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Introduction by Ann

—o—

Dear Readers,

So Dylan’s gotten himself into a bit of trouble, hasn’t he?  First, he lets himself get caught cross-dressing by his wife’s best friend.  Probably should have locked the door.  Then he let her blackmail him into acting as her personal feminized slave.  Heck, he practically begged her to blackmail him!  He thought this would only be for a couple days, a couple of gloriously fun days, but Colby had other ideas he didn’t count on.  Not only does she want the pampering to continue indefinitely, but now she wants him to quit his job and come work as her feminized secretary so she can have access to him all day.  Unfortunately for Dylan, there’s no way his wife won’t figure that out.  So how does Dylan save himself from this trap?  He called his wife.

How do you think that’s going to turn out?

I hope you’re enjoying the story and that you like this conclusion.  This is part two of two and I think you’ll find it interesting and sexy.  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 Ten: “Dylan Calls His Wife”

—o—

Why had Dylan called his wife?

To put it simply, Dylan realized he was in over his head.  Colby wanted too much and he saw no other way out.  Sure, he could play with her in private from time to time.  He would enjoy that, truthfully.  But quitting his job?  There was no way he could hide that from his wife.  Not to mention, while he had often fantasized about being made to go out in public dressed as a woman, the idea of actually
 pretending to be a female secretary was just too terrifying for him to contemplate.  Yet, Colby wanted that too.  And the only way he saw to avoid that was to break Colby’s power over him, which could only be done by calling his wife.  So he did.

It was time to confess.

Unfortunately, things wouldn’t turn out as he hoped.

“Honey... there’s something I need to tell you,” he said into the phone.  His voice was shaking.  He didn’t know how his wife would react.  He knew she would be angry, but he didn’t know how angry.  He hoped she would see this from his perspective, that he had been forced to do these things by Colby, and he hoped she would forgive him.  He knew it was possible that she might not, but he hoped she would.

Colby’s jaw dropped when she heard him start a confession.  “You’re telling your wife?!” she gasped.

Dylan nodded his head.

“What is it, darling?” asked Caitlin over the phone.  She sounded concerned.

“I’ve been doing something I shouldn’t have,” said Dylan.  He felt a sense of shame rising within him.  “At least... I should have told you... but I didn’t.  And then Colby caught me, and now she’s trying to blackmail me and I need your help!”  His words became jumbled and confused as he spoke.

There was silence on the other end.

Dylan bit his lip.  Had his wife heard him?  Had she understood?  Should he start over?  Should he tell her the rest?  Should he wait for her to ask?  He wasn’t sure how to continue.  All he knew was that her silence was torture.  He was just about to start babbling again when Caitlin suddenly spoke.

“Where are you now?” she asked.

“I’m at Colby’s house.”

“You’re at
 Colby’s house?”  Her tone was less than happy.

“Yes.”

There was another moment of silence.  “All right.  I’m almost at work, but I’m coming there.  Stay there.  Let me speak to Colby.”

Dylan swallowed hard.  This was going to be much harder to do in person, but what choice did he have?  And what did she want to talk to Colby about?  He nervously handed the phone to Colby.  Then he folded his arms across his chest and he stood there silently.

Colby took the phone but said almost nothing.  She merely gave a series of “Yeah’s” and “Uh huh’s.”  At the end, she said, “All right,” and then she hung up the phone.  She handed it back to Dylan.  “Your wife is coming.”

Dylan bit his lip.

They stood together in an uncomfortable silence for several seconds.  Then Colby rolled her eyes and took in a deep, stressful breath.  She hugged her chest tightly, as did Dylan.

“This is going to be interesting,” said Colby unhappily.

Dylan shrugged his shoulders at her accusatory tone.  It had to be done.  Ironically, he actually felt sad that he was going to lose his time with Colby, but it had to end.  He needed to save his marriage and Colby had pushed too far.  She wanted him to dress as a woman for real.  He couldn’t do that.

Then it hit him.  It suddenly dawned on him how he was dressed.  “Oh no!” he gasped.

“What?”

“My wife is coming!” he exclaimed as panic flooded his face.

“Yeah, we know that.  You
 called her.”

“You don’t understand!  Look what I’m wearing!”

Colby looked him up and down.  He was still dressed as she wanted him dressed to be her secretary in the smoky black stockings, the tight skirt, the pink blouse and the five-inch high-heeled slingbacks.  His face was made-up too and he wore the dangling earrings.

“And?” she asked.

Dylan ignored her and tottered to the bed as fast as he could on the unstable heels.  He expected to find his male clothes on the bed where he had left them, but they weren’t there.  While he was changing, Colby had taken them away and hid them in one of her drawers.

“Where are my clothes!” he demanded.

Colby folded her arms and said nothing.

“Give me my clothes!”

“Why?”

“What do you mean ‘why’?” exclaimed Dylan.  “My wife is coming.  I can’t let her see me like this!”

“Why?” repeated Colby with an amused snicker.  “You’re going to confess cross-dressing, aren’t you?  What does it matter if she sees you dressed like this if you’re going to tell her you dress like this?”

“Colby, I need my clothes!
”

“No.”

“What?!  What do you mean, ‘no’?!”

“I think it would be more fun to watch you explain yourself dressed like that,” said Colby with a chuckle.  “After all, you wanted to confess.  Why not give her the whole package?”

“Colby!  Give me my clothes!”

“Or what, Dyldo?”

Before Dylan could respond, they both heard a noise at the front door.  Someone had opened the door, stepped inside and closed it again.  Then they heard the sound of high heels storming down the hallway:  CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!
  A moment later, Caitlin called out.

“Colby?!  Dylan?!” she called.  There was tension in her voice.

“In the bedroom,” called back Colby in a sort of sing-song voice.

Dylan froze.  A look of terror engulfed his face.  He looked like he wanted to flee, but it was too late for that.  Caitlin appeared at the door.  She saw Colby and then she saw Dylan.  Her eyebrow shot up when she saw her husband in the tight skirt and high-heeled sandals. 

“You weren’t kidding about doing something you weren’t supposed to,” she said sarcastically.  She wasn’t nearly as shocked as Dylan expected, however.

“I— I can explain,” said Dylan.

Caitlin ignored him and turned to her friend Colby.  “Dylan says you’re blackmailing him.”

Colby blushed and twisted her lips.  She looked like a little girl who had been caught at something naughty and felt completely ashamed of herself.  She nodded her head.  “Afraid so.”

“Over this?”

Colby cast her eyes to the ground.  “Sorry.”

“What are you trying to make him do?”

Dylan tried to speak, but Caitlin stopped him with a raised hand.  She never looked away from Colby.

“I wanted him to work as my secretary,” said Colby.  She blushed.

“You mean quit his job and come work for you?  As a secretary... as a woman
?” asked Caitlin with some surprise.  Things had indeed gone much further than she had expected when she walked through the door.  How long had this been going on to get this far, she wondered?  What else had happened?

Colby nodded her head.  Her face was bright red with shame.

Caitlin now turned to her husband.  “And you, you let her blackmail you over this
?”  She waved her hand up and down his feminized body.  “Because she caught you cross-dressing?”

Dylan bit his lip.  He was beyond nervous.  “I, uh, yeah.  I didn’t know what else to do.  She— she was suddenly there and threatening to tell you, and, I— but, I mean— there’s no way I can be her secretary.  I can’t quit my job and there’s no way I’m going out in public dressed like this!”

“But you let her blackmail you up to now over this
?”

Dylan opened his mouth to speak, but nothing came out.

“Why didn’t you come to me when she caught you?  I know you cross-dress.  You ask to wear my panties all the time.  Don’t you think I know what that means?” she asked.  Her tone was somewhere between disappointed and annoyed.

Colby heard this and her jaw dropped.  “You know he cross-dresses?”

Caitlin shrugged her shoulders.  “Of course.  He’s constantly going on about wearing my panties and bras when we have sex.  I see my clothes moved all the time in the closet.  He’s even got a bag in the trunk of his car full of women’s clothes.  He thinks I don’t know about it.”

Now Dylan’s jaw dropped.  “You know about that?”

“Why didn’t you come to me, Dylan?” she demanded again.

“I don’t know.  I was afraid.”

Caitlin folded her arms tightly and exhaled frustratedly.  She didn’t like that answer.  “I don’t think so, Dylan.  Colby catching you in a dress wasn’t enough to make you do anything against your will.  You know you could have come to me, but you didn’t.  Instead, you chose
 to let yourself be blackmailed.”

Dylan swallowed hard.

She paused before continuing.

“Do you know what I think happened?”  This wasn’t a question.  “I think you saw this as an opportunity.  An opportunity to do something that turned you on and you jumped at it.  Colby’s blackmailing you just gave you the excuse.  And do you know what the worst part of this is, Dylan?  You could have come to me and I would have done this for you.”

She sighed and Dylan shifted nervously from foot to foot.

“I’m really disappointed,” she said.

“Are you going to divorce me?” asked Dylan nervously.

“No,” said Caitlin cautiously, “but you will be punished.”

Dylan twisted his lip.  “How?” he started to ask, but his wife raised her hand to stop him.

“I’ll tell you when you can speak.”

Dylan bit his tongue and shut his mouth.

Caitlin looked around for a moment.  She glanced at Colby, who looked positively sick.  Caitlin could see that she felt guilty.  She looked at Dylan, who looked terrified.  He was understanding now what he had risked, and it was significant.

“What would be a proper punishment?” she asked herself.

The room was silent.

Dylan watched her examine him nervously.  He knew to say nothing, not that he even knew what to say.  The ball was in his wife’s court and he would need to accept whatever verdict she handed down.

“I’ve brought this on myself,” he told himself.

Meanwhile, Caitlin looked her husband up and down, taking in all the feminine details of his high heels and tight skirt and silky blouse.  Maybe, she thought, that’s where the punishment should lie.  He wanted this until it became too much for him.  Perhaps, the appropriate punishment would be in the “too much.”  Maybe it was time to give him all he thought he wanted... well, not exactly “all.”  An idea crystallized in her mind.

“Yes,” she thought, “that would be the perfect punishment.”

Caitlin walked over to her husband.  She ran her fingers over the material of his skirt.  It was soft and feminine.  Then she fingered his fake breasts.  They were believable.  She took his chin in her hand and examined his made-up face.  He was passable, especially if they narrowed his eyebrows a little more.  He might struggle a bit to pass himself off as a woman, but he could do it.  And watching him struggle would be satisfying.  Not to mention, it was exactly the lesson he needed to learn about the consequences of letting your desires overwhelm your judgment.

“All right,” she said finally.

Dylan straightened up.  He now stood at attention.  Colby did too.  Both were super nervous awaiting their fates.

“You wanted to be Colby’s secretary, then that’s what you’re going to be—”

“But I didn’t!” he protested.  “I don’t want to be her secretary!”

Caitlin glared at her husband.  “Don’t talk back to me, Dylan!  You lost that right when you decided to play sex games with my best friend.  Be thankful I’m taking this approach.”

Dylan turned bright red.  “Yes, Ma’am.  Sorry.”

“As I said, you wanted to be Colby’s secretary, well, you’re going to be her secretary.  You’re going to learn that getting what you want isn’t always as nice as you think it is,” said Caitlin.  She tugged on his blouse.  “Now go wait in the car while I talk to your new boss.”

Dylan took a deep, worried breath.  “Caitlin—”

“Now!
”

Dylan was shaken.  He’d never seen his wife behave so dominantly before.  It was genuinely frightening.  And considering that he was already skating on thin ice, he told himself that he better do as she told him.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said.

With that, Dylan left the room.  Caitlin and Colby could hear him make his way to the garage by following the sound of his heels.  Colby then picked up the jacket and purse he left behind and handed them to Caitlin.

“He’ll need these.”

“Yes, thank you.”

“I’m really sorry—” started Colby.

Caitlin shrugged her shoulders.  “I’m disappointed in you, Colby, but I’m much more disappointed in him.  He should have trusted me, but he didn’t.  He should have said no, but he didn’t.  Now he needs to learn a lesson.”

“What do you want me to do?” asked Colby.

“It’s obvious what he wanted.  He wanted you to feminize him, humiliate him and play with him.  That seems to turn him on, being emasculated by a woman.  You’re going to give that to him.  You’re going to make this the most embarrassing, emasculating, and therefore exciting experience possible for him.”

“Isn’t that giving him exactly what he wants?” asked Colby.

“No.  For one thing, we’re going to push him much farther than he ever wanted to go.  He wanted fantasy with strong limits.  We’re going to make it real and you’re going to push him well past his limits.  For another, we’re going to deprive him of the one thing he needed to make all of this what he hoped it would be.”

“What is that?”

Caitlin smirked.  “Relief.  I’m going to go buy something and then I’ll drop by the office.  You’ll see what I’m thinking then.  Dylan’s going to get everything he wants, with one exception.”


Chapter Eleven: “First Day At Work”

—o—

Dylan stood before the receptionist.  He was filled with terror.  He had no idea how he had gotten there.  He vaguely recalled Caitlin stopping in the parking lot.  They argued.  She made some threats.  He couldn’t remember them, but they must have been good threats to get him out of the car.  He recalled her taking his hand and tugging him along behind her after that until they met Colby in the building lobby.  He wasn’t sure if he resisted or not.  He probably did, but apparently he lost.  Colby then marched him upstairs.  And now he was here.

Colby stood at his side.

Colby wore a black pantsuit and heels.  Dylan wore the black skirt suit, pink blouse, a heavy leather corset and a pair of open-toed slingback pumps.  To hide his identity, he had painted his fingernails to match his toenails, Colby had covered his face in makeup, and she had placed a brunette wig on his head and heavy glasses on his face.  She had even given him a purse, which he wielded as a sort of shield.  His wife said she would “work on his eyebrows” after work.

“Hi Gayle,” said Colby.

“Hi Colby,” replied the receptionist.

“This is Dylan,” said Colby.  “She’s starting today.  She’s my new secretary.”

Dylan’s jaw dropped she had given the young woman his real name!  His male name!
  She would know he’s a man now!  Dylan was overcome with an intense desire to flee; only Colby’s strong grip kept him in place.

“Hi Dylan,” said the young woman.  She added that it was nice to meet him.  Dylan automatically opened his mouth to respond but spewed out only gibberish.  This brought a strange look from the receptionist.

“She’s nervous,” said Colby.

“Big day, I guess,” said the receptionist sympathetically.

“Very,” said Colby.  With that, she took Dylan’s arm and walked him past the receptionist toward her office.

“You gave her my real name!
” he snapped in a whisper.

“So?”

“She’s going to know I’m a man!”

“Dylan can be unisex.  There’s a woman on one of the morning shows named Dylan something or other.  She does the weather.”

Dylan glared at her, but kept walking down the hallway.  He actually knew the way intimately from his prior trips here.  That helped calm him a little.  They also passed several people, each of whom acted politely.  None stopped and stared.  None screamed that he was a man.  This gave him slightly more confidence as well, at least enough to avoid a panic attack.

When they reached Colby’s office, Colby pointed to a desk that stood just to the right of her door in a small alcove off the hallway.  This would be Dylan’s new desk... Dylan the secretary.

“Put down your purse and then come with me,” said Colby.

Dylan reluctantly set down the purse as ordered; he had nothing to hide behind now.  Then he followed her into her office.  As they entered the office, Colby pulled off her jacket and handed it to Dylan.  She pointed to the coat rack and he hung up the coat as ordered.

“When I arrive, you will hang up my coat and you will fetch me coffee.  You know how I like it.”

“W— where do I get the coffee?” he asked.  His voice shook.

“The break room.  One of the other girls can show you where it is.  They can show you everything.  Copier.  Bathrooms.  Conference rooms.  Supply closets.  Don’t let me catch you playing with yourself in there.”  She giggled as she said this, and then she winked.

Dylan swallowed hard.  This may have been fun for Colby, but for him it was terrifying.  Just the idea of asking other secretaries where things were was daunting.  He didn’t want to speak to anyone.  He wanted to go hide under his desk and hope that no one ever saw him.  As for masturbating?  That was the very last thing on his mind right now.

Colby noticed his terror.  “Calm down, Dylan.”

“H— how can I calm down?”

“Because there’s nothing to fear.  You’ve been seen by a half dozen people and nobody spotted you yet.  And frankly, if you keep acting this nervously, then you will expose yourself.  You need to get control over yourself and work on blending in.  You’re a woman now, so calm down.
”

Dylan knew that what she said was right, but that didn’t make it any easier to calm down.  This was terrifying.  “Caitlin sure picked the right punishment,” he thought.  “I’m never wearing a dress again!”

Colby looked over her desk and checked the in-box.  Then she handed Dylan a small file.

“What’s this?” he asked.

“I need a copy of that right away.  The copier is down the hall to the right.”

“Now?” squeaked Dylan.  He pointed toward the door.  “Go out there?!”

“Now,” said Colby calmly.  She smiled at Dylan, who stood rooted to the ground, and waved him on.  “Go on.  Shoo!”

Dylan mechanically turned and tottered out the door and down the hallway, but not before looking to see that the path was clear.  He got lucky initially.  As he went, however, people began to appear.  It wasn’t as bad as he feared, though.  Several of them offered kind greetings, and none of them acted in any way shocked or showed signs of recognition.

“Maybe I can pull this off after all,” thought Dylan.

When he reached the copier, he found two pretty women standing by it, chatting.  “Oh, you must be Colby’s new secretary.  Hi, I’m Rachel,” said the one.  The other introduced herself as Debbie.

Dylan reluctantly introduced himself as Dylan.  Again, to his surprise, neither of the women screamed that he was a man or shot him suspicious glances.  He really seemed to be fooling everyone.  And this time, he was so close and stationary; he wasn’t just walking past.  His confidence was really starting to grow.

Then Debbie held out her hand.

“Should I shake it?” wondered Dylan.  “Do women do that?”

He decided he should.  So he stuck out his hand and took hers.  Her hand was limp, so he kept his limp-ish as well.  Doing so made him feel effete.  They shook.  He was just about to pull his hand back when the woman turned his hand and smiled.  She seemed to be admiring his manicure... or was it not admiration?

“Where do you get your nails done?” she asked with a hint of disapproval.

Dylan blushed.  He had no idea how to answer a question like that.  “I, um, did them myself.”

The woman raised an eyebrow.  “Oh, I see.  You did quite a job, darling.”

The other woman peered over her shoulder, but said nothing.  Her frown spoke volumes.

Debbie then looked around cautiously before pulling a card from her purse.  The other woman seemed to be stifling a giggle, which was causing Dylan’s penis to grow as hard as it could beneath his skirt.  Debbie then handed Dylan the card.

“You should see my girl, so can do wonders,” said Debbie smugly.

With that, the two women said it was nice to meet Dylan in tones which suggested otherwise, and they left Dylan to make copies.  Dylan felt very self-conscious as he watched them disappear down the hallway.  He then made the copies and raced back to his desk, trying to hide his nails the entire way.

This wasn’t going to be as easy as he thought.

—o—

Dylan spent the rest of the morning getting acclimated... and worrying about his nails.  Mainly, he sat at his desk and got used to people coming by and speaking to him; he kept his nails hidden by folding his hands together.  Nevertheless, with each passing person, his confidence grew that he could get away with this.  Granted, so far little had been asked of him except to stay hidden behind a desk and answer simple questions, but there hadn’t been the slightest indication that anyone knew he wasn’t a man.  Interestingly, the more he became accustomed to being seen by the others, the more the sexual aspect of this began to creep back into his brain.

He was wearing women’s clothes... in public.  No one knew his secret.

He was pretending to be a woman... in public.  No one knew his secret.

He was dressed like a woman... in public!  And he was getting away with it!

This was exciting.  This was a fantasy come true.  What’s more, the fact he had been demeaned by being demoted added a special delicious sting to this excitement.  He had been an engineer, but now he was reduced to a mere office girl who could be ordered around by almost anyone in the office!  That was an emasculating, humiliating prospect, and it turned him on fiercely.  He even had the constant erection to prove it.

He snickered.

“This was supposed to be a punishment,” he told himself happily.

The opposite seemed to be true though.  This was as exciting as that first day when Colby caught him, maybe more so.  His wife had really made a mistake here.  For whatever reason, he thought, Caitlin believed this would be a good punishment for him, but that didn’t seem to be the case at all.  Perhaps, he reasoned, she believed it would scare him because he had objected so much.  And in truth, it had, but now he was overcoming his fears and he was starting to see the exciting potential.  He was going to get to act out one of his most intense sexual fantasies in real life now with his wife’s permission.  That was genuinely a thrilling prospect.

He was so horny.

Dylan slipped his hand off the desk and down to his lap.  He tried to bunch up the tight skirt so he could reach his erection; it was too tight otherwise.  When he had the tip somewhat free, he grabbed it and squeezed it through his skirt.

“Hmmm, that feels good,” he moaned quietly.

His eyes started to close involuntarily.  He let go and took a deep breath.  Then he looked up and down the hallway to be sure no one could see him before grabbing himself again.  He gave himself another squeeze.

“Mmmmm,” he moaned again.

Again, his eyes glazed over.

Dylan shifted in his chair so he could adjust himself to try to loosen his skirt just a little more so he could stroke himself through the skirt.  He wished he had worn a looser skirt today.

“‘Don’t let me catch you playing with yourself in the supply closet’,” he said in his head in Colby’s voice.  “That isn’t sounding like such a bad idea after all!”

Dylan adjusted himself again, sliding one leg beneath the other to get a little more freedom in the tight skirt.  It wasn’t much, but it was just enough that he thought he might be able to make himself come.

“I really need this,” he said beneath his breath with a giggle.

He squeezed his erection once more.

“Mmmm,” he moaned and he exhaled slowly.  “That feels so good.”

Dylan wiggled again to pull the skirt up just a hint more.  His stocking tops probably showed at this point.  He didn’t care; no one could see behind his desk anyways.  He took a deep breath and glanced up and down the hallway to make sure he wasn’t being watched before he tried once more.  Then he saw her.  His wife.  She was coming this way.

“Caitlin!” he gasped.  “What is she doing here?”

Caitlin came marching down the hallway confidently.  There was even the outline of a smile on her face.  She wore the red chevron dress which began everything and the black strappy wedges.  Over her shoulder was a brown purse.  In her hand was a shopping bag with no markings.

“Hello darling,” said his wife.

“Hi,” said Dylan nervously.  “What are you doing here?”

“I brought you something,” she said.

“You have?”

“Yep.  Come with me,” she said and she walked past him into Colby’s office.  Dylan followed her and closed the door behind them.  “You don’t mind if I borrow your desk for a moment, do you?” she asked Colby.

“Not at all,” said Colby curiously.

Caitlin then pointed to Colby’s desk.  “Drop your skirt and your panties and sit on the edge of the desk.”

“But this is an office,” said Dylan nervously.

“Dylan.”  Her tone was forceful but patient.

“Sorry,” said Dylan.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

Dylan reached around behind himself and unzipped the skirt.  He let it fall to the floor.  Then he pushed his panties down his legs until they too fell.  He stepped out of both and then picked them up.  Colby took them and draped them over her arm.  He felt very exposed standing there looking like a woman from the waist up and the knees down, but having a massive erection jutting out from his midsection.  He prayed no one barged into the office right now.

“I see you’re turned on,” said Caitlin.

Dylan bit his lip.  Should he admit this was exciting?

“Can you get me some ice please, Colby?” said Caitlin.

Colby agreed and slipped out of the office to the break room.  When she left, Caitlin ordered Dylan to slide his rear up onto the desk leaving his balls and penis hanging freely.  She then pulled a small box from her purse as Dylan climbed up onto the desk.  Colby returned a moment later.

“In this box,” said Caitlin, “is a device we’re going to put onto your thing.”

“My thing?”  Dylan looked down at his throbbing erection.

“Yes, the cause of all of this.”

Dylan swallowed hard.  “What kind of device?”

Caitlin opened the box and pulled out a metallic cage shaped like a flaccid penis.  “I’m sure you know what this is.”

Dylan nodded his head.  He’d seen these online before.  They sort of fascinated him... from a distance at least.  The idea of wearing one worried him though.  On the one hand, it sounded incredibly exciting to give a woman the power to lock up his penis.  That sounded like the ultimate in submission, which turned him on a lot.  Yet, on the other hand, he really didn’t want to give anyone the power to keep him from being able to touch himself, especially with as horny as he had been.  He needed to be able to relieve himself.  What if his wife only let him out in the evenings or maybe even every other day?  That sounded like a potential nightmare to him.

“You want me to wear that
?” asked Dylan nervously.

Caitlin smirked.  “Smart boy.”

“I’d rather not.”

“Don’t think you have a choice.”

Dylan bit his tongue.  “All right,” he said cautiously, “but you need to take it off every day.”

His wife ignored him.  Instead, she took the ice from Colby and poured it into a handkerchief.  Dylan knew what was coming next, but he didn’t like it.  He braced himself.  A moment later, his wife jammed the handkerchief against his erection.  It was freezing cold.  His erection instantly vanished and his penis became flaccid and tiny and withdrawn.  Caitlin removed the ice and grabbed his cold flabby manhood.  She pulled on it to make it longer; it was like pulling on a rubber band which kept wanting to shrink back to its tiniest state.  She then took the penis-shaped cage and wrapped it around Dylan’s manhood.  He heard it click into place and he watched as she closed a small padlock and removed the key.

He was locked in.

“There,” said Caitlin.

Dylan looked down at his penis inside the cage.  It was actually quite an erotic sight.  It was a troubling sight, but an erotic sight as well.  He reached down and instinctively gave the cage a tug to see if he could pull it off.  He couldn’t.  It didn’t budge.

“How long am I going to wear this?” he asked.

“Until I say otherwise.”

“You’re going to take it off so I can do things though, right?” he asked cautiously.

“Things?  Like what?”

“Like pee, I guess.”

Dylan’s wife laughed.  “No, Dylan.  You can pee through the device.”

“But I can’t aim like this!”

“You’ll just have to sit.  That should be fine for you.  You wanted to be more like a woman.  Here’s your chance.”

Colby snickered at the thought of Dylan needing to sit to pee.  This was perhaps more than he had bargained for, she thought.  Dylan, on the other hand, was less amused.  Indeed, the problem as he saw it wasn’t one of peeing, it was one of masturbating.  He only mentioned peeing as a pretext because he didn’t want to tell his wife he intended to masturbate; this was supposed to be punishment after all. Even now, he decided it was best to play his cards close to the vest and hope that she let him out of this device quickly and/or often.

“All right, let’s test it,” said Caitlin suddenly.

Dylan raised an eyebrow.  “Test it?”

Caitlin stepped aside and Colby moved between his legs.  She winked at him and blew him a little kiss.  Then she reached out and ran her warm fingers over the cage.  Dylan could feel their warmth and their pressure but not the flesh itself.  Still, it was enough to excite him and he felt his penis start to grow.  Slowly, it expanded until it filled the cage.  Then a curious thing happened.  It stopped growing.  It never got fully hard.  This was bad.  How would he get relief from all the horniness he was feeling if he couldn’t get hard?

“This might hurt a bit,” said Colby.

“Wait what?  Hurt?” asked Dylan.

Before another word was spoken, Colby grabbed the cage and yanked it hard to try to pull it off, tugging Dylan forward and nearly off the desk in the process.  Again, it didn’t budge.  So she tried twisting it, which pinched the flesh around Dylan’s penis.  The cage still didn’t budge.  She tried moving it from side to side and a combination of twisting and tugging.  None of it moved it an inch on his penis.  It was on there solid.  Even worse, the more she tried to pull it off without success, the more Dylan realized that he really would have no way to touch himself.  Somehow, he had been separated from his own penis!

“It’s on tight,” she said.

“Good,” said Caitlin.  “Can you touch him?”

Dylan already knew the answer to this and it didn’t make him happy.  Nevertheless, Colby now tried to poke her fingers through the bars.  She could basically touch the skin with the tips of her nails, but she couldn’t manipulate the skin.  Try as she might, there seemed to be no way to move the penis at all.

“Can you jerk him off?” asked Caitlin.

“No,” said Colby.

“Good.  Then it works.”  With that, Caitlin picked up her purse and dropped the key into her purse.  Next, she kissed Dylan on the cheek.  “Have a good day at work, honey,” she said.  Then she started toward the door.

“Wait a minute,” said Dylan.

“What?”

“You’re taking the key.”

“Yes, of course.”

“What if I need to take it off?”

“Why would you need to take it off?” asked his wife in an innocent tone of voice which spoke such volumes.  In particular, her tone noted that he was not going to win this and he better stop asking; she was in control.  He couldn’t leave it at that though, he was too nervous now that he knew how isolating it felt to have his penis locked away.  He needed to know that he would be able to jerk himself off.

“Are you going to take this off at home?” he asked.

She just smiled.  Then she left.

Dylan swallowed hard.


Chapter Twelve: “And A Maid Too”

—o—

After Caitlin locked Dylan’s penis away from contact, she left the office again, leaving Dylan in Colby’s eager hands.  Colby had lots of ideas in terms of how she wanted to remake Dylan into the perfect secretary/sex toy, even apart from playing with his penis.  She began by having a little fun at Dylan’s expense.

“Oh Dylan, sweetie,” called Colby out her office door.

Dylan bit his lip.  With this thing
 around his penis, he was in no mood for games.  To the contrary, what he really wanted was to get to the bathroom or somewhere else private, strip off his skirt, and see if he couldn’t get IT
 off his penis.  If he couldn’t do that then... well... he didn’t want to think about it.  But he was technically Colby’s secretary and he was tasked with obeying.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Dylan as he entered Colby’s office.

Dylan watched as Colby put her fingers on her desk near the edge.  There was a pencil there.  When her fingers touched the glass top of her desk, she flicked her fingers outwards and the pen flew through the air to the ground relatively near where Dylan currently stood.

“I seem to have dropped my pen.  Could you be a dear and pick it up for me?” asked Colby.

Dylan furrowed his brow.  “You didn’t drop it, you pushed it.”

“Nevertheless, it’s currently on the floor and I’d like you to pick it up.”

Dylan ran his tongue over his teeth.  He wanted to tell her to shove off, but he couldn’t do that.  Right now, he needed to behave if he was going to get out of this mess with his marriage intact and his penis free to be touched.  He looked down at the pen again.  This was humiliating, he suddenly though.  As he thought this, he felt his penis start to grow hard only to stop before it achieved anything more than less-flaccidity; the cage had stopped it cold.  He shuddered.

“Go on, sweetie,” said Dylan.

“Fine,” said Dylan.  He stepped over to the pencil and sort of bent over at the waist to grab the pencil.  It was an awkward move.

“Stop,” said Colby.  “That was the most unladylike job of bending over I’ve ever seen.  Let’s try it again, this time like a lady.”

“How do I do that?”

“You bend at the knees until you’re crouching down.  Then you grab it and stand up.”  She smiled.  “Oh, and when you bend, I want you to point your nice, curvy rear toward me and give it a little shake.”

Dylan blushed.  He had seen this before from the other angle.  He had seen women squat down like this, hanging their butts in the air in his direction.  The result of that maneuver was usually a beautiful shot of a round, sexy rear and a bulging erection in Dylan’s pants.  Indeed, the more he thought about it, this wasn’t just a matter of bending down to pick something up, what Colby was asking was a matter of flirting.

What choice did he have though?

“I need to behave to get this darn thing off,” he told himself.

Dylan did as instructed and felt like a fool doing it.  As he lowered himself, his butt felt positively bulbous.  Then he wiggled it and Colby whistled at him, embarrassing him greatly.  This, of course, caused his penis to try once more to grow erect.  And when that effort proved futile, his manhood felt weakened.  He had never guessed that bending over could be so emasculating.

This game wasn’t over yet either.  Over the next hour, Colby called him into her office five more times to make him pick things up she tossed to the floor.  The first couple times, she just watched.  The third time, she stood behind him and ran her finger over his butt.  The fourth and fifth times, she started giving instruction on ways to make him appear more “feminine,” as she called it; though it didn’t feel feminine so much as bimbo-ish.  This observation would prove rather prescient.

—o—

Dylan tottered through the door of his townhouse.  His wife followed after him; she had picked him up at Colby’s office and driven him home; she wasn’t going to let him drive dressed as a woman.  He had the distinct impression his wife was enjoying the view of watching him totter along in the tall heels and tight skirt with his rear shaking and his frustration wagging away inside a small metal prison of her choosing.  He could feel her smirk burning a hole in the center of his back as he wiggled down the hallway toward their bedroom.

“Did you enjoy your first day of living the fantasy?” asked his wife with a chuckle.

“It was hardly a fantasy.”

Caitlin smiled.  “Is that so?”

“Yes,” said Dylan unhappily.  It had been a hard day.  Or perhaps, it was more accurate to say it had been a difficult day, as “hard” wasn’t on the table.  Even now, his entire body seemed to tingle with frustration from all the turn-ons he could not satisfy owing to his inability to get an erection.

Caitlin set her purse on the table.  “You know, I know better don’t you?” she said.

Dylan stopped and turned to face his wife.  “About what?”

“I saw how turned on you were playing Colby’s little secretary.  I saw you sitting at your desk stroking yourself.  You couldn’t keep your hands off yourself, no matter the risk.”  She mimed him with his eyes half-closed as he jerked himself off.

Dylan’s jaw dropped.  “You saw that?!” he gasped.

“Of course.  You were hardly discreet.  Right out there in the hallway, Dylan,” she chided him.  “Where anyone could see!”

Dylan blushed.  Perhaps he hadn’t been careful enough.  Still, it was hard to blame him.  The sexual tension had been overwhelming.  Besides, that was before he lost the ability to touch himself.  He couldn’t do that now if he wanted to, not without his wife’s permission.

“I’ll have you know that nothing happened,” he said defensively.

“That’s a relief.”

Dylan rolled his eyes.  His frustration was making him edgy.  “Either way, the day is over.  I’m going to change, get out of these damn shoes and this tight skirt, and then relax.”  He started toward the bedroom.

“No, you’re not.”

Dylan stopped mid-stride.  “What do you mean?”

“You wanted this fantasy, so you’re getting it... all of it.  You wanted to be Colby’s sissy maid, well now you can be mine.  I’ve always wanted a maid and what better candidate than my sissy husband?”

Dylan furrowed his brow.  “You want me to be your maid now?”

“Yes.  And I believe I said, ‘sissy’ maid.”

“After spending the whole day working as a woman?  As a secretary?”

“Naturally.”

“So I’m supposed to be Colby’s girly slave at work and your sissy slave at home?” he asked unhappily.

His wife dismissed his tone.  She walked past him toward the bedroom, rubbing his chin between her fingers as she passed him by.  “And you’re going to love every second,” she said.

Dylan felt a shudder run down his spine.  “Maybe if you take this thing off!”

“I don’t think so.”

“But I can’t— I mean— As long as it’s on there, this is really frustrating.  It makes me tense.  It makes me feel like I’m going to explode.  It takes all of this from being so exciting and such pleasure to being pure punishme—”  Dylan froze mid-word.  He suddenly understood what was going on.  His shoulders slumped.  “This is how you’re punishing me.”

“It’s hardly punishment, darling.  I’m letting you live out your fantasy, only without the guilt of being unfaithful.  You should be thanking me.  Now come with me and let’s get you dressed,” said Caitlin.

“How long is this going to last?” he asked nervously as he tottered after his wife to the bedroom.

“Until I think you’ve learned your lesson.”

“I have learned my lesson,” he protested.

She laughed sarcastically.  “Nice try.”

A moment later, they reached the bedroom.  There he saw a frilly pink French Maid costume complete with pink high-heeled Mary Jane platform pumps, white stockings with ribbon tops, and white lace gloves.  It was an exquisitely humiliating outfit, which sent a shudder running down his spine and caused his penis to try once more to grow erect.

“You want me to wear that?” he asked, though he knew the answer.

“Of course.”

He wanted to tell her that this was truly unfair.  At another time, he would have worn this outfit with intense joy and enthusiasm, but right now it would be torture... but then, that was the point.  He knew that now.

“Get dressed, sissy,” said Caitlin.

Dylan sighed.  There was no way out of this, not if he wanted her to let him out of that device and if he wanted her to believe he had learned from his mistake, so he told himself to do as she said.  Hence, he set down his purse and then sat down and undid the buckles on his heels.  He pulled his feet from the spike high-heeled sandals he had worn all day.  It felt good to stretch his feet and he was actually dreading putting on the pink Mary Janes.

“I don’t suppose I can go without heels?” he asked hopefully.

“Nope.  The whole package.  You did it for Colby.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Dylan stood again and removed his skirt and blouse.  Soon he was down to the corset and his panties.  He slipped the panties off, exposing his penis prison.  He looked to his wife for help with removing the corset.

“No.  You’re going to keep wearing that.  It’s called shape training and you need a lot of it, darling,” said Caitlin.

Dylan groaned to himself.  Wearing the corset was difficult, probably even harder than wearing the heels.  This did not make him happy.  Nor did it make him happy that she seemed intent on keeping him under such tight control – heels, the corset, the device.  It was like being held prisoner in a bondage-like wardrobe that just didn’t look like bondage gear.  “Can I pee or do I need to ask permission for that first?” he asked out of frustration.

Caitlin snickered.  A sly smile crossed her lips.  Clearly, she hadn’t thought of this before.  “I think you should ask from now on.”

Dylan’s shoulders collapsed.  “Ugh!” he thought.  Another self-inflicted wound. He told himself he wouldn’t give her the satisfaction though.  “It’s all right,” he said.  “I don’t need to go anymore.”

“Now, now, darling.  Clearly you do.”

“It’s ok.  I’ll hold it.”

“No, dear,” she said.  She then took his hand.  “Come with me.”

Caitlin walked her husband to the bathroom.  Once there, she made him sit on the toilet.  She still held his hand.  This was highly embarrassing.  Her hand was warm and soft and comforting and that made him feel like an errant child... a girl child.  Plus, having her watch.  He shuddered.

“Go on, dear,” she said softly.

He blushed.  “I can’t.”

“Yes, you can.”

He shook his head.  “I really can’t.”

“Then we’re going to be here for some time.”

Dylan blushed even more.  “I can’t pee with you watching me, and I definitely can’t pee with you holding my hand.”

“You better learn, darling.  Or I’ll have to buy you a diaper.”

All the color left Dylan’s face.  Not only was it utterly humiliating that his wife might put him into a diaper – he couldn’t imagine letting her see him in it, she would never forget that image! – but everyone would see the outlines of the diaper through his tight skirt at work.  He would become the laughingstock, as if he wasn’t already.  Dylan closed his eyes and focused on peeing.  He had to do it.  It took several seconds, but he finally overcame the embarrassment and started peeing.

“That’s a good girl,” said Caitlin mockingly.

Dylan turned bright red.  He finished peeing though.

“From now on, you must ask my permission or Colby’s.  Do you understand?”

“Colby?!”

“Yes, Colby.  She’s your boss, darling.”

Dylan felt an intense sense of weakness wash over him.  He wanted to curl up into a ball and disappear.  How had he sunken so low?

“Now let’s get you dressed,” said his wife.

With that, Caitlin led Dylan out to the bedroom again.  Once there, she watched as he slipped into the crisp white panties and stockings and the sissy pink uniform.  Then he slipped into the sky-high pumps.  When he was dressed, Caitlin giggled.  This was turning out to be so much more exciting than she had expected.  The times they had played in the past when Dylan wore her panties and her bra had been interesting – perhaps a little daring or risqué – but not all that exciting.  This, this was different.  This was somehow much more raw, more erotic.  This came with a sense of power that really drove her motor wild.

“Is this good, Ma’am?” asked Dylan as Colby had trained him.  He then performed the perfect curtsey.  When he did, Caitlin felt an instant tremor deep within her.  It was nearly an orgasm and her panties became damp.

“Wow!” she thought.  She smiled.  “Yes, that’s fine.”

“What do you want me to do now?”

Caitlin smirked.  She dove into the chair behind her, flipped one leg over the other, and held out her foot, still in her high-heeled shoe from work.  She wiggled it at her husband.  “Take off my shoes.”

Dylan nodded his head and stepped over to his wife and expertly removed her shoe.  Dylan felt an electric charge race down his spine making him tingle when he touched her foot and her smooth ankle.  He wished he could get hard, but he couldn’t.  Meanwhile, she flipped her legs around and presented the other shoe.  He removed that one too.  She then stood up.

“Take off all my clothes, sissy girl,” she said.

Dylan smiled.  He liked stripping his wife, even if he was being punished.  He didn’t get too far though.  Dylan removed her dress and her pantyhose.  He even got her panties to the floor, but then Caitlin decided she could wait no longer.  She put her hands on his chest and drove him back onto the bed.  He fell into the middle of it.  She then climbed on top of him, straddling his hips with her knees.

“You’ve been such a bad girl, darling.  You’re making me really hot,” she declared.

“Are you going to take off the device?” asked Dylan hopefully.  His excitement grew.

She smiled at him and then flipped up his skirt, exposing his white panties.  She pulled the panties down beneath his balls revealing the metal cage beneath.  Dylan filled with hope.  He was so incredibly horny.  He needed this so badly.  He thought he might explode if he didn’t get this and it seemed as if she was going to remove the frustrating prison!

But then things changed.

Caitlin moved her knees forward toward his chest.  In so doing, she located her naked pussy right on top of the metal cage.  Her face was right over his.  Her hands held his wrists, pinning him to the bed.  Her eyes pierced his and she smiled a wolfish smile at him.

“How was your day, honey?” she asked with a giggle.

Without waiting for a response, Caitlin pressed her pussy down on the device spreading her lips with it.  Slowly, carefully at first, she began sliding her pussy up and down along the cage, feeling each metal bar tickle her sensitive tissue.  This made her tingle all over.  Her nipples stood at attention.  Her lips became so wet.  Her juices lubricated the cage, letting her pick up speed.

“Oh, that feels amazing,” she purred.

Dylan was utterly turned on.  He could feel the moist heat from his wife’s pussy all over his penis, even if he couldn’t feel her flesh.  It was like someone had put their mouth all around his penis and was breathing heavily on it, but without touching it.  It was the most erotic thing he had ever felt and easily one of the most frustrating.  It was pure teasing.

“Please, take it off,” he whispered.

She ignored him.  Instead, she started moving even faster, rubbing her pussy against the cage.  She was riding him now and the motion of her movements was causing Dylan to shake.

“Oh Dylan!” she moaned.

Dylan found himself breathing hard now too.  He was so turned on.

“Oh sissy girl!  Oh!” she half-moaned, half-exclaimed.

Dylan shuddered at being thought of by his wife as a sissy at this moment.  It was exciting, but stung as well.

Caitlin moaned again.

She was moving back and forth in a circular motion now.  He could feel her pushing and pulling, dragging herself over the device.  He could feel her lips slipping over each and every bar of the cage, several at a time.  If only he could touch her skin!  He wanted that so badly.

She moaned again.

Her moaning was turning him on so much!  If only he could get hard.

Caitlin finally reached that all-important point.  Her hands dug into his skin.  She held him so tightly.  Her breathing became erratic.  Her moan nearly turned into a scream.  “Sissy!!”

She pushed hard against him.

“Sissy!!”

She pushed once more.  Then she seemed to freeze.  And then she collapsed.

It was over.

His wife lay on top of him panting for breath.  Her juices had dripped all over the cage and his penis.  His penis was wet and sticky.  He had not come, however.  That was his punishment, enjoyment without satisfaction, a tense high without a relieving peak.  It was a difficult punishment... an ironic punishment, but he knew he deserved it.  Still, he prayed it ended soon or he might just explode.  Could a penis explode?  At this point, it certainly seemed possible.


Chapter Thirteen: “A Long Walk”

—o—

Dylan now knew what his wife had in mind by way of punishment, and a very Dante-like punishment it was.  Clearly, her plan was to make him experience everything he had tried wrongly to experience behind her back but be denied any joy from it, and an effective punishment it was.  It was like torture.

What he didn’t know yet was what this meant for his return to work the following day.  Obviously, it suggested he could expect continued teasing.  How much though?  That he did not know.

“I guess it depends on Colby,” he thought.

Indeed, it seemed Caitlin either had enlisted Colby in this or, at the very least, hadn’t forbidden Colby from continuing to have her fun.  That suggested Colby would continue toying with him, but again, how much?  History suggested that Colby would embrace this with gusto, probably to the point of making this torture unbearable.  Could he stop her or slow her by invoking the name of his wife, wondered Dylan?  Probably not, he decided, not after Caitlin specifically let Colby “test” the device.  But it was something to consider.  He certainly couldn’t just refuse her commands.

Not that it mattered anyways.  Even if Colby cut back on the teasing, his problems still wouldn’t go away.  “This isn’t likely to become just a ‘normal job’ under any circumstances,” he told himself, as no job where he had to work in a skirt and heels and a penis cage could ever truly be considered “normal.”

He sighed, not knowing any more than before about what to expect.

“I guess I’ll just have to see how Colby handles things.”

—o—

Dylan sat quietly in the passenger seat of their car with his purse on his lap as Caitlin pulled up before Colby’s building.  She had taken his license because she didn’t want him driving as a woman.  Plus, this gave her more control over where he could go without her help.  For Dylan, it added to his sense of helplessness.  She was his to control, and he had lost his independence.

“Have a nice day at work, dear,” said Caitlin as if there was nothing unusual about the way he was dressed or the job he now held.

“I’ll try,” said Dylan nervously.

She kissed Dylan on the cheek before shoving him out of the car.  Dylan smoothed the pencil skirt of his gray hounds tooth skirt suit, pulled his overcoat tightly closed, adjusted his purse on his shoulder, and unhappily marched into the building with his sharp black stilettos ringing off the concrete.  Caitlin watched him wiggle off before she left for her own job.

“I can do this,” he told himself as he tottered toward the building.

The closer he got, however, the more nervous he became, even though he had passed easily as a woman the day before.  Apparently, he was not going to get over his fears of exposure that quickly.

He rode up in the elevator without incident, though a man in a gray suit kept glancing his way, which embarrassed Dylan and caused him to grow as much of an erection as he could.  Caitlin had jokingly referred to these failed erections as his “flaccidrections” the prior night.  He tried not to think about that because it only made him hornier to have his impotence mocked.  He tried not to think of the man either, but the repeated glances from the man would not leave his mind.

“Why do men have to look at me?” he asked himself unhappily.

At least this one worked on a different floor.  And when the elevator door opened, Dylan fled the elevator as fast as he could in the tight skirt and tall, unstable heels, leaving the man to watch his swinging rear as he disappeared.  His “flaccidrection” pushed hard, but fruitlessly, once more to grow.  It seemed an erection was impossible, and with it any sort of relief.

“I need to find a way to get rid of this thing,” he told himself as he set his purse down on his desk.

“I’d like to see you in my office,” said Colby out her door.  He hadn’t even taken off his coat yet.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Dylan.

Dylan stripped off his coat, picked up his notepad from his desk, and walked into Colby’s office.

“Good morning.”

“Good morning, Dyldo,” said Colby, who stood by the door in a cream-colored pantsuit and a white blouse.  On her feet were neutral spike-heeled pumps and her tan stockings.  Her nails were painted peach.  Her blonde hair was pulled back in a ponytail.  She closed the door behind Dylan as he entered.  She then maneuvered him to the center of the office, after which she closed her blinds.

“Raise your skirt and drop your panties,” she said.

The unexpected nature of the command shocked Dylan.  He hadn’t even sat down at his desk yet and she already wanted to play with him?  This was going to be a difficult day.  He did as he was told though, and he unzipped the tight skirt and worked it down to his hips, exposing his black lace panties.  Then he pushed it further and it fell into a pile around his ankles.

“Sexy,” said Colby.  “I like black panties.”

Dylan blushed.  He did too.

“Panties come off too,” she added.

Dylan hooked his thumbs into the panties and pulled those down until he could drop them to his ankles as well.  His caged penis now came into view, as did his testicles, which hung beneath the cage.  Colby then stepped over to her desk and took her phone from her purse.  She came back and took several close-up photos of the cage from different angles.

“I’m going to study this,” she said.

“For what?”

“I’ll bet there’s a way to beat that device.”

Dylan smiled.  He imagined that Colby intended to find a way to break into the device so she could play with his penis.  He had no objection to that.  Indeed, the thought made him happy.  That wasn’t quite what she was thinking though; she wanted to make sure he didn’t find any way that they didn’t know about to free himself because she had found this extreme form of denial to be rather erotic.  It gave her an electric sense of power, which had resulted in some amazing dreams the prior night.

“All right, put your skirt back on.  Leave the panties though,” said Colby when she finished with the photos.

Dylan furrowed his brow.  “Leave the panties?”

“Yes.  I think you’ll like going without panties today.”

“I won’t.

“Then I’ll like you going without panties.  Either way,” said Colby.

Dylan thought this was silly.  What difference would it make going without panties?  After all, he wore a tight, heavy skirt which covered everything, what did the panties matter?  But when he went to make her morning coffee, he discovered that there was a difference.  For one thing, the cool air that rushed up his skirt now contacted his skin directly.  That made it feel cooler and more open, more exposed.  Moreover, without the panties providing a barrier for his balls – more psychological than practical – he got the sense that his balls were hanging out for all to see.  He also found himself worried that his balls were now showing.  Before, the panties held them back, out of the way.  That left the skirt smooth.  Now they were crushed directly against the skirt and he worried that the skirt might show an outline of them.  None of these concerns were valid, given the heaviness of the skirt, but it gave him a fearful thrill nevertheless.

Walking around proved embarrassing and exhilarating.

—o—

Dylan’s second day began much as the first had ended, after Colby examining the chastity device of course.  Colby spent the better part of the morning calling Dylan into her office to bend over and pick things up.  Whenever he did, she ran her fingers up his rear feeling his butt cheeks.  Her nipples were always hard when she finished, Dylan observed.  She was definitely highly turned on playing with him.

After a while she called Dylan into her office for something new.  “Today, you’re going to learn to walk,” she said.

Dylan sighed.  “I know how to walk.  I even know how to walk in heels.”

“You know how to walk, but you don’t know how to walk seductively.”

Dylan did not want to learn how to walk seductively.  Acting seductively in the office in any manner was not something he wanted.  For one thing, he wasn’t at all convinced that he could pass a close inspection.  Trying to be seductive would just draw attention to himself.  For another, who was he supposed to seduce?  That sounded dangerous.

But again, he had no choice.

The lesson began in the office with Colby showing him how to swing his hips by bringing his feet together in a nearly straight line, but then drifting each foot just slightly over the line.  This noticeably reduced his balance, but in the process, caused his rear to swing in an exaggerated motion.  He felt a bit like a slut walking like this.

Colby enjoyed the show.  “Oooh, girl, everyone’s going to be watching you!”

That’s what worried Dylan.  He would rather that no one watched him.

“Now pivot like I showed you and go back across the office,” said Colby, who was clearly turned on.

Dylan did as he was told.  It was another sexy maneuver.

“We need more space,” said Colby suddenly.

Dylan raised a nervous eyebrow.  Meanwhile, Colby opened her door and stepped out into the hallway.  She motioned Dylan to follow her, which he reluctantly did.  Soon enough, they were both standing exposed in the middle of the long hallway lined with attorney’s offices.

“The office makes up a giant square ultimately,” said Colby.  “There are four long hallways along the outer edge.  I want you to take your new sexy walk and walk the entire square until you come back to me.”

Dylan felt sick.  “You want me to walk once around the entire office?”

“Yes.  And make sure you swing your sexy little butt in the process,” said Colby with an enormous smile on her lips and hard nipples visibly pressing against her white silk blouse.

Dylan glanced both ways down the hallway.  This portion was empty at the moment, but he knew that wouldn’t last.  What would he do if he ran into someone and they laughed at the way he walked?

“Don’t be silly,” he told himself, “women walk like this all the time.  I’m sure no one will even notice.  It just seems unnatural or kinky to me because I’m a man and I’m not used to it.”

He hoped.

“But who knows what you’ll find?” he worried.  This would be the farthest he had ever ventured from the safety of his desk.  He had only met a handful of other people in the office so far; this seemed like a risky way to run into the rest.

“Are you sure about this?” he asked Colby.

Her smile grew as did the dampness in her panties.  “Oh yes.”

“Couldn’t I just walk up and down this part of the hallway?”

Colby shook her head.  “No.  I want everyone to see you.”

“What do I say if someone asks me where I’m going?”

“Tell them you got lost,” said Colby with a snicker.

Dylan didn’t like that answer.  It would make him seem stupid.  “I don’t know,” he said.

Colby snickered.  “Let’s put it this way, Dylan.  You’re going to do this and you’re going to do it as I trained you, or I’m going to make you stop before every male attorney’s office to drop your pencil and pick it up, wagging that sexy tight ass of yours in his door.”

The image horrified Dylan!

A deep breath later, Dylan put his first foot in front of the other and started off down the hallway.  His heart was pounding.  He kept telling himself that women did indeed walk like this, that this was nothing unusual, but the looks told him otherwise.  The first people he ran into were other secretaries.  Some of these looked amused.  Others looked a tad shocked.  Either way, their reactions told him what he needed to know.  So he tried to smile at them and move on as quickly as possible.

“Maybe this won’t be so bad if I stop swinging my butt,” he told himself.

He glanced behind himself to see if Colby had gone back into her office yet.  Unfortunately, he saw that she was slowly following him like some seductive shark.  There was an enormous grin on her face.

Dylan swallowed hard.  It looked like he would need to make the whole loop.

So he continued.

It didn’t take long before Colby’s game began to exceed her expectations... or was it sexpectations?  She thought Dylan might attract some attention – after all, he appeared to be a curvy young woman with a seductive walk; Colby figured someone would notice.  But mainly she wanted to enjoy the view herself as Dylan took his journey.  But the further Dylan went, the more young men began to appear in the hallway.

Suddenly, an idea occurred to Colby:  wouldn’t it be fun to dangle poor Dylan before these young men like bait?  The idea really excited her.  Not only would it be fun to watched Dylan humiliated by all that male attention, but she nearly wet herself at the prospecting of getting her male co-workers so worked up over such a “special” young woman.

Colby strutted after Dylan.

Ahead of her, a young man stuck his head out his door and watched Dylan walk down the hallway.  His eyes were glued to Dylan’s rear.  His mouth was slightly open and he was breathing hard.  His slacks were tenting up around the crotch.

“You’re drooling,” said Colby as she came up behind the young man.

“Your new secretary?” he asked.

“Sexy little thing, isn’t she?”

The young man chuckled.  As he did, Colby walked past him, grabbing his tie and tugging him along a few steps before letting go and continuing her pursuit of Dylan.  “What’s her name?” asked the young man behind her.

“Come find out.  You know where she sits.”

And they continued down the hallway.  Around the corner, another man stepped out of his office.  He was holding papers as if he meant to copy them, but his eyes never left Dylan’s rear.  Dylan could feel his eyes all over his rear.

Colby strutted up along side the man.

“Aren’t you married, Bill?” she asked.

“Not that
 married.”

“Aren’t you worried about your wife?”

“What my wife doesn’t know won’t hurt her.”

Colby snickered.  “I knew another man who thought like that.  Things didn’t end so well for him.”

And down the hallway they went.  By the time they got back to Colby’s office, Dylan’s feet were sore, his ego was buried in shame, and his penis dripped with precome it could never convert into an orgasm so long as the device remained in place.  He was horny and humiliated.  Colby was turned on.  In fact, Colby walked past him into her office and stripped off her cream-colored pants and her panties.  She sat down at her desk and called him into her office once more.  Dylan, who was rubbing his feet at his desk since he couldn’t figure out a way to rub his penis, walked into her office, knowing this was likely another attempt to tease him.  She sat behind her desk.

“I need a little ‘secretarial support,’ Dyldo,” said Colby.

“All right,” said Dylan, who was burning with horniness from his walk and all the sexual looks he had gotten from the men and the demeaning looks he had gotten from the women.  “What does that mean?”

Colby smirked.  “Close the door.”

Dylan closed the door.

“Now come over here,” she said.

Dylan cautiously walked over to where she sat.  As he did, she pulled back her chair, revealing that she had removed her pants and panties.  All she wore below the waist right now was her neutral high heels, her tan stockings, and a white garterbelt; above the waist she still wore her cream-colored suit jacket and her white blouse.  Her pussy was fully exposed.

“Uh... you’re naked,” said Dylan.

“Come here, Dyldo,” said Colby and she pointed to the floor between her legs.

Dylan bit his lip, but walked over between her out-spread legs.  When he reached that spot, she grabbed his skirt right where the device would be.  She felt its metal through his skirt.

“Are you hard?” she asked.

Dylan shook his head.

“You’re not hard even though you’re staring at this?” she asked and she pointed to her naked pussy.

Dylan blushed.  “The device doesn’t let me get hard.”

“Even at this?”

He shook his head again.

Colby snickered.  “That’s unfortunate.  Well, get down.  Let’s see what you can do with your tongue.”  She pointed to the floor again.  “Down boy.”

Using the chair arms to brace himself, Dylan lowered himself to his knees.  He didn’t need further instructions; he knew what she wanted, though he wondered if his wife would approve of this.  He then leaned his face forward until his lips touched hers.  They were moist and soft and warm.  They smelled a tiny bit musky.  He stuck out his tongue and slowly licked his wife’s best friend.  This was an exciting feeling to be sure, but he still didn’t get hard.

Colby leaned back and moaned.  “You’re very good at this,” she said.

She grabbed the back of his head and shoved him harder into her crotch.  He dug his tongue in deeper and kept licking.  Each stroke seemed to bring a gasp or a moan or something from her.

Her juices covered his lips and his chin.

“My old secretary never did this for me!” laughed Colby.

Dylan didn’t know what to say, so he said nothing.  He kept licking.  Up and down her lips.  Then he found her magic button and he ran his tongue over that roughly, causing her to gasp and dig her fingers into his wig.  She tightened the grip of her thighs on his head.

“Keep going!” she exclaimed.

Dylan pushed his tongue harder and faster.  Within seconds, he could feel Colby tensing up all around him.  Her body arched.  Her breathing seemed to stop, though her chest heaved.

“Keep going!” she exclaimed again.

And then she collapsed.

Her legs spread wide again, setting him free.  A moment later, she giggled.  She reached down beneath his skirt and worked her hand up toward his penis.  “Was it as good for you as it was for me?” she giggled.

Her hand found his penis.  It was soft and still inside its cage.

“Apparently not,” she said.

Dylan bit his lip.  Sadly, it was true.  As exciting as this had been, he hadn’t gotten hard.  His penis had tried, but it just couldn’t seem to get past the resistance of the cage.  It couldn’t become more than a flaccidrection.  It seemed he was doomed to remain flaccid.

Colby pushed Dylan away and stood up.  She pulled her panties and her cream-colored slacks back into place.  She looked remarkably businesslike again for a woman who had just had an orgasm.

“You can go back to your desk for now,” she said.


Chapter Fourteen: “Office Bimbo”

—o—

Over the next two days, Colby formulated her plan.  What had begun as her just enjoying the view of Dylan acting overly-feminine for her own amusement had turned into a kinky plan to manipulate the males of the office.  She was going to present Dylan to them as an oversexed bimbo and encourage them to hit on him.  Watching all these masculine males unknowingly pursue a feminized male would be intensely erotic for her.  It would be the joke of the year.  And then, perhaps, if it suited her, she would let them know one by one what Dylan really was.  She would have every male in the office by the balls if she did that.

As part of this plan, not only did she have him take periodic walks, but she made him swing his rear seductively whenever he walked.  She also taught him to flirt with his eyes with any male who came to his desk, a number that grew steadily.  Even worse, she began making him go to different males she knew were interested and ask them to teach him how to do various simple tasks he should already know, like changing the coffee filter in the break room and adding paper to a copier.  She figured this would come across as flirting.

Dylan was starting to wonder about this himself.

“So when you ask Owen for help with how to change the coffee filter, make sure you giggle.  He’ll like that,” said Colby with a smirk.  She was very wet giving these instructions.

“Why do I need to ask that?” he asked.

“Giggle?”

“Why do I need to ask about the coffee filter at all?  It’s really not that hard to figure out and any decent secretary should know how to do it,” said Dylan.  “It’s making me seem stupid to ask things like that.”  He didn’t say what was really bothering him, which was that the males in the office seemed fawningly interested in helping him with these ridiculous tasks and he wondered if this wasn’t all coming across as him flirting to them.

“Because I want you getting the full experience,” said Colby.

“What experience?”

“Of being a woman.”

“How is this the full experience of being a woman?” he asked.

“Men often think women are stupid just because they’re women.  I’ve heard you make statements like that, whether you realized it or not.  Men also think that when women talk to them, they’re interested in them sexually.  You’ve done that too.  Now that the shoe is on the other foot, so I want you to have that experience.  I want every man in this office to think you’re the biggest, flirtiest bimbo in the office.”

Dylan’s stomach tightened.  He’d seen women get reputations as bimbos before and that was the last thing he wanted.  “You do know how men see women they think of as bimbos, don’t you?”

“Of course.  Oversexed.  Easy.  Stupid.  That’s going to be you, darling.”

Dylan’s jaw dropped.  “What?  Why?”

Colby smiled a horny smile and she ran her fingers over his skirt right over the cage holding his penis in place, a penis she knew could not get hard.  “Every man in this office is going to walk around with an erection because of you.  Every time they think about you, every time they see you, they are going to get hard as a rock.  And not one of them will know that you’re really a man.”

Dylan felt sick.  He felt sick because this sounded risky.  What if someone found out the truth?  He felt sick because Colby’s plan was all but guaranteed to work and there was nothing he could do about it.  He felt sick at the idea that a group of men would be walking around with erections because of him.  And most of all, he felt sick because that idea seemed to turn him on.  Indeed, his penis started to grow once more.  As usual, it failed, but it seemed to get closer to being hard than it had been since his wife put the device in place.

“I’m going to throw up,” he said and he started to bend over.

“No, you’re not,” said Colby with a laugh.  She grabbed his arm and ushered him to his door.  “Trust me, Dyldo.  If you weren’t wearing that thing, you would be squirting come all over my office like a fire hose at this idea.  I know you, sissy.  Now go see Owen.”

With that, she pushed him out into the hallway.

Dylan slowly made his way across the office to the break room next to Owen Jordan’s office.  As has become the custom, men seemed to mysteriously appear in the office as he walked past, bearing all manner of excuses for their suddenly leaving their offices.  This time, Dylan found himself sneaking peeks at erections and feeling utterly humiliated every time he found one.

—o—

Later that day, Dylan sat at his desk.  He was a nervous wreck.  Everywhere he looked, men seemed to be turned on by him.  He didn’t know how to handle it.  What was worse, Colby loved that this was happening.  It seemed to excite her.  Dylan didn’t doubt that it even turned her on.  He wondered if he should mention this to his wife.  Surely she didn’t intend for him to be offered up by Colby to be pursued by men!  Although, this was really embarrassing and Dylan wasn’t sure he could even bring it up to his wife.  Did he want her knowing?  Dylan was considering this when a rather handsome man in a black suit walked right past him into Colby’s office.

“Colby, Colby, Colby, how’s my favorite attorney-ette?” asked the man.

“Hi Carl.”

“Have you considered my offer?” he asked as he dropped a file on Colby’s desk.

“Yep,” said Colby as she picked up the file.

“And?”

“And it’s still the same answer.  No chance.”

The man let out a deep laugh.  “That’s too bad.  I need someone to clean my place, and I just happen to have a nice French maid uniform which would look fantastic on you.”

Colby rolled her eyes.  “Carl, you’ll wear that uniform long before I ever do.”

“You’ll come around,” said Carl.  Then he leaned closer to Colby and he spoke more softly, though Dylan still could hear him.  “Who’s your new secretary?  She’s really hot!”

“That’s Dylan.”

“You should invite her to join us.”

“There is no ‘us’.”

“There could be.  And now there could be three of us.  I have two uniforms.”

Colby snorted a laugh and shook her head.  “You’re a pig, Carl,” she said in a surprisingly playful tone.

“So I’m told.  Well, read the file and give me a call when you’re up to speed,” said Carl and he basically danced back out of the office.  As he passed Dylan, he winked.  “Welcome aboard, Dylan.
”

“Who was that?” asked Dylan of Colby.

“That’s Carl.”

“Carl?”

“He’s the managing partner.  He’s also quite the playboy in his own mind.  He’ll chase anything in a skirt,” said Colby.

“Anything?”

“Anything.  Watch your private parts for fingerprints when he’s around.”  Colby said this seriously, but she smiled as she said it, leaving Dylan wondering what exactly their relationship was.

—o—

Caitlin smirked as she watched her husband enter their house that evening.  She was walking several paces behind him, enjoying how feminine he had become.  At first, she saw this as a punishment she needed to endure to save her marriage, but she quickly had begun to see the erotic excitement in it.  That wasn’t what was causing the smirk at the moment though.  This time, it was his walk.

“That’s an interesting walk you’ve picked up,” she said.

Dylan shuddered.  He was afraid of that.  Indeed, it struck him today when he ventured to the bathroom that he was still doing the sexy walk Colby had demanded of him the past few days without any instruction that he do it.  “Is it possible that all of this ‘practice’ is changing the way I walk?” he asked himself at the time.  Unfortunately, there was no way to know for sure.  With his wife’s question, though, the answer seemed to be leaning toward “yes.”

“Walk?” he said as innocently as he could manage.

“Yep.”

“What walk?”

His wife snickered.  “You’re telling me you don’t realize how much your hips are swinging?  How much your butt is shaking?”

“Really?” asked Dylan, trying to sound indifferent as he made his way to the bedroom to change into his maid uniform; this is what happened now when they got home.

“Nice try, Dylan.  Do you want to tell me about it?”

Dylan shrugged his shoulders and set his purse down on his dresser.  “I’m not sure what you’re talking about.  It must be the heels... or the device you make me wear,” lied Dylan.

Caitlin sighed.  Dylan’s lack of openness and truthfulness had been her biggest issue with him since she had caught him playing with Colby.  It seemed that he had not learned his lesson in that regard yet.  This walk was not the result of the heels or the device.  It was a definite change that had occurred over the past few days.  Either Dylan had adopted it himself to appear more feminine – or perhaps “slutty” was the better word – or it was something Colby had done.  Either way, he should have told her the truth.  He didn’t.  That meant she still couldn’t really trust him to be open with her; the punishment would continue.

“Some day, you’ll figure this out, Dylan,” she said beneath her breath.

She would call Colby later to see what was going on with the walk.  In the meantime, she decided, Dylan could get to work.

“Get dressed and meet me in the kitchen,” she said.  She turned to leave, but stopped at the door.  “Oh, and since you say this walk is just the natural result of what you’re wearing, I expect you to keep it up.”

Dylan bit his lip.

—o—

Dylan’s reputation around the office was taking a difficult turn.  Indeed, it didn’t take long before most of the men were infatuated with this gorgeous, curvy new secretary who sashayed around seductively on high heels and always seemed to be showing off her butt by dropping things... lots of things.  The excitement level was quite high.

At the same time, Dylan’s reputation among the women was proving to be rather different.  Few of them didn’t see through Dylan’s flirtatious actions.  This bothered the single women the most.

“She’s a natural flirt,” said Arianne.

“A real tease,” added Kelli.

“She’s after every man in the office,” growled Debbie.

“Fortunately, Owen would never fall for her,” said Henrietta.  Henrietta was the eldest, the most senior, and the unofficial top secretary in the office.  When there was a problem that affected the secretaries, she typically took it upon herself to speak for the secretaries.  She had never liked Colby either, and she had been positively frigid to Dylan since his arrival.

“She has hit on Owen a couple times.”

“I think he even helped her put paper in the copier,” added Kelli.

Henrietta’s expression remained as stone, her natural state, but it was clear to the others that she was angry.  Henrietta saw Owen as her property.

“No one can be as stupid as she pretends to be,” said Arianne.

“I wouldn’t call her stupid.  She’s got half the men in the office wrapped around her little finger.  All she has to do is bat her eyelashes helplessly and they come running to do whatever menial task she claims she can’t handle,” complained Kelli.

The women glared angrily into their cups of coffee.  Some of what they were feeling was jealousy.  Some was... well, actually, most of it was jealousy.  Either way, each vowed to themselves that, one, they would perhaps start to dress a little more provocatively like Dylan, and two, Dylan better hope she never needed their help because it wasn’t coming.

And while all of this was going on, Colby was having the time of her life.  She found herself completely turned on by taking Dylan, the shy and reserved engineer, the closet cross-dresser, and turning him into a spectacle of over-sexed femininity.  What’s more, knowing that he was locked up and couldn’t get a moment’s relief for this filled her with such a sense of erotic power that she was almost always wet the moment she saw him and her pussy seemed to tingle constantly.  She was bubbling over with sex at the moment.  Consequently, she made Dylan spend time under her desk every day now, which led to a rather interesting moment a few days later.

Colby sat at her desk.  Her black pants and black panties were in her drawer.

Dylan was under Colby’s desk.

With Dylan under the desk and Colby tucked underneath as well, no one could see what they were doing.  In fact, even if someone were to barge into Colby’s office, they would see nothing unless they either dropped to their knees to peek under the desk or came around behind it.

“Hmm, to the left, Dyldo,” purred Colby.

Dylan did as he was told and moved his tongue to the left.  Colby’s juices were all over his lips and chin and his lipstick was smeared on her lips.

“Yes!  That’s it,” exclaimed Colby.  Her eye twitched.

Almost the identical moment of her exclamation, there came a knock on the office door.  “Colby, it’s Henrietta.  I need to speak with you for a moment,” said the woman who had knocked.

Colby froze.

“I can’t let her in here,” she thought, “not without my pants!”

But she couldn’t refuse either.  That would be even more suspicious.  Nor could she just ignore her as it seemed pretty obvious she must have heard Colby’s voice when she exclaimed her pleasure.  Maybe she hadn’t heard?

“I need to speak with you about Dylan.”

Colby raised an eyebrow.  “She knows!” she gasped.

There was no way Colby could refuse to let her in at this point.  If she knew something about Dylan or, even worse, she knew something about what Dylan was doing right now
, then Colby needed to address this head on.  Maybe she could talk her way out of it?  That is what she did for a living after all.

Colby leaned her head under the desk.  “Don’t move a muscle, Dyldo, don’t say a word.  I need to talk to Henrietta.  Stay perfectly still and quiet.  She can’t see you, so don’t attract any attention to yourself!”

“But you’re not wearing pants!”

“Obviously, Dyldo, but I can’t very well tell her to hold on while I put my pants back on, can I?  Now do as you’re told.”  She jabbed her finger toward Dylan for emphasis.  “Total silence!
”

Dylan bit his lip.  This sounded like a horrible idea.

Colby picked up her phone and held it to her ear.  Then she called out, “Come in, Henrietta.”

The door opened and a moderately attractive but dour older woman appeared.  She wore a black dress with a tight bodice and a long flowing skirt.  On her feet were mid-heeled pumps.  Her graying hair was up in a sort of modern beehive.  She had a perma-scowl on her face.

“I’m on the phone,” said Colby.

Henrietta shook her head.  “I’ll wait.”

Colby twisted her lips and took a deep breath.  Her heart was pounding and she felt sweat building under her arms.  She could get fired if this was what she thought it was.  She needed to do this now.  So she nodded her head and told the empty phone line she would call them back.  Then she motioned Henrietta to sit in one of the chairs before her desk.  That would at least prevent her coming around the desk and discovering that Colby wasn’t wearing pants or that Dylan was under the desk... unless she already knew that.

Fortunately, Henrietta took the seat.

“What can I do for you?” asked Colby cautiously.

Henrietta crossed her legs and set her file on her lap.  “We need to do something about Dylan,” she said.

“Dylan?  What about Dylan?”

Henrietta ran her tongue over her teeth.  She was clearly uncomfortable, even as she affected a certain air of smugness in her manner.  “Haven’t you noticed the effect she’s having?”

Colby shrugged her shoulders.  “What effect?”

Henrietta blushed.  “She’s walking around seductively... flirting with all the male attorneys.”

“Are they complaining?”

“Well, no, but others are.”

“Others?  Like who?” asked Colby.

“Some of the other staff.  Some of my girls.”

“And they’re upset because of the way Dylan walks?”

Henrietta nodded her head.  “Precisely.  It’s very seductive.”

“I hardly think we can condemn her for having a sexy walk,” said Colby.  Then she slipped her hand beneath her desk to her lap and she pointed at her lips, telling Dylan what she wanted.

Dylan leaned forward and ran his tongue up and down her moist lips.

“But it’s more than that,” countered Henrietta.  “I have complaints about her bending over to show her rear.”

“You mean she walked up to someone and just bent over?”

“Well, no,” said Henrietta.  Her tone suggested that she was starting to believe that Colby was toying with her, which she was by this point as it was becoming clear that Henrietta had nothing but a general complaint and was merely trying to stir up trouble; this brought Colby tremendous relief.

“What did she do then?”

“She would drop something and then bend over to pick it up.”

“Well, we certainly can’t punish her for picking up things she dropped.”

“But it wasn’t just that... it’s the way
 she picks them up.”

“Which is what?” asked Colby.

“Sexual.
”

Colby snickered at the obvious horror this whole thing was causing Henrietta, who was known to be rather prudish.  This was not the first time Henrietta had tried to get other secretaries fired for being too sexy.

Meanwhile, Henrietta exhaled her frustration quietly.  “It’s not just her actions, it’s the response to her actions.  I’ve been getting complaints from my girls that she’s distracting the male attorneys and that they are acting... awkwardly.”  Her tone was cautious, but conveyed disgust.

“Let’s be clear, Henrietta, they aren’t ‘your girls.’”

“I mean that more in the sense that I feel protective of them.”

“And,” continued Colby, “I hardly think we can blame Dylan for the way the male attorneys are responding to her.”

Henrietta straightened in her chair.  “But I have been told of two instances, where male attorneys appeared to retreat to their office to, um— well— fondle themselves
.”  Henrietta said this in a way which sounded positively scandalized.

Colby felt herself get even wetter at the idea of some of the males masturbating after their interaction with Dylan.  She hoped he heard that.  He had and he felt utterly humiliated.  He even stopped licking Colby, until she tapped her pussy with her finger again.  She then put a very serious look on her face.  “Something definitely needs to be done about that!”

Henrietta raised a happily surprised eyebrow.  “I’m glad you agree.”

“Absolutely.”

“I thought you might not agree.  I thought I would need to take this issue to Mr. Donetz.”  That was Carl, the head of the firm, and technically Colby’s boss as the managing partner.

“Not at all.  Yes, something needs to be done,” said Colby.  She paused.  “Have you spoken with either attorney?”

Henrietta pursed her lips.  “Spoken to the attorneys?” she repeated coldly.

“Yes.  The ones who, you know... fondled
 themselves.”

Henrietta’s face again turned to stone.  That clearly wasn’t what she had intended.  “Well, no,” she said cautiously.

Colby giggled to herself.  “That’s where you need to start.  Do be a dear and tell me what they say when you confront them.  They shouldn’t be... fondling
 themselves in the office.  They should be terminated if that’s true.”

Henrietta glared at Colby.  There was no way she would confront either male attorney over this.  She wanted Dylan fired, not the attorneys.  Now it was clear that Colby would be of no help.  So she disingenuously thanked Colby and rose to her feet.  Then she started toward the door.

Colby stopped her.

“As an aside, Henrietta.  Dylan is a fantastic secretary.  She’s fast, efficient and does high quality work.  While it’s been clear that many of the male attorneys are attracted to her, she hasn’t let that interfere with her work.  I’m sorry you’re having problems with them, but it seems to me that the answer to your problem lies in getting some control over the attorneys, not in seeking to punish Dylan for having an apparently seductive walk or supposedly picking too many things up in the office.”

Henrietta’s face became like a stone once more.  She showed no emotion, but Colby could see in her eyes that she knew she had been thwarted.  She would never attempt to complain about any of the attorneys and Colby had made it plain she would need to do that before she could do anything to Dylan.  There was intense anger behind her cold eyes.

“Good day, Henrietta,” finished Colby.

“Good day,” said Henrietta and she disappeared down the hallway.

Colby let out a loud laugh when she was gone.  Then she peeked beneath the desk.  “That woman is not a fan of yours.”  She then tapped her pussy once more.  “Finish your project.”


Chapter Fifteen: “The Boss”

—o—

It seemed like another one of Colby’s silly missions meant to make everyone think Dylan was a bimbo, but it wasn’t.  She had sent Dylan all the way across the office to use a copier.  Usually, when she sent him across the office, it was with a purpose in mind that involved flirting with some male attorney.  Today though, it was just that all the copiers on their side of the office were being used for a large project.  Either way, Dylan found himself tottering across the office in a light blue skirt suit with a short skirt, one of the first short skirts he had worn.  It felt risqué to him and he worried about exposing his panties... and worse.

Adding to his worries about exposure, it always seemed that all eyes were on Dylan whenever he moved through the office.  None of that helped his flaccidrection problem.  To the contrary, whenever he caught someone watching him or he saw a poorly hidden erection poking out the pants of some attorney, he found himself getting hard.  Though, as had been the case for several weeks now, he never achieved it.  He had hoped his horniness might start to fade, knowing he could not satisfy it, but it just kept going and going.

“How can I be so horny?” he asked himself.

He didn’t have an answer.  Although, he thought he was starting to notice a change.  He wasn’t sure what it was yet, but something about being feminized and essentially having no dick was starting to become easier to take.  He didn’t know if that was a good thing or a bad thing yet, though, or even if it was real or just in his imagination.

Dylan kept walking.

Owen and Tom stood by a watercooler.  Owen’s pants were tented out.  Tom’s seemed to be expanding as Dylan approached.  Dylan felt his own penis respond in kind as far as it could.  Both greeted him and Dylan returned a blushing “Hello” as he had been instructed.

He walked past.

After a few turns and a long hallway, Dylan reached one of the only copiers not currently in use.  It sat in a small alcove across from the desk of Henrietta.  She had never been kind to Dylan from the get go and having heard her talking to Colby he understood why.  It was a strange feeling to find himself the object of feminine jealousy.  In some ways, perhaps, it was the most damning comment to his masculinity.  Again, his penis tried to grow in response to this thought.  Again, it failed.

“Hello Henrietta,” said Dylan.

The woman shot him a stone-faced glare.  “Dylan,” she said in a tone so dripping in ice it made Dylan shiver.

“I need to use the copier,” he said.

“I won’t stop you.”

“Good to know,” said Dylan almost sarcastically, only he didn’t want to provoke her to take further action against him.  Hence, he turned and finished his journey to the copier.  There, he arranged his papers and started working.  He could feel Henrietta sitting behind him though, staring at his back with utter contempt.  That made his skin crawl and he soon found himself wanting to turn around and confront her, only that wasn’t wise.  He didn’t need the trouble.  Besides, he wasn’t sure he would win a confrontation while wearing a miniskirt and five-inch heels.

Touch!

Dylan jolted to attention.  A hand had landed on his butt cheek and was squeezing it.  An image of the old crone Henrietta with her hand on his butt and a scowl on her cackling face flooded his mind and he cringed and simultaneously spun around determined to knock this woman on her butt!

To his utter shock, it wasn’t Henrietta who had touched him.  The hand belonged to the firm’s manager, Carl.

“Hi, I’m Carl Donetz,” said Carl with a sort-of-perverted smile on his face.  “Have we met?”

Dylan was stunned.  He had no idea what to do or say.  His lips began to move, but no sound came out.  Then he shook his head.  “N— not really, sir.  I mean, once.  I’m— I’m new,” he stuttered.

“I thought I had seen you around here.  I’m Carl.  Carl Donetz.”

Carl held out his hand to shake Dylan’s.  Dylan automatically responded by sticking out his own limp hand – this had quickly become the way he handled handshakes, having learned this from the other women.  Carl took Dylan’s hand and shook it.  His hand was warm and his grip was strong, which made Dylan feel effete for offering such a limp shake himself.

“And you are?” asked Carl.

“Dylan.”

“Who do you work for?” asked Carl.  There was a strange smile on his face.

“I work for Colby,” said Dylan.

“That’s right!”  Carl raised an eyebrow.  “But what are you doing over here?” he asked with a laugh.

“I came to use the copier.  The copiers on our side are all being used for a project,” he said and he giggled stupidly, as had become his custom.  He felt so small when he did this without orders though.  Then he instinctively took his hair, as Colby had taught him, and he twirled it around his finger.  Again, he felt small.

Carl smiled.  “Well, you’re welcome over here any time.”

“Thanks,” said Dylan softly.

Carl looked at his watch.  “Gotta run.”

He then reached out his hand at waist-level and smacked Dylan on the rear.  Only, the smack didn’t end with the THUD one might expect.  It ended with Carl’s hand planted firmly on Dylan’s rear for a second time, squeezing his cheek.  Dylan’s penis shot to attention in response.  Yes.  It actually jumped to attention!
  Somehow... it got hard!  This threw Dylan into a panic.  His eyes shot down to his crotch, expecting to see something terrifying.  He had a vision of his penis, having escaped the cage somehow and then popped out from under the miniskirt, standing out in the open for all to see as the remains of the cage fell to the floor between his feet.

That didn’t happen, but Dylan was still shocked.  In fact, his shock was probably greater now because he didn’t understand how he could be hard if the cage remained in place!

“I’m hard!  How did that happen?!” he gasped to himself.

Dylan stared helplessly at his crotch; he could see nothing.  Something must have gone wrong with the device, he told himself, as he was genuinely hard.  But did the device break or did something go wrong with his penis?  Was it possible his penis got hard and then the cage broke it somehow?  He was hard all right, but it was oddly uncomfortable and even a little painful.  Was it now bent in the shape of the cage?  Could a penis even bend like that?  Could it break?

Meanwhile, Carl walked away, pealing his hand off Dylan’s rear.  “See you ’round,” he chuckled.

Dylan raced back toward his desk intent on getting the skirt off to see what had happened.  A vision of a twisted penis passed before his eyes.  He moved as quickly as he could, though he moved awkwardly too, terrified of causing more damage.  He kind of skipped.

He came to the restroom and ducked inside.

Dylan rushed into a stall and pulled up the short skirt.  He pulled his panties down to his thighs.  Everything was exposed.  He examined the device and his penis.  It all seemed all right.  It just seemed that his penis was harder than it had been able to get up to now, but it wasn’t broken or twisted; it was still in the cage.  Nor was it as hard as it got outside the cage.  It had just been some time since it managed to get even this hard, so it caught Dylan by surprise.

He felt like a fool.  How could he be so out of touch with what an erection felt like?

Then something worse hit him:  “Oh my God!  He grabbed my butt!”  He had gotten “hard” over a man touching his rear.  This was one humiliation he wasn’t going to admit to Colby or his wife.  Dylan pulled the skirt and panties back into place and returned to his desk, vowing to keep this incident to himself.

—o—

Later that night, Caitlin invited Colby over for dinner.  Dylan was going to cook.  He had been learning all the domestic arts as part of Caitlin’s project to turn him into the idea housewife.  She had even changed his “uniform.”

“Welcome, Ma’am,” said Dylan as he met Colby at the door.  He wore a 1950’s style housedress complete with a wide belt, a fitted bodice and a wide, flared skirt.  The skirt hung to the top of his calves.  The dress was white with large red polka-dots.  On his feet were cherry red high-heeled pumps with open toes and slingback.  They had white polka-dots.  His hair, which had been growing, though he couldn’t yet go without the wig to work, was pulled back in a ponytail.

Dylan curtseyed.

Colby smiled.  “Very nice.”

Dylan blushed.  “Thank you, Ma’am.  It was Miss Caitlin’s idea.”

Colby snickered.  “Miss
 Caitlin.  I like that.  It’s very submissive.”  She then handed her purse to Dylan, who took it, before she slipped out of her overcoat and handed that to him as well.  Dylan placed the coat in the closet and set the purse on the table by the door.  He then led Colby to the living room, where Caitlin sat on the couch reading a magazine.  She wore an almond-colored sweater, white slacks and snakeskin loafers with moderately high heels.  Her legs were curled up beneath her.

“Caitlin!” exclaimed Colby happily.

Caitlin smiled back at her.  She rose to her feet and the two women hugged.  “I’m glad you could make it.”  She turned to her husband.  “Dylan, get us some drinks.  Then go check on dinner.”

“Yes, Miss,” said Dylan.

“I’m training him to be a housewife,” said Caitlin when he left.

“I see that.”

“He finds it very embarrassing, so it’s a good test of his obedience.”

Colby nodded her head.  “Is he still wearing the device at home?”

Caitlin nodded.  “Yes.”

“Are you planning to take if off any time soon?”

Caitlin shrugged her shoulders.  “I would like to.  I’d love to play with him, but until his ego finally breaks and he starts being open and honest with me, his punishment needs to continue.”

“He’s still not being honest with you?”

Caitlin shook her head.  “He has yet to admit any of the things you’re doing to him.  Something strange happened today too, but he won’t tell me what it is.  I see hints of it, but he’s keeping it all secret.  I can’t trust him if he keeps everything secret.  So his lesson continues.”

Colby snickered.  “Well, let me tell you, it’s one heck of a lesson.”

“How so?”

“I’ve been doing my best to keep him horny, like you asked, and it’s gotten to the point that you can almost feel his horniness emanating from his pores like body heat, but he can’t do a thing about it.  I’ve seen him do his best to get through the device.  I’ve seen him try any number of things to masturbate at his desk.  I’ve seen him try to squeeze his crotch or pull on his balls.  But none of it works and that’s made him tense, nervous, and weak.  There are times I just run my fingers over his cage and I think he’s going to cry.  At other times, he’s practically begging me to believe that he’s a good boy in the hopes that I’ll help him somehow.”

Caitlin nodded her head.  “He’s done the same here.”  She thought about the prior night where she mounted her husband and rode him such a way as to use the cage to masturbate herself.  When it was over, Dylan looked like he was going to cry or beg or something.  He then became the sweetest, most submissive creature for the rest of the night.

“At some point, I think this is going to change him.”

“Let’s hope,” said Caitlin.

Colby smiled a wicked smile.  “Speaking of change, have you noticed his walk?”

The same wicked smile appeared on Caitlin’s face now too.  “I have.”

“I started that as a bit of a joke.  I thought it would be funny if he had a more seductive walk around some of the men at the office.  Before I knew it, he was doing this sexy walk thing all the time.”

Caitlin nodded her head.  “I know.  I saw him do it out of habit I guess and I started making him do it here all the time too.  Plus, I’ve got him in heels all the time now.  I read somewhere that if you wear heels exclusively, you can shrink certain tendons and muscles and you end up basically needing to wear them.  I’ve been watching him and I think that’s true.  I’m going to spring it on him soon.  Maybe if he starts to think these changes are permanent, then he’ll finally give in.”  Her smile widened.  “Beside, I think he’s cute in heels and I kind of like the idea of him wearing them from now on.”

“Even when you let him go back to being a man?”

“Who said I was going to let him do that?”

Both women giggled.

“I’ll snoop around and see if I can find out what happened at the office that he might not have told either of us about.”

Caitlin nodded her head.  At this point, Dylan came to the living room with drinks.  He served his wife and Colby.  Then he curtseyed and he returned to the kitchen.  He felt so servile serving them.

Colby sipped her drink.  “It would be hard to give up having a servant.”

Caitlin giggled.  “Yes, it would.”  She sipped her drink now too.  “Speaking of the men in the office, how are they reacting to Dylan?  Or should I ask, how is Dylan reacting to them?”

Colby snickered... almost snorted really.  “You’re not going to believe this!”

“Spill, girlfriend!”

Colby leaned closer as if this were a secret.  “I told you about the walk.  Well, I’ve combined that with some basic flirting elements and I’ve set him loose to do these things with all the boys in the office.  The result?  He’s driving them wild!
  They are falling all over themselves to try to win him over.”

“Really?!” gasped Caitlin.  “Dylan is flirting with men?”

“Not by choice, but yes.  And they are responding!”

Caitlin raised an eyebrow.  “Like how?”

“Their eyes won’t leave his rear, for one thing.  Half of them are hard the moment they see him.”

“Now that’s ironic!”

“I’m enjoying it, let me tell you.  One even bought him flowers!” said Colby with a laugh.

Caitlin exhaled frustratedly.  “See, this is what I mean about him not being open and honest with me.  I’ve heard none of this.  He’s never mentioned any flirting, any erections or any flowers.  I’ve told him I expect him to tell me everything, but he isn’t.  How am I supposed to interpret that?  All I know is that it means he still thinks he can pick and choose what he wants to tell me.”


Chapter Sixteen: “Milking”

—o—

When Caitlin first placed the device on Dylan’s penis, Colby found the idea rather curious.  After all, she like having sex and Caitlin’s plan necessarily involve denial for both parties, or so it seemed a little self-defeating.  Then she began teasing Dylan as Caitlin wanted.  The first time she saw him completely turned on but helpless to do anything about it, she got her first glimpse of the thrill of controlling a man’s penis.  She wasn’t the one ultimately in charge though, so this was only a glimpse.  But the more she teased Dylan, the greater the sense of power she felt.  This turned her on.  Soon, she found herself looking for ways to intensify this power.  That meant finding new ways to take Dylan to the edge and then stopping before he could get any release from what she had done.

It was late afternoon.

Dylan sat at his desk hugging his cup of coffee with his hands.  Out of view beneath the desk, his legs were tightly crossed, crushing his balls and the cage beneath his upper thigh.  The crushing pressure seemed to help relieve the tension to a degree, though it wasn’t that effective.  It was a bit like poking the skin near an itchy wound because the pain of the poke temporarily outshone some portion of the itch... a risky half-measure at best which threatened to cause the itch to double.

“I’ve got to get this thing off,” he said.

He was pretty sure his eye just twitched.

“There must be some way to get some relief!”

He imagined attacking it with a saw or screwdriver, but he knew that would end in injury.  He thought about trying to steal the key, but he had no access to his wife’s purse.  He thought about begging, but he doubted that his wife was ready to forgive him just yet.  It seemed he was stuck.

“What am I going to do?” he asked.

Then the intercom buzzed.  It was Colby.

“Please, not again,” thought Dylan.  Colby had spent the day finding new ways to tease him and turn him on.  Her efforts had been successful too.  If there was a breaking point for horniness, he was on it.

“I’d like to see you in my office,” said Colby through the intercom.

“Yes, Ma’am,” responded Dylan reluctantly.  Unfortunately, he knew that resistance was a mistake, so Dylan rose to his feet, smoothed his skirt, optimistically grabbed his notepad on the off chance this involved work, and returned to Colby’s office to see what she wanted this time.

“You won’t need your notepad,” said Colby.

Dylan sardonically dropped the pad into the garbage can by the door; a gesture of hopelessness.  This made Colby laugh.  It also filled her with a sense of power, as Dylan seemed close to some sort of genuine surrender, perhaps the one Caitlin wanted.  Clearly, the power of denial was much stronger than she had ever expected before.

“Take off your skirt,” she said.

For the fourth time today, Dylan moved to the empty spot in her office and undid his long, tight forest green skirt.  As he had each time before, he let it fall into a pool at his feet.  Then he picked it up and hung it over a nearby chair.  As he did, Colby cleared her desk, something she had not done before.

“Get up on the desk,” she said.

“Sit on it?”

She smiled and her nipples popped up beneath her blouse.  “Stand on it.”

Dylan raised an eyebrow.  This was new.  “Stand on it,” he repeated doubtfully.  He cautiously nodded his head and then walked over to the desk where Colby took his hand and helped him step up onto her chair and then up onto the desk.  His high heels made a loud CRACK
 sound each time he moved around on the slick glass surface of the desk.  “Now what?”

“Now squat in front of me.”

“Squat?”

“Yes.  Face me and squat,” said Colby.  “I want to see your balls hanging between your ankles.”

Dylan cautiously lowered himself until he was squatting on her desk.  His feet were spread wide enough to provide him balance despite the ultra-slick glass top on the desk.  His rear projected out behind him.  His balls hung down freely between his feet to his ankles, the height of his heels off the desktop.  This was needlessly embarrassing so he instinctively lowered his arms before him to hide his penis, which felt exposed despite the cage.

Colby let out a loud laugh.  She sat in her chair with her face level with his swinging balls.  “Oh, Dyldo, you’re too much.  Do you have any idea how delicious you look?”

Dylan blushed even deeper.  “I’m sure I look stupid.”

“Stupid?!” laughed Colby deeply.  “Stupid doesn’t cut it.  You are the most sissyish thing I’ve ever seen... ever.  It’s so erotic and so emasculating that, honestly, I don’t think anyone who saw you like this could ever forget it.”  She opened her purse and pulled out her phone.  “You really should see this.  It’s super erotic, but in a strange sort of way.”

“I can imagine,” said Dylan sourly.  He felt like a fool... like a fool on display.

She smirked and tapped the cage.  “And imagine is all you can do about it, isn’t it?  When was the last time you got hard?”

Dylan blushed.  She definitely loved to mention how he couldn’t get hard.

“Don’t move now, darling,” she continued and she started taking photos.  Dylan bit his tongue and remained still as Colby snapped away.  She took them from all angles.  She even tried to make his balls swing to take what she called “an action shot.”  When she was finished, she put her phone back in her purse and turned her attention to his balls once more.

Dylan waited anxiously to see what happened next.

“Wanna guess what we do now?” she asked.

“What?”

“We run a little experiment.  One meant to satisfy my curiosity,” said Colby.

“About what?” asked Dylan cautiously.

“About this,” she said and she tapped the device again.  “There’s no way to take it off and there’s no way to get through it.  We know that.  But I’ve been wondering if I can make you come despite the device.”

“How?”

Colby squeezed his balls gently and tugged the ball sack until it was taut and, to Dylan’s imagination, must have looked like a tether holding a parade blimp to the ground.  This was never going to work though; he’d never been able to come by pulling on his balls.

“You can’t make me come like that,” he said.

“Oh, I know.  I have something else in mind.”

She let go of his balls.  Then she slowly slid her hand farther back between his legs before pushing two fingers up toward his butt.  Dylan felt them touch the ridge of his naked rear.  She began to slide them around in a circular pattern, tracing the outline of his butt crack.  This sent tingles speeding throughout Dylan’s system and it made his penis struggle to grow hard.

“W— what are you doing?” asked Dylan.

“I told you,” she said and her fingers dipped into his crack and traced the outline of his actual hole.  “I’m going to see if I can make you come.”

“But how?”

“It’s something I’ve researched.”  She then rubbed her fingers directly across his hole before slipping the tip of her first finger through the opening.  Dylan shuddered as a warm, happy feeling filled him.  Her finger sent tingles racing throughout his body and made him shiver in a good way.

He found himself breathing hard involuntarily.

“Oh, that feels good,” he said.

“I thought you might like it.  You seem a little less tense than the last time I stuck something up there.”  She worked more of her finger inside him, as well as the tip of her second finger.

“That was because you were trying to jam a tree inside me,” said Dylan.

Colby laughed.  “Hardly.”

“Well, this is a much better size.”

Colby smiled.  “So you are enjoying this?”

Dylan nodded his head without hesitation.  The feelings he was getting were indeed pleasurable, but even more pleasing was the idea that she was going to make him come.  He needed that so badly.  “That feels so good,” he moaned.

“I’ll bet it does, for a sissy man.”

Colby pushed her fingers deeper yet.

Dylan moaned again.

Then her fingers found what she was looking for.  She pressed her fingers against it.  Dylan shuddered and moaned.  His balls swung as his body shook.

“You like that?” she asked.

Dylan nodded his head.

Colby began to massage what she had found with her fingertips.  She could see his reaction in his face.  He was ready to explode.  His whole body was tight.  She could see his balls moving.  His penis was struggling to get hard within the device.  His breathing was labored.  His heart was pounding.

He was getting close.

Colby pressed a little harder and kept moving her fingers in small circles.  Dylan moaned again and again.  Suddenly, Colby backed off slightly.  She reduced the pressure she was using and she made the circles more slowly.  This changed everything.  It felt like being within jumping distance of some prize and then slowly find the prize moving away before you can jump.

“Why are you slowing?” he asked nervously.

“Oh nothing,” she mused.

Then she sped up again.  The pressure built again.  He was so close to an explosion.  His excitement was building.  He needed this so badly!  Was he really going to explode without an erection?  It seemed that way.  “Here it comes!” he thought excitedly.

But then Colby backed off again.

He bit his tongue.  “What is she doing?” he asked himself.

Colby continued slowing down.  Dylan felt his body slump.  But then she started moving faster again.  Was she teasing him?  Why was she doing this, he wondered?  Before he could think about it too much, Colby had him right back on that edge.  He was so close to the point of no return.

But at that very moment, Colby felt the first sign of a contraction of his muscles against her fingers.  She immediately pulled her finger away.

And everything stopped.

The contractions stopped.  The pressure faded.  Dylan felt no explosion, no release, no orgasm.  Then, a moment later, he felt an uncontrollable need to pee; at least that’s how it seemed.  He squeezed tightly to avoid that, but it was beyond his ability to control.  He was leaking and there was nothing he could do about it.  Only, it wasn’t pee.  Indeed, it was hot sticky fluid which came dribbling out of his flaccid penis all over the cage and Colby’s desk.  He had come, and a puddle formed right between his high-heeled shoes.  But he never got the sense of release he needed.  There was no orgasm.

“What happened?” he asked himself.

He felt ashamed.

“Looks like somebody couldn’t hold it in,” said Colby with a laugh.

Dylan looked down at the fluids dripping from his cage.  He still didn’t understand how she had done that.  How had she emptied him without him experiencing an orgasm?  How had she emptied him without him feeling any relief?  It was if he had lost all control and peed himself.  This was deeply frustrating.  And worst of all, he was still horny!  In fact, he was hornier than ever.

Then he had a troubling thought.  What if Colby showed this to his wife?!

“Please don’t let Caitlin figure that out,” he thought.

“All right, Dyldo, fun’s over.  Time to get back to work,” said Colby.

Dylan bit his lip.  He debated begging her not to teach that to his wife, but he thought better of it.  Instead, he meekly climbed back off the desk and got dressed.  As he did this, Colby picked up a packet.

“Get me three copies of these packets.  Before you do that, however, clean my desk.”  She pointed to the small pool of come on the glass top of her desk where he had kneeled.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Dylan meekly.

Colby snickered.  “I should make you lick it up.  What do you think?”

Dylan shook his head.  The idea disgusted him.  “No, thank you.”

Colby laughed.  “All right... next time.  For now, get some wipes and clean it up.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Dylan tottered out to his desk and pulled a container of cleaning wipes from the bottom drawer.  No modern secretary’s desk is complete without these.  He pulled several from the container and returned to Colby’s office and wiped off her desk.  Then he put everything back on the desk.  Finally, he took the file and made his way to the copier.  As he did, he thought about how his wife’s punishment was definitely working.  When all of this began, Dylan enjoyed himself to no end.  It was true that he had happily accepted being blackmailed.  He had wanted everything Colby threatened to do to him.  And why not, it was all a fantasy come true?  But now he was living that same fantasy only without any chance to release the horniness he felt.  He felt deeply ashamed and, for the first time, his emasculation felt like genuine emasculation.  He was no longer his own man.  He was no longer in control.

It was about to get worse too.


Chapter Seventeen: “The Conference Room Debacle”

—o—

The following day, Colby finally discovered what had happened to Dylan.  By this point, Dylan’s run-in with Carl had become a rumor and was making the rounds, courtesy of Henrietta.  According to the rumor, Dylan was flirting with Carl when Carl suddenly put his hand on Dylan’s rear and kept it there for some time.  How much time depended on who told the rumor.  Some also added a kiss, though others denied that.  Either way, those rumoring did seem to agree that Dylan enjoyed it and now was “secretly dating” Carl.

Colby was shocked, even as she knew most of this wasn’t true.  Dylan definitely wasn’t dating Carl.  She doubted the kiss too.  But she didn’t doubt the butt grab, nor did she doubt that Carl’s hand rested there for some time, and that was potentially a problem as Carl could be rather persistent.  She was surprised that Dylan hadn’t complained to her about this.  Either way, she decided to tell Caitlin, but she chose to tell Caitlin only about the butt grab.

“And he never said a thing?” asked Caitlin.

“Not a word.  I take it he never said anything to you either.”

“Nothing.”  Caitlin sighed.  “This is what I mean about him thinking he can still keep all these things secret.  He barely tells me what you’ve done to him, even though I make him tell me every day.  I’ve asked repeatedly about others in the office, but he says very little about them either.”

“No doubt it’s embarrassing for him to tell you.”

“No doubt, but this was part of the deal,” said Caitlin.  “I told him there could be no more secrets.  He kept his cross-dressing secret and it led to this.  Then he had gotten together with you behind my back in secret.  He even let you partially feminize him in secret
.  You can’t keep secrets like this from your spouse.  If something like this happens, you have to share it with your spouse so you can work things out together.  He never did that.”

“Clearly.”

“So I told him, ‘From now on, you need to be completely honest with me.  No more secrets.  If something happens,’ and I told him I knew that it would because of his position as a secretary and knowing that you would tease him, ‘you need to tell me,’ I said.  But he’s only telling me the easy things.  It’s like he’s learned nothing and he thinks he can keep these things secret.”

“I agree with you,” said Colby.  “If he can’t tell you the truth in these circumstances, then how can you trust him otherwise?”

“Exactly.  There’s no reason he can’t be up front and tell me what you’ve done to him or what Carl did to him or whatever lawyer or secretary came on to him.  He’s not the one instigating this, so why can’t he tell me?  Is he enjoying it and he’s afraid I’ll put an end to it if I hear what’s really going on?  Or is he just ashamed and he still won’t share embarrassing things with me?  I don’t know.”

Caitlin paused.

“Don’t get me wrong,” she said.  “I love him, but how can I trust him until he’s willing to trust me with the truth about things that happen to him?  How do I know that if I set him free, he won’t go right back to cross-dressing in secret, maybe even going out and meeting people like that, and that he won’t fool around with the next person to ‘blackmail’ him?”

Colby blushed on the other end of the phone.  She still felt guilty about what she had done.  “I’m sorry I caused this,” she said.  “It just hit me like this amazing opportunity to get to really control a man.  I’d never gotten to do that before and I didn’t think of the consequences.  I’m definitely a bad friend.”

“It’s all right, Colby.  He’s the one who should have said no.  And I’d rather it was you than someone I don’t know.  Besides, now you’re helping me figure out who the real Dylan is.”

Colby bit her lip; she still felt guilty.  “So what are you going to do about him not telling you the truth?”

“I’m not sure.  One thing I can tell you is that the stupid device is not coming off until I can trust him.”

“Makes sense,” said Colby.  Then she snickered.  “Although, I have to tell you, I keep thinking how funny it would be if he wasn’t wearing it.”

“How so?”

“It keeps him from getting an erection, so he never has to face the problem of having his skirt bulge out.  Could you imagine how funny it would be to see him struggle to hide his erections as he totters around the office?”

Both women laughed at the idea of Dylan ducking behind plants or rushing down the hallway with his hands covering the telltale bulge in the middle of his skirt as other employees watch on curiously.

“That would be funny,” agreed Caitlin.  “But until I can trust him, I can’t allow it.  The device can’t come off.”

“As an aside, what do we do about Carl?”

“What about him?”

“I can tell you from experience that when Carl sets his sights on a skirt, he can be relentless like a shark in the water following prey.  He’s going to pursue Dylan without mercy and without limits, and who knows what will come of it.  It could get messy,” cautioned Colby.

“Didn’t you get some level of control over Carl when you found those photos on his computer?”

Colby shook her head.  “No.  He deleted them before I could do anything with them.  So Carl is still Carl.”

“Then I guess Dylan better learn to swim faster or he better learn to ask for help.”

“What if Carl tries to... you know, get sexual?”

“That’s Dylan’s problem unless he asks for my help.”

Colby snickered.  “This could get interesting.”

—o—

Meanwhile, across the office, Dylan was having another problem.  Carl had asked for Dylan to help assist with a client conference.  This was before, Colby heard the rumors about the butt grab, so she thought nothing of allowing it; attorneys often loaned out their secretaries to other attorneys when extra help was needed.  But Carl had more in mind than just acquiring secretarial services.

“You sit here,” said Carl, pointing to the chair next to him at the conference room table.

“Yes, sir,” said Dylan.

Dylan obediently sat down.  Today, he wore a miniskirt.  This one was navy blue and it was rather tight.  Add in the five-inch high-heeled sandals to the short, tight skirt, and walking without exposing himself proved quite a trick.  Sitting was a little easier as he needed only to cross his legs to hide his sins.

Across the table from Dylan sat two men in basic gray suits.  They were accountants and they had come to discuss a problem they had discovered with one of their clients.  On the other side of Carl sat Carl’s secretary, Henrietta.  She wore a conservative purple dress and basic black pumps with gold buckles over the toes.  Roaming the room, preparing coffee for everyone, was Debbie.  She wore a black skirt suit and five-inch heels, a sexy look she had only recently adopted.  In fact, several of the secretaries had only recently adopted more sexy styles of dressing... now that Dylan had arrived.

“So tell me what you discovered,” started Carl.

The two men nodded their heads and began telling their stories.

After a few minutes, Dylan felt something touch his ankle.  He assumed it was Carl’s foot and that it had inadvertently done so.  He moved his legs over a few inches to give Carl room.  Then he felt it again.  This time, he did not move his legs.  He did, however, expect that the foot would retreat.  It didn’t.

“What is he doing?” wondered Dylan.

He found out a moment later when the foot began moving up Dylan’s leg.  What’s more, Carl had removed his shoe, so it was Carl’s sock-clad foot that moved up Dylan’s leg.

Dylan swallowed hard.

“He’s flirting with me!” Dylan thought unhappily.

Carl’s foot kept roaming, sliding up and down Dylan’s leg the way lovers sometimes do, but not bosses.  Dylan’s penis started to grow in response inside the cage.  Thankfully, it failed.

“What do I do?” he asked himself.

The foot kept moving up and down Dylan’s leg.

Dylan decided he needed to act.  He tried pulling his leg away once more, but the foot followed.  Then he tried reaching beneath the table as inconspicuously as he could and pushing the foot away with his hand... but it came right back.

“I need to stop this,” thought Dylan.

Dylan licked his lips nervously.  This was excruciatingly humiliating.  The last thing he wanted was for a man to touch his legs, but there seemed to be nothing he could do about it.  He couldn’t push it away.  He couldn’t walk out.  He couldn’t stop the conference to tell Carl to stop.  Indeed, he couldn’t make a scene of any sort.  It seemed he was stuck letting Carl touch him.

“How would Colby handle this?” he wondered.  “She would probably stab him with her stiletto heel.”

But Dylan wasn’t that confident.  So he sat there.

Dylan shivered as Carl’s warm toes worked their way up and down his calf.

In the meantime, Carl wrote something on the yellow legal pad before him.  He tore off the sheet of paper and slipped it to Dylan.  The note read:

“I want you.  After work.  My office at 5:30.”

Dylan’s stomach dropped.  He wanted no part of this, but he didn’t know if he could upset Carl without causing problems with Colby and his wife.  Indeed, he had never thought to ask what would happen if he got fired.  So he took the note and he diplomatically scribbled over it:

“I’m flattered, but I can’t.  I get a ride home after work.”

Carl responded with another note:

“Cancel it for tomorrow.  I’ll take you home after taking you to dinner.”

This time, he showed the note to Dylan and then took the note away again before Dylan could scribble another objection or refusal on it.  He then withdrew his foot and turned his attention back to the clients.

Dylan felt sick about the invite to Carl’s office.  He would need to find some way to tell Carl that he could not make the appointment.  He might even need to get Colby involved to help him this time as it seemed this could be above his ability to handle by himself.

Touch!

Dylan instantly tensed up as, without warning, Carl grabbed his upper thigh, just below his miniskirt!  A sense of panic shot through him.  Carl had put his hand on Dylan’s thigh!
  Dylan’s penis immediately shot to attention.  And as it had when Carl had grabbed his rear, Dylan’s penis became harder than Dylan thought was possible in the device.

“I need to stop him!” thought Dylan.

He cringed at the feelings of warmth coming off the hand into his thigh.

“What if his hand goes to my lap and discovers my secret?”

Dylan put his hand on top of Carl’s and held it firmly in place to stop it moving further up his thigh.  Carl smirked at him out of the corner of his mouth.  This was obviously a game to him.  Dylan squeezed the hand and tried to pull it off his thigh.  Carl had a stronger grip, however, and managed to pull his hand several centimeters closer to the hem of Dylan’s skirt.

“No, no, no!” thought Dylan.

A vision of Carl reaching under his skirt and finding the metal cage appeared in Dylan’s mind and doubled his sense of panic.  He needed to stop Carl now!  So he moved his hand to block Carl’s hand.  He tried to push Carl’s hand backwards.  It didn’t work.  But then, as quickly as it had first appeared, Carl’s hand disappeared from Dylan’s thigh.  Dylan felt immediate relief.  Although, he was wary of another potential attack, so he kept his hand on his thigh to prevent Carl from being able to grab his crotch the next time he came.

Seconds turned to minutes.  Dylan felt sweat bead up under his shoulders.  His penis remained strangely hard.

After a few minutes, Carl’s hand reappeared.  This time, it grabbed Dylan’s hand and squeezed it.  It was a flirty, affectionate squeeze, and before Dylan could respond, Carl’s hand was gone again.  Once again, his penis got as hard as it could... uncomfortably hard.  Why was it so hard?  Why from this?

“This doesn’t make any sense,” said Dylan.

Then a strange thought entered his brain... a very strange thought.  Maybe, he thought, the next time he wouldn’t try to block Carl’s hand.  Maybe next time, he would let Carl’s hand go where it wanted.

Dylan shuddered.

“Yuck!” thought Dylan immediately.  He couldn’t believe that thought had crossed his mind.  He reached for more water and tried to wash that thought away like some bitter taste that had appeared in his mouth.

“That about wraps it up, gentlemen,” said Carl a moment later.

Dylan looked up with the glass halfway to his lips.  He glanced around.  The meeting was over.  Thankfully, Carl had not managed to go any further than grabbing Dylan’s thigh and squeezing his hand.  He had never gotten beneath Dylan’s skirt.  Dylan breathed a sigh of relief.

Everyone rose to their feet.

“I think we have what we need.  Let me do some research on the various issues you’ve raised and then we’ll be in touch,” said Carl to the clients.  Then he walked around the table and shook the two men’s hands.  They seemed quite happy.  “Let me walk you out.”

With that, Carl patted both men on the back and led them out of the conference room.  As he left, however, Carl winked at Dylan and mouthed, “See you tomorrow night.”

This made Dylan shudder.  He had a problem.

Actually, he had two... as he was just about to find out.


Chapter Eighteen: “The Debacle Continues”

—o—

Dylan gathered the binders and papers he had strewn before him during the meeting.  He also jammed the notes he had taken into his binder.  He would type those up and send them to Carl electronically.  Better that way, thought Dylan, than seeing Carl in person and giving him another chance to put his hands on Dylan.

“So now you’re flirting with Carl,” said Henrietta behind Dylan.

Dylan swallowed hard.  The last thing he needed right now was another confrontation, especially with Henrietta.  He jammed his folders in his bag and turned to face Henrietta.  Debbie and Rachel stood behind Henrietta.

“I’m not flirting with anyone,” said Dylan.

“Then why was his hand on your rear?”  Henrietta’s tone was cold and formal, unlike the other two who were definitely hot under the collar.

“Because he put it there.”

“And I’m sure you had nothing to do with it.”

Dylan pursed his lips.  “As a matter of fact, I didn’t.”

“If that’s true, then why are you also flirting with Owen?  And Tom? And Ken?” demanded Debbie.

“And every other man in the office,” added Rachel.

“I’m not,” said Dylan, but they weren’t listening.

“You need to stop flirting,” said Henrietta.

“And dressing like a slut,” added Rachel who was still adjusting to five-inch heels.

“You need to stop throwing yourself at the attorneys,” continued Henrietta.  “You need to stay away from the men.  Don’t think you can get away with being the office slut without consequences.”

Dylan bit his tongue.  This was trouble, and he had no answer.  He could deny their charge, but all of them knew it was true; at least, they believed it was true.  That meant his only defense was to tell them that Colby made him do it, but there was no way to explain that in a way that made sense and without causing him way more trouble than this dressing down they had planned.

He decided to leave.  What could they do to him after all?

“Well, if you’ll excuse me, I have places to be,” said Dylan confidently, much more confidently than he really felt.  He started to push past the women, who had made a semi-circle around him, bounded on the other end by the table, but Rachel and Debbie intentionally bumped him.  When they did, he stumbled and crashed to the floor, losing everything he was holding and landing on his butt with his legs spread wide.  The three women stared down at him in total shock.

Dylan saw the stunned looks on their faces but didn’t understand what had shocked them... until he looked down the length of his body.  When he fell, his miniskirt yanked up over his crotch, exposing his thong panties.  The thong wasn’t strong enough or large enough to cover what it needed to cover, however.  His balls had flopped out of the panties and now lay on the carpet completely exposed.

“She’s a man!” gasped Debbie in tone drenched in horror.

“Oh my God!  She’s got a dick!” exclaimed Rachel at the same time.

“No, she doesn’t!  Look at this,” said Henrietta and she crouched down and grabbed his balls with one hand while pulling aside the thong completely with the other.  Instead of finding a normal penis, complete with shaft and head, as they expected, they found the silver flaccid-penis-shaped cage.

“She’s got a metal dick!” gasped Rachel.

“It’s not a dick, it’s covering his dick,” said Debbie.

“His dick is covered?”

“His dick is locked away?”

“Why?”

“It’s a chastity device,” said Henrietta in her officious tone.  “They are used to prevent a male having access to his own penis.”  She grabbed the device and gave it a pull while holding his balls to one side.

Dylan, who had been in utter shock, now regained his composure.  “Let go of me!” he exclaimed to Henrietta.

“Be silent!” she responded and she jerked on his testicles.

“Ouch!” exclaimed Dylan.

“Who are you?” demanded Henrietta.

“Let go of me!”

Again, Henrietta jerked on his balls.  Then she began squeezing them.  Dylan tried to grab for them, but the other two women crouched down and grabbed his arms.  He was trapped now.

“Who are you?” demanded Henrietta again.

“I’m Dylan.”

She squeezed his balls even harder.  “What’s your real name?”

Dylan winced in fear more than pain, though there was pain too.  “That is my real name.  I’m Dylan!”

“Why are you dressed like a woman?  Who locked your dick in this chastity device?”

“I’ll bet he’s a pervert,” said Debbie.  “He did it himself.”

“Answer me!” growled Henrietta.

Dylan shook his head.  The one thing he knew not to do was to tell them how he had gotten here or that Colby was involved.  It was better to have them expose him and him get fired than it would be to drag Colby into this.  He swore to himself that his lips were sealed.

“He won’t talk,” declared Henrietta after another squeeze and continued silence from Dylan.  “I know what to do.  Help me get him standing.”

The three women grabbed hold of Dylan and made him stand up.  Dylan thought they were going to march him down to Carl’s office now to present their complaint.  After that, Carl would no doubt fire him and probably even have him escorted out.  He was actually fine with that.  At this point, he just wanted to escape.  He could deal with Colby and his wife’s reactions later.  There wasn’t much they could complain about, after all.  This had always been the big risk of pretending to be a woman, and it wasn’t like he exposed himself on purpose.

But the women didn’t walk him out of the office.

“Bend him of the conference table,” said Henrietta.

Dylan swallowed hard.  “Hold on a minute—”

Debbie and Rachel ignored him.  Holding one of his arms each, they walked Dylan over to the conference table.  Then they pulled him down until his stomach and face lay flat on the table.  The rest of him remained standing, though one of the women kicked his feet further apart so that his rear stood exposed and his ball swung freely between his thighs.  He felt very vulnerable like this.  In another context, this would have been another fantasy come true, but right now it was just scary.  How far would Henrietta go, and in what directions?  And what was the risk to his balls?

“What are you doing?” he asked meekly.

They didn’t answer him.

With Dylan bent over, Henrietta crouched down behind him and started trying to remove the device.  She tugged on the lock, pulled on the hinges and tried to pull the ring that held it all in place over his testicles.  None of it worked.  She then resorted to just yanking on it.

“Why are you wearing this?” she demanded.

He said nothing.  He knew that no answer would solve this crisis; anything he said would only encourage these women.

“Why?” she demanded again.

He again said nothing.

SLAP!

Henrietta suddenly slapped the back side of Dylan’s balls, sending them swinging.  No one had ever done this to Dylan before and the pain was intense.  It shot through his body, causing him to lurch forward.

“Ouch!”

“Answer me!” she exclaimed.

“It’s none of your business!” he yelled back.


SLAP!
  Again, it stung like mad and Dylan lurched forward.  He wanted desperately to grab his balls and protect them, but the other two women held his arms too tightly.

“Answer me!”

“I’m not telling you anything!” hissed Dylan through the sting.

“Is that so?” said Henrietta coldly.  She raised her hand high in the air.  Then she brought it down on Dylan’s rear with considerable force, much more force than she could use on his balls.  CRACK!!
  In fact, she struck him so hard that his butt cheeks rippled and shook, his balls swung violently, and he winced.

It burned.

Even worse, he was shocked to find this to be erotic; it actually turned him on!!  How could being spanked be erotic?!  How could being spanked by these
 women be erotic?!  He despised Henrietta.  And yet, he was growing hard.

CRACK!!

Her hand landed hard on Dylan’s rear again.

CRACK!!

CRACK!!

CRACK!!


Pop!
  His penis was now as hard as he could get inside the device... maybe more.  It felt so strangely uncomfortable to be this hard.  What’s more, the reminder of lost masculinity this almost-erection caused really hit him at this point and he suddenly felt ultra weak and emasculated.

“Answer me!  Why are you wearing that perverted thing?!  Why are you dressed like a woman?!  What kind of sick game are you playing in our office?!” demanded Henrietta.  She didn’t wait for a response, however.  It seemed she had some frustrations to exorcise.

CRACK!!

CRACK!!

CRACK!!

Dylan remained determined not to say a word.  Each strike stung worse than the last, however, and his rear was becoming flaming hot.  At the same time, his penis kept trying to get harder.  That push to get harder was creating a sort of rhythm which followed the rhythm of the strikes.

CRACK!!

CRACK!!

“And he’s a man!!” exclaimed Debbie.

CRACK!!

Dylan started breathing hard.

Each strike now brought with it a strong sense of shame as well as the pain of the strike.  These women were humiliating him and there was nothing he could do about it.  He prayed that somehow Colby would come save him, though he knew that wasn’t likely.  How would she even know where he was?

CRACK!!

CRACK!!

CRACK!!

Dylan started breathing erratically.

“Answer me!  Who are you really?” growled Henrietta.

“I can’t believe a man has been causing all this trouble,” said Debbie.

CRACK!!

“Flirting with all the men,” added Rachel.

CRACK!!

Dylan felt his muscles tense.  There was a strange feeling in his balls, like pressure he hadn’t felt in a very long time.  Was it possible he was going to come?  How embarrassing would it be if this
 is what made him come?  Still, he would be thankful, in an odd sort of way... an orgasm would be a blessing.

CRACK!!

“And why is he wearing that device?” asked Debbie

“Because he’s a pervert,” said Henrietta.

CRACK!!

CRACK!!

CRACK!!

Dylan’s back muscles tightened.  His balls became tense.  The next couple blows could do it, he thought.  Boy were they going to be surprised, but it would be worth it, he told himself.

“Well, I’ll tell you one thing.  His days of causing a stir in this office are over!” exclaimed Henrietta and she let fly with one massive final blow.

CRRRRRACK!!

“What is going on here?!” came Colby’s voice from the door.

Everyone froze.

In the excitement, none of them had thought to lock the door, and Colby had come to fetch Dylan because she wanted coffee from a local store and she saw Carl walk off with the client, which told her the conference was over.  She was shocked to discover what these women were doing to Dylan.  Although, truth be told, her initial emotion wasn’t shock so much as horniness.

All the color left Henrietta’s face.  “I— we— he’s a man!”

Colby essentially ignored her.  “This is unbelievable.  I can’t believe any member of this office would act this way!  You should all be fired!”  Colby sounded outraged, but she was actually happy to have Henrietta bent over the barrel for once.  Henrietta was such a busybody and a troublemaker, but always managed to keep her nose just on the good side of clean.  Colby had her now and wasn’t going to let her off too easily.

“But he’s a man,” said Henrietta and she tugged on his balls as if to prove it.

“So?”

“But he’s pretending to be a woman!”

“Henrietta—”

“We saw his balls!”

“Henrietta.  If Dylan is a man and he’s showing his balls, then you should bring this to someone’s attention.  You don’t take this into your own hands!  You don’t do— this
!”

Henrietta seemed to shrink and she finally let go of Dylan’s balls.

“Seriously, what made you think this was appropriate?” demanded Colby.

Henrietta shrunk even more.  The other two women seemed to disappear into the background.

“I think,” continued Colby, who was enjoying this tremendously, “the three of you better go back to your desks right now and never mention this again to anyone, because if I hear so much as a rumor of a rumor of this, all three of you are going to get fired!  Do you understand me?”

Fear appeared on each woman’s face.

“What about him?!” demanded Henrietta.

“You worry about yourself, not Dylan.  I’ll take care of Dylan.”

The three women glanced nervously at each other.  Then they all said, “Yes, Ma’am,” and they scurried out of the conference room leaving Dylan still bent over the table and Colby watching them flee with her arms crossed and her foot tapping out her anger like Morse code.

A moment later, two were gone.  Henrietta, however, stopped at the door.

“Colby,” said Henrietta in a last ditch effort to regain the initiative.  “This Dylan... this man... has been hitting on every man in the office.  He’s making a fool of everyone.  He’s even hitting on Carl.  I saw him flirting with Carl during the conference and even arranging a date with him!  How do you think Carl will react when he learns that Dylan is a man?!”

“You might be surprised,” thought Colby.  Still, she didn’t want Henrietta going to Carl.  “I’ll address it with him.”

“Somebody needs to do something,” said Henrietta.

“And that’s not you.  I will take care of it.”

—o—

Dylan started to rise.

“Hold it there, Dylan.  Stay where you are,” said Colby.  She took his balls in her hand and gently swung them.  “How did this happen?”

“I don’t know.  One minute the conference was over.  Then they were accusing me of flirting with the men in the office.  And the next thing I knew, they had tripped me up and I fell and they saw my balls.  It was the miniskirt,” said Dylan.  “Everything slipped out when I fell.”

“So you flashed your balls in the office?  Tsk tsk,” said Colby with a chuckle.

“It wasn’t my fault!”

“I don’t know, Dylan—”

“What do you mean?!” demanded Dylan incredulously.

“It seems you enjoyed it,” she said and she pulled her hands away from his penis.  Her hand was covered in his fluids, which were dripping down from the cage to the floor.  Apparently, he had come again, but again without any orgasm.

“Not again,” thought Dylan.

“You know,” continued Colby, “you’ve been pretty horny these days.  For all I know, you did this intentionally so they would play with you.  Is that the case?”  She was grinning from ear to ear.  Obviously, she was playing with him now.

Dylan couldn’t see her smile though.  “Me?!  Them?!  Never!” he gasped.

Colby ran her fingers over his exposed butt.  An image of Henrietta spanking him came to her mind and it made her quiver.  She got wet.  The idea of spanking him became very appealing.  She vowed she would add it to her list of amusements.


Chapter Nineteen: “A Chance To Be Honest”

—o—

When Dylan returned home that night, he found himself bent over the desk in their study.  He knew right away what this was about.  Clearly, Colby had told Caitlin how she had found Dylan and Caitlin thought it might be interesting to recreate the scene.  Dylan was still dressed as he had been for work in the navy blue skirt suit with the miniskirt and the strappy high-heeled sandals.  His balls were hanging freely visible beneath the miniskirt.  Caitlin wore a yellow and white sundress and black sandals.  She looked confident.

“Want to tell me about it?” she asked.

“Tell you about what?” asked Dylan.

Caitlin snickered.  “I think you know,” she said.  She then grabbed his balls and started fondling them as he leaned over the desk.

Dylan blushed.  He knew what she meant.  She meant the things that happened to him in the conference room.  But he didn’t want to talk about that; it was embarrassing.  Obviously though, his wife knew all about it.  Otherwise, she wouldn’t have known to put him into this pose.  So he knew he would need to discuss some of it at least.  Still, it was difficult.

“There’s not much to tell,” he said evasively.

Caitlin slowly started tugging on his balls increasing the pressure.

“All right!  All right!” he exclaimed as the pressure grew.  “I’ll tell you.  These three secretaries don’t like me.”

“Why don’t they like you, honey?”

“I’m not sure,” he lied.

“That’s strange.  Most people tend to know why other people don’t like them.  Could it be that they think you’ve been hitting on their boyfriends?” suggested Caitlin innocently, but with an air of knowing the truth already.

Dylan blushed even more.  “Yeah, maybe,” he admitted reluctantly.

“I hear you’ve been quite the flirt, Dylan.  Is that true?  Do you like flirting with men?”

Dylan’s face turned positively red.  “No!” he exclaimed.

“But you have been flirting.”

Dylan bit his tongue.  He didn’t want to answer that as this was embarrassing too.  He didn’t want to flirt with anyone in the office, especially the men, but Colby made him flirt; she made him bend over to show his butt and giggle like a silly girl.  He felt like a fool doing it.  Maybe if he could jerk himself off he would enjoy it.  Then it would be a kind of kinky sexual fantasy, but since he couldn’t, it just made him feel weak and helpless and effete.

Caitlin sighed.  Then she pulled a chair over and sat down behind Dylan.  It was time for a talk.  “Dylan, it’s time you started being honest with me,” she said.  She started stroking his balls slowly.

“I am honest with you,” he protested.

“I’m not stupid, Dylan.  I know all the things you’ve been hiding from me.  All of them!  And I told you that you need to tell me everything from now on so I know I can trust you.”

“I know, but it’s embarrassing.”

“I know that, honey.  But those are the most important things to tell me.  If you can’t tell me something important just because you think it’s embarrassing, how can I trust you?”

Dylan thought about this.  She had a point, but that didn’t make it easier.  “I don’t know why it’s so hard for me.  It just is.  I just can’t share things that are that
 embarrassing with anyone.”

“You shared them with Colby.”

Dylan bit his lip.  This was true.  In fact, he got off on sharing his embarrassments with her.  Why was that he wondered?  He had an idea.  “I think it’s because you matter more to me than her.  I don’t want you thinking embarrassing things about me,” he said cautiously.

Caitlin looked him up and down from his high-heeled sandals to his skirt to the outline of his bra to the device to his balls held in her hand.  This seemed pretty embarrassing to her... but it was possible.

“What happened in the conference room?” she asked.

Dylan took a deep breath.  “They confronted me.”

“About?”

“They thought I was flirting with the men in the office.”

“Were you?” asked Caitlin.  She continued gently stroking his balls.  That felt really good to Dylan, but wow did he wish she would let him come.  It would feel so good and it would take away this constant tense horniness that dominated his mind; he was constantly thinking about coming.

“Not by choice.  Colby made me do it.  She likes embarrassing me,” he said.  He felt strange as he admitted this.  It felt good being honest, on the one hand, but vulnerable on the other.

“What did they do?”

This was harder.  “They knocked me down, which caused my balls to slide out from under the miniskirt.  When they saw them, they grabbed me and bent me over the conference room table like this.”

“Then what?”

“Then they started demanding to know who I was and why I was dressed like a woman and why I was wearing the device.”  Dylan paused.  “They started spanking me too to make me tell them.”

“Did you tell them?”

“No.  And fortunately, Colby happened by.”

“She saved you?” asked Colby.

The question stung Dylan’s manly pride, what was left of it.  He didn’t want to think of himself as being “saved” by a woman.  That made him the damsel in distress in this scenario and that was embarrassing.

“I— I guess you could say that,” he said.  His mouth was dry.

“Anything you want to add?”

There was nothing Dylan wanted
 to add, but he knew he should because he suspected Colby had already told his wife.  “Apparently, when Henrietta was spanking me... I uh— I— I came.”

Caitlin smiled.  “There.  Was it so hard to tell me these things?”

“I guess not,” said Dylan softly, though on the inside he was burning with shame.  He wanted desperately to masturbate to alleviate that shame.

“Is there anything else you want to tell me?” asked Caitlin.

“About what?”

“About anything, honey.”

Dylan’s mind went straight to his problem with Carl.  He knew he should tell his wife, but he couldn’t bring himself to do it.  The idea that a man was attracted to him and hitting on him was just too humiliating to share, even considering everything else he had already shared.  This was a secret he needed to keep.  He would just need to find a way to solve this himself and get past it, though he had no idea how to do that right now.  Hopefully, he thought, he’ll figure something out.

“Not really,” lied Dylan.

“All right,” said Colby cautiously.  She knew there was more.  She just didn’t know what that more was exactly.  For now, she would let him take his time and see where things went.  She had all the time she needed; after all, she wasn’t the one in the device.

Colby let Dylan stand up again.

“Thank you, Ma’am,” he said.  He turned and started to leave to change into his housewife clothes.  He stopped at the door.  “Oh, I do need to work late tomorrow.  One of the other employees will give me a ride home.”

Caitlin sighed.  Clearly, Dylan still wasn’t ready.

—o—

Later that night, with Dylan shaving his legs in the bath, Caitlin called Colby.  She told Colby that Dylan had come clean about certain things, but had said nothing about Carl.

“Are you sure about Carl?” asked Caitlin.

“Absolutely.  Not only did Carl grab Dylan’s butt, but apparently, Carl has arranged some sort of date with Dylan,” replied Colby.

“How do you know?”

“Henrietta was complaining about it.  I just don’t know when or where at this point.”

Caitlin nodded her head.  “I think I can help with that.  Dylan told me he needs to work late tomorrow.  He said something about some other employee giving him a ride home.  Do you think it could be happening then?”

“Possibly.  Let me snoop into Carl’s calendar in the morning.  He usually writes everything in his calendars, if you can understand the code.”

“Ok, thank you,” said Caitlin.

Colby paused and took a deep breath.  “What do we do if it is a date?”

“I guess that depends on the details.”

“Do we let him go?”

Now Caitlin paused.  “I think we let him go... but we don’t let him go too far.”

Colby nodded her head.  “All right.”

The two women said goodnight.  The following morning, Colby called Caitlin to let her know that Carl’s calendar had the evening blocked off after work but with no specific activity mentioned.  Carl often marked his dates of a dubious nature like this on his calendar.  So that likely meant Dylan.  What’s more, he had written the name of a local restaurant in the space:  Old Wood Tavern
.  They now knew the time and place Dylan was going.


Chapter Twenty: “Old Wood Tavern”

—o—

Work had been long and stressful.  The office seemed pensive.  It was as if everyone knew something was going to happen, but no one knew what.  As the end of the day neared, the “date” with Carl started to loom large for Dylan.  Dylan thought of several things to tell Carl in the hopes of escaping the evening, but none of them seemed like they would work.  Not to mention, Dylan didn’t see Carl at all during the day, so he had no chance to try any of them.  That meant he would get only one shot to get out of this.

“You look pretty today,” said Colby.

Dylan blushed.  His wife had chosen today to dress him more femininely than ever for some reason.  He wore a tailored black dress with tiny white polka dots.  It had short sleeves and a low collar.  The skirt of the dress was loose but flirty, hanging to just below his knees.  His chest felt huge and round in this bodice and exposed without a jacket.  Today she made him wear a garterbelt, when she had recently taken to pantyhose.  On his feet were the highest heels he owned, black strappy sandals with a slight platform.  He tottered in these.

“What a day to make me all girly,” he thought unhappily.

At five, everyone started to go home.

Dylan sat at his desk with his arms folded tightly and his legs crossed and shaking nervously.  He kept looking at his watch.  So far, there was no sign of Carl.

“Maybe he won’t show up,” Dylan told himself.

But he knew better.  He wasn’t getting out of this.

A few minutes later, Dylan heard the sound of a man approaching down the hallway.  It could have been anyone, but Dylan knew right away this had to be Carl.  It was.  He came down the hallway with a lively step.  He wore a black suit with a French blue shirt and a red and silver tie.  He looked quite sharp.

“Hey there, you ready?” asked Carl.

Here was Dylan’s one chance to escape.  “I, uh, don’t think I should go.  I don’t feel so good,” said Dylan.

Carl smiled.  “Don’t worry, you’ll feel better when we get there.”

“I don’t think I will,” said Dylan.  “I feel sick.”

“It’s just nerves.”

With this, Carl grabbed Dylan’s hand and held it up to lead Dylan to his feet.  Dylan didn’t know how to handle this situation and he had no idea how to get out of it, so his will to resist collapsed and he rose to his feet.  Carl then led him to the parking garage and his car.  Dylan felt so feminine holding hands with this man and being led to wherever Carl wanted to go.  The sound of his high heels added to this as they echoed off the hard floor.  He really had lost his manhood.  This realization caused him to imagine himself on Carl’s arm kissing as they walked.  The thought terrified Dylan and he knew he needed to find a way to get out of this.

“What am I going to do?” worried Dylan.

“I need to get out of this, but how?” he continued to himself.

“What would Colby do?  She knows how to handle Carl!”

He could think of nothing.

Before Dylan knew it, they were driving to the restaurant.  Carl put his hand on Dylan’s thigh.  The warmth of his hand made Dylan’s strength melt away into weakness.  This, in turn, made Dylan hard, about as hard as he could get in the device.  Dylan bit his lip and stared at the hand.  He wanted to push Carl’s hand from his thigh, but something stopped him.  He wasn’t sure what it was.  Maybe he was intimidated.  Maybe he was afraid that whatever he did would make this worse.  Maybe, some part of him was indeed curious.

“Ugh,” thought Dylan.  “That can’t be true.”  Could it?

“You’re going to love this restaurant,” said Carl.  “The food is great.”

“I’m not hungry,” countered Dylan.

Carl snickered.  “Is that so?  Well, there are other things there than just food.”

As he said this, his hand slowly crept up Dylan’s thigh, only a few inches, but they were significant inches; it tickled.  Dylan found himself strangely frozen as Carl’s hand moved up his thigh.  Again he didn’t know why.  Either way, Carl’s hand moving up toward his crotch made Dylan even harder, and he began to wonder if he might not break the device.

“You have such strong thighs,” said Carl.

Dylan blushed.  “Uh, thanks.”

Carl’s hand moved even closer to Dylan’s crotch.  This finally prompted Dylan to set his own hand in the way to block any further advance.  He didn’t try to evict the hand, however.  Again, he wasn’t sure why.

“Because you want him to touch you,” said the nagging little voice in the back of his head.

“That’s not true,” protested Dylan, but it somehow sounded hollow.  Why hadn’t he tossed off Carl’s hand?

“How do you like working for Colby?” asked Carl.

“She’s all right as bosses go.”

“Good.  Glad to hear it.”

Carl started squeezing and releasing Dylan’s thigh.  This was a disturbingly good feeling and Dylan suddenly imagined Carl’s hand doing this to his shaft.  That sent a shudder down his spine and he quickly tried to replace that image with another... with anything.  The image slowly went away, but Dylan was shaken.

“Why in the world would I think a thing like that?!” he asked bitterly.

They drove along.  Carl’s hand remained on his thigh, massaging it.

Dylan kept asking himself why he would imagine Carl touching his penis.  He told himself it was the tension of this situation, nothing more.  He’d never fantasized about men before and he saw no reason he would start now.  It had to be the tension of being trapped by Carl along with the pent up frustration of the chastity device.  That had to be it.  Nothing more.


Either way, he never tried to remove the hand.

—o—

Dylan glanced around the room.  The restaurant was busy, but they had been placed in a nearly empty room in the back.  Sitting in a large booth with a tall back gave them plenty of privacy.  Carl had even commented on this, saying he liked this booth because it kept away wandering eyes.  It did feel like they were all alone, which was not a good feeling for Dylan at the moment.

“See how private it is?  No one can see anything,” said Carl, who reserved this particular booth a lot.  He liked to think of himself as a playboy and, in that, he was indeed reasonably successful.

“There’s really nothing for anyone to see,” stressed Dylan.

“Not yet,” countered Carl.

“Not at all
.”

Carl smiled impishly.  “We’ll see.”

Dylan felt all the color leave his face.  Things were becoming critical.  Carl was very aggressive about his desires and this was a clear indication that he wanted more than just food out of this date.  That idea terrified Dylan.  He was beginning to realize that he was in over his head.  Why hadn’t he asked Colby or his wife for help?

“You’re very attractive,” said Carl and he scootched closer.

“Uh, thanks,” said Dylan and he scootched away.

Carl reached out and stroked Dylan’s cheek.  Somehow, this simple gesture was entirely disarming and it left Dylan feeling defenseless.  And then he heard that tiny nagging voice somewhere deep inside him wondering if it might not be interesting to see what it would be like to let Carl do what he wanted to do.  Dylan shut that voice out immediately.

“I can’t,” blurted out Dylan in response to the voice.

Carl raised an eyebrow.  “Oh?”  He scooted closer.  He also grabbed Dylan’s thigh to keep him from moving away.  “What can’t you do?”

Dylan’s heart was pounding.

Carl took his hand and began massaging Dylan’s fingers.

“I— I can’t,” repeated Dylan.  Even as he did, that little voice kept suggesting that it was curious.  He was breathing hard now.  His mouth was so dry.

“Can’t what?”

“Can’t anything.  Can’t this
.  I’m— I’m flattered that you’re interested, b— but I can’t.  I just can’t do any—”

Dylan was stopped mid-word as Carl slipped his hand behind Dylan’s neck to hold him in place and then planted his lips on Dylan’s lips, giving Dylan a big sloppy kiss.  Dylan’s eyes shot wide open.  That little voice which had spoken of curiosity only moments before vanished.  Panic filled him.  Dylan put his hands on Carl’s chest and tried to push him away, but Carl held him fast; he was too strong.  Dylan saw only one way out of this.

“Wait!  Carl, I can’t!” he said.

Carl smiled like a wolf.  “Sure you can.”  He moved in for another kiss.

Dylan shook his head.  “I can’t!  There’s something you don’t know about me!”

“Which is?”

In the millisecond Dylan had before he spoke, he tried to decide if this was wise.  Should he tell Carl the truth?  It seemed to be the only way to stop this.  And since it seemed likely that Henrietta would tell everyone anyways, including Carl, he didn’t see that he had anything to lose by telling Carl now.  He hoped Carl would flee the table when he found out.

“I’m a man,” said Dylan.

Carl didn’t flee.

“Did you hear me?  I’m a man,” repeated Dylan.

Carl cocked his head to get a better look at Dylan’s skirt.  “Is that so?”

“I’m serious,” said Dylan who couldn’t understand why Carl hadn’t run away by this point.  “I’m a man, Carl, a man
.”

Carl reached over and grabbed Dylan’s crotch, causing Dylan to jolt.  He felt no penis.  What he felt was the cage.  “Show me.”

“Show you?!”

“Show me,” commanded Carl.

Dylan bit his lip.  This was not going as he expected.  Nevertheless, he grabbed the loose hem of his dress and he pulled it up until his balls and the chastity device could be seen plainly behind his panties.

Carl smiled.

“Why is he smiling?” asked an increasingly worried Dylan.

Carl pulled aside the pink panties.  Then he touched the device before grabbing Dylan’s balls, which made Dylan go completely stiff with shock.  He tried to back away from Carl’s hand by pushing back into the booth, but it was impossible.  This man was holding his balls!


“Nice,” said Carl.

Dylan’s jaw dropped.  “Nice?!  I’m a man, Carl.”

“I see that.  Now let me show you mine.”  As he said this, Carl unzipped his pants and fished his erection out of them.  It was large and hard and it stood up straight in Carl’s lap.

Dylan couldn’t believe what was happening.  Why was he staring at Carl’s erection?  Why hadn’t Carl fled?  What was going on here?  He decided he needed to leave.  If Carl wasn’t going to flee, then he needed to leave.

“I think I should go now,” said Dylan and he reached for his purse.

“I wouldn’t.”

Dylan stopped.  He glanced nervously at Carl’s engrossed manhood.  “Why is that?”

“You wouldn’t want to lose your job, would you?”

That was the last thing Dylan cared about right now.  He reached for his purse.

“And Colby,” added Carl.

Dylan bit his lip.  “You wouldn’t.”

Carl laughed.  “You know my reputation.  Of course, I would.”  As he said this, he took Dylan’s now-limp hand from the purse and pulled it down to his lap, where he wrapped it against his shaft.  Dylan lacked the will to resist.

“See, that’s not so bad,” said Carl.

Dylan stared into Carl’s eyes.  He saw no mercy.  He glanced at his enormous penis.  The sight of it made him sick.  He thought about Colby.  He couldn’t let Carl fire her.  Yes, she had gotten him into all of this, but it was his fault initially too.  His wife was right about that.

“What about Colby?” he asked to buy time.

Carl ignored him.  Instead, he moved Dylan’s hand up and down his shaft once.  Without realizing it, Dylan followed this motion and began sliding his hand up and down Carl’s rigid shaft.

“Oh my God!  I’m touching a penis!” he gasped inside his head.

“That’s better,” said Carl.

“I can’t,” said Dylan.

“But you are.”

Carl now spread his legs and leaned back into the heavy cushioning of the booth.  A sly smile crossed his lips.  Dylan looked down and saw his hand with its red-painted fingernails sliding up and down Carl’s shaft.  Realizing that he was stroking this man off sent a shudder racing through his spine.  This was the most humiliating thing he had done yet.  This was truly emasculating.

“What do I do?” asked Dylan of himself.

He had no answer.

—o—

Meanwhile, across the room, at the only other table occupied in this section, two women sat watching what was happening in Dylan’s booth.  It was Colby and Caitlin.  Once they knew where Carl was taking Dylan, Colby made a reservation.  Then they tipped the maitre d’ to sit them here, where they could look down into Carl’s booth without being seen.

“He’s definitely stroking him,” said Colby.  “That’s his girly little hand on Carl’s dick.  He’s got those pretty French tip nails right now.”

“Yeah, they are pretty.”

“Should we go help him?” asked Colby.

“Not yet.  I want the lesson to sink in,” replied Caitlin.  “Let him get the full embarrassing experience.”

The women watched Dylan stroke Carl’s shaft even faster than before.  Either Carl had told him to go faster or Dylan was getting into it.  It wasn’t clear from here.  Dylan also seemed to be adjusting his grip because Carl began writhing now whenever Dylan’s hand slipped over the head of his penis.

“Do you think he likes it?” asked Caitlin.

“Carl does,” laughed Colby.

“I mean Dylan.”

“Hard to tell from here.  If he wasn’t wearing the device, we could probably see some evidence, but just judging by his face... I don’t think so.  He looks embarrassed and uncomfortable.”

“Yeah, he looks kind of green.”

“Yeah, I’d say he looks unhappy,” agreed Colby.

“But not unhappy enough yet,” said Caitlin.  She wanted this to be a lesson Dylan never forgot.

Meanwhile, Carl let go of Dylan’s balls and began rubbing his hand up and down Dylan’s thigh.  It seemed to be a reflex though like curling toes or a shaking limb.  Indeed it looked like Carl was getting close to coming, and that was all he cared about at the moment.  His eyes had closed and his chest was heaving up and down.

“Did you ever think you’d watch your husband in a dress getting another man off?” asked Colby.

“Not really.”

Colby blushed.  “It is kind of exciting, though.”

Caitlin didn’t respond.  She wasn’t as thrilled about this.

“He’s really quite good at this,” said Colby.  “Look at the way he’s stroking him.  That’s pretty good technique.”

Caitlin rolled her eyes.  “Great, my husband gives good handjobs,” she said sarcastically.

Colby laughed.

Carl arched his back and latched onto Dylan’s thigh hard with his hand.

“It looks like your boss is getting close,” said Caitlin.

Colby smirked at the word “boss” and she glanced down at the camera she had before her on the table.  Tonight was going to change a lot of things.  Her relationship with Carl was one of them.

“I think we should probably go over there,” added Caitlin.  “Wouldn’t want things to go too
 far.”

Colby smirked.  “We should wait and see if Carl demands a blowjob.  He likes those and I’ll bet Dylan’s really good at that.”

Caitlin let out a cynical laugh.  “I think knowing that my husband has given one handjob is enough.  I don’t need to add a blowjob to my memories.”  She took a deep breath.  “Besides, I think Dylan has learned his lesson.”

With that, Caitlin and Colby rose to their feet.

—o—

Dylan was still stunned that he was holding a penis and jerking it off.  Even more shocking, he could tell from the throbbing that Carl was about to come.  He was going to cause another man to come.
  Any second, white hot fluid was going to come shooting out... because of him.  He cringed at the thought.  All he really wanted was to play at being his wife’s submissive maid and look where that had taken him.

“How did this
 happen?” he asked himself.

He was afraid to ask what this might mean about him and his masculinity.

Then another thought occurred, a terrifying thought.  What if this wasn’t it?  What if Carl wanted more?  What if he wanted something like a blowjob?  Dylan cringed.  Could he do it?  Could he bring himself to refuse?  If he could refuse, then why had he let this happen?

Dylan watched his hand flying up and down Carl’s erection.  As he did, it really hit him that this had been his fault.  He never should have fooled around with Colby and he should have been honest with his wife.  If he had told her the truth he wouldn’t have lost his job, he wouldn’t be stuck in the device, he never would have met Carl.  Even now, if he had told her the truth the prior night, he wouldn’t be here right now going through this.

“If only I had another chance,” he told himself, “I would be honest with her.”

Then as if by some miracle, he looked up and saw his wife and Colby standing before the table.  They had approached unnoticed.  He was shocked and he stopped stroking Carl’s erection.

“Caitlin!” he gasped.

“Don’t stop on our account,” said Caitlin.

Carl opened his eyes and saw Colby.  His jaw dropped.  “What are you doing here?!”

“I just thought I’d take my camera for a walk,” said Colby and she leaned her camera over the table and took pictures of Carl’s penis and Dylan’s hand.  Then she took about a dozen more to add to the dozen she already had.

“You can’t do that!” exclaimed Carl.

“Sure, I can, Carl,” said Colby and she slid into the booth next to her boss and patted Carl on the thigh, causing his penis to wiggle.  “You and I need to have a little talk,” said Colby with a glowing, triumphant smile.  “You know, I need someone to clean my place, and I just happen to have a nice French maid uniform which would look fantastic on you.”

Carl seemed to shrink.

Meanwhile, Caitlin took Dylan’s hand and led him away from the table.  She walked him over to the table she and Colby had shared, pulling his skirt down again to hide his balls and the device.

“How did you get here?” he asked.  He was very confused.

“We figured out what you were up to,” she said.

Dylan blushed.  “I am so sorry, honey.  I should have trusted you.  I won’t ever keep secrets from you again.”

Caitlin smiled.  This was what she wanted to hear.  It seemed her husband had finally learned his lesson.  “So you’re saying I can trust you now?”

Dylan nodded his head.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“You know this is your last chance, right?”

“There won’t be any more secrets.  I swear!” said Dylan.

“All right,” said Caitlin.  “Let’s start with a little test.”

“Anything.”

“We saw you jerking off Carl.  Tell me the truth... did you like it?”


Epilogue

—o—

Dylan licked his lips.  He was nervous.  Interviews always made him nervous and this was a rather unique interview.  Not only was this his chance to get back into the engineering profession, but it was also his first interview dressed as a woman.

“Your resume looks great,” said the woman who would be his boss.

“Thank you,” said Dylan.

Dylan felt his penis rising to attention.  He wasn’t sure why at the moment, but it was almost enough to make him wish he was still wearing the device.  Almost.
  As emasculating as it had been never to be able to get hard, at least it kept any telltale bumps from appearing beneath his skirts at inopportune times like now.  The one he had now would probably show if he stood up.  But the price was too high.  He enjoyed his freedom.  So he shifted in his seat to try to hide his erection in his skirt.

“What made you apply to our company?”

“You have two of my favorite engineering projects in town in your portfolio.”

“That’s interesting.  Which ones?”

Dylan smiled confidently.  Then he crossed his legs, popped his shoe off his foot, and he gave his answer.

—o—

“How did it go, honey?” asked Caitlin as Dylan climbed back into the car.  She still didn’t let him drive, not in heels.  Dylan brushed his skirt beneath him as he sat down before setting his purse on his lap and buckling his seatbelt.

“I think it went well,” said Dylan.

“Oh good.”

“They need an engineer to start right away on a new project that’s right up my alley.  We had a great discussion too about various projects they’d undertaken.  It all seemed to go really well.”

“Any concerns about the way you were dressed?” asked Caitlin.

Dylan smiled.  “No, none.  She really liked my skirt.”

Caitlin pulled the car into traffic.  “Any concerns about you being a man?”

Dylan shook his head.  “None.  She said it would liven things up actually.”  He laughed.

“That’s good.”

“She seemed quite comfortable with it.”

Caitlin smiled.  “That’s good because I’m not letting you go back.”

Now Dylan smiled.  “There’s no chance of that, Ma’am.
”

Caitlin blushed.  “Good girl.  Don’t forget to finish the laundry when we get home.  I’d hate to have to put you back in the device.”

Dylan shuddered.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

They drove on several miles in a comfortable silence.  Their problems were a thing of the past and the future seemed rather exciting to them both.  All seemed to have ended well, despite how it began with Dylan’s being “blackmailed.”

“Any word from Colby?” asked Dylan.

Caitlin snickered.  “The firm’s partnership committee is appointing her managing partner since Carl has asked to step down.”

Dylan snickered.  “‘Asked,’ yeah right.  How are things with Carl?”

“They seem good.  She had a message for you that I didn’t fully understand.  She said, ‘I told him he would wear the uniform before I did.’  Does that mean anything to you?”

Dylan laughed.  “Good for her... good for her.”

The End.
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For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,000 erotic story is told in the first person by Mike's wife, and includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, tiny penis humiliation, cuckolding, and so much more!

June 2015 and July 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Femford School for Girls (Part One)

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!

May 2017 and June 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

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?

This Part concludes the series.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,500 word, 138 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, spanking, paddling, hormones, power exchange, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

June 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

Feminized and Cuckolded

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!

April 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

—o—

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.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,400 word, 125 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, paddling, small penis humiliation, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

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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