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Introduction by Ann 

—o—

Dear Readers,

Have  I  got  a  treat  for  you!  For  some  time  now,  I’ve  wanted  to  include illustrations in my books. I think that illustrations done right can really add something special to a story, especially in our genre. Well, after months of searching, I've finally found  some  artists  who  can  provide  the  level  of  quality  I  was  looking  for,  and  this book is the first to contain some of the new illustrations.

The  illustrations  herein  were  prepared  by  Andy  from  www.andysdames.com, 

and he is amazing. Andy did five images which fit this story perfectly. His images are sensual and erotic. I think you’ll be impressed. You can zoom the images, btw, if your device is capable.

As for the story, I think you’ll like that too. This is the tale of Mitch, a young man who happens to have a crossdressing fetish. Mitch has been eyeing the wardrobe of his stepsister's friend Katie Peters for some time. Now that he has graduated from school, he plots to move into her apartment so he can revel in the treasures buried deep within her closet. Let's hope things don’t go wrong for him!

Anyways, I hope you  enjoy the book and the illustrations. The extra dollar on the  price  is  to  help  cover  the  cost  of  the  illustrations,  which  are  rather  expensive.

I think  it  will  be  worth  it  though  if  these  images  give  you  another  way  to  enjoy  the story.  Please  leave  a  review  and  let  me  know  what  you  think,  or  email  me  your thoughts (annmichelle@ymail.com). Enjoy!

With love,

Ann:)
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Chapter One: “The Great Panty Raid” 

—o—

Lauren  watched  her  stepson  Mitch  suspiciously  as  he  cast  his  eyes  toward  the living  room  where  the  sound  of  girls  squealing  entered  its  third  hour.  The  sleepover was apparently going well. It sounded like they were playing “would you rather” and eating popcorn... or murdering each other with pillows. In any event, she was worried Mitch  might  be  thinking  about  going  to  the  living  room  and  causing  problems.  She didn't put it past him to try to ruin one of Julie's sleepovers.

“Leave your sister and her friends alone,” warned Mitch's stepmother.

This was better advice than Mitch knew at the time, but he wouldn’t heed it; he had plans. “No problem,” said Mitch.

“I mean it, Mitch. Let them be.”

“I will!”  said Mitch defensively. “Why would I want to go near...  that? ” As he said this, another roar of laughter arose from the living room. It sounded like the lions had finally been let into the coliseum for lunch. “You think I want to subject myself to that?”

Lauren bit her lip. She felt like a cop in the movies who knew he had the right suspect, but had nothing to pin on him yet. So far, Mitch had done nothing wrong. To the contrary, he had said all the right things. But something made the hairs stand up on the back other neck. Still, she had to turn him loose for lack of evidence. She looked at her  watch.  It  was  bedtime.  She  worked  early  in  the  morning.  She  couldn't  stay  up  to watch Mitch.

“All right, Mitch,” she said. Tm going to hold you to that.”

Mitch shrugged his shoulders. “Fine.”

Lauren rose to her feet. “I'm going to bed. You behave. If Julie complains that you marched  down there and started causing  problems, there will be Hell to pay.  Do you understand?”

Mitch rolled his eyes. “Girls are gross,” he said.

“He  is one  cool customer,”  thought Lauren, before  telling him:  “If they wake me  up  because  of  you...  it  won't  be  good.”  Mitch  snickered  condescendingly.  “You said that already.”

“It’s important.”
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Mitch  folded  his  arms  and  put  an  insulted  look  on  his  face.  “Yes,  Ma'am,”  he offered almost sarcastically.

Lauren  took  a  cautious  breath.  He  was  up  to  something;  she  was  sure  of  it.

Unfortunately,  there  was  nothing  she  could  do  about  it.  So  she  kissed  Mitch  on  the forehead,  and  she  made  her  way  down  the  hallway  to  her  bedroom.  She  looked  over her  shoulder  twice.  Mitch,  on  the  other  hand,  pretended  not  to  watch  her  disappear down  the  hallway,  though  he  actually  did  watch  closely.  He  knew  she  would  be  fast asleep within minutes of turning off her light, so he waited. A minute or so later, the light went out in her room.

“Almost time” he told himself. He went to his room to change.

—o—

Mitch  had  told  his  stepmother  that  “girls  are  gross,”  but  he  didn’t  really  think that. Like every other young man his age, Mitch was  always horny, and girls excited him.  Girls  on  film  excited  him.  Girls  in  magazines  excited  him.  Girls  in  real  life excited  him.  Everything  about  them  excited  him,  from  their  curves  to  the  way  they smelled  to  the  soft  sounds  of  their  voices  to  their  clothes.  It  all  excited  him.  Though interestingly, girls' clothes seemed to excite Mitch the most. And not just seeing them.

Yes, Mitch was excited by seeing girls in sexy clothes, but he was even more excited by the idea of wearing them himself.

His  stepsister  Julie's  friends  excited  him  too,  though  he  did  wish  they  would dress  better.  Indeed,  they  rarely  dressed  the  way  Mitch  felt  young  women  should dress, preferring shorts and flip-flops to skirts and heels. One was different though: the lovely Katie Peters.

Mitch thought about Katie as he changed.

Katie  was  Julie's  newest  friend  and  Mitch  saw  her  as  special.  What  made  her special  to  Mitch  was  that,  of  all  the  girls  at  school,  she  was  the  only  one  to  dress  as Mitch  wanted  young  women  to  dress.  When  the  other  girls  wore  sneakers,  she  wore heels. When they wore jeans, she wore skirts or dresses. Jewelry, stockings... she wore it all. Even at dances where the others finally deigned to wear dresses, she wore gowns to  their  sun  dresses  and  she  wore  stilettos  to  their  kitten  heels.  She  never  came  to school without doing her hair or her makeup or her nails. Her perfume was divine. She was,  to  put  it  simply,  the  perfect  girl  as  far  as  Mitch  was  concerned.  Indeed,  she excited Mitch to the point of overwhelming his better judgment.

And she was at the sleepover right now. 

Mitch  finished  changing  into  a  black  shirt,  black  sweatpants  and  old  sneakers with  the  squeaks  and  cracks  worn  out  of  them.  He  listened  closely  to  the  girls  as  he 5

 

changed  to  make  sure  they  didn’t  leave  the  living  room.  He  took  a  deep  breath  and peeked into the hallway. The coast was clear, so he silently crept down the darkened hallway toward his stepsister's room. He could barely be seen in the dark.

“I’m a ninja in the night,” he told himself.

Mitch  reached  the  door  to  his  stepsister's  room.  He  let  his  hand  hover  silently over  the  handle  as  he  listened  down  the  hallway.  The  party  was  a  tad  quieter  at  the moment, in the sense that a blender makes less noise than a jackhammer, but the noise was  still  punctuated  with  feminine  squeals  and  other  things  that  sent  chills  down  the spines  of  the  bravest  of  boys.  This  meant  there  were  no  signs  of  them  stopping  any time soon, “They’re busy,” he said beneath his breath with tremendous satisfaction.

Mitch  grasped  the  knob  and  turned  it.  He  opened  the  door,  slipped  inside  and quietly closed the door behind him. The room was dark. Fortunately, he had expected something that, so he pulled out a flashlight.

“Always be prepared” he told himself.

Mitch  scanned  the  room  as  best  he  could  with  the  flashlight.  The  place  was a mess. It looked like a herd of girls exploded here, which is kind of what happened.

Indeed,  everywhere  he  looked,  he  saw  piles  of  denim  shorts,  plain  t-shirt  tops  and tennis shoes or flip-flops, all the leftovers when the girls slipped into their pajamas.

“What a bunch of piglets!” thought Mitch.

He  scanned  a  nearby  pile  and  saw  the  dirty  foot  imprints  Daisy  Wilson  had worn into her flip-flops.

“Blech!”

Mitch  ran  the  flashlight  over  another  pile  only  to  find  white  Capri  pants  and Keds.

“What part of ‘skirt’ don't these girls understand?”

Yet another pile revealed leggings and a t-shirt. Another was denim shorts and loafers. There was a pile consisting of jeans and white sneakers, and another made of walking shorts and more flip-flops. Mitch hated flip-flops.

“Barf! Why don't Julie's friends dress like girls?” he asked himself.

Still, he knew what he would find there and it didn't matter. He had one target and he had already seen what she had worn to the party. His heart raced at the thought 6

 

of Katie in her white summer dress and her tan wedge sandals...  with heels!  That was the image that had sent him racing to his room to masturbate earlier and it was what he needed to find now!

Mitch  crouched  down  and  did  a  systematic  search  of  the  floor.  He  didn't  find what he was looking for.

“She has to have undressed” he told himself. “I swear I saw her in pajamas!”

He scanned the room again.

“Where are your clothes, Katie?” asked Mitch of the dark.

Then  he  spotted  something.  Near  the  desk  was  a  pile  of  something  he  hadn't seen yet. It was covered in a towel, so he didn't know what lay beneath, but it had to be Katie’s things because there was nowhere else, they could be. So, Mitch took a deep breath and started to tiptoe through the minefield of clothing.

As  he  went,  Mitch  wondered  why  these  girls  wasted  the  opportunity  they  had been  given  as  girls  so  badly?  “With  everything  you  can  wear  as  a  girl,  how  can  you pick this junk?” he asked himself. “If I was a girl, I would wear heels and tight skirts all the time!”

He sighed as he stepped over another pair of shorts.

“What a waste!”

Mitch continued toward his target. Step by step, Mitch made his way around the obstacle  course  of  clothing  and  purses  and  whatever  else  the  piglets,  as  Mitch  now thought of Julie's friends (Katie excepted, of course), had left on the floor. Slowly, but surely, he made his way to the mystery pile. When he came within five or six feet of the  pile,  Mitch  dropped  to  his  knees  and  crept  forward  on  his  stomach,  moving  a  bit like a snake to avoid a pair of walking shorts.

Finally, he reached the towel.

“Please be good, please be good” he said.

Mitch carefully lifted the towel and shined the flashlight on his prize. Beneath the  towel  stood  a  pair  of  brown  sandals  side  by  side.  They  had  tan  wedge  heels  and lots  of  straps.  The  heels  had  to  be  at  least  four  inches  high!  Next  to  the  wedges  lay a pair of dark red lacy panties.

“Oh Katie, you wonderful girl!” he gushed.

Mitch leaned forward as if he were doing pushups. He brought his nose within 7

 

inches  of  the  wedges  and  sniffed  them.  They  were  brown  with  a  half-dozen crisscrossing  straps  and  an  ankle  strap,  and  they  smelled  of  old  leather  and  older sweat. It was a dirty smell, yet an exciting smell. It made Mitch grow hard.

“Oh, you sexy girl,” he said.

Mitch then dipped his head to the right until his nose all but touched the panties.

These were the sexiest panties Mitch had ever seen. They were red  silk or satin with a black lace band. The lace formed black roses and the silky red material was stamped with a wavy pattern.

Once again, Mitch sniffed. He smelled Katie's scent. His smile  broadened. His erection grew harder.

“Thank you, thank you, thank you!” he said softly.

Mitch ever so cautiously brought his hand forward. It was as if he didn’t want to  startle  the  panties  with  what  he  was  doing.  When  his  hand  came  close  enough, however, it lunged forward and snatched the panties. He jumped to his feet. Then he raced to the door as silently as he could, being careful not to disturb anything along the way.

“Careful,” he warned himself as he dodged the piles of clothes.

Mitch reached the door a moment later. He stuck his head outside. The hallway remained empty. That was good. The sound of several girls chattering continued from the living room. That was good too. There was no sign anyone was moving. That was even better. Mitch took a deep breath and slipped out into the hallway. He closed the door behind him and tiptoed across the hallway to his room.

“Victory is mine!” he said with a chuckle.

With that, Mitch disappeared into his room to enjoy his prize. He did not see the eyes watching him through the cracked bathroom door.

“My my my” said Katie with a snicker.
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Chapter Two: “Katie Gets A Roommate” 

—o—

Just over a year passed since Mitch conducted his sleepover panty raid. He and his stepsister had now graduated from school and were considering their futures. Julie wasn't sure what she wanted to do next, but Mitch had a plan... though his plan related to the panties he had stolen. They had been on his mind - and on his rear - obsessing him ever since that night. He wanted more and now he knew how to get it.

Mitch  stepped  into  the  shower.  He  knew  that  Katie  would  be  visiting  Julie  in a few minutes and he  wanted to be ready. Today was the  day he  would be executing his plan and he needed to look his best.

“First impressions,” he kept telling himself.

Mitch  was  very  excited.  In  the  past  year,  Katie  had  become  even  more gorgeous.  She  got  taller  and  her  breasts  grew.  Her  face  took  on  an  elegant  look  that drove Mitch wild. In fact, he had come to develop quite the crush on her. Of course, it didn't  hurt  his  crush  that  he  played  with  her  panties  so  much  that  he  almost  couldn’t get  it  up  anymore  without  them  -  that  is  perhaps  a  slight  exaggeration,  but  not  by much. Either way, though, his desire for her had grown stronger day by day and he had been desperately trying to find a way to get closer to her.

Unfortunately  for  him,  his  stepsister  managed  to  block  his  path  at  every  turn.

All  that  was  about  to  change  however,  because  of  Mitch's  plan.  Katie  had  moved  to the  big  city  after  graduation  and  lived  there  in  an  apartment  now.  Mitch  had  just learned  that  she  was  looking  for  a  roommate  to  share  the  cost  of  rent.  This  was  his chance, if he could just get around his stepsister.

“Well, I have a plan now, Julie, and you can't stop me!” he said confidently.

Mitch washed his hair, his body, and ran a razor over his face one  more time.

Then  he  stepped  from  the  shower  and  he  dried  himself  off.  He  heard  voices  in  the living room.

“Oh, she's here!” he said excitedly.

Mitch  combed  his  hair  and  put  on  deodorant.  Then  he  slipped  into  a  collared shirt, a rarity for him, and he pulled on some fresh jeans. For good luck, and the thrill, he wore the stolen panties beneath his jeans.

“This is going to be awesome!” he told himself and he rubbed his erection.

Mitch zipped up the jeans, buttoned the shirt and checked himself in the mirror.
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He looked good, so he sprayed on some cologne. Then he made his way to the living room.

Julie  knew  her  stepbrother  meant  trouble  the  moment  he  came  around  the corner. She could see it written all over his face. Plus, the fact he changed his clothes and  cleaned  himself  up  was  a  dead  giveaway  that  he  was  up  to  something.  She  just didn't know what it was he wanted yet.

“What do you want, twerp?” asked Julie coldly.

“Who said I want anything?” countered Mitch.

Julie sniffed the air. “Are you wearing cologne?”

Mitch  ignored  her.  Instead,  he  smiled  broadly  at  Julie’s  friend  Katie.  “Oh  hi, Katie! I didn't know you were here,” he lied. Mitch's heart raced. Katie excited him so much.  She  looked  gorgeous  today  in  her  simple  white  peasant  skirt,  a  multicolored blouse and white high-heeled wedge sandals.

“Hi Mitch. How are you?” asked Katie politely.

“I’m fine. I'm just getting ready to move.”

“Oh really? Where are you moving?” asked Katie.

“Not far enough,” said Julie snidely.

Mitch still ignored her. “I talked my parents into letting me work for a year or so before college, so I'm moving to the big city to find a job” said Mitch. “Say, don’t you live in the city?” Of course, he already knew the answer to this.

“Yes, I do,” said Katie.

“What’s it like? I'll be looking for a job. Got any tips for me?” asked Mitch.

Katie smiled again. Her smile made Mitch hard as a rock. “Well,” she said, “it is different than the suburbs, that's for sure. There’s a lot more to do there. In terms of finding a job, have a resume and a good suit ready. Even low-end jobs need resumes these days. There's a lot of competition. And be ready to work long hours or more than one job. It's super expensive.”

“Thanks! That's great advice.”

Julie looked at her stepbrother suspiciously. She kept waiting for the other shoe to drop. The problem was, she wasn't sure what that shoe looked like yet.
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“How are the rents?” asked Mitch.

“Very expensive.”

“So, I guess you need to have a roommate to cut the cost,” said Mitch. He had now tossed the first bit of bait into the water. He waited anxiously to see if she took it.

She did.

“Yeah, you definitely need a roommate. I’m looking for one myself right now,”

said Katie.

“Are you really?” he asked innocently.

“Yes. It's just too expensive otherwise.”

Mitch  nodded  his  head  sympathetically.  “That  must  be  hard  trying  to  find someone you can trust from a group of strangers you only met through an ad. I mean, you never know about people, do you?”

Julie listened closely for clues, but she still couldn't put her finger  on what he wanted. “What is he after?” she kept asking herself. Sadly, for her, she simply couldn't see  what  was  right  before  her  eyes  because  what  Mitch  wanted  was  something  she never suspected he could want, so she didn’t know to look for it.

“That does worry me,” admitted Katie in the meantime.

“I  can  see  why.  You  should  find  someone  you  know  for  a  roommate,”  said Mitch.

“I’d love too. The problem is that I don’t know anyone in the city.”

Mitch snickered. This was going exactly as he had imagined...  exactly!  He put a sheepish smile on his face. “Well, you’ll know me.”

Katie chuckled. “That’s true.”

Things had gone so well that Mitch wanted to ask her right now, but he knew he needed to go slowly so he didn’t scare her. That meant he needed to back off before he could ask. So, he smiled warmly at her and he said it was nice to see her again. Then he started to leave.

Julie watched him make his way to the door. She was surprised. Her stepbrother hadn’t  done  anything  wrong.  She  had  been  sure  he  was  up  to  something,  but apparently,  he  wasn't.  Either  way,  he  was  leaving,  so  she  said  “Good  riddance”

beneath her breath. Before she could finish that thought, however, Mitch spun around and smiled broadly at Katie.
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“You know what?!” he asked. “That’s actually not a bad idea!”

Julie  instantly  shot  to  attention.  Her  danger  sensors  told  her  that  the  trap  was being sprung... but what was the trap? She still didn't know. None of this was making sense to her! What was he after?

“Think about it” continued Mitch. “We both know each other already, and we could save a ton of money. I could be  your roommate!”

Sirens went off in Julie's head. She knew now what he wanted. It was bold. It was audacious. It was unacceptable. Julie shot out of her chair. “Absolutely not!” she growled.

“I wasn't talking to you. I was talking to Katie” said Mitch dismissively.

“And  I’m  answering  for  her.  She's  my  friend  and  she  doesn't  need  you  as a roommate, twerp!”

Katie blushed.

“Why don’t you let her answer for herself? Don’t you trust her?” asked Mitch.

Julie bit her tongue. She hadn’t expected Mitch to toss that at her and she found herself temporarily at a loss as she tried to think of some way to usher her stepbrother from the room without making it sound like she was treating her friend as if she were a child.

“It’s the perfect solution for both of us,” continued Mitch.

“It’s not the perfect solution,” countered Julie.

Mitch ignored her and spoke directly to Katie. “Of course,” he added, “if you're not comfortable with the idea, I'll understand. It just seems like a great way for us to help  each  other  out,  and  this  way  you  don't  need  to  worry  about  letting  some  creepy stranger into your apartment.”

“You  don't  need  to  let  him  in,  because  he’d  already  be  there!   She’d  need  to worry about having  you in her apartment, twerp,” said Julie angrily.

Katie smiled politely at Mitch, which worried Julie. Julie had seen this before.

Katie  was  so  nice  it  reached  the  point  of  being  naive.  She  wouldn’t  deny  anyone anything. And with Mitch turning this plea into something meant to help him too, Julie worried  that  Katie  might  be  inclined  to  give  in.  She  needed  to  stop  this  before  Katie had to make a decision!

“No, Mitch!” exclaimed Julie.
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“Why don’t you trust Katie to make up her own mind?” asked Mitch again.

Julie  rolled  her  eyes.  She  raised  her  hands  to  start  a  slow-clap  applause  at  the cynical, manipulative display she had just witnessed. She was stopped, however, right before she began when Katie spoke.

“Well, I  could use the money” said Katie softly.

Julie turned to face her friend, mid-clap. Her whole face seemed to drop. “You absolutely  don't  need  to  agree  to  this.  Seriously,  Katie.  I  know  my  stepbrother.  You don't want him as a roommate. He’s more trouble than he’s worth and he’s always up to something.”

“That’s not true”, said Mitch calmly, “But it’s fine. I’ll find something else.” He flashed his best “sad puppy dog” eyes. “I'll just need to hope my money can last while I try to find a job.”

“That’s not gonna work!” growled Julie.

“It’s not a bad idea. I could use the money—” repeated Katie softly.

“What?!” gasped Julie. “Katie, you don’t need to do this.”

Katie nodded her head, but dismissed her friend’s concerns. “Besides, this way I  know  who  my  roommate  is  rather  than  advertising  for  someone  I  know  nothing about,” she said, repeating the point Mitch had made.

“That’s true,” said Mitch. “You know what you're getting with me,”

“That I do.”

“No!” growled Julie. “Don’t do this! Trust me. He’s a twerp!”

“It’s ok, Julie,” said Katie. “I think it’s a good idea.”

“Katie!”

“It will be ok,” said Katie softly. “Trust me. I can take care of myself.”

Julie opened her mouth to object, but she realized she had lost. It was out of her hands. She bit her tongue and hung her head.

—o—

Half  an  hour  later,  Katie  left  the  house.  Julie  waved  goodbye  and  closed  the door behind her. She stared at the back of the door for a moment. Her eyes narrowed.

Her face turned bright red with rage. She seemed to breathe smoke.
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“Mitch!” she yelled.

Julie  stormed  off  to  find  her  stepbrother.  She  found  him  lying  on  the  couch watching television.

“How dare you?!” she growled.

“What? She needed a roommate, so I offered,” countered Mitch calmly.

“That is  not what happened! You tricked her into taking you as a roommate.”

Mitch chuckled. “I didn't trick anyone. I told her how it would benefit both of us  and  she  agreed.  That’s  it.  I  didn't  even  know  she  needed  a  roommate  until   she brought it up.”

This  tripped  Julie  up;  she  couldn't  remember  if  that  was  true  or  not.  So,  she instead pointed her finger at her stepbrother angrily. It had a long, sharp red nail. “I'm warning you now, twerp. Katie is the nicest, most naive sweetheart you will ever meet.

If  you  do   anything  to  upset  her,  annoy  her  or  take  advantage  of  her...  anything,   I'm going to rip off your balls and shove them down your throat. And I mean it!”

Mitch shrugged his shoulders. “All I'm after is a place to stay that I can afford.”

Julie pursed her lips.  “That better be true!”  she hissed.

“It is. What else could I possibly want from her?”

Julie didn't know the answer to this, but experience had taught her that it had to be  something.  Mitch  always  wanted  something.  Unfortunately,  as  she  didn't  know what  he  could  be  after  yet,  she  stumbled  a  bit  on  this  point  and  didn't  know  how  to respond to him.

Mitch  took  the  opportunity  to  rise  to  his  feet  and  start  to  leave.  “There  is honestly nothing else I want from her, nothing at all.” He walked off to his bedroom, leaving Julie frustrated and suspicious.

“He’s up to something,” she growled.
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Chapter Three: “Frustrated Intentions” 

—o—

Two days later, Mitch moved into Katie's apartment in the big city. He brought with  him  three  suitcases,  a  box  containing  some  things  from  his  desk,  his  lamp,  and a pillow.  That  was  about  it.  Fortunately,  Katie  had  already  furnished  the  room  as a guest room before he showed up. That at least gave him a bed, a desk and a dresser where he could put his clothes.

Katie chuckled at how little he brought. “I guess it's a good thing I furnished the room,” she said.

Mitch blushed. “Till buy more stuff as soon as I get a job.”

“That's ok,” she replied. “It doesn't matter.”

Mitch smiled shyly. “Thanks!”

“Do you need help with anything?” asked Katie.

“Like what?”

“Unpacking. Or getting settled or whatever,”

Mitch  shook  his  head.  “No,  I'm  ok.”  Then  he  heaved  the  first  and  second suitcases onto the bed and flipped them open. Inside were underwear, jeans and some shirts. It was all disorganized, as Katie assumed a boy's packing would be. She put her hand on the third suitcase by the door.

“Do you want me to unpack this one for you?” she asked.

Mitch's heart stopped. For an instant, he couldn't breathe. He recovered quickly though, and before Katie noticed. “No, that’s ok,” he said and he stepped over to Katie and took the suitcase right out of her hand. He carried the suitcase over to the bed and set it down outside her reach behind him. “You've done enough already. I’ll take care of this. Go relax.”

“All right. But if you need anything, let me know,” said Katie and she left.

Mitch breathed a sigh of relief. “That was close,” he said beneath his breath and he  tipped  over  the  third  suitcase  and  pushed  it  beneath  the  bed  unopened.  Then  he finished emptying the other two suitcases and the box. Finally, he lay down on the bed and began to giggle. He felt almost giddy. He couldn't believe he was here. He slipped his  hand  inside  his  pants  and  squeezed  his  penis.  His  mind  was  awash  in  images  of Katie in various dresses and outfits he had seen. He imagined all of them in her closet, 15

 

with him going through them, picking out the ones he wanted, and playing with them as he saw fit. He saw himself prancing around the apartment in the same dress she had worn two days prior and that turned him on intensely.

He quivered as he had these thoughts.

“This is going to be amazing!” he said and he stroked himself.

Beyond  his  door,  he  heard  the  sound  of  Katie's  heels  echoing  off  the  kitchen tiles; she always wore heels.

“All I need to do now”, he told himself, “is wait for her to go to leave for work or  a  date  or  whatever  and  then  I  can  explore  her  closet  for  hours  on  end.  This  is  the best thing that ever happened to me!”

Unfortunately for Mitch, things would not go the way he expected.

—o—

Mitch spent the first day bubbling over with anticipation. He was finally here!

He had spent a year planning this and now it had finally paid off. He was literally less than ten feet from his goal. He just needed to wait for Katie to leave the apartment and he would have what he wanted! All she had to do was leave... just go...go anywhere...

anywhere at all.

Unfortunately, she didn’t seem to be going anywhere.

This was incredibly frustrating. Mitch was on fire with his desire to go see her closet and she simply wouldn’t budge so he could do that. It was as if she knew what he wanted and she had determined to keep him from it.

What’s more, the way she was dressed was driving him wild. For while she was casually  dressed  in  a  romper  and  wedge-heeled  sandals,  her  sandals  made  a  sound which turned Mitch on whenever she moved around the apartment:  Click-Slap-Thunk! 

Click-Slap-Thunk!   He  heard  this  every  time  she  left  the  couch,  Click-Slap-Thunk! 

Every  time  she  went  to  the  bathroom.  Click-Slap-Thunk!   Every  time  she  went  to  the kitchen.  Click-Slap-Thunk!  And each time it would be the same.

She  would  rise.  Click-Click-Thunk!   Mitch's  eyes  would  be  drawn  to  her  feet immediately.  He  would  get  homy.  Click-Slap-Thunk!   She  would  move  across  the room.  Click-Slap-Thunk!  Click-Slap-Thunk!   Mitch  would  grow  hard.  Click-Slap-Thunk!  He would imagine himself touching her shoes and her feet.  Click-Slap-Thunk! 

He would grow hornier.  Click-Slap- Thunk!  It would become unbearable!  Click-Slap-Thunk!  Finally, Mitch would excuse himself and race to his room to stroke his penis to calm  himself  down.  He  had  not  masturbated  this  much  in  his  entire  life  as  he  did  in 16
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those first few days.

“When is she going to leave?” he screamed into his pillow.

This was torture for Mitch.

Mitch  was  never  renowned  for  his  patience  in  the  first  place,  and  here  he  was within literal inches of his goal, yet he couldn't get to it. At times, he even sat on the bed in his room staring at the wall between his room and hers, knowing that her closet stood on the other side of this thin barrier. At other times, he went to the kitchen and pretended to drink milk because he had learned that he could peek into her room from one specific spot in the kitchen. All he could see through the partially open door was a white summer dress spread across the bed and a pair of brownish-tan wedge-heeled sandals lying on the floor, but it was enough to satiate his need for the moment.
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Of course, this resulted in a suspicious number of visits to the kitchen.

“You must really like milk” said Katie after his fourth or fifth visit.

Mitch blushed. “Uh, yeah” he said.

Katie chuckled. “I’ll make sure to buy more the next time I go to the store.”

Mitch blushed even deeper. “Thanks” he said. Then he drank his milk slowly as he  stared  at  the  wedges  and  wondered  what  treasures  lay  beyond  those  shoes  which seemed to guard the secret chamber he wished to enter. “Her whole closet will be mine soon enough.”

—o—

But  “soon  enough”  quickly  began  to  feel  like  “forever  from  now”,  or  perhaps never.  Katie  didn't  leave  that  day  or  the  next  or  the  next.  She  just  roamed  the apartment,  driving  him  insane  with  the  sexy  sound of  her  heels  and  the  swish of  her dress. Mitch even decided to stay in his room, hoping to put all of this out of his mind, but  that  didn't  last.  He  constantly  found  himself  drawn  to  her  room  like  a  moth  to a flame.  He  couldn't  resist  looking.  He  needed  to  know.  There  was  a  treasure  in  that room and it was calling to him.

“Why won't she leave?” he kept asking himself in frustration.

Soon, it all began to feel like he was being taunted. He wanted only one thing and  that  was  the  thing  the  universe  wouldn't  give  him.  At  one  point  in  the  early evening, he even noticed that the wedges were cast in the glow of a strong single beam of sunlight which lit them up in golden light and made the rest of the room dark. It was like an effect from a movie meant to say “Here is the object of your quest.”

“Even the sunlight is taunting me,” he said beneath his breath.

For  the  briefest  of  moments,  he  even  considered  snatching  them  and  trying  to get  to  his  room  unnoticed,  but  that  was  a  horrible  idea  and  he  knew  it.  Then  he chuckled as he recalled a movie, he had seen a few months back in which a similar ray of  sunlight  had  sprung  a  trap  on  the  hero,  and  he  wondered  if  this  ray  was  meant  to entice  him  in  and  trap  him  or  just  drive  him  crazy  with  its  taunting.  Either  way,  it wasn't good.

“You won't keep me out forever,” he vowed at the wedges.

He  actually  snickered  sardonically  at  this.  Then  he  swallowed  the  rest  of  his milk and returned to his room to count down the time until the morning, when Katie would leave for work.
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“She has no choice. I win in the morning!” he told himself happily.

—o—

Mitch  awoke  the  following  morning  and  stretched.  He  was  sure  Katie  would leave  this  morning  for  work  and  then  he'd  have  the  entire  day  to  explore  her  closet.

The prospect excited him to the point of feeling giddy. He pulled on a sweatshirt and some shorts and stepped out into the living room to wish her a good day at work.

His spirits sank immediately.

“Hi  Mitch”  said  Katie  from  the  couch.  She  lay  on  the  couch  in  a  robe  under a blanket. She sounded horrible.

“Are you all right?” he asked.

“I have a cold. I’m staying home today.”

Those  words  made  Mitch's  skin  crawl.  “No!  Not  today!”  he  exclaimed  to himself. He wanted to cry. He didn't though. He couldn’t. He needed to be the good roommate and avoid raising her suspicions. So, he wished her well and he retreated to his room to pout. He even vowed to stay there and to put Katie’s closet out of his mind for the day.

That didn’t work.

Mitch  tossed  himself  onto  the  bed  for  the  tenth  time  and  stared  at  the  ceiling.

He  had  only  been  in  his  room  twenty  minutes  and  already  he  was  starting  to  feel a little stir crazy.

“When is she going to leave?” he asked.

He closed his eyes.

“Think about something else,” he told himself.

Mitch tried to think about baseball, school and other things he generally found boring.  None  of  it  calmed  him.  Slowly,  he  gave  in.  His  mind  wanted  to  think  about Katie's closet and there was nothing he could do to stop it. He was so darn close...  he just needed her to leave.  In the meantime, he would just need to relieve the pressure as best  he  could,  so  Mitch  jammed  his  hand  down  his  pants  and  started  playing  with himself.  He  imagined  standing  before  her  closet,  going  through  her  dresses,  her panties, her shoes and touching all of it.

Suddenly,  he  yanked  his  hand  from  his  pants.  Playing  with  himself  just  made him  tense  and  unsatisfied.  He  needed  the  real  thing,  not  a  fantasy  when  he  was  this 19

 

close. He needed to get next door.

“What  am  I  going  to  do?  When  is  she  going  to  leave?”  he  asked  himself  as loudly as he dared.

A  moment  later,  Mitch  jumped  to  his  feet.  Before  he  even  knew  it,  he  was headed  to  the  kitchen  to  get  a  glass  of  milk.  He  needed  to  see  her  wedges...  her uninteresting  wedges...  the  wedges  that  guarded  the  treasure  he  sought...  the  only feminine  thing  he  could  see  at  this  point.  As  he  walked  past  her  room,  however,  the door was closed!  Closed!  He could see nothing!

“This isn’t fair! Couldn't she have left the door open?”

Mitch stomped back to his room and clenched his fists.

“Couldn’t she have left some sexy stilettos lying around? How about a pile of panties or lingerie? Even a bra would be good. Heck, I’d even take the damn wedges at the moment!”

He took a deep breath and slipped his hand inside his pants again. He wrapped his  fingers  around  his  erection  and  started  stroking.  He  was  imagining  the  wedges lying on the floor as they had been the prior two days. He saw himself touching them and  then  rubbing  them  against  his  manhood.  It  wasn’t  enough.  His  frustration  and tension kept him from being able to climax.

Mitch  finally  yanked  his  hands  from  his  pants  again.  He  was  super  horny  but could do nothing about it. He just needed to wait until she left.
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Chapter Four: “Raiders Of The Forbidden Closet” 

—o—

An hour or so later, an unexpected opportunity presented itself to Mitch. Katie went  to  shower  and  left  her  door  open.  Mitch  began  to  tremble  from  his  need  to  see her closet. Without any real thought, he decided to go for it! He didn't have a real plan, didn't have a specific goal, and had no idea what to do if she stumbled upon him. All he came up with by the way of planning was that he would grab something sexy from her closet and take it back to his room like a prize.

“Just need something,”  he told himself. 

With  his  body  seemingly  on  autopilot,  Mitch  slipped  through  the  open  door, stepped  over  the  wedges  that  guarded  the  room,  and  raced  to  her  closet.  It  was  open and bulging. There were pinks and reds and blues and whites. There were clothes on hangers  all  jammed  together,  hats  above  them  and  shoes  lined  up  on  shelves  below.

Unfortunately  for  him,  his  mind  was  spinning  so  fast  that  he  couldn't  focus  and  tell what anything was. It was all just a giant mix of things... a blur.

His eyes darted from a pair of stilettos to a dress to pants to a skirt to a purse to wedges to flats to another purse. It was all a jumble. There was just too much to take in at once and he was overwhelmed.

“What do I do?!” he exclaimed.

Suddenly, the shower stopped.

This snapped Mitch out of his confused state as he instantly realized what this meant. It also dawned on him now just how horrible an idea this had been!

“What am I doing?” he gasped. “I need to get out of here!”

Mitch panicked. He ducked and spun and dodged and shot through the door and raced  back  to  his  room  with  lightening  speed.  When  he  reached  his  room,  he  closed the door behind him and leaned against it as he slowly slid to the floor. His heart was pounding  so  fast  he  felt  light-headed.  He  had  no  idea  if  he  had  left  her  room  as  he found it or if he had knocked things over left and right as he fled. He didn’t care either.

To his mind, he had escaped.

“That was close!” he said between sharp breaths.

Only  then  did  Mitch  realize  that  he  had  actually  somehow  grabbed  something from  her  closet  when  he  fled.  He  looked  down  at  his  hand  and  he  saw  a  flat  leather sandal. This one was white.
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“You’ve  got  to  be  kidding  me!”  he  growled.  “All  this  for  a  sandal?!  A   flat sandal? I don't even like flats!”

He threw the shoe onto his bed disappointedly.

Mitch  then  took  a  moment  to  catch  his  breath.  Out  in  the  apartment,  he  heard Katie returning to her room. Mitch now realized that grabbing the sandal might have been  a  mistake.  What  if  she  decided  to  wear  these?  What  would  she  say  when  she found she had only one shoe? Where could the other have gone except for him taking it? He became very nervous.

Mitch looked helplessly at the sandal.

“Why did I grab that? Of all the things, flats are not worth this kind of trouble!”

Mitch  closed  his  eyes.  His  brain  repeated  what  had  happened  right  up  to  the point  where  he  felt  disappointment  in  his  prize.  He  opened  one  eye  and  stared  at  the sandal taunting him from the bed.

“I hate flats” he said. “Girls should never wear flats. Always heels!”

He  closed  his  eye  again  and  rested.  Out  in  the  apartment,  he  heard  Katie walking around. She was wearing heels right now.

“They sound like wedges,” he said, “but they're definitely fairly high.”

He cast another glance at the flat sandal. He took a deep breath and tried to let his disappointment roll away. Slowly, his mind began to change vis-a-vis the sandal.

Perhaps it wasn’t so bad after all.

“It’s still hers. She’s worn it,” he told himself.

He felt a warm sensation in his gut.

“And I have it now, even with her only a few feet away.”

His penis stirred.

Mitch rose and walked over to the bed. He picked up the shoe and examined it.

It was surprisingly light. He ran his fingers over the open toe, where Katie’s toes had started to make an imprint in the insole, and then up the straps. The straps were white, the heel was brown leather. The straps covered the toes mainly, though an ankle strap added support.

“This is hers,”   he said. 
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He giggled.

“She's worn this... on her foot” he said in a distant voice.

Mitch felt “wobbly” in his gut at the idea that Katie had worn this shoe. He was actually holding a woman’s shoe that had been worn by a woman. This wasn't straight from  a  store  or  something  his  stepmother  bought  but  never  took  out  of  the  box.

A woman’s foot had touched this... worn it. He suddenly felt very naughty and he ran his fingers over her toe imprints.

“Her toes have stood right here.”

As  he  said  this,  he  imagined  Katie  walking  to  work  along  the  big  grey sidewalks  so  prominent  in  the  city.  She  wore  these  shoes.  Her  toes  pushed  into  the shoe to carry her  weight. Above, she  wore a  white and  light-blue summer dress. She looked gorgeous and carefree.

Mitch's  penis  slowly  unfurled  in  his  pants  as  he  watched  her  walk.  It  pushed aside his briefs and grew long and hard until it ran straight into the fabric of his pants, which  tented  up  as  his  penis  pushed  into  it.  Mitch  lowered  himself  onto  the  bed.  He unzipped his pants and pulled his erection out of his briefs. He gave it a few strokes.

Then he looked at the sandal again.

The front was open. It was open just enough that his penis might fit inside.

“Hmm,” he thought.

He’d  never  before  actually  considered  what  he  was  considering  now,  but  the more  he  thought  about  it,  the  more  enticing  it  seemed.  He  imagined  her  toes  in  the opening and he saw his juices dripping from them. That was really exciting.

“Why not?!” he told himself

Mitch brought the sandal to his erection and carefully slipped his erection inside the open front of the shoe. It felt a little rough, but exciting. He placed his thumb on the top of the straps and his fingers on the shoe's sole and pinched his erection between the  insole  and  the  shoe.  Then  he  started  stroking  himself  with  the  shoe,  pulling  it  up and down his shaft.

It  felt  amazing!  He  had  finally  found  a  way  to  get  himself  off  and  release  his frustration!

“Mitch,” called Katie through the door.

Knock! Knock! 

23

 

Mitch yanked his pants up over the sandal and zipped them closed as fast as he could.  There  was  no  time  to  remove  the  shoe  and  hide  it.  His  reaction  took  only milliseconds yet it was barely fast enough. Katie came bounding through the door an instant  later.  Mitch  prayed  she  didn’t  see  the  shape  of  the  sole  outlined  against  his jeans or a suspicious lump or something.

“Katie!” he exclaimed.

“Hey Mitch!” said Katie. She looked much better having showered. The color had returned to her face and her eyes looked bright again. She had even changed into a loose white dress with a black belt and patent black high-heeled slides; she typically wore dresses around the apartment and she wore heels everywhere.

“Wh— what’s up?” asked Mitch.

She  didn’t  seem  to  notice  the  trouble  she  had  caused  him.  “I’m  feeling  a  lot better. I'm going to make dinner. Why don’t you join me?”

Mitch turned white as a sheet. “If I stand up, that sandal could create a bulge or push  its  own  impression  against  my  jeans!  She'll  see  that!”  he  told  himself  “She'll know what I have down my pants!” He started to shake his head to reject her offer of dinner so he could avoid rising from the bed.

“No, you don’t, mister,” said Katie.

“Don’t what?”

“You don’t hide in here all day. You’re not going to be  that kind of roommate,”

she  said  pleasantly.  “Now  come  on.  Stand  up  and  let’s  go  make  dinner  like  we’re family.”

“Can you give me a moment to change?”

“You’re fine, Mitch.”

Mitch swallowed hard. She wasn't giving him any choice. This was going to be rough. He reluctantly reached for a baggy sweatshirt hanging over the back of his desk chair and slipped it over his head. He hoped this helped hide the bulge. Then he stood up. He braced himself to hear her scream about her shoe being attached to his erection, but she didn't. Instead, she waved for him to make his was to the kitchen and she fell in line behind him.

Click  slap!  Click  slap!  Click  slap!  Click  slap!  Her  heels  made  that  sound Mitch  loved  so  much  as  she  followed  him.  It  turned  him  on.  Between  that  and  the erotic  tension  of  her  shoe  secretly  being  jammed  on  his  erection,  Mitch  was  highly 24

 

turned on at the moment.

“I hope you're happy with the apartment,” she said.

“I am,” replied Mitch. His mouth was dry.

Click slap! Click slap! Click slap! 

“Good.  Because  with  a  little  training,  I  think  you’ll  make  an  excellent roommate.”

Mitch nodded his head in return. His was too distracted to make conversation.

For the next hour, Katie gave Mitch commands as she taught him how to cook her  favorite  meal.  The  whole  time,  he  was  hard  as  a  rock  and  his  erection  kept jettisoning his seed into her shoe. It was a terrifying and yet thrilling experience. It just wasn't  the  experience  he  wanted.  And  because  of  that,  Mitch  was  becoming  hornier, more  tense  and  more  frustrated  all  the  time.  He  was  reaching  a  breaking  point.  That night,  he  even  dreamt  about  simply  telling  Katie  that  he  wanted  to  wear  her  clothes.

He knew that would be a bad idea, but his mind was clearly considering it. He needed patience. The problem was, he had none.
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Chapter Five: “The Chamber of Secrets” 

—o—

Mitch  awoke  with  a  start.  He  was  clutching  Katie’s  sandal  to  his  face.  It smelled of leather and feet, which actually wasn't the greatest smell. Mitch wondered when he grabbed it during the night, as he had hidden it beneath the bed before he fell asleep.  It  must  have  been  when  he  was  dreaming.  He  had  dreamed  that  he  had  been shrunk down to a few inches tall and Katie was chasing him around the apartment in the  brown  wedges  that  guarded  her  door:   THUMP!  THUMP!  THUMP!  THUMP! 

Her heel strikes sounded like cannons in the distance.

“You'll never see my closet” boomed her voice high above him.

“Yes, I will” he called back in a tiny, feminine voice.

Katie laughed and slapped down a giant foot near him. The world bounced. She could crush him without even trying! So he fled. He fled toward a mountainous pile of panties.  She caught up with him easily and ordered him to expose  himself.  He didn't budge, so she began attacking the pile like a woman grinding out a cigarette. That was when  he  awoke  in quite a  bit of terror. The  dream  hadn’t been  as  sexy as he  would have imagined.

“What a nightmare!” gasped Mitch.

He looked down and saw that he was very erect.

“Embarrassing” he said.

Mitch then heard Katie moving around the apartment. From the sound of it, she was  in  the  kitchen  at  the  moment.  He  looked  at  his  clock.  It  was  late.  It  was  still morning, but barely.

“Why isn’t she at work?”

He got up and peeked out his door. Katie sat to the sofa. She was chatting with a  friend  of  hers  on  the  phone.  She  wore  a  pink  sweater,  a  tight  black  skirt  and  black spike heels with open toes. She looked sexy, and he felt his desire to touch her clothes rise within him again.

“Hey, sleepy head,” said Katie.

Mitch pretended to yawn. “Hi Katie.”

“How did you sleep?”
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“I slept well.” Mitch paused. “You going to work today?”

“No. My boss is away so we’re closed.”

Mitch's heart sank. He wanted to scream: “When are you finally going to leave this  apartment?!  Why  can’t  you  leave?!  I  just  need  to  explore  your  closet!”  He  said nothing though; he knew it wouldn’t be wise. Instead, he walked to the kitchen and got milk... a frustrating glass of milk.

“By  the  way,”  said  Katie,  “Theresa  and  I  are  going  to  see  a  movie,  so  you'll have the place to yourself.”

Mitch double swallowed his milk and almost choked, “You are?!”

“You don’t mind, do you?”

“Mind?!  Are  you  kidding  me?!  HELL  NO!  LEAVE!”  he  screamed  inside  his head. Mitch shook his head. “Sorry, I swallowed wrong,” he said. “No, I don't mind.

Go have fun. We're just roommates. I'm not here to interfere with your life.” His tone was rather anxious.

“Great,” said Katie and she returned her attention to her phone.

Mitch  glanced  once  more  at  her  door,  which  remained  partially  open.  The wedges  were  visible,  but  little  else.  “Get  ready  wedges...  I'm  coming  and  you  can’t stop me,” he whispered with a harsh snicker.

—o—

As the clock ticked away toward Katie leaving for lunch, Mitch paced back and forth across his room. He was so excited but so anxious. He was excited because this is what he wanted. He had wanted this for two years now and he was finally about to get it. He was anxious because all the false starts, the tension and the crazy dreams had made him paranoid. What if she came right back after leaving?

Making this worse was the fact Katie hadn’t left yet. She was still in her room changing. The wait was killing Mitch. Every passing second brought him more doubts and a greater need. It was getting to the point that he needed her to leave just to keep him from being torn apart by his own conflicts!

Finally, Mitch heard Katie leave her room. The sound of her heels told him she was moving to the kitchen:  CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!  Mitch stuck his head out to see what  she  was  wearing.  His  jaw  dropped.  Katie  wore  a  black  pencil  skirt,  a  white blouse and black spike-heeled slingbacks. The outfit was very chic  and very exciting and her walk was amazing. He was instantly turned on!
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“Now that’s how a woman should dress,” he said.

She came toward his door. He closed it before she saw him. He heard her just outside the door:  CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!  

“I’ll be leaving soon,” she called through the door.

“Ok,” he called back.

Mitch cracked the door and watched as Katie grabbed her purse from the island in  the  kitchen.  She  slung  the  purse  over  her  shoulder  and  checked  her  phone.  His excitement was building now. This was really happening! Just the thought of what lay ahead  was  making  his  mind  race  and  his  heart  pound  in  his  chest.  His  erection  was throbbing. He was becoming giddy.

“Any idea when you'll be back?” asked Mitch cautiously through the door.

“I’m not sure. It depends on Theresa. A couple hours.”

A  couple  hours!   Mitch  smiled.  His  chance  had  finally  come.  With  a  couple hours to play, he could take his time and look at everything. “All right. See you later.

Have fun,” said Mitch.

“Thanks,” said Katie.

Mitch leaned against the door and listened.

CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!   Katie  moved  to  the  front  door.  Jingle,  jingle!   She picked  up  her  keys  from  the  small  table  at  the  entrance.  There  was  a  pause  as  she shoved them into her purse. A moment later, he heard the door close.

“She's gone,” he said.

Mitch stood up straight and took a deep breath. He was alone... and ecstatic. He would get to  see her closet now... to touch her clothes... to   wear her clothes! He had been waiting for this for as long as he could remember. He had maneuvered all of this just for this very moment.

“I can’t believe it’s finally happening!” he said.

Mitch laughed. His hands trembled with excitement. He bolted out of his room and  raced  to  the  window  where  he  could  look  down  at  the  front  entrance  of  the building  several  floors  below.  He  watched  silently.  After  about  a  minute,  he  saw Katie’s shape emerge from the building and start down the street. He watched her walk half a block before she turned the corner.
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“She's really gone!” he said giddily.

He could stand it no longer. He ran to her room.

—o—

Mitch  stood  before  the  door  to  Katie’s  room.  The  door  was  slightly  ajar  as before.  He  could  see  the  wedges  through  the  crack.  His  breathing  was  shallow.  His mind flooded with a potent all-consuming mixture of fear and anticipation. He almost didn't  know  what  to  do  now.  He  had  been  building  this  moment  up  so  much  in  his mind that it almost overwhelmed him now that he was actually here...  almost. 

Mitch  placed  his  fingers  on  the  door.  Gently,  he  pushed  the  door  open.  The smell  of  Katie's  perfume  filled  his  nose.  He  closed  his  eyes  and  took  a  deep  breath.

The smell made him think of Katie lying in a yellow dress in a mountain meadow as he ran his fingers up her leg.

“I have arrived,” he said in awe.

Mitch  looked  down  at  the  wedges  which  still  stood  in  the  way.  He  shook  his head and smirked.

“Not so tough are you now?” he said to them with a chuckle.

Then  he  stepped  over  them  into  the  room.  Whatever  spell  they  had  before,  he decided was now broken. Once inside, Mitch was immediately struck with the decor.

Everything was silk or satin and there were a series of stylized paintings on the walls.

He  didn’t  stop  to  make  out  what  the  images  were,  however,  or  he  would  have  been shocked, seeing as how they were images of female domination. Instead, his focus was entirely on the closet.

Mitch  walked  past  a  desk  covered  in  makeup  and  other  things  with  barely a glance; he didn't notice the pink handcuffs. He reached the closet a moment later. He tossed open the closet... and he gasped.

“Wow!”

Katie’s  closet  was  awash  in  beautiful  feminine  colors  and  prints.  There  were pinks and reds and whites and ivories and yellows and purples and any color you could imagine.  She  clearly  favored  blacks,  whites  and  pinks  though.  He  saw  dresses  and more dresses: short dresses, loose dresses, skintight dress and maxidresses. There were capped  sleeves,  spaghetti  straps  and  everything  in  between.  On  the  floor  were countless pairs of shoes in any number of heel heights and styles: stilettos, wide heels, chunky  heels,  thin  heels,  wedge  heels,  kitten  heels.  There  were  all  here.  There  were pumps, sandals, slides, and mules, some with pointy toes, some with open-toes, some 29

 

with rounded toes. Some had lots of straps, some had just a few, some had none. And then there was the single white sandal. This was an amazing sight for Mitch.

“This is paradise!” he exclaimed.

Mitch  stuck  out  his  hand  and  touched  her  silks,  her  satins,  her  leathers.  They were so soft and yet so electric. His body withered in satisfaction.

“I'm in love,” he purred.

Mitch  started  thumbing  through  the  dresses  for  something  to  wear.  There  was a yellow  sundress,  a  red  A-line  dress,  a  pink  babydoll  dress  and  a  dark  blue  cocktail dress.  He  found  two  little  black  dresses.  He  found  an  asymmetrical  dress  in  three pastel  colors.  Each  dress  excited  him  more  than  the  last  and  he  imagined  himself  in each.  He  particularly  imagined  himself  fluttering  around  the  apartment  in  the asymmetrical dress with its loose skirt flowing around his legs. In his mind, he wore brown  leather  sandals  with  wooden  heels  and  brass  studs  with  that.  His  erection  -

always bigger in his imagination -jutted out beneath the dress a good twelve inches or more.

Then Mitch saw what he wanted. He saw a tight white pencil skirt. He'd always wanted to wear one of those. The idea of being hugged so tightly that the skirt almost felt like a bondage tool excited him. He could then wear a pink sweater with it.

“I need to wear this!” exclaimed Mitch.

Mitch  pulled  the  skirt  from  the  rack.  He  rubbed  his  fingertips  over  it;  it  felt amazingly smooth. Then he stepped over to the mirror and held it against his body. He tried to imagine himself in it.

“Yes!”

Mitch gently laid the skirt on the bed. Then he walked over to Katie’s dresser and  started  opening  drawers  until  he  found  her  panty  drawer.  The  first  drawer  was actually locked.

“I wonder what’s in there. Maybe jewelry?” he thought. “Oh well. Later. Time to get dressed now!”

Mitch opened the next drawer and found it full of panties. As with the dresses, the panties came in all shapes and styles. He took the pair right off the top. They were pink thong-like panties with ruffles at the edges. They were very sexy and he tingled all over at the idea of getting to wear them.

“This is going to be great!”
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Mitch  immediately  stripped  himself  naked.  His  penis  was  hard  and  throbbing.

He  stroked  it  a  couple  times  and  then  giggled.  He  felt  giddy  This  was  better  than  he ever expected! He took the panties and pulled them up his legs. He had worn panties before, but not under these circumstances and that made these magical as they slid up his legs and slowly covered his erection. It excited him to see his penis tenting out the panties. It reminded him how naughty this really was.

With  the  panties  in  place,  Mitch  stopped  to  savor  the  moment.  He  had  not dressed  in  some  time  because  he  had  nothing  to  wear.  Living  at  home,  he  had  no wardrobe of his own. Nor did he have access to a wardrobe like this. Yes, he had worn some of his stepsister's clothes, but she annoyed him rather than excited him, and her clothes were all very plain. This was different. This was amazing.

Mitch  finally  returned  to  the  set  of  drawers  and  kept  looking.  He  came  upon some  stockings.  He  grabbed  those.  He’d  only  gotten  to  wear  stockings  once  and  he loved the feeling. This time would be no different. As he slipped the stockings up his legs, his legs tingled and his erection got even harder. He touched it with his fingertips and a wet spot formed on the panties at the tip of the head.

“Let's see how I look!”

Mitch  walked  over  to  the  full  length  mirror  and  examined  himself.  His  knees trembled  and  he  went  weak  all  over  when  he  saw  himself.  He  was  actually  wearing Katie’s  clothes!  He  suddenly  felt  so  feminine  that  he  wanted  to  do  something feminine; he  wanted  to  mock  his  masculinity.  He  stepped back  and  spun  around  like a model, even putting his hand on his hip.

“You go girl!” he said with a snicker.

A warm shameful, yet strangely comforting feeling filled him.

Mitch spun around again so he could see himself from all angles. He loved the look  of  the  panties  all  tented  up  and  the  smooth  stockings  on  his  legs.  He  looked  so feminine. Then he squeezed his erection through the panties. He thought about jerking himself off right then and there, but he wasn’t finished dressing yet... and he had hours still.

“Don't do it,” he told himself. “This is the first time  for real and I want to do this right. It needs to be special, so don't do anything until you’re dressed.”

He let go of his erection.

“Good. I need shoes.”

Mitch returned to the closet and examined Katie’s shoes. She had a lot. Mitch 31

 

dug  through  her  collection  of  shoes,  touching  them  all.  She  had  so  many  styles  of shoes and they were all so inviting that he almost couldn’t choose. In the end though, a pair of simple white pumps that would match the skirt just called to him. They had five-inch heels with a slight platform.

“These are perfect,” he purred.

Mitch set the shoes on the ground before him and he slipped his feet into them, instantly growing taller by  several inches.  Mitch hadn't worn heels  in some time and he'd never really worn heels this high, so it took a moment for him to get his balance.

Even then, he wasn’t really all that stable.

“I love this!” he said with a giggle.

Mitch  then  grabbed  the  skirt.  He  wanted  so  badly  to  wear  this.  He  wanted  to feel  its  tightness  locking  him  in.  He  unzipped  it  and  held  it  out  before  him.  He carefully  stepped  into  it, making  sure  his  sharp  heels  didn't  tear  it,  and  that  he  didn't fall down. Then he started pulling it up his legs. It was so tight, like being tied up. He felt so horny as he tugged and tugged and slowly worked it up his hips.

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

“Isn’t that cute?!” said Katie behind him. He had been caught!
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Chapter Six: “Mitch Enslaved” 

—o—

Mitch’s heart stopped. Everything kicked into slow motion. He spun around to see what his brain already told him would be there:  Katie...  staring at him. She had an enormous  grin  on  her  face.  Or  was  it  a  sneer?  Either  way,  she  looked  like  a  shark descending on its prey “Katie!” gasped Mitch.

Mitch involuntarily took a step backward as if to retreat. Unfortunately for him, the tight skirt wrapped around his thighs robbed him of his balance and the high heels he  wore  made  his  footing  unstable.  He  crashed  backwards  and  fell  right  into  Katie's closet,  dragging  several  dresses  down  off  their  hangers  as  he  fell  and  landing  on a now-disorganized pile of high-heeled shoes and purses.

“You're home!” he added stupidly.

“Yes, I'm home,” said Katie sarcastically.

Mitch had no idea what to do. He’d never expected to get caught, and he simply wasn’t prepared for how shockingly horrifying and humiliating it would be. He didn't know if he should try to flee or hope to talk his way out of this or simply lay there in a puddle of helplessness and cry. He was leaning very strongly toward crying, except that he knew that was an unacceptable response, “It’s not what you think” he said.

Mitch  immediately  felt  stupid  for  saying  that.  He'd  said  it  because  he  didn’t know  what  else  to  say  and  he  remembered  reading  that  somewhere.  In  reality,  of course, this was exactly what she thought it was and they both knew it.

“It’s really not what you think” he pleaded, still not knowing who else to say.

As he said this, he debated if he could get up, get past her and make it out her door, but he gave that up almost immediately. He wouldn't get very far with this tight skirt  wrapped  around  his  thighs  like  some  sort  of  bondage  device.  Besides,  how  do you  outrun  an  idea?  She  would  never  forget  what  she  had  seen  here,  even  if  he escaped. No, his only chance was to talk his way out of this.

Fortunately,  he  told  himself,  Katie  was  hopelessly  naive  and  he  thought  she would be easy to manipulate. He would just need to find a way to explain why he was wearing her clothes.
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“I see you’ve been busy,” said Katie.

Mitch  blushed.  Even  worse,  this  comment  made  his  penis  grow  erect  once more; it had gone soft during the panic. Slowly it unfurled until it stood up and pushed up the panties like a tent pole.

Katie saw this and laughed. “Excited, are we?” she asked.

An embarrassed Mitch dropped his hands to  cover the front of his  panties and his erection. “This isn’t what you think,” said Mitch again.

“You keep saying that” said Katie. She stepped up next to him, crouched down and slapped his hands away from his crotch. Her hand now hovered over his erection.

“Are you sure?”

Mitch nodded his head nervously.

"Because it looks to me like you’re wearing my clothes, Mitch,” said Katie.

She then grabbed his erection through the thin panties. She squeezed it tightly, letting Mitch know right away who was in charge. Mitch's erection throbbed beneath her grip. He’d never felt more powerless or more humiliated in his life. Here he was, wearing women’s clothes, lying in a woman’s closet, as she hovered above him while grabbing his penis, and there was nothing he could do about it. He was entirely at her mercy.

“What part of that have I got wrong?” asked Katie.

Mitch  blushed  even  deeper  and  he  felt  even  smaller.  Even  worse,  his  erection was starting to build a rhythm. He knew what that meant potentially, but he didn’t dare say a thing. He just needed to hope Katie let go before something happened.

“It wasn’t— I mean— I didn't intend this,” he said.

Katie let out a single, cynical laugh. “Oh, I bet.”

She  kept  squeezing  his  erection  and  shaking  it,  making  his  balls  jiggle.  This rhythm kept building.

“It wasn't my idea,” said Mitch uncertainly, “If that makes sense?”

“It doesn’t.”

“But I—”
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my heels?” asked Katie sharply.

Mitch bit his lip. Her tone worried him. “No, but—”

“Did someone force you to put on my clothes?”

Mitch  felt  himself  shrink,  even  as  his  penis  seemed  to  expand  as  the  rhythm built  and  the  pressure  grew.  Her  warm,  soft  hand  was  going  to  make  him  cum  any second now and it was going to be embarrassing. “No,”

“Then it wasn’t unintentional. You dressed yourself in my clothes because you, Mitch, are a sissy. Admit it!”

A  chill  raced  through  Mitch's  body.  He  absolutely  did  not  want  to  admit  that!

He  shook  his  head  immediately  and  wildly  to  deny  her  allegation.  Unfortunately, circumstances seemed to prove the opposite.

Mitch took a deep breath. He realized he needed to get more forceful if he was going to get out of this. He needed to exploit her inherent niceness and her naivete to manipulate and control her.

“Well,” he said firmly, “I think we need—”

Katie immediately cut him off, “I’ll tell you what, Mitch. Why don't you pull up that skirt before we talk?”

“The skirt?”

“Yes. I’d rather see you in it than tangled in it.”

“How about I take it off?”

“You’re in no position to make demands.”

A chill ran down Mitch’s spine. He swallowed hard. Then he looked down at the skirt. It remained wrapped around his thighs holding them tightly together. Above, he saw the panties wrapped around his erection and held within Katie’s grip. Pulling up  the  skirt  was  a  good  idea.  It  might  stop  her  from  toying  with  his  erection,  which might prevent him from cumming accidentally. It also might free his legs which would help, should he see an opportunity to flee the room.

“All right,” he said softly.

Katie took his hands and helped him to his knees. When he tried to rise further, she put her hand on his shoulder. “That’s far enough. Being on your knees is a good place for you,” she said ominously.
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Mitch  was  starting  to  get  a  very  bad  feeling  from  this.  Why  was  “sweet, innocent,  naive  Katie”  acting  like  this?  It  worried  him.  It  was  out  of  character.

Nevertheless, he grabbed the waistband of the skirt and tugged it up over his hips. It took  several  tugs,  but  he  got  it  into  place.  His  panties  and  his  penis  disappeared beneath it, though his erection did tent up the skirt as it had the panties. In terms of fit, the  skirt  was  super  tight  and  it  bound  his  thighs  together  like  a  giant  rubber  band.

Separating his legs would be rather difficult.

“Ok, I’m wearing it. Now let’s talk about—”

Katie cut him off again. “You need a corset too” she said.

“A corset? But I—”

“I have just the one” she said.

Mitch  watched  helplessly  as  Katie  walked  over  to  her  set  of  drawers.  She opened the third drawer and pulled a black leather corset from it. She brought it back over to Mitch, who still kneeled in her closet, and started wrapping it around his torso.

She then turned him slightly so she could get to his back to tie the laces. Mitch wanted to object, or at least leave the closet, but at this point his primary rule was not to upset Katie, so he said nothing.

“Have you worn corsets before?” she asked.

“No, but I've read about them online.”

“Of course, you have,” said Katie and she snickered. “Well, this is going to be tight.”

She  pulled  the  laces  as  tightly  as  she  could.  Sure  enough,  the  corset  squeezed Mitch  like  a  vice.  It  was  much  tighter  than  he  expected.  He  had  expected  something more like the skirt he wore.

“Wow, that's tight,” gasped Mitch.

“That's  only  the  beginning.  Hold  tight,”  she  said.  Katie  then  gave  the  laces a really  good  yank.  This  was  followed  by  her  placing  her  knee  into  the  small  of  his back as she pulled as hard as she could on the corset. Like magic, the corset pulled his body  into  an  approximation  of  the  feminine  shape.  Gone  was  the  boxy  shape  he normally  had  and,  in  its  place,  came  a  more  hourglass-like  figure.  The  price  for  this was an intense tightness which squeezed his body until he could barely breathe.

“I can't breathe” he said.

“You can. It just takes practice.”

37

 

“I really can't!”

Katie ignored him and pulled a white sweater from a hanger. “Slip this on.”

Mitch  shook  his  head.  “I  can't  breathe”  he  said,  and  he  grasped  his  chest theatrically and made a big show of taking shallow breaths.

Katie walked over to her dresser. She produced a key from a locket around her neck  and  opened  the  locked  drawer.  From  it,  she  pulled  a  black  flogger!  A  flogger! 

Mitch was stunned.

“Do you need an incentive to put on the sweater?” she asked.

She flicked her wrist, making the flogger cut through the air.

Mitch was intimidated, no doubt. He shook his head. Then he slipped into the sweater.  His  breathing  problems  were  downgraded  to  tolerable.  Seeing  the  flogger though  revived  all  of  his  fears  that  this  little  fantasy  come  true  he  was  experiencing was really a nightmare in motion. He decided he needed to try talking Katie out of it now before she became comfortable with things as they were. Like it or not, he would need to take advantage of all of the knowledge he had of her.

Unfortunately, Mitch had far less knowledge than he realized.

“Katie, listen” said Mitch when the sweater was in place, “We need to talk. This has all been a big mistake.”

Katie looked him up and down from his toes to his head  to his erection to his toes again. He was quite a sight and she almost laughed. “There's no mistake” she said dismissively.

“But there is.”

Katie grabbed the chair from her vanity and set it before Mitch. She sat down, crossed  her  legs,  slipped  off  her  high-heeled  shoe  and  placed  her  toes  right  on  his erection. Mitch  could feel  her  soft, warm  toes  digging  into  the  head  of  his penis.  He also  felt  a  dash  of  precum  shoot  out  into  his  panties.  More  would  come  soon  if  she didn't move her foot.

“What are you trying to say, Mitch?” asked Katie.

“This was all just a mistake. So I’m going to take off this skirt and change back into my normal clothes. Then I would appreciate it if you could keep what you've seen here a secret.”

Katie  watched  this  with  the  greatest  amusement.  The  grin  on  her  face  was 38

 

utterly emasculating to Mitch. “Why would I do that?”

Mitch was taken aback by her words and her tone. Something was wrong here.

This was not how “sweet, innocent, naive Katie” was supposed to respond. He decided to be extra sweet in his choice of words in the hopes of triggering her natural niceness.

“Because  you're  a  good person who would never  want to hurt or embarrass  anyone, and it would be really embarrassing if anyone found out,” said Mitch.

Katie snickered. “Oh, I'm sure it would be.” She began kneading his penis with her toes as if it were dough.

Mitch stared at her nervously. These were not the words he expected from her.

He  had  expected  her  to  be  embarrassed  by  the  situation  and  then  agree  to  keep  this embarrassing secret and never mention it again. Instead, he had the distinct impression she was playing with him now.

“Katie, listen. This wasn’t my choice,” he said.

“Not your choice” repeated Katie doubtfully. “Whose choice, was it?”

“That's not what I mean. I mean, it's one of those psychological things. It's— it's embarrassing. It's a long explanation. Simple answer, it's out of my control,” he said.

He  hoped  that  playing  the  medical  angle  would  trigger  her  desire  to  help  him.  Other than  that,  he  tried  to  keep  things  vague  because  he  really  wasn't  sure  how  else  to explain this.

“So, you saw my clothes and you were helpless to stop yourself, is that it?”

“Exactly.”

“Like a panty compulsion.”

“Yes. So can we just keep this our little secret?” asked Mitch nervously.

Katie smiled smugly at him. She also slipped the head of his penis between her big toe and its neighbor and she started yanking on it; this was driving Mitch crazy and his breathing became heavy.

“How long have you had this compulsion, Mitch?” she asked.

“I'd rather not—”

She  pinched  his  penis  between  her  toes.  “How  long  have  you  had  this compulsion, Mitch?”

Mitch bit his lip. He did not want to go down this route of explaining anything, 39

 

but  clearly,  she  wasn't  going  to  let  him  out  of  it.  Also,  he  realized  that  the  longer  he kept  her  talking,  the  greater  the  chance  he  could  win  her  over.  “I  don’t  know,  but a long time.”

“And does it just kick in when you see   my clothes? Or will any girl’s clothes do?”

Mitch blushed. This was embarrassing. “Uh, just clothes.”

“So even Julie’s clothes would excite you?” asked Katie.

Mitch’s  penis  seemed  to  grow  at  the  suggestion  that  his  stepsister’s  clothes might turn him on. Katie noticed as well. She flashed her eyes down at his throbbing erection and raised her eyebrow knowingly.

“So, Julie's clothes  really excite you, do they?”

“No1.” protested Mitch, though his erection kept throbbing.

Katie looked down at his erection again between her toes. “This isn’t a problem, is it?” she asked, pointing at his erection.

“No,” said Mitch sheepishly.

“Ok,  good.  Because  if  my  toes  end  up  wet,  someone’s  going  to  lick  them clean.”

The suggestion shocked Mitch and his jaw dropped. “Now Katie's talking about making me lick my own cum off her toes?! What is going on here?!” exclaimed Mitch inside  his  head.  This  was  so  not  like  her,  and  he  now  worried  what  more  might  be coming.

“Back  to  Julie”  said  Katie  with  an  evil,  yet  playful  glint  her  eye.  “Have  you worn her clothes?”

“No!” exclaimed Mitch.

Katie chuckled. “Me thinks thou dost lie just a bit.”

Mitch  turned  bright,  bright  red  and  felt  himself  shrink.  He  felt  like  he  was twisting in the wind as she toyed with him, waiting to strike. This was so backwards from what he had expected. He expected to be the one manipulating her, not the other way around. How had they chanced places so completely?

Katie  shook  her  leg  excitedly,  jerking  his  erection  around  as  she  did.  This caused  it  to  slobber  precum  into  the  panties.  Fortunately,  it  wasn’t  enough  to  soak 40

 

through yet. “Tell me what you've worn from her,” said Katie as if she were playing a game like truth or dare.

“I’ve never worn any of her clothes!” protested Mitch.

“Of course, you have.”

“I haven’t. She’s my stepsister!”

“I know. That's what makes it so twisted. Just admit to me one item and we can move on,” said Katie.

“Katie, I've honestly never worn any of her  clothes,” said Mitch as calmly as possible. This was a lie, of course. He'd worn most of Julie’s clothes before. After all, that’s all he  had  access to. They  just weren’t as wearing  Katie’s!  Katie  knew  it  was a lie too.

“I don’t believe you, Mitchie, and I’m going to start punishing you if you don't tell me the truth.”

This unsettled Mitch. “Punishing me? How?”

Katie rose  to her feet  and returned to the dresser. She  pulled the key from her locket again and once more unlocked the mystery drawer. She rummaged through its contents until she found what she was looking for. Mitch assumed she was looking for the  flogger,  but  she  wasn't.  What  she  pulled  from  the  drawer  was  a  metallic  device shaped like a flaccid penis.

“What is  that?!” gasped Mitch, though he actually knew. He was just shocked.

“If you misbehave, I’m going to put this on you,” said Katie.

Mitch was almost too stunned to respond. Where in the world had Katie gotten that?!  Katie.  Innocent  sweet  Katie.  Katie  shouldn’t  even  know  what   that  was,  much less own one, thought Mitch. Where was all of this kinkiness coming from?

Mitch took a hobbled knee-step toward her and cocked his head to one side. He stared at the device. He knew what this was from the internet, but he’d never actually seen  one  in  person  before.  It  was  shocking  to  see  it  in  Katie's  apartment,  and  even more shocking to see it in her hand.

“Where did you get that?” asked Mitch nervously.

“Never you mind. Now, are you going to obey me or do I need to put this on you?” asked Katie.
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Mitch looked at the device again and then at his erection jutting out beneath the skirt; his erection was  bigger  than the device. He  shook his  head.  “I don’t think it’s going to fit.”

“It will fit. Stop stalling.”

“I’m not stalling. It really won’t fit.”

“It will fit. It will just take some shoving and it might be tight,” said Katie.

“But you'll never even get it inside,” said Mitch.

“There are ways.”

Mitch raised an eyebrow. “How does she know that?” he wondered.

“Now, tell me the truth.”

Mitch  almost refused just to see what would happen, but he thought better of it.

If she put that device on him, she would really have power over it. He needed to avoid that. “I’ve wore a yellow dress she like a lot,” he said and he felt like he was betraying his manhood admitting that.

Katie  snickered.  “I  know  the  one.  That's  a  cute  dress.  You  must  have  looked adorable.”

This made Mitch feel even smaller.

“Anyways, why don’t we talk about this whole 'keeping this a secret’ thing as you  clean  the  apartment?”  said  Katie.  “Clean  the  apartment?!”  asked  Mitch.  This confused him. How did that relate to what they were discussing?

“Yes, clean the apartment.”

Mitch didn't want to clean the apartment. He wanted to resolve this. He wanted to  get  out  of  these  clothes,  get  a  promise  that  Katie  would  never  mention  this  again, and  then  move  on.  Cleaning  the  apartment  was  not  part  of  that  equation.  But  at  the same time, he didn't want to make waves either. He still needed Katie in the best mood possible to resolve this delicate situation. So, he agreed.

“All right. We’ll clean the apartment. Then we’ll talk. Let me change—”

Katie shook her head. “No, no changing.”

“But I'm wearing a dress and heels!”

“Technically, you’re wearing a  skirt and heels.”
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Mitch  stared  at  her  in  shock.  Was  she  playing  with  him?  He  wasn't  sure,  but something strange was going on here. He decided to step up the firmness of his tone.

Maybe he could pressure her, “Now Katie—” he started.

She  would  have  none  of  it.  “Start  cleaning  the  apartment,”  said  Katie, interrupting him immediately.

“But—”

“Then  we  can  talk  about  keeping  this  secret.  I'm  sure  there  won't  be  any problem keeping this secret provided you're a good sissy slave from now and you do exactly as you’re told.”

“Do as I’m told?” he repeated uncertainly.

“Yes, Mitch.  Do exactly as you are told from now on,” 

Her  words  slammed  into  Mitch  like  a  hammer.  Blackmail?!   Katie?!  He  had never  expected  such  a  thought  to  come  from  the  mouth  of  innocent  and  naive  Katie.

For a moment, he wasn't even sure he had heard her correctly, but he had. “What do you want me to do?” he asked.

“You're going to become my sissy slave!”

“Your sissy slave?”

“Yes! Won't that be wonderful! You'll get to wear dresses and skirts and heels and be all girly. You'll love it” gushed Katie.

“I— I— I don’t—”

“You’re  also  going  to  follow  my  orders,”  continued  Katie  in  a  harsher  tone,

“You'll do anything I tell you, and refuse me nothing. You'll accept any indignity or humiliation I desire. You will live to satisfy me. Do you understand, Mitch?”

A horrified look appeared on Mitch’s face. He enjoyed crossdressing. In fact, it was  a  compulsion.  And  the  idea  of  getting  to  crossdress  before  a  beautiful  young woman  like  Katie  was  exciting.  But  he  had  never  been  too  excited  by  being  made submissive. Sure, he’d fantasized about it from time to time, but he didn't really want that. And what she was proposing terrified him.

“When you say ‘sissy slave’” asked Mitch, “do you mean you want me to dress like a girl right now,  we have some fun, and then it's over? Or are you talking about something longer?”

Katie chuckled. “No, silly. I mean full-time... from now on.”
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“Until when?”

“Until I’m bored with you,” said Katie and she shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe if you're good, I'll set you free earlier. We’ll see.”

Mitch was stunned. What she said struck him as insane. His crossdressing was his deepest, darkest secret. In public, he was a normal boy. He couldn’t agree to let her feminize  him  full  time!  What  would  happen  when  someone  saw  him?  What  would happen  when  his  stepmother  and  stepsister  saw  him?!  Mitch  shook  his  head.  “I— I can't. I can't let you feminize me,” he said.

“You don’t really have a choice, Mitch,” said Katie with a laugh.

“Why is that?”

“Do  you  want  me  telling  your  stepmother  and  stepsister  about  your  sissy adventures?”

Mitch felt a tight feeling in his chest as if his heart was going to stop. That was an  in  incredible  threat  to  him.  That  would  min  him!  And  Katie  not  only  made  this threat,  she  made  it  so  flippantly!  How  could  Katie  suddenly  act  in  ways  so  unlike anything he had ever seen from her? He could take it no more. “Look, Katie, what is going on here?!” he demanded. “This doesn't make any sense! Seriously, where is all of  this  coming  from?  Demanding  a  feminized  slave?  Blackmailing  me!  A  flogger?!

A chastity device?! This is so not like you!”

Katie let out a long slow laugh. “Not like me? How did you decide that?”

“Because  I  know  you,”  said  Mitch  in  a  high-pitched  nervous  voice.  “I’ve known  you  for  a  couple  years  now.  You’re  too  sweet,  too  innocent  for  this.  You shouldn’t  even  know  what  these  things  are,  much  less  how  to  use  them!”  Mitch pointed to the handcuffs on her vanity as he spoke.

“Is that so?”

“Yes”

“Clearly, you don’t know me as well as you think you do, Mitch.”

“But I do,” said Mitch. “You’re not like this!”

Katie laughed out loud, “All right, sissy boy, it's time for a lesson!” said Katie.

She then grabbed his erection tightly with her left hand. Her grip was vice-like. At the same  time,  she  put  her  right  hand  on  his  back  and  shoved  him  forward,  causing  the off-balance Mitch to tip forward. He would have landed on his face except he caught himself with his hands.
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“What are you d—?” he started to demand.

Before  he  could  finish  this  thought,  however,  Katie  raised  her  right  hand  and brought it down hard and fast against his rear.

THUD! 

THUD! 

THUD!   These  blows  weren’t  particularly  painful,  but  they  were  rather humiliating...  though  they  did  sting  a  bit.  Squeezing  his  erection,  on  the  other  hand, that hurt.

“You think you know me, do you?! Tell me, sissy, do you think you know me because you stole my panties? Is that it?!”

“Your panties?”

THUD! 

THUD! 

“Yes! The ones you took the night of the sleepover.”

Mitch’s jaw dropped. “How do you know about that?!” he gasped.

“I watched you take them,” said Katie.

“You did?”

“Oh yes, sissy boy. And I knew in that moment that I could trap you and turn you into my own personal sissy slave. All I had to do was arrange for you to become my roommate.”

“You arranged?  You didn't do that! This was my idea!” protested Mitch.

Katie let out  a cynical laugh  which  sent  a chill racing down Mitch’s spine; he didn’t even know she could laugh like that. Of course, he didn't know she could spank him either. In fact, it was becoming very clear that he knew very little of what she was capable of and that worried him.

“Your idea?!” exclaimed Katie mockingly. “Ha! Do you know how often I had to  suggest  the  idea  of  us  becoming  roommates  before  it  finally  sank  into  that  thick head of yours? I was starting to think you were daft.”

“I'm pretty sure it was my idea,” said Mitch defensively.
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Katie shook her head. “I kept dropping hint after hint after hint—”

THUD! 

THUD! 

THUD!  She spanked him three times, once for each “hint.”

“—until you finally got it.”

“But what made you think I wanted to be your roommate?”

Katie smirked. “Because you're a sissy boy! Not only did you steal my panties, but I saw you looking at my clothes every time I came over. I saw your eyes starting at my  heels  and  my  dresses.  Then  you  would  scurry  off  to  jerk  yourself  off  before coming back for another look.”

Mitch turned bright red. Had he been that obvious?

“I knew you would jump at the chance to get into my closet. So I dropped hints and you finally picked them up.” She snickered and shook her head. “Then you made that awful presentation to convince me. I almost died laughing.”

“Awful? I thought it was clever.” Mitch sounded hurt.

“Clever?  Hardly,”  she  said,  which  made  Mitch  feel  even  smaller,  if  that  was possible.  This  conversation  was  definitely  not  good  for  his  ego.  “Then  it  was  just a matter  of  winding  you  up  and  giving  you  enough  time  to  trap  yourself.  And  now I have  you.  You  belong  to  me,  all  because  I  knew  what  it  meant  that  you  stole  my panties... sissy boy.”

Mitch was starting to suspect he might be in trouble. “Well, be that as it may, your plan isn’t going to work,” said

Mitch.

“Is that so?”

“If you want to feminize me full-time, then my mother and sister will find out soon  enough,  so  what's  the  point  in  me  giving  in  when  you're  going  to  tell  them anyways? That threat won’t work. I'm better off letting you tell them now and getting it over with! So, you might as well just let me get up.”

Katie  laughed  and  stroked  Mitch's  erection  through  his  dress  and  his  panties.

“You've missed the point, genius.”
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“What point?”

“Wouldn't it be better to avoid the humiliation entirely?”

Mitch raised an eyebrow. “What are you suggesting?”

“It’s  simple,  Mitch.”  She  paused  to  draw  a  figure  eight  on  his  butt  with  her fingers. “Do as I say and I’ll keep your secret. Don't and I won’t.”

“What do I have to do?” he asked cautiously.

“Anything I say.”

Mitch  licked  his  lips  nervously.  The  idea  of  getting  to  crossdress  with  Katie sounded exciting. Even the idea of getting to play at being her sissy servant sounded like  fun.  But  the  idea  of  actually  being  her  servant  did  not.  And  being  her  full-time feminized  submissive  troubled  him  a  lot.  For  one  thing,  he  wasn't  really  submissive.

For  another,  he  was  realizing  that  he  clearly  didn't  know  the  “real”  Katie  and  that meant  he  had  no  idea  what  she  was  capable  of  demanding.  Finally,  being  feminized full-time would ruin his reputation, wouldn't it? He decided to press this point.

“You'll keep this secret?” he asked.

“Yes”

“And you won’t tell my family about this?” asked Mitch.

“Exactly.”

“But how can I see my family if I'm feminized though?”

Katie shrugged her shoulders. “We’ll un-feminize you first. When you’re with me,  you’ll  be  my  little  sissy  pet.  When  you’re  with  them,  you  can  be  whatever  you want to be,” said Katie simply.

Mitch  considered  this.  He  felt  like  he  was  negotiating  away  his  life,  which  he was  in  many  ways.  He  was,  in  the  very  least,  negotiating  away  his  freedom  and  his manhood. Unfortunately, it was a buyer's market as Katie held all the cards.

“I don’t know,” said Mitch. “What about we only do this in the evenings?”

“Fulltime.”

“And you want me to—”

“To be my girly slave from now on,” said Katie. “Think of all the beautiful girls clothes you'll get to wear.”
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Mitch began to sweat. He had no idea what would happen next and he had no control  over  it.  He’d  never  felt  more  helpless  in  his  life.  In  many  ways,  this  was incredibly enticing! And with Katie offering him secrecy as part of it, it was perhaps truly a dream come true. But she was apparently unpredictable. Could he trust her to keep  that  promise?  Did  he  really  have  any  choice?  He  felt  tom,  pulled  in  each direction by competing desires. Yet, through it all, one thing remained clear: the only path that kept this secret was to agree. He had no guarantees, but a chance is still better than no chance.

“What do you want me to do?” he asked, and as he did, he felt an intense chill race through his body and making him tremble.

“Call me 'Mistress',” she said.

Mitch swallowed hard. “What do you want me to do, Mistress?”

Katie smiled. Things were going her  way! “Get naked. It’s time to shave you and shower you.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mitch felt terrified as he said this. He was embarking on an adventure that could well end in ruin in any one of dozens of ways. Yet, at the same time, something deep inside him smiled. This whole thing was crazy and scary, but there was no denying it was thrilling too.
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Chapter Seven: “Very Big Pumps To Fill” 

—o—

A  few  minutes  later,  Mitch  found  himself  kneeling  before  Katie  in  the  living room.  He  wore  the  ultra-tight  corset,  stockings,  a  tight  black  miniskirt  and  black slingbacks. He wore no shirt or blouse over the corset. His slingbacks had the highest heels he had ever worn and they threw off his balance tremendously when he tried to walk in them. Getting from the bedroom to here had proven somewhat challenging for him. He needed practice.

Katie  sat  on  the  sofa  with  her  legs  crossed,  dangling  one  of  her  white  pumps from  her  toes.  It  dangled  inches  from  Mitch's  chest.  She  wore  a  low-cut  white  dress Mitch  had  never  seen  before.  It  showed  off  her  amazing  breasts.  In  fact,  they  almost poured out of it. Around her throat, she wore a silver necklace. Silver earrings dangled from her ears. Next to her on the couch rested a riding crop.

“Let's talk about the rules,” said Katie.

She tapped his chest with the tip of her shoe.

Mitch  bit  his  lip.  He’d  never  had  to  live  under  a  set  of  rules  before  and  he wondered what it would be like. In his fantasies, it had been exciting, but they weren’t real rules in his fantasies. Would these be exciting or would they just be difficult? He didn't know. Oddly though, the idea of following her rules turned him on a good deal more than he expected. He decided to keep that bit of knowledge to himself.

“From  now  on”  continued  Katie,  “you  will  wear  women's  clothes  exclusively unless I give you permission otherwise. I will pick out your clothing for you. Expect to always  wear  dresses  or  skirts,  corsets,  stockings,  high  heels,  lingerie  and  the  such.

I may buy you some cute costumes or uniforms. We’ll see. Either way, you will wear what I tell you. You will not resist or refuse or try to change what I give you. Do you understand?”

Mitch saw his male life flash before his eyes. This scared him, but excited him too. The idea of getting to wear women’s clothes from now on around Katie, except to see his family, was actually really exciting. The idea of being seen dressed as a woman by outsiders, that was terrifying.

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

“You will learn to wear them properly too,” she said. “For example, there will be no more peepshows.”

Mitch cocked his head to one side in confusion. “Peepshows?”
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Katie picked up the riding crop which sat on the couch next to her and used it to tap the tip of his  exposed erection! Apparently, when Mitch got down on his knees, his penis escaped his panties and now it stood out freely beneath his short skirt. Only, with Mitch on his knees, his skirt formed a tight tube around his legs which left Katie with the  perfect  view  of  his  panties  and,  in  this  case,  his  erection  standing  all  by  itself between his legs.

Mitch dropped his hands to cover his penis and jam it back into his panties.

“Uh uh uh, no! Don't touch,” said Katie.

“I was just going to tuck it back in.”

“Leave it. Think of it as a reminder for you to watch how you wear your skirts,”

said Katie. She then pinned the head of his erection against the ground with the crop.

“My sissies don’t show their boy parts without permission.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress,” said Mitch. “I’ll be more careful.”

“You  have  a  lot  to  learn,  sissy,”  she  said  before  acknowledging  his  apology.

She  then  continued.  “Back  to  the  rules,  I  expect  you  to  learn  to  be  a  competent personal  servant.  You  will  keep  the  apartment  clean.  You  will  do  our  laundry.  You will cook meals.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You will also learn the other duties of a personal maid. Have you ever brushed a  woman’s  hair  before?”  asked  Katie.  It  was  obvious  that  he  hadn’t.  His  lack  of experience  with  women  was  written  on  his  forehead.  “Have  you  ever  painted  your nails before?”

This he had done. “Yes, Mistress,” he said.

“Are you any good at it?” she asked.

Mitch shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t have a lot of experience.”

Katie picked up her purse and dug through it until she found a vial of dark red nail  polish.  “All  right.  Let's  see  if  you're  any  good.  You're  going  to  paint  my  nails”

said Katie, and she held out the vial for him.

Mitch felt himself melt. He never once thought he would hear a woman say that to him in his life. He liked it. He liked it a lot. It made him happy in a way he couldn't explain.

“Yes, Mistress” he said excitedly.
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Mitch took the vial and set it aside. Then he took Katie’s first high-heeled shoe in his hand,  while holding her leg by the Achilles tendon with the  other, and popped her shoe off her foot. He could smell the leather and sweat coming from her foot. He set  her  shoe  next  to  him  and  then  took  off  the  other.  He  placed  that  one  next  to  the other.

Now  he  needed  to  remove  her  stockings.  He'd  never  removed  stockings  from a woman  before  and  he  wasn't  sure  how  entirely.  Should  he  just  reach  up  her  skirt?

Should he ask permission?

“Um, Mistress” he said.

Katie  knew  what  he  wanted,  so  she  reached  beneath  her  skirt  and  pulled  her stockings down to mid-thigh. “You can get them from there.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

One at a time, Mitch took each stocking and slid it along her gorgeous legs until he  pulled  them  off  her  toes.  He  was  hard  as  a  rock  as  he  did  this,  a  fact  which  was obvious  as his hard penis still poked out in the open from  between his legs; his skirt remained essentially in his lap.

“This is even more exciting than I thought it would be,” he told himself.

“No mistakes,” said Katie.

Mitch nodded his head and picked up the vial. He shook it and opened it. The sharp  acidic  smell  of  the  polish  immediately  filled  the  room.  He  always  liked  that smell and this time was no exception. He dipped the brush into the vial and pulled it out with a drop of polish on the tip. He transferred that drop to the nail on her big toe and pulled the brush forward, painting most of the nail red.

His erection throbbed.

Katie  watched  with  satisfaction  as  Mitch  did  his  work.  There  was  something about  having  a  man  on  his  knees  painting  her  nails  that  turned  her  on  more  than anything  in  the  world.  She  was  wet  as  could  be  and  her  nipples  pushed  almost painfully against her blouse.

“Excellent. You’re doing a great job,” she said.

Mitch blushed. “Thank you, Mistress.”

Katie  tickled  the  underside  of  his  erection  with  an  unpainted  toenail  as a reward.  She  saw  his  erection  jump  and  throb.  He  was  super  turned  on.  That  was a good sign. Mitch was proving to be a good sissy.
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Finally,  Mitch  finished  all  of  her  toes.  Katie  let  them  dry  and  then  examined them  closely.  They  were  nearly  perfect.  Mitch  had  done  an  amazing  job.  He  had passed his first test.

“Nicely done” she said. “Just make sure you keep up your skills. I expect my sissies to be able to do my nails perfectly.” “Yes, Mistress.”

“Now, serve me drinks,” said Katie.

—o—

Mitch  stood  at  the  edge  of  the  kitchen  holding  a  silver  tray  containing  two drinks. The slingbacks he wore were on the top of his mind right now. They were the highest heels he had ever worn and they were very difficult for him. It could have been worse if these were mules or something with even less support, but these were still bad enough,  and  he  wondered  how  he  would  do  this.  He  took  a  deep  breath  and concentrated on his balance.

“I can do this,” said Mitch.

Mitch took his first step toward the couch where Katie sat. He carefully planted the heel of his high-heeled shoe on the carpet and then brought down his toes. There was a bit of a thump and the drinks  shook, but nothing spilled. With that foot firmly planted, he carefully followed with his other foot.

“Speed it up, sissy,” said Katie. “I know this isn’t your first time in heels.”

“Yes,  Mistress.  I’m  sorry.  This  is  the  first  time  carrying  a  drinks  tray  while wearing heels this high though,” he said.

“Excuses, excuses!”

“It's not. This is harder than it looks.”

“Well, get used to it, sissy. I like my drinks served in this manner... as do my guests,  and  I  like  my  sissies  in  heels...  high  heels,”  said  Katie.  “That  isn’t  going  to change.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mitch  took  a  deep  breath  and  focused.  He  took  the  next  step  and  the  next.

Slowly, he made his way from the kitchen to the couch in the living room carrying the two drinks - a water and a screwdriver.

As  he  went,  Mitch  was  very  conscious  of  all  the  clothes  he  wore.  The  corset actually  helped  keep  his  posture  rigid,  which  helped  him  carry  the  drinks.  He 52

 

appreciated that, even if it was so darn tight! The short skirt and black silk panties, on the  other  hand,  did  nothing  to  help.  They  didn't  even  contain  his  erection,  which swung  wildly  back  and  forth  with  each  step  he  took.  This  worried  him  as  Katie  had warned him that if his penis popped out of the bottom of the skirt again, she would put him in the chastity device. He didn’t want that.

“You are by far the slowest of my sissies” said Katie as he neared.

Mitch  raised  an  eyebrow.  Katie  kept  prior  males  as  sissies?  Sweet,  innocent, naive  Katie?   Who  was  this  Katie?  How  had  he  not  known  any  of  this?  How  had  he misjudged her so badly?! How could she come across so naive and innocent despite all of this? What else didn’t he know?

“How many sissies have you had?” asked Mitch.

“You’re my fourth.”

Mitch was stunned. Four sissified males? This had to be a joke!

“There  was Cindy. Then  Joe, or Josephine as I called him. Josephine  had  the most gorgeous red hair and looked so sexy in stockings. Oh my God, he looked good in stockings! Then there was Eric... well, Erica,” said Katie.

Mitch  reached  the  couch  and  held  out  the  drinks  tray  for  Katie.  She  smirked.

Then she picked up the riding crop she had on the couch next to her and she lifted it to beneath Mitch’s chin. Mitch tensed up, and got harder.

“Erica was my favorite. He was amazing. He took care of me hand and foot and made me feel so special. I expect that from you, Missy. Do you understand? You have big pumps to fill!”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Mitch cautiously.

“I  mean  it,  Missy.  Erica  spoiled  me.”  She  tapped  the  crop  against  his  rear pretending to smack him with it. This made Mitch nervous, but he did his best to hide it. “Very big pumps to fill.”
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Chapter Eight: “Breaking Him In” 

—o—

The following morning, Katie announced that they were having a visitor, Mitch shuddered.  He  knew  this  would  be  coming  eventually.  After  all,  Katie  had  an  active social calendar and many friends, and she wasn't going to be a hermit just because she now  kept  a  crossdressed  young  man  in  the  apartment.  Still,  he  didn't  expect  it  this fast.  He  wasn't  sure  he  was  ready.  It  was  one  thing  to  be  seen  by  Katie;  it  was  quite another  to  be  seen  by  people  he  didn’t  even  know.  Mitch  hoped  she  intended  to relegate him to his bedroom during the course of the visit.

She didn't.

“You seem concerned,” said Katie with a chuckle.

“I am! They're going to see me!” he said.

“Of course.”

Mitch shuddered again at the thought. “It's just that no one has seen me dressed like this” said Mitch and he waved his hand up and down the tight black ankle-length skirt and white blouse he wore. He could barely move his legs in the skirt, which was how Katie liked it.

“Life is full of new experiences, sissy boy.”

Mitch  realized  that  she  had  no  intention  of  letting  him  out  of  this.  He  almost considered  demanding  it  or  even  walking  away,  but  the  threat  to  expose  him  to  his family stopped him.

“Don't worry. You can do it. All my other sissies did it. Well, except Josephine.

He was a bit of a mess when it came to being seen.” Katie sipped her ice tea and she let out a shallow snicker. “I had to stand him in the corner several times and paddle him just to calm him down.”

Mitch  couldn’t  imagine  how  a  paddling  would  calm  anyone  down.  “What happened to Josephine?” he asked nervously.

“He retired from the world of sissies. He wasn't man enough.”

Mitch raised an eyebrow at this curious answer. “Not man enough?”

“It takes a strong man to be a woman. Josephine never had it in him.”

“Is that what happened to Erica too?”
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Katie  paused  and  seemed  to  give  an  almost  imperceptible  jolt.  Mitch  realized immediately that this was a sore topic for her. She then downed her ice tea. “No” she said, and Mitch decided it was best not to follow up on that answer.

“Would you like more ice tea, Mistress?” he asked.

Katie's  face  brightened  again  and  she  held  out  her  cup.  “Please,”  she  said.

“After  you get that, run the vacuum  over  the floor  quickly before  Gloria  arrives. I'd hate for her to see the apartment dirty.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mitch  fetched  more  ice  tea,  put  the  dishes  in  the  washer,  and  cleaned  up  the leftovers.  When  he  finished,  he  ran  the  vacuum  over  the  carpet.  He  did  all  of  this  in high stiletto heels and a skirt so tight he couldn’t separate his legs above his knees and barely below.

Just as Mitch was putting the vacuum away, the doorbell rang.

Bzzzzz! 

It was more of a buzzer really.

Mitch  looked  at  Katie,  All  the  color  had  drained  from  his  face.  The  idea  of being seen had been troubling in the abstract before, but now that it was imminent, it was terrifying.

“Well?” asked Katie.

“I—uh—”

“There’s someone at the door.”

Mitch nodded his head. He tried to speak, but his mouth was too dry.

“There's  someone  at  the  door,  Missy,”  repeated  Katie  more  firmly.  “Go answer it,”

Mitch  again  tried  to  speak,  but  the  prospect  of  being  seen  was  just  too terrifying.  Not  a  peep  came  out,  and  he  couldn't  get  himself  to  budge  even  an  inch from the spot he occupied.

“Go answer it!” growled Katie.

“But they'll see me” said Mitch in a tiny voice.

“Of course, they will. Now answer the door, sissy!”
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Mitch shook his head. “I— I can't.”

Katie rolled her eyes. “Oh Heavens” she said. She put down the class she was holding and rose to her feet. She marched over to the door. Her mules cracked off the floor and slapped off her soles as she went.  Click-Slap! Click-Slap! Click-Slap!  “Get over here!”

Mitch remained frozen.

“Come to the door  now or I’ll punish you! Do you want to be paddled in front of my friend?”

“No, Mistress,” squeaked Mitch.

Mitch  swallowed  hard.  He  wanted  to  flee.  The  prospect  of  being  seen  by  this woman  brought  back  all  the  terror  he  had  felt  at  being  exposed  the  first  time.  But slowly,  he  was  realizing  that  there  was  nothing  he  could  do  about  it.  There  was nowhere  to  run,  and  the  consequences  of  running  were  too  high,  so  he  reluctantly made his way to the door.  Click! Click! Click! Click!  The clicking of his heels marked his journey like some sort of death march.

“Now open the door,” said Katie.

Mitch  reached  out  his  hand.  With  its  red  painted  nails,  it  was  actually  quite excitingly  feminine.  But  right  now,  it  reminded  him  of  his  vulnerability.  He  twisted the knob and pulled open the door. Standing on the other side of the door was a young woman in a black minidress and black high-heeled slingbacks. She had golden blonde hair and a cute button nose. She was deadly cute, but there was something else about her... something strong.

“That took forever,” said Gloria.

“Sorry about that,” said Katie. “I’m still training Missy. He's not used to being seen yet and it took time to motivate him. In fact, you're the first person to see him as Missy other than me.”

“Oh fun!”

“Come on in, darling,” said Katie.

Gloria  stepped  inside  and  she  and  Katie  hugged.  Then,  to  Mitch's  utter  shock, she  wrapped  her  arms  around  Katie  and  pulled  her  close  before  planting  her  lips  on Katie's lips. Katie seemed to melt in her arms.

“She's a lesbian?” gasped Mitch to himself. “What next?”
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Gloria  then  turned  to  Mitch.  “So,  you're  the  new  Erica,  are  you?  Fetch  me a drink.”

Mitch  furrowed  his  brow  and  looked  to  Katie,  He  wasn’t  thrilled  with  Katie giving  him  orders  and  he  definitely  didn't  want  this  Gloria  woman  giving  him commands.  But  when  his  eyes  met  Katie's,  he  saw  clearly  that  she  expected  him  to obey Gloria as well.

“Yes, Mistress,” he said through gritted teeth, and he tottered to the kitchen.

“He  needs  a  lot  of  training,  that's  for  sure,”  said  Gloria.  “His  attitude's  all wrong.  There's  no  respect.  He  didn't  even  curtsey.  And  look  at  how  he  walks.  It's barely passable as a woman.”

“We’ve only just started,” said Katie.

“Well, I think I can help you with all of that.”

“I  knew  you  could,”  said  Katie  and  she  kissed  Gloria  again.  She  then  took Gloria's hand and walked her over to the couch. They sat down together, with Gloria pulling Katie close and sliding her hand inside Katie's blouse until she cupped one of Katie's breasts. They kissed several times.

Mitch couldn't believe how horny he got  watching  these two beautiful women kisses.

“Where’s my drink, sissy?” called Gloria from the couch. “Stop gawking and start walking.”

Mitch blushed. “Uh, yes Ma'am.”

Mitch picked up the drink, placed it on the serving tray and walked across the kitchen and the living room toward the two women. He had gotten good at walking in heels, but still wasn’t great. He wobbled and he looked like he might twist his ankle at times.

“You  really need to learn to walk in heels,” said Gloria.

“I have been trying,” said Mitch defensively.

“The problem is,” said Katie, “that he resists. I don’t understand it. Erica was never like this. He was always ready to learn. And Erica didn't even start as a sissy like Missy has.”

“What have you tried?” asked Gloria.
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Mitch tottered toward them slowly with the drink on the tray.

“I've  tried  everything,”  said  Katie.  “Paddling,  standing  in  the  corner,  extra duties—”

Gloria  shook her  head. “Punishment won’t work yet. Right now, his ego  sees punishment  as  a  chance  for  him  to  prove  he's  still  in  control.  It's  how  his  manhood fights  his  feminization.  You  punish.  He  resists.  The  fact  he  resists  shows  he's  still a man.” Mitch arrived and she took the drink.

“What do I do then?” asked Katie.

“You need to break his masculinity first.”

Mitch  didn’t  like  the  sound  of  that  at  all.  It  seemed  that  things  were  taking a turn for the worse all of a sudden. Katie, however, seemed rather enthusiastic about this new direction they were headed.

“How do we do that?” asked Katie excitedly.

“Wait here,” said Gloria. She rose to her feet and held out her hand. Katie gave her the key to her dresser. Gloria then disappeared into Katie’s room. Mitch and Katie both watched as she came back holding a thick black dildo on a strap-on belt. She was attaching the strap-on belt around her waist as she approached.

Mitch immediately felt panicked. He'd never had anything in his rear before and he  wasn’t  sure  how this would feel, but the  dildo looked extremely large  to him  for a first attempt.

“I— I can’t do that,” said Mitch.

Gloria ignored him. “Take off your skirt, Missy,” she said.

Mitch shook his head nervously and looked to Katie as if he hoped she would help him, but she nodded for him to continue. Mitch then looked to Gloria and saw no mercy.

“Unless  you  want  me  using  a  rod  on  your  rear,  you  better  do  as  I  say,”  said Gloria.  Her  tone  and  manner  suggested  that  she  would  happily  use  the  rod  to  inflict serious punishment on him, of that he had no doubt. And in the tight skirt and heels, there was no way he could evade her.

“What am I going to do?” he asked himself.

He  waited  too  long  to  decide.  Gloria  stood  before  him  again  and,  despite  the fact she was smaller than he was, he felt intensely intimidated by her. He meekly gave 59

 

in. “Yes, Mistress” he said.

Mitch reached behind his back and unzipped his skirt. He felt it loosen around his  rear.  It  was  just  as  tight  as  ever  around  his  thighs  though.  He  slipped  his  hands inside  the  skirt's  waistband  and  started  working  it  down  over  his  hips.  He  looked ridiculously  feminine  as  he  essentially  wiggled  the  skirt  down  his  hips.  It  felt  good though to be out of that skirt and to be able to spread his thighs apart again - though he did miss the hugging feeling.

“Now come place your hands against the table,” said Gloria. “And let me warn you that I'm not as kind as Katie, so you better not disobey me.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Mitch nervously.

Mitch tottered over to the table in the difficult heels. When he was about three feet from the table, Gloria ordered him to stop. She then made him bend over and grab the  edge  of  the  table.  He  needed  to  lean  into  it  slightly  to  reach  it,  which  made  him a little unstable. Gloria then made him spread his legs wide to be more stable. This let his balls hang freely in his panties. It also presented his rear as the perfect target.

“Are you ready for this?” asked Gloria and she slapped his rear hard.

SLAP! 

“Do I have a choice?” asked Mitch.

“No. But you do have a choice in how it's going to be. Do you want this to be gentle  and  loving  and  pleasurable?”  she  asked  and  she  gently  ran  her  hand  over  his rear before pulling down his panties, exposing his butt. She paused. “Or do you want this to be harsh and painful?”

To  Mitch,  her  point  was  clear:  either  way,  this  will  happen.  Either  way  he would be taught to submit. He could accept  that and enjoy the  ride, or he could face a rough ride and still reach the same place. Frankly, it sounded good to Mitch to give in,  but  his  ego  wouldn't  let  him.  Gloria  had  been  right.  While  he  enjoyed  crossdressing and he wanted to be turned on by his time with Katie, he was hung up on the idea of submission. His ego would not let him submit, so it fought back in every way it could to ruin the entire experience... just like now it forced him to fight.

“I’m sorry,” he said and he turned back to the table. “I can’t.”

Gloria  smiled  kindly.  Then  she  patted  him  on  the  butt.  “It’s  all  right,  dear.

I understand.  This  will  help.  We’ll  bring  that  big  bad  mean  boy  inside  you  down  to size and then you can be the girl you want to be.”
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Mitch tensed his muscles and waited her lesson.

Gloria slipped right up behind him. She placed her right hand on the back of his hamstring and ran her fingers up his stocking-covered legs until they reached his butt.

This sent electric shivers racing down his spine. Meanwhile, her other hand guided the tip of the dildo right up to his crack. It now poked his hole uncomfortably.

Mitch braced himself. He had no idea what to expect.

“Tell me you’re my girl,” whispered Gloria into his ear.

Mitch blushed. “What? No!”

Gloria responded by pushing the tip of the dildo inside him. This was only part of the dildo so far and not nearly as wide as what was to come, but it was enough to cause him to feel like his rear was being opened as wide as it could go and for intense pressure to build up at the gate.

“Tell me you’re my girl,” repeated Gloria.

Mitch shook his head. “I can't say that.”

Gloria nudged the dildo in a little further. More of the tip now spread apart his cheeks.  His  crack  began  to  hurt.  It  felt  uncomfortably  separated.  The  tension  and pressure grew inside too.

“Say it,” she said.

Mitch’s  brain  added up the  pain and pressure and concluded that saying what she  wanted  might  be  the  smart  thing,  but  his  ego  just  wouldn’t  let  him.  He  simply could not voluntarily act submissively.

Gloria was done with the preliminary coaxing now. It was time to do what she had planned to break his ego. “If you can’t say it, because you're too weak, then I’ll make you say it. I’ll show you who’s in charge” she said into his ear. Then she leaned forward and pushed the dildo deep inside him, firmly and quickly.

The shock to Mitch was incredible. His jaw clenched shut and all of his muscles tensed  as  the  massive  dildo  ripped  open  his  rear.  It  felt  like  it  was  the  size  of  tree trunk! And as the dildo pushed through him, intense pressure filled him. It rose so fast too that he thought he might burst.

“Ahhh!” he grunted.

“Say it! Tell me you’re my girl!” exclaimed Gloria.
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She pushed the dildo in harder and shook it from side to side, causing Mitch’s nerves to fire both with pleasure and pain. Between the pressure and the  pain,  Mitch winced  and  seemed  to  fold  in  upon  himself.  Yet,  Mitch's  penis  responded  by  getting harder. This was humiliating! It was a real blow to Mitch. How could he get hard from being emasculated like this?

“Say it!”

Mitch still refused.

Suddenly, Gloria pulled her hips back, yanking the dildo back to the entrance of Mitch’s  rear.  The  pressure  inside  immediately reversed.  Just as  Mitch  started  to feel relief,  however,  Gloria  pushed  her  hips  forward  again.  The  dildo  shot  forward  like a hammer. This sent a tremor racing throughout Mitch’s body. His knees shook and he trembled.

Even more importantly, his mind was starting to break. He had begun this with the  same  mentality  he  had  used  when  he  was  punished.  He  was  tense  and  unhappy about  the  punishment,  but  determined  to  resist.  Each  push  of  the  dildo,  however, rammed  against  his  will  like  a  wrecking  ball  against  a  wall.  Not  only  the  pain  and pressure,  but  the  sense  that  he  was  being  taken  like  a  woman.  Indeed,  he  imagined what  he  looked  like  from  afar,  and  he  saw  a  feminine  creature.  Soon,  his  mind  was telling him to give in, that he had lost. Yet, his erection was throbbing.

Mitch looked up and saw Katie watching with a smirk on her face. He wanted to feel angry about this, but instead, he felt sheepish. He felt small and weak. She was in control, not him. That thought rang throughout his brain.

“Say it!” growled Gloria and she rammed the dildo in even harder.

“Oooph! I can’t,” said Mitch.

“You can! Say it. Say it!” She rammed the dildo inside and pulled it back out several times, each time telling Mitch to “Say it.” It was like a wave crashing inside him  and  his  penis  throbbed  in  rhythm  with  the  wave.  Yank  out...  slam  in...  throb...

“Say it!” Yank out... slam in... throb... “Say it!” Yank out... slam in... throb... “Say it!”

Still, he refused.

“Oooph! I can't!” said Mitch.

And then something clicked. Mitch didn't know what it was, but some switch or control or something inside his mind flipped and his body surrendered. “I'm your girl,”

he  whispered.  He  didn’t  even  notice  it,  but  his  erection  shot  out  its  treasure.  Being taken like a girl had made him cum.
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Gloria saw her victory. “Say it louder!”

“I’m your girl,” he said louder as his surrender spread throughout his body and broke his resistance. He felt weak and helpless and started to go limp.

“Louder!” said Gloria.

“I’m your girl!” exclaimed Mitch. He trembled as he spoke.

Katie  was  watching  all  of  this  with  amusement.  She  now  applauded,  which made the humiliation of Mitch's surrender all the worse for him.

“Say it again!” said Gloria gloatingly.

Mitch said again.

“Are you a pretty girl?” asked Gloria and she pushed the dildo in even deeper.

It was in now about as far as it could go. “Tell me you’re a pretty girl!”

Saying this seemed even harder to Mitch, but it came out almost automatically.

“I'm a pretty girl,” he said.

Gloria and Katie both laughed.

“All right, girlfriend,” said Gloria with a laugh as she pulled the dildo back out of his rear. “It’s time to get to work.”
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Chapter Nine: “Guess Who’s Coming To Lunch” 

—o—

It had been a week. And quite the week it was.

Katie  and  Gloria  put  him  through  his  paces.  He  learned  to  walk  in  an exaggerated manner which he felt was truly sissyish, but undeniably gave him a more seductively feminine  walk. He  learned  to curtsey, which felt  very  submissive. He re-learned all of his servant duties. And unlike the training Katie had given him, this time it was effective. Mitch put this off to Gloria being more intimidating, but the truth was that  every  time  he  thought  about  resisting,  he  recalled  Gloria  ramming  the  dildo  into him and he felt feminine, weak, and helpless... and he complied.

He  did  all  of  this  while  dressed  too.  At  no  point  during  the  week  had  Katie allowed  Mitch  to  wear  male  clothing.  All  week  long  he  wore  dresses,  skirts,  heels, panties, bras, etc. Not only that, but Katie made him wear ultra-tight dresses and skirts which kept his thighs pinned together as if they were tied together. In some ways, that was strangely comforting as if he were constantly being hugged. But at the same time, it made him feel claustrophobic and trapped. That in turn, made him feel weak.

Nothing made him feel more weak, however, than “the readings.”

The  readings  began  when  Katie  took  away  Mitch's  male  clothing  so  he  no longer had access to it. They were in Mitch's room packing up his suitcase. Katie wore a  strapless  white  peasant  top  and  a  long  dark  skirt  and  wedges.  Mitch  wore  lingerie and platform pumps.

“But they’re mine”5 protested Mitch.

“It doesn't matter. You wear  what I tell you and only what I tell you. And as I've told you, I don't want you in male clothing. So, pack them up and put them by the door,” said Katie.

Mitch thought about this very hard. If he packed all of his male clothing into his suitcases and then he let her take them away, he would have no male clothing to rely upon. Not in emergencies. Not if he wanted to escape. He would be stuck in women's clothing at all times. That seemed a bit like setting a trap for himself. But what choice did he have?

“Fine,” grumbled Mitch and  he started  tossing all of his male clothes into his two suitcases. He emptied his drawers. He emptied his closet. Every last stitch of male clothing went into those two suitcases. He then set them by the front door, where the building concierge would pick them up and put them in storage for Katie.
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Mitch returned to the bedroom after moving the suitcases.

“They're by the door—”

Mitch  froze.  Katie  had  found  his  third  suitcase  and  was  pulling  it  out  from under the bed.

“Uh, there's nothing in that,.5 said Mitch.

“Don’t lie to me, Missy. I can feel things inside it.”

“Look,  it’s  really  not  relevant.  It's  not  clothes  or  anything  stolen  or  anything like that. It’s just junk I brought from, um, my desk.”

Katie was undeterred.

“Look, Katie, just let it be,” said Mitch.

She ignored him. A moment later, she had the suitcase on the bed and she had flipped it open. It was packed with porno magazines and books. Not only that though, but this was all of a specific type of interest. It was images and stories of men dressing as women or becoming women.

“What is this?” asked Katie in an amused tone.

Mitch bit his tongue. He was mortified. He was too embarrassed to respond.

“Grounded in Heels”  read Katie. She flipped the book over and examined the back.  She  read  the  blurb.  “You  fantasize  about   this?   My  oh  my,  Mitch.  Does  Julie know about this?” She giggled.

Mitch felt even smaller.

Katie picked up another one and read the back.  “The Making of Danielle”  she read.  “This  is  part  of  a  series,”  She  fished  the  rest  of  the   Danielle  books  out  of  the suitcase. She then sat down on the bed, crossed her legs and read the blurbs on each.

She swung her leg excitedly as she did and let her pump dangle from her toes.

“Clearly,  I  have  not  pushed  you  hard  enough.  Both  of  these  young  men  end  up  as young women before their stories are over. Is that what you want?”

Mitch shook his head.

“Really?  You don't want me to feed  you hormones until you sprout breasts?”

asked Katie.

Mitch squirmed and shook his head even faster. He felt so humiliated!
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“I’m not hearing a ‘NO’, Mitch!” she said in a sing-song voice. “I could do it easily enough. I'll just make you take the pills. Or if you prefer, I could slip it into your food. Then we wait a few months as your breasts grow and your penis shrinks.  Voila\ You become the girl of your dreams. Won’t that be wonderful? Think of how turned on you'll be with a tiny baby penis and enormous balloon-sized breasts!”

She laughed hard.

Mitch felt like he might swoon. This was so embarrassing.

“Well, I’ll tell you what, Missy. I am intrigued by what turns you on. Starting tonight, we’re going to have readings.” “Readings?”

“Yes, readings. We’ll meet in the living room. I’ll sit comfortably on the couch while you stand before me, and you can read these books to me, one at a time,  as you masturbate”   Katie  had  largely  been  teasing  him,  but  suddenly  she  found  herself getting wet at the idea and she decided they would really do this.

Mitch was just about to object, to no avail of course, when Katie’s phone rang.

“Oh hi, Julie, how are you? We were just talking about you!” said Katie.

As  Katie  said  this,  she  held  up   Grounded  in  Heels  and  she  winked  at  Mitch.

Mitch wanted the Earth to open up and swallow him, but that wasn't going to happen.

Meanwhile, the nature of the conversation apparently changed, as a strange look came over Katie's face. Mitch would almost call it a look of concern.

“Sure, that won’t be a problem,” said Katie cautiously. “No, not at all. I’d love to see you. Mitch? Uh... him too? I, uh... yeah, ok.”

Katie paused and listened.

“Uh huh, see you soon.”

Katie bit her lip and hung up the phone.

“We have a problem” she said to Mitch. “Julie is two blocks away and wants to drop by and take us out to lunch.”

—o—

Mitch begged Katie to let him change into male clothing, but when they went to get the suitcases, the concierge had already taken them.

“What do we do now?” asked Mitch in a scared tone.

“You  just  need  to  hide,”  said  Katie  after  toying  with  the  idea  of  making  him 66

 

meet  his  stepsister  in  drag.  That  idea  turned  her  on,  but  it  definitely  didn’t  feel  too workable at this point,

“Hide where?”

“Hide in my room. Well need to make you as passable as possible, just in case something goes wrong, and you'll need to hide in your room,” said Katie.

They  got  to  work.  A  few  minutes  later,  Mitch  stood  before  Katie's  mirror examining himself. He wore a dark blue dress with a high top but no sleeves. On his feet,  he  wore  navy-blue  high-heeled  sandals.  He  looked  great.  Katie  had  added a collar-length blonde wig and done his makeup. He looked passable enough, but she still didn’t want to risk it.

“Now go sit in your room and make no noise until she’s gone,” said Katie.

Katie then went to the living room to wait. She didn’t wait long. Julie arrived less  than  ten  minutes  later.  She  wore  a  sweater  with  a  wide  open  folded  collar  and slacks. She looked pretty.

“Katie!” squealed Julie.

“Julie!” squealed Katie.

They hugged.

“I haven’t seen you in weeks! How are you doing?” asked Julie.

“I’m doing well.”

Julie looked over Katie’s shoulder, “Where’s my squirt stepbrother?”

“He had an interview and can’t be here. I’m sorry. I should have told you on the phone, but I had forgotten.”

Julie shrugged her shoulders. “No big deal. I was thinking, why don’t we go get some coffee at that little shop across the—”

CRASH!!! 

Julie and Katie both raced to Mitch’s room from where the loud crashing sound had  come.  Katie  opened  the  door,  not  sure  what  she  would  find.  She  found  Mitch standing over a broken lamp. He had knocked it off the desk while trying to shove his suitcase back under the bed.

“Now what?” wondered Katie.
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“Sorry. I broke the lamp,” said Mitch. His voice betrayed his fear.

Julie looked at Mitch and cocked her head to one side. Something in the back of her mind recognized this person, but she couldn’t quite pin her for some reason. She was damned familiar though!

“Do I know you?” asked Julie.

Mitch turned white as a sheet. He began to stammer.

“This  is  my  cousin  Missy,”  said  Katie,  thinking  quickly.  “I  think  you  met  at a picnic a couple years ago.”

“Oh, ok, I thought I knew you,” said Julie, She walked over to Mitch and stuck out  her  hand.  Mitch  looked  at  it  like  a  poison  rod,  but  he  made  himself  shake  it  and forced a smile upon his face.

“Hi, I'm Missy,” he said and he shuddered.

He  couldn’t  believe  he  was  standing  before  his  stepsister  in  a  dress  and  high heels. He was even touching her hand. This was terrifying and simultaneously beyond exhilarating.  He  was  hard  as  a  rock,  but  fortunately,  his  erection  didn't  show  in  this dress.

“Why don’t you join us?” asked Julie.

Mitch  felt  intense  panic  and  he  looked  to  Katie  to  save  him.  Katie,  however, had  no  idea  what  to  say.  When  she  said  nothing,  Julie  took  this  as  agreement  and before Mitch knew it, the three of them were off.

Riding  down  in  the  elevator  was  horrifying  to  Mitch.  He  had  yet  to  be  out  in public  dressed  like  this  and  here  he  was  riding  down  in  this  elevator  with  his  own stepsister. They stopped several times as people got on and  off too. Each one looked him up and down, and each time he was ready to scream and flee the elevator in terror.

But then they always turned their eyes away and no one said anything.

By the time they made it to the lobby, Mitch's mind was overwhelmed. He was only  vaguely  aware  of  walking  through  the  lobby,  walking  out  of  the  building  and down to the crosswalk, crossing the street, and heading toward the coffee shop.

Everywhere  he  looked,  he  saw  people  and  they  saw  him  and  he  worried  that they had seen right through him. He became amazingly paranoid.

Mitch finally calmed down by the time the drinks arrived. They were sitting in a booth at the coffee shop. Julie was chatting with Katie about some interview she had just had. She thought it had gone well. She was in a great mood.
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“So, how's Mitch doing?” asked Julie.

This snapped Mitch fully back to attention.

“He’s doing well. It’s too bad he can’t be here now.”

“I know, I really wanted to see him. I hope he’s changed.”

Katie snickered. “You should see him today. You’d hardly recognize him.”

Mitch shuddered.

“So, he hasn't given you any trouble?”

Katie  smiled.  As  she  did,  Mitch  felt  something  touch  his  leg  and  he  jumped.

When he looked down, he saw Katie’s foot hovering near where his leg had been. He blushed. “Sorry,” he said to Julie and Katie, who were looking concerned. “Something touched my leg. I thought it was a bug.”

Mitch  sat  back  down  and  Katie’s  foot  slid  between  his  thighs.  It  was  only millimeters from  his penis now. This  made him hard as a rock. As  his penis  grew, it bumped into her toes.

“As  I  was  saying,”  said  Katie,  “he’s  been  no  trouble  at  all.  He’s  done everything I told him and we’ve gotten along famously.”

Mitch felt Katie's toes flex and they rubbed the underside of his erection. It felt incredible,  but  this  was  hardly  the  time  for  this!  Even  worse,  she  had  somehow managed to work her foot inside his panties, so her toes were now working directly on his shaft without anything in between.

“That's a surprise. He's usually a jerk,” said Julie.

“Oh, I’ve got him wrapped around my little finger,” said Katie. “He does what I tell him.”

Julie chuckled. “That’s a laugh.”

Mitch  was  embarrassed  that  Katie  had  said  these  things,  but  he  didn’t  dare object.  Besides,  he  was  starting  to  struggle  with  Katie’s  foot  stroking  his  shaft.  His breathing had gotten harder and his penis was starting to throb.

“I assure you, he's very good at following orders,” continued Katie.

“He must really have change then,” said Julie. She finished her drink. “What’s your secret?”
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“I put him in a pair of panties, now he'll do anything,” said Katie.

Mitch almost spit out his drink. He couldn’t believe she had said that.

Julie’s jaw dropped. “Panties?!”

“Well, I like to add the dress and heels too,” said Katie. She started stroking his shaft faster between her toes.

Mitch was breathing super hard now and trying to hide it. He was seconds away from cumming, but at the same time, seconds away from exploding if she told Julie his secret. He was very much on edge.

“You  got  Mitch  in  a  dress  and  heels?!”  laughed  Julie.  “I  would  love  to  see that!”

“I'm just kidding,” said Katie.

“Sad!” exclaimed Julie. “Could you imagine though!”

“Yes, I can,” said Katie slyly and she gave Mitch's erection one last squeeze.

“He would look so silly in a dress!”

“You  never  know,”  countered  Katie.  “He  might  look  quite  pretty.  Isn't  that right, Missy?”

This  was  the  last  bit  of  taunting  Mitch  needed.  His  penis,  which  had  been throbbing  like  mad  now  exploded  and  shot  his  juices  all  over  the  panties  and  Katie's toes. He exhaled deeply and felt his body slump.

In the meantime, Julie looked at her watch. “Oh darn. I need to get going to my next  interview.  It  was  great  seeing  you  again,  Katie.  And  it  was  nice  to  meet  you, Missy.  Give  Mitch  my best.  Tell him not to  wear  any ugly dresses,”  said Julie  with a laugh. She paid her part of the bill and left.

Mitch  sat  there,  deflated  yet  elated.  He  had  been  terrified  when  this  all  began and  his  terror  just  got  worse  and  worse.  But  now  it  was  over  and  he  had  not  been spotted.  He  had  literally  worn  women’s  clothes  before  his  stepsister  and  she  didn't recognize him! The intense thrill of that was only now striking him.

“That was incredible,” he said.

The walk back to the apartment actually wasn’t that bad. He could look over too and see drops of his juices still on Katie’s toes.
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Chapter Ten: “Going To A Party” 

—o—

Mitch had survived his lunch with his stepsister. He couldn’t believe it. He had been utterly terrified being seen by her. He was certain he was going to be spotted, but then he wasn't. Suddenly, his terror turned into triumph.  He had dressed as a girl right under Julie's nose and gotten away with it!   That gave him a feeling of elation which kept him high for the next couple days.

Little did he know he wasn’t finished with public exposure.

“I'm really amazed how thrilling it was” he said to Gloria, who had come over to lunch with Katie. Mitch had made lunch and now was serving them both. He began with broccoli soup.

“That's interesting. I thought you would have been terrified, not thrilled” replied Gloria.

“I was a little,” said Mitch.

Katie laughed. “Don't let him fool you. He was a total wreck!”

Mitch  blushed.  “Maybe  a  little,  but  it  was  thrilling  too.  The  possibility  of getting  caught  was  really  exciting.  It  was  an  adrenaline  rush  greater  than  anything I have ever experienced.”

“Adrenaline rush, how?” asked Gloria.

“The risk. Getting caught would be a disaster, but getting away with it produced an indescribable high. I can’t explain it. That must be what winning a championship feels like,” said Mitch.

Gloria and Katie laughed.

“It’s true. It’s an amazing feeling,” said Mitch. He poured more ice tea.

“Well, if it’s adrenaline you want, then I have just the thing for you!” exclaimed Gloria.

Both Mitch and Katie looked at Gloria and simultaneously asked, “What?”

“Jenna Jenson is having a party.”

All the color left Mitch's face. He shook his head swiftly, “No way. I don’t want to go to a party!”
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“You just said you do.”

He kept shaking his head. “That's not what I meant.”

“That’s what I heard,” countered Gloria. “You said it felt naughty and exciting to  go  dressed  in  public.  Well,  this  party  will  be  public,  but  it  won’t  be  like  anything public you ever experienced.”

Katie  snickered.  “Isn't   that  the  truth?  But  don’t  you  think  it’s  a  little

‘aggressive’ for him?”

Gloria tasted the soup. “Our sissy friend likes aggressive women.”

Mitch shook his head again. “I really don't want to go to a party.”

The  women  ignored  him. “Will Jenna  let him in, seeing  as how he's a  man?”

asked Katie.

“Hello! I don’t want to go,” said Mitch.

“So long as we keep him on a short leash” said Gloria, still ignoring Mitch.

Katie hesitated. “Do you think Erica will be there?”

“I’m sure he will be. He lives with Jenna now. Why? Do you want to win him back?”  asked  Gloria  sarcastically,  and  she  made  a  wrist-flipping  motion  which confused Mitch.

“What do you think?” asked Katie with a sharp edge.

“Then there’s no reason we can't go, is there?”

Katie ran her tongue over her teeth. She obviously didn’t want to go, but Gloria had apparently made an excellent point. Katie finally exhaled frustratedly. “No... no, there's not.”

“Good. Then it’s agreed,” said Gloria.

“Can somebody please tell me what is going on?” asked Mitch, for whom the last  two  to  three  minutes  made  little  sense.  He  had  been  trapped  in  what  was  clearly a private conversation about which he knew nothing.

“We’re going to a party,” said Katie.

—o—

Mitch  stared  at  the  clothes  Gloria  laid  out  for  him  on  the  bed.  They  were 73

 

tasteful and sexy, not at all what Mitch expected. The dress would let him move too, which was a nice change from the body hugging bondage skirts he normally wore. It would be nice to be able to move freely. The heels, on the other hand, looked painfully high, but he was getting used to ultra-high heels. The panties were cute.

“What do you think?” asked Gloria.

“Very sexy,” said Katie. “What do you think, Missy?”

Mitch  blushed.  He  didn’t  want  to  share  his  thoughts  with  these  women.  His thoughts  were  the  only  privacy  he  had  left.  Beside,  his  thoughts  were  embarrassing.

He was thinking that the panties were cute and he liked the idea of wearing them. He was thinking that the dress was sexy and seeing a young woman in it would have give him one heck of an erection - and made him want to wear the dress, ironically. He was thinking  that  the  heels  looked  painfully  high,  but  he  could  manage  them.  In  fact,  he kind  of  liked  the  sound  they  made  as  he  walked  around  the  apartment.  And  he  was thinking that the panties were cute.

His ego wouldn't let him admit any of that, however.

“It’s nice,” he said.

Gloria  and  Katie  smirked  at  each  other.  “'Nice',”  repeated  Gloria.  Then  they both burst into laughter, which made Mitch burn red with shame.

“All right, Missy. Get dressed,” said Katie. “Yes, Mistress,” said Mitch.

—o—

They  rode  up  in  the  elevator  in  a  tense  silence.  They  were  headed  for  the penthouse.  Mitch’s  heart  was  racing.  This  was  terrifying.  For  the  party,  they  had dressed him in stockings, white strappy high-heeled sandals, and a white lingerie dress which  did  nothing  to  hide  his  erection.  That  meant  the  first  person  to  look  his  way would spot him as a male. How could he hide his secret that way?  He couldn't. That made this terrifying! Even worse, Gloria had  bound his hands behind his  back.  Then Katie  placed  a  collar  around  his  neck  and  attached  a  leather  leash  to  the  collar!

A leash!  How humiliating!

That was how they led him to the car, on a leash with  his hard penis standing out miles ahead of him just beneath the hem of his dress and his hands tied behind his back. That was how he walked through the building’s parking garage to the elevator, with  the  sound  of  his  high  heels  striking  off  the  concrete  echoing  throughout  the structure and with the tug of the leash on his neck and his erection dancing within his gossamer  thin  panties  beneath  the  loose  dress  -  he  almost  missed  his  bondage  skirts.

That was how he now rode up in the elevator.
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Of course, he wasn’t the only one dressed sexily, though he was the only one to show a penis jutting out beneath his dress. Gloria wore a similar lingerie dress in black and  very  high-heeled  mules  in  patent  black  mules.  She  made  a  sexy  SLAP-CLICK

noise  when  she  walked,  and  the  way  her  heels  fought  to  stay  with  the  mules  drew Mitch’s eyes constantly.

For her part, Katie wore high platform pumps with an ankle strap and a belted trench coat that was mostly open. She wore nothing underneath, so her breasts were in constant danger of popping out. It was an incredible tease.

Both Katie and Gloria wore masks over their eyes to hide their identities.

“Why are you wearing masks?” asked Mitch as they got dressed.

“It's part of the rules of the group,” said Katie.

“Group? What group?”

Katie smiled shyly and blushed. “It’s just a small group of young women who like to enjoy each other’s company uninhibited by needing to reveal our identities to each other.”

Mitch  raised  an  eyebrow.  This  was  the  most  shocking  thing  yet!  Apparently, Katie  and  Gloria  belonged  to  some  sort  of  lesbian  sex  club,  if  he  understood  her correctly.

“Do I get a mask?” he asked as he straightened his stockings,

“No,”

“Why not?”

“You  don’t  need  one.  You’ll  be  wearing  a  blonde  wig  and  lots  of  makeup  to cover your identity. Besides, you’re a male. The rules don't apply to you the same as they do us.”

“How is that?” asked Mitch.

“You’re not entitled to privacy,” said Gloria.

Mitch had no rejoinder to that. It took him a moment to figure out what to say next.  “How  do  the  other  men  feel  about  that?”  He  crouched  down  and  buckled  the buckle on his high-heeled sandals.

Gloria shrugged her shoulders. “Doesn't matter.”
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“Actually,” said Katie, “you should look at this as a real honor. You're only the fourth male ever allowed to attend a group meeting.”

Mitch  shook  his  head  and  tried  to  figure  out  what  kind  of  group  this  was  and how Katie had stumbled upon it. Of all the things she had done, this seemed to most out of character for what he thought he knew about her.

In  any  event,  that  was  earlier  and  now  they  rode  in  the  elevator,  racing  to  the penthouse at the very top of this luxury apartment building. All of Mitch’s questions would be answered soon... whether he liked it or not.

“You  seem  nervous,”  said  Gloria  with  a  chuckle.  She  wore  the  little  black lingerie dress very well.

“I didn't know you really meant you’d take me on a leash!” said Mitch sourly.

“I did say you would need to be on a short leash.”

“I didn't take you literally.”

Gloria smiled and adjusted his collar, which had moved to one side of his neck.

“Don’t sound so offended, you’re enjoying this”

“I  am not” growled Mitch, though the truth was that he probably was enjoying it.  He  felt  a  mixture  of  terror  and  elation.  The  terror  wasn't  all  that  pleasant,  but  the elation was amazing.

Gloria  laughed  and  grabbed  his  erection  through  his  dress  and  panties.  “This says you are, sissy boy.” Mitch felt precum seep into his panties as she squeezed his erection. Then she let go of it and smoothed his dress again. “Besides, you told us that you like getting caught doing naughty things. It excites you!”

“That's not what I said. I don't want to get caught!”

“Then what did you say?”

“I said risking getting caught was exciting. Getting caught isn’t.”

“And risking getting caught is what you're doing. You haven’t been caught yet, have you?” asked Gloria.

“Yeti  I haven't been  caught yet. But they’re  going to spot me  at the  party  the second I walk in.” Mitch looked down at his erection throbbing away beneath his silky white dress.

“They already know you're male,” said Katie.
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Mitch somehow hadn't put this together yet.  Somehow, his mind told him that he was to be brought there disguised as a girl and that they would hide him at the last second and he would go unnoticed at this party. Now he knew better, and he suddenly felt intense panic.

“I can't do this!” he said.

“Oh, come on now, Missy. You know you'll enjoy it,” said Katie. She pushed aside  Gloria's  hand  and  gently  wrapped  her  fingers  around  Mitch’s  shaft.  Then  she slowly dragged her fingertips forward along his shaft, tickling it as she stroked it. This sent wild tingles racing up Mitch’s spine to his brain, where they overwhelmed him.

“It's too late to back out now anyways.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Mitch. His mouth was dry and his voice broken.

The door opened.

Katie stepped from the elevator and tugged Mitch’s leash. He followed after her into the small almost-circular room beyond. The room was at most ten feet long in any direction  and  it  had  three  doors.  Each  door  must  have  been  a  separate  penthouse apartment.  The  floor  between  them  was  Italian  marble  tile,  which  gave  their  heels a distinctive  sound.  It  sounded  more  like  the  dulcet  tones  his  heels  produced  on concrete than the high sharp sounds they produced on tile.

“This way,” said Katie and she walked him to one of the doors.

Gloria knocked.

“Please let this go well,” prayed Mitch.
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Chapter Eleven: “A Game of Nerves” 

—o—

The penthouse door opened to the sound of feminine voices - lots of feminine voices. In the entrance stood a busty woman in a tight red dress and sharp black open-toed  stilettos.  She  had  a  gorgeous  pedicure.  Behind  her,  Mitch  heard  the  sound  of  at least  a  dozen  women  laughing,  drinking  and  having  a  good  time.  He  heard  no  male voices.

“Can I help you?” asked the busty blonde.

“Hello Erica,” said Katie.

The  “woman”  blushed almost immediately and cast  “her”  eyes to the  ground.

Mitch now knew this to be a man. In fact, it was Erica, about whom Mitch had heard so  much.  Mitch  looked  him  up  and  down.  He  was  very  pretty,  thought  Mitch,  but seemed  “less”  than  Mitch  expected.  Less  what?  Mitch  didn't  know  exactly.  He  just seemed “less” somehow.

“Hello Miss Katie,” said Erica. He curtseyed. He still didn’t look up.

“Are you going to let us in?” asked Gloria curtly.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Erica. He stepped aside and apologized for the delay.

Katie  and  Gloria  entered,  dragging  Mitch  behind  them  on  the  leash.  Mitch couldn't resist the tugging of the leash, not in the unstable heels and with his hands tied behind his back. He blushed as he passed Erica and looked away. It was embarrassing being seen on the leash.
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All of that was forgotten an instant later, however, when the crowd of women in the apartment spotted Mitch. As Mitch came to the edge of the living room, everything went silent for just a second. Then a great squeal arose. Mitch snapped his head up to see what had happened. What he saw was a dozen or so women shooting off couches and out of chairs and racing directly toward him.

They were all gorgeous... and they were headed right for him!

Everywhere  he  looked,  Mitch  saw  gorgeous  faces,  firm  breasts,  shapely  legs, hourglass curves, and sexy clothes - tight skirts, silky body hugging dresses and high heels  galore  -  mixed  with  flowing  wavy  hair  in  all  shades,  sculpted  nails,  dangling earrings and the bits of delicate jewelry that drove men crazy about women. Mitch had never seen anything like this!

Mitch froze as the herd of women descended upon him. The sound of their high heels  was  like  rolling  thunder.  He  had  no  idea  what  to  do,  but  also  knew  he  had  no hope of escape.

He braced himself.

A  moment  later,  they  surrounded  him.  They  were  oooh-ing  and  ahhh-ing  and cooing  from  every  direction.  Mitch  blushed  at  the  attention  and,  even  more  so,  the nature of the attention. He had become a sexual toy on display and that made him feel helpless. It was like being less than a person, somehow. It was a humiliating feeling.

And the comments kept coming:

“Look at him, he's gorgeous!” 

“What a pretty sissy!” 

“I want one! Can I have him?!” 

“He's huge too,  look at that bulge!” 

This last comment brought about an instant change in the atmosphere. It had the feeling  of  being  an  unleashed  genie  and,  sure  enough,  a  moment  later  a  brunette  in a silky  red  dress  reached  out  and  touched  his  arm.  A  barrier  had  been  crossed.

A second one followed, touching him on the shoulder, and a third in the small of his back. Then that wall came crashing down entirely. Suddenly, they were all poking and prodding  and  pulling  and  brushing  and  stroking.  Finally,  the  bravest,  or  perhaps  just the most curious, crouched down before him and pulled up the front of his dress.

“I have to see this,” she said.

Mitch tried to reach down to stop her, but his hands remained helplessly cuffed 80

 

behind his back. This was happening whether he wanted it to or not.

“Pretty panties!” said the woman as she lifted the dress. That made his erection grow about as large as it had ever gotten! “Did you see that? He just got even bigger!”

added the woman. She then yanked down the panties below his balls.

His erection popped out for everyone in the room to see!

There was a giant gasp.

Without missing a beat, the woman grabbed Mitch’s erection in her hand like someone holding a hose or a tube. She immediately started tugging on it, using a good deal  of  arm  strength.  Mitch  actually  stumbled  forward  at  first  before  he  caught  his balance.

“How humiliating!” thought Mitch.

He  was  horrified.  Here  he  was  bound,  defenseless  and  feminized  before  this herd of incredibly beautiful women. He hadn’t expected this at all, much less for them to  surround  him  and  to  have  them  start  touching  him,  playing  with  him!  And  he definitely  never  expected  one  of  them  to  treat  his  erection  so  casually  as  if  it  were a public  toy  anyone  could  use  without  permission.  This  was  terrible!  It  was outrageous! It was horrif— actually, as Mitch stood there taking in the smells of their perfume  and  the  wonderfully  erotic  sensations  of  their  hands,  he  started  to  think  that maybe, just maybe, this was actually kind of exciting.

The one woman now let go of his erection and another immediately took hold of  it  and  started  stroking.  She  had  silky  soft  hands.  They  were  so  warm  and  tender.

Mitch liked her hands. At the same time, two women in the back began to explore his butt crack. They  were  rubbing their hands up and down it. This was just as exciting.

Another was holding his balls in her hand.

He was starting to enjoy this.

“Wow, I don’t ever want this to stop!”

But stop it did. Just as Mitch was settling in to really enjoy this, Gloria chased the  other  women  away  like  so  many  crows.  The  crowd  dispersed  and  Mitch, admittedly, felt kind of sad about it.

As  the  women  returned  to  the  living  room,  a  blonde  woman  in  a  silver  gown came over to Katie and Gloria. She had a gorgeous figure and long blonde hair down to  the  middle  of  her  back.  Her  rear  was  perfect.  She  wore  high-heeled  silver  sandals and walked in them better than any woman Mitch had ever seen. The only blemish on her perfection was the hint of malice in her smile. She wore a silver mask like Katie’s.
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“Katie, welcome,” said Jenna Jenson.

“Jenna, thank you for inviting us,” said Katie.

“You’re always welcome. And who is this?” She pointed to Mitch.

Mitch  blushed.  He  was  still  disheveled  from  his  encounter  with  the  herd  and they had left his erection sticking out for all to see. His dress rested in a lump on top of his shaft and his panties were down around his thighs. Unfortunately, he couldn’t fix this as his hands were cuffed behind his back.

Jenna glanced toward  his penis  and smirked. She reached down and pulled up his  panties  for  him,  tucking  his  erection  back  inside  them  with  a  smile.  Her  nails carefully tickled  his  penis as  she  did  this,  making Mitch  shudder.  Finally,  she  pulled his dress back down. She stared into his eyes the entire time.

“This is Missy,” said Katie.

“Hello Missy” purred Jenna. “Welcome to our little club.”

Mitch blushed even deeper and he tried to curtsey.

Jenna smiled coyly. “He's cute” she said.

Before Katie could respond, however, Jenna snapped her fingers. This brought Erica  scurrying  across  the  room  with  drinks  for  all  of  them,  except  Mitch.  Katie  and Gloria and Jenna each took one.

“You remember Erica, I take it?” asked Jenna.

Mitch  noticed  right  away  that  Jenna's  tone  had  an  edge.  She  was  clearly wagging Erica in Katie's face. Katie didn't seem phased though.

“He is such a wonderful sissy,” added Jenna.

“Yes, he was. He was absolutely wonderful” agreed Katie somewhat coldly.

“And  the  things  he  does are  amazing. The way  he  finishes foot rubs with the little flick of his tongue, the little surprises, the massages. Oh, Heavenly! And the care he takes in dressing me. His fashion advice is amazing,” bragged Jenna.

“I’m sure it is,” said Katie.

“I have to say...  and I don't mean any offense by this... but I am so thankful that you lost him to me,” said Jenna in a false-supportive tone. “It's funny how life works.
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else now.”

The room went silent. All eyes were on the growing confrontation.

Erica looked embarrassed.

Katie  slowly  shook  her  head.  A  look  of  resolve  appeared  on  her  face.  She looked Jenna right in the eye. “You won't understand this, but if I lost Erica because I had bad aim, then I never really had him.”

A low murmur arose in the room.

Jenna glared at Katie. She knew she had been insulted in a devastating way, as did  everyone  else.  Her  pride  had  been  wounded.  “Is  that  so?  Well,  let's  test  if  you really believe that,” she fired back. “I'll tell you what. I'll give you a chance to win him back right now.”

“What are you proposing?” demanded Gloria.

“You saw the end of  Grease, right? We'll ‘play for slips,' only our pink slips are a little different. If Katie wins, she gets Erica back,” said Jenna. She meant to expose Katie's claimed indifference to losing Erica as false by making Katie jump at a chance to win him back.

Katie didn't take the bait. “Not interested.”

Mitch felt a sense of pride in Katie at that moment.

“Yes, you are. You're just afraid you’ll lose,” said Jenna.

“She's not afraid,” growled Gloria.

“Then she needs to play me to prove it!”

Katie shook her head dismissively. “You know, Jenna. Most of the time, you're a really nice person. But add a bit of competition for boys to the mix and you become this little monster. Well, I’m going to teach you a lesson,” said Katie calmly.

Jenna folded her arms and glared at Katie. “How's that?”

“I'm going to play you, after all,” said Katie.

The room went silent. Excitement filled the air like static.

“But I’m not going to play for Erica,” continued Katie. “You 'won’ Erica and you can keep him. Instead, we’re going to play for Missy, or more accurately, we're going to play for  the chance of Missy—”
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“What does that mean?” asked Jenna cautiously.

“Simple. If you win, I’ll let you ask Missy to come belong to you. If you can convince  him  that's  for  the  better,  then  so  be  it.  Now  go  get  the  rings.  First  to  ten wins,” said Katie.

Jenna didn’t like this. Katie had ruined her chance to make Katie look like a liar and had instead put tremendous pressure on Jenna to “win” Mitch, but with the crowd clearly impressed with Katie, she had no choice but to agree.

“Fine,” said Jenna.

Mitch didn’t know what this meant. All he knew for sure was that everyone was clearing the center of the floor. They even moved away the coffee table so as to create about twenty feet of open space.

“What's going on?” asked Mitch of Erica, who stood nearby.

“There’s going to be a contest,” said Erica.

This sounded bad to Mitch. All he could do now though was wait and see what happened.

A minute or two later, Gloria emerged from the bedroom with Jenna following close behind. In her hand, Gloria held a long, thin black dildo. Mitch shuddered as he remembered  Gloria  ramming  the  thick  dildo  into  him  over  and  over  until  something inside  him  surrendered  his  masculinity.  He  could  still  feel  the  humiliation  and weakness of that surrender as if it had just happened.

This dildo wasn’t as thick, but it looked worse somehow. There seemed to be a foot-long metal bar sticking out the rear of the dildo too. Mitch didn't know what that was for, but he knew it couldn't be good.

“Down on your knees,” said Gloria.

It  took  Mitch  a  moment  to  realize  she  was  talking  to  him.  “Me?  Why?”  he asked.

“Because,” said Gloria.

Mitch  looked  at  the  dildo  and  shuddered.  He  had  had  a  bad  feeling  it  was intended for him and now that had proven true... and in front of all these women too!

He thought about resisting, but he knew that was hopeless.

Gloria motioned two of the women next to him to take his arms and help him down  onto  his  knees;  with  his  hands  bound  he  would  have  had  great  trouble  getting 84

 

down all  by himself. Then they bent him over a coffee table so that his stomach and face  were  on  the  table  and  his  knees  were  on  the  ground.  His  rear  was  pointed  out toward the open space.

Next,  Gloria  walked  around  behind  him  and  crouched  down  next  to  his  rear.

She raised his dress up exposing his rear and pulled his panties down below his cheeks and testicles so his testicles could swing freely.

“Now what?” asked Mitch nervously, though he knew already.

Gloria  rubbed  her  fingers  over  his  rear  and  up  his  crack.  “Now  this,”  she whispered in his ear.

Mitch instantly felt the long, thin, slick dildo slide inside his rear. As before, it was an interesting, uncomfortable sensation which filled him with incredible pressure.

He  closed  his  eyes  and  felt  it  slide  deeper.  It  wasn’t  as  painful  as  the  strap-on  had been,  though  it  did  build  tremendous  pressure.  Then,  as  before,  it  slid  into  some chamber and all the pain and pressure vanished. In its place, he felt a ticklish sense of elation and the excited feelings of his nerves gently firing.

Mitch opened his eyes. All the young women were gathered around him as he kneeled  over  the  coffee  table  with  this  thing  sticking  out  his  crack.  This  was  deeply, deeply humiliating. It was also incredibly erotic. He was hard as a rock.

Behind Mitch, Gloria wiggled the device to make sure it was firmly in place.

“What are you doing?” asked Mitch nervously. “What is going on?”

“You’ll see.”

Gloria rose to her feet, leaving the thing stuck inside him. Mitch looked over his shoulder at his rear. He couldn't see the device itself, but he could make out its tip. It appeared  that  the  long,  rod-like  end  was  sticking  straight  out  of  him,  pointed  toward the  young  women  and  slightly  upward.  It  struck  him  as  an  antenna  almost.  He  must have looked like a fool!

“What is going on?” he asked again.

No one answered.

Mitch  glanced  across  the  room  and  the  embarrassing  reality  of  what  was  to happen started to appear. Katie and Jenna were standing side-by-side holding several round rings in bright colors. These were the kinds of rings someone might use for ring toss if only they had a poll to use as a target.

...if only they had a poll to use as a target. 
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Mitch  swallowed  hard.  He  knew  exactly  what  this  meant  now,  and  it  was humiliating. He'd been turned into a ring toss game!

“Hold still now, sissy,” called out Jenna.

Mitch  tensed  up.  He  glanced  over  his  shoulder  to  see  what  was  happening.

Jenna stepped out in front of Katie and began moving the ring back and forth with her wrist, just as one throws a frisbee. Finally, she flicked her wrist and elbow and let the ring fly. It raced through the  air toward  Mitch. Mitch wanted to flee this  humiliation before the ring landed, but there was no escape.

Thunk! 

The ring struck the poll and bounced off. The shock of the ring striking the poll passed  through  the  poll,  making  it  vibrate,  and  down  into  Mitch,  causing  pleasure waves to shoot throughout his body. He closed his eyes and gasped at the feeling. This made the nearby women giggle.

“Look at the orgasmic look on his face!” laughed one woman.

“That totally turned him on!” announced another.

Mitch blushed and felt himself shrink.

Next, Katie stepped up to where Jenna had been. She moved her wrist back and forth several times before flicking it. The ring left her hand and took the perfect course to come right down on the rod. It didn’t even touch the rod on the way down.  Slap!  It landed on his butt and now hung from the base of the rod. As it wiggled in the wind, it touched the back of his testicles.

The whole room burst into laughter at his expense. Mitch felt even smaller.

“One — zero,” announced Gloria.

Jenna  snorted  unhappily  and  took  Katie's  place.  She  took  careful  aim  and  let fly. Again, her ring hit the rod, sending a jolt racing through Mitch's inner regions and causing him to tremble with excited nerves. Unlike the last time though, this time the ring stayed on the rod and slipped down on top of Katie’s.

“One — one,” said Gloria.

“You shouldn't have agreed to this,” said Jenna. “I can’t imagine where you'll find another sissy when I take this one too.”

Katie ignored her and made her next toss. As with the first one, this one landed almost without touching the rod. It was a perfect toss and she made it look effortless.
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Gloria called out the two to one score.

Mitch watched this awash in humiliation. He couldn’t believe this room full of women was doing this to him! They had turned him into furniture! And now they were playing some silly sexually degraded game to decide who would get him as if he were a door prize at a party. He would never be able to look any of these women in the eyes again  as  an  equal  after  this.  How  could  he  when  he  knew  that  all  they  would  see  in their minds was him bent over the table catching rings with a dildo in his butt?!

Jenna made her next toss and tied the score once more at two apiece.

By  this  point  a  sort  of  drinking  game  had  begun  with  half  the  young  women drinking  when  a  shot  was  made  and  half  drinking  when  a  shot  was  missed.  The  end result was that both groups soon were flying rather high.

After another toss, one hit and one miss, it was three to two in favor of Katie.

“Hold on!” exclaimed a raven-haired beauty in a white minidress. Her nipples stood at attention and poked through her dress for all to see. She was clearly excited, as were the rest.

All eyes focused on this buxom beauty.

“This is too easy! We don't want the game to be over too fast, do we?”

“That's exactly  what  we  want,”  thought  Mitch,  who felt  deeply  humiliated by this whole thing. He couldn’t believe he was being used like this, or that these women thought this was normal. Who were these women?

“What are you suggesting?” asked Jenna of the raven-haired woman.

“Let's make it harder.”

“How do we do that?” asked a button-nosed brunette.

The raven-haired woman threw her hands in the air and shook her hips as if she were using a Hula-hoop or doing some sexy dance. Her entire body jiggled as she did this. “Make him shake his body!”

The room burst into laughter, but within seconds, heads were nodding all over the room. The rules were changed. Mitch was now to shake his rear as best he could -

something that would not be easy given his face down position with his hands cuffed behind  his  back.  Still,  he  managed  and  the  next  several  tosses  occurred  with  Mitch shaking his butt wildly as if he were dancing; as he did, his testicles jerked and swung beneath him.
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Three of the next four were misses, which made the crowd happy.

What  made  them  even  happier,  as  Mitch  did  his  butt-shaking  dance,  was  that this made his balls jiggle and dance between his legs. This actually brought howls of laughter from the crowd of sexy young women, each of whom was incredibly turned on.

“Six — four,” called out Gloria a few tosses later.

Jenna was just about to toss when she stopped. She motioned for Erica to come to her. He did. Then she put her hand under his chin and she kissed him with her eyes closed.

“That was for good luck,” she said.

She then turned and fired her shot. She missed.

Katie  smirked.  She  knew  the  kiss  had  not  been  for  luck.  It  had  been  meant  to distract  Katie,  to  make  her  jealous.  But  it  didn't  work.  Katie  smiled  politely  at  Erica and then stepped past him to shoot. A simple flick of the wrist later and the hot pink ring was on target to come crashing down on the jiggling, dancing poll that stuck out of Mitch's rear.

“Seven — four,” said Gloria.

By  the  point,  the  alcohol  had  really  set  in  and  the  other  young  women  were getting a little wild. Under the effects of the alcohol, one little blonde could no longer resist  herself  and  she  raced  right  up  behind  Mitch  and  yanked  on  his  swinging testicles. Her hands were warm and had long-red nails. Another woman chased her off, but stopped to grab his testicles herself to much laughter.

The other women hooted.

“I have an idea, said a small red-haired young woman who held a glass of wine.

“Why don’t we change the target?”

This brought raised eyebrows all around.

“How so?” asked several women.

The woman handed off her glass. Then she walked up to Mitch. She took hold of the poll sticking out of his rear and yanked it. Mitch felt the dildo suddenly fly out of  his  rear,  emptying  his  insides.  It  was  a  most  disconcerting  feeling  to  have  this woman he didn’t even know affect his insides so directly. It felt good too though, to have the pressure in his rear eliminated.
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“Hold tight,” said the woman.

She  then  grabbed  his  bound  wrists  and  his  shoulder  and  she  rolled  him  over onto his back on the floor. Mitch now lay on the floor on his back with his legs bent and his heels on the ground near his rear. She then pulled his dress up to his waist and then worked his panties down off his legs, leaving his erection sticking straight up in the air. She stroked it several times to make it harder. Then she took one of the rings and slipped it on his erection, sliding it up and down to show that the rings would fit.

“Your new target,” she proclaimed.

The room burst into laughter. “Brilliant!” shouted several women.

Somehow, this was even more humiliating to Mitch.

Katie  stepped  up  and  made  her  next  toss.  She  barely  took  aim  and  barely looked.  She  just  flicked  her  wrist  and  let  it  fly.  It  sailed  straight  and  true  and  came down right on top of Mitch's erection. A perfect landing.

“Eight — four,” called Gloria.

Jenna looked discouraged for a moment. She looked nervous. She took careful aim at the new target. She flicked her wrist three times in a row and then let go on the fourth.  She  missed.  This  one  slammed  into  Mitch’s  balls,  causing  him  to  jerk.

Fortunately, it was more shock that pain.

Katie made her next toss. Another hit.

“Nine — four,” called Gloria.

It was clear to everyone that Katie had destroyed Jenna.

Jenna  tried  again.  This  time,  she  barely  caught  the  tip  of  his  erection,  but  got lucky  as  it  spun  around  it  several  times  before  sliding  down  his  erection.  She  had scored, but not easily.

With the score at nine to five, it seemed certain that Katie would win. She had been a deadly shot up to that point and only needed one more successful toss. But she missed the next shot and the next. Interestingly, both landed on Mitch's chest, one on top of the other.

Jenna hit one and another three throws later. In the meantime, Katie kept piling the rings  up on his chest. It was  now nine to  seven. A few shots later, it was  nine to nine. Then, to everyone's great surprise, Jenna won.  No one could  understand how it happened.  Jenna  seemed  more  relieved  than  ecstatic,  though  she  still  talked  as  if  she had won easily.
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“I win again!” she exclaimed.

“Apparently,  you  do,”  said  Katie  indifferently.  She  waved  her  hand  toward Mitch, as if to say, “All yours.”

Jenna  walked  over  to  Mitch  and  crouched  down  beside  him.  She  pulled  the rings off his erection and she wrapped her fingers around his shaft. She ran her fingers along the underside of it. This was very exciting to Mitch.

“So, tell me, Mitch, how would you like to come be my sissy?”

“Your sissy?” asked Mitch.

Jenna  stroked  him  smoothly  and  firmly,  which  was  causing  him  to  reach  the point  of  cumming  very  quickly.  He  was  breathing  hard  now.  His  chest  was  heaving.

His  muscles  were  tensing  up.  His  mind  was  being  flooded  with  exciting  yet humiliating images of what had happened to him and of all the sexy women who were watching him even now as he got jerked off.

“I won the contest, so I'm allowed to steal you away from Katie... if you like,”

said Jenna,

She stroked even harder, even faster.

Mitch was breathing erratically now. A strong rhythm had built inside him.

“All you have to do, sweetie, is agree and then you can come live here. We’ll have a lot of fun. I’m definitely not as strict as Katie. Think of all the fun we can have, dressing you up and playing with you.”

Mitch's  back  arched.  His  fists  clenched,  as  did  his  jaw.  Things  had  become inevitable.

“What do you say?” asked Jenna, who could feel what was happening.

Mitch exploded. His erection shot white hot fluid several inches up into the air.

It  felt  amazing.  His  cum  landed  on  Jenna’s  hand,  his  stomach  and  his  erection.  She stroked him to take out any last shots.

“Want to be mine?”

Mitch looked over his shoulder at Katie. Jenna seemed like fun and the promise of  her  being  less  strict  certainly  was  appealing,  but  now  that  he  had  to  make  his decision,  he  found  a  strange  attraction  to  Katie  which  he  did  not  understand.  He couldn’t give that up, so he shook his head.
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“No, thank you,” he said.

There  was  a  moment  of  silence.  Then  Jenna’s  face  contorted  in  rage.  She stormed off.

—o—

A  little  later,  Gloria  drove  Mitch  and  Katie  home  along  the  darkened  city streets. Katie sat up front with her. Mitch sat in the back. He sat gingerly on his rear.

He was sore from the ring-toss dildo.

“Can you believe that!” exclaimed Gloria with a laugh.

“It was pretty funny,” said Katie softly. She seemed lost in thought.

"Funny? It was hilarious. It was like she was chasing everyone around the room looking for somewhere to wipe Missy’s cum, but everyone kept ducking away. I think she finally found a dishtowel.”

“It was Erica's apron.”

“Well, whatever it was, it was hilarious.”

Gloria looked in the rearview mirror at Mitch. He was lost in thought too. His mind replayed the events of the evening over and over. He didn't understand it. Katie had such good aim. But once she got to nine, she never came anywhere near the target.

It was as if she let Jenna win.

“You made Jenna look like a fool,” said Gloria to Mitch. “Good for you! She needs  to  be  brought  down  sometimes.  The  reason  everyone  goes  to  the  parties  is  to have fun and then she pulls garbage like that. Good for you, Missy!”

Mitch ignored Gloria and watched Katie as she stared out the window into the dark. She was definitely not the naive young woman he had thought. She also wasn’t the power-mad jerk he had imagined after she had first caught him.

“Why did you let her win?” asked Mitch suddenly.

Katie snickered. “Did I let her win?”

“Yes, you did.”

She didn’t answer.

“Did you let her win with Erica too?” asked Mitch,

Mitch  could  have  sworn  he  saw  Katie  blush,  even  in  the  dark.  She  glanced  at 91

 

him  in  the  mirror  and  then  back  out  the  window.  A  long  silence  passed;  a  silence Mitch instinctively knew not to disturb. Finally, Katie spoke.

“There's an old saying: ‘If you love someone, set them free. If they come back, then you know it’s for real. If they float away, then you know something too.’ Erica had his chance to stay and he chose to go.”

“So, you let her win just to see if I would stay?” asked Mitch.

Katie didn't answer.

“And  you  ran  the  score  up  to  nine  before  you  lost  so  everyone  would  know what you did” added Mitch.

Mitch sat in the back contemplating all of this. He wasn't fully sure what any of it meant yet, but he felt a strong sense of respect for Katie and an even stronger sense of relief that he hadn't taken Jenna up on her offer.
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Epilogue 

—o—

Mitch sat on the floor rubbing Katie’s sore feet. He had done this without being asked.  That  surprised  Katie.  What’s  more,  this  came  after  he  prepared  a  wonderful lunch  for  her  and  Gloria  from  scratch.  That  was  another  surprise.  Everyone  was  in a good mood. They were particularly happy - and amazed - at how the visit to Mitch’s family had gone...

It began when Mitch told Katie that he needed to see his stepmother soon. “If I don’t visit her and Julie soon and tell them that I'm okay, they will come looking for me.  I  can  guarantee  that.  And  we  don’t  want  Julie  or  my  stepmother  popping  in unannounced “

“Yeah, that proved ‘interesting’ last time,” said Katie with a chuckle.

“I’d call it terrifying,” countered Mitch.

“Probably. Either way, I’ll dig out your boy clothes so we can go for a visit.’’

The  following  day,  they  were  in  Katie's  bedroom  getting  ready  for  the  visit.

Laid out on the bed for Mitch were a pair of jeans, a white collared dress shirt, some white  briefs,  some  white  socks  and  a  pair  of  white  sneakers.  It  was  a  very  generic, unappealing boy outfit. It was exactly the kind of thing Mitch used to wear.

“Here you go, as promised,” said Katie.

Mitch frowned at the clothing.

“What's wrong?” asked Katie.

He sighed. “They just kind of look a little plain.”

Katie raised an eyebrow. Ever since their adventure at Jenna's apartment, Mitch seemed to be undergoing a change in attitude. In fact, he seemed to be embracing his role as her submissive. She was seeing this in lots of little ways. He’d stopped fighting her commands. He was careful always to maintain his feminine mannerisms. He was starting to do things without being asked. Was this part of that? Possibly.

“What’s the problem, Missy?” asked Katie.

Mitch shrugged his shoulders. “They’re just dull. That’s it.”

“What do you want to do about that?”
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A conspiratorial smile crossed Mitch's lips.

—o—

Mitch  and  Katie  walked  up  to  the  front  door  of  Mitch’s  stepmother’s  house where  Mitch  used  to  live.  He  felt  incredibly  tense,  but  he  was  hard  as  a  rock.  Katie was surprisingly nervous as well.

“I never should have let you talk me into this,” said Katie, She glanced at the women’s loafers on his feet. She hoped no one noticed them. Unfortunately, they  were noticeable.  They  had  an  abnormally-high-for-men's-shoes  heel  and  their  color  was almost  a  cherry  red  rather  than  black.  They  seemed  really  obvious  to  her,  but  Mitch assured her that his mother and Julie would not spot them.

Mitch snickered. “What are you worried about? I'm the one taking the risk.”

“Your mother is going to kill me if she sees those shoes or your panties through your slacks! ‘What have you done to my boy!”’

“These panties?” asked Mitch jokingly and he wiggled his butt.

“Yes, those. You can see the pantylines.”

“I know. Isn’t it exciting?”

Katie  was  just  about  to  object  that  this  was  not  exciting,  it  was  terrifying,  but she realized that she had been wet from the  moment they stepped  out of the car, and her nipples were erect inside her bra too. She never expected that. So she admitted it, “Yeah, kind of,” and she blushed.

Mitch giggled. He knew how exciting these kinds of risks could be.

A moment later, they were on the doorstep.

“Should we knock or just go inside?” asked Katie.

Mitch  opened  the  door  and  they  went  inside.  He  called  out  his  stepmother Lauren's  name  as  they  entered  the  house.  She  came  walking  down  the  hallway a moment  later.  She  wore  a  plain  pink  housedress  and  matching  ballet  flats.  Just behind  her  came  Julie.  Julie  wore  a  pink  and  white  blouse,  blue  denim  capris,  and white wedges with cork heels.

“Katie!” exclaimed Julie, ignoring her stepbrother.

“Mitch! I was getting worried,” said Lauren.

“I’m fine,” said Mitch.
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“She meant for Katie,1 said Julie sarcastically.

They  all  shook  hands  or  hugged  or  some  approximation  thereof  and  greetings were  exchanged.  Then  Lauren  invited  Mitch  and  Katie  to  join  them  for  lunch.  They agreed  and  soon  they  were  all  in  the  kitchen.  Neither  Lauren  nor  Julie  mentioned anything strange about Mitch's wardrobe. To the contrary, they seemed impressed by the changes in him and his appearance.

“You  look  great,  Mitch.  You’ve  cleaned  yourself  up  nicely.  Your  clothes  are nice. It looks like you’ve even lost a little weight. Having Katie as a roommate clearly has  been  a  good  influence  on  you,”  said  Lauren.  She  turned  to  Katie.  “Has  Mitch caused you any problems?”

Katie smiled. “No, he’s been the perfect roommate.”

“I’m glad to hear that. I warned him to stay out of trouble.”

“He definitely has.”

“I told you I wasn’t going to be any trouble,” said Mitch. As he said this, he felt Katie’s foot slide into his lap as she had done the last time, they met Julie. This time, Mitch didn't panic. He spread his legs nice and wide and let Katie's foot massage his erection.

“Have you got a job yet?” asked Julie snidely.

Mitch  was  just  about  to  respond  that  he  was  close  when  Katie  spoke  for  him.

“He's starting at the company I work for next week. He’ll be working directly under me.”

“Oh great,” said Lauren.

They then discussed how much Mitch would earn, confirming that he could pay for his share of the rent and the groceries. Then Mitch spoke about his impressions of the  big  city  and  some  of  the  sights  he  had  seen.  Julie  spoke  about  a  job  she  was starting,  which  she  would  keep  as  she  continued  in  school.  After  half  an  hour  or  so, lunch was finished and Katie started talking about heading back downtown.

“Oh,” said Katie suddenly, “I forgot to show you this.”

Katie pulled out a magazine. It was a fashion magazine produced by a friend of hers from school. Mitch took this as his cue.

“A  fashion  magazine?”  growled  Mitch.  “What  is  it  with  women  and  fashion magazines?”
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“Mitch, behave!” said Lauren.

“I'm sorry. I just don’t have any interest in women’s fashion,” he said. “That’s chick stuff!” He rose to his feet. “I'll tell you what. I’ll wait in the car while you all work out this chick-stuff.”

Katie bit her cheek to keep from laughing. Lauren and Julie, meanwhile, rolled their  eyes  at  the  uncouth  Mitch  and  told  him  he  didn't  need  to  leave.  He  persisted though  and  they  decided  not  to  stand  in  his  way.  So  they  wished  him  goodbye  and promised to visit soon. He thanked them and told them he would make a quick stop at the bathroom on the way out.

The conversation continued without him.

—o—

Mitch walked out to the front hallway where he grabbed the shopping bag Katie had  set  on  the  floor  next  to  her  purse  when  they  came  in.  It  was  empty.  He  then slipped off his loafers and snuck down the hallway. He came to the bathroom and went one  more  door.  This  was  Julie's  room.  He  could  still  hear  the  conversation  in  the kitchen, so he didn't hesitate opening the door and sliding right inside.

“I’ll make you a bet,” Katie had said the night before.

“What bet?” Mitch had replied.

“I’ll bet you can’t swipe Julie’s yellow dress.”

“The  yellow  dress? ”

“Yes, the one you said was your favorite item of hers to wear. I want to see you in it, but I'll bet you don't have the nerve to steal it.”

Mitch's jaw dropped. “You want me to steal my stepsister's dress so you can see me wear it?” Mitch felt his penis growing erect beneath his panties. This idea excited him intensely! The idea made Katie super wet too. “What do I get if I pull it off?” he asked.

“Let’s just say it will be worth your time,” said Katie and she kissed him.

This was the first time she’d actually kissed him, and she had no idea why she did it, nor did Mitch have any idea it was coming. They were both shocked. It seemed an important moment to both.

In  any  event,  Mitch  wasn't  sure  if  Katie  had  been  serious  or  not  when  she challenged  him  to  steal  the  dress,  but  he  had  become  very  serious  about  taking  the 96

 

dress  by  the  following  morning.  She  was  right  that  it  had  been  his  favorite  dress  to wear  before  he  found  Katie's  wardrobe  and  the  idea  of  taking  that  dress  while  they visited his family was stunningly thrilling! So, they worked out the plan. Katie would distract them while Mitch stole the dress.

And now that Mitch was standing in front of Julie’s closet, he was realizing that this  was  even  more  exciting  than  he  had  expected.  He  opened  the  bag  into  which  he was supposed to shove the dress before he ran to the car. He shook his head.

“Uh, uh. If I’m going to do this, then I'm doing it in style,” he told himself.

Mitch  placed  the  loafers  into  the  bag.  Then  he  stripped  off  his  jeans  and  his blouse and stuck those into the bag as well. He was now naked except for panties, tan stockings,  and  a  leather  corset.  He  opened  Julie's  closet  and  pulled  out  the  yellow dress. He went to the door and listened down the hallway. The conversation was still continuing.

“Need to hurry,” he told himself.

Mitch slipped the dress over his head and zipped it up in the back. He examined himself in the mirror. It fit perfectly. He became super erect!

“One more thing,” he said.

Mitch searched through Julie's shoes until he found the pair he was looking for.

It  was  a  pair  of  brown  leather  wedges  with  a  high,  narrow  cork  heel.  These  were sandals  with  crisscrossing  straps  over  the  instep  which  wrapped  around  the  wearer's heels  and  a  thick  strap  over  the  toes.  They  were  the  first  women's  shoes  he  had  ever worn.

“Oh yeah, these are a must” he said.

Mitch slipped his feet  into the wedges and buckled them up. Then  he grabbed the shopping bag and went to Julie’s door. He could still hear the three women talking in the kitchen.

“Are you ready for this?” he asked himself.

He  nodded  his  head.  Then  he  took  a  deep  breath  and  stepped  out  into  the hallway. Mitch made his way as quietly as he could down the hallway, walking on his toes to keep his heels from clicking against the hardwood floors. He reached the end of the hallway. To the left was the kitchen. To the right was the foyer and the front door.

He  held  his  breath  and  slipped  into  the  foyer.  He  heard  no  screaming  and  the conversation didn't seem to change.
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“This is heart stopping!” he thought.

Mitch  made  his  way  to  the  front  door.  He  needed  to  be  brave.  It  was  daylight outside  and  any  of  the  neighbors  could  see  him.  He  could  do  this  though.  He  knew that.  So,  he  took  another  deep  breath  and  he  stepped  out  the  front  door,  closing  it quietly behind him.

“This is exhilarating!”

Mitch  walked  swiftly  but  as  calmly  as  he  could  down  the  driveway  to  Katie's car. His heels struck the concrete and sent vibrations through his legs, making his balls jiggle.  He  unlocked  and  opened  the  door.  As  he  did,  the  neighbor  from  across  the street, who was fortunately rather elderly and had poor vision, waved at him.

“Afternoon, Julie!” he called across the street.

Mitch  tensed  up.  He  thought  about  jumping  into  the  car,  but  he  realized  he needed to acknowledge this neighbor or he might come investigate. So, Mitch waved his hand and called back, “Hi Mr. Wilson.” Mitch then climbed into the car and sank down into the seat as best he could.

He had done it.

Katie came to the car about ten minutes later. She opened the door and started to climb in. She froze when she saw what he was wearing.

“Oh my God! What did you do?!” she laughed.

“I couldn't resist.”

“You were supposed to hide it in the bag!” She climbed in and closed the door after her.

“I thought this might be more exciting.”

Katie let out a relieved laugh that he hadn’t been caught. “You're unbelievable, do you know that?”

Mitch smiled. He viewed that as a compliment.

—o—

Mitch now sat on the floor rubbing Katie’s sore feet. As mentioned already, he had  done  this  without  being  asked.  She  was  surprised  and  pleased  by  this.

Interestingly, his massage was making her wet too. That hadn't happened before. She wondered what had changed.
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“You've gotten really good at this,” said Katie.

“Thank you.”

“I love that dress too.”

“Thank you.”

“I still can't believe you wore it out of the house! You snuck out of the house in your stepsister's own dress! What if someone had seen you? What if Julie had gone to her room for something?!” asked Katie.

“I couldn't resist,” said Mitch.

Katie shook her head and snickered. What Mitch did had been a stupid risk, but it was exciting. It had turned her on and it added the amount the dress turned her on.

Because of that, she had come to peace with his actions.

“Well, you look sexy in it,” she said.

Mitch  smiled  and  shifted  the  yellow  dress  slightly  so  he  could  bend  forward more easily. He gave her feet one last rub. This was the point where he had normally dropped  her  foot  in  the  past  and  rose  to  his  feet.  Not  this  time  though.  This  time,  he raised  her  right  foot  and  he  delicately  stuck  out  his  tongue.  Katie  was  shocked...

happy, but shocked.

“Where is this coming from?” she asked herself.

Mitch used his tongue to gently lick - almost tickling - the underside of her toes.

Then he did it to her left foot. This was so exciting that Katie  genuinely thought she might cum as he licked her toes. Finally, he slipped her sandals back onto her feet.

“Thank you, sissy,” she said.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

They looked at each other and smiled.




The End. 
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Thanks for reading my book! 

I hope you enjoyed it! 

 

Please leave a review at Amazon. 

Let me know what you'd like to see in future books! 

 

And don’t forget to check out my other books: 

 

100

 

[image: Image 7]

[image: Image 8]

 

Emasculating My Husband:  

 

When  I  married  Mike,  I  thought  I  had

found  my  fairy-tale  prince.  He  seemed  to

be  strong  and  confident  and  the  kind  of

man  you  wanted  to  lead  the  family  you

hoped  to  build.  Sadly,  I  soon  learned  that

he was none of those things. Still, I did my

best  to  be  the  submissive  little  housewife

I had been taught to be. Then one day, just

as  I  could  take  no  more,  I  came  upon

a hormone cream that would let me change

everything. Before my plans were finished,

Mike  would  be  the  submissive  little

housewife in the four-inch heels!

June 2015 and July 2015 No. 1 Best Seller 

in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

Blackmailed Sissy Maid:  

 

Powerful men like Christopher Jordan need

ways  to  unwind.  For  Christopher,  who

planned  to  run  for  governor  in  the  next

election,  this  meant  having  an  internet

mistress.  He  assumed  having  an  online

mistress was safe because of the anonymity

of  the  net.  He  was  wrong.  Christopher

would  now  learn  a  hard  lesson  as  this

mysterious  mistress  slowly  placed  him  at

the mercy of the women in his life.

 

August  2013  No,  1  Best  Seller  in 

Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 
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Grounded in Heels:  

 

When  Sam’s  stepmother  discovered  the

perfect  way  to  keep  her  adult  stepson  out

of trouble, she unknowingly put him at the

mercy  of  his  worst  enemy...  his  vengeful

adult stepsister Diane.

Now  Diane  has  plans  to  make  sure  he

never escapes. Can Sam find a way to save

himself  or  will  his  summer  in  heels

become a lifetime sentence?

 

Grounded  In  Heels  (Part  Two:  Back 

To School):  

The  long  awaited  sequel  to   Grounded  In 

Heels!  

With  Sam's  stepmother  forcing  Sam  to

return to school as 'Samantha' until she can

find  a  way  to  undo  the  feminine  changes

Diane  has  done  to  his  body,  Sam  must

learn  to  deal  with  being  a  young  woman

surrounded by the people who knew him as

Sam.  Can  he  keep  his  secret?  Even  worse,

Sam still finds himself under the absolutely

power  of  his  vengeful  stepsister  Diane,

who  has  plans  for  the  helpless  feminized

Sam  and  is  determined  to  humiliate  him

and  to  make  his  time  in  heels  permanent.

But  her plans  might now work out so  well

this time.

 

December  2015  and  January  2016  No.  1  Best  Seller  in  Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

102

 

[image: Image 11]

[image: Image 12]

 

Feminized Cuckold:  

 

When  powerbroker  Paul  Jackson  loses

his job, he finds himself at the mercy of

his  trophy  wife.  Little  by  little,  she

feminizes  Paul  as  she  turns  him  from

domineering  husband  into  submissive

housewife.  She  even  invites  his  former

best friend to move into their home, and

she  cuckolds  him.  Will  this  be  his  new

life or can he escape his fate?

 

More Than He Bargained For:  

 

Jeff wanted to change his wife. He wanted

her  to  be  more  adventurous  in  the

bedroom,  so  he  took  a  long  shot  on  some

hypnosis  tapes.  Only,  she  found  out  what

he  was  doing.  Thaťs  when  she  decided  to

teach  him  a  lesson  he  would  never  forget

by giving him exactly what he wantsand so

much  more.  His  life  at  home  and  at  the

office  will  never  be  the  same.  (This

includes  the  alternate  cuckold  ending  as  a

bonus.)

 

103

 

[image: Image 13]

[image: Image 14]

Feminized By Hypnosis:  

 

Jess and his stepmother never got along, at

least until she brought him a new CD. Now

they get along great, and Jess and his father

are  changing  fast.  Everyone  seems  to  be

noticing the changes too, except them. Can

Jess’s mother save Jess and his father from

his evil stepmother? Or are they destined to

become sissy maids... or worse?

 

Humiliation At The Office:  

For  too  long,  corporate  hotshot  Andrew

Boden  treated  the  women  of  the  office

like sex objects. Now his secretary is out

to  settle  the  score  as  she  slowly

feminizes  him  and  traps  him  in  an

inescapable  web  of  femininity  and

humiliation.  Little  by  little,  Andrew

loses  his  power,  his  freedom,  and  his

masculinity,  and  everyone  at  the  office

is noticing.
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The Writer’s Secret:  

Loren  had  no  idea  what  he  was  getting

into  when  his  agent  suggested  he  write

transvestite  fiction.  Nor  did  he  realize

how  eagerly  his  wife  Stephanie  would

embrace  the  idea  of  feminizing  her

husband. How far would they go?

March  2012  and  October  2015  No.  1 

Bestseller  in  Transgender  Erotica  at 

Amazon! 

 

The  Writer’s  Secret  (Part  Two: 

Blackmailed Sissy):  

 

As  Loren  continues  to  adjust  to  living  as

a woman,  his  life  becomes  complicated

when  a  young  relative  of  Stephanie’s

comes  to  stay  with  them.  This  seemingly

sweet and naive young woman turns out to

have  an  unexpected  dark  side,  and  a

penchant  for  blackmail.  At  the  same  time,

Stephanie  faces  a  boss  who  demands  that

she sleep with him if she wants to keep her

job. How will Loren and Stephanie get out

of these messes?

 

September  2015  and  October  2015  No.  1 

Best  Seller  in  Transgender  Erotica  at 

Amazon! 
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Feminized Fiancé:  

When  Victoria  Martin built  'The  Martin

Firm’  into  one  of  the  most  prestigious

firms in the world, she expected that her

daughter Sarah would one day follow in

her  high-heeled  footsteps  and  take  over

the business. When she learns that Sarah

is  planning  to  marry  a  young  man

Victoria  considers  entirely  unsuitable,

however, Victoria sets out to make sure

Sarah will never want to marry him... by

turning him into a woman.

This is the first of two books.

 

November  2013  No.  1  Best  Seller  in 

Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

Serving His Fiancee:  

This is Part Two of  Feminized Fiancé.  

 

Rick is now trapped in a rigged bet with the

powerful  Victoria  Martin.  Rick  must  win

his  fiancee  back  to  regain  his  freedom  or

he'll  be  trapped  as  Victoria’s  sissy  maid

forever!  Complicating  Rick’s  plight,

Victoria  is  forcing  him  to  masquerade  as

his fiancee’s personal maid ‘Sissy’, and he

can’t tell her who he really is. But does she

already know?

This book concludes the series.

 

January  2014  and  February  2014  No.  1 

Best  Seller  in  Transgender  Erotica  at 

Amazon! 
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Satin Falls (Part One):  

Satin Falls is the story of a small mountain town where the males slowly lose their

ability to resist any command given by the

females after an unknown virus infects the

water supply.

Guiding the women in how to handle this is

a  psychiatrist  with  a  grudge  against  the

masculine  half  of  the  human  race.  She

decides to get her revenge against mankind

by encouraging the women of Satin Falls to

feminize their helpless males.

Unfortunately,  the  only  person  who  can

stop  her,  her  former  female  lover  who  is

now  set  to  marry  a  man  who  would  rather

be  the  one  wearing  the  dress  at  their

wedding, may not want to stop her.

Part  One  of  this  story  follows  several

couples  as  their  lives  change  in  this  brave

new  world  of  silk  and  high  heels  and

female domination as the men slowly sink into feminization as their chances of being rescued hang by the well-manicured fingertips of one young woman.

July 2015 and August 2015 No,  1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon' 

Satin Falls (Part Two):  

With  all  the  men  of  Satin  Falls  now

infected by a virus that causes them to lose

their  ability  to  resist  any  command  given

by  any  woman,  the  women  of  Satin  Falls

take oven Following Dr. Melanie Morgan's

plan,  the  women  remove  the  men  from

positions  of  authority  and  then  feminize

them  for  their  own  good.  Unfortunately,

none of them yet suspects what Melanie is

really up to.

Meanwhile,  the  only  two  people  who  can

stop  Melanie,  her  former  lover  Sidney  and

Sidney's  sister  Amber,  are  about  to  find

their  own  desires  to  stop  Melanie  severely

tested  by  the  temptation  of  having  total

control  over  the  men  in  their  own  lives,

particularly Sidney’s boss.

August 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

107

 

[image: Image 21]

[image: Image 22]

Two  Weeks  As  His  Wife's  Feminized 

Submissive:  

 

Paul  Wallace  is  a  powerful  man.  But

Paul has a secret. While Paul appears to

be  a man  in  charge,  his  wife  Amanda

really holds the power. Whaťs more, for

two  weeks  every  year,  Amanda  turns

Paul

into

Paula,

her

feminized,

submissive plaything... and he loves it.

 

Her High-Heeled Solution:  

 

John's  wife  Suzie  wrongly  thinks  she’s

caught  her  husband  having  an  affair.  With

the help of  a  friend, she  comes up with  an

ingenious  way  to  guarantee  that  John  will

never  have  another  affair:  she  locks  him

into  a  pair  of  high  heels.  This  simple

solution  goes  wrong,  however,  as  husband

and  wife  both  try  to  outwit  each  other.

Soon  events  are  spinning  out  of  control.

What's  more,  standing  in  the  middle  of  all

of this is Crystal, Suzie's best friend, who is

having  a  grand  time  manipulating  them

both  to  make  sure  John  gets  slowly

feminized.

 

November 2015 and December 2015 No. 1 Bestseller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 
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Feminizing  Her  Husband  (Or  How 

Megan  Avoided  Pregnancy)  (Part 

One); Megan  and  Mark  have  a  problem.

Mark  wants  a  baby,  but  Megan  does  not.

When Mark issues an ultimatum to his wife

demanding  a  baby,  she  counters  by

demanding  that  he  dress  as  a  woman  for

nine  months  before  she  will  agree  to  get

pregnant.  Naturally,  she  assumes  her

macho  husband  will  never  agree.  Imagine

her surprise when he does. What follows is

a cat and mouse game as each tries to trick

the other into giving up, with an end result

that neither of them expected.

This  is  Part  One  of  two.  This  part  deals

with  how  everything  begins  as  Megan  and

Mark try to scare and humiliate each other

into giving up.

May 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

Feminizing Her Husband (Or How 

Megan Got Pregnant) (Part Two):  

Things  are  changing  fast  now  as  Mark

begins  to  'grow’  into  the  role  of'Princess.’

But  Mark  isn’t  the  only  one  changing.

Megan is about to undergo a major change

too. Will Mark get the baby he wants? Will

he escape with his masculinity intact? Does

Megan want to let him?

This Part concludes the story.

June 2016 No, 1 Best Seller in Transgender 

Erotica at Amazon! 
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Missing Billionaire:  

 

Reporter Martin Ward has uncovered an

incredible story. The billionaire founder of

Ing Co. is missing, and Martin’s source

tells him the billionaire’s new wife is

behind it. Unfortunately, the only way

Martin can investigate this story is to

disguise himself as a woman. Can he do it?

Should he do it?

 

August  2016  Best  Seller  in  Transgender 

Erotica at Amazon UK! 

 

A Collection of Short Stories, Volume 

One:  

Three Tales of Halloween Magic: 

Sometimes, stories are better when they are

short and sweet. This first volume of short

stories includes three separate tales of

Halloween magic:

They Messed With The Wrong Witch: 

Three  rotten  brothers  learn  a  lesson  they

will never forget when they wrongly accuse

a woman of being a witch.

 

The  Magic  Ring:  A  husband  and  wife

argue  over  a  magic  ring  only  to  discover

that  magic  can  be  a  dangerous  and  tricky

thing. Soon  they  learn  what  happens when

the  shoe  ends  up  on  the  other  foot...  and  a few other things.

 

I Wasn't Myself: A tale of a man who finds himself in the body of his ex-wife. That's not the worst part though. The worst part is that his ex-wife is now in his!
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The Making of Danielle (Parts One Through Five):  

This is my take on a very classic idea that comes up often in our genre: the idea of the young man transformed by an evil “Aunt”

Daniel is an unruly young man who fights constantly with his stepmother. To end the fighting once and for all, his stepmother sends Daniel to an Aunt he's never met who will teach him discipline. Imagine his surprise when he finds himself put into skirts and he is trained to become a girl.

 

November 2016, December 2016, January 2017,  February 2017 No. 1 Best Sellers in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 
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