearing them ran serious risk If he was spotted by either. It would end poorly, especially if he was spotted by Heidi.

	“Yeah, that would be bad. There's no telling what she would do.”

	On the other hand, the risk of anyone recognizing him from a photo in which his face was covered by his hand was pretty close to zero. In fact it was zero. He knew that. As for the panties, Jill wasn't here at the moment as she was away on business, so she would have no way to know what he wore. Nor would she have any way to know if he had worn her panties while she was gone. As for Heidi, well she didn’t exactly have permission to inspect him to see what kind of underwear he was wearing, so the chances of her finding out what he wore beneath his pants were pretty close to zero as well. Indeed, unless something completely unexpected happened, he couldn’t imagine how she would find out.

	Then there was the other issue. For reasons unknown, it simply turned him on to follow the orders of this Mistress Zoey. That excited him. And the greater the danger in following her orders, the more it excited him. He’d never worn panties before and he had no desire to do so, but the fact she now ordered him to do something so innately humiliating excited him. It thrilled him. This was undeniable and he had the erection to prove it. So the math added up quickly in his mind to him wanting to do this.

	“This is why I have an internet Mistress in the first place, isn't it?” he asked himself He laughed.

	BING!

	Clearly, he had taken too long thinking about this issue. “Why have you not agreed to do as I instructed?” asked Mistress Zoey.

	“I'm sorry, Mistress. I was just thinking about how to do that,” he lied.

	She responded immediately. “I doubt that. It’s a simple thing to do. You walk into one of their rooms and remove their panties from a drawer. How difficult is that? I think the real problem is that you are doubting that you want to follow my orders. And if that's the case, then perhaps you are not worth my time. Any slave worth my time will follow my orders without question.”

	Christopher bit his lip. He really didn’t want to lose her, this Mistress Zoey was special. Besides, he wanted to do what she commanded because the idea excited him. He wasn't looking for a way out. So there was no reason for this to become a problem. He wrote back “I'm sorry, Mistress. It wasn't doubting. I can assure you. I will obey you always.”

	“Then do it now. You have ten minutes. Remember, pretty.”

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	Christopher rose from his chair. He unzipped his pants. Then he heard Heidi laughing in the living room. He froze. What if she caught him? He shook his head. He knew there was almost no chance of that. She was watching television and she had no reason to come into his and Jill's bedroom. Still Christopher was cautious by nature, so he walked over to the door and opened it a crack Heidi was sitting on the couch with her back to the bedroom, and she was watching television.

	“Ok she's not going anywhere,” he said.

	He then closed the door, it had no lock, or he would have locked it. He walked across the room to Jill's dresser. He pulled open her panty drawer. Inside were dozens of pairs of panties in all different shapes, styles and colors. Some of these looked so good on Jill - she had a truly amazing figure and she looked amazing in lingerie. He ran his fingers over her panties.

	“Which ones will be my first panties ever?” he asked.

	He laughed. Finally, he pulled out a pair of pink satin panties. He held them up and examined them. They seemed large enough to fit and they were definitely feminine and girly, with white lace embellishments and white satin bows on the hips. He felt his penis growing as he held them.

	“This could be fun,” he said.

	Christopher tossed the panties onto his bed and slipped off his shoes, his socks, his pants, and his briefs. When he was naked, he slid the panties up his legs. They were a little small and they fit tightly. There was something about wearing them that excited him. They felt naughty. They felt… dangerous.

	“This could be a lot of fun!” he said, and he laughed again.

	Christopher looked down and saw his erection pushing hard against the tiny panties. The panties could barely contain it. In fact, they really didn’t contain it. To the contrary, they sort of covered it, but not entirely, as he could see the shaft of his penis through the top of the panties where his erection pulled the panties away from his body. He dipped his fingers through that gap and wrapped them around his erection. He stroked it.

	It felt good. It felt really good. Indeed, much to his surprise, it felt amazingly erotic to squeeze his penis as the head of his penis rubbed against the panties.

	“Wow! I should have done this years ago!”

	Christopher stood there stroking his erection through the panties for several seconds. He could have done this all day, but he knew he needed to take the photo and time was running short, so he returned to his computer and turned on the camera. He aimed it at the corner of the room and took several test shots to get the angle right so Mistress Zoey would be able see both that he was wearing panties and that he had an erection. He took a quick test shot.

	It worked.

	“Yeah, no problem there. There's no way to mistake what this is,” he said with a chuckle as he stroked his penis a few more times. “Let's do this thing!” Christopher adjusted the panties to where he wanted them in the photo.

	He set his camera to take a dozen photos in succession so he could choose the best to send to Mistress Zoey. He intended to move a little left and right and to try different ways to cover his face. He told the computer to wait ten seconds to start taking pictures, then he walked over to the corner, took his place and covered his eyes with his hands.

	“Ready,” he said after taking a deep breath and adjusting his erection to make sure it would be obvious in the photos. He held his pose and he waited for the light to flicker to tell him the camera was beginning.

	KNOCK KNOCK!

	There was a knock at the door.

	“Oh God! Heidi!” he exclaimed.

	Christopher instantly went into a panic. His mind screamed, “Don't let her see you in panties!!” and he grabbed the panties and tried to push those back down his legs, but to no avail.

	CLICK!

	The camera went off

	His mind raced in all directions. Part of him screamed that he should try to block the door before Heidi could enter, but it was across the room. Another part of him screamed to rush for the nearby bathroom to hide, but it was just as far. Another part of him screamed that he should dive behind the bed.

	CLICK!

	The camera went off again.

	Another part just screamed “RUN AWAY!!”

	In the end, these conflicting signals overwhelmed his rational sense, and he froze. He didn’t manage to move an inch in any direction. He just grabbed the panties and stood there for a second.

	“Don't come in here!” he screamed.

	Heidi burst into the room a moment later. “Did you say 'come in'?” she asked.

	“No!” he exclaimed. “Get out!”

	Heidi froze. Her jaw was wide open. Standing a few feet from her was her cousin's husband the very uptight politician she could barely stand, naked except for a pair of pink frilly panties stuck midway down his thighs. His penis stood straight up and pointed right at her.

	CLICK!

	The camera went off again. She burst out laughing.

	“Get out!” he repeated. Now he finally dove for the cover of the bed and threw the blanket over his crotch, hiding his panties and his penis.

	“I'm sorry,” said Heidi. She giggled. Then she covered her mouth to hide her giggling. She began to blush. “I thought you said 'come in.' I really did.”

	CLICK!

	The camera went off again.

	“Get out!” he repeated. He really had no idea what else to say at this point. His mind was completely overwhelmed, and he kept moving the sheets around to try to cover more of his body.

	Heidi slowly backed out of the room. She was blushing bright red by now. “I'll leave you to your... whatever it is.” She backed up to the door and pulled it almost closed. Then she let out a laugh and opened the door again slightly. “Nice panties, by the way,” she said through the door. She closed the door.

	Christopher could hear her burst out laughing in the living room. He had never felt so humiliated in his life. A moment later, a sense of sheer terror ran down his spine as he realized the risk he had taken, and that Heidi could expose him. Something like that could ruin his career. He shivered.

	“I can't believe that happened!” he said in a broken voice.

	He stood up again and yanked the panties down his legs and then pulled his pants up his legs again. He angrily tossed the panties into the corner. Then he turned his thoughts to Heidi. He wasn't sure what to do or say, but he wanted to say something. He had to say something. He didn’t like Heidi and she didn’t like him, and it burned him deeply with shame to think that she had seen him in panties and was now laughing at him. Thus, his pride needed him to say something. He also felt he needed to say something to stop her from telling this to anyone and possibly mining him. Yes, he needed to say something.

	He just didn’t know what to say.

	So he stormed out to where Heidi was sitting watching television, without knowing exactly what he intended to say. That was probably a mistake.

	When Christopher reached the living room, he saw that Heidi was now sitting before the television. She was still giggling and he could see that her nipples were erect beneath her blouse. That stopped him cold. It had never occurred to him that it might turn her on to see him humiliated in such a way. The idea...well...it, it horrified him, but somehow it simultaneously excited him, it excited him to know that she had been turned on by having caught him in a humiliating position. That excitement caused his penis to begin growing again, it had temporarily gone flaccid when he was struck by the sheer terror of being caught. This was troubling, but it also wasn't something he could focus on right now. Right now, he needed to reclaim his authority with her, that was all that mattered.

	“Look I.. l.. didn’t…” he said, and he stopped. He suddenly realized he had no idea what to say next.

	She smiled. “Go on.”

	“Look, it's not what you think I was out of briefs, and I needed something fast because I was going to run to the store, so I just grabbed some of Jill's underwear, that's all,” he said.

	Heidi giggled again. “Whatever you say,” she said, and she swung her leg excitedly, almost causing her high-heeled mule to fall from her foot. She was blushing brightly at this point.

	“Seriously, it was just a convenience.”

	“If you say so, Christopher,” she said. She could barely contain her grin and her tone was deeply condescending. It was clear she didn’t believe him.

	“I'm telling you the truth,” he protested.

	“Uh, right.”

	Christopher glared at her. He didn’t like being doubted by this nineteen year old girl. He actually wasn't used to having his word questioned at all. Yet. there was nothing he could say to her right now because he really wasn't in a strong position to tell her off at this point. They both knew what she had seen and no matter what reason he gave her for him wearing panties, the fact was that a man should not be wearing panties and she had caught him doing something he should not have been doing. His obvious erection didn’t help either, though no one had mentioned that yet.

	“Is that all?” she asked sweetly. He pursed his lips in response.

	Heidi rose. She was smiling from ear to ear. She patted him on the arm, which made his erection strain to get even bigger. “Don't worry, your secret is safe with me. You can wear panties all you want as far as I'm concerned. I just wouldn’t let the voters know, if I were you...it wouldn’t fit with the tough guy image in your ads.” with that. she walked off to her room, laughing the whole way. Christopher had never felt so small as he did watching this young woman walk away from him laughing. Strangely, he'd never felt so turned on either.

	 

	-0-

	 

	By the time Christopher returned to the bedroom from his failed attempt to reclaim his always-tenuous dominance over Heidi, Mistress Zoey had sent him another message. It read only, “Five minutes to go.” Clearly, she had no idea what had happened, and she still expected him to send her the picture of himself in panties with his erection showing.

	“Five minutes? Forget it. I'm done,” he said.

	Having been caught by Heidi on his first try to wear panties was too much. There was no way he would put panties on again. The risk was just too great. And there was no way he was sending pictures of himself in panties to anyone! He started to type out his refusal... but then he stopped.

	“Hmm,” he said.

	He looked down at his erection poking up beneath his pants. He couldn’t deny that this had turned him. In fact. he recalled getting hard the moment he slipped into the panties and staying hard ever since, except for the brief moment he panicked at being caught by Heidi. So it was undeniable that this excited him. Even more interestingly though, his penis became hardest when Heidi mocked him... The same point when he felt the greatest shame. This puzzled him.

	“Why would that turn me on?” he asked himself

	Christopher furrowed his brow. There was no doubt this was true, 

	whether he wanted it to be or not. He had been greatly turned on by Heidi humiliating him. He had been so turned on by it. that he knew he would need to masturbate about it later tonight just to get it off his mind. That bothered him.

	“This doesn't make any sense! I don't even like Heidi. How can I be turned on then by anything involving her? She's an unpleasant, opinionated, arrogant girl. I want nothing to do with her!”

	He scratched his head. He found it hard to say the next part.

	“Why would I want to be humiliated by her?”

	He felt a tingle run down his spine and it made him feel weak. He didn’t want to admit that this thought was true. He didn’t want to admit that he craved humiliation. To him having a Mistress was a game, it didn’t mean he had some deep need to submit or to be humiliated, did it? “Only weirdoes need that,” he often told himself But now it seemed that he felt this too.

	He shook his head. “That can't be true.”

	As he debated this, he realized that he was stroking his penis absentmindedly. It felt good too, so he didn’t stop.

	“You know,” he said to himself “I have to admit this has been exciting. Sure, I didn’t like getting caught by that girl,” something he called Heidi when he wanted to dismiss her from his thoughts, “but the rest of it was rather… Well enjoyable.”

	He looked at the panties lying on the floor. “They were comfortable too,”

	he said, though comfortable wasn't really the word he had in mind. He was instead thinking, “thrilling.”

	He scratched his chin.

	“If I was being truthful I guess I would need to admit that the last few minutes have probably been more exciting than anything I've done in months... as strange as that may sound.” He paused. “Maybe, this is worth continuing?”

	A moment later. he stood up and stripped naked. He pulled the panties back up his legs. Again, he felt incredibly excited, not only by the panties and the naughty feelings they gave him, but by the memory of the emasculating look on Heidi's face. That really turned him on, seeing her smirk in his mind and hearing her mocking him, though he tried to blank that out of his memory and just focus on the panties.

	Christopher stroked his penis a couple times and then decided he would comply with Mistress Zoey's orders. He looked at the pictures he had taken before and none of them worked. The good one showed his face and the rest were just the panicked scene that followed, with him diving for the bed.

	“Nope, can't send her those,” he said. He did laugh though at some of the images. “Definitely was hard as a rock, wasn't I? Well, time is wasting.”

	He got up and set up his computer camera again. It would again take a series of pictures. He moved into position and covered his face.

	CLICK!

	The camera went off He waited.

	CLICK!

	The camera went off again. And again and again. Several more times.

	 “That should do it,” he said, when the camera stopped.

	Christopher moved to his computer and pulled up the images. He looked for one , where his face was completely hidden. He found it. No one would ever be able to tell who the man was in the pretty pink panties with the huge erection. He attached the image to the e-mail he intended to send to Mistress Zoey. The thought that he had taken this picture and would now send it to a woman...a total stranger. sent shivers down his spine. That shiver felt like a drug, he wanted more.

	He hit send.

	There was no response. Five minutes passed and there was still no response.

	Christopher felt annoyed that she was once again making him wait. He decided to pass the time by playing with himself. so he started stroking himself again. If he had to wait, he might as well enjoy it.

	Another two minutes passed.

	He kept stroking. He was getting to the point that he could cum if he

	wanted and he was thinking about it. Unfortunately, Mistress Zoey hadn’t given him permission to cum and one of the things he did like about having an internet Mistress was giving her the power to decide when he could cum. It made him feel controlled to obey her in that respect, and he found that made his orgasms much stronger when they finally came. That didn’t mean he wasn't tempted to cheat, however.

	Another minute passed.

	“Well?!” he blurted out, but still there was no response. This waiting was interfering with his erection, and without permission to cum, he was starting to feel very frustrated. He finally decided he needed to follow up with an e-mail.

	“Did Mistress enjoy the photo?” he wrote.

	A minute passed. Then another. Then another. Christopher was just about to shut off his computer.

	BING!

	A message appeared,” “Wear the panties to bed.”

	“Wear the panties to bed?! That's it?” he asked aloud. He was expecting more, but he didn't get it. This was clearly a dismissal for the night too. “How disappointing.” He wrote out a message, “May I masturbate?”

	“No.”

	Christopher pursed his lips. He needed to cum and he had expected she

	would let him; she always seemed to let him in the past. This really disappointed him and he wasn’t sure he would obey this tonight. Indeed, mentally, he had already given himself permission to masturbate after dinner and he intended to think of Heidi laughing at him as he did it. But now he was specifically forbidden. This was a problem and he didn’t know yet how he would resolve this.

	“Well one problem at a time,” he said. First. he needed to decide if he could risk wearing the panties again. He certainly wanted to. His penis was hard as a rock beneath the panties because it felt so good rubbing up against them and there was just something naughty about this that really turned him on. Also, the more he thought about it. there wasn't really any risk in wearing them. Heidi would probably give him more grief about what she saw earlier. but she would never assume he was still wearing them, not after she caught him once,” he would need to be pretty stupid to go right back to that. So wearing them around her wouldn’t be a problem. Sleeping in them wouldn’t be a problem either, because with Jill gone, there was no one to see what he wore to bed. He could probably wear them to the office too. In fact. he couldn’t imagine anyone asking him to show his underwear at the office.

	“So there's really no risk at all is there?” he asked himself

	He decided he would wear them. The idea appealed to him a lot. It made his heart race, and he didn’t see any risk in doing so. He smiled at his decision and then he stroked himself several times before pulling his pants up over the panties. He would join Heidi for dinner now, and she would have no idea what he was wearing. Then he would masturbate after dinner and then he would sleep in the panties.

	That was what he wanted.

	Interestingly, as he left his bedroom to go eat dinner, it suddenly occurred to him that part of him was actually hoping that Heidi would give him something more to think about when he masturbated. Clearly, something inside him craved a little humiliation. He didn’t like that.

	


Chapter 2,” “A New Thrill Discovered”

	 

	Christopher came home early the next day. He set his own schedule, so this wasn’t a problem. No one would question his absence. Nevertheless, to make sure he wouldn't be missed. he told his campaign Chief of Staff that he needed to leave the office to meet with a donor.

	He raced home.

	He knew that Heidi had a late class, and he needed the alone time. He

	was desperate to masturbate. He’d worn Jill's panties all day at work and his penis was screaming to cum. Indeed, wearing the panties had proven to be such a turn on that he almost didn't make it through the day without masturbating. Every meeting with a staff member or volunteer or donor sent waves of chills shooting down his spine at the naughty feeling of wearing panties right in front of everyone. He couldn't believe how erotic it felt to do this.

	“They would die if they knew!” he kept saying to himself

	Christopher recalled the first time this really hit him during the day. He d just been standing in the hallways speaking with some secretaries when it suddenly hit him that he could be wearing more feminine, girlier panties than those they wore. That thought made him smile at first. Then it made him intensely curious to know what kind of panties the women really were wearing. Were they as pretty as his? Perhaps in color or cut or both? He actually found himself wondering if there was some way to bring this up in casual conversation... “So what kind of panties are you wearing?”

	Meanwhile. His already hard penis began to throb. And as the conversation continued, it throbbed more and more as he became ever-more obsessed with what kind of panties the two secretaries were wearing. At one point he even felt precum spreading inside his panties and it made the head of his penis slick and wet and sticky. He began to have visions:

	 

	“Oh my. What is that!” squealed one of the secretaries in an excited tone. She smiled and ran her hand over his pants where his penis was.

	“That's amazing!” gushed the other secretary and she too touched his penis though his pants.

	Christopher stood there as the two women rubbed their hands all over his body and pulled down his pants. His panties came into view. Both women gasped.

	“Oh. you naughty man!” said one secretary with a giggle.

	“So sexy,” said the other.

	They both got down on their knees and pulled his penis from the panties. They took turns taking his penis into their mouths, stroking it several times with their lips and then letting the other have her turn. He came like a firehouse and the women took it all in and swallowed it.

	Christopher smiled. Thoughts like that hit him all day long. At times, he imagined masturbating for whichever woman had discovered his panties, at other times, they jerked him off or gave him a blow job instead. In each instance though, they loved the fact he wore panties...after calling him naughty of course. At first. these were a welcome distraction and a reminder of how kinky and thrilling it felt to wear panties beneath his pants. But like an itch he could not scratch, these images soon began to torment him, and the more he tried to dismiss them, the more they came. He became desperate to masturbate to get some release. He needed to get release somehow, and he couldn’t do it in the office. That's when he decided to go home. He could masturbate at home.

	“Finally!” he exclaimed as he walked through his front door.

	Christopher squeezed his penis through his suit pants. He'd been squeezing his penis through his pants all day when no one was looking, and each time he did, he increased his need to masturbate all the more. Now he could do something about it. So right after squeezing himself, he stripped naked except for the panties and threw himself onto his bed.

	“This is going to feel so good!” he said.

	Christopher grabbed his erection and pulled it out of Jill's panties. He stroked it long, hard and fast. He was determined to cum and cum quickly. His mind was full of images of himself wearing the panties all over the office as various secretaries rubbed his erection through his pants, completely unaware of what he was wearing beneath, or wrapped their lips around his penis after teasing him about the panties. He couldn’t believe how much this turned him on. It was incredible, especially for something he'd never considered before the prior day.

	His breathing became hard and erratic.

	“Almost there,” he said with a grunt.

	He was on the verge of cumming. He could feel it. His penis felt as large as a baseball bat and it jumped in his hands like a vibrating engine.

	BING!

	His computer signaled that he had a message.

	Christopher clenched his jaw and glanced at his computer with one eye. He thought about ignoring it and finishing what he was doing, but years of being a politician had trained him to response immediately to e-mails. They could mean money. They could mean a crisis. Whatever they were, they usually meant something that needed to be dealt with quickly. Still, what he was doing right now was just too important to stop because of an e-mail.

	“You'll have to wait,” he said.

	He squeezed his penis even harder and kept stroking. He tried to imagine himself naked now except for the panties as the secretaries teased him and tickled his testicles with their long nails. This was an exciting image, but his mind kept telling him to check his e-mail. It gnawed at him.

	“No, not yet,” he exclaimed.

	He stroked even faster. He imagined more secretaries and they were licking and stroking and pulling and whatever else he could imagine them doing to him. But the more he filled this scene with women, the more the e-mail kept coming back to his mind. It became the sole focus of his fantasy.

	“Grr!”

	He stroked even faster but gave up almost immediately. It wasn't working. His mind was distracted and his penis was going soft. He needed to check the message.

	“Dammit!” he exclaimed with great frustration. “This better be good.”

	Christopher let go of his penis and reluctantly stood up. He walked over to the computer and turned off the screensaver. It wasn't what he expected. It was a message from Mistress Zoey.

	“How did she know I was home?” he asked. He shrugged his shoulders and opened the message.

	“Paint your toenails immediately,” said the message.

	“What?! Now?” asked Christopher. He looked down at his penis which was trying to get hard again and he thought about ignoring the message and finishing what he had started on the bed. Unfortunately, he knew that Mistress Zoey knew that he always got his messages within a few seconds. There was no way he could ignore this message without her knowing he was ignoring it. especially as it had already taken him a minute just to open the message. He couldn't ignore it. No. And if he tried, it would only ruin his fantasy as it had before. But maybe he could get out of this task and then get back to masturbating? He wrote back, “I don't have any nail polish.”

	That didn't work.

	“You live with two women,” wrote Mistress Zoey immediately. “They have nail polish. Use theirs. Paint your nails pink. A vivid candy floss pink. I want photos as soon as they are dry. Do it now.”

	Christopher pursed his lips. He wanted to finish masturbating. He didn’t

	want to paint his nails. Then it struck him,” she would never know if he finished masturbating first, would she? He smiled. “Yes, Mistress,” he wrote. He started to get up.

	BING!

	He hadn’t expected another message, but there it was. He opened it. “I know how long this should take, so don't try to trick me. Do it now and don't do anything else first,” she wrote.

	Christopher furrowed his brow. How had she known he was thinking of finishing his masturbating? How did she even know he was home? He considered this for a moment and then dismissed it from his mind. There was a logical explanation. If he had been at work, he would have said so right away and the conversation would have gone differently. Also, if he hadn’t tried to get out of doing this and hadn’t waited to respond to the e-mail then she wouldn’t have had reason to think he was trying to put it off so he could do something else. As for masturbating, what else would he be doing home? It was simple. That's how she knew.

	“I guess I better get started,” he grumbled and he looked longingly at his erection.

	He walked over to Jill's makeup kit. He'd never worn makeup of any sort before and he'd never painted his nails, not even at Halloween, so this would be a new experience for him. He wasn't even sure how to do it, though he did grasp the principle of it.

	“It can't be that hard to figure out.”

	As he skimmed through his wife's nail polishes, the thought of having painted nails started to excite him. It excited him a lot actually, perhaps as much as wearing Jill's panties. He had to laugh at this.

	“I never would have guessed this would turn me on! All of this. And it just keeps getting better and better! who knew?”

	Christopher looked through each of Jill’s nail polishes, but he wasn’t able to find a bright pink. He looked at each again, but still didn't see what he needed. She didn't even have anything close to pink.

	“Now what do I do?” he asked. He returned to his computer to ask for guidance. He wrote, “Mistress, my girlfriend doesn't have a pink polish.” He always referred to Jill as his girlfriend instead of his wife because he felt that would play better online. “What should I do? She has lots of other colors. Should I use one of those?”

	“No,” came the response. “The other girl you live with will have pink.”

	Christopher nodded his head. “Yeah, she probably will have one. She's always painting her nails bright colors, and I’ve definitely seen her with pink nails,” he said to himself “Still, let's see if we can't avoid using Heidi's nail polish.” He wrote another message, “What if she doesn't Mistress?”

	“Then you're taking a trip to the store,” she wrote back.

	“Hmm. So much for that. Heidi's nail polish it is!”

	He rose to his feet and started toward his bedroom door. Suddenly he froze. He still remembered being caught by Heidi in Jill's panties and he wasn't too sure he wanted to risk a second chance at getting caught doing something he should not be doing. He sat back down.

	“Maybe this is too risky?” he thought.

	He rubbed his chin and considered his options.

	“Wait a minute!” he suddenly said. “She's not even home and she won't be home for hours. There's no way she’ll ever find out. There's no risk here.

	Don't be so afraid, Christopher!”

	Christopher pulled his pants on again, just in case, and he walked out into the living room. His plan was to get the nail polish from Heidi's room and return to his own bedroom with it where he would paint his toenail. Then he would return the polish before Heidi got home.

	Only, it didn’t work out that way.

	As Christopher put his hand on the doorknob to Heidi's room, he heard the front door open. It was Heidi! He needed to get away from her room fast. He spun around intent on running back to his own bedroom, but it was too far away and it was too late to make it as the door was starting to open. He knew that if he tried, it would look like he was sprinting away from her room, so he turned the other way, toward the laundry room.

	Thank God he'd put on pants!

	Heidi walked through the front door. She wore a yellow miniskirt, white top and tan wedge-heeled sandals. As she entered the apartment, she immediately noticed Christopher standing in an awkward position before her door. He was pointed toward the laundry room, but he clearly had stopped before her door and was only now starting to move. Moreover. he was somewhat off course. It almost looked like he had just emerged from her room. She smirked.

	“Need something?” she asked.

	Christopher blushed. “No, nothing. Why do you say that?” Heidi set down her purse. “You seem nervous, Christopher.”

	“Do I? I don't know why I would. I'm not nervous. I was just well, I was headed to the, uh, laundry room,” he said and he blushed.

	Heidi snickered. “Need more panties?” “No!” he exclaimed and he blushed further yet.

	Heidi walked over to him and patted him on the cheek condescendingly. “It’s all right Christopher. All you have to do is ask if you want to borrow my clothes,” she said sweetly with just a hint of condescension. “I'm sure your voters will understand.” She winked at him and she laughed.

	Christopher felt the burning sting of shame. She had clearly intended to humiliate him, and she had done an excellent job. Unfortunately, there wasn't much he could say in response, not with her having caught him in panties. Moreover, as much as he disliked her mocking him this way, he noted that her efforts to humiliate him had made his penis hard as a rock again. Clearly, he had a problem, and that conflicted him,” he didn’t know how to respond. All he knew for sure at the moment was that he couldn’t let her know. Heaven help him, if she ever found out this turned him on! He suddenly felt the need to stand up for his masculinity.

	“I'm not borrowing your clothes!” he exclaimed.

	“Well you can if you want to.”

	“I'm a man and men don't do that.”

	She giggled and looked him up and down like she was measuring him up, this made him shudder. “Funny, that didn’t stop you the other day.” He furrowed his brow. “I explained that.”

	She smiled sweetly, which made him feel even smaller. “Of course, you did,” she said in a condescending tone as if he were a child. She opened her door and started into her room, but she stopped halfway there. She reached down behind her and removed her high-heeled mules, one at a time. “It’s ok Christopher. Any time you want to rock your feminine side, you let me know,” she said and she held out her mules as if he should take them.

	Christopher folded his arms and said nothing.

	She snickered and walked into her bedroom. She closed the door.

	Christopher stood speechless. Waves of shame washed over him and made him feel weak. It was so overwhelming he almost felt the need to follow her into her room and demand that she...well, he wasn't sure what he would demand. The best he could describe the feeling as was that he wanted her to affirm his manhood. At the same time though, he had a raging erection. That shook him and it scared him. Why was this turning him on? What was wrong with him? Even worse, a big part of him wasn't sure if he should do something about it, whatever that could be, or if should try to put all of this out of his mind, or if he should just stand there enjoying the erection.

	“Ug!” he said to himself in frustration.

	One thing was for sure though, he couldn’t just stand here. If she came out of her room and he was still standing here, she would know right away that she had scored a deep hit of some sort. He needed to hide this, so he started to leave.

	Then it struck him. He had a problem. He still needed her pink nail polish and that was in her room. How could he get her out of her room without telling her what he wanted? 

	“Oh boy,” he said and he looked at his watch. Time was wasting.

	Just then, Heidi emerged from her bedroom. She had changed into a red plaid miniskirt and mid-heeled black slides. She looked distinctly “schoolgirl-ish,” which always made Christopher feel a bit like a dirty old man.

	“What are you still doing here?” she asked.

	He had to think of something fast. Why would he be standing here? He had it. “I was coming to see if you would rather order out for dinner rather than making something.”

	She giggled. “Ok I thought maybe you wanted to borrow my shoes after all.” She winked at him.

	“No,” he said, trying to sound sarcastic and dismissive. He blushed.

	She shrugged her shoulders. “As for dinner, sure, whatever you want. I can go either way.” She started toward the front door. “I left my purse in the car. I'll be right back” she said.

	Christopher immediately recognized the opportunity. He would be able to get her nail polish while she was downstairs. He breathed a sigh of relief “This must be meant to be!” he said.

	A moment later. she stepped through the front door. He heard the door lock. He waited a few seconds to make sure she didn't turn right back around, then he raced into her bedroom and grabbed her makeup kit. His heart was pounding.

	He poured through the dozens of bottles of nail polish until he found a pink. He grabbed it and sprinted to his own bedroom. He hid the bottle beneath his pillow and then returned to the living room, where he turned on the television and pretended he was watching television. He didn't want her thinking anything unusual had happened while she was gone.

	Heidi returned a few minutes later. “What are you watching?” she asked. “Just the news,” said Christopher calmly. “But I think I'm going to do 

	some work on my computer...in my room.” He suddenly felt like an idiot for adding that last part. That sounded suspicious.

	Heidi smirked. “Ok, enjoy...in your room.”

	Christopher kicked himself His nerves kept making him make mistakes. This was frustrating. He had no idea why he was so nervous around her. He had never been nervous around her before, and it wasn’t like she knew what he was doing, but apparently secretly feminizing himself while trying to avoid the snooping gaze of this nineteen-year-old girl was nerve-wracking. He decided not to respond and just to let the issue go. He’d put his foot in his mouth enough already and apparently he was prone to that at the moment so he returned to his bedroom without a word.

	Once there, he stripped down to the panties again. He grabbed the nail polish from beneath the pillow and went to work. It had a strong smell, so he opened the window. Over the next ten minutes, one by one, each of his toenails became bright pink. This turned him on more than anything yet especially as he kept having visions of Heidi bursting into the bedroom and catching him at this very moment. The vision made him sweat and he didn’t like that he kept having it but it also thrilled him intensely.

	He needed to figure out why these things were turning him on.

	


Chapter 3,” “Painted Toenails”

	 

	“With his toenails now pink. Christopher took photos of his feet and sent them to Mistress Zoey. As with the photo of himself in panties, the idea of sending off a photo of himself doing something this naughty excited him and his penis throbbed as he hit send. He stroked himself through his panties as he waited for a reply.

	BING!

	He had a message. “Very pretty. Do you feel girly?”

	“Yes, Mistress. Very,” he responded.

	“I’II bet you like that, don't you?”

	Christopher had to chuckle. Two days ago, he never would have thought this would turn him on, but now he knew better; this turned him on more than anything he had ever done in his life. Maybe it was the risk, maybe it had something to do with this craving for humiliation he had discovered, or maybe it was something else. He didn't know, but what he did know was that this thrilled him beyond words and he was desperate to finish his masturbating. Hence, he wanted to finish this and get back to playing with himself. “Yes, Mistress,” he wrote.

	“Have you been masturbating?”

	Christopher looked at the message. He was a little worried. Restricting when he could cum was one of the first games they played, and he had promised never to cum without her permission. So far. she hadn't denied him that permission except the other night, but she could at any time, and asking him about it now made him worry that this was what she had in mind. If she did choose to deny him permission, then he would face a difficult decision. For while he certainly could ignore her and just masturbate if he so chose, that would violate the spirit of their relationship and might destroy the sense of control which Christopher found so intoxicating, even if it was all purely imaginary. He didn’t like to do that... Too often.

	“Yes, Mistress, I have been playing with myself But I haven't cum. May I cum?”

	“Good girl. We’ll see if l let you cum. Until I say otherwise, you may not”

	Christopher felt a tingle run down his spine. His penis grew even harder. As much as he hated being told he could not cum right now, it turned him on to feel like he was under this woman's thumb. It somehow filled a need he could only barely understand though he was starting to understand it. “Thank you, Mistress.” he wrote. “Will you please let me cum today? I really need it.”

	A minute passed. Then another.

	BING!

	“You may cum tonight,” she wrote. “Start masturbating at 7:00 pm not before. If you don't achieve orgasm by 7:05, then you must stop and ask for permission again, which I may or may not grant. Report to me the moment you've cum or the moment you fail at 7:05.”

	“Thank you, Mistress.

	She wrote again,” “Also, I like seeing your nails painted. You will keep them painted from now on.”

	Christopher bit his lip. “But Mistress, what if someone sees them?”

	“LOL! I wouldn’t let that happen if l were you,” she wrote back.

	Christopher pursed his lips. He was certainly enjoying this and he couldn’t wait to walk around the office with painted toenails. He might even slip off his shoes at times just to raise the risk a bit. But he couldn’t keep his toenails painted all the time. What about the gym? What would happen once Jill returned home? She would see him in the shower for sure. She would see him in bed. There was no way he could keep his nails painted once she returned home. Sure, she was gone for now, but she would be back soon. And in the meantime, with Heidi here it probably wasn't smart even to do it while Jill was gone.

	“Mistress, I can't keep my nails painted all the time. I can't have people

	seeing.”

	“If you don't want anyone seeing your nails, then keep your shoes on. Just

	be thankful I don't make you wear sandals. I’II bet this other roommate of yours would love to see you mince around the house in sandals, showing off your painted sissy nails,” she wrote back.

	A shiver ran down Christopher's spine. He could almost hear Mistress Zoey laughing at him as she typed this. Her words stung his masculinity in a way that just made him feel “gloriously weak.” He couldn't explain it any other way, except that it made his whole body go warm and soft and helpless.

	“Yes, Mistress,” he wrote.

	That was the end for now, so Christopher rose from his computer. He looked at his toenails. They would stay this way for the time being. That meant he would need to wear socks around the house so Heidi couldn't see his nails. That thought made him giggle actually, that he would be walking around the house with painted toenails and Heidi would have no idea what was going on right beneath her nose. Tomorrow would be the same thing at work. He was looking forward to that. He expected that tomorrow would be even more erotically thrilling than today had been as he roamed the office with his secret. In the meantime, he had several hours to wait before he could masturbate, so he decided it would be best to watch some television and then have dinner. He looked at his clock.

	“Three hours?!” he exclaimed. “Maybe I should just do it now?”

	He squeezed his penis and thought about masturbating right now, but he didn’t want to do that because he didn’t want to lose the feeling of control. He definitely wanted to masturbate, but he wanted to do it only when Mistress Zoey let him. Still he considered it and it took a lot of effort to stop himself.

	“No, I can wait. What’s the point in having an internet Mistress if I ignore

	her commands?”

	He let go of his penis, determined not to touch it again until seven. He then sat on the bed and slipped on a pair of socks, which hid his toenails. He pulled up his pants over his panties. Then he put the pink polish into his pocket. He would need to return that if he got the opportunity, such as when Heidi went to the bathroom, then he could slip into her room and return it.

	As he thought this, he had a vision of Heidi catching him. For reasons he could not explain, in this vision he had actually stripped down to just his panties and his painted nails to sneak into her room. Naturally, she caught him and instantly started mocking him. She called him all sorts of names and he started masturbating.

	The vision made Christopher shivered as a wave of shame and excitement washed down his body. Only then did he shake it off.

	“What am I thinking? I can't even stand her!” he said. “Am I attracted to her. Is that it? I can't do anything with Jill's cousin. She would tell Jill in a heartbeat. And why are the visions so... Uh, embarrassing? I need to get this out of my head.”

	He let go of his penis, which he had again grabbed through his pants, and left the bedroom. He sat down in front of the television and waited for Heidi to use the bathroom and waited for seven o’clock Right before six, Heidi went to the bathroom. Christopher used that opportunity to race into her room and return the nail polish. He wasn't caught, and the whole experience was exhilarating.

	When Heidi finished in the bathroom, she made dinner; she cooked and cleaned in lieu of paying rent. Tonight. she made a chicken dish with broccoli.

	They ate in front of the television.

	As seven o’clock neared, Christopher excused himself and went to his bedroom. He told Heidi he would be doing something important for work and should not be disturbed. Then he stripped down to his panties and his pink nails. His penis was so ready, as it had been ever since he painted his nails. The idea of having pink toenails and wearing panties right under Heidi's nose had kept him hard all evening. It had kept him so turned on, in fact. that it had been a struggle not to masturbate before this.

	He lay down on the bed and watched the clock.

	It showed seven.

	He had made it. He had followed Mistress Zoey's orders and now he felt the reward as he felt both freedom and a tinge of humiliation at having followed the orders of a woman he had never met.

	“This is going to feel so good,” he purred.

	Christopher wrapped his fingers tightly around his erection. He took a deep breath and relaxed his body. He thought about what he was wearing and the look on Heidi's face when she saw him in the panties. His penis screamed to be stroked. He started to move his hand.

	KNOCK!

	Christopher jumped. He let go of his penis and he rolled off the bed away from the door. crashing down onto the floor. He pulled the blanket from the bed to cover himself He couldn’t let Heidi see what he was wearing.

	“Hey, Christopher?” called Heidi through the door. “What is it?” he asked from behind the bed.

	“Do you want any more of this chicken? If not. I'm going to wrap it up.”

	Christopher gritted his teeth. This was why she interrupted his masturbation? He was not happy. “No, I don't want any more chicken,” he growled.

	“Ok not a problem.” 

	Silence. Christopher peered over the bed. Was she gone? He wasn't sure. She didn’t say she was leaving, but there was no reason she would. 

	“She must be gone,” he said to himself.

	 He rose to his feet and wrapped himself in the blanket to hide his panties and leave enough blanket on the floor to cover his feet. He walked around the bed toward the door. He tried to listen through the door but heard only the television. Carefully, he placed his hand on the knob and turned it. He opened the door ever so slightly.

	She wasn't there.

	“Good,” he said and he breathed a sigh of relief

	Christopher returned to the bed and lay down. He took a deep breath and tried to regain the excitement he felt before. His penis was flaccid, but it was starting to become erect again quickly as he ran his fingers over Jill's panties and he imagined the women at the office admiring his painted nails. He wrapped his fingers around his penis. He gave his penis a quick stroke to test it. It was ready. Then, out of habit, he glanced at the clock It was seven minutes after seven! He had failed and he was already late reporting to Mistress Zoey.

	“Crap!”

	He jumped out of the bed and typed out an e-mail telling her he had failed. He didn’t mention being late, nor did he mention the reason he had failed. He hit send. As he did, he looked at his erect penis and he sighed.

	“Maybe she'll let me cum later tonight?”

	She didn’t. “No,” was all Mistress Zoey said when he asked.

	This hit Christopher like a ton of bricks. He needed to cum, he really did. So he thought about breaking her rule as he lay in bed that night, but he kept telling himself that having a Mistress was only fun if he respected her authority over him, no matter how difficult it was. Eventually, he gritted his teeth and he rolled over without touching himself

	Heidi had ruined his fun.

	 

	-0-

	 

	The next day proved even more frustrating than the night before. Not only was Christopher excited the whole day by the fact he wore panties and that his nails had been painted, but everywhere he looked, he noticed women painting their nails or talking about painting their nails. His own secretary asked him if he preferred darker or lighter colors on women's nails. He was beyond horny, and yet, he couldn’t do anything about it because there was constant commotion and he was in constant demand. By mid-afternoon, he could take it no more, so he excused himself and he raced home to have some time to himself before Heidi came home. He determined that unless Mistress Zoey sent him an e-mail telling him he could not masturbate, then he would.

	He got home in record time and tossed his briefcase onto the table by the door. He went straight to his bedroom, stripping off his clothes along the way. He crossed his fingers and turned on his computer.

	“Please send me nothing. Please send me nothing,” he said, hoping there was no message.

	He was out of luck There was a message. It had been sent only minutes before. He hung his head.

	“How was your day, sissy?” asked the message.

	Christopher debated ignoring it. He needed to cum so desperately and she would never know if he ignored her until he made that happen. But even as he had this thought, he realized that he did get a special reward from following her orders and keeping that feeling was worth more than one ejaculation. Not to mention that without her, he would never have discovered how much this turned him on. So he felt he owed it to her and to himself to follow her orders. Moreover. he knew he wouldn’t enjoy it if he broke her rule to make it happen. He would feel guilty the whole time.

	He sighed. “No, I can't do it.”

	Christopher shook his head and decided to respond to her message rather than try to sneak off to masturbate. He wrote, “My day has been frustrating, Mistress. I need to cum very badly and I haven't been able to. This is very important Mistress. May I please cum?”

	There was no response.

	Christopher looked at his watch. He needed to cum so badly, but she was playing with him. He knew she was taking her time, making him wait simply because she could. “Come on!” he exclaimed.

	Another minute passed. Then another.

	He thought about sending another message.

	BING!

	“What will you do for me to let you cum?” she asked.

	“At this point anything!” he said. He wrote, “What would you like, Mistress?”

	“You tell me.”

	He had no idea what to offer. He really just wanted to cum right now and he wasn't thinking about much else. Besides, wasn't it her job to come up with the ideas? “I have no ideas, Mistress.”

	“Then perhaps I shouldn't let you.”

	Christopher pursed his lips. This was a problem. He didn't like the idea of ignoring her. but he really wanted to cum and he didn't know what to offer. He would happily offer whatever she wanted, but he just didn't know what that was.

	“Why is she making this so hard?” he asked himself He sighed. “Well I guess having a Mistress isn't supposed to be easy.” He thought for a moment and then he wrote,” “Please let me cum, Mistress. I'll do whatever you want.”

	There was no response.

	A minute passed. Then two more passed. She was taking her sweet time.

	BING!

	“Paint your toenails red first, then we’ll talk”

	Christopher bit his tongue. He wanted to cum, he did not want to paint his nails right now, they were already painted! Besides, painting his nails would only make him hornier, which was something he did not need. What he needed was to do something to relieve his horniness, not make it worse. Not to mention, if this took too long, then Heidi might come home again and ruin his fun like she had the night before. That whole incident still made him feel frustrated.

	Still this was what he wanted, right? A Mistress to tell him what to do.

	It was.

	“Yes, Mistress,” he responded.

	For the next twenty minutes, Christopher stripped off the pink polish from his toenails and applied a red polish instead. He had to admit his toes looked better with the red polish, and seeing his toenails painted red really turned him on, much more than the pink had for some reason. This turn on added to his horniness. By this point his penis felt like an overly-full balloon and was leaking precum without him even touching his penis.

	He finally finished. When he did, he took photos of his toes and sent them to Mistress Zoey.

	She responded quickly,” “Very pretty. Before I let you masturbate, however, I want a photo of you in a bra, panties and stockings as well. And make sure I can see your lovely new nails as well.”

	Christopher groaned. He did like the idea of wearing these items. In fact he'd considered wearing them already all by himself. though waiting to be ordered to do so made it all seem naughtier, but right now, he really wanted to masturbate and waiting to receive permission to masturbate was amazingly frustrating. He knew she was just toying with him now and it was killing him.

	“Yes, Mistress,” he wrote and he walked over to Jill's lingerie drawer and removed a bra and some stockings. He tried to attach the bra, but couldn’t. “It’s too small. Now what?”

	He tossed the bra onto the bed and sat down. He grabbed the stockings and pulled those up his legs. They didn’t fit either. They were too tight and too short as Jill was many inches shorter than he was.

	“So much for my fun,” he said in an annoyed tone.

	Christopher returned to his computer to advise Mistress Zoey that he couldn’t fit into Jill's clothes. As he started typing out his message however, it dawned on him that Heidi was a larger girl than Jill.

	“Maybe her stuff will fit,” he speculated. He decided to find out.

	With Heidi still away at class, Christopher had no need for caution. He walked straight to Heidi's room without bothering to slip into a pair of pants first or bothering to cover his painted toenails. He went straight to her lingerie drawer. His penis stood at attention beneath the panties.

	Just like Jill's lingerie drawer, Heidi's lingerie drawer contained a wide

	variety of feminine items. Christopher didn’t stop to explore, however. He took out a pink bra that almost matched Jill’s panties and held it to his chest. It looked big enough. The cups certainly wouldn’t fit but the rest of it seemed about the right size to fit him. At the very least it seemed larger than Jill's bra had been.

	“Better try it on,” he said.

	Christopher wrapped the bra around his chest and hooked it closed. It

	was a little tight but it fit. Next, he took a pair of white lace topped stockings from the drawer and pulled those up his legs. They were a little small but they fit well enough. As he pulled them into place, he couldn’t believe how strange it felt to have nylon encase his legs. They were warm and soft and silky, yet somehow electric.

	“Wow, this is the best yet!”

	Christopher walked over to Heidi's mirror and examined himself. He couldn’t believe how turned on he felt, not only from the clothing, but that he could walk around Heidi's room freely while dressed in her lingerie. He felt so alive dressed like this, doing something he was simply not allowed to do. He couldn’t explain it but this was just exciting. It made him feel free, and he almost wished he could share this with someone.

	“This is fantastic,” he said with a giggle.

	As he stood there admiring himself in the mirror, he began to wonder about Heidi's other clothes. Would they fit? what would a dress or skirt feel like? He went to her closet and ran his hands over her dresses. He thought about slipping one over his head, but he decided against it for the moment. He needed to take the picture and get permission to masturbate. He could always come back later and play if he liked, when he had more time to himself

	As he turned to leave however, a pile of shoes caught his eye. They were lying on the floor in the closet. There were more lying next to the bed; Heidi wasn't great at keeping her room organized. These shoes caught his eye because as he glanced at them, he felt a sudden, intense desire to slide his feet into a pair of them. It was almost breathtaking how much he suddenly wanted to do this. Even worse, he knew that if he didn’t try them on, he would regret it until he finally did… something he might not have the chance to do again for several days, depending on Heidi's schedule. He couldn’t go days obsessing about “the shoes he almost wore.”

	“No,” he said and he shook his head, “I need to do this.” His erection agreed.

	Christopher moved over next to the pile and looked at the feminine treasure at his feet. There were pumps and sandals and wedges and slides. There were shoes with platform heels, kitten heels, stiletto heels, wedge heels and more. There was an amazing selection of heel heights, fabrics or leathers, colors, shapes and styles. Some were basic. Some ornate. Some had thick straps. Some had thin straps. Some had ankle straps. Some were slingbacks. Some had no straps. There were boots too and booties.

	He licked his lips. His heart raced.

	“What do I choose for my first pair of high heels ever? This is probably even a bigger decision than my first panties.”

	He crouched down and sifted through the pile with his hand touching the woods and leathers, feeling the worn insoles and fingering the straps. He finally picked up a pair of leather slides with a wooden platform heel. These were tan with an inlaid flower pattern carved into the leather. He’d seen Heidi wear these before and she called them her “hippy shoes.” He never really paid much attention to her in the past. but these shoes had always caught his eye. Something about them attracted him, and they called to him now.

	Christopher sat down on the edge of the bed and held the slides in his hands. They were lighter than he expected, given that they had a wooden platform base. They were well-worn too. He could see her toe prints in the insole. That made this feel naughtier to him. These weren't just women's shoes, they were Heidi's shoes.

	A tingle ran down his spine. He liked that feeling. “These are the ones.”

	He set the shoes down on the floor before him and he slid his feet inside. A stronger tingle ran down his spine. His whole body tingled. He blushed too because along with the tingle, he felt the same sense of shame he felt when Heidi mocked him about wearing panties, only this time it was ten times more intense and mixed with exhilaration.

	“Wow!”

	He closed his eyes and let the feeling wash over him that he was wearing high heels... Heidi's high heels! He began to giggle uncontrollably. Then he lay back on the bed and stroked himself. After a few seconds, he stopped because he realized he couldn’t do this here. Also, he wanted to see if he could walk in the heels while he had the chance, so he stood up.

	It was rather difficult.

	“Whoa!” he said as he nearly fell over. He steadied himself by grabbing Heidi's dresser. He adjusted his feet and then stood on his own. He immediately noticed that balancing was difficult. It took a good deal more effort to keep his ankles rigid and to keep from leaning too far in any one direction. He also noticed that everything seemed “off” to him as he now stood four inches taller than before.

	He took his first step. Then his next. He wasn't graceful, but he was moving, and he was getting better with each step, though there was the constant danger that he would tip over or his ankle might bend the wrong way and he would go crashing down. This was much harder than he had expected.

	“Women make this look so effortless!”

	Christopher reached the end of Heidi's room and turned to walk back He thought about walking out into the living room. He wanted to hear the sound of these heels on the hardwood floor out there. He smiled. He aimed for the door and took his first step in that direction.

	CLICK!

	Christopher froze.

	THUNK!

	Someone had put a key into the lock on the front door.

	“Oh crap!” he exclaimed. “It’s Heidi!”

	There was nowhere to hide and standing there and being seen in a pink bra and panties, white stockings, and high heels just wasn't an option especially when the bra and stockings were Heidi’s, so Christopher kicked off the shoes in the general direction of the other shoes and sprinted for his bedroom. He ran as fast as he could, which made one of his stockings fall to his ankle and his bra slide up his chest. His penis bounced all over the place as he ran.

	The front door opened.

	“I'm home!” called out Heidi.

	Christopher made it to his bedroom just as she called out. He didn’t dare close the door lest he alert her to the fact he had just raced to his bedroom. He knew he didn’t have time to strip off the lingerie either, so he dove for the bed. He grabbed a blanket from the bed and wrapped it around himself as he climbed onto the middle of the bed. Then he tossed his computer onto the bed before him.

	“I'm working in the bedroom,” he called back as he made sure no part of him stuck out from beneath the blanket.

	Sure enough, a moment later, Heidi appeared at the bedroom door. There

	she stood in a pair of jeans, some black pumps and a sweater, looking at him wrapped up in the blanket. Christopher's heart raced. If she made any sort of inspection, he knew he would be exposed.

	“Are you feeling ok? Why are you wrapped in a blanket'?” she asked. 

	“I'm... uh, I'm just doing some work and I felt cold.”

	“It’s pretty warm in here.”

	“Yeah, I know, I just felt cold.”

	She started toward him as if she would touch his forehead. “Are you sure you aren’t sick?”

	He waved her off “I'm fine.” He felt the bra move as he waved his arm. She shrugged her shoulders. “Ok well Ashley and I are going to be

	studying in the living room,” she said. As she said this, a second girl appeared next to her. She wore a yellow and white tennis dress and low-heeled white sandals. This was Ashley, a friend of Heidi's, whom Christopher really disliked. Ashley was much more opinionated than Heidi and she didn’t like Christopher's views and she didn’t mind telling him that either. She was even a college representative for the namby pamby Democrat party. They had an uneasy truce between them.

	“Hello,” said Ashley coolly.

	“Hi Ashley,” responded Christopher just as coldly.

	“We'll be in the living room,” repeated Heidi.

	“Sure, not a problem,” said Christopher nervously. Having these two young women in the same room as he tried to hide what he was wearing was making him nervous. In fact. having Ashley here made this many times worse. It was one thing to be caught by Heidi, who would never do anything to hurt Jill but Ashley would happily ruin him if she got the chance. “I need to do some work myself. Just close the door behind you.”

	“Will do,” said Heidi. She reached for the door. Then a crooked smile crossed her face. “Are you sure you're ok? You don't normally wrap yourself in a blanket.”

	“I'm fine, I was just cold,” he insisted.

	Heidi now smirked. “You're not wearing more panties, are you?”

	Ashley burst out laughing at hearing this and she rushed to cover her mouth. Christopher meanwhile, turned bright red. He had no idea how to respond. He couldn't fight back because that would just dare Heidi to prove him wrong. He couldn't admit it either. All he could do was deny it very carefully. “I'm not wearing panties,” he said firmly and without answering her allegation directly.

	Heidi laughed. “Ok, just checking.”

	With that, the two girls went to the living room to study. Christopher crashed backwards on the bed and masturbated. He had no choice. This was just too much and his penis needed it.

	


Chapter 4,” “A New Order Is Established”

	 

	For the next three days, Christopher continued to wear Heidi's bra and stockings and Jill's panties everywhere he went. He chose different panties each day. His toenails remained bright red. He was enjoying this way more than he ever would have guessed before Mistress Zoey ordered him to do it. In fact, prior to a few days ago, he wouldn't have believed this could have turned him on in the least. Yet, here he was, constantly aroused to such a degree that he never wanted this to end. Unfortunately for him, ending wasn't the problem. The problem was that things were about to spin out of control.

	It all began with a message from Mistress Zoey.

	Christopher stared at the message. There was no way he could agree to this. No way. “Absolutely not,” he said to himself He read the message again.

	It said, “You want to feel dominated, well, I'm going to help you. We're establishing a new order in your house, the kind that puts you in your proper place. Starting tonight, you will act like the maid for the women in your life. You will clean the entire apartment and do whatever chores they command.”

	He shook his head. “No way.” He read it one more time.

	“There’s just no way,” he said. Then he wrote out a message telling Mistress Zoey that this was not something he would be able to do. He sent the message and then he waited for a reply.

	BING!

	A response appeared almost instantly,.

	“You don't have any choice.”

	“Like hell I don't!” he exclaimed to himself “I think somebody's overestimating her power.” 

	He furrowed his brow and wrote out another message,” “I can't do that. sorry. You need to accept that. This is too far.” He sent it.

	A few seconds passed.

	BING!

	A message appeared,” “Wrong.”

	“Wrong?! What the hell does that mean?” he asked himself. 

	He wrote, “No, that's not wrong.”

	“Are you sure?” she wrote back.

	“What?! Of course, I'm sure or I wouldn’t have said it,” he growled. He started typing a response telling her that while he had enjoyed their time very much and while he wanted to continue, she would need to drop this idea if that was to happen.

	BING!

	Before he could send his message, however. Mistress Zoey sent him another message. It read,” “Before you respond, there are some things you should probably know.”

	Christopher raised an eyebrow. 

	“What things?” he wrote.

	“Why don't you guess, Christopher?”

	Christopher froze. He'd never given her his name. To the contrary, he went by “Top Guy” online and she referred to him as “boy,” or recently “girl.” How could she possibly know his name? He felt sick to his stomach and he realized instantly that he better be very careful about how he proceeded. “What do you want?” he wrote.

	“I know who you are, Christopher.”

	Christopher swallowed hard. Could she be bluffing? Had he accidentally told her his first name somewhere along the way? He couldn’t remember doing that, but maybe he had. Maybe that's how she knew his first name was Christopher. She couldn’t know his last name, could she? No, she had to be bluffing. He took a deep breath and decided to call her bluff. He had no choice.

	“That's not my real name,” he wrote.

	“Yes it is. Don’t lie to me Chrissie girl.”

	“So what? There are millions of Christophers.”

	She responded immediately, “LOL! It is your real name, and there's only one Christopher Jordan who wants to run for governor and who lives with his wife Jill and her cousin Heidi. Or am I mistaken?”

	Christopher's jaw dropped. “How could she know that? There's no way!” He began to sweat. This was impossible, though clearly, she knew the information somehow. He sat there stunned, unsure of what to do or say next. If she knew who he was, and she clearly did, she could ruin him. She could expose him and completely ruin him! He felt faint.

	BING!

	“Surprise!” she wrote.

	Christopher felt dizzy. The gravity of what was happening was starting to overwhelm him and he could barely think straight. “I've got to deny this,” he said.

	His mouth was dry. His palms were coated in sweat.

	BING!

	“Well? Aren't we friends anymore?” she wrote.

	He wrote back, “that’s not me.”

	“LOL! Nice try, Chrissie.”

	Christopher felt an intense tingle at being called by a girl's name, but that didn't excite him at the moment because his mind was focused on the problem he faced. “What am I going to do?”

	Another message appeared.” I have several nice photos of you masturbating, painting your nails, wearing pretty panties. Would you like me to send these to everyone on your contact list or are you in the right frame of mind to discuss the future now, Chrissie?”

	“How do you have my contact list?” he asked, trying to buy time. It didn’t really matter. She had him by the balls and all the rest was just him finally coming to concede the obvious.

	“I hacked your computer,” she responded. “Or a little birdie told me. Maybe Heidi e-mailed them to me? No wait. you sent them to me when you were sleep walking. Do you know you jerk off when you sleep walk? LOL!”

	Christopher felt an uncomfortable sense of helplessness because she was mocking him and there was nothing he could do about it. He tossed out the one defense he could think of. “What you're doing is illegal!”

	“Oh no! Call the cops… I dare you.”

	Christopher felt panic welling up inside himself. This was really, really bad. If this Mistress Zoey released the photos she had to everyone in his contacts, that would include friends, family, donors, other politicians... journalists. He would be ruined. There was no way out of this except surrender. He needed to find a way to buy her off whatever it cost.

	“What do you want?” he wrote. He prayed the answer came back in the tens of thousands and not anything higher.

	The answer wasn't what he expected.

	“I already told you. I want you to take over all the cleaning duties at your house. I want you to start thinking of yourself as the servant of the women in your life. They deserve a servant, don't you think?”

	Christopher gritted his teeth. She had to be playing with him. She must want money. “Look what do you really want? How much?”

	“LOL! I told you.”

	He furrowed his brow. “She can't be serious. There must be something else.” He decided to push her a bit to see how she would respond. He thought that might make her cut to the chase and name her price. He wrote, “...and what if I refuse?”

	“You won't.”

	 “What if I call the cops?”

	“And tell them what? My Mistress wants me to wear panties! Please arrest her! She's extorting me! I don't think so. You won't call the cops if you want this little game to remain a secret.”

	Christopher swallowed hard. This needed to remain secret. He couldn’t let her expose him and he couldn’t do anything to expose himself He needed to agree to whatever she wanted, there was no other way. As he contemplated this, another message appeared.

	“I'll give you thirty seconds to decide,” she wrote.

	Christopher pursed his lips. The decision was already made. There was only one solution. He had to agree and hope that she kept his secret. He wrote out his surrender, “You win.”

	A minute passed.

	Then he received the final message he would receive today, “Sleep tight. girly. Everything changes tomorrow.”

	 

	-0-

	 

	After Mistress Zoey signed off, Christopher jumped on his phone. His campaign employed a tech guy he thought might be able to help him. Naturally, he couldn’t tell him what the problem was precisely, but at least he hoped the techie would be able to tell him what the solution was. He could take it from there. “Dennis, we have a bit of a crisis and I need some tech advice.”

	“No problem. What's the issue?” asked the techie.

	“One of our donors… I can't say who, you understand,” said Christopher. He paused to obtain Dennis's consent.

	“Yes, sir. I understand.”

	“One of our donors has a problem and they asked me if there was anything that could be done about it. Apparently, they're being stalked by someone, and they don't know who it is. But the person keeps sending them e-mails with dirty pictures attached which they claim are the donor. They are threatening to release those photos and smear the donor if they don't receive a lot of money.”

	“What kind of photos?”

	Christopher pursed his lips. The less anyone knew, even in theory, the better. “It doesn't matter. All that matters is that these would be embarrassing to the donor even though they aren’t of the donor. Is there a way to figure out who is sending the e-mails and trace it back to them?” asked Christopher.

	There was a brief silence. “I suppose it’s possible,” said Dennis doubtfully. “But it would be really difficult, and you would probably need to involve law enforcement to trace back the IP address. But even that's not guaranteed. If the person is using an open wireless connection like at a cafe or a library or even at an apartment building possibly, then you'll never find them. It would literally be impossible to trace them.”

	Christopher felt his heart sink. “So you're saying they would need to alert the authorities and even then they might never know who it was?”

	“Sadly, yeah. And this person could put these photos on the web through a proxy server and no one could ever trace them.”

	“Would a normal person know how to do that?”

	“It's all over the web how to do it. So ...yeah.”

	Christopher cringed. “Thanks. I'll break the news to them.”

	 

	-0-

	 

	Christopher felt deeply apprehensive about going to work the following morning. Whoever this Mistress Zoey was, she knew enough about him to cause him all kinds of problems if that was her goal, and for all he knew, that was her goal.

	He almost suspected he would walk into the office to find a gaggle of journalists all ready with their cameras and their mocking questions.

	“How long have you been a cross-dresser?”

	“How long have you been a submissive?”

	“Does your wife know you have a Mistress?”

	“Why do you crave humiliation?”

	“Are you going to suspend your campaign?”

	He cringed as he pulled up before the office. Fortunately, there were no journalists, but that didn't make him feel any better. All day long, he still felt like everyone was looking at him and like it was only a matter of time before someone asked him about the photos they just got or the story they just saw breaking on the news. He was a nervous wreck all day. Yet, he heard nothing, not a peep about it. Not until he got home.

	“There's a package for you,” said Heidi. She sat in front of the television painting her toenails the same red Christopher wore on his toenails. This would have turned him on tremendously the day before that she was painting her nails the same color as his, but he was too distracted to be turned on at the moment.

	“A package?” asked Christopher.

	“Yeah, it was sitting on the doorstep when I got home from class. I placed it on the coffee table.”

	“Thanks,” said Christopher cautiously. He set down his briefcase and pulled off his tie. Then he walked over to the table, where he saw a box wrapped in brown paper and tied together with white string. Written on top of the box, in black pen, was his name and his apartment number. The initials “MZ” were written as the return address. There was no evidence of postage of any kind.

	“So what is it?” asked Heidi.

	Christopher bit his lip. He had no idea what was inside the box, but he knew that whatever it was would be something he did not want to explain to Heidi. Thus, there was no way he could open it in front of her. He needed a lie to make her lose interest in the package. “Oh, yeah, I remember this. I've been expecting this,” he said.

	“What is it?” she asked again.

	“It's just some records from the office...old donor lists that went to storage. I need those for this up-coming campaign, so I had them retrieved from storage. And I had them delivered here to save me the trouble of bringing them home. It’s no big deal.”

	Heidi raised her eyebrow. “Why would a package be a big deal?”

	Christopher's mouth went dry. Once again, he had said too much and implied what he was thinking rather than what Heidi had said. In other words, once again, he sounded defensive over something he should not have. He blushed. 

	“This isn't a shipment of panties, is it?” she asked with a giggle.

	“It most certainly is not,” he said defensively.

	“It's not something worse, is it? Something really kinky?”

	“You need to get your mind out of the gutter.”

	“You're the one who was wearing panties, I didn’t imagine that.”

	Christopher knew he had no response, so he tried to dodge the issue.

	“It’s not panties and it’s not anything kinky. It’s just donor records.”

	Heidi laughed. “Ok, just checking.”

	She made sure her toenails were dry and then she stood up. She slipped her feet into her mules and started for her bedroom. “Enjoy your 'records',” she said and she winked at him.

	Christopher felt a combination of agitation at Heidi questioning him so brazenly and so disrespectfully and sexual thrill at whatever it was that excited him when Heidi mocked his masculinity. His penis shot to attention, even though now was most definitely not the time to be excited.

	“Wonderful” he said sourly.

	With Heidi in her bedroom, Christopher retreated to his. Once there, he cut the strings and opened the box. Inside was a strange collection of things. First, there was a statue of a dolphin. Then there was a candle complete with glass candleholder. There was also a container of some sort of cream and a bluish nail polish with sparkles. There was also a metal device about the size of a baseball and the shape of a penis. Finally, there was a note:

	 

	“Place one statue in your bedroom and one in your living room so I can see everything. I intend to watch you work and make sure you follow my instructions-”

	 

	“What?!” exclaimed Christopher. He picked up the dolphin and examined it. Sure enough, in the middle of the dolphin's belly there was a tiny hole. Inside that hole, Christopher could see a camera lens. His jaw dropped. Was she serious? Did she really expect him to put up cameras in his own home so she could monitor him? This really was an outrage...but what could he do about it? He had no choice, but to comply, and he knew that. He clenched his jaw and returned his attention to the note:

	 

	“Once you get the cameras into place, you will go shower. Use the cream all over your body. It will make you nice and smooth and sexy. Then return to your bedroom. Put on your wife's panties, then stand before the camera and wait for me to contact you.”

	 

	Christopher exhaled his frustration. Yes, it excited him to wear the panties and other feminine underwear, he’d discovered that. Yes, it excited him to take orders from this mysterious Mistress Zoey. But this was no longer a game. He wasn't pretending to follow orders. No, he was following orders now, and that was different. Moreover, wearing panties was no longer a risk he could take on his own terms as he saw fit, it was a risk she was imposing upon him whether or not it was safe. His whole career could be ruined if this woman made him take the wrong risk and there was nothing he could do to stop her. This was no longer fun and exciting, it was dangerous and scary. Of course, that didn’t stop him from being erect the whole time, but it still weighed on his mind and made him unhappy.

	“I've got to find a way out of this,” he growled beneath his breath. “There must be a way.” He sighed. But until I can find it, it’s better to let her humiliate me and take the risk of being exposed rather than face the certainty of being exposed.” He ran his tongue over his teeth. “There's just no choice right

	now.”

	He rose from his chair and went to shower. Before he began, he spread the cream all over his body as instructed. He had no idea what it would do as the bottle was unmarked, but he assumed it would be bad. He assumed it would make him smell feminine.

	Not quite.

	He stepped into the water and found out instantly what the cream did, all of his body hair started sliding down his body and then down the drain. Within a minute, he was hairless except for the hair on his head.

	His penis really sprang to attention at this turn of events.

	“This should not be turning me on,” he said, as if he could change things just by wishing them away. It changed nothing. And when he ran his hands over his smooth legs, his erection jumped and pulsed as if it wanted to grow larger than its own skin would allow. “Wow, this is an amazing feeling,” he said as he kept running his hands over his hairless legs. “Still now is not the time!”

	He took a deep breath and tried not to be turned on by this. He needed to keep a clear head if he was going to get out of this and mixing a turn on with the very real danger he was in was just not a good idea. He took several more deep breaths.

	It didn’t work His penis didn’t go flaccid.

	Christopher shook his head and tried to ignore it. He tried to focus on anything except his penis as he dried himself off but he kept cheating and stroking his penis now and then. When he dried it with the towel he stroked it through the towel long enough to produce precum. He was definitely excited, whether he wanted to be or not and he seemed to be having a hard time letting that go.

	When he was dry, he returned to the bedroom and slipped into Jill's panties. He chose a ivory pair with little flowers in the pattern, they felt naughty, especially as he knew Mistress Zoey could now see him through the camera. When he was ready, he went to stand before the dolphin statue, where she could see him through the camera inside it.

	He waited.

	“Anytime,” he said to himself

	He kept waiting, and as he did, he felt a stinging sense of powerlessness creep over him as he stood there. He no longer controlled his own life and that bothered him. That was something he was not prepared to deal with.

	BING!

	A message appeared, “Very nice, Chrissie. From now on, you will wear panties exclusively, as well as your bra and stockings. Now get dressed and then go clean the house... ALL OF IT. If I get one little image of Heidi lifting a finger to help out around the house, then the consequences will be severe. Do you understand? You are now her maid and you will handle all those duties. You will clean the house, always. You will clean your own bedroom, the kitchen and the common areas. You will clean Heidi's room as well. And you will play the part of the maid perfectly. If she does so much as drop a napkin, you will pick it up. If l see her doing any chores, you will pay for it. Signal your understanding by curtseying into the camera., 

	Christopher clenched his jaw. Mistress Zoey was clearly going to make this as humiliating as possible for him. That didn’t make him happy, even if it would likely lead to much that would turn him on. On the other hand it did give him a strange sense of comfort. It seemed to him that the more she treated this as a game, the less danger there was of exposure. If she saw this as a game, then she wouldn’t want any real harm coming to him, right? He hoped that was true. In the meantime, he needed to play along.

	He rose and he curtseyed as best he could. He'd never done that before, 

	but he recalled seeing it. He looked very foolish doing it.

	When Mistress Zoey didn’t send another message right away, he walked over to his underwear drawer and pulled out the bra and stockings, which he had hidden beneath his underwear. He slipped into those. The feeling of the stockings against his freshly shaven legs was again magical and made his penis throb. He grabbed it and stroked it, only to stop immediately when he realized that Mistress Zoey could see him now.

	He blushed. He didn’t like the idea of being watched as he masturbated.

	BING!

	A message appeared immediately. “That’s MY dick you’re playing with. Keep your hands off MY dick without my permission, girly!”

	He bit his tongue. He then stood before the camera with his erection standing at attention beneath his panties. His red toenails showed through his tan stockings.

	BING!

	Another message appeared. “You may put on pants, a shirt and shoes, but no socks. Now go do your duties. When you are done, return to the bedroom, strip to your girly clothes and curtsey to me. You will always acknowledge my orders with curtseys from now on.”

	Christopher curtseyed to the camera. This was going to be unpleasant.

	


Chapter 5,” “Becoming The Maid”

	 

	Heidi couldn’t believe her eyes. Christopher, who did nothing around their home, was actually cleaning everything. He'd vacuumed. He'd dusted. He'd cleaned up the mess, including things she'd left lying around - usually he just yelled at her to clean it up. What’s more, he was wearing an apron.

	“Is somebody coming over?” she asked when he stopped the vacuum.

	“No, why?” he asked.

	“It’s just that you don't normally clean around here. Normally, you leave that for me.”

	Christopher shrugged his shoulders. “It’s my home and I figured I would start taking care of it.”

	Heidi laughed. “You mean, you're going to do this again?”

	“Yes. I thought I would take over the cleaning duties.” Heidi raised an eyebrow. “You mean, like, from now on?” Christopher nodded.

	“Does Jill know about this?”

	“No, I haven't told her. I've just decided it’s time I took care of my own home. There's nothing unusual about that.”

	Heidi smirked. “Nothing unusual, huh?”

	Christopher blushed. Once again, his defensiveness had made him give himself away. He furrowed his brow. “That's not what I meant.”

	Heidi laughed. “Oh, so it is unusual then, is it?”

	“No. I didn’t mean anything by it. I just meant there's nothing wrong with a man deciding to take care of his own home.”

	“I didn’t say there was. I never said there was anything wrong with a man taking care of anything. I just thought it was strange that you are doing this. But clearly, you think it’s unmanly or you wouldn’t be so defensive about it.”

	“I do not! And I'm not being defensive,” he said defensively. Heidi giggled.

	His face turned bright red. Her way of giggling at him as he tried to

	defend his manhood just made him wither on the inside. It also made him hard as a rock which heightened his shame. “Look I find it relaxing. It lets me forget about my day. So just go have fun and I'll take care of everything.”

	She folded her arms and balanced her foot on the heel of her high-heeled sandal. Her toenails were still the same color red as his, something which now added to his shame as his mind was under less stress, and he found himself sneaking peeks at her toes against his better judgment.

	“What's with the apron?” she asked. “That's definitely not manly.”

	“I want to keep my clothes clean. There's nothing unusual about that either.”

	Heidi burst out laughing. “There's that phrase again...nothing unusual. It sounds to me like you've got something to hide. You aren't wearing panties again, are you?” she asked with a laugh.

	 “Maybe we should check!” She reached for his pants, which caused Christopher to jump back.

	“Leave me alone.” he growled as he pushed her hands away.

	“I want to see your panties!”

	“I'm not wearing panties!” 

	“I'll bet you are!”

	“I'm not.”

	“Prove it!”

	He pushed her away. “I'm not wearing panties!”

	She stepped back and shook her head. A huge grin crossed her face and she snickered. “If you say so.” she said and she started to walk off. As she did, she pointed to a spot on the carpet and said, “You missed a spot.” Then she disappeared into her room.

	Christopher ground his teeth. He did not like her disrespect at all. He liked the fact his penis was rock hard even less. That still confused him, it troubled him. But he didn’t want to think about that so he got to work He cleaned the living room and the kitchen and then returned to his bedroom. Fortunately, Heidi hadn’t returned to cause him any more problems. Once in the bedroom, he stripped down to his panties, his stockings and his bra and he performed the required curtsey before the camera. Then he waited.

	A minute passed. Then another.

	Then another.

	He finally had enough and he started to move toward the bed. As he did, a message appeared. It read, “You wait until I dismiss you, like a good maid. Now stand in the corner facing the wall until I send you another message. Or else.”

	Christopher ran his tongue over his teeth. He didn't like this at all. He didn't like being watched. He didn't like being reminded that he was being watched. More importantly, he didn't like feeling so helpless. Nevertheless, he stood in the corner.

	A minute passed. Then five.

	 When is she going to relent?” he asked himself

	Five more minutes passed. Around this point he began to notice a feeling

	creeping up inside him, a feeling of being a toy. This was no longer his game, he was now a toy in Mistress Zoey's game. And strangely, that excited him. Indeed, the more he thought about it the harder his penis became. Still, he didn’t like waiting and the minutes were flying by.

	“This is getting ridiculous,” he said after five more minutes.

	He wanted to leave the corner. but he didn’t dare. He knew that it was worth spending time in the corner rather than being exposed and having his entire life and career come crashing down. And clearly, she was flexing her muscles here. He just needed to wait it out. It was too risky to do anything else.

	“Need patience...need patience,” he said.

	As he stood there, he could hear Heidi in the living room. He didn’t know what she was doing, but it suddenly occurred to him that she wasn't under anyone's command and that made him feel worse somehow. He felt jealous. He felt pathetic, actually. How could he be enslaved to this mystery woman and yet Heidi, a younger girl without even a good job, could be free and have the run of his own home. This thought burned inside him, but in a confusing way. On the one hand, he wanted it to make him angry. But he couldn’t make himself feel anger. Instead, it felt, well, it made him feel small and insecure and it made him tingle, and that made him begin to question what he really was deep down.

	BING!

	“Finally!” he said. He gladly left the corner. hoping to put his thoughts about Heidi out of his mind.

	“Go to bed,” said the message.

	Christopher looked at his watch. It was only eight thirty. How could he go to bed now? He furrowed his brow.

	BING!

	“Now. And don't forget to curtsey.”

	He curtseyed. Then he did as he was ordered. And as he lay there trying to fall sleep for the next several hours, he thought about how humiliating it felt to be sent to bed like a child.

	 

	-0-

	 

	Christopher raced home early from the office again the following day. This time it wasn't to masturbate. He knew Heidi would be at school and he hoped to get all the housecleaning done before she got home to witness him doing it. It made him feel small the way she had laughed at him the prior day and he didn't want her watching him, mocking him with her eyes; he wasn't comfortable in how that made him feel and how he might react. And the best way to avoid that was to get home before she did and finish all the housework

	“Better get this over with fast,” he said.

	He grabbed the apron he wore the prior day and pulled it around his neck. He tied it behind his back. After he tied it he passed before a mirror and he realized it looked like a dress. Not only did it fit around him like a dress, with a hem that hung around his knees, but it had a very feminine look it was white with pink lace trim and flowers embroidered around the skirts. He cringed.

	“Yeah, let's get this over with fast.”

	He started cleaning as quickly as he could, under the watchful eyes of Mistress Zoey's cameras. He didn’t know if she was watching or not but he couldn’t help but believe she was. Strangely, this made him tingle. He was finding that he tingled a lot more lately for whatever reason.

	“Probably just the pressure,” he told himself

	It took him thirty minutes to dust and to vacuum. Despite being an apartment this was a large apartment with a lot of areas to clean. Their big bookcase in particular had a lot of knickknacks that needed to be dusted with great care.

	“What's next?” he asked and he consulted the list Mistress Zoey had given him. Next up was sweeping the kitchen. Then he needed to do laundry. He went to the kitchen and grabbed a broom.

	“Well aren't you pretty!” sang Heidi from behind Christopher. She whistled. She had returned unnoticed and now she stood a few feet behind Christopher as he swept the kitchen.

	A cold shiver ran down Christopher's spine and his penis jumped to attention. “Oh, you're home,” he said, trying to ignore her glib comment and the smirk on her face. He could barely look her directly in the eyes.

	“That apron is so you,” she said drolly. 

	Christopher's face burned red. “It’s just an apron.”

	She giggled and put her hand on his forearm. “Oh, of course,” she said in a mocking tone.

	“Will you stop that!” he exclaimed before he could stop himself

	“Stop what?”

	“Stop making me tingle! Stop making me feel weak and helpless and dominated. Stop making me hard!” he thought to himself But that's not what he said. Instead, he said, “Stop acting like I'm doing something feminine.”

	She giggled. “You mean, like wearing panties?”

	He glared at her.

	She didn’t respond. She just laughed and started toward her room to drop off her purse. Christopher watched her walk away on her high-heeled slides as her miniskirt swayed back and forth as she walked. He'd never noticed before, but she had exquisite legs and a very shapely rear. Then it hit him. He suddenly realized that on her feet where the very high heels he had worn the other day. Not only were his toenails painted the same color as hers, not only was he wearing her stockings, not only was he wearing one of her bras, but he had worn the very shoes she now wore.

	At this revelation, he actually felt his penis give a giant throb and a sizeable amount of cum leaked out of his penis and covered his penis and his panties. It had all become a wet sticky mess.

	In the meantime, Heidi had reached the living room. She stopped. She turned to face him, which made him quickly cast his eyes to the ground so she wouldn’t realize he had been staring at her high heels.

	“Are you sure there isn't something you want to tell me?” she asked in a tone that was somewhere between genuine concern and condescension. “I mean, panties and now this sissy apron?”

	Christopher blushed even more. “There's nothing,” he growled.

	She snickered. “You can tell me if there is. We could go shopping together! You could borrow whatever you find in my closet! I'm sure Jill would loooove to have a sissy around the house!”

	Christopher ground his teeth. He wanted to tell her off but he couldn’t because Mistress Zoey had put him over a barrel and, right now, whether she knew it or not. Heidi held a lot of power over him. All he could do was grin and bear it.

	“No, I'm fine,” he said sourly.

	“Ok,” said Heidi and she winked at him. She went to her room, laughing the whole way.

	Christopher felt about three inches tall. He felt like he would explode. He wanted to tell her off to let her know who was really boss around here, to demand the respect he deserved. But none of that was true. She was in charge and trying to fight her would only expose that fact. Even worse, he wasn't sure what he really wanted anymore either. Despite his conscious mind hating being at her mercy, he kept having visions of himself dressed in Heidi's clothes, jerking himself off as she stood over him and mocked him. He felt deeply confused. Warning bells were going off all over his mind, but he didn't know how to respond to them.

	As he debated how to stop being turned on by this...or if he even wanted to, it suddenly dawned on him that one of the things on Mistress Zoey's list was that he was to clean Heidi's room, and with the camera in place, Mistress Zoey would know if he did it or not. That meant he needed to do it and that meant he need to breach the topic with Heidi so she would let him clean her room without a fuss. He cringed. This was going to be difficult.

	He went to her room and knocked on the door. She made him wait before answering, 

	“Yes?” she asked.

	“By the way, your room needs to be cleaned,” he said.

	“Probably,” said Heidi and she looked over her shoulder at the mess behind her.

	He swallowed hard and he summoned up all the courage he had. “I'll do

	it.”

	Heidi raised an eyebrow. “What?”

	“I said that I would clean it.” He felt his stomach twist into knots. “You want to clean my room?” she asked suspiciously.

	“Yes.”

	“Why?”

	He shrugged his shoulders. “I just feel like cleaning up around here and your room is part of 'around here'.”

	Heidi folded her arms and furrowed her brow. “Really? You want to clean my room?”

	“Yes.”

	She stared at him. “What's with this maid thing you've suddenly got?”

	“There's nothing to it, I just feel like cleaning. It relaxes me. And I'm not a maid.”

	She folded her arms and continued to block her door. “You sure act like one. We should get you a sexy little uniform,” she said with a smirk.

	“I'm not a maid,” he repeated.

	She ignored him. “Wouldn’t that be hilarious? You could flutter around the apartment in a little satin dress and outrageous heels. I could order you around and you could pretend you're French and answer 'oui Madame'. That would be fantastic!” she said with a laugh.

	Christopher turned bright red. “I'm not a maid,” he repeated.

	Heidi smiled. “ You claim you're not a maid, yet you want to clean my

	room.”

	“I'm not a maid.”

	“Of course you are. And if you want to be my maid, then fine, I'll let you clean my room...but you have to admit it first. Admit that you want to be my maid,” she said. She covered her mouth with her hand to hide her grin as she spoke.

	Christopher pursed his lips. “I'm not a maid. I don't want to be a maid.”

	“Fine. If you don't want to be my maid, then you don't get to clean my

	room,” she said and she started to close her door.

	Christopher felt a sense of panic. He needed to clean her room. Those

	were his orders. He couldn’t risk failing. If he did, Mistress Zoey could expose him! He looked at Heidi smirking at him. It was almost like she knew he needed to do this. He took a deep breath and swallowed his pride. “Fine, think of it as maid service.” he said sourly.

	She shook her head. “No, I don't want an angry maid. Besides, I told you that I want you to admit it, and that wasn't an admission.” She started to close her door again.

	Christopher put his hand on her door. “All right, I want to be your maid.”

	Heidi giggled, which made Christopher nearly swoon. “Good. You can be my maid. Now ask me if you can clean my room. Good maids always ask permission to do their jobs.”

	His face glowed bright red, and his erect penis pushed hard against his panties and his pants. “Can I please clean your room?”

	She smiled. “All right.”

	Christopher wanted to get this over with right now, but he needed some time for his erection to subside. If he started right now, his penis would be poking everywhere and she would see it. That would be bad because she would know this turned him on. He couldn’t let her know that. “I'II be there in a few minutes,” he said. “Let me finish the kitchen.”

	“Suit yourself, maid.”

	As Heidi returned to her room, Christopher immediately set out trying to shrink his penis. It didn’t work The more he thought about it, the harder it became. All he could think of was to masturbate and hope that would relieve the pressure, but he wasn't sure where he could masturbate without the camera observing,” both his bedroom and the main living area of the apartment were under observation. Then it struck him. There was a blind spot in the kitchen if he crouched down behind the counter. So he moved to that spot and pretended he was cleaning the counter. Then he pretended to bend down to clean the floor. Once he crouched down, he stroked his penis like mad. It took only seconds to cum, which covered the inside of his panties and made them wet.

	He breathed a sigh of relief. All of his tension vanished. “I hope that helps,” he said. Then he stood back up and adjusted his clothes. He walked up to Heidi's door and knocked.

	“Come in,” she said.

	Christopher opened the door and stuck his head inside. “May I clean your room now?” he asked through gritted teeth.

	“Knock yourself out maid,” responded Heidi.

	“Thanks.”

	She giggled. “Don't you mean, 'merci Madame'?” Christopher blushed and didn’t respond.

	Heidi sat down on the bed and kicked off her shoes to the floor. “I expect you'II put everything away too?” she asked and she pointed at the shoes she had just kicked to the floor.

	Christopher pursed his lips. “Yes.”

	She laughed. “Ok hop to it.”

	Heidi's room was a mess. There were clothes to be hung up, shoes to be returned to the closet and the bed needed to be made. And all of that was before he could vacuum the floor and dust. She wasn't normally this messy, but today seemed to be a special occasion. Even worse, the whole time he cleaned, Heidi sat on the bed or at her desk and watched him with the most emasculating smile on her face. It took about forty minutes for him to clean it all up and he wanted to scream, but he didn’t. He felt tremendous relief when he finally finished.

	“And that's it,” he said when he did the last of the dusting.

	Heidi smirked and walked over without a word to the dresser he had just dusted. She ran her finger across the top of it. She examined her finger for dirt.

	There was none. Then she opened her closet and looked to make sure everything was in its proper place. It was.

	“Nice work, you're an excellent maid,” she said.

	Christopher didn't know what to say, so he just instinctively said, 

	“Thanks.”

	As he said this, Heidi felt the most amazing rush of power coursing

	through her. She'd began to feel this as she watched him clean her room, but now being able to inspect his work and talk down to him like this as he simply accepted it, well, that was beyond thrilling. To dominate someone as domineering as Christopher filled her with a sense of power and strength. She burned to have more power, to exercise more control over him. Simultaneously, Christopher felt very, very small, and that reflected itself in his attitude, which now came across as meek This, in turn, made Heidi feel even more powerful.

	Their relationship had obviously changed. They both knew it.

	But if Christopher thought their relationship had changed for the worse that night, then he had no idea how bad things were about to get. Indeed, a few days later. things would get much, much worse.

	


Chapter 6,” “Caught!”

	 

	Heidi spent the entire next week mocking Christopher. She laid it on think. Each day, she would sit and watch him perform the chores Mistress Zoey commanded. She loved poking his masculinity by calling him her “maid,” suggesting he needed a uniform, and reminding him repeatedly that she had caught him trying on Jill's panties. On more than one occasion, she grabbed for his belt as if she was going to rip off his pants to verify whether or not he was still wearing panties, but fortunately she didn't make a serious attempt. If she had, she might have discovered the stockings, the bra, and the panties Mistress Zoey now made Christopher wear all the time. Mistress Zoey, meanwhile, was becoming increasingly more demanding.

	“Put the device on your penis,” she wrote.

	Christopher looked at the metal device in his hand. It had come in the package along with the cameras, but so far she hadn't mentioned it. Now she had and she was expecting him to wear it.

	“What is it?” he asked, even though he knew.

	“It’s a chastity device. It will keep you from masturbating without permission. Something you are already not allowed to do,” she wrote back

	Christopher furrowed his brow. He didn't like this idea. “I don't know

	about this,” he said to himself He examined the device closely and shook his head. “This seems like a mistake.”

	BING!

	Another message appeared,” “Stop looking at it and put it on.”

	Christopher ground his teeth. He really disliked that she could see him and liked it even less when she reminded him of that fact. But unless he could figure out a way out of this, and there didn’t appear to be one, he couldn’t do anything about it. “Yes, Mistress,” he growled to himself Then he wrote the same message and sent it.

	He stood up and lowered his panties. His penis was semi-erect. “How does this thing go on?” he asked himself

	He turned the device in his hands until he had it the right way up. He opened it. It had a ring, which would close around the base of his penis and testicles and then a metal cage into which the penis would slide. That cage would then lock to the ring around his penis, and effectively trap his balls. That would keep him from taking it off without opening the device first or he would need to rip off his balls. It was a clever design.

	He put the ring into place and then pushed his penis inside the cage and

	snapped that into place. He heard a loud clicking sound.It was snug. It was very snug.

	BING!

	Another message appeared. “The device came with a lock. Lock the device with the padlock and remove the key.”

	Christopher looked in the box and, sure enough, there was a small lock He attached the lock as ordered and then removed the key. He held up the key for the camera, so Mistress Zoey could see it.

	She responded, “Take the key to Heidi and give it to her for safe

	keeping.”

	Christopher's penis shot to attention, which proved awkward and a little painful within the device. “What?!” he exclaimed. The idea of handing THIS key to Heidi was simply unthinkable. “Are you serious?!” he wrote.

	“Do it.”

	“What am I going, to tell her it's for?” 

	“That's your problem.”

	Christopher glared at the screen. He was in shock “What in the world am I going to tell Heidi? 'Here's the key to the thing keeping me from touching my penis?' She'll laugh herself to death,” he said to himself He rubbed his eyes. This was one of those moments where he deeply regretted ever talking to Mistress Zoey.

	BING!

	“Now,” she said.

	 What am I going to do?” he asked. He needed to think of some reason he would give Heidi a key, a reason that would also let him get the key periodically. Maybe he could invent some reason related to work. That seemed to be the best idea. In fact, it was his only idea.

	Christopher pulled on his pants and a shirt. He slipped on some socks to cover his stockings and his painted toenails. Then he went to find Heidi, who was in her room. He knocked on her door.

	“Yes?” she asked.

	“I need to speak to you for a minute,” he said.

	“I don't need any maid services right now,” she called back with a giggle.

	He gritted his teeth. “I need to talk to you about something else,” he

	growled.

	A moment later, Heidi opened her door. Her hair was in curlers.

	“'What’s up?”

	He held up the key. “I need you to hold onto this key for me until I need

	it.”

	Heidi raised an eyebrow. “Why? what is it?”

	“It's a campaign thing. I've got some stuff given to me by a donor just until some legal proceeding is finished. That means I'm not technically allowed to hold the key and the stuff at the Same time. I doubt anyone would know if l just went ahead and did it. but I don't want to be accused of violating a court order. so I need someone else to hold the key for me.” That sounded like it made sense.

	“Why me? Why not someone at your campaign?” she asked.

	“Because I don't want to run to work every time I need the key,” he said.

	She shrugged her shoulders. “Fine,” she said and she took it. She giggled. “I should charge you for my services. After all I shouldn’t be providing free services for my maid!”

	He rolled his eyes and returned to his room, regretting this very much.

	“Heidi has the key,” he wrote.

	“Good. I'm sure she’ll keep it safe. You just better hope she lets you have it again. Without that key, you can't masturbate anymore. You know, I wasn't planning to make you wear the device, but I know you've been masturbating without permission behind the counter in the kitchen. I won't stand for that. With this device in place, you can’t masturbate unless I agree to let you and unless Heidi agrees to give you back the key. Keep that in mind.”

	A shiver ran through Christopher's body. He had viewed the device as an annoyance and a humiliation, it hadn’t actually occurred to him that it might restrict his masturbation. He was not pleased about this. And his displeasure was about to get worse. Indeed, a few minutes later, Christopher discovered the first problem with this device. He could no longer stand to pee. He now needed to sit, like a woman. Later that night. he would discover the second problem. It was impossible for him to satisfy his sexual urges in any way. He knew he couldn't masturbate, but it never dawned on him that he couldn't even touch his penis. This became a problem because he hadn't realized how much just being able to squeeze or stroke or touch his penis helped reduce the sexual urges that Mistress Zoey had been thrusting upon him. He had believed that masturbating was the only thing that satisfied those, but apparently all of these lesser actions had helped release tension as well and prevent an even greater need to masturbate. Now he couldn't do those and that meant he no longer had any outlet to reduce the tension he felt. Moreover, as seems to be human nature, once you cannot do a thing, that thing becomes something you become desperate to do. With each passing hour and then each passing day, his need to masturbate started to become an obsession.

	 

	-0-

	 

	It was three days before Mistress Zoey agreed to let him masturbate. He was desperate to do so too. He was so desperate that it didn’t even bother him to ask Heidi for the key, something which would have bothered him immensely if he hadn’t been that desperate. Fortunately, Heidi didn’t know what the key was really for. so she gave him no difficulty about returning it.

	Christopher now lay on his bed wearing panties, stockings and a bra. These panties were yellow with white polka dots. He'd removed the device and was happy to do so. His penis was fully erect and his testicles were heavy. He needed this. It had been three days since he could wrap his fingers around his penis and squeeze it. It had been three days since he had cum. It had been three days of ever-building tension. He began to stroke himself. Which sent waves of pleasure com sing through his body.

	“Oh, yeah, this feels so good,” he purred.

	BING!

	A message appeared on his computer.

	Christopher had a strong suspicion that he knew what the message would say. Mistress Zoey seemed to delight in disrupting his ability to masturbate and he speculated that she had given him some order which would prevent him from finishing. But he needed to cum, so he chose to ignore it. He stroked faster and harder.

	BING!

	Another message appeared.

	He gritted his teeth and ignored it. He stroked even faster. He could feel his penis throbbing, building up a rhythm within his hand. The muscles Surrounding his penis were starting to pulse and tighten.

	BING!

	Yet another message appeared.

	Christopher clenched his jaw. He was determined to ignore Mistress Zoey until he could finish. He tried to put it out of his mind. He was almost there.

	It was inevitable now. His breathing stopped. His back arched. Only a few more seconds.

	“Yes!” he exclaimed.

	A moment later. a tremendous amount of cum shot out of his penis and sprayed all over his panties and his stomach. He felt a wave of relief pass through him, and he lay there basking in the feeling of contentment and slowly milking every last drop from his penis. His hand, his panties and his penis were soaked.

	“I needed that,” he said between deep breaths.

	When he finished, Christopher rose from the bed and went to the

	bathroom. He cleaned himself Then he put the dirty panties into the hamper and retrieved a new pair of panties from Jill's panty drawer. These were lilac with black lace. Finally, he sat down at the computer to see what Mistress Zoey had written. He prepared for the worst. The messages read:

	“Ask my permission before you start.”

	“Stop!”

	“You will be punished for this, severely.”

	He shook his head. He didn’t care. He had gotten to masturbate and that was all that mattered. Right now he felt high, and he could face whatever her punishment was.

	BING!

	A new message appeared. “Put the device back on and give the key to Heidi. Then return to your computer.”

	“Yes, Mistress,” he wrote back

	Christopher grabbed the device from where he had left it on the bed. He still felt content. He had enjoyed his moment of freedom, and she couldn’t take that away. He attached the device again. It fit snugly, as before. He locked the lock and removed the key. Then he slipped male clothing over his lingerie and he want to give the key to Heidi. She took it as before. He then returned to his computer.

	A message awaited him. “How should I punish you?”

	He shrugged his shoulders. “You shouldn’t, it was unavoidable.”

	“It was unforgivable.”

	Christopher bit his lip. It is hard to tell tone from an e-mail but Mistress Zoey sounded rather upset. This could be a problem. His calm started to fade and he decided to play it safe. “I’m sorry, Mistress. I didn’t mean any disrespect.”

	No response.

	He wrote another e-mail. “I couldn’t stop myself I won't let it happen

	again.”

	Still no response.

	He started to feel nervous. He tried once more. “Please forgive me, Mistress.”

	Finally, she responded. “Strip down to your girly clothes and stand in the corner.”

	Strangely, he felt a good deal of relief about this. The longer she had

	gone without responding, the more he began to fear he had pushed his luck too far, that she had decided to expose him as a punishment. So when he received her e mail outlining a lesser punishment. he almost let out a relieved laugh that she only wanted him to stand in the corner.

	Christopher rose to his feet and stripped off  his pants, his socks and his shirt. He walked to the corner, where he had been made to stand before, and he stood there... and he stood there. He didn’t know how much time had passed, but it was at least five minutes already with no sign of letting up.

	“At least, this is an easy punishment,” he told himself. More time passed.

	Christopher didn’t worry. He knew she had made him stand here before for some time and he was prepared for it. He also assumed she would send him to bed next. He could handle that as well, even though it was still quite early.

	He was wrong.

	BING!

	A new message appeared. Christopher left the corner to see what it was. “Bedtime, right?” he said to himself as he opened the message.

	It read,” “Since you like masturbating, go back to the corner and play with yourself as you stand there.”

	Christopher looked down at his erection, which was uncomfortably trapped inside its cage. “Hmm. This isn't going to work” He wrote out the problem in his response,” “Mistress, I can't because I'm wearing the device and Heidi has the key.”

	“Pretend. And make it good. I better believe you're masturbating.”

	Christopher furrowed his brow. “Pretend. Wonderful,” he said sarcastically. Still it was a small price to pay and an easy punishment. He returned to the corner and pulled his panties down to mid-thigh so the device was clearly exposed. He wrapped his fingers around it as best he could and he began to shake it back and forth. He felt like an idiot.

	A moment later, completely without warning, Heidi burst into the room. Her jaw dropped.

	Christopher's jaw dropped.

	For what seemed like an eternity, they stared at each other in shock. Then, as if in slow motion, Heidi held up her phone and started taking pictures. Christopher dove onto the bed hoping to cover himself with a blanket. He miscalculated, however, and landed on top of the blanket, and the only way to free himself in the panic he was in was to roll off  the far end of the bed, crashing to the floor, and pulling the blanket after him.

	“You little pervert!” exclaimed Heidi with a laugh.

	“Get out of here!” yelled Christopher.

	“You think you're going to give me orders after what I just saw? Forget it, girly! The shoe's on the other foot now, Christopher!” she exclaimed and she moved in for more photos.

	“Leave me alone!”

	She laughed, which sent a cold chill down Christopher's spine, and she walked over around to the side of the bed where he lay on the floor. She sat down on the bed and crossed her legs. She let her high-heeled mule dangle from the ends of her toes. “So tell me, Chrissie, how long have you been wearing Jill's clothes?”

	“I don't-” he said and he tried to cover himself more. His foot stuck out however. revealing both his stocking and his painted toenails. Heidi took a picture of it.

	“The evidence says otherwise,” said Heidi as she examined the image on her phone. “And with all the photos I have, I'm sure Jill won't have any problem believing me when I tell her about you.”

	“Look it was just a mistake-”

	Heidi laughed and shook her leg excitedly. “A mistake?! Let me guess. you were just looking for some clean, manly underwear and socks and you closed your eyes for just a split second. Somehow, in that split second, you just happened to slip into a pair of panties, stockings and a bra by mistake. Is that what happened?” She asked smugly. “Oh wait I almost forgot you also painted your toenails by accident before you slipped into the stockings you thought were socks. Did I miss anything?”

	Christopher blushed. “Look I’d just like to forget about this-”

	“I'm sure you would but I wouldn’t. “ 'What do you mean?” he asked nervously.

	“What do you think I mean? You’ve been a jerk to me, Christopher. a domineering jerk It’s time for a little payback Besides, I love having a maid. In fact, I want a real maid, uniform and all...and that's you!”

	Christopher swallowed hard. “What are you suggesting?”

	“I'm not suggesting anything, I'm telling you. You’re going to be my maid until I say otherwise. And if you refuse, then I'll show Jill these photos of you wearing her clothes with your little boner sticking up the whole time and I'm sure she'll have a thing or two to say about it.”

	“Please don't tell Jill!” he exclaimed. He knew that would be a disaster. She would definitely divorce him and stop funding his campaign. His political career would be ruined.

	“Then you better do as I say,” said Heidi firmly. “What do you want?” he asked.

	“I want a maid. I want you to be my maid. From now on, you will do all the chores around here, and you're going to wear a uniform to do them. You're also going to start treating me with respect and deferring to my decisions and doing anything I tell you. Now get up and let's find you something appropriate until I can get you a uniform!”

	Christopher bit his tongue. This was a nightmare coming true. How had this happened? How had he been so unlucky that she burst into his room at that exact moment_ without knocking? “Mistress Zoey must be laughing her butt of right now,” he said as he glanced at the camera.

	Heidi pulled Christopher to his feet and yanked the blanket from his body, exposing his feminine underwear. His panties had moved back up over the device, so that wasn't visible at the moment. At least, he thought, he didn’t need to explain that.

	“Come with me,” she said.

	Christopher reluctantly followed her.

	


Chapter 7,” “Feminized And Submissive”

	 

	Christopher couldn't believe any of this was real. The last hour had been a hour and now he stood in the middle of his living room, wearing a black dress, black high-heeled sandals, and an abundance of feminine accessories- clip on faux pearl earrings, a matching necklace, several thin silver bangles adorned each wrist, and a delicate silver ankle chain with a pink glass heart droplet was wrapped around his left ankle. A short white satin and lace apron was tied around his waist. He had never felt so humiliated or so turned on in his life as Heidi circled him, inspecting his outfit.

	“You are just so adorable!” she gushed.

	Christopher said nothing.

	“Oh, come on, admit it, you know you look cute,” she said.

	He pursed his lips, which were covered in lipstick. “I feel like a fool.”

	Heidi laughed. ““Well I suppose it will take some getting used to, going from ‘the man of the house' to my personal sissy maid, but you'll get used to it. In fact, I suspect you'll come to like it.”

	“I doubt it,” he said sourly.

	She laughed. “Oh come on, Christopher. Did I or did I not catch you in Jill's panties? And did I or did I not catch you jerking yourself off while wearing my stockings and my bra?! Without permission, I might add.”

	Christopher blushed. He couldn't deny it. She had caught him. And while he wanted to deny that he had done this voluntarily, he had put himself in this position voluntarily. Not to mention, he didn't want to explain anything about Mistress Zoey to Heidi, he didn't think that would be a good idea.

	“Well?” she asked.

	He shrugged his shoulders.

	“No, that's not good enough. My sissy maid needs to learn to answer my questions, and if you don't, then I'll just have to find ways to punish you.”

	He furrowed his brow. “What do you mean punish?”

	“Well maybe I'll spank you, isn't that what they normally do to sissy maids?”

	Christopher's face turned white as a sheet. The thought of being spanked by Heidi startled him. That would be beyond humiliating and, even worse, he feared he might like it.

	“Or maybe,” she continued, “I’ll make you leave the house all sexy.”

	“You wouldn’t dare!” he gasped. That would ruin him.

	She poked him in the chest. “Then you better do what I say. And keep in mind, Chrissie dear, that if you don't do what I say or if you try to resist punishment. I can just expose you to Jill and be done with it. I'm sure she would want to know what kind of man she’s supporting., 

	Christopher swallowed hard. He knew he was beat. “Fine,” he said.

	“Good, now admit it. Admit that I caught you and admit that it turns you on to be dressed like my sissy maid.”

	He bit his tongue. “You caught me and it turns me on to be dressed like this,” he said quickly and quietly and in monotone.

	She glared at him. “I expect enthusiasm and completeness from my sissies.”

	He ran his tongue over his teeth. It was useless to resist. “Yes, you caught me wearing panties and your stockings and your bra. Yes, it excites me. It turns me on. And yes, it turns me on to be dressed like this,” he said. He had said it mainly to humor her, but the moment he said it he knew it was true and that made him tingle all over to admit this deep secret so openly.

	Heidi laughed, which made him tingle even more. “Good, because this is what you'll wear whenever you clean the house from now on, unless I tell you to wear something else. When you aren't doing your maid duties, you'll wear whatever else I tell you.”

	“Which is what?”

	“Which will be whatever I tell you. But make no mistake, it will be feminine. Until Jill comes back you're living as my girly-toy, Chrissie.”

	Christopher glared at her.

	She glared back and folded her arms. “What did I teach you?”

	He cringed.

	“I taught you to curtsey when I address you, didn’t I?” she asked.

	He bit his tongue and didn’t respond. He was debating if he could rebel.

	“Answer me,” she demanded.

	He still said nothing. He knew it was useless to resist but his ego seemed to need to make this attempt. It was stupid, it was pointless, but it was something he needed to do to satisfy himself that he tried.

	She sighed. “Fine, I' II just send Jill the photos I have.”

	Christopher shuddered. He had lost and he knew it, he always knew he would. Heidi had made it clear from the beginning that she was more than willing to expose him if he was disobedient or made her unhappy, or that she was willing to keep this between them if he complied with her wishes. He wasn't sure he believed her one hundred percent, but it didn’t make any difference because either way, it made more sense to take the risk that she was lying and might expose him anyway than it did to be exposed for sure. Going along with her was the smart choice...it just wasn't the most pleasant choice.

	He took a deep breath and curtsied. “Yes, Miss Heidi.”

	Heidi giggled. “Oh, I will never grow tired of that!”

	Christopher blushed.

	“Now, let's start cleaning, shall we? I want to watch you dust,” she said and she handed him a duster. “Totter along, dear.”

	“Yes, Miss Heidi,” he said and he curtsied again. As he did he felt precum leak out of his erection, which was straining against the device. There was no denying that this was turning him on, his own body was playing the role of traitor.

	Christopher got to work with Heidi watching him as he moved around the room dusting everything. This was not as easy as it sounds either. For one thing, he'd never worn high heels before and the heels he wore now were not for beginners. These were black sandals with five-inch heels with one inch of platform. They had crisscross straps over the toes, but only a single strap crossed loosely over the arch, and a thin ankle strap for support. This meant they didn’t stay on his foot easily, they offered little support, and they were exceedingly difficult to walk in. Thus, with little experience walking in heels, Christopher struggled to maintain his balance. He even needed to hold his arms out for balance just to remain standing. And walking required him to take tiny, delicate steps and to move very slowly and carefully.

	“You look like such a sissy!” exclaimed Heidi when she first made him walk across the room.

	“I've never worn heels before!” he protested.

	“Ha! A sissy like you? No way. You must have worn heels before.”

	“No, never.”

	“Well then, sister, here's your big chance,” she said and she reached out to tickle him, which made him mince away to avoid her grabbing him. This made her double over laughing at the way he looked, mincing away.

	The heels weren’t his only problem either. Indeed, the rest of his clothing was nearly as bad. His skirt had a very short hem, which stopped just at the base of his butt cheeks. This made him constantly want to yank it down to hide his panties because somehow it bothered him that Heidi could see his panties. This also made bending over extremely complicated.

	“Don't bend at your waist, bend with your knees. Otherwise you show your panties, and good girls don't do that,” she said.

	Christopher didn't want to show his panties, but he wasn't sure he could bend at the knees and maintain his balance, so he bent at the waist despite her warning.

	“You're showing me your panties,” she growled.

	“I can't help it.”

	“You need to learn.”

	“I can't!”

	Heidi smirked. She walked over to the bookshelf and took a long ruler that they kept there for various projects. “It sounds like we need to find a way to teach you. Every time you bend over wrong and I can see your sissy panties, I'm going to spank you with this,” she said and she smacked her palm with the ruler for emphasis.

	Christopher swallowed hard. This was the second time she’d threatened to spank him and he did not like the idea at all. “No warnings either,” she added.

	He ground his teeth and made a special note to be careful not to show his panties. Speaking of his panties, those didn’t help either. They were black lace thong panties and they offered him no support at all. On several occasions, the device holding his penis slipped right out of the panties and stood exposed. His testicles kept escaping too, they hung beneath the device and kept slipping out of the panties.

	Moreover, his stockings kept feeling like they were falling even though Heidi had made him wear a garter belt. This was because they were just a hint too short. His bra kept moving up too every time he reached to dust something or pick something up. It didn’t fit right because he had no breasts to hold it in place, even though she had loaded it with panties to give him the appearance of having breasts.

	All in all he was not a happy man. Between needing to focus on his balance and adjusting his clothing constantly and the intense humiliation he felt that Heidi had done this to him and was now watching him with her mocking eyes and her ruler, he was having a difficult day.

	One more thing made this infinitely worse, however. All of these problems were simultaneously turning him on fiercely. Indeed, every second increased the need he felt to masturbate. Not only did that continue to confuse, confound and conflict him, but it shook him that Heidi held the key to the device. In fact, much to his horror, Heidi wore the key on a chain around her neck She hadn't mentioned the key or the device yet, but it was obvious she had put together what this was around his penis and what the key was for. She now displayed it on her necklace like a trophy, a trophy announcing her power over his penis...a trophy to his emasculation.

	“Could this day get any worse?” he asked.

	It could.

	No sooner did the words leave his mouth than there was a knock at the front door.

	 

	


Chapter 8,” “Exposed Again”

	 

	Christopher's face went white as a sheet. Someone was knocking on their front door. It didn’t matter who it was, he couldn’t let anyone see him, not dressed as he was in a black dress. black high heels and a variety of other feminine items like stockings. panties and makeup. Exposure of any sort would be a disaster. Yet. he knew Heidi would open the door, so he looked toward his bedroom and he debated if he could sprint to his room in these heels without falling down. Could he get away? 

	“Aren’t you going to answer that?” asked Heidi from the couch. She didn’t rise.

	“Answer it?!Dressed like this?!” he exclaimed. He felt the sense of panic inside him grow.

	“You are the maid. You should answer the door.”

	“Forget it!” said Christopher and he started walking toward his bedroom.

	The clicking of his high heels echoed off the hard floor.

	“Freeze, Chrissie!” Christopher stopped.

	Heidi rose from the couch and came over to him. “ First of all, I didn’t dismiss you and you don't leave the room until you are dismissed. do you?” Christopher bit his lip and then did what he needed to do. He curtsied.

	“No. Miss Heidi.” he said through gritted teeth.

	“Secondly. I've given you an order and you will obey me. Go open the door.”

	“But they'll see me!”

	Heidi laughed. “I know that.”

	“But they'll see me in these clothes!”

	Heidi folded her arms and snickered. “Of course. they will. That's why I invited them over., .

	Christopher's jaw dropped. “Invited?! You invited them?”

	“Open the door. maid. If you don't I'll punish you.”

	“There s no way,” he said and he started toward his bedroom again. “I can't risk being exposed.”

	“Take one more step and I'll paddle you.”

	He didn’t listen. He kept going.

	“Take one more step and I will expose you. I'll tell Jill everything. How do you think she'll take it?”

	Christopher stopped. He bit his lip. She had once again played the trump card and there was not a thing he could do to resist it. He knew that whoever this was, it was still better to be exposed to them and to hope that they kept his secret than it was to be exposed to Jill or whoever else she had in mind. His shoulders slumped.

	“Please don't do this,” he said. His voice cracked.

	“Answer the door,” she said coldly.

	Christopher hung his head and tottered over to the door. His skirt and his heels mocked him with each step. His hands shook He wanted to flee, but he had nowhere to go, so he marched to the door. slower and slower with each step. He reached the door and he needed to dig deep inside himself just to find the strength to put his hand on the doorknob. He opened the door.

	“Oh my God!” exclaimed Ashley the moment the door opened.

	Christopher froze and turned bright red. He had no idea who to expect on the other side of the door. but he probably should have guessed it would be Ashley. Either way, this was not a welcome development. Not only did he not trust Ashley to keep any secret. but she made it clear that she was on the other side politically and he feared that she would think nothing of ruining him.

	He turned to face Heidi. “How could you!” he exclaimed.

	Heidi laughed at him. “Oh behave,” she said. She then turned to her friend and she pointed at Christopher. “Look what I got! I got my very own sissy maid!”

	“Oh my God!” Ashley repeated as her eyes drank in Christopher's feminized image. “How did you...what... you have to tell me everything!”

	Heidi laughed. “Of course, come on in. I'll have Chrissie fix us some lunch.”

	“Sounds great! I've always wanted a maid!” said Ashley.

	The two girls hugged. As they did, Ashley looked over Heidi's shoulder at Christopher. She had an amused look on her face, but something deep inside her eyes scared him. She was clearly running through the possibilities in her head, and these weren't possibilities he would like. Christopher felt very exposed.

	 

	-0-

	 

	As Christopher prepared lunch for the two young women, they sat in the kitchen and talked about him. It made him feel small that they spoke about him as if he wasn't even there and that they did so in emasculating ways. Indeed, the things she told Ashley made him cringe,” she told her how she’d caught him, that he had been wearing her underwear and masturbating, and that she then decided to turn him into her sissy maid. She even told Ashley that he admitted that all of this turned him on,” she left out how he resisted saying that.

	Beyond just talking about him, Christopher could feel their eyes taking in every part of his feminized body and it made him shiver to be so observed and unable to do anything about it. Even worse, as with everything else since this whole adventure e had began, all of this made him hard as a rock. This was both rather uncomfortable with his penis jammed into the device, and it made him feel like he was complicit in his own enslavement something that made him want to cry. Worse yet they didn’t limit their examination of him to their eyes.

	“Look at his sexy legs!” bragged Heidi. She sat on the counter opposite where Christopher was working with her legs crossed and her high-heeled shoe dancing from the ends of her wiggling toes. She had proven to be excessively proud of the sissy “she had acquired,” and liked showing him off

	Ashley, who leaned against the counter next to her squinted her eyes at Christopher's legs. “Oh my God! They're hairless!” she squealed.

	“Yep.”

	Ashley rushed over to Christopher, crouched down, and rubbed her hands up and down his thighs as he stood there helpless to resist,” Heidi had specifically forbidden him from resisting whatever they did.

	“Of course, I expect my sissies to have smooth legs,” said Heidi in a matter-of-fact tone as if she “owned” any number of sissies.

	“He looks so helpless too in those marvelous heels!”

	“Oh, I love him in heels,” gushed Heidi. “I'm going to make him wear heels all the time from now on.”

	“What about work?”

	Heidi winked at her. “We’ll figure something out.”

	“You know, your cousin will freak out when she sees this,” said Ashley and she ran her hand up and down his thigh again, feeling his smooth legs and his nylons with her finger tips. She ran her fingers all the way down to the tops of his shoes and then back up between his legs. “She’ll never let you keep him this way.”

	Heidi snickered. “She might. In any event, I promised my maid that so long as she does everything I want then Jill will never know.” She paused before an evil grin crossed her face. “But when Jill's not around, then Chrissie will be my sissy maid. Pure and simple, and she will dress like a woman.”

	Ashley laughed. “Oh, that's fantastic. Do you like that, sissy?” Christopher said nothing, but the young women didn't expect him to, so they just continued their conversation.

	“So he gets to be his old self when his wife is around-”

	Heidi laughed. “I didn’t say that. He’ll still follow my orders and show me the respect his own er deserves, but I won't make him do anything to expose himself when Jill's around.”

	Ashley now snickered. “I can't wait to see that.” She ran her hand up and down his thigh once more. “These really are sexy legs,” said Ashley. “So soft. So feminine.” She turned to face Heidi. “I just had a thought. Do you think it makes him hard that I'm touching him?”

	Heidi smirked. “Oh, I'm sure it makes her hard.”

	Ashley giggled. “Sorry, her. Do you think it makes her hard?”

	“Everything about this makes her hard. She's been hard as a rock from the moment I caught her. She loves to play with herself too.”

	Ashley waved her finger at Christopher. “Naughty! Bad sissy!”

	“Don't worry about it though. She can't.”

	Ashley raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean she can't?”

	“Lift her skirt.”

	Christopher clenched his teeth. It was bad enough that all he could do was stand here as this young woman got to play with his legs and emasculate him, but now he was expected to stand still as she examined his penis and the device attached to it. This was too much to bear.

	“Now wait a minute!” said Christopher.

	“Don't push your luck, sissy. There are many ways to punish you,” said Heidi.

	He didn't heed her warning. “I'm serious, this is too much,” he protested. He pushed Ashley's hand away from his thigh and turned to face Heidi. “ Really! I'm not a toy or an object.”

	Heidi slid off the counter as he spoke. She landed on the floor with her high heels making a loud ' CRACK' sound. She drifted toward him slowly with her hands on her hips and a determined look on her face. Her heels ominously clicked off her progress toward him,” CLICK... CLICK... CLICK... CLICK... CLICK... CLICK.

	Christopher stopped talking. He started to feel himself wither under her gaze.

	“I think it’s time we showed you just how much power I really have over you, Christopher,” said Heidi.

	 What are you going to do?” he asked nervously.

	She let out a single cynical laugh. “Why don't I show you rather than tell you,” she said. She immediately grabbed him by the ear and yanked him to the living room. He struggled to follow her without falling over because the still unfamiliar high heels kept him off balance.

	“What are you going to do?” asked Ashley who followed behind.

	“I'm going to do what every good own er of a sissy should do when their sissy gets out of line,” said Heidi.

	A moment later. they reached the living room. Heidi let go of Christopher's ear and walked over to the bookshelf and picked up the ruler again. “I should have done this before when you didn’t answer the door right away. Clearly, I need to be more firm about punishing misbehavior and disobedience.”

	“You're kidding!” he gasped.

	She ignored him. She adjusted her miniskirt and sat down in a hard backed chair with her feet and knees together. She motioned Christopher to lie across her lap.

	“No way!” he said. He couldn’t believe she was really going to do this.

	“It's this or I tell Jill everything,” she said firmly.

	Christopher glared at her and she glared back. She smacked the ruler against the palm of her hand. This was clearly a key moment in their power struggle, but Christopher had no chance to win... They both knew that.

	“Can't we talk about this?” he asked.

	“No, we talked enough,” she responded. She pointed to her lap. Christopher took a deep breath. She was serious. From all indications, she planned to spank him with the ruler and nothing was going to stop her or change her mind. Was this really better than being exposed? Well, yes, but that didn't make this any easier to take. He gritted his teeth and he walked over to her. It took some maneuvering, especially in the heels, but he managed to lay himself across her lap with his rear right over her knees. He felt the device pressing against her thighs.

	She flipped up his dress and yanked his panties down below his rear. She traced a figure eight with her finger across his cheeks, finally running it along his exposed crack

	“I was going to give you ten as punishment for your outburst. and another ten for not getting the door when I told you to. But now, now I'm thinking it should be twenty-five each since you resisted being punished too.”

	He felt a cold breeze race across his rear.

	“You need to learn never to resist me,” she said.

	CRACK!

	The blow came immediately and without warning. Christopher wasn't prepared. His entire body went into shock and he clenched all of his muscles.

	CRACK! CRACK!

	Two more blows rained down in lightning speed. By the third blow, the initial shock was passing and Christopher was more aware of what was happening. In particular, he was aware of the fact the blows shrug. These were not love pats, and they weren't lightweight. She was striking him as hatr as she could.

	CRACK! CRACK!

	Two more blows landed and they confirmed that these blows did indeed sting. Christopher could feel his butt starting to turn bright red and he could imagine imprints of the ruler appearing on his flesh.

	“That really hurts!” he whined.

	Heidi laughed. “Of course it hurts... that's the point.”

	CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

	Christopher winced. This was much more painful and difficult than he had imaged and he was starting to dread that she intended so many more. He wasn't sure how his rear would feel by the time she landed them all. It was going to be painful that was for sure.

	CRACK! CRACK!

	Suddenly, something strange and unexpected happened. Up to now, Christopher had felt mainly pain and shame, pain from the stinging and burning on his rear and shame that this young woman could spank him with impunity as he lay across her lap wearing women's clothing and high heels. But as this eleventh blow landed, Christopher felt his penis begin to stir. It stirred because the shame was turning him on. It stirred because each blow made him feel terribly exposed and helpless. It stirred because Heidi's control over him made him feel completely submissive. And as much as he hated this fact, those things turned him on.

	From that moment forward, each blow thereafter turned him on more. Soon his penis was massively erect and it pressed hard against the device, and each blow caused it to throb like an engine trying to turn over. If Heidi found the right rhythm, Christopher realized that he might actually find himself cumming as a result of this. That worried him. If that happened, then everything that had happened up to this point would pale in comparison to what she would hold over him then. That thought shook him to the core and it worried him.

	“This is so amazing!” squealed Ashley. Her nipples were obviously hard as they stood out prominently beneath her blouse. Her words snapped Christopher out of his thoughts and awoke him to the fact that this young woman was watching his emasculation with glee and excitement.

	CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

	Christopher had lost count. but it no longer mattered. He no longer felt the pain. He now only felt his penis throbbing with each blow, and the dread that he might end up cumming.

	CRACK! CRACK!

	“I hope you're learning your lesson, sissy,” said Heidi.

	CRACK! CRACK!

	“Yes, ma’am,” responded Christopher through gritted teeth. Heidi assumed they were gritted because of the pain, but in reality, they were gritted because Christopher was trying desperately to keep himself from getting too turned on.

	“Tell me what you've learned!” demanded Heidi.

	“That you're in charge, Miss Heidi. And that I need to do everything you command.”

	CRACK! CRACK!

	“Exactly.”

	CRACK!

	“Oh no!” thought Christopher. His penis seemed to have found a rhythm. Each blow now not only made it throb, but added to the intensity of the prior throbs. It was like a wave forming. He didn’t know how many more blows were coming, but if it was too many, he would cum. “Please no!” he screamed inside his head as he imagined his penis shooting cum all over Heidi's thighs. She would freak out, he knew that.

	CRACK!

	His penis throbbed even more. It was definitely close to cumming.

	CRACK!

	“Oh no! I can't let her make me cum this way!” he screamed inside his head

	CRACK!

	It was on that edge, verging on the point of no return.

	CRACK!

	“Please, let her stop,” he said.

	CRACK!

	He tightened all of his muscles, hoping to draw his blood away from his penis. “Just hang on,” he told himself “Don't cum. Think of anything but cumming.”

	CRACK! CRACK!

	“One more,” she said.

	CRACK!

	Nothing happened. This last blow came close, but it wasn't enough. His penis shook it throbbed, it vibrated and it jumped... but it hadn’t cum. It wouldn’t cum. Her blows had not been enough.

	“Oh, thank God!” he said to himself “That was so close.” He let his muscles relax and he took a deep breath.

	“I need to try that!” squealed Ashley suddenly. She grabbed the ruler from Heidi's hand and started swinging.

	CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

	The final blow was too much. The surprise combined with the thought of this young woman spanking him as he lay across Heidi's lap was simply too exciting. The rhythm built up within his penis remained too strong. And with him dropping his guard, these unexpected blows simply pushed too far.

	He came. His penis exploded and shot cum allover the device and Heidi's thighs.

	“Ewww!” screamed Heidi and she shoved him to the floor.

	 What happened?” asked Ashley.

	“Look what he did!” said Heidi and she pointed at her thighs.

	Ashley looked at Heidi's lap. She could see cum on Heidi's legs, which had dribbled down her stockings all the way to her foot and her shoes. She furrowed her brow and stood over Christopher, who remained on the floor.

	“You little, pervert!”

	Heidi jumped to her feet. “I didn't realize he would be turned on by being spanked!”

	She grabbed Christopher by the ear and yanked him to his feet, which still wasn't easy in the heels. Cum continued to leak from his penis and it dribbled down his own stockings now.

	Christopher didn’t know what to say. He was too embarrassed to speak. “That was supposed to be punishment. Chrissie, not a turn on. And if spankings turn you on, then I know a good punishment that won't turn you on,” growled Heidi. She dragged him to the corner by his eat and pushed him into it. “You stand there with your hands at your side until I tell you otherwise.”

	Christopher cringed. He didn’t like it at all when Mistress Zoey did this to him, and he suspected this would be even worse. For one thing, he doubted Heidi would let him out of the corner after a few minutes as Mistress Zoey typically did.

	For another, he was wearing very uncomfortable high heels, something he hadn’t worn before when he stood in the corner. and that would add an element of difficulty and discomfort to this punishment. This was going to be unpleasant.

	“Shouldn’t he pull up his panties?” asked Ashley, noting that his panties were still around the middle of his thighs.

	“No, let him stay like that,” growled Heidi. She went to wash up.

	After she left, Ashley came over to Christopher and stood behind him. She ran her warm fingers and her sharp nails over his flaming rear. She leaned in very closely to him and spoke into his ear. “This is just the beginning, Christopher.”

	With that. she left him in the corner.

	Heidi returned about ten minutes later. She now wore white shorts and white high-heeled wedge sandals. She and Ashley then made their own lunch and spent the next hour chatting in the kitchen.

	Meanwhile, Christopher stood in the corner for the entire hour. A few minutes in, his toes began to hurt. Then his calves. Fifteen minutes in, maintaining his balance became more difficult and it failed him at times; on several occasions, he barely caught himself before falling over. By half an hour , his ankles hurt, his toes felt numb, and his leg muscles burned.

	This was difficult and unpleasant.

	He never wanted to be punished this way again.

	 

	


Chapter 9,” “Ensconced As The Sissy Maid”

	 

	The next few days were difficult for Christopher in many ways. It was utterly humiliating to have these two young women push him around and emasculate him...and emasculate him they did. Christopher was home all three days because it was a long weekend, so his campaign office was closed. Heidi and Ashley took advantage of this by keeping him dressed as a woman the entire time. For the most part, he wore his maid uniform, which was becoming more elaborate all the time as the girls found new items to add to it. But even when he didn't wear his uniform, they still dressed him exclusively in women 's clothing.

	Along with making him wear women's clothing, they also used the time to teach him to balance and walk in heels. Although, rather than making him feminine and graceful they made him walk like a sissy by mincing and holding his arms out from his sides. They laughed about this constantly as he minced around the room.

	They also made him curtsey for everything. It got to the point that he thought his knees might collapse from all the curtsying. They taught him to apply makeup too, and they made him do it over and over until he could do it right. They even made him try to talk in a feminine manner for a while until they realized it just sounded ridiculous. They ended up telling him to just talk softly.

	For Christopher, the shame of this was almost unbearable. Every time they laughed at him, every time they came up with some new idea, he cringed and felt like running away. He could feel his masculinity dying with each passing minute. Unfortunately, his subconscious made this worse by continuing to betray him. Try as he might. he simply could not escape the fact this was turning him on, every single emasculating comment, every tug of a garter belt, every click of his heels off the floor, every hand on his stockings or ruler against his rear, caused his penis to grow and grow and throb and throb. This confused him and it gave him a strong desire to just give in, a desire he knew he needed to fight.

	“What's wrong with me?” he asked himself “Why is this turning me on?” He looked down at the pink babydoll dress Heidi had made him wear for dinner and the pink high-heeled satin mules Ashley had brought him. “I'm a man. This should repulse me. It shouldn’t turn me on!”

	“What if this changes me?” he asked himself “What if I do give up? What if this makes me want to be like this?”

	He tugged at the hem of his dress and he realized that his penis had shot more precum into his panties, despite wearing the chastity device. Indeed, he’d cum more in the past three days than he had in the past year even though they had yet to remove the chastity device!

	“Stop playing with yourself and get back to work,” said Heidi. She sat at the table reading through a magazine as he finished cooking dinner.

	“Yeah, sissy. Get to work or we'll spank you!” said Ashley with a giggle. She too read a magazine.

	Heidi giggled. “No, no, we won't spank her as punishment.”

	“We won’t?”

	“You saw how much that turned her on. We’ll find other ways to punish

	her.”

	Ashley laughed. “How could I forget?” She looked at Christopher again. “Get to work sissy!”

	“Yes, Miss Heidi. Yes, Miss Ashley,” he said and he curtsied. “After dinner. I have a surprise for you, sissy,” said Heidi.

	Christopher bit his tongue. He didn’t know what this could be, but he knew it wouldn’t be good. In fact. he couldn’t imagine a surprise that would be good at this point. Still he was required to act graciously. “Thank you, Miss Heidi. I can't wait to see it,” he said and he curtsied again.

	The two girls giggled.

	After dinner. Christopher cleaned up the dishes and then the kitchen. He then presented himself in the living room where the two young women were watching television.

	“I'm finished, Miss Heidi... Miss Ashley,” he said and he curtsied. “Good,” said Heidi. She reached around her neck and pulled off her necklace, where the key to his chastity device was kept. “Come here.” Christopher stepped closer and she raised his skirt. She pulled down his panties and unlocked the device. She set the device onto the couch next to her.

	His erection sprang into view. Both girls giggled.

	“I supposed you want to masturbate?” asked Heidi.

	Christopher cringed. He absolutely did want to masturbate. The tension built up inside him was amazing. It was so strong that he probably only needed to touch his penis at this point to make it explode,” he likely didn't even need to stroke it. Still, he struggled to admit this to the two young women. It seemed wrong to admit to them that he wanted to masturbate. It seemed like too personal an admission. But if he wanted to get the relief he needed, he would need to admit it.

	“Yes, Miss Heidi,” he said reluctantly.

	Heidi leaned back and crossed her legs. She dangled her black platform sandal between his knees. “Ok go ahead.”

	Christopher smiled. “Thank you, Miss Heidi,” he said and he started to walk toward his room.

	“Whoa! where are you going?” asked Heidi. “To my room, Miss Heidi.”

	She laughed. “I never said you could leave, did I? No, I did not. If you're going to masturbate than you do it right here where Ashley and I can watch you to make sure you're doing it right.”

	Christopher's jaw dropped. Was she serious? Of course, she was serious. She had been becoming increasingly brazen with using him sexually in the past couple days and this was just one more step in that direction. This was too much though.

	“I know how to masturbate, Miss Heidi,” he said.

	She shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe. Doesn't really matter though as you're going to do it here.”

	He furrowed his brow. He'd never masturbated in front of anyone before and he just didn’t think he could do it. “I can't, Miss Heidi.”

	Heidi smirked. “Sure you can. It's simple,” she said and she made a fist and shook it toward her crotch to mimic masturbating. “See how easy that is?”

	Christopher blushed. “Thank you, Miss Heidi, but I think I' II pass.”

	“Oh nonsense! You said you wanted to do it. Now stand right here and do it,” said Heidi and she pointed to the floor before her.

	“Miss-”

	She silenced him with a piercing stare. “Do it now or I'll punish you and then you'll do it anyways. The choice is yours, but either way, you will masturbate with us watching.”

	Christopher felt a shiver run down his spine. Heidi had proved to be a master at coming up with unpleasant punishments. She'd put him in the corner in heels for up to three hours at one point, which was so long he could barely walk afterwards. She'd made him walk up and down the hallway outside the apartment for five minutes in his uniform, risking discovery. By the time she let him return to the apartment, he was a nervous wreck. She'd also revisited the spankings. She found that if she spanked him hard enough and often enough, he wouldn't cum. This had the added benefit of him not being able to sit down for hours afterwards. He had come to fear her punishments.

	“Yes, Miss Heidi,” he said.

	“Get started,” she said.

	Christopher minced over to the spot where he had been standing before, where she had pointed to. He hiked up his skirt. As he did, she crossed her legs again and she let her foot again hang between his legs, below his knees.

	Meanwhile, he wrapped his hands around his penis,” this looked strange with painted nails on the ends of his fingers. He stroked himself

	Heidi and Ashley applauded.

	Christopher blushed. It was hard enough to masturbate with these two young women watching, but it was even harder with them poking fun at him. He stroked faster. hoping he could cum quickly and end this humiliation.

	It didn’t turn out that way.

	As he stroked himself Heidi and Ashley spoke about any number of topics except him. They essentially ignored him. And as strange as it may sounds, this affected his ability to cum because it felt disrespectful and belittling and that made it hard for him to gain the mindset he needed to make himself cum, so he ended up stroking himself for what seemed like an eternity, but he just couldn’t manage to move himself toward orgasm.

	“You sure aren’t good at this, are you sissy?” asked Ashley after a few minutes.

	“It's like everything else. My sissy's just not good at anything,” said Heidi. “I really wonder what Jill sees in her?”

	“Maybe she's better as a man,” speculated Ashley.

	Heidi snickered. “Not that I've seen.” She turned to Christopher. “Really, sissy, this is becoming tiresome. It’s time you came or maybe we should stop offering you the opportunity. I mean, if you can't make your self cum, then there's no point in ever taking off the chastity device, is there?”

	Christopher shuddered. He needed to cum. He needed to cum a lot. He knew that. He just couldn’t manage it right now, standing before the two women as they talked about anything but him. And threatening to put the device back on him, and presumably keep it there until Jill returned, made him anxious and made it even harder for him to achieve orgasm.

	“I'm sorry, Miss Heidi. I'll make it happen,” he said nervously.

	She looked at her watch. “You better. I’ll give you one minute.”

	“One minute?!”

	“Fifty-seven seconds.”

	Christopher winced. He had fifty-some seconds to save his ability to masturbate. He closed his eyes and tried to think of anything that would turn him on. He thought about making love to any number of women. He thought about feeling their breasts, sticking his hands between their legs, and kissing their lips.

	None of it worked.

	Somehow, none of those things turned him on enough to put his mind in the proper place it needed to be to make him cum. He clenched his jaw. He could hear a clock ticking in his head. He needed something more exciting.

	“What would excite me enough to make me cum right now?” he asked himself desperately.

	Then it hit him. He knew it would work He didn’t like it. It affirmed his worst fears, but it would work And right now, getting to cum was more important than pride, he told himself. He closed his eyes tightly and he imaged himself standing before the two women in just lingerie and high heels. He imagined himself masturbating, dressed as he was, as they mocked him for being a sissy. He imagined Ashley standing up and walking behind him. She smacked his bottom with the ruler. Which made his penis hard in Heidi's hand,” she held his penis loosely in her palm so that he would need to do all the work

	It was working. He was getting excited. “Go on,” he told himself

	In his mind, Ashley now slid something inside his rear and told him that, since he's a sissy, he should be made to have sex like a sissy. She seemed to be riding his rear at this point. He was breathing hard at this point and his erection was strong and tense. He was close to coming, so he added more. Now, he imagined Heidi standing before him and mocking the size of his penis and the fact he was wearing women's clothes and high heels. She laughed in his face.

	“Ha! You're such a sissy!” she said.

	Ashley pushed harder on his rear.

	As he imagined this, he felt the familiar pulse deep within, followed by the building rhythm, followed by his penis bouncing in his hands. He felt the jerking spasms, felt his muscle tense and his breathing stop.

	“Yes!” he screamed inside his head.

	An instant later, he felt his penis thrust forward and cum shoot out of it. The cum flew forward through the air, crashing downward, and landed on Heidi's foot and ankle. It covered her stockings, her toes, her foot, her high-heeled sandal and her ankle.

	“You dirty, pervert,” she said immediately.

	Christopher hated that this was what it took to turn him on, but he felt amazing relief that he had cum. He'd never needed it more, and this had been a grand explosion. In fact, he actually felt a little faint as so much blood was diverted from his brain to elsewhere. He looked down and saw his cum all over her foot. He felt a little groggy.

	“I'm sorry, Miss. But you did ask me to stand here,” he said.

	“I never said to cover me with your cum.”

	He shrugged his shoulders. “But Miss Heidi, what else could I do?” he asked absently.

	She folded her arms. “You could have caught it with your hand.”

	“I'm sorry, Miss Heidi,” he said.

	“Get down on your hands and knees and lick my foot clean,” Heidi demanded.

	This finally snapped him out of his quasi dream state. “What?!” he exclaimed.

	“You heard me,” she said. “Get down on your hands and knees. Then lick my foot and shoe clean.” She pointed toward her foot.

	Christopher looked at her foot. He’d never tasted his own cum before and he wasn't anxious to do so now. He wasn't anxious to lick Heidi's foot either. “But-,” he started but she cut him off.

	“If you think you have a choice, you're wrong.”

	Christopher pursed his lips. He knew he wasn't going to get out of this, so it was best to just comply. “Yes, Miss Heidi,” he said and he curtsied. He then bent down on his hands and knees. Heidi's foot hung in his face before him. It swayed gently back and forth. She had pretty toes and shapely arches. Her shoe was pretty too. But none of that made this easier. This was humiliating, there was no two ways about it, and despite his apparently craving for humiliation, he didn’t want to do this.

	She wiggled her toes inside her sandal. “Go on.”

	He leaned forward until his face was only an inch or two away. He could see his cum dripping between her toes. He wasn't anxious to do this, but he had to. He summoned up his will and he placed his lips on top of her exposed toes. They smelled of sweat and the leather from her shoe. He stuck out his tongue and began to lick her clean. This was the first time he ever tasted cum and it tasted salty and odd. He didn't like it.

	 Wait a minute,” she said. “You'll never get me clean that way. Take off my shoe first.”

	Christopher grimaced. The salty taste of his own cum was on his tongue. He would much rather have gotten this over with quickly, but apparently that was not to be. He leaned back, then he reached out and unbuckled her sandal. He removed it from her foot. He was just about to set it down when she stopped him.

	“Whoa, I want my shoe clean too. Why don't you start with it?”

	Christopher shot her a nasty look, but did as he was told. He licked the tops of the straps of her sandal. Then he pulled the shoe away from his mouth.

	“Keep going,” she said.

	He furrowed his brow. “The cum is gone.”

	“I doubt it I want the whole thing cleaned.”

	“The whole thing?”

	“Yes. Insole and all,” she said with a snicker.

	Ashley started laughing behind her.

	“But-”

	“Don't talk back to me, sissy maid. If you don't do a good job like I want then you'll be cleaning all of my shoes and all of Ashley's shoes with your tongue. Now get to it.”

	Christopher gritted his teeth. He asked himself for the hundredth time if this was really better than being exposed, but he knew the answer. It was. Heidi would eventually tire of dominating him and then things would go back to normal probably when Jill returned. In the meantime, he just needed to grin and bear it.

	“Yes, Mistress Heidi,” he said.

	He put her shoe to his lips and he began to lick her insole. It had a horrible taste. It was salty and acidic and it smelled of sweat and leather. It was disgusting. Yet strangely, as he did this and the two women watched him in amazement he found himself increasingly turned on.

	Finally, he finished with the shoe and he focused on her foot. More precisely, she placed her foot in his face and smeared the cum in her stockings all over his lips. She smeared his lipstick in the process. She then placed the ball of her foot on his lips and told him to start licking. He did and she slid her toes into his mouth.

	As he sucked the cum from her toes, she and Ashley laughed.

	“I think she likes it!”

	“Ha! I think she loves it!” said Ashley.

	Heidi pushed her toes further into his mouth. “By the way, there's going to be a party. . .”

	 

	


Chapter 10,” “Serving At The Party”

	 

	Heidi and Ashley both circled Christopher one more time. They pulled at various parts of his uniform to make sure it was in place and that everything was done up correctly. He felt like a fool. It wasn’t that he didn't feel like a fool in the black dress and sandals they made him wear as a uniform before, but this was so much worse. This was a real French Maid costume, complete with crinoline and a sissy apron. The dress itself was black with a short skirt that revealed the crotch of his panties when he was standing. It had a Swooped collar to show off his cleavage, which the two women had enhanced with a bra, some makeup and some padding. His legs were encased in stockings, the tops of which were in plain sight along with his garter straps, and his feet were strapped into a pair of sexy high-heeled sandals with five inch heels.

	To hide his face, they had given him glasses with a black frame. They looked hip. On his head was a long, wavy blonde wig, which also helped hide his identity. His nails were painted bright red, the same color worn by Heidi and Ashley, and his makeup was done exquisitely.

	He was sexy, even though he was a man, and it would be difficult for people to tell that he wasn’t really a woman. More importantly, it was unlikely that anyone would be able to identify him.

	“There. No one will be able to spot you,” said Heidi.

	“Please. Miss Heidi. I really don't want to do this.” he pleaded. “That's too bad,” said Ashley. “You're going to do it.”

	Christopher bit his lip. The idea of leaving the house to go to a party, where he would be serving drinks was beyond terrifying. It was one thing to let these two young women humiliate him in the privacy of this apartment but it was quite another to be exposed and humiliated in public. What if someone he knew was there? 

	“Should we make her wear her cage?” asked Ashley. She held up his chastity device.

	Heidi shook her head. “No, let her enjoy herself”

	“She'll probably be hard the whole time. Someone might notice.”

	Heidi laughed. “She’ll just have to learn to hide it.”

	Christopher swallowed hard. This was such a nightmare that it seemed unreal to him. This couldn’t be real. It had to be an elaborate prank. Any second they would tell him that they were just joking, wouldn’t they? 

	Probably not. If this was just a prank, then it's unlikely they would have taken it this far. Indeed, both young women had gone so far as to buy their own gowns for this supposed party. Heidi looked amazing in an off-white, floor-length chiffon gown. The dress exposed her beautiful shoulders and highlighted her hour glass figure. The slit in the side of her dress exposed her shapely legs as she walked as well as her white platform sandals. Ashley looked amazing as well in a red dress that was also floor length, but which had long sleeves and a cut-out back She too wore platform sandals, but they were red. Why would they buy these dresses if the party wasn't real? 

	The two young women checked themselves in the mirror. “Looking good, girlfriend!” said Heidi.

	“Looking great!” replied Ashley.

	They looked at Christopher. “Let's go, sissy.”

	 

	-0-

	 

	Christopher kept his head down as Heidi drove them across town. His heart pounded in his chest every time they stopped at a light. He was terrified someone would recognize him, though there was almost no chance of that, not with the wig and the glasses. Besides, few people would look at his face, not in this costume.

	“Here we are,” said Ashley and she pointed toward a large house set off by itself. It had a long, circular driveway and pillars out front, which led to the door.

	Heidi looked over her shoulder at Christopher. “You be on your best servile behavior and no one will recognize you. If you misbehave though, you'll draw attention to yourself. And don't forget that we can rip off your wig at any time and show everyone who you are.”

	“Yes, Miss Heidi,” said Christopher in a broken voice. He was terrified to get out of the car.

	Ashley and Heidi got out of the car and walked around to Christopher's door. He hadn't moved yet, so they opened the door and grabbed his arm.

	“You can come voluntarily or we'll drag you inside,” said Heidi.

	“And if we need to do that, then you're going without your wig,” added Ashley.

	Christopher closed his eyes and bit his lip. He needed to trust they wouldn't expose him. It was difficult to do that, but that was his only choice. He slipped his leg out of the car and planted his high-heeled shoe on the gravel of the driveway. He pulled himself from the car and planted the other foot. He was now outside. He felt faint.

	“Let's go inside, shall we?” asked Heidi.

	Christopher smoothed out his skirt and then followed Heidi and Ashley, who were holding hands as they walked ahead of him into the mansion. They were beautiful young women, but Christopher hadn’t noticed. His mind was elsewhere.

	When they stepped into the house, they were greeted by a mid-aged woman in a shimmering silver gown. The gown hung to the floor, but her toes peeked out when she walked. There was something very familiar about this woman and that instantly intensified Christopher's fear. Where had he seen her before? 

	“Hi mom,” said Ashley and she and the woman exchanged kisses.

	“Hi dear. Hello, Heidi,” said the women and they exchanged kisses as well.

	Ashley pointed to Christopher. “This is Sissy,” said Ashley. “She's the woman I told you about who will help serve the drinks tonight.”

	The woman looked at Christopher and his sexy maid costume and she raised fill eyebrow. She clearly had some doubts. “I don't know, dear. Does this seem appropriate-”

	“Oh mom, don't be an old fuddy-duddy. This is what people do these days. It’s all the rage to have servants in costumes at parties. I'm sure dad's donors will get a kick out of it.”

	“Donors?!” Christopher said to himself “Donors?” Suddenly it dawned on him where he knew this woman from. He'd seen her on television, at a campaign rally. She was the wife of Roy Connor, the man who was thinking about running against him for governor! That meant that Ashley was the daughter of his opponent! 'What have I done?!” He began to hyperventilate. He was at the house of his opponent, dressed like a sissy maid. “I'm ruined!”

	“Well, if you say so,” said the woman. “Just hurry along. The guests will return soon.”

	“Guests?!” Christopher screamed inside his head. “This is getting worse all the time.”

	And guests there were.

	Much to Christopher's chagrin, the guests began to return in great numbers and he recognized most of them. There were political donors. There were politicians. There were local businessmen. And there were reporters. It took all of his courage not to run screaming from the room. Instead, he tottered around the mansion serving eh-inks and hors d'oeuvres and praying desperately that no one recognized him. And as he did, he could feel all eyes on him. The women watched him with some amusement and all commented on how horrible his feet must feel in his five-inch high-heeled sandals. The men, well, their eyes were glued to his body and, at times, a hand or two tried to attach itself to him as well. This was humiliating and it was terrifying. And through it all Ashley and Heidi were always nearby quietly taking pictures and giggling. They were clearly having the best night of their lives.

	As the night wore on, the terror receded a little and in its place came something even less wanted, Christopher started to feel excitement. It began to turn him on that he was moving around this room of people who could all ruin him, dressed like such a sissy, and none of them was the wiser. unfortunately, since the girls decided he would not wear the chastity device tonight. his penis could get hard and that now proved to be a problem. Indeed, because his panties offered little in the way of support or control he constantly found himself roaming the room with a raging erection pointing straight at whomever he was speaking with at the time. The only thing that saved him from being noticed was that the crinoline in his skirt hid his erection well but he could never feel secure that this was the case. That made him extremely uncomfortable.

	 

	-0-

	 

	About an hour into the party, right around the time Christopher's feet were beginning to hurt Ashley and Heidi came up to him with a tray containing two glasses of champagne.

	“We have a special mission for you,” said Heidi. She pointed toward a wide spiral staircase that led up to the second floor. “You are to take these glasses to the second room on the left upstairs. Don't knock just walk in.”

	Christopher knew right away this was a trick of some sort. “Why?”

	“Because I said so.”

	“But why don't you want me to knock?”

	Heidi folded her arms and tapped her foot, which made her gown shake.

	“Since when do I need to explain my commands to my sissy maid? Do you want me to rip off your wig right now'? I'm sure all these people would love to know who you really are,” she growled.

	Christopher felt sick to his stomach. “I'm sorry, Miss Heidi. I'll do it. I was just curious why you didn't want me to knock”

	“Just do it,” she said. She handed him the tray. “Go on, scurry along.”

	Christopher swallowed hard. He didn't know what awaited him, but he knew it would be a problem. He took a deep breath and he started for the stairs. And as he reached the stairs, he noticed the first problem he would encounter, navigating the stairs in these high heels. He'd never done that before and he wouldn’t be free to balance because he needed to hold this tray of drinks as well. The second problem struck him immediately as well. The skirt on his uniform was amazingly short. It was designed so that an observer could see his panties if he moved in the slightest. As a result, he realized that the moment he started up the stairs, anyone standing below the stairs could look straight up his skirt and see his panties, and the further he got up the stairs, the more people in the room would be able to see them. This could be a disaster if his erection showed through the panties or if his testicles escaped the panties and were hanging freely.

	Unfortunately, he had no way to check at the moment. “Here goes nothing,” he said.

	Step by step, Christopher slowly made his way up the stairs. Balancing on one high-heeled shoe at a time was difficult. And as he walked he could see more and more people sneaking peeks at his thighs. He blushed.

	“Please don't let anyone see anything.”

	He actually had a brief moment of terror when it occurred to him that his penis or his testicles might slide out of the panties if he wasn't careful about how he walked. He cringed and pushed his thighs together more tightly. He kept moving.

	As he slowly ascended the stairs, Ashley and Heidi followed several steps behind him. They didn’t seem to have any problems with the stairs despite their long gowns and high heels.

	Christopher finally reached the top without tripping, without spilling the eh-inks, and without anyone pointing at his penis and yelling. He felt relieved. Now he just needed to go into the second room on the left and hope that whatever surprise they have arranged for him would not be a problem.

	He stood before the door. He put his hand on the knob.

	“Here goes,” he said.

	He turned the knob and stepped inside. The lighting in the room had been turned down, but everything could still be seen clearly. This was a bedroom with a large bed in the middle of the room. Strewn before the bed was a woman's purse, a pair of high heels and a woman's jacket. There was also a man's tie and a man's jacket. Christopher followed the line of clothing to the bed, where he saw a man holding a woman tightly, trying to kiss her. She seemed to be resisting.

	They hadn't seen him yet.

	What should he do now? He hadn't been given any instructions, but he was pretty sure what Ashley and Heidi wanted. He cleared his throat. The moment he did, the two people on the bed shot off the bed in different directions. The man rushed into the attached bathroom and the woman jumped off the bed and started toward the door.

	“Your drinks,” said Christopher.

	This caused the woman to burst out laughing. She starting picking up her clothes and gathering the contents of her purse, which had been spilled all over the floor.

	Christopher stood there awkwardly, unsure what to do next.

	“Wait a minute,” hissed the woman suddenly and she stood up and walked right over to Christopher. She examined his face. Then her jaw dropped. “Christopher!” she exclaimed and she reached out and yanked the wig from his head. “Oh my God! What are you...what are you doing here?! Why are you dressed like that?!”

	Now Christopher's jaw dropped. This wasn't some random woman... this was his wife.

	“What am I doing here?! What are you doing here with another man!” he exclaimed. His surprise at finding his wife in the arms of another man temporarily overcame his shock and fear at being seen by his wife dressed like this.

	She put her hands on her hips. “I came here to talk to Roy to see if he would forget about running, but he decided that was an invitation to start kissing me,” she growled. She furrowed her brow and looked him up and down. “Now explain this! What the hell is going on, Christopher?!”

	At this point. Heidi and Ashley entered the room. Heidi looked surprised. “Jill?!”

	Ashley's jaw dropped. Clearly, she expected someone else as well. 

	“Will someone please tell me what in the world is going on here?” demanded Jill.

	Heidi laughed. “Sure.” She took the wig from Jill and gave it to Ashley. Then she pulled Jill out into the hallway to explain everything that had happened.

	As Heidi explained what was going on to Jill, Ashley re-adjusted the wig. “Right now, Heidi is explaining that you have become the family sissy maid. I suspect Jill will find that much more intriguing than you expected. I also expect that she will have a job for you when she comes back…and you will do it. Understand?”

	“What kind of job?” asked Christopher.

	Ashley smirked. “Oh, I'll let you figure that out on your own .” Christopher glared at her. “You’ve ruined me tonight.” he said.

	She smiled. “I doubt that.” she said as she brushed back a few hairs. “No one knows anything yet. Besides, if anyone is to blame, it’s you. Did you really think it was smart to send naked pictures of yourself to someone you didn't know?”

	Christopher's jaw dropped. “How do you know that?”

	She laughed. “How do you think Mistress Zoey knew so much about you? How do you think she constantly knew what you were doing? How do you think Heidi just managed to stumble into your room at the perfect times to catch you?”

	“You're Mistress Zoey?!”

	“Heidi and I both were. She wanted to test your loyalty to Jill and you failed miserably, Christopher.” She patted him on the cheek “So now you can help me test someone else's loyalty.”

	Christopher hung his head. “So now you're going to destroy me?”

	She let out a cynical laugh. “Why destroy you when we can control you instead?”

	Before she could say anything else, Jill returned to the room. She picked up the rest of her clothes and slipped those back onto her body. Then she looked at her husband. “So, Chrissie, I see that things have changed around the house in my absence. We'll talk about that when we get home. In the meantime, I have a little assignment for you.”

	“What kind of assignment?” he asked.

	She smirked. “The kind you're going to do without question.” She looked at Ashley. “I take it your father is still cowering in the bathroom?”

	Ashley nodded her head.

	“All right I'll take care of this,” she said. At that point Ashley and Heidi left the room. Jill finished getting dressed. Then she walked over to the bathroom and knocked on the door. “Roy, come out here.”

	“Is she gone?” he asked from the bathroom. “Not exactly, but you should come out here.”

	Roy stuck his head out the bathroom door. 'What’s going on?” he asked.

	“It seems that our little visitor is here for a purpose.”

	“What purpose?”

	Jill took Roy's hand and pulled him from the bathroom to the bed. “She's a gift from an admirer.”

	“A gift?”

	Jill giggled. “Exactly.” She moved Roy before the bed and she unzipped his pants. He made a show of resisting, but only half heartedly. She then pulled down his pants and exposed his enormous erection. She gave it a quick brush with her fingers and then pushed him down onto the bed. “Just sit back and enjoy the ride.”

	He smiled. “This sounds like fun,” he purred.

	Jill walked over to her husband. “You're on.”

	Christopher furrowed his brow. “And what exactly am I supposed to do?”

	She smirked at him. “You see that thing sticking up in the air from his

	crotch? Go use your imagination...sissy.”

	His jaw dropped. “You've got to be kidding?!”

	“Hardly. It's either that or I tell him who you are. You do recognize him, don't you?”

	Christopher looked more closely at the man lying on the bed. It was his opponent Roy Connor. He swallowed hard. “Are you serious?”

	“Absolutely.”

	Christopher looked into his wife's eyes for some sign she would let him out of this, but he saw none. Still he tried. “Please, dear, don't do this.”

	“We have a lot to talk about Chrissie. But that's for later. Right now, you do as I say. So do it now and then we can go home and talk about the future. Refuse, and I'll rip off your wig and walk out of here. You can find your own way home with no money, no wife, no career. and only the sissy clothes on your back”

	Christopher bit his tongue. He was stuck He reluctantly nodded his head. “I can do this,” he told himself. though he wasn't sure that was true. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. Then he walked over to where Roy lay on the bed and he dropped to his knees. Roy's penis waved in his face. It was larger than his own. He'd never seen another man's penis this close, much less planned to put it in his mouth. The thought made him cringe. This was not something he ever wanted to do, but it seemed that he was about to do it. Without a word, he wrapped his lips around Roy's penis. His own penis became humiliatingly hard.

	And as Christopher worked Roy's penis to make it cum, Jill stood behind him smirking at him and giggling. She also took out her camera, unnoticed by either man, and took as many pictures as she could.

	By the time Roy finally exploded in Christopher's mouth, Christopher had thoroughly surrendered to his fate. He was now Jill's slave as much as he had been Heidi's and Ashley's. They controlled his fate. They owned him.

	“Come on, Cinderella,” said Jill after Christopher licked all the cum from Roy's penis. “It’s time to go home.”

	 

	


Epilogue

	 

	Christopher won the election. It came as quite a surprise to many. His opponent seemed more confident and had a better agenda, but a scandal arose a few days before the election which did him in. Evidence was uncovered that Roy Connor had sex with a woman he hired to dress as a French Maid for a party with his top donors. There was even a photo of the woman on her knees with what appeared to be Roy's penis in her mouth. It wasn't clear where the photo had come from, but before it was released, Connor's wife and daughter kicked him out of their house.

	After the election, Christopher and Jill moved into the Governor's Mansion. Right away, rumors began of Jill being the real power behind the throne, but most people dismissed those rumors; rumors like that always seemed to follow powerful men with beautiful wives these days. Was there some truth to it? No one knew, but the press kept looking for something.

	“I'd like to see the Governor,” said the female reporter in the white skirt suit.

	“I'm sorry, but he's in a meeting,” said Ashley. Ashley was the first person the new Governor hired, as a personal assistant. She handled his appointment book and made sure he wasn't bothered when he was busy.

	“When will he be free?” asked the reporter. “I'm not sure. He's quite tied up at the moment.”

	The reporter pursed her lips. She felt like she was being stonewalled.

	Meanwhile, only a few feet away in a large conference room, Christopher found himself in a rather precarious position. He had made the mistake of talking back to his wife this morning and she was not happy about it. Hence, she assigned her own assistant_ who just happened to be her cousin Heidi, to make sure the Governor understood how much it bothered her when he misbehaved. That’s what Heidi was doing now.

	“I hope you're learning your lesson, Chrissie,” said Heidi. She checked his handcuffs to make sure they were tight. They were connected to a hook which hung from the ceiling and normally held up a projector. The hook was just high enough that Christopher needed stand on his toes to relieve the pressure from his wrists. This was despite the fact he already five-inch high heels on his feet. She then took his pants, shirt, and suit jacket and laid them across a chair. This left him naked except for panties and stockings and the heels. His shaved body and erection were on display.

	She gave his erection a tickle.

	“You look so adorable like that!” she gushed. “And I love your toenails. we're wearing the same red today.”

	He would have responded, except he had a gag in his mouth.

	Heidi blindfolded him. “Now, you be a good boy and hope that nobody stumbles in here,” she said and she left the room.

	She'd done this before, but it still made him nervous. If someone came in, he would be ruined. And there were a lot of people who might come in. His cabinet was coming for a meeting soon. The cleaning staff was always around as well. And there were always reporters snooping around. He tried to stay calm and very quiet.

	He waited in silence.

	About ten minutes into his wait, he heard the door open. Someone stuck their head inside, snickered and left. He had no idea who that was, and it worried him. It scared him that it might have been anyone. It was probably Ashley or Heidi, but it could have been anyone.

	Still there was nothing he could about it so he gritted his teeth and he waited. And the longer he waited the more he thought about his penis. It was rock hard and he so wished he could stroke it. He wished that desperately. In fact to tease him even more, Heidi had removed the chastity device which Jill insisted that he normally wear, so his penis was swinging freely as he hung there. He...just... couldn’t... reach...it.

	Perhaps twenty minutes later, the door opened again. By this point, Christopher's wrists and ankles were very tired. His toes hurt and his calves burned.

	“Hello?” he called out through the gag.

	There was no response, but Christopher immediately heard the sound of high heels clicking off the hardwood floor...lots of high heels. He had no way to count, but he suspected this was at least three women. It was probably Heidi, Jill and Ashley. He hoped it wasn't more. One of the women squeezed his penis.

	“Well, well, well, Governor. Still feel like talking back?” asked Jill.

	She removed the gag.

	“No, Mistress Jill,” he said.

	“Good. Of course, there does need to be more punishment. Don’t you ladies agree?” asked Jill.

	“Oh, yes ma'am,” said the two girls in unison.

	Christopher felt one of the women grab his penis firmly and use it to hold him in place. A moment later, he felt another pull down his panties below his butt

	cheeks and then a heavy blow landed on his rear.

	CRACK!

	His nerves lit up. This was a paddle Jill had used in her sorority days and it was long and thick and heavy. This thing hit with tremendous force, and it hurt when it landed.

	CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

	The blows came fast and furious, and they kept coming until they counted twenty-five. By that point his rear would be so red and so sore that sitting through his cabinet meeting would prove to be difficult... but that had been the point.

	“To remind you of your punishment. We have this,” said Jill. She removed his blindfold and showed him a butt plug she had bought recently. It had a vibration mode. She jammed it inside him and turned it on to vibrate, and with his rear still stinging from the blows, this proved to be quite painful. Despite that. It also proved to be highly erotic, and it made his penis dance.

	This made the three women laugh, when they saw it jiggle.

	“It's almost time for your cabinet meeting, so you need to get dressed.

	Now tell me you've learned your lesson,” said Christopher's wife. 

	“Yes, Mistress Jill. I've learned my lesson.”

	She giggled and ran her finger over his inflamed rear. “Are you sure? I could give you another twenty-five blows.”

	“No, Mistress. Please don't do that! I've learned my lesson!”

	She chuckled. “All right. but next time it will be worse. Never forget, Christopher, you do as you're told around here. You don't make decisions and you don't tell us what to do.”

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	With that. the women unlocked the cuffs and let him down. He felt like a fool standing there in panties, stockings and high heels as he was surrounded by these women in their professional skirt suits. He felt so emasculated. And it was about to get worse.

	“Time to get dressed,” said Heidi. 

	“Yes, Mistress Heidi,” he replied.

	Heidi handed him a white dress shirt, a red tie and a suit jacket. She did not offer him any pants or any shoes. When he realized these wouldn’t be forthcoming, he almost fainted.

	“I can't wear this, Mistress Heidi.”

	“Sure you can. You sit behind a desk just don't stand up.”

	Ashley giggled. “Yeah, and don't stretch out your legs either. sissy.”

	“But Mistress!”

	“Do as you're told,” said Jill. “Or I'll paddle you again and you'll attend the cabinet meeting in your maid costume.”

	Christopher bit his tongue. This was bad. He looked at himself in the mirror. “It’s really hard to intimidate someone when you're wearing frilly panties and high heels,” said Christopher to himself He looked at his wife and then at Heidi. “Mistresses, I need to command this meeting and it will be impossible to command the meeting if I'm dressed like this.”

	Heidi and Jill both shrugged their shoulders. “I'm serious about this, Mistresses!”

	Heidi giggled. “I'm sure you are, which just makes it all the cuter.” She patted him on the cheek “This is how it's going to be, so you better get ready.”

	Christopher hung his head. He couldn’t believe how quickly and how completely his entire life had changed. How had this happened? And why did this excite him so much? 

	 

	The End
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