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Introduction by Ann

—o—

Dear Readers,

Did you ever have that fantasy about your wife’s best friend?  You know the one, where she caught you dressed in your wife’s clothes and took advantage of that to make you her own little sissy toy without your wife knowing?  Dylan had that fantasy.  Then it happened.

While Dylan’s wife was away on a business trip, he decided to spend a little time in her closet.  Unfortunately (or fortunately) for him, her friend Colby caught him.  And now, Colby’s going to have her fun with him... right under his wife’s nose.  How will this turn out?  Only time will tell.

I hope you enjoy this story.  It’s part one of two.  As always, please let me know your thoughts!

With love,

Ann :)

P.S. Thanks again to my great team of readers/editors!

P.S.S. Thanks also for signing up for my monthly newsletter.  If you haven’t signed up, you can do so here:  https://annmichellebooks.wixsite.com/website
.  All you need is an email address.  You won’t regret it.


Chapter One: “A Little Intimate Fun”

—o—

Dylan and his pretty wife Caitlin sat on their couch, watching television.  The phone rang.  Caitlin answered it.  It was her friend Colby, an attorney.  Dylan had a small crush on Colby, only he knew that pursuing that crush would be a disaster.  Not only did he love his wife, but Colby always seemed a little dangerous.  Colby liked toying with people, and she struck him as someone who had few limits.

Caitlin muted the television.

“What’s up?” she said into the phone.

Dylan knew this could take some time, so he decided to leave the couch and let his wife have her privacy.  Caitlin, however, stopped him by slipping her feet up into his lap; she still wore high-heeled wedges from work.  She pointed to her feet and mouthed the word “Rub.”

Dylan tingled all over at her commanding tone.

“All right,” mouthed Dylan in return.

He grabbed her stocking-covered leg and started rubbing his hand up and down her shin.  His penis grew hard, hidden away in his lap.  He liked it when she gave him commands.  Ostensibly, they were equals.  And if you asked Caitlin, she would say that neither had the power to give the other orders.  But sometimes, she could be a little domineering.  Sometimes, she just assumed that she was in charge.  This always excited Dylan, who often fantasized about her taking charge.  Indeed, he couldn’t resist the thrill that came with doing the occasional subservient task for her.  He didn’t want his wife knowing that because she had a tendency to take advantage of his moments of weakness, but it was true.

He squeezed her calves.

Meanwhile, Caitlin turned her attention to the phone.  “No, I’m just sitting on the couch,” she said.  “It’s been a long day and I want to relax.  I have to be up early for that business trip in the morning.  How are things with you?”

Colby said something in response Dylan could not make out.

He imagined her dirty blonde hair, her pretty eyes, and her voluptuous curves.  That gave his erection another small jolt.

“Guess?  I have no idea,” said Caitlin.

Dylan took her high-heeled wedge in his hand and worked the buckle near her ankle; they were white with large silver buckles over the top of the foot.  Caitlin was quite short, being just below five feet tall, so she typically wore heels to compensate.  He liked that.

Colby said something.  Dylan still couldn’t make out her words and wasn’t particularly interested either.  He was too excited by his wife’s shoe and foot.  He liked shoes... women’s shoes.  Indeed, he’d always wished she would tease him with her feet and shoes, but he’d never told her about that.  He hadn’t told her the truth about his cross-dressing either.  He had managed once or twice to get her to let him wear panties and a bra during one of their bedroom games, but he’d never told her the truth of what he really wanted.  It didn’t seem wise.

“No, no idea.”

Dylan pulled his wife’s shoe from her foot.  There was an audible “pop” sound as her soft skin freed itself from the tight leather.  The smell of her warm, sweaty foot encased in the soft leather shoe all day wafted up to his nose and made his erection harder yet.

“Just tell me.  What happened with your boss today?” asked Caitlin.

Dylan set the wedge next to himself on the couch.  He grabbed his wife’s soft, warm, damp foot, ignoring the other foot which remained clad in the other shoe.  He started to squeeze her toes and rub her sole.  Her feet were so soft, and had such beautiful arches.

Caitlin exhaled slowly, luxuriating in the feeling Dylan’s hands were giving her.  Dylan saw her writhe slightly to his touch.  She seemed to sink into the couch a little more.  Then Colby spoke again.  Caitlin tensed up in response; she seemed surprised and suddenly much more interested in what her friend was saying.  This got Dylan’s attention as well.

“You found what?” she asked.

Dylan rubbed harder, but trained his ears on the phone.

“What did you find?  Wow.  Really?  On a work computer?”

Dylan watched his wife, trying to read her eyes.

“I don’t know how I’d handle that,” said Caitlin.  “I’ve never run into that before... ever.  I mean, pictures of naked men?  Who would expect that?  Especially from Carl!”

Dylan’s eyebrow shot up.  “Naked men?” he mouthed to her.

Caitlin nodded her head and chuckled visibly, but silently.

“What about naked men?” he whispered.

His wife waved her hand dismissively, indicating she would tell him after the phone call was over.  “Not naked?  What do you mean ‘not naked’?” she asked into the phone.

Dylan watched her curiously.  He was dying to know what was happening.

“In dresses?!  Wow!” exclaimed his wife.

Dylan’s curiosity was killing him.  “What dresses?” he whispered.

Again, she waved him away.  He wanted to know more, but his wife wasn’t going to tell him until she was done with Colby.  She pointed at her abandoned foot.  Dylan immediately took it in his hands again and continued rubbing.  He kept listening intently though.

“That’s amazing,” said Caitlin.

She then nodded at Dylan’s obvious erection.  Dylan smiled back, but also pretended not to understand.  Caitlin rolled her eyes in mock-frustration and tipped her other foot so her big toe, which stuck out the open front of the wedge, poked his erection through his pants.  She slowly moved her toe up and down his stiff shaft in an exaggerated motion to tell him what she wanted.  Dylan wasted no time unbuckling and unzipping his pants.  He worked them down to his hips, along with his briefs.  His erection now stood exposed in his lap.

“What are you going to do about it?” she asked into the phone.

Meanwhile, Caitlin pressed her toe against his shaft.  She rubbed it up and down.  This felt so good.  Unfortunately, Dylan also knew nothing would come of this as there just wasn’t enough pressure, so Dylan slipped his hand against his erection to hold it in place so her toe could do what he needed.  Caitlin shook her head and used her bare foot to push away his fingers.  Then she grabbed the head of his erection between her toes and squeezed and tugged on it.  In the meantime, she slipped her other foot, still in its shoe, beneath his balls and bounced them up and down.

Dylan shuddered in a good way.  This was exciting.

“Doesn’t that seem a little dangerous?” she asked her friend.

Colby replied with something Dylan still could not hear.

“What if he tries to fire you?”

She now brought her foot back up from his balls and placed the sole of her wedge flat against his shaft.  She simultaneously brought her bare foot around to the top of his shaft.  She rubbed her bare foot up and down against his shaft, using the sole of her wedge to hold it firmly.  Dylan immediately felt the difference.  He began breathing harder.

“Just because you think he’d be too afraid doesn’t mean it’s so.  Carl might not even care.  Or, he might fire you just because he’s scared.”

Dylan’s chest heaved as her feet did their work.  He was so excited, and so ready to explode.  And as her feet got closer to making him come, he was quickly losing all interest in the conversation.

“Oh, is that what you call it?” asked Caitlin with a laugh.  “Well, I’d call it ‘blackmail’ personally.”

Dylan raised an eyebrow.  Was Colby blackmailing her boss?

“Not really,” said Caitlin.  “I mean, I’ve heard of it.  I guess it’s not uncommon for men, especially men in positions of power.”

Colby said something which made Caitlin laugh.

“Dylan?  No, Dylan doesn’t cross-dress.”

Dylan tensed up.  He didn’t like the issue of his cross-dressing coming up even if his wife was denying it.  Even worse, as she said this, she winked at him and then squeezed the head of his penis again with her toes to remind him that she knew his secret.  Fortunately, thought Dylan, she seemed satisfied to believe that the panties and bra were the full extent of it.

“Do you think Carl cross-dresses?”

Dylan bit his lip.  This conversation made him nervous.  Did women really debate such things?  How embarrassing!

Caitlin started rubbing her soft toes faster up and down his shaft.  Once again, Dylan found it hard to focus on his wife’s conversation with Colby despite his interest in what was being said.  Having his wife’s foot rub his erection was just too amazing and was bringing him so close to an explosion.

“So what are you going to do?”

Dylan could feel a rhythm building deep within his balls.  His muscles tightened and his breathing became erratic.

“And what are you going to do if he agrees?” asked Caitlin.

She rubbed even faster, bringing Dylan right to the edge.  Then she suddenly stopped.  Dylan felt all the pressure that had built up, all the excitement stop instantly.  It was like hearing his favorite song cut off right at the peak moment.  His eyes shot open and locked onto his wife.  She was smirking and giggling silently.  Before he could say anything though, she winked at him and started stroking him again.

It took Dylan only a moment to recover his excitement.

“Who doesn’t want to have their boss under their thumb?” laughed Caitlin.

Caitlin rubbed her toes against Dylan’s erection even faster.  Dylan tensed up.  His back arched.  He leaned back, pushing his shoulders into the couch.  His breathing stopped.  He no longer cared about the conversation.  The pressure inside his balls grew intense.  Then it happened.  Like a pump, his erection thrust forward and hot, sticky fluid shot out of him all over his wife’s foot.

“Are you kidding?  Of course, it would be nice if it works,” said Caitlin.

As she said this, she gave her husband’s shaft several deliberate strokes, making sure all his fluids seeped out of him.  She finished by running her toe up his shaft one final time, almost tickling him, and causing one last pearl of white fluid to drip out and run down its head.

Then she lifted her come-covered foot to her husband’s lips.

Dylan recoiled at the thought.  He’d never tasted his own come before, and while the idea intrigued him, actually doing it was difficult
, for lack of a better word.  Besides, he didn’t want his wife seeing him do that; it would suggest too much.  So he shook his head vigorously.

Caitlin nodded her head and pushed her foot closer to his lips.

Dylan pulled his lips further away and shook his head once more.

“Who knows?  Some men like being told what to do,” she said into the phone and she pushed her foot closer to his lips once again.  “Sometimes, you just have to put your foot down.”

Dylan again pulled away.

Caitlin put her hand over the receiver.  “Clean my foot.”

Dylan shook his head.  “I can’t.”

Caitlin let her foot hang there for almost thirty seconds.  Then she shook her head and she grabbed a box of tissues from the table.  She tossed them to Dylan.  Dylan caught the tissues and wiped his wife’s foot clean.  Then he popped her shoe back onto her foot.  As he did, she finished her conversation with her friend and hung up.

“What happened?” asked Dylan immediately.

Caitlin chuckled as she rose from the couch.  “Her boss Carl sent her to get some documents from his computer.  When she opened one of the menus, she found dozens of pictures of guys in dresses with their dicks sticking up.”

Dylan’s jaw dropped.  He had suspected that from the conversation, but hearing it directly was shocking.  How could Colby’s boss be so reckless as to look at things like that at work?

“So now she’s going to confront him about it,” added Caitlin.

“You said the word ‘blackmail’ earlier?”

Caitlin snickered.  “Yeah, that’s what she means by ‘confront.’  She seems to think that calling it something else makes it less of what it really is.  You know Colby and her lawyer speak.”

Dylan nodded his head.  “What does she want to get from him?”

Caitlin shrugged her shoulders.  “Who knows?”  She started toward the kitchen, but stopped.  “You should thank me, by the way.”

“For what?”

“For not telling her about your cross-dressing.  She’d eat you up!”

Dylan blushed.  “I’m not a cross-dresser.”

“I’ve seen you in panties—”

“I’m not a cross-dresser,” he protested again.

“And a bra—”

“I’m not a cross-dresser,” he protested once more.

Caitlin tapped her finger against her lips.  “I believe there was even a strap-on involved.”

“I’m not a cross-dresser.
”

“Oh,” said Caitlin with a laugh.  “I must be mistaken then.  I guess you’ll never want to wear panties again.”

Dylan bit his lip.  “Ok,” he said with a faked laugh, trying to sound entirely casual and not give away his true thoughts:  “I’m a cross-dresser.”  He hoped this sounded casual.

Caitlin snickered.  “Like I said.”


Chapter Two: “Alone Time”

—o—

Dylan kissed his tiny wife and watched her totter off to the taxi in her black strappy heels and her short gray dress with the black spaghetti straps.  He loved watching her walk.  The way her rear danced.  The balance she displayed in the heels, with the slight wobble.  The way her hips swung.  The jiggle of her breasts with each heel strike.  Oh, the jiggle of her breasts.  She was so exciting.  What excited Dylan even more at the moment, though, was that she was going away for five days on a business trip.  That meant he would be alone.  Alone was good.  Alone meant he could play.


“Bye honey!” he called after her.

She waved back, unaware of what he was planning.

“See you next week!”

Dylan watched her slip into the taxi, pulling her beautiful legs in after her.  Then the taxi disappeared down the street.  As it turned the corner, he felt a chill.  Dylan rushed back inside their townhouse and closed the door behind him.  He leaned against the door with his back.

“Five whole days to myself,” he said with a growing smile.

Dylan punched the air excitedly.  Then he all-but ran to the garage to get a bag from the trunk of his car; his wife knew nothing of this bag.  His heart pounded in his chest.  When he had the bag, he went to their bedroom, where he set the bag on the bed.  Dylan then walked over to his wife’s closet.

“Five days,” he repeated.

Dylan stood before her closet.  He loved her closet.  All the smooth silks and soft satins and clingy leathers.  The smell of her perfume as it mixed with her body.  The delicate straps, buckles and other ornaments.  He wished he could wear it all.  He wished she would make
 him wear it all.

“There’s only one I want right now though,” he said.

Dylan ran his fingers over his wife’s dresses and skirts.  His fingers tingled.

“Come out, come out wherever you are.”

His fingers flipped through more dresses.

Then he found it.  A red dress with a squiggly chevron pattern.  The dress was a little too small for him; it fit rather tightly, and while it hung to just above his wife’s knees, it barely covered his crotch.  Indeed, unless he stood perfectly still, he would show panties, and if he didn’t wear any, his balls would hang out visibly beneath.  But he would wear this today.  This was the one he wanted.  This was the one that turned him on the most.

Dylan pulled the dress from the closet and put it to his face.  It smelled like his wife’s perfume.  He loved the soft feeling of the material too.  He imagined her wearing it for him.  He saw her walking back and forth across the room before spinning slowly on her strappy black sandals.  His manhood grew as he watched this in his mind.  Then he imagined himself wearing it.  His erection got even harder.

“Time to get dressed!” he exclaimed excitedly.

Dylan laid the dress over the back of a chair.  Then he grabbed the bag he had retrieved from his trunk.  He poured it out onto the bed.  Out came panties, bras, stockings, a dress, a skirt, and several pairs of shoes.  These were all exactly to his taste and they were all in his size.  This was his collection.

A shiver raced down his spine as he considered what he was about to do.  It always did.  He loved cross-dressing, but it always felt so naughty.  He knew he shouldn’t do it, but he really couldn’t stop himself.  He craved the thrills it brought too much to give it up.

“Let’s start with panties,” he said after the shiver ran its course.

Dylan picked up the silky, lace panties from the pile on the bed.  They were soft pink.  He examined them, remembering all the times he had worn them hidden in the bedroom or for five minutes stolen in the bathroom.  Now he would wear them in the open all weekend!  He was so excited as he yanked down his pants and underwear and stepped out of them.  Then he held the delicate pink panties before him and stepped into them.  His manhood throbbed as he slowly pulled the panties up his legs until they covered his erection.

Dylan trembled.

“Women are so lucky!” he purred.

Dylan stroked himself.  He couldn’t help it.  He was too excited not to.  Still, he tried to stop before anything “serious” happened; he wanted to be fully dressed and enjoy the moment before he let himself come.

“Not yet.  There’s plenty of time,” he told himself and he tried to pull his hand away.  It remained on his penis.

He kept stroking.

Dylan tried again.  It took a little more will power, but he managed to stop himself this time.  Dylan then walked to the mirror to examine himself.  Seeing himself in panties was a huge turn on.  These fit well and looked good too, though they didn’t do much to support or control his erection.  That didn’t matter though.  After all, it wasn’t like he was going to let anyone see him dressed as he was, so he didn’t need to be able to pass himself off as a woman.

Dylan returned to the bed.

“And now the stockings,” he said.

He loved stockings.  Stockings always made his legs so feminine.

Dylan picked up the tan stockings and curled them both into balls.  Then he sat down on the edge of the bed and slipped them over his toes.  As he pulled them up his legs, he slowly unrolled them, letting the delicate material settle into place.  He couldn’t remember where he had first learned to put on stockings in this manner, but it made him proud that he knew how to do this.  It felt a bit like he was part of some special club.

“Any good girl
 knows how to do that,” he told himself.

He shuddered at comparing himself to a “girl.”  Somehow, that struck him as demeaning and therefore naughty, yet it was something he desperately wanted too... in a way.  This was hard to explain.  In his fantasies, he imagined his wife feminizing him “against his will.”  It was important that she forced him, even if he wanted it.  What’s more, his fantasies also always involved his wife treating him as if he had become inferior by being made into a girl.  He craved that feeling of inferiority.  Mentally, he knew this was wrong and that he didn’t really want it in real life, but in his heart, there was something about putting himself at his wife’s mercy and letting her strip away his masculinity and his status that... well... it set his soul ablaze.

Dylan stroked himself again as he thought about his wife stripping away his masculinity.  Again he stopped though, as he wasn’t yet fully dressed.

“Be patient,” he told himself.

Dylan adjusted the stockings and smoothed them out.  It always felt so good to smooth out stockings.  He wished he could shave his legs, but the hair wouldn’t grow back in five days, so he couldn’t do it.  He could paint his nails, however, and he had decided to do that later this afternoon.  Normally, he never got to paint his nails because his cross-dressing happened in stolen moments:  when his wife went to the store or to lunch with friends or stayed late at the office.  Those moments just didn’t give him enough time.  Now he had five days.  He could even take time off from work, if he wanted.  That was a wealth of time.  He could do, and undo
, almost anything.  So, he was going to paint his nails!

At the moment though, Dylan just wanted to finish dressing so he could start masturbating.  His penis was screaming for attention, and he dared not touch it again lest it explode before he was dressed.

Dylan slipped into a pair of shoes from the bag.  These were strappy black high-heeled wedges he’d bought because they were similar to the pair his wife had worn to the airport.  She would probably laugh if she knew he had bought them just because they looked like hers, but that excited him.  He buckled the straps, rose to his feet, and walked back and forth across the room to get used to wearing heels again – he rarely got to wear them.  He loved the unusual feeling of standing in heels, unsure of his balance, as his feet were held at a steep angle.  The feeling of insecurity it produced made him feel wonderfully submissive.

“And now the final piece.”

Dylan tottered over to the red dress and picked it up off the chair.  He loved this dress on his wife and he always felt jealous when she wore it; he wished he could wear it openly... but he couldn’t.  At least he could wear it now.

“What a beautiful dress,” he said as he ran his fingers over its soft material.

Dylan took the dress from its hanger and slipped it over his head.  He pulled it over his shoulders and then slowly worked the dress down his torso.  It was tight – in truth, it didn’t fit – but he wanted to wear it, so it didn’t matter to him whether it fit perfectly or not; he could get into it.  He shimmied it down over his chest and his waist and over his hips.  The dress finally came to rest on his hips, with its hem stopping just at the very bottom of his bottom.

“Perfect,” he said with a giggle.

Dylan tottered over the mirror now, swinging his rear in an exaggerated manner, and examined himself.  He loved
 this dress!

“So gorgeous!” he exclaimed.

Dylan spun around slowly to see himself from all angles.  Aside from being (forgivably) tight, the dress had a bit of a length problem.  With Dylan being significantly taller than his wife, the dress just wasn’t long enough to wear respectably.  When he stood perfectly still the dress covered his panties.  The moment he started moving, his panties showed.  And even when he stood still, the very bottom of his panties showed in the rear, though he couldn’t see this from the current angle.  Fortunately, though, no one would see him in the dress, so none of this mattered.  All that mattered was that he loved himself in it.

“Five days,” he repeated with a happy sigh.

Dylan spun around once more.  Then an idea struck him.  He reached beneath the dress and hooked his thumbs inside the waistband of the panties.  He pulled the pink panties down and he let them drop to his ankles.  He stepped out of them and kicked them over to the bed.

He now looked in the mirror again.

Hanging out just below the hem of his dress were his testicles.  This was an exciting image.  Indeed, the sight of a pair of balls hanging out beneath a dress always excited him in images he had seen online.  What’s more, when he moved his hips, they swayed gently between his legs.  He reached for them and massaged them.  This caused his erection to jump.

Then everything changed.

“Look at you, Dylan!” said a female voice behind Dylan.  “Can anybody play?”


Chapter Three: “Not So Alone After All”

—o—

Dylan snapped to attention and spun around like a top.

Standing behind him was his wife’s best friend, Colby.  She stood in the doorway of their bedroom, wearing a professional navy blue skirt suit and sharp navy blue pumps with pointy toes and four-inch stiletto heels.  She was pulling a carry-on suitcase behind her.

“The cat’s away and the mouse will play, is that it?” she asked rhetorically.

A sense of helplessness filled Dylan.

Colby grinned.  “Hello, mouse.”

Dylan’s mouth went dry.  He wanted to say something.  He needed to say something.  He just had no idea what to say.  What does one say at a moment like this?  There really isn’t anything to be said.  After all, it’s not like anything he said could change any of this or make it go away.

“Colby,” he finally managed in utter shock.

“Hi Dylan.”

She chuckled and looked at his crotch, where he still tugged on his testicles.

“Don’t stop playing on my account,” said Colby with an amused tone.

Dylan blushed.  “I wasn’t pl— I wasn’t uh—”  He let go of his testicles.  “Wh— what are you doing here?”  His voice was surprisingly calm, hiding the fact that inwardly, he was freaking out.

“I came to drop off this suitcase for Caitlin, but I guess she’s already gone.”

There was another long pause before Dylan responded.  “Uh, yeah.”

Colby smirked.  “Now let me ask you:  what are you
 doing here?”

Dylan bit his lip.  What he was doing was obvious; the fact he had been caught though... that was something else.  He looked down at the feminine clothes he wore.  He wore a dress.  He wore stockings.  He was strapped into high heels.  None of that could be ascribed to an accident or anything innocent.  What’s more, he was excited.  His erection pushed out the dress drawing attention to itself.   His balls hung freely between his legs too; she had seen him tugging on those.  What was he doing?

“I, uh—  um.”  He ran out of words.  He had no clue what to say.

Colby folded her arms.  “No explanation?”

“I— I don’t—  I don’t know what to say,” he admitted.

Colby laughed loudly.  “Oh, I bet.  And I’ll bet poor Caitlin knows nothing about this, does she?”

“I— well—”  Dylan thought about telling Colby that Caitlin knew some of it
 at least, as she knew he liked to wear panties sometimes when they made love, but he decided that wouldn’t be wise.  It was best not to bring Caitlin into this in any way.  He bit his tongue and shook his head.

A knowing look came over Colby’s face.  “I didn’t think so.”

“You’re not going to tell her, are you?”  Dylan’s voice creaked with nervousness.

Colby shrugged her shoulders.  “I guess that depends.”

Dylan swallowed hard.  “Depends on what?”

“Depends on how you behave.”

“How— how do I need to behave?”

Colby smiled brightly.  “How refreshing!  I like that.  There’s no pointless fighting.  No silly denial.  You’re not playing dumb.  There’s no ego keeping you from admitting the truth.”

“W— what truth?”

“That you belong to me now... unless you want me telling Caitlin about your little game here.  I’m sure you don’t, though, so let’s just leave it at:  you belong to me.  Truth.”

Dylan bit his lip.  “What does that mean?”

“I think you know.  In fact, why don’t you tell me what you think it means?”

Dylan swallowed hard again.  “Th— that I need to do what you say?”

“Everything
 I say.”

This was bad.  It was very bad.  It was also exactly what Dylan expected the moment he saw Colby standing behind him.  This is the Colby he knew.  She was gorgeous.  She was friendly.  She was outgoing and flirtatious.  But she also loved having the upper hand over people.  She loved being in charge.  What’s more, she had little in the way of limits or mercy.  That meant she would never give up an opportunity like this, and he could expect she would exercise her newfound control with relish.

Unfortunately, he had no choice but to surrender.

“All right,” said Dylan cautiously, thinking of what would happen if Caitlin found out what he had been doing.  “You win.  I’ll do whatever you want.  Just promise me you won’t tell Caitlin.”

Colby considered this for a moment.  Then she nodded her head.  “I don’t make open-ended promises, but as long as you please me, I won’t tell Caitlin about her girly husband.  I warn you though, Dylan, I’m going to have my fun with this.  I’m going to demand a lot, and you better be prepared to obey me to the letter if you want this to remain a secret.”

Dylan shuddered.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Good boy—”  Colby snickered.  “—that is, good girl
.”

Dylan was in trouble.

—o—

Colby made Dylan move to the middle of the room and looked him up and down.  “That dress is awful,” she said, poking Dylan’s pride.  She then instructed him not to move and she went to Caitlin’s closet.  She flipped through Caitlin’s dresses, skirts and blouses, ignoring her pants.  She shook her head the entire time and said things like, “No, that’s just as bad” or “Why would she wear that?”  Finally, she grabbed a dark blue, almost-black overcoat and tossed it to Dylan.

“Put that on,” she said.

Then she grabbed some feminine sunglasses from the top of a dresser and made Dylan slip those onto his face.  He slipped into the coat.  It was short.  It didn’t cover any more than his dress.  On his wife, it went to mid-thigh.  Not on him.

“Come with me.”

“Where are we going?” asked Dylan nervously.

“We’re going to my place to find you something to wear,” said Colby.

Dylan froze.  “Your place?!”

“Yes.  I have better clothes.  I’ll bet they fit you better too.”

Dylan’s knees began to shake.  “I— I can’t go outside.  Not like this!”

Colby looked him up and down.  “Well, it wouldn’t be my first choice either, but I don’t see anything better in the closet.”

“That’s not what I mean!” he gasped.

“Oh?”

“I can’t go out dressed like a girl!
”

“Why not?” asked Colby innocently.  She was clearly playing with him.

Dylan’s jaw dropped.  “‘Why not?!’  ‘Why not?!’” he repeated incredulously.  “Isn’t it obvious?!”

Colby snickered.  “You mean because of this?” she purred and she unexpectedly grabbed his erection through the dress.

Dylan was shocked!

She had grabbed his erection!

His balls jerked upwards as if they were trying to escape, and he instinctively tried to jump back, only Colby held his erection too tightly for him to free himself.  Not to mention, the high heels he wore which, while sexy, prevented him from having the balance and traction he needed to get away.  She had him.

“You grabbed my thing!” he exclaimed, stating the obvious.

“Obviously,” replied Colby sarcastically.

Dylan’s mind struggled to grasp what had happened.  It seemed like some sort of fantasy... or nightmare.  Either way, it was surreal and he could barely comprehend the implications.  One implication was clear though, Colby felt she could do anything she wanted to him and there was nothing he could do about it.

“Now come along,” she said.

Colby started down the hallway to the front door.  She used his erection like a handle and pulled him after her.  Dylan wanted to resist, but he lacked the will at the moment.  Indeed, realizing he had no way to escape this situation, Dylan meekly followed after her as she tugged him along.

“Please don’t make me go outside!” he pleaded.

“Learn to obey, Dylan.  Learn to obey.”

They kept walking.  Both of their heels echoed off the hard floor:  Click!  Crack! Click!  Click!  Crack!  Click!  Crack!  Click!  Click!
  Soon they neared the front door.  Dylan’s heart raced.  This was going to be terrifying.

“Can’t we just stay here?”

“Stop being a baby,” said Colby and she pulled open the door.

The cold outside air hit Dylan and made all of this even more real:  he was wearing a dress and the outside was inches away!  What if someone saw him... saw him in a dress?  What is someone saw Colby pulling him along by his dick!  He couldn’t step outside.  He couldn’t allow this!  But what could he do?

He stopped.

Colby tugged him, but he remained froze fast.

“Come on Dylan,” said Colby as if she spoke to a five year old.  She tugged on his erection.  “It will be fun!”

Dylan shook his head.

Colby tugged even harder.  This time, they started moving slowly.

Dylan gave serious consideration to grabbing the door frame to keep from leaving the house, but he knew he couldn’t.  She could tell his wife about him and that might end his marriage!  He couldn’t allow that.  Compared to that, the risk of being spotted on the dash to Colby’s car was nothing.

“Fine,” he grumbled.

Dylan closed the short coat as tightly around his body as he could to hide the fact he wore a dress.  It hid most of it except for perhaps an inch at the bottom.  Worse though, his testicles hung out beneath it as they did with the dress.  It also did nothing to hide his stockings or his heels.  What’s more, Colby hadn’t let go of his erection either, so it was obvious what she was pulling him by.

“Please don’t let anyone see me!” he thought.

He was outside before he realized it.  He knew in his head that few people could see him and it wasn’t likely any of them were looking anyway, but a sense of terror engulfed him.  The race to the car became a blur.  He lowered his head to try to hide his face, his breathing stopped, the sound of his heels echoed in his ears like drums calling out his progress, and his balls swung away, slapping against his thighs.  When he reached the car, he sped to the passenger side and tried to yank open the door, but he had been too quick and the door was still locked.

Click!

He heard the door unlock.  He threw open the door and dove inside.

Colby joined him a moment later.  Her entrance was much more casual... more graceful.  And after adjusting her seatbelt, she patted the nervous Dylan on the thigh.  “This is going to be such fun!” she gushed.


Chapter Four: “Slave Girl”

—o—

After a short terrifying drive, Dylan found himself standing in the middle of Colby’s bedroom.  The walk had been mercifully short and hidden as she had pulled into her garage and he was never exposed to the neighbors.  He’d never been in her bedroom before and it was, admittedly, exciting.  Of course, wearing a dress and heels would have made it exciting no matter what the other circumstances, but there was something rare about being here in particular.

“Get naked,” said Colby as she hung up her coat.

Dylan froze.  He was still struggling with the idea that Colby had the power to order him around.  Even his wife didn’t have that power, except in some of his fantasies.  “Naked, naked?” he asked cautiously.

“What other kind of naked is there?”

“Shouldn’t I keep something on?” asked Dylan nervously.

“No.”

“My coat?”

“Definitely not.”

“Shoes?”

“Shoes?” repeated Colby with an incredulous snicker.  “That’s kinky.  I should have you walk around all day in just high heels with a pink ribbon on your dick.  I bet you’d love that, wouldn’t you!  To answer your question though, no.  I don’t like those.  Take them off.”

Dylan looked down at the shoes he liked so much.  He debated saying that he did like them, but thought better of getting into a fight with her over whether or not the high heels he was wearing were sexy or not.  That was not a fight he could win... no matter the outcome.  “Underwear then?”

“You’re not wearing underwear,” said Colby, looking at his testicles.  His balls still hung freely beneath the coat.  “Now get naked!”

“But—”

“Naked!  Now!”

Dylan twisted his lips and did as he was told.  He started by removing the coat exposing the red dress.  As he slowly stripped, Colby moved around her bedroom collecting various items of feminine finery.

“We need to find something pretty for you to wear,” she said.

Dylan pulled the red dress over his head.  As he did, her words created a definite conflict within him.  Up to now, he had been terrified at being caught.  He had been worried that Colby would tell his wife what she had caught him doing.  He was worried she would expose him in some other manner.  That terror dominated his mind.  But now... now that there seemed to be no immediate danger, he was starting to see the other side of this.  Being dominated and feminized by a pretty woman had long been a fantasy of his and here it was happening for real.

“Maybe this could be fun,” he thought.

“Here we go,” said Colby excitedly.  She held up a heavy black leather corset.  “This will be perfect!”

Dylan glanced at the corset uneasily.  He’d worn a corset before, but it was just a bit of glorified lingerie... little more than spandex.  This corset looked like the real deal, just like the ones he saw online.  It was thick and appeared heavy.  It was made of leather, not cloth, and it had a firm frame that maintained its shape even as Colby merely held it up by her fingers.  He’d never worn a corset like that before, but he’d read accounts of them, and those worried him.

“I think I’ll pass, if you don’t mind,” said Dylan.

Colby snickered.  “You’ll pass?  What makes you think you get that option?”

Dylan blushed.  What indeed?

“I don’t think you’re understanding this, Dylan.  I own you—”

“I know.”

“Apparently, you don’t!  If you did, you would stop telling me what you like and what you do or don’t want to do.  I own
 you.  You’re property now.  You’re my slave... my slavegirl
.  You’re going to do whatever I want.  Whatever
 I want.”

Dylan swallowed hard.  He knew this, what she had said, but he hadn’t internalized it.  It was still theoretical and he saw her control in his mind through the filter of him being in control, much as his fantasies were:  the women he dreamed about could do anything they wanted, so long as it was what he wanted.  Colby’s words brought home the reality that she could do anything she wanted
 and he had no say in the matter.  The sense of helplessness that brought with it was indescribable.

A chill ran down his spine.  Whether it was a good chill or a bad chill, he couldn’t tell.

“Come here,” said Colby.

Dylan realized this was probably his last chance to refuse her orders, but he knew he couldn’t.  He lacked the courage to test her to see if she would really tell his wife.  So he bit his lip and he obediently moved over to where she stood.

Colby wasted no time slipping the corset around his torso.  She made him hold the corset in place against his chest and stomach as she pulled it closed in the back, pulling the two sides together until two large clasps clicked together.

Dylan assumed this was it.

It wasn’t.

“Grab hold of the dresser,” she said.

Dylan tottered over to the dresser – he still wore his high heels and stockings, but nothing else – and grabbed the edge of the dresser.  She then spread his legs, letting his balls hang freely.  When he appeared stable, she grabbed the thick laces and pulled them tight.  With each tug, the corset became tighter and tighter.  At one point, the corset became so tight that it began to affect his breathing.

“Isn’t that tight enough?” he whined.

Colby snickered.  “Hardly.  You’ll never fit into anything like this.”

Without warning, she gave the laces another great tug.  Dylan felt his body squeezed together squishing his lungs and ribs into a bundle.  All the air was forced out of his chest.  When he finished his involuntary exhale, Colby tugged once more.  She even leaned into his back to gain added leverage.

Now it was tight.  It was so, so tight.

“I can barely breathe!” he gasped.

“But you can
 breathe.”

“Please take it off!”

“You’ll get used to it.  The first time is the hardest.”

Dylan wanted to say more, but he concentrated instead on learning to breathe in this leather vice that had been wrapped around his torso.  It took him some time before he could do so comfortably.  When he did, he calmed down.  At that point, he began to think about what he was wearing and he found himself getting hard once more.

“Speaking of the hardest
,” said Colby and she grabbed his erection.

She started stroking him.

Dylan shuddered as wave after wave of pleasure raced from his penis to his spine to his brain.

“All right.  Let’s get you dressed,” said Colby after a few strokes.

She let go.

Dylan wanted to take over the stroking, but knew better, so he reluctantly followed her to the closet.  When he did he realized that not only did the corset make breathing that much harder, but it limited his ability to bend over and to rotate his body.  It was like wearing a body cast in some ways.

“I can barely move in this thing,” he exclaimed.

Colby snickered.  “That’s what makes it so great.  Not only will it make you fit into my clothes, but it’s like bondage.  I can effectively tie you up without even using ropes.”

Dylan tingled at the thought of Colby tying him up.  His excitement was starting to win out over his fear and his better judgment.  He realized he needed to fight back now before... well, before he started to enjoy this.

“All right,” he said as harshly as he dared.  “You’ve caught me and you’ve bound me.  Now what?  Can I go home?”

“Do you want
 to go home?”

The question threw Dylan for a loop.  Why would she even ask that, he wondered?  Of course he wanted to go home, didn’t he?  He didn’t want to be some crazy woman’s prisoner.  He didn’t want to be disloyal to his wife.  He didn’t like taking orders.  There were a whole host of reasons to go home.  So why didn’t he speak up?  He evaded the question.

“How long are you going to hold me here?” he asked.

“You didn’t answer my question.”

Dylan tried to fold his arms, but the corset prevented it.  His chest was being held too rigidly.

“Answer me, Dylan,” she said.

Dylan visibly bit his lips.

Colby grabbed his erection and started stroking it slowly, lovingly.  “You’re hard,” she sang.

“Obviously.”

“Clearly, your dick doesn’t want to go home.  So, do you?”

“Of course, I want to go home,” he said, but without real conviction.

She stroked a little faster.  “I think you like it, Dylan.”

“I definitely do not.”

She smiled.  “Oh, yes, you do.  You just throbbed when I suggested it.  I think you like it.  I think you and Caitlin don’t have enough excitement in your lives.  I think you want me to give that to you, don’t you?”

“Our lives are very exciting,” said Dylan.  The pressure was building within his penis.  He was starting to breathe hard.

Colby leaned in and whispered.  “Then why haven’t you walked out.”

Dylan felt her eyes probing his.  He had forgotten that she was an attorney and could be remarkably good at digging deep into someone’s psyche when she wanted to.  He’d seen her cross-examine guys at bars to the point that they ran off with their tails between their legs.  And now she had him confused.  He had an answer though.  “You told me you would tell her what you caught me doing!” he protested.

“You forget, Dylan, that I know Caitlin too.  She wouldn’t mind.”

Stroke.  Stroke.  Stroke.

“She’d probably think it was funny.  She might even like it,” continued Colby.

Stroke.  Stroke.  Stroke.

Dylan was breathing really hard now.

“So why are you so afraid?” asked Colby finally.  “Or is fear just an excuse to stay here and see what I can do for you... girlfriend
.”

When Colby called Dylan “girlfriend,” Dylan felt an incredible sense of weakness flush over him and his penis surged in Colby’s hand.  They both knew it too.  His penis had confessed.  He shook his head to deny it nevertheless.

“All right,” said Colby with a knowing laugh.

“But it’s not true.”

She ignored him.  “Let’s get my little maid dressed.”

Dylan melted.  This was one of his strongest fantasies.  He couldn’t believe it was about to happen for real.  He was so excited that all of his objections suddenly vanished from his mind.

“You’re going to dress me like a maid?!” he exclaimed.

Colby smirked.  “Kind of.”

The next few minutes became a blur of exquisite erotic humiliation for Dylan.  Colby produced some black crotchless panties, some black high-heeled sandals, a white apron that covered only his erection, white frilly wristbands, a matching black band for his throat, and a black and white lace cap, and she made him slip it all on.  As he did, she teased him by calling him her “girlfriend” and her “little maid.”  She touched his erection, and she pinched his rear.  Dylan couldn’t have been more excited.  He was dribbling precome everywhere.

When he was dressed, she moved him before the mirror.  The outfit wasn’t a traditional maid costume, but it certainly suggested it.  It was super sexy and he was incredibly turned on by wearing it.  Colby seemed to be too, as her nipples stood up tall beneath her blouse.  There was one issue though.

“Hmm,” said Colby.

“What?”

“There’s one more thing we need to do before you can be my maid.  You need to lose the beard.”

“What?!” gasped Dylan.

“I can’t have a sissygirl with a beard, can I?  Go shave it.”

Dylan ran his fingers over his chin.  He had a light beard, if that.  It was really more of a five o’clock shadow after a few long nights, but it made him look more masculine and he liked it for that reason; no one assumed there was anything feminine about a man with a beard.  His wife liked it too, and the idea of shaving it off seemed a bit radical suddenly, as if she’d asked him to shorten his penis an inch or two.

“But it’s my beard!” he protested.

“And you belong to me now, so it’s my beard,” said Colby in a matter-of-fact tone.  “And I don’t want you having a beard, so get rid of it.”

“But what will Caitlin think?”

“She’ll think you shaved it.  That’s all.  Or do you honestly think she’ll decide that because you shaved off the beard that you’re a cross-dresser?  Get real, Dylan.  Go shave.  Now.”

“But—”

“Don’t make me force the issue, Dylan.”

Dylan swallowed hard.  She was serious.  What’s more, she could force him to do it.  But what would his wife think when she saw him with no beard?  He supposed he could explain it to her, but it could be hard.  What was even more worrisome, though, was that Colby wanted something that changed him this much.  What did that say about her view of what was going on... her intent... her limits?  Dylan started to worry once more.  Nevertheless, a few minutes later, Dylan’s beard was gone.  His face was smooth as a baby’s.

“Now we’ll see how good you are at being my maid,” said Colby.

—o—

“Come on.  Hurry up, Dylan,” snapped Colby.

She sat on her sofa with her feet on the cushions.  Her high heels and stockings lay on the floor before the couch.  She still wore the skirt suit she had worn when she caught Dylan, minus the jacket, which was draped over a dining room chair.  She was waiting for Dylan to fetch her a drink and rub her feet.

“My feet are waiting,” she called in a sing-song voice.

“I’m coming,” called back Dylan.

Dylan picked up the small silver tray and loaded Colby’s drink on it.  He raised it to shoulder level and tottered off toward the living room as carefully as he could; he struggled to maintain sufficient balance in the tall spike-heeled sandals he wore – he had never worn heels this high or thin before.  Unfortunately, this was how Colby wanted him to bring her the drink because she wanted to feel that he was her servant.

“‘I’m coming’ what?” she demanded.

“I’m coming, Ma’am,” said Dylan.

“Good girl.”

Dylan took another few steps and almost spilled the drink as he entered the living room when his ankle twisted on the carpet.  He nearly tumbled but maintained his balance at the last second.

“Spill that and I’ll punish you,” said Colby.

“I’m sorry, Ma’am, but I’ve never worn heels like this before.”

“You’ll learn.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Dylan unhappily.

Dylan adjusted the tray and gingerly walked across the room to the couch.  Then he crouched down so Colby could take the drink from the tray.  As he did, his erection, which already stuck out the open panties, slipped even further out and pointed directly at Colby.

She took the drink.

... and latched onto his erection.

“Don’t stand up, Dylan,” she said.

Dylan crouched there, unsure of what to do next.  It felt great to have her hand on his erection, but it was an awkward pose to maintain and it made him nervous that she felt so free to take advantage of him.  He was still undecided how far he should let this go.  Part of him said he needed to call her bluff, if it was a bluff, and go home.  But another part of him was enjoying this a little too much.  The latter part won out... for the present at least.

Colby sipped the drink and started stroking him.

Stroke.  Stroke.

“Ah, nicely done.  There’s hope for you yet!” she said.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Dylan, who was paying more attention to his pulsating manhood than her praise.  His breathing was becoming labored.  It seemed he would come soon.

“You should do this for Caitlin—  I take it you don’t?”

Dylan shook his head.  “No,” he huffed between breaths.

“She’s never made you play ‘sissy maid’?”

“No, Ma’am.”

“That’s too bad.  You seem to really enjoy it.  And frankly, it’s quite fabulous to have a man at your beck and call,” said Colby with a relaxed smile.  “Maybe I should tell her all about you just so she can enjoy being treated like this.”

Dylan shook his head vigorously, though his erection lunged in Colby’s hand.  This made her giggle.

“Why not?  You’d love it.”

He kept shaking his head.  “I wouldn’t.”

“I think I know what you really
 want,” she said with a laugh and a stroke.

Stroke.  Stroke.

“Please don—”

“Don’t worry, Dylan.  I’m not sharing you.  If Caitlin hasn’t figured this out for herself, that’s her problem.  Although, with as excited as you are by this, I’m surprised you haven’t told her.”  She set the drink on the arm of the couch.  “Either way, let’s see how you are with foot massages.  I love a good foot massage.”

She let go of his erection.  The rhythm he had achieved stopped.  His ejaculation was denied.  He felt both relieved and frustrated.  Relieved because he still wasn’t sure he should do this.  Frustrated because he had really been enjoying that and he hoped to get the full effect.  Either way, Dylan moved to the other end of the couch and sat down sideways.  He grabbed one of Colby’s feet and started squeezing it.  At the same time, she slipped the other foot into his lap.  He could feel her pretty toes running up and down his sensitive shaft.

“Why haven’t you told your wife?” she asked.

Dylan gave a noncommittal shrug and kept rubbing her foot.  She didn’t like his evasion and she jabbed his penis with her toes.

“Answer me.”

“I wouldn’t know what to say,” he admitted.

“Tell her you like cross-dressing and you want to be her sissy slave.”

Dylan let out a sharp, cynical laugh.  “Oh, is that all?”

“I doubt it’s as hard as you think.”

“It’s a lot harder.”

“Well, it’s her loss,” said Colby indifferently.  “And since you have nothing to say, let’s put that mouth to a better use.  Suck my toes.”

With that, she raised her leg, placing her foot right before his face and pressed her soft, warm, still slightly-damp with sweat toes against his lips.  He could smell the sweat; it was vaguely musky.

“Open up, Dylan,” said Colby.

Dylan shook his head.

“Be a good girl.”

Dylan felt himself go weak.  His will faded as being called a “girl,” and he spread his lips and slipped them over her big toe.  He pulled her toe into his mouth and started to suck.

Colby moaned.  This felt so good.

Dylan kept sucking.

Colby sunk into the couch, closed her eyes and let her body go limp.  She was luxuriating at the feeling of having a man, feminized, tamed, and sucking on her toes.  It was an amazing experience.  She felt so pampered, so sexy, so powerful.

“Every woman should own a man,” she said beneath her breath.

Dylan heard this and it made him tingle all over.  His erection throbbed.  He thought about sneaking a hand down and stroking it, he was so horny, but that would be too obvious.  So, instead, he grabbed her other foot, which rested on his leg.  He pulled her leg straight, bringing her foot into contact with his erection.  Then he squeezed her foot into his erection with his hand and started rubbing her foot, collaterally stroking himself in the process.

Colby saw immediately what he was doing.  She didn’t want him coming yet.  “If you come, you lick it up,” she said.

This gave him pause.  He’d never licked his own juices off someone’s foot before.  Could he bring himself to do that?  It sounded exciting, but it also sounded a little disgusting.

“And then I lock your dick into a cage,” she continued.  “Good luck explaining that to your wife.”

Dylan slowly slipped his thumb off his shaft.  Relieving himself of this erotic tension would need to wait.  Colby was making threats he could not risk.  He returned to rubbing her foot and sucking her toes.

After what seemed like an eternity to Dylan, Colby opened her eyes.  She looked at her watch.  “I need to do some work for a client.  And while I love having my toes sucked, it’s too distracting to work like that—”

“All right.  I’ll go,” said Dylan.

Colby snickered.  “Hardly.  You’re going to clean.”

“Clean?”

“Yes.  Did you think being my slave would involve only sucking on my toes and rubbing my feet?” asked Colby.  “No, Dylan.  You’re going to do a lot of things for me, anything I want to make life easier.  That’s the point to having a slave... especially a sissy maid slave.”

Dylan’s shoulders sunk.  “What do I need to do?”

“For starters, dust.  Then I want you to do the floors.  There’s laundry that needs to be separated and I want the bathroom cleaned,” said Colby.  She then put her foot on his chest and playfully shoved him off the couch to the floor.  “And while you’re down there, put my shoes away.”

Dylan looked at her shoes and sighed.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

And like that, he spent the next two hours cleaning her house, though not without interruption.

—o—

“Come here, slavegirl,” said Colby an hour later.

Dylan looked over at Colby.  She had finished her work and now lay on her stomach on the couch eating ice cream.  She was reading a book at points and watching him at others.

“What do you want?” he asked sharply.

“More ice cream.”  She held out the bowl for him to come get it.

“Should I finish dusting first or get the ice cream?”

“Ice cream.”

Dylan let out a frustrated sigh.  He would never finish all the work she had assigned him if she kept interrupting like this.  Not to mention, the delicate uniform and the towering heels weren’t helping his speed.  Still, it was what it was, so he tottered over to her and took the bowl.  Then he turned and started toward the kitchen.  Behind him he heard Colby whistle.

“Rrrrrowr
,” purred Colby.  “Nice butt.”

Dylan blushed.  “I can do without the commentary,” said Dylan.

“I doubt it... you like it.”

Dylan blushed even deeper.  What she said was true.  Her running commentary of emasculating comments was giving him an incredible erection and making him super horny.  He wasn’t going to admit that though.  “I do not.”

Colby snickered.  “If you say so, girlfriend
.  Hurry up with that ice cream.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Dylan made his way to the kitchen where he filled her bowl with ice cream.  While he was there, he tried to adjust the black corset he wore to feel less crushed, but it wouldn’t budge.  He then returned to Colby.

“What are you going to do when all this ends and you need to get ice cream for yourself again?” he asked.

She looked up from her book.  “What makes you think this is going to end?”

“Caitlin’s coming home soon.”

“And?”

“And she’s not going to like you using her husband as a sex toy.”

Colby laughed.  “You never know.  She might find it exciting.”

Dylan wondered what would really happen when Caitlin returned.  Surely, Colby would give this up, wouldn’t she?  This thought worried him as he went to separate Colby’s laundry.

—o—

It was getting late.  Dylan was tired.  Not only had he been working surprisingly hard – she was taking the maid part of this rather seriously – but he was worn out from being so horny and getting no satisfaction.  Things were about to change on that front, however.

“You’ve been working hard,” said Colby as Dylan put away the broom.  “Maybe we should take a break for a little fun.”

Dylan smiled.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Come with me.”

Dylan tottered after her toward the bedroom.  When they reached the bedroom, she moved him to the front of the bed and then placed her hand on his chest and actually shoved him backwards onto the bed.  In the tall heels, he had no traction to resist this and he found himself tumbling backwards, though not uncomfortably so.

“All the way on the bed,” she said pointing toward the headboard.

Dylan slowly pulled his legs onto the bed and moved his rear backward toward the headboard so he was comfortably centered on the bed.  “I don’t know what you have in mind, bu—”

“Start jerking yourself off,” said Colby, cutting him off.

“What?”

“Jerk yourself off.”

Dylan bit his lip.  He didn’t want to be disloyal to his wife, but he wanted this very, very badly too.  He was just too horny to refuse, so his desire won out.  He slipped his hand, with its red painted fingernails, down around his shaft, which stuck out the crotchless panties, and he slowly started stroking it.  He was actually a little nervous, having never masturbated with a woman watching him before.  It was embarrassing and he found he couldn’t look her directly in the eyes.

Stroke.  Stroke.  Stroke.

“You can do better than that,” said Colby after a few strokes.

“Better?”

“Faster... more passion,” said Colby with a laugh and she mimicked him jerking off at a faster pace.

Dylan blushed.  He couldn’t believe she had criticized his masturbation technique.  He suddenly felt very small.  At the same time, this pang of humiliation made his erection throb.

“Fine,” he grumbled.

Dylan raised himself on one elbow.  He pulled his legs closer, jamming his heels into the sheets and mattress to get more traction.  He renewed his grip on his shaft and started stroking faster and firmer.  His whole body responded and he realized he was already almost on the edge of coming.

He began breathing harder.

“Much better,” said Colby.

She then pulled her phone from behind her back and started taking pictures.  It took Dylan a moment to realize this.  When he did, he panicked.  He let go of his erection and tried to hide his face with his hands.  The image he presented was so hilarious to Colby that she took the picture.  But she wanted more too.

“Put your hand back on your toy and start stroking again,” she commanded.

“Not if you’re going to take pictures.”

“Don’t talk back to me, Dylan.”

“But—”

“Dylan!”

“I’m not going to let you take my picture!” he said and he started to shift toward the edge of the bed.

“Stop!”

Dylan froze.

“Do you think this is the first picture I’ve taken?” asked Colby with a laugh.  “I’ve got pictures of you all day long... pictures of you getting dressed in your cute little maid uniform... pictures of you cleaning my house... pictures of you touching yourself when you thought I wasn’t looking.  Now I want these pictures.”

Dylan listened in silent horror and cringed at the implication of what she said.  If she had those pictures, and there was no reason to think she didn’t, she could ruin his marriage and there was nothing he could do about it.  This was way worse than just being caught cross-dressing.  What’s more, her threat now proved to Dylan that she was thinking about how to guarantee the power of her threat.  He realized he was in a lot of trouble.

“Now get back on that bed and jerk off for me, precious.”

Dylan wanted to refuse.  He didn’t want to participate in his own blackmailing.  But her library of incriminating photographs made fighting impossible.  What’s more, it didn’t matter if he gave her more photos; she had enough already and one more wouldn’t hurt.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said softly.

Dylan slid back to his prior position.  Once more, he grabbed his shaft and again started stroking himself.  As he did, Colby took dozens of photographs of him from many different angles.  Each one made him feel even smaller.  It was quite a turn on for him too though.

Stroke.  Stroke.  Stroke.

He arched his back.

Stroke.  Stroke.  Stroke.

His erection was about as large as it had ever been.

Stroke.  Stroke.  Stroke.  Stroke.  Stroke.

He breathing stopped.  He stroked even faster.  Stroke.  Stroke.  Stroke.


“Stop,” said Colby suddenly.

Dylan heard her but couldn’t process it.  He was so close to coming he needed to finish.  He would listen to her when he finished.

Stroke.  Stroke.  Stroke.

“Stop!” exclaimed Colby and she grabbed his balls and squeezed them until he winced.  The spell was broken.  His penis started to deflate.  He never came.  “All right, it’s time to get you home,” she said.


Chapter Five: “Slave For The Weekend”

—o—

That first day, Friday, had been exhausting.  Colby worked Dylan hard and when she wasn’t working him, she was using him.  Adding to his exhaustion was the fact he was super horny the entire time but could get no relief; she never let him come.  By the time she took him home, he was physically and emotionally spent, and obsessed with one goal:  finishing his masturbating.  He needed it so badly that the moment he got inside his house, he dropped to the floor and started stroking himself right then and there in the front hallway.  He came like a fountain.

The following morning, he woke up early.  Colby told him she would pick him up at seven so he could begin his second day of servitude.  He was to wear the same uniform she made him wear the prior day; she had made him wear it home beneath his wife’s short overcoat.  That day was very much like the first.

Sunday though, Sunday was different.

Dylan needed to drive himself to Colby’s place on Sunday.  What’s more, he needed to wear the uniform, complete with heels to do so; he’d never driven in heels before.  At least he was going from garage to garage and didn’t need to risk any mad dashes into Colby’s house.

As Dylan washed his face and shaved, he thought everything.  Being under Colby’s control was nerve-wracking.  Unlike his fantasies, he really had no control over her and she definitely had ideas of her own.  His smoothly shaved face was a testament to both of those points.  Yet, it was a kind of a dream come true too.  At the very least, it was an experience he would never forget and he was almost
 sad that it was ending tonight.  It was
 ending tonight.  After all, he had to go back to work the following morning and his wife would be home in a couple days.

“Colby understands that,” he said.

Dylan then dried himself off.  As he did, he felt a tiny hint of worry.

“She does, doesn’t she?  There’s no way Colby would try to keep this going past today, would she?”

He bit his lip and returned to the bedroom, where he picked up the stockings.  They were black and sheer and he loved the way they gripped his thigh as he pulled them up his legs.  His penis grew hard as he smoothed them out.

“I mean, she goes back to work too.  She must know it needs to end.”

Did she?

He slipped the panties into place.  As they were crotchless, they did nothing to hide his penis, which slipped right out and hung freely.  Dylan gave it a quick tug and thought about jerking off now before he left, but decided against it.

“Not to mention,” he continued, as he looked down at his painted fingernails and toenails, “there’s no way to do this with Caitlin coming home.  Some things you just can’t hide.”

But would that matter to Colby?

Dylan sat down and slipped into the black sandals with the five-inch platform heels.  He buckled the straps and stood up to make sure they were on correctly.  He’d never worn heels this high or thin before until Friday; now he wore them like a pro.  He moved across the room to get their feel:  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!


“She wouldn’t do that to her friend anyways... would she?”

Of course, she already had.

Dylan left his thoughts at that.  He told himself he was confident that today was the end, even as something in the back of his mind worried that Colby might not be willing to give up so easily.  Either way, he would enjoy the day and then put his foot down when it came to an end.  He probably should have put his foot down already, but the truth was that he was enjoying this a lot and he looked forward to his last day of this fantasy.

“Besides,” he said, “since Colby is forcing me to do this, it’s best to let her call a halt to this first.  That way I don’t need to worry about upsetting her and her trying to do something crazy out of anger.”

Dylan then finished getting dressed, he slipped on his wife’s coat – the one which left his erection sticking out the bottom for all to see – and he tottered his way to the car.

He was already leaking pre-cum.

—o—

Dylan was hard as a rock the entire drive over to Colby’s place.  He hoped no one could look down into his car and see what he wore, though the thought of it did give him a thrill.  As for driving in heels, that proved awkward, but not overly difficult.  He was quickly getting used to doing all kinds of things in heels.

When Dylan reached Colby’s townhouse, he texted her and she opened the garage.  He pulled in and waited for the door to close behind him.  Colby stood by the door.  She wore a black miniskirt, a white sleeveless blouse and black high-heeled wedges.  It was a sexy outfit, which reminded Dylan of the suits she normally wore to work.

“Ah, my little slavegirl has arrived,” purred Colby.

She opened Dylan’s door and motioned him to get out.  She then led him to her living room.

“Strip off your coat.  Let me see you,” she commanded.

Dylan unbuttoned the coat and stripped it off, laying it across a nearby chair.  His uniform was exposed once more, as was his raging erection, which jutted out through the crotchless panties.  Seeing this made Colby giggle and she wrapped her warm, soft hand around his shaft.

“You know, I’m really enjoying having you at my beck and call,” said Colby.

Dylan felt incredibly aroused by her hand, which hung softly around his shaft, and by her words.  There was no doubt it turned him on to be under her thumb.  It had always turned him on to be dominated by women.  He debated telling her that he was enjoying being at her beck and call, but he decided against it.

“You make an excellent servant and a fun toy,” added Colby.

“Thank you,” said Dylan in an embarrassed tone.  His erection throbbed.

“How was the drive?”

“Fine.”

“How did you like driving in heels?  You haven’t done that before, have you?”  Colby’s tone was very conversational, as if they were discussing the weather.  This made the fact she was holding his erection and talking about his cross-dressing all the more surreal, which gave this all a greater fantasy element.

“It was fine.  And no, I’ve never done it before,” said Dylan.

“I’ll bet it turned you on.”

He blushed, which made her giggle.

“See,” she said knowingly.  “I’ll bet your little guy was hard as a rock the whole way over.”

He blushed even more.

She smiled.  “You’re so cute.  I’m definitely not giving you up.”

Dylan heard warning bells deep inside his brain and a chill raced down his spine.  What did she mean?  His wife was coming back!  He needed to go to work!  Being someone’s slave was a fantasy, it wasn’t reality.  She had to give him up.  This needed to end!  Before he could speak, however, she let go of his erection and walked over to her desk.

“As for today—”

“Uh, what do you, uh, mean by that?” he asked.  “That you’re not giving me up.”

“Don’t interrupt me, slave,” said Colby and she pulled a bright red nail polish from the top drawer in a desk.  She turned and tossed it to him.  “Here.  Touch up your nails... your fingers and your toes.”

“What did you mean about not giving me up?” he asked again nervously.

“I heard you.  I’ll answer that when the time comes.  Now paint your nails.”

Dylan bit his lip.  He wanted to demand an answer to his question, but he knew he couldn’t do that; demanding an answer would only agitate her.  He told himself to stay calm; there was time to sort this out still.  So he took a deep breath and he sat down and started painting his nails as Colby moved to the couch and read a magazine.  Soon enough, all the chips were gone and his fingernails and his toenails were bright, shiny red once more.

“Nicely done,” said Colby as he finished.  “You have pretty nails.”

“Thank you.”

“I’ve got a list of things for you to do today, but let’s start by making this room spotless,” she said.

“But I cleaned this room Friday!”

“Yes, and you’re going to clean it again today.”

Dylan sighed.  He had hoped for something a little more fun for their last day.  He didn’t like cleaning and doing her chores.  In fact, that was the one part of this he would not miss when Monday came.

“Now start cleaning or I’ll make you work on your knees or something.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Dylan.

Dylan got to work.  Colby went back to her magazine.  When he finished dusting, vacuuming and fluffing all the cushions, she got up and inspected his work.  He had done well.

“Nicely done,” she said.

“Thank you.”

“Now let’s have some fun.”

Dylan furrowed his brow.  The last time she offered him “fun,” she had made him masturbate as she took pictures.  Even worse, she made him stop before he came!  Was that what she was planning again?

“What kind of fun?” he asked.

She snickered.  “You’ll see.”

With that, Colby walked over to a bag that stood next to the couch.  Dylan had noticed the bag before but hadn’t really noticed
 it, if that made sense.  The bag came from a local sex shop.

“This is something I’ve always wanted to do to a man,” said Colby as she pulled something wrapped in paper out of the bag.  “Surprisingly, most men won’t let you do it.  They get all squeamish and worry about appearing unmanly.”  She turned and looked at Dylan and smiled.  “But that won’t be a problem for a girly-boy like you.”

Dylan blushed at the jab at his manhood.  Then he nervously watched Colby unwrap the paper.  From it, she pulled a black strap-on belt and what appeared to be a seven or eight-inch long, flexible plastic penis; it was slightly wider around than his own penis.

“You’re going to love this,” she said.

She unwrapped the belt and stepped into it, pulling it up her legs.

“And if you don’t,” she continued, “at least you’ll have the satisfaction of knowing you made your Mistress happy.”

Dylan stared at the plastic penis with trepidation.  His wife had done this to him before and he enjoyed it, though he did recall some pain the process.  The penis Colby was holding, however, was considerably larger than the one his wife had used.  Was it too large?

“Snap to, girlfriend,” said Colby.

Dylan bit his lip.  “Are you sure?”

She snickered.  “Said the man in the panties.”  She pointed to the floor before her.  “Get down on all fours.”

Dylan took a deep breath and did as he was told.  He dropped to his knees and then his hands.  Then he turned himself so as to present his rear to Colby.  She stood over him adjusting the plastic penis on the belt.  When she was sure it was in place, she couched down and pulled his panties down to his knees, exposing his rear.  Then she returned to the bag and pulled out a container of lube.  She spread some on the plastic penis.

“I hope you’re ready for this,” she said with a laugh.

Colby stood behind Dylan.  He could see her feet in their wedges on either side of his legs.  She crouched down until she could aim the tip of the plastic penis right at his exposed hole.  Then she ran her fingers over his cheeks and outlined his crack.  Dylan felt a warm chill flush through him.  It was a good and exciting feeling, and it caused his penis to respond by growing hard.  Colby then placed the tip of the penis against his crack and she shoved it inside.

Dylan moaned.

“Oh you like that, don’t you?” Colby snickered.

The penis drove deep inside Dylan bringing tremendous pressure.  Colby wasn’t as careful as Caitlin had been either, and the penis was bigger, so it came with a good deal more pain and shock too as it pushed through him.  But it also brought with it a sense of pleasure Dylan had never found any other way.

He moaned again.

“Oh yes, you do,” said Colby.  “I think I’ll start calling you Dyldo instead of Dylan from now on.”

Colby pulled back her hips and pressed them forward again.  And again.  It was as if Dylan was a horse and she was riding him and she was doing so almost recklessly.  And the result of this reckless drive was that Dylan was experiencing an overwhelming set of emotions.  There was pain.  There was pleasure.  There was fear that she would push too far or too hard.  It was scary.  It was exciting.  It was an enormous turn-on.  Indeed, he was throbbing like mad without even touching himself.

Again, she pulled back and drove right in.  She was taking him as a woman.  This time, she added a sort of swirl to her motion.  Dylan felt all of this.  Then he felt something jump inside his balls.  Pressure was building.  He was breathing hard.  His muscles became tense.

“Moan for me again, Dyldo,” said Colby.

She drove the penis deeper once more before pulling back.

“Moan for me!”

Dylan moaned.  His penis was jumping it was throbbing so hard.  His breathing was erratic.

“Come for me, Princess!” called out Colby.

Dylan stopped breathing.  His body felt like it would explode.

“Come for me, girlfriend!  Show me that you belong to me!”

She drove the penis in harder and faster than ever.  There was nothing Dylan could do even if he wanted to.  The motion... the humiliation... her words... his horniness... he exploded.  Hot white fluid shot out of him all over the floor beneath him.  She had made him her woman.

“Welcome to girlhood,” she giggled.

Dylan took several deep breaths to calm himself.  As he did, Colby unhooked the plastic penis from the belt while it was still inside Dylan’s rear.  He moved to pull it out, but she stopped him.

“You can take it out when I say you can,” she cautioned him.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Dylan, who remained on all fours.

Colby walked around in front of him and stood over him.  He could see her red-painted toenails sticking out the front of her wedge sandals.  “It’s getting late and I need to work tomorrow.  I want you to clean up your mess.  After that, you can remove the polish from your fingernails—”

“What about my toenails?!” asked Dylan as visions of him walking into work with painted toenails flooded his mind unhappily.

“You leave that as a little reminder.”

“A reminder of what?”

“A reminder of my power.”

Dylan bit his lip.  He would find nail polish remover at home, he told himself.

“You go back to work tomorrow and we probably won’t see each other.  What’s more, Caitlin is coming back in a day or so.  So there’s that too.  But get this straight, Dyldo:  you belong to me now... no matter what.  You’re still mine.  You obey me, now and forever.  Do you understand?” asked Colby.

Dylan nodded his head.  This sounded like a goodbye speech, like some sort of “remember when” speech.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Nothing’s changed,” she insisted.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Good.  Now kiss my toes to show me that you understand.”  She moved her right foot beneath his face.

Dylan lowered his head and placed his lips on her toes.  He gave them a soft kiss and even licked them with his tongue.  He assumed this was the last time he would ever get to do this.  He would miss this, he told himself, of that there was no doubt.  This had been a fantasy come true, but it wasn’t possible to continue it anymore, so it was time to end.  He actually felt a little sad.

“Now go home, slave girl,” said Colby.

“Yes, Ma’am.”


Chapter Six: “Back At The Office”

—o—

Monday came.

Dylan woke up wearing the sexy lingerie maid-uniform.  He lay across his bed, just as he had fallen asleep.  Colby had worn him out and, when he got home, he lay down to rest before changing, but he fell asleep and didn’t wake up again.

He looked at his clock.

“Six o’clock.  Need to get ready for work,” he groaned.

Dylan crawled out of bed and was surprised to discover he even still wore his high heels; his feet were very sore.  He sat up on the edge of the bed and unbuckled them.  As he did, he stared naughtily at his painted toenails.  He thought about removing the polish, but was kind of excited to wear them to work.  The idea certainly turned him on, and the risk seemed low.

“It might be fun,” he told himself.

Besides, he wasn’t even sure where the nail polish remover was.  He hadn’t found any the other day.

“So be it,” he said and he tossed the high heels across the room to the floor before his closet.  Then he stripped off the rest of his lingerie-uniform, leaving it lying where it fell, and he went to the bathroom to shower and shave.  Half an hour later, he was cleaned up and returned to normal, apart from the painted nails – the last vestiges of the weekend.  He was ready for work.

A few hours later, Dylan sat at his desk in his office.  He was looking over some materials reports, trying to figure out if the tensile strengths were sufficient for his latest project.  He couldn’t focus on what he was doing, however.  He kept thinking about Colby.  He was so distracted by what had happened.  It had been so exciting, so amazing, such a fantastic experience.  He wanted to go back right now and be her maid again.  At the very least, he felt an incredible need to masturbate.

But he couldn’t.  That was over and Caitlin would be back soon.

He tried looking at the report again.  This should have been easy but he still couldn’t focus.  All he could see was Colby grabbing his erection... his painted nails... his feet in high heels... Colby playing with his penis with her foot... ordering him to clean... ordering him to bring her drinks and food... making him be her maid.  That had been such fun!

“Come on, get to work!” he exclaimed.

He flipped through the report.  It all still read as gibberish.

“You need to focus on work, Dylan,” he told himself.

He took a deep breath to clear his mind and looked at the report again.


Riiiiiiing!
  His phone rang.  Dylan cringed.  This would be his boss asking why he hadn’t finished his project.  He reached for the phone, prepared to offer an apology and a promise to get everything done right away.

“Hello,” said Dylan.

“Good morning, girlfriend,” said Colby happily.

Dylan blushed.  “Uh, hi, Colby.”

“That’s ‘hello, Mistress.’  Let’s try it again.”

Dylan glanced around nervously to make sure no one could hear him.  His office door was open, but no one appeared to be near.  “I can’t say that.  I’m at the office,” he whispered into the phone.

“That’s no excuse, Dyldo.  Address me properly,” said Colby.

“But Colby, it’s Monday.”

“So?”

“My wife is coming back.”

“And I don’t think you want her knowing what you’ve been doing, do you?  Now address me correctly, slave girl,” insisted Colby.

Why was she doing this?  He was at work.  She was at work.  The weekend was over.  Maybe she was just playing around?  Maybe she missed it as much as he did?  Either way, he decided to go along with it and see where it led.  So he bent over, sticking his head below the top of his desk and whispered into the phone: “Hello, Mistress,” as loudly as he dared.  Dylan shuddered the moment he said it.  He knew
 no one had heard him, but the thought struck him immediately how risky it had been to hint at his feminization over an open phone line in the office.  What if his boss was somehow monitoring his calls?  That prospect worried him.

“That’s better,” said Colby.

“What do you want, Mistress
?” he asked.  The word “mistress” struck in his throat.

“Dyldo, I’d like some coffee.”

Why did this matter to him?  “Ok,” he said cautiously.  “Get some.”

“That’s what I’m doing.  I want coffee, but I don’t want to leave my office.  I have too much to do.”

Dylan furrowed his brow.  “Don’t you have a break room?”

“Of course, but that’s not the coffee I want.  I want the coffee from Rick’s Coffee Shoppe.  Go get me a large vanilla latte and bring it to my office,” said Colby.  Her tone was surprisingly matter-of-fact.

Dylan raised an eyebrow.  “You want me to get you coffee?!”

“Yes.”

“You want me
 to leave my job... and bring you
 coffee?” repeated Dylan incredulously.  He thought she was calling to do a little phone-sex-like reminder of the weekend.  He hadn’t expected her to take it beyond that, like demanding him to do something that might interfere with his job!

“That is what I said.”

Dylan shook his head.  “I can’t do that.”

“You really can’t refuse.”

“What do you mean I can’t refuse?”

Colby laughed.  “Think about it, girl
friend.”

“Colby, listen—”

“Do you want me to spell it out for you, Dyldo?  In my hand, I have a phone.  On that phone are all these pretty pictures of my slave girl dressing, undressing, cleaning my house, jerking herself off.  Oh, here’s one of me tugging on her balls.  It’s quite the collection.”

Dylan swallowed hard at her open blackmail.  It might have been possible to explain away his getting caught cross-dressing, but the photos she had were of him at Colby’s house.  He couldn’t explain that.  What’s more, she had photos of him masturbating and Colby playing with him.  He definitely couldn’t explain those.  If she showed those to Caitlin, his marriage was over.

“I’ll give you twenty minutes, Dyldo,” said Colby... and she hung up the phone.

Dylan held the silent phone to his ear for several seconds as if he hoped she would come back and tell him she was kidding.  She wouldn’t though.  She was serious, and if he wanted to avoid having his life ruined, he would need to do as she said.

“This is bad,” he thought.

—o—

Dylan walked into Colby’s office holding the large latte she wanted.  He had told his coworkers that he was taking an early lunch to clear his head.  Then he raced to Rick’s Coffee Shoppe and picked up the coffee.  A few minutes later, he stood at Colby’s office before the receptionist.

“Can I help you?” asked the young woman.  She was pretty with long blonde hair and a black dress with a high collar.  The tip of her shoe slipped out just beneath the front of her desk.  Dylan could see that she wore black open-toed pumps.  Her nails were bright red, the same as his toenails.

Dylan told the woman he was here to see Colby.

The woman made a quick call and, soon enough, Colby appeared.  She wore a dark gray skirt suit and black pumps.  Her dirty blonde hair danced around her shoulders.  She smiled when she saw Dylan.  He suspected she became wet.  He certainly became hard himself.

“I brought you this,” he said nervously.

Colby took the coffee.  “Why don’t you come back to my office?” she said.

“I can’t.  I need to get back to work.”

“Nonsense,” said Colby with a smirk.  “Come back to my office.”  It was a command, not a request.

Dylan nodded his head and reluctantly obeyed.  He followed Colby back down the hallway.  It was a nice office.  Everything was well decorated.  There were plants every so often and paintings on the walls in between.  The lawyers had their own offices and the secretaries were placed in cubicles.  Colby’s office seemed larger than most of the others, which suggested she was important.  Like the rest of the firm, it was nicely decorated.

“After you,” she said and she ushered him through the door.

Colby closed the door behind them.

“I hope you got the right coffee,” she said.  “I’d hate to have to punish you.”

This comment made Dylan hard as he thought of the kinky punishments she had inflicted on the weekend.  He recalled in particular how she liked to place her foot on his face and make him lick her sole while she slapped his balls.  That had hurt, but wow had it been exciting.

Dylan tried to focus.  “The weekend is over, Colby.”

“Ma’am
... and the weekend may be over, but you’re still my slave.”

Dylan furrowed his brow.  “Look, Col— Ma’am
, I can’t play this anymore.  Caitlin is coming back in a day and I need to get back to my office.  I have an important project.”

Colby shook her head.  “No, Dylan.  You need to do what I tell you.  That’s your highest priority now.”

“But Colby—”

“Ma’am
.  Or do you want me to slap your balls here?”

Dylan shuddered at the threat, though it turned him on too despite everything.  He took a deep breath.  He was starting to feel antsy.  “Ma’am, I need to get back to work.  I have a project.”

Colby shrugged her shoulders indifferently.  “Then let’s hope you did this right,” she said.

She sipped the drink.  Dylan tensed up, waiting to hear the verdict.  Colby, however, took her time before she spoke.  She could see the tension she had created within him.  She liked being able to do that to him.  Finally, when it seemed he could take no more, she smiled.

“Good work, Princess,” she said.  She sipped it again.

Dylan blushed.  “Thank you.  Can I get back to work now?”

“In a moment.”

Colby opened the top drawer of her desk.  From it, she pulled out a pair of bright red thong panties.  She tossed those to Dylan, who fumbled them before snatching them out of the air.  His heart stopped when he realized he was holding panties in public
!  Could anyone see him?  His head shot around in all directions.  Her door was closed, but her window was only tinted.

“Put those on,” said Colby.

Dylan’s jaw dropped.  Cross-dressing in the bedroom was one thing.  Doing it in public was something else entirely!

“I can’t—”

“Stop saying that.  When it comes to my desires, my commands, you can and you will.  There is no can’t
.  There’s just ‘Yes, Ma’am.’  Now drop your pants and slip into those—”

“Here?!”

“Would you rather change in the hallway?”

Dylan shook with fear.  What if someone came in?  The whole back of her office was a tinted window, what if someone in another building could see him?  What if they showed through his pants?  What if they gave pantylines?  What if... seriously, just what if?!

“Put them on, Dyldo.”

Dylan swallowed hard.  He turned the thong in his hands.

“Do it, or I’ll open the door and then make you do it,” she said.  “You know the power I have over you.  Don’t make me tell Caitlin.”

The thought terrified Dylan, but he really had no power to resist her.  She could still ruin his life.  That didn’t make this any easier though.  He opened his mouth to try to reason with her, but she immediately shook her head and pointed at his crotch.  There would be no reconsideration.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said reluctantly.

“Good boy, Dyldo.  Good boy.”

Dylan unzipped his slacks and unbuckled his belt and pants.  He let them fall to the floor.  As he did, his erection immediately became visible tenting out his bland male underwear.  This made Colby smirk.

“Somebody likes the idea,” she said.  “I thought you would.”

Dylan could say nothing.  His penis had given him away.  Despite his fear and tension, being forced to cross-dress still turned him on regardless.  That was his weakness.

“Keep going.”

Dylan hooked his thumbs inside his underwear and pulled them down too, letting them fall to the floor with his pants and his erection pop out into full view.  He was super hard.

Colby giggled.  “Oh my.  You are really
 excited!”

Dylan stepped out of the underwear and his pants and slipped into the panties.  Then he pulled those up his legs until they covered his erection.  They didn’t really hide it, but they did cover it.  He next stepped into his pants again and yanked those back up as Colby took his male underwear and tossed them into the wastepaper basket.

“You may go back to work now... until I want something else.”

“You mean you might do this again?!” he asked in an exasperated tone.

“Of course,” said Colby as she walked to the door and opened it.  “Do you buy a car only to drive it once?”

“But you—” started Dylan before lowering his voice now that the door was open.  “But you didn’t buy me!
” he whispered angrily.

“No, but I own you nevertheless,” she said smugly.

“Colby!  Ma’am!
  My wife is coming home!”

Colby snickered.  “Yes, she is.  So you better start behaving.”

Dylan glared at her with rage.  It was impotent rage though.  She had him by the balls and there was nothing he could do about it.  All he could do was shake his head and leave.

“By the way,” said Colby before he reached the door, “are your toenails still painted?”

“Yes.  I haven’t had a chance to get nail polish remover.”

“Good.  Keep them that way.”

“How long?”

“Until I tell you that you can remove the polish.”

With that, she sent him back to his office.

—o—

Dylan returned to his office and tried to get to work.  He found it even harder than before as he now needed to worry about what Colby’s intentions were... as if his toenails and the thong he wore weren’t a good indication of that.  This really troubled him.  It had been fun being with Colby this weekend, but his wife was coming back.  How could he “belong” to Colby and let her play these feminization games without his wife figuring out what he had done?  He couldn’t exactly slide into bed in panties and with painted nails without Caitlin noticing.  Not to mention, if she kept calling him for things like coffee, he was going to lose his job!

This was a real mess.

“What am I going to do?” he said aloud.

Then he put his head in his hands and closed his eyes.  He was trying to figure out how to put an end to this, but his libido kept interfering with his thinking.  Indeed, even as he tried to create a list of options, his mind quickly shifted to images of him wearing panties as Colby toyed with him.  He imagined himself in the maid costume.  He imagined Colby using his rear as she had.  He even imagined his wife watching as Colby used her penis on him.

By the time he opened his eyes, he was so horny he found himself debating if he could jerk himself off in the office without getting caught or if there was somewhere more private he could go.  That’s not what he should have been thinking about while at work.

“No!  I need to get to work,” he finally told himself.

Dylan put the tensile strength charts dead center on his desk and stared at them, forcing himself to think about each number.  And each time he saw himself in panties, he mentally repeated the definitions he knew to make this image go away:  tensile strength, elongation, compressive strength, yield strength.  Little by little, it all started coming back to him.  Soon, he was back deep into his report working hard on the new project; the panties were forgotten, Colby was forgotten.  It appeared he would make the deadline after all.


Riiiiiiing!
  His phone rang.

Dylan picked it up ready to explain that his report was almost finished.

“How are those panties feeling?” asked Colby.

A million images, none work-related, flooded Dylan’s mind at the sound of her soft voice.  Gone was Dylan the engineer.  In his place, once more, was Dylan the submissive, feminized slave... Dylan the feminized slave whose wife was coming home soon.

“They’re fine,” he said, trying not to give away the weak grasp he had on his independence at the moment.

“Just fine?”

“Yes.”

“Somehow I’m betting they’re more than that.  I’m betting you’re hard as a rock right now.  You probably even thought about sneaking off to jerk yourself off, didn’t you?”

“No,” he lied.

Colby snickered.  She knew better.  “Liar.  I’ve seen your reaction to everything we’ve done so far.  You’re too turned on not to need some form of relief.  It doesn’t matter though; that’s not why I called.  I called to tell you to wear panties to work tomorrow.”

Dylan bit his lip.  “I can’t—”

“There’s that word again.”

“I’m sorry, but I really can’t.  Caitlin is coming back tonight and I can’t wear panties without her finding out.  She’ll know what I’ve done!  And people here might see them too!”

“Sorry, girlfriend, but I want you in panties.  I like the idea of having a seemingly normal man wearing panties right under everyone’s noses because it’s what I told him.  That kind of power is intoxicating,” said Colby.

Dylan bit his lip.  That wasn’t what he wanted to hear.

“You’ll just have to figure out a way to do it,” continued Colby.

That wasn’t what he wanted to hear either.

“When I check on you tomorrow, Dyldo, if you aren’t wearing panties, then you’ll have more to worry about than some secretary suspecting she might be seeing pantylines.”

For an instant, Dylan thought about telling her that he would just go ahead and tell his wife about his cross-dressing.  His wife had let him dress in panties and a bra and had even used a strap-on on him before... perhaps she wouldn’t react as negatively as he thought, and then Colby would lose her power.  After all, if Colby was going to make him sneak cross-dress with his wife around, Caitlin would figure it out soon enough anyways and he would be exposed.  It would be better to tell her on his terms rather than letting her discover it unexpectedly.

But then the problem hit him.  If it was only cross-dressing, that would be one thing, but he had made things so much worse by agreeing to play out this fantasy this last weekend.  Colby didn’t just have pictures of a surprised Dylan in Caitlin’s panties and dress, she had pictures of him doing so much more than just cross-dressing.  He had handed himself to Colby on a silver platter.

He was trapped.

“All right,” he said softly into the phone.  “You win.”

Colby snickered.  “I thought so.”  And with that, she hung up the phone.

Dylan swallowed hard.  “I’m doomed,” he said worriedly.


Chapter Seven: “(Behind) Caitlin’s Back”

—o—

Dylan picked up nail polish remover at the store after work and went home; he had been unable to find any at home.  Still, he wouldn’t use it.  Colby had warned him not to remove his nail polish, but he didn’t see how he could do that with Caitlin coming home.  How could he hide red-painted toenails?  He didn’t know, but he was going to have to figure something out.

“Maybe I’ll take it off at night and then put it back on in the morning,” he told himself.

That wouldn’t work for a number of reasons though, and he knew it.  For one thing, that would be a lot of work.  Plus, when would he have the time?  Caitlin was home almost all the time he was.  Would he do it in the office?  And he knew that even taking it off was no guarantor of not being caught.  He could end up with color on his cuticles or his skin which Caitlin might see.  Plus, what if Colby showed up in the evening to test him?

“Too dangerous,” he concluded.

Unfortunately, he had no other ideas except to maybe wear socks a lot, though that wouldn’t work very long either.  He couldn’t shower in socks and Caitlin liked him naked for sex.

“This is a real problem.”

He sighed.  This was just the first of many new questions he needed to answer too.  When Dylan got home, he removed the panties he had worn all day and he tossed them onto the floor with the high heels he had tossed earlier.  The rest of his maid uniform lay on or near the bed.

“What am I going to do with this stuff too?”

Again, he had no answer.

He felt a pang of sadness looking at the maid uniform.  It had been such a tremendous weekend, but now it was over.  Part of him really didn’t want it to be over.  Indeed, as he stared at the uniform, his mind began to repeat all that had happened and that had turned him on.  Soon, he found himself lying on the bed stroking himself.  He couldn’t resist.

Stroke stroke stroke!

It had been too exciting.

Stroke stroke stroke!

Even today, while frustrating and nothing like the weekend, also had been intensely erotic.  He felt so used by Colby, getting her the coffee, and that turned him on.  He felt servile, which excited him.

Stroke stroke stroke!

He felt exposed too, wearing the panties and that turned him on too.  He needed a little relief.

Stroke stroke stroke!  Stroke stroke stroke!

This was going to feel so good!

Unfortunately, just as he was getting to his climax, he heard a noise at the front door!  The door had opened and he heard the sound of high-heeled shoes in the front hallway!

“Oh my God!  Caitlin’s home early!” he gasped.

Dylan shot up and looked around.  He saw all the feminine items still lying on the floor.  He had planned to shove them all into his girly bag in the trunk of his car, but there was no way he could get to the bag now!


Click!  Click!  Click!  Click!
  He heard his wife’s heels coming down the hallway.

“I need to hide everything!”

Dylan jumped off the bed and grabbed everything he could:  the black crotchless panties, the stockings, the white lace gloves; Colby had kept the heavy corset – he was lucky she had let him take it off.  He tossed everything he collected into his underwear drawer.  Then he dove for the red thong panties and the high heels.  He jammed the thong panties into his pocket.  He didn’t know what to do with the heels, however.  He looked around and saw nowhere to put them.


Click!  Click!  Click!  Click!
  
She was getting closer!

His heart was pounding.  Images of his wife catching him holding these shoes flashed before his eyes.  She looked at him with horror as he shrunk away, exposed and foolish.  He needed to avoid that.

“What do I do?!”

There was only one thing he could do, really.

“I’ll have to put them with her other shoes and hope she doesn’t notice them!”

This was risky as they were rather different than her normal shoes.  These had thinner heels than she normally wore and they were less decorative.  On the other hand, they were a little more slutty, so to speak.  To him, they easily stood out, but he could think of nothing else to do.

CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!

“Honey, are you awake?” called his wife as she reached the door.

Dylan spun around like lightening and dropped to his knees before her closet.  He frantically cleared a spot by her shoes and jammed the heels into place.  As he did, the footsteps stopped.  His wife was in the room and staring at his back as he leaned into her closet.

“There you are,” she said.  “What are you doing in the closet?”

Dylan swallowed hard.  He needed a lie, a good one.  He stood up and turned around.  Caitlin stood before him in an overcoat and a scarf.  Her legs were covered in nylon and she wore black wedged-heeled shoes on her feet.  She was smirking at him.  That didn’t help his ego.

“Honey!  You’re home!” he exclaimed to buy time.

“Yes, I am.  Why are you in my closet?”

“I was— uh, hanging up a coat which had fallen.  I just saw it.”

“Oh, ok.  Just so you weren’t wearing my things,” she said with a snicker.  “I know how much you like my panties.”  She winked at him.

Dylan felt deeply embarrassed suddenly as all that he had done this weekend came back to him once more.  If only she knew how he had spent the weekend!  “How was your trip?” he asked evasively.  His voice cracked a little.

“Good.  Tiring, but good.”  She walked over and touched Dylan’s chin.  “You shaved your beard.”

“Uh, yeah.  It got itchy, so I decided to see how life was without it for a while.”

“You look younger without it.”

“Uh, thanks.”  He wondered if “younger” was a nice way for her to say “more feminine.”

“You probably look better in panties without it too,” she said with a giggle.  “Well, come help me with my suitcase.”  As Caitlin said this, she started back out into the hallway.  Dylan followed her.  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!
  Her heels echoed as she made her way down the hallway.  She struggled to remove her coat as they went.  The problem was her purse getting caught in the coat.  So she stopped, pulled it off her shoulder and handed it to Dylan.

“Here, take this.”

Dylan froze.  He had flashbacks of Colby handing him her purse.  Was he about to walk down the same path with his wife?  Did she know what he had done with Colby?  Was she intending to feminize him?  Why was he so paranoid, he wondered?  It was just a purse.

Caitlin stared at her husband strangely.  “What’s wrong with you?  My purse won’t bite!”

“I, uh—”

“Take it, Dylan.”

Dylan, realizing how silly he was acting, took her purse.  He blushed deep red.  “Sorry,” he said.

“Seriously, Dylan,” she said as she pulled off her coat.  “You’re acting so strangely.  Did something happen while I was gone?”

Dylan shook his head nervously.  “No, nothing.”

“All right,” said his wife doubtfully.

Caitlin then grabbed a hanger from the hall closet.  As she did, Dylan watched her with increasing horniness.  He had been so turned on by the things he had done with Colby, but truth be told, he would much rather have done them with his wife.  Indeed, it would have been a genuine dream come true if his wife had taken charge as Colby had, feminized him, and used him as her sissy slave.  Just the thought of that made him even hornier.  He wanted that so badly now.

“So how was work?” asked Caitlin as she hung up the coat.

Dylan watched her from behind.  He watched her gorgeous legs and her pretty feet as she stretched and stood on her toes to hang up her coat.  He imagined licking her feet as she stuck them in his face as Colby had done.  His heart pounded in his chest at the thought.

“Fine,” replied Dylan distractedly.

“That’s good.”

“Yeah, everything here ran smoothly.”  Dylan’s mind raced now.  He imagined his wife handing him panties and high heels and ordering him to strip.  He wanted that.  He wanted that very badly.  “Say honey, wanna make love?”

Caitlin snickered and turned around, having gotten the coat onto the rack.  “I just got home,” she protested.

“I missed you.”

She looked at his erection poking out his slacks.  “I see that.”

“It will be fun,” he said.  He waited pensively to say what he really wanted next.

Caitlin smiled.  “All right, we can make love after I shower.”

Dylan smiled now too.  He almost had what he wanted.  “Great.  Want me to wear panties?” he asked.  There it was.

“No, that’s ok.”

Dylan’s heart sank.  His wife had said no.  What he wanted right now was for his wife to feminize him and use him like Colby had... and she had said no.  “I thought you liked that?” he asked.

Caitlin shrugged her shoulders.  “It was fun, but it’s getting a little boring.  We should try something new.”

“New?  Like what?”  Dylan tried to hide his disappointment.

“I don’t know.  We’ll think of something when we get there,” she said.  Then she kissed him on the cheek and promised to make it a quick shower.  “I’ll see you in the bedroom.”

Dylan forced a smile onto his lips.  “Great.”

—o—

Half an hour later, Dylan sat in the living room thinking about all that had happened; Caitlin snuggled up next to him.  He loved his wife, not Colby.  He wanted to be turned on by his wife, not Colby.  He wanted his wife to do the things Colby had done to him... but his wife didn’t seem interested.  He had accepted that fact before Colby came along because he didn’t even know that real women would do what Colby had done.  He had seen himself as lucky to be allowed to wear panties.  And maybe, that’s how women really were?  Maybe the Colby thing was just a one in a million fluke?  After all, how many women would have responded the way Colby had?  He doubted very many.

“Maybe I just need to accept that Caitlin will never dominate me or feminize me,” he said unhappily.

He saw Colby again in his mind ordering him to put on the lingerie maid uniform and he wished that had been his wife.  He tried to imagine Caitlin doing that for him, but somehow it didn’t feel real.

He sighed.

“There must be some way to get Caitlin to do this for me?”

He tried to imagine telling her, but he saw a look of horror on her face and he heard her refuse in the same manner she had refused his request to wear panties when they made love.  His sadness returned.

He sighed again.

“Maybe I can let her catch me in something,” he suggested.

He quickly dismissed the idea as too risky.  There was no way to know how she would react, and seeing him already dressed or catching him would bring out so many emotions that it was impossible to guess which would win out.  It was very easy to see her storming out of the house and not coming back, especially after she told him no to the panty idea.

“So what do I do?” he asked himself.  “There must be some way?”

He sighed once more.  Then he let his mind repeat a few of the incidents with Colby.  They excited him.  He got hard.  Caitlin even noticed and slipped her hand over his crotch, gently massaging him through his pants.  He imagined it was Colby’s hand fondling him through his panties.

“I need to stop thinking like this.  I love my wife.  I can’t be unfaithful.  Colby made me do what I did, and that’s over.  I just need to accept that whatever happened is gone.”

Of course, that might not be up to him.


Riiiiiiing!
  The phone rang.  Caitlin sat up and grabbed it.  It was Colby.  For a brief moment, Dylan tensed up, afraid that Colby might be calling to tell his wife what they had done.  But that didn’t seem to be the case.

“No, my trip was great,” said Caitlin.

Dylan heard Colby’s voice, though he couldn’t make out the words.  He imagined her sticking her foot in his face.  He could taste her musky toes.  His penis, still in his wife’s hand, throbbed.

“Long, boring.  You know how these things are,” said his wife into the phone.

As his wife rubbed him through his pants, he recalled Colby’s soft hand wrapping around his shaft, jerking him off as her other hand tugged on his balls.  That had been a magnificent feeling.

“The hotel was nice.”

Dylan closed his eyes and recalled the feeling of walking in high heels all weekend and the exquisite effort of balancing in them.  He loved the feeling of helplessness heels gave him.  He was easy prey in them and that made him weak, which made him tingle.  He loved that Colby could overpower him in heels and that she seemed willing to do so when the mood struck her.  He loved too how easily she lorded her power over him.

“Isn’t that the truth?  Plus overtime!” said his wife with a laugh.

He smiled at the thought of his erection sticking out of the crotchless panties too.  It looked so deliciously incongruous framed by lace.  Lace was the perfect look for a penis!

“Dinner?  Bring Dylan?  Sure,” said Caitlin.

Dylan’s eyebrow rose.  “What?”

Caitlin put her hand over the receiver.  “Colby wants us to join her for dinner.”

Dylan tensed up.  Could Colby be planning to expose him at dinner?  That would be more her style, to do it in person.  He started to shake his head.  Caitlin waved dismissively at him, however.

“All right, see you then,” she said into the phone and she hung up.

“I don’t want to go to dinner,” said Dylan nervously.

“I already agreed,” she said.

“But—”

“Besides, you probably haven’t eaten a good meal since I left.  This will be good for you.”

Apparently, he was going to dinner with his wife and Colby.

—o—

Dylan and his wife met Colby in the parking lot.  She looked professional in her black skirt suit and heels.  Dylan wore slacks and a white shirt.  Caitlin, by chance, had switched into the same red dress Dylan wore when Colby discovered him.  She wore a longer coat over it.  After hugs between Colby and Caitlin and a knowing wink at Dylan from Colby, they went inside and were seated, with Dylan and Caitlin sitting next to each other in a booth and Colby sitting across from Dylan.

The two women began talking about Caitlin’s trip.  They agreed that business trips were long and boring and, no matter how nice the hotel was, they were never all that comfortable.

“So I’m glad to be home,” said Caitlin.

“I bet.”

“That’s a really cute dress, by the way,” said Colby.

Dylan blushed.  He knew why Colby had mentioned it.

“Thank you,” said Caitlin and she sipped her drink.

“Don’t you agree, Dylan?  Isn’t that a pretty dress?”  As she said this, Dylan felt her foot land on his crotch.  She still wore her pumps too.  It landed in such a way that her heel rested on the inner top of his thigh and the ball of her foot came down right on top of his erection.

Dylan tensed up.  “Uh, yeah,” he said as indifferently as he could.

“That’s definitely the kind of dress that excites men, isn’t it, Dylan?  I could see lots of men turned on by it.”  Colby slowly moved her foot in a circle, rubbing the side of her shoe over the head of his erection.

Dylan bit his lip.  “Yeah, I guess so.”

“So what do you think of the new Dylan?” asked Caitlin.

“The ‘new’ Dylan?” asked Colby.

“He shaved his beard.”

“Oh, I thought you looked different,” said Colby with a laugh.  She examined his face.  “You look less rugged somehow... more feminine.”  She giggled as she said this.  “Sorry, that doesn’t embarrass you, does it?”

Dylan was obviously embarrassed.  Nevertheless, he said he wasn’t.

“Oh good,” she said and, as she did, she bounced her ankle, causing her foot to come down several times on his erection.  Each blow jolted him and he struggled not to show it.  “I think that’s actually a compliment, but you’d be surprised how many men are too insecure to hear that something about them is feminine.”  She ran her foot in a circle around the head of his penis again.  “Men look better with a hint of femininity, don’t they, Dylan?”

Dylan was going to object or defer to avoid this discussion, but the look on Colby’s face told him she wanted him to follow her lead under threat of something he didn’t want.

“Uh, yeah, I guess so,” said Dylan cautiously.

“What?!” exclaimed Caitlin in surprise.

Dylan shrugged his shoulders.  “I mean, sure, why not.”

Caitlin chuckled.  “I’ll remember that the next time I ask you to hold my purse or help me pick an outfit and you refuse.  Dylan gets so nervous about those things that you’d think he’s worried his you-know-what is going to fall off.  Now he says this?  The next thing you know he’ll be asking to wear panties.”  Caitlin winked at him as she said this.

Dylan felt himself shrink.

“Most men are insecure,” said Colby.

“Isn’t that the truth?”

“I’ll bet poor Dylan couldn’t carry my purse from here to the mensroom and back if his life depended on it,” said Colby.  “It’s not his fault.  Men are just weak when it comes to their delicate egos.”

Dylan shrank further into his seat.  Why did women always insist on verbally emasculating men?  And why did it turn him on so much?  It didn’t seem to turn other men on.

Colby leaned forward.  “In fact, I’ll make you a bet.  I’ll bet you can’t carry my purse to the mensroom and back.  I’ll bet you just don’t have the nerve,” she said to Dylan.  At the same time, she picked up her phone from the seat next to her and she typed one word with her thumb:  “Accept.”

Dylan saw this word appear on the screen on his phone, which he had placed next to his napkin.

“What do you think, Dylan?  Care to prove me wrong?” she asked.

Dylan bit his lip.  He really didn’t want to do this, but she wasn’t leaving him any choice.  “W— what do I get if you win?”

“My admiration.  Plus, there’s twenty dollars in the purse.  You can have it.”

Dylan sighed to himself.  There was no avoiding this.  “All right.  You’re on.”

“Do we need money that badly?” joked Caitlin.

“Dylan just wants a chance to carry a purse,” said Colby.

Dylan turned bright red.  This was very embarrassing.  Nevertheless, he would do as he had been ordered.  So he reluctantly stood up and took the purse.  He grabbed it as if it were a garbage bag and held it away from his body.  Colby stopped him before he even took the first step.

“Hang it from your arm, like a woman would,” she said.

Dylan turned even brighter red.  “Fine,” he grumbled and he did as he was told.

Colby smirked. “That’s the spirit.  Feel free to take the twenty when you get to there.”

Dylan marched through the busy restaurant to the mensroom.  It was super embarrassing to be carrying Colby’s purse.  It was even more embarrassing to be carrying it as a woman would carry a purse rather than just holding it.  It made it seem like it was his
 purse.  All eyes seemed to be on him too.

“You’re so bad, Colby,” said Caitlin when Dylan was out of earshot.

“Did you see how nervous he was?”

The two women laughed.

“A little excitement will do him good.”

“You know,” said Colby, “lots of men are into being feminized.  He might actually be enjoying it.”

Caitlin laughed and blushed.  She wasn’t going to mention his “thing” for panties.

Meanwhile, Dylan made it to the mensroom.  He ducked into a stall to get away from prying eyes and give himself a break.  His heart was pounding.  That entire walk had been humiliating.  Unfortunately, it had been a tease too.  He knew, sadly, that nothing would come of it.

He sighed.  He missed Colby’s kinky humiliations.

Then, out of curiosity more than anything, he opened the purse to see if there really was a twenty dollar bill.  He didn’t see one.  Instead, he saw a pair of dark blue panties and a note.

“Oh no,” he said.

“You should see the house,” said Caitlin back at the table.  “What a mess!”

Colby sipped her drink.  “Really?”

“Totally.  It’s like he used the place to dump his stuff and sleep, but never bothered cleaning up anything else he did.  Dirty dishes.  The garbage is full.  There’s dirty laundry on the floor.  If he were a teen, I would ground him and probably spank him too.”

Colby snickered.  “There’s no reason you can’t spank a husband.”

“Don’t tempt me!”

Colby leaned closer.  “Do you know what you should do?  You should dress him up in one of those French maid costumes and make him clean your entire house from top to bottom.”

Caitlin smirked as she recalled Dylan on all fours on the bed wearing her panties as she prepared to jam the strap-on into him.  A French maid costume would be even more exciting.  Plus, she could get some housework done out of the deal.  “I just might do that,” she said with a laugh.

“Well, if you do, loan him to me.  I need a maid.”

“Sounds like I should rent him out.  I could make a business out of it.”

“You could.”

Caitlin laughed.  “Then I could make him quit his job and be my full-time maid.  He’d be very happy.”  It wasn’t clear to Colby if she was being sarcastic or not from her tone.

A far-away look appeared in Colby’s eyes.  “Wouldn’t that be great, to have a man as your own sexy little slave?”

“It would be exciting.”

Back in the bathroom, Dylan had done as the note said.  He’d removed his underwear and stuck them in the purse.  Then he slipped into the panties and he got dressed again.  After that, he left the stall and the bathroom and returned to the table with the purse.  He was hard as a rock now.

“That took you long enough,” said his wife.

“Were you checking your makeup?” asked Colby.

“Ha ha.  No, I stopped to use the facilities.”  He set the purse down in front of Colby and sat back down.

“Well, we’ve decided your fate while you were gone,” said Caitlin.

Dylan raised an eyebrow.  “You have?”

“Yes.  We’re going to turn you into a French maid and share you.”

Dylan swallowed hard.  Given everything that had happened he wasn’t at all sure if they were being serious or if this was some kind of joke.  He had no clue how to respond, though shock showed on his face.  “You’re kidding!” he gasped.

Caitlin laughed.  “See.  I told you he wouldn’t like the idea.”

“Give it a chance,” said Colby seemingly indifferent.  “You might be surprised.”

Dylan glared at Colby.  She most definitely was not kidding, even if Caitlin didn’t understand that.  That sent a chill down his spine.  Before he could say anything though, their dinners came and the conversation switched to food.  Colby even withdrew her foot from his crotch.  But it was clear to Dylan that she was hardly finished with him, even with his wife sitting right across from her.  This was becoming a problem.


Chapter Eight: “Feminine Changes, Bit By Bit”

—o—

A few days later, Dylan had his first serious “near miss” with his wife... no pun intended.  It started in the bathroom.

When Dylan brought coffee to Colby the prior day, as she seemed to demand every day now, she also ordered him to shave his legs before she saw him again.  This would be harder to hide than the painted nails; at least he could cover those with socks, as he had so far.  Hiding his missing leg hair would be impossible.  He would just need to hope his wife wouldn’t notice.  In that regard, he did note that she had never mentioned his leg hair before, so perhaps, he hoped, it wasn’t something to which she paid much attention.  Either way, he decided to shave his legs that morning after his wife finished in the bathroom.  He had just finished one leg and gotten the other lathered up, however, when his wife showed up in the bathroom.

“You’re back!” he exclaimed in surprise.  Usually, she was in the kitchen packing her bag for work by this point.  He never expected her to return to the bathroom.  He now let the water rinse the cream off his unshaved leg and he curled his painted toes nervously as if he could make them disappear.

“I didn’t like how my hair looked, so I’m going to change it,” said Colby.

Dylan tensed up.  He couldn’t get out of the shower with her here.

Colby, unaware of Dylan’s issues, set down her coffee and picked up her curling iron.  She began to add curls to her hair and tease the rest.  It seemed to Dylan that she was playing around... hovering in the bathroom, but he could do nothing about it.  As long as she remained, he was stuck in the shower.

“You’ve been in there a long time,” she said after a few minutes.

Dylan cringed.  What could he say?  “Yeah, I’m waiting for you to leave so you don’t see my nail polish?”  That wouldn’t go over too well.  All he could think to say ultimately was, “Uh, yeah, it feels good.”

“You’re going to miss work, aren’t you?”

“I won’t be in that long,” replied Dylan.  “You’re going to be late though, aren’t you?”  Normally, Caitlin was gone by this point, which is how Dylan was able to change into panties before he left for work.

“A little,” admitted Caitlin.  “But my boss is gone today and with all this travel, I figured I earned the right to be a little late.  I’m in no rush.”

Dylan looked down at the water running over his painted toenails and sighed.  “That’s great,” he said unhappily.

Caitlin added more curls.  “Do you think you’ll be growing back your beard?”

Dylan bit his lip.  He knew his wife liked it, but Colby had made it clear she wouldn’t allow that.  She said it interfered with his best “sissy looks” and she wanted him to have a smooth face.

“I’m not sure,” he said.  “I kind of like not having it.”

“You’re going to be a prune if you stay in there much longer.”

“I know, I’m almost done.”

Dylan realized that the water was starting to cool slightly.  That meant he now faced another problem.  If his wife didn’t finish soon, he would either need to take a cold shower – and their water could become ice cold – or he would need to figure out how to get out of the shower and past her without her noticing his painted nails.

The water became noticeably cooler once more.

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

Once more, the water seemed to cool.  It was now on the verge of lukewarm at best.  Any second, it would become actively cool.

Then an idea hit him.

“Honey, could you do me a favor?” he asked.

“What do you need?”

“Could you go get me something to drink?  I think all this hot water is making me a little nauseous.  I need something cold and wet to calm my stomach.”  He crossed his fingers.

“Sure,” said his wife.

Success!  Caitlin set down the curling iron and left the bathroom.  He took this moment to turn off the water, speed dry himself and race to the bedroom to slip on socks and his pants.  His wife came back just in time to see him buckling his pants.  He had escaped.  He was relieved.  Unfortunately, while he had managed to avoid detection, he was late to work and his boss gave him dirty looks.  His boss was starting to get angry with him.  And when he left again that morning to get Colby her coffee, his boss gave him the dirtiest look yet.

Being Colby’s toy was becoming a real challenge.

—o—

It was the following week.  As with every other day this week (and the last), Colby had called Dylan to demand coffee.  And once again, he agreed.  He really had no choice.  In a way, it was becoming routine for him.  This visit would be a little different though.

Dylan walked into Colby’s office holding the coffee.  By this point, the receptionists knew him and let him go back without bothering to call Colby.  Colby smiled when she saw him.  He wore tan slacks, a light blue shirt and pink thong panties.  She knew his toenails were painted bright red.  His legs were shaved.  His beard was gone.  Little by little, he was being remade in the image she wanted.  That made her happy.  What’s more, Caitlin had discovered none of it.  That kind of thrilled Colby, to do this under her best friend’s nose.

“Ah, my coffee,” she said.

“A large vanilla latte, as you ordered, Ma’am,” said Dylan.

“Good girl.”

She rose and closed the door behind him, closing a shade over her office window as well.  She wore black slacks, a dark red shirt and black spikes.  She then moved to take the coffee, but didn’t.  Instead, in one smooth motion, she moved her hand down away from the cup toward his pants.  When it reached his crotch, she undid his zipper and unbuckled his pants.  They fell to the floor, exposing his panties and his growing erection beneath.

“Good girl
,” she purred and she pulled the panties down below his shaft.

“What are you doing?” asked Dylan.  His erection pointed right at her in the cool office air.

“I’m going to drink my coffee, while you entertain me.”

“What kind of entertainment?”

“What do you think?” she replied and she grabbed his erection and gave it a couple strokes.  Then she let go of his erection and she took the coffee and sipped it.  She waved at his penis.  “Go on.”

Dylan shook his head.  “I can’t.  I need to get back to my office—”

“Stop using that word, Dyldo.”

“I’m sorry, but my boss is getting mad at me for how often I take off and how long I’m gone.  I need to get back as quickly as possible.  It’s going to get me fired if I don’t stop disappearing.”

“Then you should start stroking,” she said.

Dylan bit his lip.  There was no arguing with her.  She knew what she wanted and she was going to get it no matter the cost.  And trying to fight her would only make it worse.  So he grabbed his erection and he started stroking.  The faster he went, the faster he could get back to work.

Stroke.  Stroke.  Stroke.

Colby, meanwhile, folded her arms and stood a few feet in front of him watching him.  This made Dylan feel small that she could watch him masturbate.  No one had ever done that to him before, at least not like this.  His wife had seen it once or twice, but they were exploring each other together.  This was Colby using raw power to control him and that was emasculating.

“Enjoying the show?” he asked defensively.

Stroke.  Stroke.  Stroke.

Colby snickered.  “What do you think?”  She sipped her coffee.

Dylan closed his eyes so he couldn’t see her watching him, and he stroked harder.  He needed to be done.  Fortunately, the idea that she was watching him turned him on and he was soon breathing hard.

Stroke.  Stroke.  Stroke.

“You would be cuter with boobs,” said Colby suddenly.

Dylan opened one eye.  His masturbating slowed.  He lost his rhythm.  “What?  Boobs?”

“Yeah,” said Colby and she squeezed her own breasts through her blouse and suit jacket from the side.  “Boobs.”

“I know what they are.”

“I should hope so.”

“But men don’t have boobs,” he said.

“We should get you some.”

Dylan glared at her suspiciously.  Was she trying to keep him from finishing?  It seemed that way.  So he tried to ignore her ludicrous suggestion and he returned to masturbating.

“I could make it happen, you know?” said Colby.

Dylan raised his eyebrow.  “Make what happen?”

Colby smiled and walked over to Dylan.  She slipped her hand under his shirt and started fondling his nipple.  “I could give you hormones—”

“Hormones?!” gasped Dylan.

“Hormones.  I’ve thought about it, you know.  Not a lot mind you, just enough to make your breasts grow a little... your nipples become more sensitive.  Imagine how hilarious it would be to watch you trying to hide a pair of just-girly-enough-to-be-embarrassing breasts from your wife.”

Dylan was stunned.  Would she really do that to him?  Sure, she seemed to have no limits, but wouldn’t that seem to be a bridge too far, even for her?  “You aren’t going to do that, are you?” he asked cautiously.

Colby snickered.  His terror seemed to feed her energy.  She seemed to grow before him.  “Not if you behave,” she said.

“How do I behave?”

“Just as you’re doing... obey me, Dyldo.”

Dylan licked his dry lips nervously.

“Keep stroking.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Dylan submissively.  He closed his eyes and started stroking himself again as fast as he could.  His mind filled with thoughts of himself with small round breasts.  They weren’t the breasts of grown women.  They were more like fatty deposits, only with enough shape to start to form globes.  What’s more, they had large feminine nipples.

Stroke.  Stroke.  Stroke.

“I could never hide those!” he screamed inside his head.

He imagined himself needing a bikini at the pool and a bra everywhere else.  He saw his wife shaking her head and telling him to put on a bra.  She had lost all respect for her breasted-husband.

Stroke.  Stroke.  Stroke.

As much as these thoughts terrified him, they seemed to turn him on too and he quickly found himself building to climax.  He would come very soon.  Indeed, his chest was already heaving.  His breathing had become erratic.  His knees felt weak.

Stroke.  Stroke.  Stroke.  Stroke.  Stroke.  Stroke.

“By the way,” said Colby suddenly, “I’ve brought you something.”

“What’s that?” he asked between breaths.

Stroke.  Stroke.  Stroke.

Colby stepped over to her desk and picked up a small jewelry box.  She showed him the box and then flipped it open for him to see.  Inside were two earrings, silver studs.

Dylan furrowed his brow.  “Those are earrings,” he said.  He knew what was coming.  She was adding something feminine to him again.  He again lost his rhythm and stopped stroking himself.

“Yes, they are.  You’re going to look very pretty in them,” she said.

“Me?  Those are real
 earrings.  They aren’t clip-ons.  I can’t wear those.  I don’t have pierced ears.”

“You’ll just need to get your ears pierced,” said Colby.

“I can’t do that!” he gasped.  “What will Caitlin say?!”

“Knowing Caitlin, she’ll probably think it’s stylish.”

Dylan pursed his lips.  This was true.  If he got one ear pierced, his wife would definitely think it was stylish.  Two would be a little harder to explain, but he could probably sell it as being trendy, so long as the earrings weren’t too feminine.  Still, this bothered him.  It bothered him as much as shaving his beard had bothered him.  He couldn’t keep letting Colby remake him into something feminine, bit by bit.  He would get caught eventually.  Besides, how far would she go?  It was one thing to flaunt some minor convention; it was quite another to be feminine in choice after choice.  At some point, people would notice and then those suspicious looks would begin.  He didn’t want to be a laughingstock for people at work or people in stores.

Not to mention, there was just something unnerving about this woman having this type of control over him.  Sure, it had been a long-time fantasy which he had enjoyed very much, but now that it was real, it was much scarier than he ever expected as she showed no signs of stopping.  Where would it stop?  Piercing his ears?  Giving him breasts?  Girly hair?  What were her limits?  Could he afford to find out?  He’d read enough forced feminization books to worry about the possibilities.

“I really don’t want earrings,” he said.

“You’ll look cute in earrings.”

“But I don’t want them.”

“And I do.  Shall we vote?” she asked with a smirk.  This was obviously a game to her.  “I’ll tell you what, Dyldo.  I’m piercing something today.  Either we do your ears,” she said and she reached out and ran her fingers along the underside of his shaft, “or I pierce this.”

“What?!  How?!” he exclaimed.  He’d never seen a pierced penis before.

“It’s done all the time, Dyldo.  I’ll use one of those barbells they put through nipples and I’ll stick it right here,” she said and she tickled the skin just at the base of the head of his erection.

Dylan was shocked.  He couldn’t imagine the pain and terror that would come with having his penis pierced.  Not to mention, there was no way he could explain that to his wife.  Men didn’t just go out for beers and come home with their penises pierced.  They came home with bad tattoos if anything, but not penis piercings!  And he wasn’t the type to just come home with either!

“Caitlin would lose her mind.  I could never explain that!” he said.

Colby snickered.  “Probably not.”  She kept tickling the head of his penis.  It trembled yearningly at her touch.

“You can’t do this to me!”

“Of course, I can.  And it’s precisely because I can that I will.  It’s going to turn me on a lot, Dyldo, to think that every time your wife looks at your ears, she’s going to see her increasingly girl husband and have no idea that your newfound fondness for feminization is all because of me.”  She flashed such a good-natured smile that it disarmed Dylan’s anger.

Dylan’s worries remained though.  This was all a game to Colby, that was clear.  She was pushing him further and further down this road to see how much she could get away with and he had no real way to stop her except calling her bluff... and he was all-but-certain she wasn’t bluffing.  For him though, this wasn’t the happiest of games.  Sure, it gave him constant thrills, but he was really worried.  What if Caitlin figured it out?  What if someone else he knew noticed?

But what choice did he have?

None.

“All right,” he said cautiously.  He would just need to do his best to explain this to his wife and hope she accepted what he said.

“Good girl,” said Colby happily.

Colby returned to her desk and picked up a needle in a sterile packet.  She also grabbed a cork from a whine bottle.  She made Dylan sit down and she placed the cork behind his earlobe.

“This won’t hurt a bit... after a bit.”

She poked the needle through the skin.  It hurt.  She then repeated this on the other side.  She added the studs a moment later to keep the holes from closing.  And thus, Dylan got his ears pierced.

“All right, girlfriend.  It’s time to get back to work,” said Colby.

Dylan stood up and immediately his mind turned to his erection.  She had allowed him to get to the edge twice and stopped him both times.  That made him super horny.  He really needed to come to relieve himself, even if it was embarrassing to do it in front of her.

“Do you mind if I finish this?” he asked and he pointed at his erection.

Colby looked at her watch and shook her head.  “Do it tonight.  Right now, it’s time to get to work,” she said and she slapped his exposed butt cheeks hard enough to make them jiggle and shake.  “Get dressed.”

Dylan reluctantly did as ordered.

“Oh, by the way,” said Colby as Dylan zipped up his pants.  “I want you to stop trimming your fingernails.  From now on, you can file them only
 and you can only do it here.”

Dylan glared at Colby.  “Why?” he asked cautiously.

“We’re going to let them grow a little... and shape them.”

Dylan felt an icy chill pass through him.  “How much is a little?”

Colby shrugged her shoulders.  “We’ll see.  Maybe a half an inch past your fingertips.”

Dylan’s penis shot to attention even as he thought he might be sick.  How would he explain to his wife or anyone else why he suddenly decided to grow women’s fingernails?!

“Colby—”

“The decision has been made, Dylan.  This is how it’s going to be.  Now don’t take those studs out or the holes might close.  If they close, we’re going to do it again and I’ll double the number of earrings.”

Dylan bit his tongue.  He did not want that.  That would be impossible to explain.  “Yes, Ma’am,” he said.

Colby then moved to the door and opened it for him.

Dylan made his way to the door.

As he started past her, she added one more thing:  “This was fun, Dyldo.  I like playing with you at the office.  It’s too bad you have to be at that stupid job of yours all day.”

“Yeah, too bad,” said Dylan sarcastically.  He wasn’t happy about the earrings, the prospect of growing long fingernails, or the unrelieved incredible horny tension welling inside him.

—o—

By the time Dylan got home that night, he was so horny he thought he might explode.  He couldn’t wait to see his wife.  Tonight, he needed her to dominate him.  He needed her to feminize him.  He needed her to replace Colby.  First though, he needed to get past the earring issue.  He had no idea how she would react and that worried him greatly.

“Welcome home, baby,” he said as she walked through the door.

They kissed.

When they did, a strange look came over Caitlin.  Her eyebrow shot up.  Dylan knew she had spotted the earrings and he braced himself.  “You’re wearing earrings,” she said cautiously.

Dylan swallowed hard.  “Yeah, I uh, I thought I would try it.”

“First you shave your beard and now this?”

Dylan’s stomach felt hollow.  He wasn’t sure what to say.  He hadn’t expected her to notice a pattern of any sort.  He had hoped she would just see the earrings as being trendy and leave it at that.  Nothing to see here... move along.  But she hadn’t.  She had been bothered by this.

Caitlin touched his right ear and examined the stud.  “It’s pretty.”

“Thanks.”

“What made you decide to do this?”

Dylan shrugged his shoulders nervously.  “I don’t know.  It’s trendy.  I thought I might try it.”

“Both ears?”

“That’s the new trend.”

Caitlin snickered.  “Ok,” she said.  “It seems a little feminine, doesn’t it?”

If only she knew, thought Dylan.  “It’s the trend.”

“I guess,” she said.  Then she stepped back and raised her right leg behind her.  She reached behind her and slipped off her high-heeled shoe.  She dropped it to the floor in the hallway, before repeating this with the other shoe.  Then she started for the bedroom, leaving her shoes in the hallway, something she only did when she was exhausted.  Dylan picked them up and carried them with him as they retreated to the bedroom.

“How was your day?” asked Dylan.

“Good but tiring.  How was yours?” asked his wife.

Dylan tried not to think about his day.  Apart from his time with Colby, which dominated his brain, the rest had been a morass of errors, incomplete work, and snide comments from his boss and co-workers.  He was not the favorite employee at the moment, that was for sure.

“It went well,” he lied.  “I was thinking we might have some fun tonight... to help you relax,” he said.

“The only fun I want right now is a warm bath and to go to bed.”

“I could rub your feet.”

“Sure,” said Caitlin though she didn’t sound enthusiastic.  In fact, her tone discouraged him.  He was going to tell her that he would happily dress up as a servant girl and treat her to an evening of relaxation, pampering and sexual service, but it was clear she wasn’t going to want that.  She wanted nothing at the moment, he could tell.  Besides, she had rebuffed every effort he made lately to get her to let him wear panties, so it seemed she definitely wasn’t interested in that aspect.

Dylan sighed to himself.  It seemed that Colby would continue to dominate his fantasies.

—o—

Another few days had past and Dylan was becoming worried.  It was Saturday and he sat on his bed examining his nails.  They were getting longer.  They were longer than they had ever been.  They weren’t full-on feminine yet, but they were already beyond the point that almost any man would keep them.  They extended just to the end of his fingers and were starting to hang out in free space... and they were growing longer all the time.

“Why are they growing so fast?” he asked himself.

That wasn’t all he had to be worried about either.  When he brought Colby her coffee the prior day, she gave him several shopping bags containing new clothes she wanted him to wear.  Not only was he worried about suddenly having new clothes – especially as his wife had had no role in picking them out – but these were feminine clothes.  In fact, they were actually women’s clothes.

“I can’t wear women’s clothes!” he had protested.

“These you can,” replied Colby.

“I can’t!  They’re women’s clothes!  I’m a man.  I can’t wear those!”

“You’re already do wear women’s clothes.  You wear panties every day, and no one has said a thing.”

“No one sees those,” he countered.

Colby shrugged her shoulders.  “These will be fine.  And the matter isn’t open to debate.  You’re going to start wearing these.  I want you to replace your shirts with the blouses in these bags and your jeans with the jeans in these bags.  If I catch you in anything else, there will be consequences.”

Dylan bit his lip.  He was worried.

“There are more panties in there for you too,” she said as he left her office.

When he got home, he spilled the contents of the bags on his bed.  It wasn’t as bad as he had feared, though it wasn’t great.  The blouses were feminine-leaning but not so overtly feminine that he would get caught; there were no ruffles or bows or crop tops or anything that obvious.  The jeans were more decorative than men’s jeans with silver patterns on the pockets over the butt; it looked like someone had bedazzled his pockets, but not “too much.”  One pair had upturned cuffs as well, though that could be ascribed to a 1950’s throwback look.  All told, all of it was “off”, but none of it was so obvious that it screamed “cross-dresser.”  What these clothes would do instead was make him appear soft and a tad effeminate.

“I hope Caitlin doesn’t notice,” he said.

The biggest change was probably the earrings.  Dylan had come to terms with the studs.  They got him some strange looks at work and Caitlin giggled about them now and then, but ultimately, they were just unisex silver studs.  Now, Colby gave him a new pair to replace the studs.  These were similar in size and shape, only they had a tiny diamond head rather than just being a silver plug.  That made them considerably more feminine, though men did sometimes wear diamonds.  That wasn’t the problem, however.  The problem was that the diamond was shaped like a heart.  From a distance, this was hard to tell.  But up close, it was obvious... and men didn’t wear hearts.

Caitlin laughed when she saw them.  Her laughter cut through Dylan’s ego like a knife, but all he could do was stand there and take it.  “You know those are girl’s earrings, right?”

Dylan bit his lip.  “They were in the men’s section.”

Caitlin fingered the heart-shaped diamond in his right ear.  “Then someone moved them, because these are women’s.  I think I even have a pair like this.”  She giggled.  “I should wear them... we could be twins.”

Dylan’s penis throbbed.  “I— I don’t know.”

Caitlin shook her head and snickered.  “My husband, wearing women’s earrings.”

Dylan blushed.

“Well, just so you don’t start wearing dresses,” she said and she kissed him.

That had been Friday.  Now it was time to put on one of the blouses and the feminine jeans.  Dylan swallowed hard and slipped his feet into the jeans.  His red-painted toenails were already hidden beneath thick socks.  He stood up and pulled the jeans up his legs.  They were very tight, like skinny-jeans only more flexible.  Indeed, the jeans were made of a thin stretchy material, which made Dylan worry that he might show pantylines.  Today, he wore a black thong with white polka dots.

“Are you almost dressed?” called Caitlin from the kitchen.

They were going shopping.

“Almost,” he called back.

Dylan pulled the jeans into place over his rear and closed the button.  They felt strange.  They looked strange.  He then grabbed the blouse he had chosen and he pulled it over his shoulders.  It was a white blouse with a tan and black print pattern and pearl buttons.  It was passable, though just barely.  Then he went to button it up, and he discovered that the buttons were backwards.

“Well, no one will know that,” he told himself.

He examined himself in the mirror.  Between the skinny, feminine jeans and the feminine blouse, the heart-shaped diamond earrings, and the longish nails, it was obvious to him that something was wrong.  Would it be obvious to anyone else?  He was about to find out.

Caitlin returned to the bedroom at that moment.

“New shirt?” she asked.

“Yeah, I needed some new stuff,” he said.  He took a deep breath.  “What do you think?”

“It looks nice.  It’s stylish, like your earrings.”  This made her giggle.

Caitlin walked over and grabbed his blouse and used it to pull him toward her so she could kiss him.  After kissing him, she pushed him away again and let go of his shirt.  That’s when her eyebrow went up and she let out a laugh.

“Uh, Dylan, honey,” she said.

Dylan felt his stomach drop.  What had she noticed?  He was starting to feel a sense of panic.  “What?” he asked.

“Did you know this is a woman’s shirt?”

Dylan turned bright red.  “It is?”  He acted shocked.

“It is.”

“How do you know?”

“The buttons.  They’re on this side instead of that one.  That’s how they make women’s shirts,” she said.

Dylan twisted his lips.  “It was
 in the men’s section.”

Colby laughed.  “Where are you shopping?  Between this and the earrings, I’m not so sure I would trust them anymore.”

Dylan tried to laugh to hide his terror.

Meanwhile, Colby shook her head.  “Well, I guess it doesn’t matter.  Why don’t you finish getting dressed and then we’ll go shopping?  Maybe I’ll find you a nice man’s dress and some man’s heels.”  She let out a loud laugh over this and she started to leave the room.  As she did, she pointed to her panty drawer.  “Feel free to borrow some panties if you like.”

With that, she was gone.

Dylan was utterly humiliated... and hard as a rock.  He felt so conflicted.


Chapter Nine: “One Last Time”

—o—

This was all becoming increasingly difficult for Dylan.

On the one hand, he had enjoyed his time with Colby.  He really had.  It was thrilling.  It was a fantasy come true.  It was exciting.  But the stress was enormous.  Dylan didn’t like hiding this from his wife.  What’s more, it was a real struggle to keep it hidden.  Indeed, he was sure it was only a matter of time before she caught him.  How had she not been suspicious about his lost beard or the earrings or the feminine shirts or the feminine jeans?  There had been a dozen close calls with his painted toenails too.  Somehow, she hadn’t realized either that all the hair on his legs was gone, but she would.  It was only a matter of time.  His fingernails were becoming super obvious too – not to mention they were starting to get in the way of things like typing.  She had to figure this all out soon.  Then he would have an even bigger problem.

At the same time, work was becoming impossible.  Not only was Colby taking so much of his time with her coffee runs that it was causing friction with his boss, but he struggled to focus.  Try as he might, he just couldn’t stop thinking about the things Colby did to him.  All this clouded his mind and pushed out the relatively boring engineering issues.  That was causing him to start making mistakes and missing deadlines.  His boss was not amused.

Even worse, he struggled with how to find a way to get his wife to take Colby’s place.  When all of this began, he had been more than satisfied by his relationship with his wife.  Sure, he had these fantasies, but they were all theoretical and he assumed they just didn’t happen in real life.  The fact his wife had let him wear panties and used a strap-on on him struck him as a glowing success.  What Colby had done had shown him that more was possible... much more, and he wanted it.  But how did he get his wife to agree?

These issues were driving Dylan crazy.

“I need to find a way to end this before it all blows up,” he told himself.

—o—


Riiiiiiing!
  The phone rang in Dylan’s office.

He picked it up.

“Hello, girlfriend,” came the voice of Colby.

Dylan looked down at the stack of books on his desk and the half-written report and he swore to himself that if the next words out of Colby’s mouth involved bringing her coffee, he was going to scream.

“Hello, Ma’am,” he said cautiously.

“I’ve had an idea,” said Colby.  “We need to talk about this.”

“Talk about what?”

“As you know, I like having you as my little slavegirl.  And I know you like being my slavegirl.”  She chuckled before adding, “Don’t try to deny it, Dylan.  I can hear your thingie getting hard from here.”

Embarrassingly, she was correct.

“However,” she continued, “your job is keeping me from being with my slavegirl.  As long as you work over there, you can’t really bring me coffee when I want it.  I can’t see you prancing around all pretty all day.  I can’t play with you whenever I want.  That makes me sad, girlfriend.  In fact, not five minutes ago, I was working on something here and it hit me that it would be nice to squeeze your balls as I worked, but you weren’t here.  No balls to fondle.”

“Sorry,” said Dylan disingenuously.

She ignored his tone.  “You see the problem?”

“Oh, of course,” he replied sarcastically.

“Well, I have a solution,” said Colby proudly.

“Which is?”

“You need to quit your silly job and come be my secretary!”  She said this in the same tone one might use when telling children, “I got you a puppy!”

Dylan snickered at her enthusiasm.  “I thought I was your maid?”

“I need a secretary now.”

“Wow, a step up,” he said sarcastically.

“You’ve earned it, Dyldo,” she said.  “So here’s the deal.  You’re going to quit your job and report to me from now on.”

“Am I?” asked Dylan indifferently.  He wasn’t taking any of this seriously.

“Yes, you are.  Go quit your job.  Then be at my house tomorrow morning bright and early, say six, and we’ll get your properly dressed and ready,” said Colby quite happily.

Dylan assumed she was joking... and being rather dramatic.  After all, quitting his job was out of the question; they both knew that.  But it was possible for him to take a day or two off to spend it with her, if that’s what she was really saying.  The question was, should he?  Logically, there was no way he should agree.  He was busy at work.  His wife was back and he really didn’t want to be disloyal to her, nor did he want to risk getting caught.  In fact, he’d spent the morning telling himself he needed to end this one way or another.

Yet, on the other hand, he couldn’t get the fun he’d had with her out of his mind.  He longed to experience that again.  In fact, he longed for it hard enough that it was almost a need.  It had become a weakness for him, and Caitlin wouldn’t do it for him.  Maybe... just maybe... he could take a couple days off and play with Colby to get it out of his system, he thought.

“This is a horrible idea,” he told himself.

Yet, it tugged at him.  He really wanted to feel what he felt that weekend again, and here she was offering it.  He tried to tell himself to refuse.  He tried to remind himself that this wasn’t smart and it wasn’t loyal to his wife either.  But his mind said something different and unexpected.  His mind played dirty:  “She could force me,” it said, and that meant resistance was futile.

“No, no, no,” he told himself.

It was too late though.  He realized that his mind was made up.  He wanted – needed
 – to experience being her slave again and he had used the fact she could force him to justify it to himself.

“You’re going to regret this,” he told himself.

“We’ll see,” came back the reply dismissively.

“All right,” he said into the phone.  He wouldn’t quit his job, obviously, but he would take the next two days off and be her slave again.  He would enjoy it and get it out of his system.  Then he would turn his back on this and never do it again.  This was his last fling with Colby.

Dylan took a deep breath and hoped he wouldn’t regret this.

—o—

Dylan walked into Colby’s house the following morning.  He had called in sick to work.  He was definitely conflicted.  Part of him was nervous that he would get caught and was endangering his marriage.  Yet, he was excited too.  He recalled that first weekend with Colby and he assumed the next few days would be a repeat of that.  He’d even brought the maid costume with him despite her not mentioning it in the hopes that he would get to wear it again.

Things weren’t going to go as he expected, however.

“Oh good, you’re on time,” said Colby.

She was dressed for work, something Dylan didn’t expect.  He assumed she would take time off from work too and would, therefore, dress more casually as there was no reason for her to wear a tight skirt suit and tall, sharp heels if they were only going to hang out around her house.

“Come change,” said Colby.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Dylan’s excitement grew as he followed her down the hallway to her bedroom.  He knew this path intimately by now and just following it made him tingle.  When he reached the bedroom, however, he was in for a little surprise.  He had expected to find a maid costume of some sort.  It could have been another lingerie uniform like the last one or even something more formal – he hoped for some sort of French maid costume actually.  But that wasn’t what he found.

Instead, as Dylan entered the bedroom, he found a skirt suit lying on the bed waiting for him.  Next to it lay a complete set of lingerie, the heavy corset, and a pair of open-toed slingback pumps.  There was even a purse, a wig and some glasses.

“What’s this?” asked Dylan cautiously.

“You’re going to wear that.”

Dylan looked confused.  This was a lot of clothes, restricting clothes, for him to wear just for their game.  Touching his penis wouldn’t be as easy as it had been in the lingerie uniform.  “All this?” he asked.

“That is what most secretaries wear.”

Dylan raised an eyebrow.  “You want me to pretend to be your secretary?”

“I said ‘secretary’ over the phone.”

“Yes, but—.”

“And there’s no pretend to it, Dylan.”

“What do you mean?” asked Dylan cautiously.

“I need a new secretary, Dylan.  My old secretary retired, and good help is so hard to find.”  She snickered and added with a half-smirk, “Or is it hard help is so good to find?”

Dylan felt his penis grow nice and hard and happy.  The secretary fantasy was one of his favorites and he’d masturbated to it many times.  Typically, he’d fantasize about Caitlin hiring him as her secretary and forcing him to pretend to be a woman.  Then he’d see himself tottering around her office in overly-high heels, wiggling his butt in some provocative feminine manner, making copies, fetching coffee and having sex with his wife on her desk, though “sex” in this case meant him on all fours on her desk as she stuck something long and thick into his rear and pretended he was a girl.  That fantasy was guaranteed to get him off.

Dylan grinned.  “You want me to wear that and to be your secretary?”

“Absolutely,” said Colby.

His grin grew.  “And you’re going to be my sexy, demanding boss?”

“Of course.”

Dylan licked his lips.  This could be fun.  It could be even more fun than being her slavegirl.  That had been amazing, but also required a lot of work.  This sounded like it wouldn’t include the heavy labor component but could involve more kinky sex.  That would be exciting.

“Naturally, you’re going to ‘use’ your secretary... in other ways right?”

Colby chuckled.  “Yes, Dyldo.”

He was so incredibly horny now.  “Like how?”

Colby shrugged her shoulders.  “I guess we’ll have to see how the mood strikes.  You sound really excited about this.  I’ll have to harness that enthusiasm... come up with some crazy ideas I always wanted to try.  Maybe I’ll even share you with my boss to get ahead!”  She winked at this, though Dylan wasn’t sure what she meant.  Did she plan to expose him to her real boss or was that all part of the game?  He wasn’t sure he liked that, but the rest sounded exciting.

“All right,” said Dylan.  “Let me get dressed... Ma’am.
”

His heart was pounding now.  His body tingled.

“Good,” said Colby happily.  “I’ll go make some coffee while you get dressed.”

“Shouldn’t I be the one to make the coffee?” asked Dylan coyly.  “After all, I’m the secretary now.”

Colby smirked.  “You’ll make plenty of coffee.  Now get dressed.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

As Colby went to the kitchen, Dylan looked over the clothes.  He was genuinely excited.  This was going to be another dream come true.  So he stripped himself down to his black lace panties.  Then he picked up the smoky black stockings and he rolled them into a ball before sitting down on the bed and rolling them up his legs.  Next, he set the slingbacks on the floor and slipped his feet into them, gaining almost five-inches in height and losing his stability.  This thrilled him.

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

Dylan slipped his hand around his shaft as he imagined himself on Colby’s desk.  This time, he was lying on his back.  Colby stood next to the desk still in her dark pantsuit and heels.  She had opened her jacket and her gorgeous breasts thrust out beneath her white blouse.  He could see the outline of a black bra beneath.  Around her waist, she wore the strap-on with the enormous plastic penis.

“A secretary must serve her bosses in any way they want,” she told him.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he purred.

Dylan worked his skirt up his hips exposing his panties.  His high heels balanced precariously on the edge of the slick desk.  This was a difficult pose to maintain, but he would do it so he could feel feminine.

Colby grabbed his panties and pulled them aside, letting his erection and balls free.  “Such a pretty dick you have, Dyldo,” she whispered.

Dylan felt a warm happy feeling come over him.

“Now hold still,” she said.

He imagined Colby spreading his legs further apart with her hands.  She even lifted one over her shoulder.  Then she pushed his balls aside, exposing his hole just beneath.  She pulled him toward her slightly and squeezed his cheeks to make him rise just a little.  His hole was now fully exposed and an easy target.  She shifted forward and slipped the plastic penis right up to it.

Dylan could almost feel the plastic penis against his hole.

His fantasy was interrupted.

“Come on, come on,” said Colby and she snapped her fingers as she returned to the bedroom to find Dylan standing there in the heels and stockings with his eyes closed and his hand slowly stroking his shaft.

Dylan shuddered at the loss of that fantastic moment.

“You need to get a move on,” she said, looking at her watch.  “Don’t stand there touching yourself.  Get dressed.”

Dylan let go of his erection.  “Sorry, Ma’am.”

Colby picked up the corset.  “Let’s get this in place.”

Dylan knew the drill, having worn this corset already twice.  He moved over to the dresser and bent over, bracing himself against the dresser.  Colby wrapped the corset around his chest and then pulled it closed.  That was only the beginning though.  Next, she tugged on the laces until it was so tight Dylan could barely breathe.  Not only would this restrict his movement – something which turned both him and Colby on – but it would give his body just enough of a feminine shape that he could fit into women’s clothes without looking like a man in a dress.  Indeed, as miraculous as it sounded, this corset gave him a genuinely feminine shape.  Between that and what the heels did for his legs, he figured he might even be able to pass as a woman with the right makeup and wig, though he had no intention of trying.

“There,” said Colby and she slapped his butt, causing his cheeks to shake and precome to drip out of his erection.

Dylan tingled all over from the slap.  He wanted to stop and stroke himself, but it was clear Colby was in a hurry for him to dress, so he didn’t.  Instead, as Colby went to check on the coffee, Dylan took the skirt and pulled it up his hairless, nylon-covered legs.  It was tight, being a pencil skirt, and he struggled a bit to pull it up to his hips.  It looked good on him though.  From the waist down, he looked like a shapely woman.  That was exciting.

“The only problem is I can’t get to my dick,” he thought.

This was true.  The tight, heavy skirt cut off access to his penis.  He hoped Colby had a solution.

Dylan picked up a pink blouse.  It was very feminine.  In fact, it was ridiculously feminine.  But there was no doubt it was of the type that secretaries wore, so he slipped that over his shoulders and buttoned it up, tucking it into the pencil skirt.  Then he added two small gel pads that were clearly meant to give him the illusion of breasts.  These went into the corset’s bra-like cups and gave the blouse a nice effect of him having modest breasts.

“I look really good,” he said.

At this point, Colby returned with her coffee.  She made Dylan sit at the vanity and got to work on his makeup.  This was the first time he’d even done a complete, genuine makeup and it was a little shocking how much went into this:  foundation, blush, eye shadow, eye liner, lip liner, lipstick, etc.  She even changed his earrings to dangling pearls.

As Colby worked, Dylan’s mind drifted.  He again thought of the things she might have him do as her secretary.  This time, she made him kneel beneath her desk.  He faced her.  Colby sat down and inched her chair forward until he could no longer be seen.  Then she spread her legs.  She reached down and pushed aside her panties, fingering her pretty lips in the process.  Dylan was boiling over with excitement.

“Pucker your lips,” said Colby.

Dylan opened his eyes in the real world once more.  He puckered his lips, as commanded, and she added lipstick.

Then his mind returned to his Colby fantasy.  Once again, Dylan was under the desk.  As Dylan watched, Colby spread her lips with her fingers.  Then she ran a finger tip all around inside before pulling it out.

She was wet.

Dylan moved his face forward and gave her lips a quick lick.  She visibly shuddered.  Then, before Dylan could strike again, he heard the sound of high heels... a lot of them.  A large group of women entered the office.  They came around and stood on each side of the desk.  He could see their feet and shoes everywhere.  They apparently had no idea he was here, however.  He would lick Colby to orgasm without their knowledge.

This was really exciting and his erection was throbbing beneath the tight skirt.

“Now we need a wig,” said Colby, snapping him back to reality once more.

“A wig?”

“You won’t pass without one.”

“Pass?  Pass for what?” asked Dylan.  The word “pass” had triggered warnings going off inside his head.

“As a woman, of course.  As my secretary.”

Dylan looked confused.  Why would he need to ‘pass’ to play at her secretary?  Granted, he wanted to look the part, but Colby knew that he was a man.  There could be no ‘passing.’  So why mention it?  Perhaps, she really was thinking of bringing someone else over?

“I don’t understand,” said Dylan cautiously.  “You want me to pass as a woman?”

“Well, yeah.  I want everyone to think you’re a woman.  I don’t want them thinking I hired a man to be my secretary, although I guess that could be fun in a different sort of way.”

Dylan’s jaw dropped.  “Wait a minute!  You’re serious?  This isn’t a game?  You want me to be your secretary?  A real secretary?!  Like in an office?!”

Colby nodded her head.  “That’s what I said.”

“You want me to quit my job, really quit
, and become your secretary?!  At your office?!  In public?”

“Your job was getting in the way.”

Dylan shook his head.  “I can’t quit my job!  That’s crazy!”

“People quit their jobs all the time.”

“Not like this!  Engineers don’t quit to become secretaries!  Male
 engineers don’t quit to become female
 secretaries!”

“Then you’ll be the first.”

Dylan turned bright red with embarrassment.  His penis grew erect.  Clearly, the idea appealed to his fantasies, even as it terrified him.  The terror won out though and he felt an intense shudder followed by a jolt of panic.  This was insane.  “I can’t!  How can I possibly explain that to Caitlin?!”

“Tell her you got a better offer.”

“How is this a better offer?!” he demanded nervously.  “It’s a secretary position!  Besides, how can I possibly explain to her that you want me to wear women’s clothes?!  A secretary is one thing.  A female
 secretary is another!”

Colby shrugged her shoulders.  “You seem to like the idea,” she said noting the bump in his skirt.

“This is crazy!” he ranted.

Colby gave Dylan a moment to calm himself before speaking.  “The problem here, Dylan, is that your job is interfering with my use of you.  I want someone to bring me coffee when I want it
, not half an hour later.  I want to be able to touch you, when I want.  I want to see an obedient, feminized little man acting as my secretary.  I want to watch you trying to hide the fact you’re a man while you work for me.  That would be incredibly exciting.”

“I’m glad to amuse you,” said Dylan sarcastically.

Colby laughed.  “But that’s the thing, Dyldo:  you are
.  As much as you want to stand up to me, you want to be my little bitch even more.  You crave it.  You need it.  You want me to mess with you, dominate you, take risks with you.  You couldn’t say ‘no’ if you wanted to, which you don’t.  I’m doing this for you, Dyldo, as much as for me.”

Her words hit Dylan like a knife to his ego, as he feared she might be right.  Nevertheless, this was too far, it really was.  He just couldn’t agree.  He shook his head.  “My wife—”

“Your wife doesn’t need to know.”

Dylan furrowed his brow.  “How would I hide this
?”

“It’s simple, Dylan.  You tell her you got laid off.  You tell her I heard about it and I offered you a job while you’re looking for a new job.  She won’t have problems believing that.”

Dylan opened his mouth to object, but as he did, it hit him that her plan would actually work.  Still, there was no way he could agree.  He didn’t want to be a secretary.  He didn’t want to be a woman in public.  And there was no way he could explain dressing like a woman to his wife.

“Even if I told her that, how would I explain dressing like a woman?”  He pointed to the skirt he wore.  “This is what you want, isn’t it?  Me dressed like this, in your office?!”

“That’s half the fun, Dylan, watching you totter around the office trying so hard not to let anyone know that you’re really a man.  I wouldn’t have it any other way, and you wouldn’t either.  You know that’s true.  As for Caitlin, you just don’t tell her,” said Colby.

“How do I do that?”

Colby shrugged her shoulders.  “Seems simple enough.  Just don’t mention it.”

“But how do I explain a closet full of dresses?  How do I explain putting on my makeup and slipping into panties before work?”

“You change at my place.”

Dylan felt like he could have been knocked over with a feather.  What she said sounded plausible if not doable.  Provided he was careful, he probably really could keep this secret from his wife.  Still, the idea was insane.  He was an engineer.  He had a decent job and a career path.  He didn’t want to lie to his wife.  And as exciting as it may have sounded in fantasies to pretend to be a woman, the reality wasn’t something he wanted to face.  There was no way he could agree to this.  So why was he even considering it?  He needed to get real.

He shook his head.  “I’m sorry, Colby, but I can’t do it.”

Colby pursed her lips.  She exhaled her frustration.  “You’re going to be difficult, are you?”

“I just can’t agree.”

“You understand that I can tell Caitlin all about the things we’ve been doing, right?”

Dylan bit his tongue.

“Go with my plan,” she continued, “and she’ll never know.  It will remain our little secret.  Just between us girls.  You understand too that I can tell your boss what you’ve been doing, right?”

“But they would fire me!”

Colby tapped her nose.  “Bingo.”

Dylan swallowed hard.  These were serious threats.  Would she really ruin his marriage and get him fired if he didn’t agree, though?  He wasn’t sure.  Right now, it seemed like she would.  He always knew that Colby had few limits, especially when she wanted something and she apparently wanted this very badly.  It seemed he had no choice.

Colby smiled at him and pretended to punch him on the arm.  “What do you say, Dyldo?  Wanna have some fun?”

Dylan bit his lip.  He needed to get out of this... but how?  There was no way his wife wouldn’t catch him.  What if he missed part of his makeup or nail polish?  What if she visited him at work?  Even if she didn’t, doing this would give Colby incredible power over him.  He couldn’t allow that.  But how could he stop this?  Colby could ruin him and she made it clear she would too.

“I can’t do it,” he said and the words surprised him.  Something had clicked inside him.

Dylan picked up his phone and dialed a number.

Colby raised an eyebrow.  “What are you doing, Dylan?”

“I can’t do this.”


Riiiiiiiing.
  The phone rang.

“You don’t really have a choice.”

“Oh yes, I do.  There’s one thing I can do to end your power over me.”

“And what is that?”


Riiiiiiiing.
  The phone rang again.  A moment later, Dylan heard a familiar voice on the other end of the line.  It was his wife.

“Honey... there’s something I need to tell you,” he said.

The End of Part One.
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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 change everything.  Before my plans were finished, Mike would be the submissive little housewife in the four-inch heels!
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Lewis Stevens thinks his fiancée is having an affair at the secretive girl’s school where she works.  He decides to sneak into the school to find out.  Little does he realize that this girl’s school has another purpose.  Now he finds himself trapped and going through their program.  Can his fiancée help him?  Will she want to?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,600 word, 131 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, spanking, paddling, hormones, power exchange, erotic humiliation, and so much more!
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The Femford School (Part Two)

Each day Lewis remains trapped at the Femford School, he finds himself feminized further.  Bit by bit, his masculinity is being stripped away.  What’s more, Vera has set into motion a series of changes that will forever alter Lewis’s mind and body to make him Maria’s submissive pet.  Only Maria can save him now, but why does she keep dragging her feet?  Can Lewis resist long enough to convince her to save his manhood?
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Brent watches as his new boss Rebecca seduces and marries his friend John.  Before Brent’s very eyes, she begins to feminize his friend.  So why doesn’t Brent do something to stop her?  Well, it’s complicated.  See, he wants her for himself, and if John becomes a girl, that might make it easier.  This can’t end well.

For Mature Audiences Only.  Told in the first person, this 32,500 word, 126 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, spanking, small penis humiliation, pegging, potential cuckolding, oral, erotic humiliation, and so much more!
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Feminized By His Mother-in-Law: Part One: Not Man Enough

Christopher has a problem.  He has a beautiful new wife who loves him, but his mother-in-law thinks he's not man enough for her.  Even worse, she's set out to prove it.  Can Christopher stop her from making him not a man at all?

This is Part One of Two.
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February 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

March 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Feminized By His Mother-in-Law: Part Two: Not Woman Enough

Christopher’s problem is getting worse.  Not only is his mother-in-law still determined to prove that he’s not man enough for his wife, but now his wife is starting to think she wants him feminized.  Can ‘Chrissy’ escape his increasingly feminine fate?

This second part concludes the series.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,300 word, 130 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, paddling, small penis humiliation, oral, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

March 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Feminized By Hypnosis

Jess and his stepmother never got along, at least until she brought him a new CD.  Now they get along great.  What’s more, Jess and his father have decided to clean up their acts... to be more helpful.  They’re even wearing maid uniforms to help around the house.  So why does something about this seem wrong to Jess?  Can Jess find help to save him from his evil stepmother, or are he and his father destined to become sissy maids... or worse?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 39,000 word, 144 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, hypnosis, maid costumes, erotic humiliation and so much more!

September 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

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?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 49,100 word, 176 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cuckolding, spanking, domestic discipline, hormones, and so much more!

September 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

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.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,000 word, 114 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power exchange, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

November 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Serving His Fiancée

This is Part Two of Feminized Fiancé
.

Rick is now trapped in a rigged bet with the powerful Victoria Martin.  Rick must win his fiancée 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 fiancée’s personal maid ‘Sissy’, and he can’t tell her who he really is.  But does she already know?

This book concludes the series.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 32,000 word, 105 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power exchange, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

January 2014 and February 2014 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Feminizing Her Husband (The Complete Story – Parts 1 & 2)


Part One:  How Megan Avoided Pregnancy: 
 Megan and Mark can’t agree.  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.


Part Two: How Megan Got Pregnant: 
 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 as well.  Will Mark get the baby he wants?  Will Megan let him escape with his masculinity intact?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 75,000 word, 244 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, chastity devices, small penis humiliation, pegging, and so much more!

May 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

June 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Grounded in Heels

When Sam’s stepmother discovers the perfect way to keep her stepson out of trouble, she unknowingly puts him at the mercy of his worst enemy... his vengeful 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?

For Mature Audiences Only. This 42,000 word, 154 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, spanking, domestic discipline, erotic humiliation, and a lot more!

April 2013 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Grounded In Heels (Part Two: Back To School)

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 is determined to humiliate him and make his time in heels permanent.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 36,000 word, 128 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, tiny penis humiliation, spanking, and so much more!

December 2015 and January 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

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.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,000 word, 121 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, spanking, erotic humiliation, pegging, and so much more!

November 2015 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

The House On Femford Hill

Would you stay in a haunted house?  What if the house was known for turning men into women?  Professor Eric Meyer plans to stay.  See, Professor Meyer studies the strange, the supernatural, and the paranormal, and he can’t wait to investigate the famed House on Femford Hill, which is rumored to turn those who stay overnight into women.  Could this be true?  Professor Meyer intends to find out.

Includes a surprise re-edited story from Crystal Summers!

For Mature Audiences Only.  Written by Crystal and Ann, this 38,500 word,  page two-story collection includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange, gender transformation, partial gender transformation, spanking, small size humiliation, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

October 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

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.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 41,000 word, 153 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power exchange, maid uniforms, erotic humiliation, breast growth, hormones, shrunken manhood, and so much more!

March 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

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.”  It’s also my biggest selling series!

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.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This story is over 190,000 words combined and 726 pages!  It includes female domination, power exchange, forced feminization, cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, small penis humiliation, bondage, tickling, spanking, paddling, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

November 2016, December 2016, January 2017, February 2017  No. 1 Best Sellers in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

The Making of Danielle, The Illustrations


The Making of Danielle
 series is now illustrated! It took almost a year to complete that project, but it was well worth the wait. All told, there are thirty images total across all five books and they are amazing! Drawn by Andy from andysdames, the images tell the story perfectly! They are well worth adding to your collection.

That said, I know many of you already own the series and don’t want to buy the five books again just to get the illustrations. That’s where this book comes in. This book contains each of the illustrations along with some text to remind you of the scenes they represent. Think of it as an abridged, illustrated version of the story. I’m also including the original sketches so you can see how each image developed. As before, the images can be blown up, provided your device allows that, so you can examine different parts of them in greater detail. Enjoy!

This book includes 30 Illustrations!!

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 192 page story includes female domination, power exchange, forced feminization, cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, small penis humiliation, bondage, tickling, spanking, paddling, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

June 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

The Story of William, From The Making of Danielle

I’ve been promising to add something special to the “Making of Danielle” series, and here it is!  This is the story of William and how he was transformed into Wilma.  These are the things Daniel never knew.  It is also the conclusion to Daniel’s story.
  How does Daniel’s story end?  In a word:  a wedding.  To whom is the question though!

Fans of Danielle really won’t want to miss this one.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 44,650 word, 177 page story includes female domination, power exchange, forced feminization, cross-dressing, foot worship, spanking, small penis humiliation, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

June 2018 and July 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Miss-ing 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 and to infiltrate the strange world of Ing Co.  But do they know who he is?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 31,500 word, 116 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, spanking, small penis humiliation, hormones, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

August 2016 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon UK!

—o—

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.  That’s when she decided to teach him a lesson he would never forget by giving him exactly what he wants and 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.)

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 39,000 word, 147 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power exchange, spanking, pegging, chastity, and so much more!

March 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

My Femdom Marriage (Part One)

This is the true story of how my wife took over our marriage and made me her feminized slave.

This is Part One of Two.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 35,200 word, 136 page autobiographical story includes female domination, power exchange, forced feminization, cross-dressing, foot worship, spanking, small penis humiliation, threatened-cuckolding, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

March 2018 and April 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

My Femdom Marriage (Part Two)

This is the rest of the true story of how my wife took over our marriage and feminized me.

This is Part Two of Two.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,100 word, 126 page autobiographical story includes female domination, power exchange, forced feminization, cross-dressing, foot worship, spanking, threatened-cuckolding, small penis humiliation, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

May 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

My Lactating Husband (Part One)

What would you do if you started growing breasts?  That’s the problem Andrew faces.  His life was great.  He had a loving wife and a good job.  He was even up for a promotion.  Then he took an experimental treatment meant to grow hair... but something else grew instead.  As his chest slowly expands into a pair of classic breasts, he finds his wife taking over and himself demoted.  What's more, his boss wants him to report to work as a secretary!  Where will this end?

This is Part One of Two.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 27,500 word, 136 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange, cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, paddling, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

September 2018 and October 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

My Lactating Husband (Part Two)

Things are really headed in the wrong direction now for Andrew.  Not only can he no longer hide the “growths” on his chest, but now he needs to report to work as a secretary... dressed as a woman.  Even worse, his new boss is not exactly the nicest woman.  How bad can she be though?  Andrew is about to find out.  Hopefully, he can remember the things his wife taught him about being a woman.

This is Part Two of Two.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 27,500 word, 108 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange, cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, lactation, paddling, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

October 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Satin Falls (The Complete Story, Parts One & Two Combined)


Satin Falls
 is the story of a small mountain town where the men slowly lose their ability to resist any command given by any woman after an unknown virus infects the water supply.  Even worse, advising the women on how to handle this is a psychiatrist with a grudge against men after her female lover leaves her for a man.  She decides to get even with male
kind by encouraging the women to feminize their males.

Follow the lives of several couples as they enter this brave new world of silks and satins and female domination.  And watch as the fate of the men hangs by the well-manicured fingertips of one young woman.

This book is the complete story.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 64,500 word, 117 page story includes power exchange, female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, paddling, breast growth, spanking, and so much more!

July 2015 and August 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Short Story:  The Magic Journal

After macho football player Brad ruins Rachel’s date, she gets even using a magic journal which lets her change his body as she wishes. Brad is about to learn a lesson he will never forget as Rachel feminizes him bit by bit.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 13,000 word, 51 page short story includes female domination, forced feminization, gender transformation, shrunken manhood, breast growth, spanking, erotic humiliation, and so much more.

—o—

Summer in Skirts (Part One: Becoming Summer)

Paul is sent to spend the summer with a crazy old acquaintance of his parents. He’s not too happy about it either. Making matters worse, he finds a pair of twins already living there, and they have designs on him. They seem to think he should be obeying them. Naturally, he has a different view on the matter. Before long, they teach him the meaning of petticoat punishment. Things go increasingly more wrong – or right – from there.

This is Part One of Two.

For Mature Audiences Only. This 31,500 word, 128 page story includes includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, spanking, domestic discipline, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

July 2018 and August 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Summer in Skirts (Part Two: Queen of the Fair)

Now that Paul is firmly stuck as ‘Summer’ for the rest of the summer, it’s time he explored his new relationship with the wonderful Ellie.  Unfortunately, the twins are about to take center stage in his life again, and Paul isn’t going to escape them this time.  Ellie has a plan, however, but Paul isn’t going to like it.

This is Part Two of Two.

For Mature Audiences Only. This 30,400 word, 147 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

August 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Two Weeks As His Wife’s Feminized Submissive

Paul has a secret.  While Paul appears to be a man in charge, his wife Amanda is the one who really holds the power... ever since she caught him cross-dressing.  Now she wears the pants in the family.  What’s more, for two weeks every year, Amanda turns Paul into Paula, her feminized, submissive plaything.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 26,000 word, 90 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, power exchange, spanking, paddling, chastity and denial, oral, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

November  2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Wager Into Womanhood (The Complete Story – Parts 1 & 2)

Max is an arrogant sexist with a submissive wife and an inability to turn down any bet. Will is a househusband with a dominant wife who just caught him having an affair. Both of their lives are going to change significantly when they get tricked into entering a bet to prove that they can live as women for a week... or longer.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 56,000 word, 209 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, spanking, power exchange, erotic humiliation, and so much more.

September 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

The Writer’s Secret

The story that started it all!

Loren had no idea what he was getting into when his agent suggested he write transvestite fiction.  If that’s what sold, then he would give it a try.  Then he told his wife Stephanie.  Soon, he and his loving wife were experimenting with turning him into ‘Lauren.’  Too late did he realize how eagerly his wife would embrace the idea of feminizing him.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 42,600 word, 160 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, costumes, spankings, maid uniforms, and so much more!

March 2012 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

The Writer’s Secret (Part Two: Blackmailed Sissy)

Loren and Stephanie's adventure continues in this long awaited sequel to “The Writer's Secret”!

As Loren adjusts 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... and she likes the idea of having a feminized maid.  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 escape these villains?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 40,000 word, 147 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, power exchange, feminized maids, hormones, shrunken manhood, pegging, threatened cuckolding, and so much more!

September 2015 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Volume One of the Dominique Silk Collection

This first Volume One of Dominique Silk stories includes both College Student to Coed
 and Making Her Husband Her Maid
.


College Student to Coed
 is the story of poor Ted, who can’t believe his luck when the most popular girl on campus, Beth Armstrong, hits on him.  Even better, she wants to take him back to her apartment and dress him in her clothes!  This is a dream come true for Ted, and soon Beth is inviting him over daily to play.  Unfortunately, through a series of mistakes, Ted finds himself constantly being exposed in public while wearing women’s clothes.  But are these really mistakes?  And what is Beth up to?


Making Her Husband Her Maid
 is a cautionary tale for unfaithful husbands.  As Diane works hard to support the family, her husband Cameron seduces the maid.  Unfortunately for him, the maid has other ideas and turns the tables on Cameron.  Imagine Diane’s surprise to come home to find her husband dressed in the maid’s uniform and high heels, and bent over the couch as the maid has her way with his rear.  Cameron the playboy is about to become Camilla the maid.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 40,250 word, 151 page volume includes cross-dressing, female domination, forced feminization, chastity devices, public exposure, pegging, shemales, spanking, bondage, sissy maids, hormones, erotic humiliation and more!

—o—

Volume Two of the Dominique Silk Collection

This Volume Two of Dominique Silk stories is both parts of Feminized by his Mother-in-Law
, the story of Jackson, his wife Natalie, and his mother-in-law Ruth.  Ruth never thought that Jackson was man enough to marry her daughter, and when she came to stay with Jackson and Natalie shortly after their marriage, she decided to prove this to her daughter... by feminizing Jackson.  Has she miscalculated though?  Soon both
 Ruth and Natalie are feminizing Jackson.  He even finds himself sent on a date with Natalie’s boss and ends up helping him seduce her!  Can Jackson save his manhood and his marriage?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 42,000 word, 189 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, spanking, small penis humiliation, blackmail, chastity devices, sissy maid, cuckolding, erotic humiliation and more!

—o—

Volume Three of the Dominique Silk Collection

This Volume Three of Dominique Silk stories includes both The Sissy House Sitter
 and Cuckolded Sissified Quarterback
.


The Sissy House Sitter
 begins when Louis is offered a chance to house sit for his stunningly sexy neighbor Brandy and her husband.  He jumps at it for one reason:  he wants to explore her closet.  This is a dream come true for Louis who feels an irresistible pull from feminine clothing.  Things get really interesting for Louis, however, when he finds certain home movies made by Brandy and her husband... but not as interesting as when Brandy comes home early and catches Louis in her husband’s dress.


Cuckolded Sissified Quarterback
 is the story of Brady Hunter.  He’s the star quarterback for a top professional team, but his body is slowly wearing out.  He decides to take steroids so he can play just one more year.  Unfortunately for Brady, his gold-digging wife catches him and she decides to take advantage of her discovery by blackmailing him.  She feminizes him, humiliates him, and then cuckolds him with a younger player with better prospects.  Will Brady manage to get back out onto the field or is his future to be submissive in skirts?

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,900 word, 163 page volume includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, domestic discipline, spanking, bondage, blackmail, sissy maids, hormones, limited M-to-M contact, erotic humiliation and more!

—o—

Volume Four of the Dominique Silk Collection

This final Volume Four of Dominique Silk stories includes the story Not What He Wanted
 and its conclusion What He Got
.  This story begins with George trying to dominate his wife.  Things go wrong quickly, however, and he finds himself on the wrong side of the velvet ropes.  Soon, he’s wearing panties at work... and then worse.  As his wife keeps adding to his feminization, an embarrassing trip to the mall and a confrontation with his secretary await.  Hopefully, you’ll find poor George’s story fun and exciting as his problems spin out of control.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,600 word, 126 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, forced cross-dressing, spanking, paddling, pegging, bondage, erotic humiliation and more!
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