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Introduction by Ann

—o—

 

Dear Readers,

 

Christopher
never should have applied for the job.  Oh, he was good – an up and coming
editor... if you’ll forgive the pun – but he wasn’t ready to be an editor at
the world’s premier fashion magazine.  Why would they even hire him?  And what
if they did?  He knew little about women’s fashion.  The boss was rumored to be
pure evil.  This could not end well, could it?

 

This is the
story of Christopher.  He gets a job working for the most ‘demanding’ woman in
fashion and soon finds himself in way over his head... and in panties.  What’s
more, strange things soon start happening to his body.  What was in those diet
pills anyways?  Can he survive his dream job with his masculinity intact?  Will
he want to once Vanessa gets her hands on him?

 

Hopefully, you
enjoy Christopher’s story more than he does.  This is the first in the series. 
As always, let me know what you think.

 

With love,

Ann :)


















Prologue

—o—

 

Christopher
swallowed hard.  This was a terrible idea.  But what choice did he have?  He’d
looked online and none of what he saw really made sense.  He needed her help to
understand it.  He motioned her to sit.

Amanda sat down
on the couch and crossed her legs.  She was a gorgeous young woman with
strawberry blonde hair, long legs and a nearly perfect figure.  She was dressed
for a date tonight too, in a short, black, shoulder-less dress and black
pumps.  She had a pearl choker around her neck.  She looked amazing.  That
actually made this harder.

“So what’s up?”
she asked.

Christopher
licked his lips pensively.  “I, uh—”

He hesitated. 
Could he really do this?  This would be embarrassing to say the least.  And
Amanda wasn’t the type to let a thing like this go.  On the other hand, whose
help could he seek?

“Well, it’s—” 
He paused.  He still wasn’t sure how to say this.

Amanda glanced
at her watch.  “Come on Suzie Homemaker, what’s up?”

Christopher
winced.  “I, uh, need a favor.”

“You want to
borrow some pumps?” she chuckled.

“No!” gasped
Christopher.

“What kind of
favor?”

Christopher’s
heart was racing.  Her comment had made this all the more difficult.  He was
burning with embarrassment now.  “You may, uh, have noticed some things
lately.  Some changes.”

A smirk came
over Amanda’s face.  “You mean like you wearing women’s clothes?”

Christopher
withered.  He wanted to tell her they weren’t women’s clothes, but that was an
argument he wasn’t going to win.  Yes, maybe the suits weren’t technically
women’s suits, but they sure looked it.  And she’d seen the heels, even if she
hadn’t seen him in them.  Then there was the rest.  He felt a tingle down below
as he thought of the rest.  He continued:  “The thing is, there’s this thing at
work— this woman.  She’s playing some games.  I don’t want to get into it, but
I need your help.”

Amanda raised an
eyebrow.  “My help?”

Christopher
nodded.

“With what?”

Christopher
glanced around nervously as if he was trying to find a way to avoid this at all
costs.  He couldn’t though.  He bit his lip and blushed bright red.  “I need to
know something... something—”  He hesitated again.  His was blushing super
bright red now.

Amanda watched
his embarrassment with intense curiosity.  “What do you need to know?”

Christopher bit
his lip.  “How do you— how do you buy a bra?”

Amanda stared at
him in disbelief.  “You’re kidding?”  Christopher started to speak, but she cut
him off.  “That’s the big mystery?  That’s why you called me over here?  I have
a big date, bra-boy.  I need time to get ready.  Why are you wasting my
time with this?”

Christopher
nervously shook his head.  “I’m not kidding.  I need to know.”

Amanda rolled
her eyes.  “Just go online and hit ‘add to cart.’”

“I mean, how do
you buy one that fits.”

He paused.

“How do you find
one that... hides your breasts?”

A doubting look
came over Amanda’s face.  She pursed her lips.  “Now I know you’re joking.” 
She rose from the couch.  Her heels made the familiar clicking sound which made
Christopher shudder.  She started toward the door.  He wasn’t sure what to
say.  This conversation certainly hadn’t gone like he expected...

and then...

Amanda’s eyebrow
suddenly rose.  She stopped in her tracks.  She turned to face him.  A strange,
mischievous, knowing smile appeared upon her lips.  Her eyes seemed to gleam.

“Wait a minute,”
she said.  “Why do you need to know how to hide breasts?”  She glanced at his
chest.  She snickered cynically.  Her smirk turned into a grin.  “Are you
telling me—?”

Christopher’s
stomach dropped.  He shook his head vigorously.

She started
toward him.

“It’s nothing! 
Never mind,” blurted out Christopher.

But she kept
moving toward him.  Her grin grew upon her face and took on a devious countenance. 
Christopher started backing up to get away from her.  He instinctively threw one
arm across his chest.

“It’s
nothing!” he repeated.  “It’s just a joke!”

But it was too
late.  She had reached him even as he began to back up.  He took another step
and backed into a wall.  She closed the distance between them.  He was trapped. 
With him pinned between her and the wall, she reached out.  She pushed his arm
away with one hand and slipped her fingers inside the gap between the buttons
on his white blouse right at the center line of his chest.  He grabbed her
wrist, but it was too late; her fingers had grabbed his blouse.  Christopher
shook his head in horror, but the expectant look in her eyes, an almost glowing
look of anticipation, told him she would not stop.

And she did not.

Amanda gave his
blouse a sharp tug.  Buttons flew everywhere in all directions.  The blouse ripped
open, and as her hand continued to withdraw, the blouse opened further and
further until they appeared.

Amanda gasped.

Then she
smirked.  “What is going on, Christopher?!”


















Chapter One: “The
Interview”

—o—

 

Christopher felt
his stomach tighten.  The interview wasn’t going well.  He never should have
applied.  Monica Ridgeway, known as “Monica” to the world... or less agreeably
“Queen Ridgeway” in some quarters, did not seem the least bit impressed by
him.  In fact, Christopher could be excused for thinking she despised him for
some reason.

“I see you were
the editor of your college paper,” said Monica in the same cold measured way
she always spoke.  She stared at him indifferently over the tops of her tiny
pearl glasses.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“And you ‘like’
fashion, do you?”

Christopher
shivered at her cold tone.  “It’s a passion of mine.”

“Of course,”
said Monica, somehow projecting disdain even as her tone did not vary.

Christopher
shrank in his seat.  Why was this interview going so poorly?  He didn’t understand. 
Not only had he been the creator and editor of his school’s first fashion
journal, a successful lifestyle blogger, and run the lifestyle section for his
hometown newspaper after graduation, but he’d submitted a number of articles to
top fashion magazines that had all gotten published.  Given the limited space
in magazines these days and the fierce competition for getting published, this
was no small fete.  Why did Monica seem to dismiss those things as if they were
nothing?  Maybe it had been presumptuous hoping a top fashion magazine would
hire him without more experience – especially as an associate editor, but if he
had been presumptuous, why had he gotten the interview at all?

He began to
sweat around his collar.

“Fashion,” he
said, his mouth dry, “has always been a passion of mine.”

“Why is that,
Christopher?” asked Monica coldly.

“I— well—”

“Do you know
what we do here?”  Her tone somehow grew positively icy though she still
maintained the same cadence in which she always spoke, a sort of indifference
or boredom; it was strange that nothing seemed to change in her voice and yet
he felt the difference in her tone.  “Do you know what Rogue is?”

Christopher
twisted his lips.  This seemed like a trap; everyone knew what Rogue was. 
He answered cautiously:  “Rogue is a fashion magazine.  It— it covers
the world of fashion.”

Monica’s left pupil
turned to steel.  Her lips curled ever so slightly adding malice to her perma-frown. 
“A fashion magazine,” she repeated almost mockingly, though with such
indifference as to send a chill racing down his spine.  “Hardly.”  She paused
for an uncomfortable length of time.  “We set fashion.”  She paused
again.  “We are fashion.”  Once more.  “If I say blue is the color of fall,
blue will be the color of fall.  Do you understand?  This magazine dresses the
world.  And if you don’t understand that, then perhaps you should take your tweed
suit and your mismatched tie and return to whence you came.”

“I—”

She continued,
rolling right over his attempt to speak:  “Because I need people who understand
the importance of the trust that has been placed into us.”

She leaned back
in her seat.  She sighed and looked away from Christopher, who had no idea what
to say now.  He decided his best move was to sit silently and wait for more.

“I don’t want
you here,” she said listlessly.

Christopher
winced.  There went his dream job.

Only...

“But the Board
of Directors feels we need a male editor for some reason,” she said in a
strangely melancholy manner, as if she was talking to herself about some great
sadness.  “I told them there’s no place for a man in fashion.  What can a man
possibly know of fashion?  But they seem to want one here.”

She sighed again
and then looked him in the eye.  For a brief moment, Christopher saw humanity
in her eye.  Then it turned to steel once more.  A chill raced down his spine.

“Sadly, you are
the best candidate I have found.  You will start tomorrow morning.  Report to
Dianna on the third floor.  She will take care of the paperwork and then have
you here by seven.”  She turned away from him and started flipping through a
set of proofs as if he was already gone.

Christopher
stared at Monica in disbelief.  What had just happened?  Had he been hired?  For
what position?  What pay?  He had a million questions, but something told him
not to say another word.  So he rose to his feet and stepped over to the door,
where he turned back once more.

“Thank you,” he
said cautiously.

“Let me offer
you a piece of advice which will save us both time,” said Monica without even
looking up.  She flipped the page and made some marks with a red pen upon one
of the images before her as she spoke.  “Common courtesy is a sign of
weakness.”  The end.  She marked another image, clearly now oblivious to his continued
existence.

Christopher
licked his lips nervously and then left.  Apparently, he had the job.


















Chapter Two: “Instant
Makeover”

—o—

 

Despite the
crazy interview, Christopher was excited.  Rogue was the top fashion
magazine in the world.  The top.  Nothing compared.  After being an associate
editor at Rogue, he could write his own ticket.  Not to mention, he had
his own ideas for how Rogue should be run.  He was excited to put his
own stamp on the magazine.  As for Monica’s strange rant about not wanting a
man around, perhaps, he told himself confidently, that is exactly what Rogue
needed.

He was ready.

 

—o—

 

Christopher
reported to work the following morning.  As instructed, he went to the third
floor, where he met Dianna – the magazine had twenty of the building’s
twenty-seven floors including the penthouse.  Dianna was an attractive woman in
a striking almond colored calf-length asymmetrical wrap dress with matching red-brown
pumps.  Her brunette hair fell about her shoulders in waves.  She looked him up
and down with a skeptical glance.

“Ms. Ridgeway—”
started Christopher.

“Monica,”
countered Dianna immediately.

“Sorry.  Monica
didn’t tell me much about what I would be doing or where I would be working or
what I would be paid.”

“I’m not
surprised.”

“Yeah, it was
kind of a short interview.  Can you fill me in?”

“You’ll be
working directly for Monica.  Your desk is right in front of her office,” said
the woman.

“In front of her
office?  Like, in the hallway?”

“Yes.  I’m sure
you saw it when you interviewed.”

“But... isn’t
that for secretaries?” asked Christopher uncertainly.  He’d never heard of an
associate editor who didn’t have their own office or at least a cubicle
somewhere.

Dianna shrugged
her shoulders.

“What are my
duties?” asked Christopher.

She raised an
eyebrow somewhat insultingly.  “You aren’t going to ask me to repeat
everything, are you?”

Christopher
blushed.  “Er, no.  But—”

“Like I said,
you will be working directly for Monica.”

That still
didn’t tell him what kind of work he would be doing.  Christopher decided to
drop that line of questioning, however, as he knew what associate editors did. 
“Can you tell me what I’ll be paid then?”

“Does it
matter?  You’re working for Rogue.”

Christopher
snickered at what he thought was a joke until he realized Dianna wasn’t
laughing.  Apparently, she thought that working for Rogue was sufficient
honor that the actual pay didn’t matter.  That might have been true for some, Christopher
supposed, but his landlord wasn’t one of those people.  Would he make enough to
pay his rent?  He wanted to ask again but Dianne had moved on and he knew he
would find out soon enough anyways once the first paycheck arrived.  Besides,
he wasn’t giving up this opportunity over a few dollars difference.  This was
the chance of a lifetime!

“Did you bring
something to change into?” asked Dianna suddenly.

“What?”

“Did you bring
something to change into?”

Christopher
looked dumbfounded.  What did she mean?  He was wearing his best suit, a
stylish modern gray-checkered suit, along with a tan and white-checked vest and
contrasting black tie.  What else would he need?

“Wh— what do you
mean?” he asked cautiously.

“Something to
wear.”

“I’m wearing
this.”

Dianna’s eyebrow
went up critically.  “You’re going to wear that?”

Christopher reflexively
looked down at his suit.  “What’s wrong with it?”

Dianna seemed to
chuckle only without laughing.  She shook her head and started toward the
elevator; she didn’t respond to his question.  “Monica works on twenty-two. 
She comes in at 8 am precisely.  She expects you to be there to greet her.  You
will take her coat and purse.  The coat goes into the closet to the left of
your desk—”

“Wait a minute,”
protested Christopher.

Dianna stopped,
an annoyed look on her face.  “Now what?”

“That sounds
like secretary work.  I’m an associate editor.”

“Correct,” said
Dianna before launching back into her speech.  “Lock the purse in your desk in
the bottom right drawer.  She likes to have a latte waiting for her upon
arrival—”

“I’m supposed to
get her coffee?” said Christopher incredulously.

Dianna ignored
him and continued unabated:  “Get the latte from the first floor, a place
called ‘Rogers’.  She likes a honey latte with a dash of freshly-squeezed
lemon.  Make sure they squeeze it in front of you.”  The elevator door opened.

“I didn’t know
coffee places squeezed lemons.”

They stepped
into the elevator.

“They don’t,”
said Dianna.  “For Monica... they will.”

 

—o—

 

By the time
Monica walked into the office that morning, precisely at eight, Christopher
was having serious second thoughts.  What had he gotten himself into?  Everyone
seemed insane.  Not only had there been Monica’s crazy rant about not wanting
to hire a male editor, but now the whole meeting with Dianna.  Did Dianna not
understand the difference between an editor and a secretary?  Surely Monica
would, but what was wrong with this company?

On the other
hand, this was the opportunity of a lifetime.  He knew that.  If he could get a
year or two working as an editor at Rogue on his resume, he could go
anywhere... do anything.  This was a stepping stone nowhere else in the world
offered.  He could handle this for a year, couldn’t he?  Sure, he could.

Either way,
Monica had appeared.

She stormed into
the office like a force of nature.  She wore an almond-colored dress similar to
Dianna’s only somehow better.  The material seemed richer.  The cut more
precise.  Whereas Dianna wore simple red-brown pumps, Monica wore gorgeous red-brown
alligator-skin stilettos.  She even added an alligator-skin belt.  Over her arm
was slung a fur coat of some sort as well as a white designer bag big enough to
carry a manuscript.

She walked
straight to Christopher and unexpectedly handed over her coat, dumping it into
his arms.

“Good morning,
Monica,” said Christopher as he took the coat.

“Ms. Ridgeway,”
she corrected him.

Christopher
blushed.  “Sorry.  Ms. Ridgeway.”

Monica pulled a
sheath of pages from her purse, which she dropped on his desk.  Then she set
her purse on top of them.  “I want these proofread for the noon copy meeting.  Call
Fernando Ri and set up an appointment.  I want to discuss his fall purses.  Have
Carter bring up the proofs from the shoot yesterday.  Then—”

She stopped
mid-sentence.  She looked Christopher up and down.

“What are you
wearing?” she said.  As before, her speech remained calm, almost bored, yet
somehow projected disquiet.  It was accusatory.

Christopher was confused. 
“A— uh, suit.”

“Are you making
fun of me?”

Christopher’s
stomach dropped.  He shook his head.  “No, Ms. Ridgeway!”

Monica shook her
head as she glanced him up and down from head to toe once more.  “This won’t do.”

Christopher
blushed nervously.  “Wh— what won’t do?”

“Your suit. 
Your— your hair.  Did you shave this morning, Richard?”

“Christopher.”

“Don’t evade the
question.  You didn’t shave, did you?” she demanded in her strange indifferent,
matter-of-fact tone which nonetheless came across aggressively.  “I can’t have
you sitting here in my office, representing Rogue, looking like this. 
What will people think?”

Christopher
glanced down at his suit.  He didn’t see the problem.

Meanwhile,
Monica cast her eyes around for one of the nearby secretaries who sat scattered
throughout the hallways.  She snapped her fingers at a woman in a tan skirt and
white blouse and brown heels who happened to be passing by.

“Vanessa, come
here,” called Monica.

The woman came
to her.  “Yes, Monica?”

“Take Richard
downstairs to see Addy.  Tell her he needs a new suit, something stylish, and a
complete makeover.  Impress upon her that Richard will be the first person
visitors see when they come to my office and I simply cannot have them looking
upon a disaster.”

“But— I—”
protested Christopher.

Monica ignored
him.  “Go... go, go,” she said, motioning with her fingers toward Vanessa.  She
then snatched the honey latte from his desk and disappeared into her office.

Christopher
stood there in shock.  “What just happened?”

“Welcome to Rogue,”
said Vanessa.

 

—o—

 

A few minutes
later, Christopher stood in what appeared to be a sort of salon plus.  This was
where they prepared models for the various photoshoots they did for the
magazine.  It was a place of mirrors, lights and shelves of makeup and hair
treatments.  There were sinks, a genuine shower, blow driers, nail stations and
the female equivalent of barber’s chairs.

“Addy,” called Vanessa.

A woman in tan
slacks and a white silky blouse appeared from a storage room.  Vanessa
apparently recognized her.

“This is
Richard—”

“Christopher,”
corrected Christopher.

“Christopher,”
said Vanessa with emphasis.  “Monica wants him cleaned up.”

The woman in the
tan slacks looked Christopher up and down.  She nodded her head.  “No
problem.”  She patted the back of a thick black leather chair.  “Have a seat,
Christopher.  We’ll take care of you.”

Christopher
cautiously made his way to the chair as Vanessa returned upstairs.

“Listen, I’m not
sure what the problem is—” started Christopher.

Addy snickered. 
“You aren’t?”

Christopher took
his seat in the chair, but didn’t back off.  “This is a very hip suit, I’ll
have you know.  I just bought it at Mentors.  I saw it in Modern Gentlemen
last month.”

Addy smiled
kindly.  “Don’t worry, we’ll fix it.”

Christopher
furrowed his brow in frustration.  More insanity!  “Fix what?!”

Addy sighed. 
“All right.”

Christopher
snorted.  Finally.  He’d finally gotten one of them to see reason.

Only... then she
continued:  “For starters, your nails are uneven and ragged.  That’s
unacceptable.  Remember, you represent Rogue.  Even more, you represent
Monica.  You can’t meet people looking like you chewed your nails.  Your hair
is limp.  It looks like all you did was wet it and comb it.”

“Well, that is
kind of all—”

“That suit was
already one year old by the time it appeared in Modern Gentlemen.  And
it wasn’t last month, it was three months ago.  You simply can’t wear dated
clothes at Rogue.”

He suddenly felt
very small.

“What’s more, your
whole look goes against the theme Rogue is expressing this year,” said
Addy.  “We’re celebrating androgyny.  Monica will want you to embrace that.”

Christopher’s
jaw dropped.  “Androgyny?”

“Androgyny,”
said Addy.  As she did, she made him stand and unbuttoned his suit coat.  She pulled
it over his shoulders.  Then she removed his tie and opened his collar.  She gently
pushed him into the chair.  “Don’t worry.  You’re in good hands.  Just lean
back and leave everything to me.”  She tripped a button on the chair with her
foot and pushed Christopher backward until he was lying way back.  She tossed a
black smock over his shirt and they were off.
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Christopher had
no idea what to say as Addy started to work her magic.  She began by adding
some sort of cream to his hair, running her fingers through it and massaging
his scalp.

“This will give
volume,” she said.

Then she filled
her hands with another cream and she rubbed this all over his face.

“This is a
moisturizer and light depilatory.  It will help with shaving, keeping
everything light, and it will give your skin a soft, glow... a ‘cared-for’
look.  Use it every morning and after every shower.”

“I don’t have—”

“Don’t worry, I’ll
give you a swag bag with the things we use today.  Just make sure you use them
every day.  Monica will notice if you don’t,” said Addy.

Christopher
nodded his head, but could barely follow all that she was doing.  Worse, just
then, another woman appeared with the intent of doing even more.  She wore a
long pink smock, but beneath, Christopher could see she wore tan jeans, tall
nude pumps, and a light brown shirt.  Clearly, all the women in the office had
the same taste, he thought.

“I’m
Christopher,” he said nervously.

“Paulyna,” replied
the woman.

“I’m the new
editor.”

The woman didn’t
respond.  Instead, she pulled up a chair and sat at his side.  She immediately
took one of his hands and set it on a silver tray she had pulled over as well. 
She poured a deep blue liquid into a bowl and dunked his fingers into the
liquid.

“Let your
fingers rest in this before we start,” she said.

“What is it?”

“It removes
chemicals and gels.”

Christopher
accepted the answer though he didn’t really know what a gel was.  He returned
his attention to Addy, who had located a pair of tweezers.  “Does Ms. Ridgeway
do this for everyone who works here?”

“Monica,”
corrected Addy.

“Dianna said
that too, but Ms. Ridgeway told me it was ‘Ms. Ridgeway’.”

Addy raised an
eyebrow.  “Oh ok.”

“So does
everyone get this treatment?”

“Not usually,”
said Addy.  “But you work directly for her, so she probably wanted to be sure
you were presentable.”  She put her hand upon his shoulder, pressing him back
into the chair, and brought the tweezers to his brow.  “Hold still.”

“Ouch!”
exclaimed Christopher a moment later as Addy pulled out an eyebrow hair.  “What
are you doing?”

“You have some
stray hairs that need to go,” she said.

“Can’t you just
shave them like my barber does?”

Addy smirked. 
“That’s not how it work, sweetie.  Now be still.”

Christopher took
a deep breath, closed his eyes, and braced himself.  He had no idea what these
women were planning, but he knew he needed to let them to do it to keep Monica
happy.  That was key.  Still, it felt strange to let himself be treated like
this by these women.  There was something embarrassing about it.  Worrying. 
This wasn’t like any trip he’d ever had to a barbershop.

“I’m sure it
will be all right,” he told himself.

She plucked
another hair.

A moment later,
Christopher felt something tugging on his foot.  He glanced down and saw a
third woman removing his shoes and pulling off his socks.  She shook her head
upon seeing his feet.

“You’ve never
had a pedicure before, have you?” she asked rhetorically.

“No,” said
Christopher.

“Don’t worry,
we’ll make your feet very pretty.”

Christopher
winced at the word “pretty.”  Men didn’t have “pretty” feet, or indeed “pretty”
anythings.  He started to say his feet were fine when Addy plucked another eyebrow
hair.  “Ouch.”

Paulyna now
picked up a file and started working on his fingernails.

“What are you
doing?” asked Christopher nervously.

“Shaping.”

“You really
don’t need to do that,” said Christopher anxiously.

She glanced at
his fingernails before shaking her head.  “Trust me, we do.”  She got back to
work.  And as Christopher watched, she somehow shaped the nail on his pointer
finger into a slight oval despite how short his nails were.  Christopher
swallowed hard when he saw how feminine his nail looked.

Then something
truly unexpected happened:  his penis started to grow hard as he stared at his
feminized nail!  He had no idea why this would happen, but it did.  He blushed
deeply.  Then he noticed that his erection had pushed up the black smock ever
so slightly.  His stomach fell!  Would it be noticeable?!  It was to him.  He prayed
it wasn’t to the women.

It was to one of
them.

Indeed, as it
grew, the woman working on his feet slipped his feet into a tub she had placed
on the footrest of the chair and started filling it with creams and salts.  She
added water, creating a foamy, relaxing mixture.  She then glanced up toward
him and, to Christopher’s horror, her eyes stopped on the tiny bump on the
otherwise smooth smock.  A knowing smile appeared upon her lips.

He bit his lip.

“Don’t worry,
darling.  We won’t tell anyone,” she said.

Christopher
turned bright red.  He felt utterly embarrassed.  He tried to calm himself to
make it shrink, but it wouldn’t shrink.  Somehow, his embarrassment was feeding
it.  He closed his eyes and tried to imagine himself watching football, but he
could feel everything they did and it was all too feminine for the
embarrassment to go away.  Nothing they did was familiar to his experience as a
man.  Addy ran her fingers through his hair, trimming bits here and there and
shaping the rest.  The pedicure woman took his feet from the water and dried
them.  She began trimming his toenails.  Paulyna filed another fingernail.  Abby
smeared creams on Christopher’s face; they smelled of roses.  The pedicure
woman moved from one toe to another; her hands were warm and soft.  It was all
feminine, all embarrassing, and that kept him hard.  It kept him nervous too.

Then something occurred
to him:  if they were doing feminine things, would that not result in him
looking feminine?  Was that even possible?  He didn’t know, but Christopher was
getting increasingly nervous.

And then
Christopher smelled it: nail polish!  He knew that smell from every
girlfriend he’d ever had!  His eyes shot toward Paulyna.  She had opened a vial
of nail polish and was just about to dip the small brush into it.

“What are you doing?!”
he gasped.

“You need a
strengthening coat,” she replied.  She dipped the brush into the vial.

“I’m fine
without it!”  Christopher’s tone was panicky.

“Don’t be
silly.”

That was all she
said.  An instant later, she daubed the brush onto his nail and pulled it to
the nail’s tip.  Behind the brush, the nail looked wet and glistening.  It
looked feminine.

“Wh— what color
is that?”

Paulyna snickered. 
“Oh!  You want color?  I can do color.”  She dipped the brush back into the
vial.  “But this is clear for your information.  I’m happy to change it for you
if you like though.  Perhaps a lovely red?”

“C— clear?”

“Yes, clear. 
Most guys like some color around here, but I figured you were too nervous.  So
I’m just using a clear coat.”

Christopher
breathed a sigh of relief.  “Oh, ok.”

“Do you want
color?” asked Paulyna.

“No!”

She snickered
again.  “It’s your call.”  She brushed another nail.  “But a deep red really would
look really nice on your nails.”

Christopher’s face
burned red with shame and penis throbbed.  Something in her threat had excited it. 
Christopher didn’t know what that could be, but it embarrassed him and made him
insecure.  He tried to shrink his body inward to hide his erection and any
other traces.  “Clear is fine,” he said.
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It took almost an
hour, but the ladies finally finished.  Christopher was worried what they’d
done.  Not the lost eyebrow hair – his were a little bushy and could use a good
trim – or the shave, that was no big deal, but the nails really worried him. 
Would clear polish show?  He’d never actually had a manicure before.  Would it
look effeminate?  And what had Addy done to his hair?  Would it look strange? 
Maybe a little crazy?

“Ready to see
the new and improved you?” asked Addy.

“I guess,” said
Christopher cautiously.

Addy pushed a
button and Christopher’s chair snapped upright.  She then spun him toward the
mirror and pulled off the black smock.

“Violá!”
she said.

Christopher jerked
forward toward the mirror in shock.  Staring back at Christopher was his own
face... only, it wasn’t his face.  Not any more.  It was like a woman’s face!  It
really was.  It looked almost like a woman staring back at him!  What he
thought had just been an eyebrow trim had actually been a restructure.  Addy
had removed enough hairs to give him thin, arched eyebrows... feminine
eyebrows.  That wasn’t all either.  Whatever had been in the cream she rubbed
on his face had removed his facial hair at a deeper level than normal shaving. 
His face looked hairless rather than well-shaved.  And his hair— his hair. 
It had always been a tad longer as was the style, but now it was shaped and
re-shaped into something like a pixie cut only more bushy and a little asymmetrical. 
Between that and the smooth skin and the high, narrow eyebrows, he looked more
like a woman than a man.  In fact, if he added some makeup, no one would think
he was a man at all!

“What have you—
how?!” he gasped.

“Just a few
tricks of the trade.  Monica will be happy.”

“But— but I
look— I look like a girl!”

Addy lowered her
head next to his and studied the mirror from the same angle, a serious look
upon her face.  She craned her head to one side and then the other.  “Maybe a
little,” she agreed.

“Maybe a lot!”
protested Christopher.

“Well, Monica is
pushing androgyny.”

“I— but—”

“And it’s not
like you’re wearing makeup or anything.  I could really make you look like a
girl then.”

Christopher
shook his head.  “I— I don’t want to look like a girl!”

Addy shrugged
her shoulders.  “Suit yourself.”

Christopher’s
eyes now shifted to his hands for the first time; he’d forgotten them in his
shock.  These were far worse than expected!  His nails sparkled.  The gloss has
contained glitter and his nails literally sparkled.  They weren’t clear
either.  What was supposed to be clear gloss actually had a hint of ephemeral
color in it, appearing almost milky on his fingertips, like a mist.  Men did
not wear polish like this!  But the worst was actually the shape.  Yes, his
nails remained short, as it was physically impossible to make them longer, but
somehow, they looked longer!  By filing them back at the edges of his
fingers and leaving the tips longer, Paulyna managed to convey the impression
of long, almost oval nails.  It was an illusion, but a good one.  This made his
nails very feminine; men did not have nails like this.

“What have you
done to my nails?!” he gasped.

He brought his
hands to his eyes and examined them.  His fingers looked so long and thin! 
Just filing his nails had done this?!  Well, in part.  Paulyna had done more
too.  She had removed any hair from his hands, giving his fingers added length
and making them appear thinner and feminine.

“I— my hands
look like women’s hands!”
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Before
Christopher could say another word, Addy had yanked him from the chair and was
dragging him down the hallway to an extremely large room.  It looked like
something out of the computer world of The Matrix.  The walls and ceiling
where bright white and seemed to run to infinity.  The floor was covered in
white tile that seemed to glow.  And four seemingly-endless rows of racks,
packed with women’s clothes, spanned the length of the room as far as
Christopher could see.

“What are we
doing here?” asked Christopher.

“You need a
suit,” said Addy.

Christopher
glanced out over the sea of fussy, feminine clothes.  “A suit?  From here?”

Addy nodded her
head.  “These are all the designer clothes that were given to the magazine for
photoshoots or in the hopes that providing them would lead to photospreads of
some sort.  It’s like a library of recent fashion.”

“Recent?”

“Yes, we pack up
the old ones so no one uses them accidentally.”

“Accidentally?”

“Of course,
darling.  Could you imagine if Rogue used something out of date in one
of our spreads?  Scandalous,” laughed Addy, in a tone that bordered on mocking
Monica.

Christopher
glanced around once more.  “So all the old ones get taken away?”

Addy nodded her
head.  “Every few months.”

Christopher’s
jaw dropped.  “All this arrived this in the past few months?”

She nodded her
head again.

“And we’re going
to find a suit somewhere in here?” said Christopher doubtfully.

Addy nodded her
head once more.

“A man’s
suit?”

“Actually,
you’re going to find seven,” said Monica.  She had entered the room behind them
and now approached.  Her stiletto heels made a particularly sharp sound upon
the white tile floor which sent a sort of emotional dagger ripping down Christopher’s
spine and made him wither somehow; he’d never felt that from listening to a
woman walk before.

“Seven?” asked
Addy.

Monica came up
to them.  She looked him up and down over the tops of her glasses, seemingly
noting every detail of his surprisingly feminized face and his nails.  She said
nothing about these though.  “Seven should be enough for the moment,” she said.

Without waiting
for a response, Monica pulled off her glasses and started down one of the
rows.  Christopher and Addy followed her.  Halfway down the row, at what
appeared to be jackets, her fingers began to bounce along, touching each item
on the rack until she came to a wheat-colored jacket; the corresponding pants
hung inside the jacket.  She pulled the wheat-colored jacket from the rack, examined
it, and then draped it over the rack.  Addy picked it up from there as Monica
kept going, with her finger bouncing along.  One.  Two.  Three.  Four bounces. 
Then, in one fluid motion, she pulled out an olive-plaid suit and laid it atop
the rack.  Addy grabbed it.  One.  Two.  Three.  Four.  A light-blue suit. 
One.  Two.  A lilac suit.  One.  Two.  Three.  A red suit with yellow checks.

Christopher’s
brow furrowed.  His eyes bulged almost like a cartoon.  He picked up the red
suit and stared at it in horror.  What man wears a red suit, especially one
with yellow checks?!  Yellow checks!  A light blue suit, he could see...
maybe.  But a red and yellow suit?!

Monica
continued.  One.  Two.  Three.  Four.  Five.  Gray.  One.  Two.  Three.  Four. 
White with black piping.  One.  Two.  She stopped.  She smiled for the first
time (well, half-smiled – she never truly smiled).  She pulled a suit from the
rack which appeared to be a camel-colored suit until she got it entirely clear
of the rack.  Then Christopher saw that one side of the suit was camel-colored,
but the other side was black and white-checkered, with the lapels reversed.

“You’re
kidding,” said Christopher incredulously.

Monica stared at
him utterly coldly.  “I never jest with fashion.”

“I can’t wear
that?  I can’t wear any of these,” he protested.

Monica’s cold
eyes never unlocked themselves from his.  “Why not?”

“They aren’t
even men’s suits!”

“Of course, they
are.  These are designed by Pau Gault.  He designs men’s clothes.”  As she said
this, she held up the camel-colored suit as if this proved her point.  As she
did, a slight breeze caught the jacket and pushed it aside enough for
Christopher to see the “slacks” beneath were actually a short black and
white-checkered skirt – a miniskirt.

“That’s one even
has a skirt!”

Monica slipped
on her glasses and glanced at the skirt.  “So it has... and so short.  Oh Pau,
what were you thinking?  Knee-length for men, Pau.  Knee-length.”  She sighed. 
“It’s no wonder we haven’t done a shoot with you in two years.”  She tossed the
suit on top of the rack.  “Find him some appropriate pants, Addy.”

“Yes, Monica.”

“Find me some
pants?  That’s not the issue.  These are women’s suits!” protested
Christopher.

Monica stared at
Christopher over the top of her glasses as if his protest was nonsense, nothing
more, almost boring.  “I told you, the theme for this season is androgyny.”

“But these
aren’t androgynous, they’re women’s.”

“This is getting
rather tiring, Christopher.”

“I can’t wear
women’s suits, not with pants or skirts!”

“You work for me
now,” she said to Christopher, in the same bored tone.  “If you intend to
continue doing so, you will wear designer clothes that fit the theme we intend
for the season.  I will not have you dress out of date, out of style, or out of
theme.  If you had your own style, perhaps, but you don’t, so you will wear
these.”  She pulled off her glasses and stared icily at him.  “Of course, you
are free to buy your own clothes, with my approval naturally.  The suit you are
holding is $25,000.  Can you afford that, Richard?”

“Christopher.”

She did not
correct herself.  “$25,000.  No?  Then you have no choice, do you?” she said. 
“Get dressed.  I expect you back in the office in ten minutes.”  She turned to
leave.  “Get him some dress shirts and shoes too.  Journet.”

With that, she
left.

Christopher
licked his lips angrily.  He was not used to being treated like this and he
didn’t like the idea of wearing a woman’s suit, even if it was a man’s suit!  But
he needed this job.  He wanted this job.  This job was his ticket to
success.  So he took a deep breath and told himself he could do it.  It would
be worth it.  A year here and he could work anywhere in publishing.

“Let’s get you
some shoes,” said Addy.
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Christopher deflated. 
He leaned against his apartment door and slowly slid to the ground.  What a
day!  Work had been crazy.  Getting home had been crazy.  He literally had to
sneak past the front desk so no one saw him in the girly suit.  He wasn’t even
sure what had happened to his other suit.  Addy said something about packing it
up, but he never saw it again.

He pushed the
shoes off his feet.  They were made by a company called Journet.  They
apparently cost $500 per shoe.  That was nuts.  They were so uncomfortable. 
Not only were they tight and narrow but they had heels!  Not women’s heels,
thankfully, but heels nonetheless:  Cuban heels.  They were about an inch high
and Christopher’s feet were sore from wearing them.  They weren’t the easiest
things to walk in either, though he managed.

“How do women
wear these things?” he asked.

He shook his
head.

Christopher rose
to his feet and went to his kitchen.  Without the shoes, his suit pants dragged
beneath his feet; with them, the suit pants touched the floor.  Apparently, the
one-inch heels made the difference.

He made himself
a drink and moved to his couch.

“What an
embarrassing day,” he proclaimed.

Christopher
sipped his drink and set it down.  He leaned back against the couch cushion and
covered his eyes with one hand.  He thought back to work.  He thought how he
had been treated like a secretary all day by Monica and her minions.  Copy
this.  Type that.  Fetch coffee.  Go fetch the copies.  Call these people, make
an appointment.  Call these people, reschedule their appointment.  Get my lunch
(inside the building fortunately).  Take this to the mailroom.  Open my mail. 
He was supposed to be an editor, a colleague.  He had ideas to improve the
magazine.  He wasn’t supposed to be wasting his time answering Monica’s phone!

“Ahhh! 
I’m not a secretary!  I’m an editor!” he exclaimed.

That was
embarrassing and just thinking about it put butterflies in his stomach.  What
did all the others think of the “editor” who fetched Monica’s coffee and lunch
and typed her mail?

He shuddered.

That wasn’t the
worst though.  The worst was needing to call her “Ms. Ridgeway” instead of
“Monica.”

“Yes, Ms.
Ridgeway, no Ms. Ridgeway,” he grumbled.

He was pretty
sure he was the only one in the building who needed to call Monica “Ms.
Ridgeway.”  Why did everyone else get to call her Monica?  It felt...
demeaning.  It felt like he was being made to sound subservient when everyone
else, from secretaries to lowly mail room clerks to high-end photographers
called her “Monica.”  It was embarrassing, frankly.  And every time he did it,
he felt a tiny bit dirty somehow.  It was like Monica was publicly emasculating
him.  The thought made him tingle uncomfortably.

Oddly, his penis
started to rise.  That too made him uncomfortable.  It reminded him of getting
hard when Addy and her women were working on his nails.  That had been
embarrassing.

He tried to
ignore it.

It wasn’t all
just Monica either.  He felt so self-conscious leaving his desk because of his
eyebrows, his hair, his nails and the suits.  Everyone watched him in the cafeteria. 
He drew raised eyebrows everywhere he went.  And then there were the two
receptionists.  What were their names?  Brandi and Sherri.  He laughed
ironically at both being named for alcohol since they made him want to drink. 
They sat about ten feet away by the elevator.  When someone entered the floor,
they were supposed to make sure they belonged and direct them; no one was to
get near to Monica without permission.  They kept looking back at him all day
and giggling to each other.  It was making him insecure.

This had been an
embarrassing day all right.

He sipped his
drink.

“I’ll tell you
what,” he told himself.  “I need to get some suits.  Designer men’s suits that
look like men’s suits.  Then I don’t have to wear these terrible things.”  He
poked the bag of suits that lay before him on the coffee table.  Unfortunately,
that wasn’t happening until he got his first paycheck and even then it might be
hard to find suits Monica found acceptable.

He finished his
drink.

Christopher rose
from the couch and moved to the bathroom.  He stood before the sink and the
mirror and examined his face.  He looked so feminine with the arched eyebrows
and the fussy hair.  Could he fix it?

“This is going
to take time to grow back,” he said of his eyebrows.

He ran his
fingers through his hair.

“At least this
I can fix,” he said.

Christopher pulled
off his suit coat and his shirt and stuck his head under the shower.  He used
some shampoo to wash out all the “product” Addy had put into it.  Then he dried
it and he returned to the mirror to comb it back into a more masculine cut.  He
tried his normal cut.  To his surprise, it didn’t seem to work.  He furrowed
his brow and tried again, combing it back this time.  That didn’t work either. 
He tried the other side.  That didn’t work either.

“What has she
done?” he asked.

He moved closer
to the mirror and ran his fingers through his hair.  Again.  Once more. 
Slowly, he started to realize the problem.  Addy had given him an asymmetrical
haircut, with one side shorter than the other.  The result, no matter what he
did, was either a very feminine pixie cut to one side, or a feminine undercut
which made him look like a rather “butch” woman to the other, or combing it
straight back resulted in a wild, bushy cut which was perhaps the most feminine
of them all.

“Now what?” he
asked unhappily.

It seemed, his
eyebrows weren’t his worst problem.
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Monica blew into
the office like a stiff wind bearing a hint of a coming storm.  Christopher
immediately tensed up and rose to attention.  She examined Christopher’s suit
with one eye as she shoved her mink coat into his arms.  He wore the olive-plaid
suit today; the one that looked a bit like inverted Burberry.  Like the
wheat-colored suit the prior day, there was little masculine about this suit. 
It had wide lapels, a single button and pants legs so wide it looked like a long
gown when he stood still.  He felt... weak in it.

“You’re better dressed
today,” said Monica in her indifferent tone.

Christopher felt
a strong desire to tell her off, to tell her that the suit was stupid, that he
only wore it because she was his boss, and that he might just start wearing his
own clothes, but he didn’t.  Something inside him chickened out, which added to
his feeling of weakness.

Meanwhile, Monica
dropped her purse onto Christopher’s desk.  She pointed to the latte.  “The
lemon?”

“Freshly
squeezed in front of me,” said Christopher.

He had thought
about not getting her the latte too, to let her know he was not some lowly
secretary, but he chickened out on that too.  There was just too much at stake
in having this job.

“It’s only a
year,” he reminded himself.

Monica snatched
the latte and disappeared into her office without another word.  Christopher’s
tension level dropped ten points the moment her door closed.  He sat down
again, feeling like a dingy discarded by the storm onto a beach.  He ran his
tongue over his lips.  Was this worth it, he wondered?  He took a deep breath,
knowing that it was – or at least vowing that it would be.

“Editor,” he
told himself.  “Editor at Rogue.”

He got to work
writing correspondence for Monica and transcribing her phone messages – she
preferred to read them rather than hear them.  This wasn’t what editors
normally did, he knew that, but he knew the real work would come with time.  In
the meantime, he tried to keep the word “secretary” out of his mind. 
Unfortunately, that was like trying not to think of an elephant, no matter what
you did, you thought of an elephant.  The word bounced around his brain.

Secretary. 
Secretary.  Secretary.  Secretary.

His penis grew
stiff.

He blushed. 
Then he bit his tongue and tried to focus on the messages.

Secretary. 
Secretary.  Secretary.  Secretary.

“Editor,” he
told himself.  But he didn’t feel like an editor.

“How’s the new
Emma today?” said one of the receptionists by the elevator suddenly.  It was
Brandi.  She and the other receptionist turned to face him, but hadn’t left
their desks.  Both wore tight mango-colored dresses.  Indeed, most of the women
in the office wore mango today, causing Christopher to wonder if there was some
sort of dress code memo he wasn’t getting, and if not, how they all knew what
to wear.

“Emma?” asked
Christopher confused.

“Monica’s
favorite.  She’s always looking for the new Emma,” said the receptionist.  “Are
you the new Emma... new girl?”  The words rolled off her tongue with
contempt.

The other woman
giggled.

Christopher
blushed.  “I’m not the new girl.”

“Old girl then.”

Sherri laughed
again.

“I’m not a girl,”
said Christopher defiantly.  His penis started to grow hard.

The slowly woman
glanced over his feminine suit with a raised eyebrow.  Each second made him
feel smaller and smaller.  It also made his erection throb.  Finally, she
smirked.  “So long, Emma,” she said and she turned back to him.

The other woman
chuckled and turned away as well.

Christopher burned
with shame.  His insecurities rose.  He wished he was wearing a normal suit. 
Then he wouldn’t have put up with that, he told himself.  He was an editor,
they were just secretaries.  He shouldn’t allow that!  But he did.  He suddenly
felt helpless.  And why in the world was he hard?  He didn’t understand that at
all.

“Don’t mind
them,” said the woman who had walked him downstairs the other day: Vanessa.  She
had come from down the hallway.  She wore a silky white blouse with a
wrap-collar buttoned on the shoulder blade and a light-burnt-orange pleated
skirt that hung to her knees.  Her heels were brown.  Every woman in the office
wore heels.  “They’re just bitter because you’re sitting where they so very
desperately want to sit themselves.”

“They don’t
bother me,” lied Christopher even as he blushed.

“You need a
thick skin around here.”

Christopher
nodded his head.  “That you do.  Who’s ‘Emma’?”

“Emma was the
only successful secretary Monica’s ever had.  You’re sitting in her chair.”

“I’m not a
secretary,” said Christopher self-consciously, before adding:  “Associate editor.” 
He felt embarrassed saying it somehow.  In fact, saying it only seemed to make
the word “secretary” louder inside his head.

Oddly, he started
to grow hard once more.

He tried to
change the topic.  “So what made Emma special?”

“Emma was the
one person Monica actually seemed to like.  Or maybe Emma was just the one
person who could handle Monica.  Monica is... a lot, as I’m sure you’ve
realized, and Emma was able to handle it.”

“What happened
to her?”

“She became an editor
at Fashion Now!” said Vanessa.

“She let her
go?” asked Christopher.

“She had no
choice.”

“How did Ms.
Ridgeway take that?”

Vanessa
laughed.  “As a personal betrayal.”

Christopher
nodded his head cautiously.  Vanessa’s words were both confirming of his belief
that he could parlay this job into an amazing career and simultaneously ominous
knowing he might anger Monica in the process.  He again asked himself if this
was a good idea, but he once again assured himself it was.

“You’re the
seventh ‘new Emma’ now.  Most of her girls only last a few days, to be honest,”
added Vanessa.

“I’m not a
girl,” said Christopher who wasn’t sure why he felt the need to refute this; she
hadn’t even suggested that he was, yet it felt necessary.  That added to his
insecurity.

She smiled
strangely.  “I’m glad.”

“That’s not what
I meant,” he said with a blushing face.  He felt very small suddenly.

“I’m sure.  Nice
suit, by the way.  Pau Gault?”

“Yeah,” said
Christopher unhappily.

“It looks nice
on you... new boy.”  She winked as she said “boy.”

Christopher
blushed even more.  Her playful, yet mocking tone was strangely turning him
on!  He felt warm and somehow soft on the inside even as his penis grew as hard
as it could.  This was very confusing.  Granted, she was attractive – very in
fact – but he shouldn’t be excited to have his masculinity impugned. 
Nevertheless, he was hard as a rock.

“Say—” started
Vanessa.

“Christopher,”
came Monica’s voice over the intercom.  She disconnected before he could reply.

“His master
calls,” said Vanessa conspiratorially.

Christopher nodded. 
He started to rise when he suddenly feared Vanessa seeing the bulge in his suit
pants if he stood up!  He froze.  Fortunately, Vanessa turned to leave without
noticing.  He breathed a sigh of relief and continued his rise.  His penis was
indeed tenting out the suit pants.

Then she stopped
and leaned closer instead.

He froze once
more, hoping she would not see his erection.

“Let me give you
a word of advice... something Emma once told me,” she said across his desk.  “When
you’re dealing with Monica, ‘don’t speak unless spoken to, and even then think
twice before opening your mouth.’”  She tapped the side of her nose knowingly and
then walked off, casting a glance and a wink over her shoulder at his feminine
suit.  She lowered her eyes to his erection.  Then she disappeared around the
corner.

Christopher
blushed bright red.
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He was home
again.

Christopher
collapsed onto his couch.  It had been another long, embarrassing day.  It was
hard to get the jealous taunting of the receptionists out of his mind, or the
absolute power Monica seemed to wield.  There was something odd about being
under that level of control.  It gave him these weird feelings he couldn’t
quite explain.  In a way, it almost seemed erotic.  Almost.  Then there was
Vanessa, speaking of erections.  He was so embarrassed she had seen him get
hard.

“Ug,” he said.

He felt like a
teenager who had embarrassed himself before a girl he liked.  He covered his
eyes with his hands as he laid himself out on the couch wishing things had gone
differently.

Then he heard
the key.  Someone had slipped a key into the lock on his front door.  That had
to be his neighbor Amanda, she was the only one with the key – he gave her one
to watch his apartment when he was gone and occasionally escape her roommate.

Suddenly, he
recalled the way he was dressed and what Addy had done to his face and hair and
nails!  He shot up in a panic, intent on racing to the other room.  He could
hide in the bedroom until he convinced her to leave!  It was too late,
however.  Before he even got off the couch, the door flew open and Amanda burst
into the room.  She was a tall blonde in white short-shorts, a croptop and flat
leather sandals.

“Hey, hey, hey
you’re hom—!” she called before freezing.

Her brow
furrowed curiously.  Christopher tensed up.  There was no where to hide.

She smirked.  “What
are you wearing?”

Christopher
turned bright red with shame.  He was still wearing the olive-plaid suit, with
the plaid that looked like an inverted Burberry.  There was no explaining
this.  Nevertheless, his ego kicked in and he became defensive.  “I’ll have you
know these are designer clothes.  Probably cost more than you earn,” he said
sharply.

“Designer
clothes?” she repeated doubtfully.

“A top
designer.”

“Do they make
men’s clothes too?” she laughed.  Then she glanced down, continuing her sweep
of his suit with her eyes.  “You’re even wearing heels!”  An enormous grin
appeared upon her face.

“Lots of men
do!” he snapped.

“Drag queens,”
she laughed.

“No, these are
Cuban heels.  Men wear them.  And this is a men’s suit!”

“If you say so.”

Christopher was
getting flustered.  “What do you want?” he asked harshly, hoping to redirect
the conversation.

She didn’t take
the bait.  “Why are you dressed like that?”

Christopher
blushed.  “I told you.  It’s stylish.  Why are you here?”  His penis started to
grow against his will.  He folded his arms nervously and tried to lean forward
to hide his erection.

“Stylish, huh?” 
Suddenly, she noticed his face.  Her jaw dropped, adding to his humiliation. 
“What happened to your face?  Your hair?”  She glanced down.  “Look at your
nails!  Are you turning into a girl?!”

Christopher
burned with shame.  “I’m fine,” he hissed defensively.

Amanda raised
one eyebrow doubtfully and shook her head.  “Seriously, why are you dressed
like this?”

“I work for a fashion
magazine.”  Christopher thought that would explain it.  Surely Amanda would
understand that working for a fashion magazine meant exploring the boundaries
of fashion and being stylish.

She didn’t.

“Wait a minute,”
she said.  Her grin appeared dangerously close to exploding into all out
laughter.  “Are you saying your boss made you dress this way?”

“No.  My boss loaned
me these things.”

Amanda shook her
head.  “She must really hate you.”

A cold chill
raced down Christopher’s spine exploding his insecurities.  Again, his ego
kicked in.  “As a matter of fact, she loves me,” he bragged.  “It’s all going
super well.  I’m editing one of the top fashion magazines in the world, thank
you very much.”

Amanda started to
snicker, but caught herself.  “Really?”

“Really.”

“Then I’m happy
for you.”

“Thank you.”

Amanda glanced
at her watch.  She scurried to the kitchen and grabbed a container of milk.  “I
need to borrow this.”

“Fine.”

“Well, gotta
run.  I’m making cookies,” she said.  She started toward the door.  Christopher
thought about getting up to walk her to the door to make sure she left, but he
was too hard; she would see it and that was the last thing he wanted.

“Good... go,” he
said instead.

“Always so
friendly,” laughed Amanda.  She reached the door.  She stopped.  She smirked. 
She turned back to face him, one hand still on the doorknob.  “One question,” she
said.

“What?”

“I have this
date tomorrow.  Can I borrow your suit?”  She laughed and left.  Christopher
cringed.  He could hear her laughing all the way back to her apartment.  That
had been embarrassing.  Still, he told himself, he was actually in the right
here.  This suit was trendy, and it was meant for men.  So were the Cuban
heels.  Amanda may not have gotten it, but this was stylish.


















Chapter Five: “Cerulean
Blue”

—o—

 

Monica never
actually showed much emotion.  Indeed, her expression rarely changed.  Her face
sported an entirely indifferent look whether she was being kind, angry or something
else.  Likewise, the cadence of her speech never changed either.  It sounded
methodical and measured no matter what words she used or in what order.  What
gave away Monica’s mood was her tone.  The angrier Monica became the more
menace filled her words, running all the way to a seething when she went into a
rage – measured rage was not something Christopher had ever experienced before
except from movie villains and it was unnerving.  On the other hand, her voice
became lighter when she was in a good mood and even flirty when she spoke to
someone she wanted to impress.  Christopher had yet to see “happy” or anything
in the sympathy range.  Monica was near rage when he entered her office.

She had called him.

“He’s ruined the
whole thing,” said Monica in her measured voice and even cadence, even as each
word conveyed seething anger as well as despondency.

“He?” asked
Christopher, hoping this wasn’t him somehow.

“Carter.”

Carter was their
chief photographer.  He was the only other male on staff that Christopher had
seen.  He was bald.  He wore thick glasses and tight, dark three-piece suits
with elaborate ties every day.  He worked on the 19th floor.  He was also unflinchingly
loyal to Monica.

Christopher had
no idea what to say.  “I—”

“Look!  Look at
these prints,” gasped Monica in her still measured tone, without waiting for
Christopher to finish his sentence.  She tossed an array of photographs onto
her desk, messily covering the last half of it.  Some spilled onto the floor. 
“What do you see?”

Christopher
stepped over to the desk.  He saw a number of models dressed in designer
clothes.  The photos looked fantastic actually.  He didn’t see a problem.  “I—
uh—”

“Do these look
like cerulean-blue?!”

Christopher
looked again.  He wasn’t sure what cerulean blue was supposed to look like, but
he noticed now that all the models were dressed in a light blue of some sort.  Vanessa’s
admonition to avoid speaking came to his mind and he refrained from responding.

“Obviously, not,”
she continued.  “These are sky-blue.  Nothing about them is cerulean. 
Is he mocking me?  Do you think Carter is playing with me?  Could it be that?” 
She sighed dramatically.

Christopher bit
his tongue; he knew not to say a word.

Monica stared at
the photos for several seconds, looking despondent somehow even as her
expression had not changed.  Then she sighed once more.  “I want you to go to the
19th floor and tell Carter of my displeasure.  I want each of these shots
redone with cerulean-blue, not sky-blue.  And tell him to take
Lacy out of the shoot.  She’s put on weight and looks like a cow.”

“She looks fine
to me,” said Christopher before he caught himself.

The room went
silent.  Even the air conditioning seemed to hold its breath.

Monica stared at
him coldly.  “No doubt she does, to you.  But she’s at least three
pounds over her ideal, where we need her for this shoot.  I won’t have that in
my magazine even if you think it’s fine.”

Christopher blushed
at the sting of his chastisement.  At the same time though, he was shocked.  Three
pounds?  Was she joking?  That was all it took to kill a fashion career?

Ominously,
Monica now looked Christopher up and down with a dubious eye as if she was
weighing him.  He felt strangely vulnerable as she did this.  Then she shook
her head and Christopher felt as if he had failed somehow.  “I expect everyone
to be in top shape.  I won’t tolerate sloth, not on the models and not in the office
either,” she continued.

With that,
Monica waved her hand in the air, meaning Christopher was dismissed.  He
started toward the door, but as he reached it, Monica cleared her throat.  She
wanted something.

He turned to
face her.

“Am I supposed
to pick those up myself?” she said, indicating toward the photos that had
fallen.

Christopher
nodded his head like a rebuked child and raced back to the desk as she sat down
to review some manuscript.  He crouched down to pick up the photos which had
fallen.  It felt odd crouching down in the dress-like pants and the Cuban heels
he wore beneath.  It felt feminine.  He blushed.  He gathered all the photos
from the floor though and placed them in a stack on Monica’s desk.  Then, for
good measure, he collected the others from her desk and added them to the
stack.  He then cautiously, walked out of the office without Monica
acknowledging him.

 

—o—

 

“It is cerulean,
dear boy,” said Carter.  He wore a sharp, tight, dark-blue, three-piece suit
with white pinstripes.  His suit pants stopped tightly at the very tops of his
black, elevated dress shoes allowing his silver socks to show slightly.  His
starched white dress shirt had a high collar and a tie bar over a mango and silver
tie, his one nod to today’s mango trend.

“She says it’s
sky-blue and needs to be cerulean,” replied Christopher.

“Cerulean-blue is
sky-blue.  In fact, it’s often described as the perfect sky-blue.”

“Monica doesn’t
like it.”

“Well, that’s
her problem,” said Carter in his fussy manner of speech.  He rested one hand
upon his hip provocatively.  “Go back and tell her that these are cerulean-blue
and if she doesn’t like it, she can stop being lazy, get off her size-four posterior
and come do the work herself.”

A look of existential
horror crossed Christopher’s face.  He imagined Monica thrusting her stiletto
heel right into his throat as he said those words to her.  Before he voiced his
fears, however, Carter moaned dramatically and shook his hands skyward.  Then
he relented.

“Fine.  I’ll
change it,” he said.  “I’ll change it.”  He sunk his shoulders in faux-defeat. 
“Don’t tell her I called her a size-four; I’ll deny everything.”  He started to
walk away.

“Uh, one more
thing.”

“Now what?  Must
I stop the waves?” asked Carter melodramatically with his hand on his heart.  Christopher
noticed his nails sparkled like Christopher’s.  Somehow, that didn’t make
Christopher feel any better.

“Uh... no.  She
wants Lacy taken off the shoot.”

“Good heavens, why?!”

“Apparently,
she’s put on weight.”

Carter nodded
his head.  “She has added three pounds.  I’ll replace her with Tabitha. 
Anything else?”

Christopher
looked surprised.  “Three pounds?”

Carter nodded
his head as if this was obvious.  “Fashion is a hard business.”

“That seems
really harsh.”

“Fashion, dear
boy.”

“I know, but—”

“Have you met Monica?” 
Carter rolled his eyes and shrugged his shoulders.  “C’est la vie.”  He
walked off to make arrangements to repeat the shoot.  As he did, his assistant
came to Christopher.

“We’ll get it
fixed,” she assured him.

“Thank you.” 
Christopher hesitated.  “Can I ask you a question?”

“Sure.”

“Monica said she
wants everyone at the magazine to be in top shape—”

The girl nodded
in recognition.  “And you’re worried.”

“Yeah.”

“Well, it’s
true.  She’s fired people for gaining weight before.”

Christopher’s
jaw dropped.  “Really?!”

“She’s very
strict.”

“Is that even
legal?”

The young woman
shrugged her shoulders.  “Who’s going to challenge Monica?”  She looked him
over with a quick glance.  “Worried, huh?”  She immediately glanced around to
make sure they were alone before continuing at just above a whisper.  “I’ll
tell you a secret.  There’s this stuff the models use.  Most of the staff use
it too.  Weight loss medication—”

“You’re taking
medication to stay thin?” asked Christopher.

“It’s a lot
easier than working out every day.”

The young woman
pulled a container of pills from a nearby desk.

“Take one pill a
day.  Actually, since you’re a man, you should probably take two.  It will take
off any excess pounds and make you look great.”

Christopher
twisted his lips.  He didn’t need to lose weight, not to his mind.  Of course,
he could be wrong.  Working at a desk had certainly added a few pounds.  And
truthfully, he wasn’t sure he knew what the fashion industry expected.  After
all, he thought Lacy looked quite svelte, but apparently no one else here did. 
He never would have imagined the crazy suits Monica gave him could be menswear
either, yet no one here seemed to bat an eye at them... except the two
receptionists, but they were just jealous, apparently.  Maybe he did need to
lose a couple pounds after all?  And with the hours he was working here, he
certainly wasn’t going to get to the gym.  Maybe this would help, he thought.

Christopher took
the container and read the ingredients listed on the back.  He didn’t recognize
any of the ingredients... well, other than caffeine.  Semaglutide. 
Spironolactone.  Finasteride.  He had no idea what these were.  But if everyone
at the magazine was taking them, how bad could they be?  Besides, this would
only be for a little.  What could possibly be the harm?

He nodded his
head.  “Why not?”


















Chapter Six: “But
They’re Women’s Shoes!”
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A week or so had
passed.  Little had changed.  Monica remained tyrannical and Christopher’s
position remained entirely secretarial.  Today, he was “helping” with a
photoshoot, but his role was really to fetch coffee for Monica and Carter when
requested; he hoped no one else knew that.  The room was filled with ten other women,
each in some shade of light blue, and Carter.  A model stood in the middle of
the green-screen room.  She wore a pale yellow ankle-length, double-strap dress
with a square neckline.  Her arms were thrown upward chaotically and her head
bent backward.  She stood next to a tall plant; everything else would be added
digitally.

“More bend,”
said Carter to the model.  He stood behind an elaborate camera mounted on a
tripod, looking through the viewfinder.  He wore a shiny black three-piece suit
with a light-blue tie.

Monica stood
behind him with her arms folded critically.

“I can’t go
further back.  I’ll lose my balance,” replied the model.

“Bend!”
snapped Carter.

The woman leaned
back ever-so-slightly more.

SNAP! SNAP!
SNAP! SNAP! SNAP! SNAP! SNAP! SNAP! SNAP!
SNAP! SNAP! SNAP! SNAP! SNAP! SNAP! SNAP!
SNAP!  Carter got the shot.

“Let’s take a
break,” said Carter.  “I need to adjust the lighting and filters.”

The model
breathed a sigh of relief and walked off to get her makeup checked.  As she
did, Carter and Monica huddled for a quick discussion before Carter returned to
his camera.  He started making some adjustments.  He was frowning, however. 
Without the model standing in the image, the filters were not adjusting properly
against the solid green background.

“I need a
standin,” said Carter.

One of the young
staff women slipped into the frame where the model had been.  Carter
immediately shook his head.

“I need someone
the same height as Clara.”  He glanced around.  Each of the female staffers,
however, was too short.  Then he saw Christopher.  Christopher wore the white
suit today with the black piping and stood just a little taller than the rest. 
Carter snapped his fingers at him.  “You!  Christopher.  Get in the frame.”

Christopher
looked surprised, but several hands started pushing him toward the plant.

“But I’m not a
model,” he protested.

“And that’s why
I’m not shooting you.  I just need a standin so I can check my filters and
settings, dear boy,” said Carter.

Christopher
found himself pushed all the way in front of the camera.

“What do I do?”
he asked.

Carter rested
one arm across the camera.  He smirked at Christopher.  “Just stand there and
look pretty.”

Some of the
women giggled.  Christopher blushed.

Carter then dove
back into the camera viewer and settings.  After a few moments, however, he
shook his head once more.  “No.  No, no, no.  This won’t work.  You’re too
short as well.  I need you above the plant to stop the glare reflecting.  You
need to be three inches taller.”

Christopher
shrugged his shoulders apologetically.  He started to slip away.

“Stop,” said
Carter.

“But you sai—”

“Height I can
fix.”

Almost before he
finished the sentence, Vanessa stepped from the crowd and disappeared into the changing
room.  Christopher hadn’t noticed her there before.  She returned seconds later
holding a pair of high-heeled sandals!  These were patent black, strappy, and
had golden buckles.  The heels, stilettos, were just over four-inches high. 
Swapping these out for the Cuban heels would add three inches to his height. 
The only problem was there was no doubt these were women’s shoes!

“I’m not
wearing heels!” gasped Christopher.

“Dear boy,” said
Carter.

“I’m not!”

“What’s the
problem?” asked Monica.

“He wants me to
wear heels!  Women’s heels!” complained Christopher.

“Everyone helps
with shoots,” said Monica.

“But they’re
women’s shoes!”

“And?”

Christopher’s
jaw dropped.  “I can’t wear women’s shoes!”

Monica stared
coldly at him over the tops of her glasses.  “If you mean you can’t wear them physically,
then you are mistaken.  Naturally, you can.  But clearly you are not willing. 
To that, I say that an associate editor who ever wants to be promoted must be
prepared to do things all in the greater good which might make them
uncomfortable.”  She said no more, but her point had been made.  Christopher
knew he had no choice.  Everyone else did too as this small army of women now
watched him with amused looks on their faces, waiting to see if he surrendered.

Before he could
speak, however, Monica suddenly continued.

“Of course,” she
added in her most indifferent tone, almost as if she was too bored even to say
it, “it might be good for you to show that you’re a team player and wear these
for the rest of the day as ell.”  This was not a suggestion, it was a
punishment for resistance.

Christopher’s
jaw dropped.  Was she serious?!  She was.

“I—”

“Is there a
problem?” she asked calmly.  This was her “don’t you dare defy me” voice.  It
told Christopher she would tolerate no more.  He swallowed hard.  He felt so
weak.  Something about Monica brought out this sense of helplessness within him
which made his skin crawl.

“No.  It’s fine,”
he whispered.

Monica accepted
his surrender with a nod and turned to examine several dresses brought to her
by two other women.  The remaining women turned to chatter with each other as Vanessa
motioned Christopher to a nearby chair.

“I did try to
warn you,” she chuckled.

Christopher
nodded his head unhappily.  “I know.”

“Never talk back
to Monica.”

“But heels?”

Vanessa shrugged
her shoulders as she crouched down in front of him.  She held the sandals in
her hand.  “You’ll live.”

“I might die of
embarrassment.”

“I doubt that. 
You’ll be fine.”  She pulled off his first shoe and saw his pedicured
toenails.  They glistened.  She chuckled.  “Orrrrr, I’m thinking you might
even come to like them.”

Christopher
blushed even deeper.  How embarrassing!  “Ms. Ridgeway did that.”

Vanessa’s smirk
grew.  “If you say so.”

Christopher
shrank in his chair.

Vanessa set his
shoes aside before taking one of the sandals and slipping it onto his foot.  It
fit.  The shoe had six straps which all came to a point over his toes, an ankle
strap which connected to the shoe with an inverted V-shape strap, and a t-strap
which ran from the ankle strap to the singular point over his toes.  It was a
gorgeous shoe, admittedly, but this was for women!  He shuddered with
embarrassment.

“You’ve worn
heels before?” asked Vanessa.

“Me?  No!”
gasped Christopher.

“Pity.  You have
good feet for them.”

She ran her fingers
gently along the length of his arch.  It tickled and sent a static wave through
him.  It made him grow hard instantly.  Very hard.  His embarrassment grew. 
Vanessa saw this in his face and she seemed to light up.

“So you like
wearing heels!” she laughed.

“Absolutely
not!” he gasped in horror.

“Liar,” she
chuckled.

Christopher
blushed.  He tried to shake his head in denial, but his whole body was absorbed
in the feelings coming from her fingers which continued to rub his arch.  He
even began to breathe hard and started to throb.  He glanced around nervously
hoping no one was watching this scene.

Fortunately,
they all seemed busy.

“I’ll bet you’re
hard as a rock right now,” she said.

He opened his
mouth to protest, but couldn’t speak.

A sly smile
appeared upon her face.  “So very hard.”  She stroked his arch once more before
threading the sandal’s ankle strap through the buckle and closing the buckle. 
The shoe was now firmly on his foot.  She then took the other sandal and slid
it onto his other foot.

“Tell me you’re
hard,” she said.

“Tell you what?!” 
He glanced around nervously again.  Fortunately, no one seemed to be looking at
him directly or paying attention to what Vanessa was doing.  They were all still
lost in their own duties related to the shoot.

“Tell me you’re
hard... erect.  Tell me you have an erection.”

“N— no.”

Vanessa rubbed
his arch as before, only this time continued all the way to his ankle.  He grew
even harder, if that was possible.  “I can check,” she said and she ran her
fingers to his calf.  “Are you going to make me check?”

“I’m not hard.” 
His voice was shaky.

“All right, if you
want me to check—”  She reached for his thigh.

“Wait!  Wait!”

Vanessa smiled triumphantly. 
Her eyes glowed.  “Go on.”

“I’m hard,” he
admitted.

“You have an
erection?”

“Yes,” he said
with some difficulty.

“Say it.”

He swallowed
hard.  His was breathing hard too.  He glanced around.  “I— I have an
erection.”  He shuddered as he said it.

“Because you’re
excited.”

Christopher
nodded his head shamefully.

Her smile grew. 
She happily threaded the strap through the buckle and tightened it.  As she
closed the buckle she spoke once more.  “Don’t worry.  I won’t tell anyone. 
This will be our secret.”  Then she smirked.  “But there’s a price.”

“What price?”

“I’ll tell you
when I come to collect.”  She set his foot on the floor.  “Hold very still now,”
she said as she went to grab his knee to steady herself to stand up.  Only, her
hand didn’t stop at his knee.  As she rose, she slid it all the way up his
thigh into his lap until her fingers touched the tip of his very stiff erection
through his loose suit.  She winked when she touched it.  “You weren’t
kidding.”

Christopher
shrank in embarrassment.

“All right.  Bring
your feet together and stand up,” she said when she was on her feet again.  “Make
sure you balance before you rise and after.”

Christopher
licked his lips nervously.  He nodded his head and tried to stand up.  He
hadn’t worn real heels before, though he assumed wearing the Cuban heels would
help.  These proved quite different, however.  The higher heels meant greater
pressure on his toes, which now supported almost all of his weight.  The straps
provided far less support than the closed Journet shoes had, especially
when he started moving.  Balancing proved much trickier too.  Still, he
managed.  He felt a fool though, standing there in heels, especially with the
other women taking an interest once more.

Vanessa stepped
back.  “Come to me.”

Christopher took
two steps forward.  CLICK!  CLICK!

It was awkward. 
He wobbled.

“I don’t think I
can do this,” he said.

“You’re hardly
graceful, dear boy,” said Carter from his camera.  “But I don’t need grace. 
Just stand where Clara was standing.”

“Take smaller
steps,” advised Vanessa.

Christopher
nodded.  He turned in the right direction and then took the three steps to where
the model had stood:  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  It wasn’t easy, but he
made it without falling.

“Now stand
still,” said Carter.

For the next ten
minutes, Christopher stood there wobbling and balancing on the difficult heels
as Carter adjusted his camera and the lighting.  He measured the distance to
Christopher and ran a light meter over him.  Finally, he dismissed him.  Relieved,
Christopher started back toward the chair.  He wanted to sit down – these shoes
were hurting his feet.  He couldn’t take them off, but he could at least be
forgotten.  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  Right before he made it, however,
Monica spoke again.  She didn’t say his name but everyone knew it was to him
she spoke.  Indeed, her voice seemed to float across the room as if it was
aimed directly at him.

“Coffee,” was
all she said.

The word made
Christopher shudder.  Everyone turned their eyes toward him.  They all knew she
was doing this to punish him.  They all knew she was highlighting to all of
them his position.  He wasn’t the associate editor his official title suggested
and which he kept claiming.  No, he was really her secretary... her lowly
secretary, and she was rubbing that in by making him fetch her coffee.  Worst
of all, she was doing this in front of everyone, including women who should be
beneath him, and she was making him do it in heels.  This was public
emasculation, loss of status, demotion all rolled into one.  If he did this, he
would forever be the coffee girl, mere dirt beneath their sharp stilettos, a
laughing stock.

Unfortunately,
he had no choice but to comply.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he
said softly.

A chill cracked
its way down his spine shattering his masculinity.  He almost stumbled, it felt
like such a blow.  He turned away from the chair and started toward the coffee
machine across the room.  The room had gone completely silent, letting the
clicking of his heels echo clearly:  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK! 
Everywhere he looked, he saw amused smirks as this male invader was reduced to
this: a sissified secretarial servant.

CLICK! 
CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!

He reached the
coffee pot.  Behind him, everyone still watched.  Their gazes burned him.  He
took a cup and filled it from the pot.  He added one of the flavored syrups
Monica liked.  He stirred.  CLICK!  Again, he almost stumbled in the
heels, only to catch himself at the last second.  CLICK!  CLICK!  He
picked up the cup and turned back to face the crowd.  He had never felt so
small in his life... so weak.

CLICK! 
CLICK!  

Then a strange
thing started happening.  As he took the next step, making that terrible
feminine sound as his heels struck the tile... as he saw the amused smirks...
as he felt the utter humiliation of being feminized before these people who
should have been beneath him.... he began to grow hard.

CLICK! 
CLICK!

And harder.

CLICK!  CLICK!

And harder.

CLICK! 
CLICK!

By the time he
reached Monica, he had a full-on throbbing erection.  He didn’t know why.  He
didn’t understand what could possibly turn him on about this – he felt small
and debased, yet he was hard in the most exhilarating way.  How could this be?! 
Why would this turn him on?

“Your coffee,
Ms. Ridgeway,” he said.

He actually
throbbed at calling her Ms. Ridgeway.  He felt a strange feeling in his
stomach... a sort of glow.  In a way, it almost felt like pride.


















Chapter Seven: “Let’s
Get Pizza”

—o—

 

Everyone was dismissed
for lunch.  Christopher slunk away toward the elevator in the embarrassing stiletto
sandals.  He’d had a first rate lesson in why he should never say ‘no’ to
Monica no matter what she asks.  He would not make that mistake again, he told
himself.  At the same time, he now had something new to think about...
something worrisome.  Why had he become so turned on?  Why had he become turned
on at all?  What did this mean?  And why in the world had he embraced it— nay, reveled
in it, ever so briefly?  The whole thing was rather startling and he just
wanted to retreat to his desk, gather himself, and try to understand what had
happened.  Of course, he wanted to hide the heels too.  Maybe he couldn’t take
them off, but he could certainly hide them beneath his desk where no one would
see what he wore!

“I’ll come with
you,” said Vanessa, coming to his side.

She took his arm
before he could object and slowly walked him toward the elevator, she in her
periwinkle blue slacks and striped blouse, he in his white flowing suit with
the black accents – it looked like a stylized dress from a distance.  Both in
four-inch stiletto heels.

She began
offering tips for walking in heels as they went:

 

“Keep your
feet together.  One in front of the other.”

“Smaller
steps.”

“Smaller. 
Don’t march.”

“Let your
hips swing naturally.”

 

CLICK! 
CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK! 
CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK! 
CLICK!  CLICK

They reached the
elevator.  She let go of his arm and pressed the button.  The elevator came and
they stepped inside.  Christopher stepped back to let Vanessa push the button. 
To his surprise, she pressed the button for the ground floor instead of the
22nd floor.

“What are you
doing?!” he asked tensely.

“Remember when I
told you there would be a price?” she asked.  She smiled mischievously.  “This
is it.  We’re going to lunch.”

“I don’t wan—”

Vanessa cut him
off by putting her finger on his lips.  She winked at him and removed her
finger.  Somehow, this was enough to tell Christopher that he wouldn’t regret
agreeing.  He wasn’t sure why he believed it, but somehow it calmed him.

The elevator
started down with a slight whirring sound.  Each floor counted off on the
digital panel before them.  Eighteen.  Seventeen.  Sixteen.

“Where are we
going?” he asked hesitantly.

“A little pizza
place nearby.”

Fifteen. 
Fourteen.  Thirteen.  Twelve.  Eleven.

“I don’t think I
can do this,” said Christopher suddenly.

“Why not? 
You’re doing fine.”

Ten.

“I can’t— can’t
go downstairs like this.  Everyone will see!”

“You’ve worn
that outside before.”

“Not the heels!”

Vanessa glanced
at his feet.  His toes peeked out beneath his suit pants; the pants were wide
at the bottom and hung lower than men’s suit pants typically did, which had actually
hidden the Cuban heels nicely from all but the most observant of watchers, but
these heels were three-inches higher.  That meant the pants now stopped higher. 
Indeed, they now brushed the tops of his feet rather than the floor.  This
meant his exposed toes were visible, along with their glistening polish, as
well as the strappy nature of his shoes as well as the tall, sharp heels.

Nine.

“Well—” said
Vanessa.  She didn’t know what else to say.

“Everyone
will know.”

Vanessa sort of
chuckled.  “Oh Christopher.  Do you think no one noticed the suits you’ve been
wearing aren’t exactly made for men?  Or your feminine eyebrows?  Come on girl,
everyone saw it!” – he grew really hard at being called “girl”.  “You put up with
that.  How is this any different than that?”

Eight.

“These are
heels!” he protested, still clinging to the tenuous idea that heels were
different than the effeminate suits and the nail polish and the feminized
eyebrows and hair.

“So?”

“So there’ll be no
doubt.  No man would ever wear these!”

“No man would
wear the other things you’re wearing either.”

Seven.

Christopher felt
like he’d been punched in the gut.  What she said was true, and he knew it. 
He’d been walking around half-looking like a woman and everyone knew it.  Oh,
he tried to convince himself that he didn’t look the fool.  He tried to tell
himself what he wore was just fashionable... stylish.  But he knew the
truth; he just didn’t want to believe it.  Her words drove that home now.  He
could no longer deny what he’d done.  He suddenly felt very, very vulnerable.

Six.

“Listen,” said
Vanessa.  “I have an idea... just go with it.”

Christopher
furrowed his brow.  “Go with what?”

Vanessa smiled
broadly.  “Pretend you’re a girl.”

“What?!”
gasped Christopher.

Five.

“Trust me on
this.  Pretend you’re a girl.  No one will doubt it.  Not in that suit.  And if
you’re a girl, no one will question you wearing heels.”  She shrugged her
shoulders as if to say, “try it!”

“I can’t do
that!”

“Yes, you can.”

“But I’m a man.”

Vanessa shook
her head.  “Not right now you’re not.  Not in those shoes.”

Four.

Christopher
wanted to object, but he knew she was right.  It was his only chance.  The
elevator would stop any second.  He would need to get out and walk across the
lobby in four-inch heels and a woman’s suit.  No one would believe he was a
man.  And even if they did, what kind of man would they think he was?  As a
woman though, no one would notice anything unusual.  Maybe Vanessa was on to
something.  Maybe being a woman was the only way to get through this.

Three.

He took a deep
breath.  He would try it.

“All right,” he
said through a very dry mouth.  “I’ll pretend I’m a woman.”

Vanessa’s face
lit up.  “Great!”

Two.

A moment later,
the door opened.

 

—o—

 

The one-block
walk to the pizza place proved difficult.  Or rather, embarrassing.  The
problems began as they started across the building lobby.  Once they left the
elevator, Christopher immediately found himself surrounded by people, men and
women, in suits and similar attire.  He felt strange, like an imposter. 
Indeed, he was sure they all knew he was a man just looking at him.  But
somehow... no one said anything.  He started to wonder if this might work after
all.

Then a woman walked
past them wearing the exact same high-heeled sandals he was wearing!  A
woman was wearing his shoes... he was wearing the same shoes as a woman...
he was wearing women’s shoes!  A cold chill raced down his spine and,
for a moment, he felt the same effete surrendering feeling he’d felt at the
photoshoot.

He froze.

He stared at her
feet helplessly.  Did he— did he look like that?

Vanessa stopped
at his side.  “What’s wrong?”

“Her— her
shoes.”

“What about
them?”  Vanessa followed his gaze toward the woman.  She saw the woman’s
shoes.  She glanced at his shoes.  Then she started laughing dismissively. 
“Come on, girlfriend.”

Christopher
shook his head.

Vanessa raised
an eyebrow.  “Why not?”

All the color
fled Christopher’s face.  He nodded downward.  Vanessa followed his nod all the
way down to his crotch, where she saw the bump.  He had sprung an erection and
it was visibly tenting out the front of his suit.

“What are we
going to do?” asked Christopher nervously.

Vanessa shrugged
her shoulders indifferently.  “Hope nobody notices.”

“What if they
do?” gasped Christopher.

Vanessa rolled
her eyes.  And then, before Christopher could respond, she grabbed his hand and
started pulling him across the crowded lobby.  In the heels, he was unable to
resist, so he followed her lead helplessly... his erection swinging back and
forth like a pendulum beneath his pants, tenting out his suit left and then
right and then left again.  He felt incredibly vulnerable, sure that someone
would notice, sure that someone would point and laugh and then everyone would
look.

But no one did.

They were
outside.  They started down the busy sidewalk, their heels clicking away on the
concrete.  As before, Christopher felt every eye upon him.  He was terrified
that each person might spot him for what he was.  The imposter feeling
returned.

“Relax,” said
Vanessa.

“How can I relax
dressed like this?”

“We’re just two
girls out for lunch.”

He licked his
lips nervously and tried to follow her advice.

Soon, they
neared the restaurant.  As they did, they came upon two young women coming the
other way.  At first, they didn’t notice him.  Then one looked him up and
down.  Her eyebrow went up curiously.  Christopher swallowed hard.  He knew he
had been spotted.  The young woman nudged her friend and said something he
could not hear at this distance.  The other young woman trained her eyes on
him.  She blushed.  Her friend stifled a giggle.  That sent a shiver down his
spine.  He knew what they were thinking!

They passed.  It
was over.

Only, they burst
out laughing an instant later.  Christopher cringed.

Before he could
recover, however, they came upon a man in a suit standing on the corner.  He
was on the phone with his wife or girlfriend or something similar.  He saw
Christopher and turned away.  But as Christopher and Vanessa approached, he
kept sneaking peeks at Christopher out of the corner of his eye!  It was clear
what was on his mind, and that made Christopher’s stomach drop.  He had never
been stared at sexually by a man before.  The very idea was deeply emasculating.

And then Vanessa
made it worse.  “He likes you,” she said.

Christopher
shuddered and walked faster.

Then she
giggled.  “But does he know you’re a man or does he think you’re a woman?”

Christopher felt
sick to his stomach.
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They finally arrived
at the pizza place.  It was rather dark inside, which let Christopher breathe a
sigh of relief.  Vanessa picked a booth in the corner.  They sat opposite each
other.  Christopher immediately grabbed a menu and ducked his head down behind
it as if he could hide behind it.

“Embarrassed?”
asked Vanessa.

“No.”  But obviously,
he was.

“Remember,
you’re a girl... no need to be embarrassed.”  Her tone was helpful, but clearly
amused by his predicament.

“I’m not a
girl,” he protested.

“You look like a
girl.”

“I’m a man!”
exclaimed Christopher almost too loudly.  He glanced around nervously, hoping
no one overheard.  Then he repeated it more quietly, but not less strenuously: 
“I’m a man!”

Vanessa
chuckled.  “You’re wearing women’s clothes—”

“I am not! 
These are men’s clothes.”

“High heels are
men’s clothes?”

Christopher
blushed.  “I was talking about the suit.”

“Even that’s not
for men.”

“Yes, it is. 
It’s just... stylish.”

Vanessa laughed
doubtfully.  “Stylish, huh?”  She shook her head.  “Let me see if I have this
right?  So you’re not a girl, you’re a man.  And you’re dressed that way
because you’re ‘stylish’.  Is that how you want it?”

“Yes,” growled
Christopher.

Vanessa rolled
her eyes.  “All right, noted.”

She picked up
the menu.  She glanced it over.  As she did, she slipped her foot out of her
shoe and rubbed her toes up his shin.  Christopher felt the warmth of her soft foot. 
It felt good, but it was unexpected to say the least; why would she do that? 
His heart began to race, both from excitement and suspicion.

“What are you doing?”
he asked cautiously.

“What do you
think I’m doing?”  She moved her foot up his leg to his inner thigh.

He licked his
lips nervously.  This was exciting, but also scary.  Why was she doing this? 
What did she want?  “Wh—why are you doing that?”

“Don’t you like
it?”

He did.  He
absolutely did, but he could not help but be suspicious.

She shook her
head and rolled her eyes once more.  Then she slowly moved her foot between his
thighs, toward his crotch.  His body went weak, but in a good way, and to his
utter amazement, Christopher spread his legs to let her foot through.  He
didn’t know why he did that, but he did.

“You may not
like the idea of wearing women’s suits, but one of the advantages of women’s
suits, like that one,” continued Vanessa despite his protestations, “is
that they’re billowy and no one can quite see what’s happening.”  She pushed
her foot slowly forward, getting ever closer and closer to his erection.  It
was tantalizing close now.  He could almost feel its warmth.

His penis
throbbed, trying to reach her soft toes.

“It’s not a
woman’s suit,” he said through increasingly distracted.  Part of him wanted her
to touch him so badly; part worried that women don’t just do this without some
ulterior motive.

Vanessa smirked
in response.

“It’s not. 
Monica was clear on that point.”

“Miss
Ridgeway,” corrected Vanessa with a mischievous smirk.

Christopher
blushed, reminded of his embarrassment at being the only person in the company
required to call her that.  “Yeah... Miss Ridgeway.”  His penis jumped
when he said it.  “Look—”

Her toes touched
the tip of his erection.

An electric jolt
ran through Christopher.  All his nerves fired at once.  He gasped in a shallow
breath.  His muscles all tensed.

“Somebody likes
that,” said Vanessa.

She slipped the head
of his erection between her toes, bringing another gasp from Christopher.  He
could say nothing; not that he even knew what to say.  He began trembling as
she slowly rubbed her toes up and down.

Just then the
waitress started toward them.

Vanessa squeezed
his erection between her toes; his penis was so hard, she could feel its
stiffness against her foot.  She saw it in his face too.  He was hopelessly
conflicted at the moment.  That made her smile.  She sipped her water and let
her eyes playfully wander off toward the ceiling as she slowly started stroking
him before focusing on the arriving waitress.  Christopher bit his tongue,
unsure what would happen if he opened his mouth.

“Be a good boy,”
she said.

The waitress
arrived a moment later.  “Ladies—” she started.

Vanessa smirked
at Christopher.  “Oh, not ladies,” she said to the waitress even as she
eyed Christopher.  “My friend insists he’s a man.  He’s just stylish.”

Christopher’s
jaw dropped.  He couldn’t believe she had said that!  What must the waitress be
thinking!  He immediately opened his mouth to refute what she’d said only to
realize he really couldn’t say anything – anything he said would make this
worse.  He bit his lip in frustration and sunk into his seat as if to escape. 
At the same time, being exposed like that made his penis positively throb.

“Oh, I’m sorry,”
said the blushing waitress.

“Oh, it’s all
right,” said Vanessa dismissively.  “It’s all part of being stylish.” 
She set down the menu.  “I’m in the mood for a drink.  What do you have in the
way of wines?”

As the young
woman started through the list, Vanessa winked surreptitiously at Christopher
and began shaking her toes side-to-side, mimicking the motion of masturbation
on Christopher’s shaft.  Christopher needed to bit his lip to keep from
moaning.  This was so incredibly exciting!

“Those sound
delicious,” said Vanessa.  She spoke calmly without any sign of what was going
on beneath the table.

“My personal
favorite is the pino,” said the young woman.

“That does sound
good.  What are your specials today?”

The young woman now
ran through her specials.  As she did, Vanessa sped up her foot.  Christopher
balled his fists to hold in the tension.  Her foot was amazing.  It was causing
his penis to throb like mad.  He was only seconds away from exploding if she
kept this up.  In fact, his breathing was becoming so labored he wasn’t sure he
could hide it anymore; his chest was heaving.  He squeezed his fists tighter hoping
to slow down what was happening before he orgasmed right in front of this
woman.

“We’ll both have
the pino,” said Vanessa.  “And we’ll have the special.”

She snatched the
menu from Christopher’s hands and gave both to the waitress; he was still too
occupied, too confused, too breathless to say anything.  The young woman smiled
strangely at him, looked him over with a knowing eye and left.  Her knowing,
judging glance made his penis throb all the more.

Vanessa slowed
her foot the moment the woman was going.

Christopher
caught his breath.

“Why did you do
that?” he demanded of Vanessa a moment later, still through sharp breaths.

She smirked.  “I
thought you liked it?”

“I meant telling
her I’m a man!”

“You did insist
you were a man, correct?”

“Yes, but—”

“So all I did
was correct her, as you corrected me.  Surely, you approve.”

Christopher
glared at her, but didn’t know what to say.  He had insisted; that was true.  Still,
he didn’t want that information shared!  He opened his mouth to protest, only
Vanessa started stroking a little faster again.  The feeling of her toes
massaging his dick, kneading it like dough, passing it between her toes,
squeezing it and stroking it, was sending waves of debilitating pleasure
shooting up his spine.  His right eye threatened to close.  He was having a
hard time thinking and a harder time talking.  He was trembling once more.

“I think you like
wearing women’s clothes,” said Vanessa suddenly.

“I’m not
wearing women’s clothes!” he insisted through sharp breaths.

“You are, and
you do.”

Christopher
shook his head.  “N— no, I don’t.”

Vanessa stroked even
faster, making his breathing all the more ragged.  His whole body was moving
with his breaths now, which were moving with the motion of her foot.  He felt
an incredible rhythm building inside.

“You do.  You
got harder when I said it.  A lot harder.”

“Coincidence.”

Vanessa
laughed.  “Hardly... no pun intended.  You’ve been getting harder every time
your cross-dressing has come up.  I can feel it.  Not to mention, I saw how
hard you go at the photoshoot—”

Christopher
swallowed hard.  “Y— you saw?”

Vanessa now
chuckled.  “Don’t worry.  I’m the only one.”

Christopher
licked his lips.  This was bad.  Was this blackmail?  “What do you want?”

Vanessa smiled mischievously...
then she slowly withdrew her foot.  Christopher drew in a sharp breath as his penis
throbbed for another second, but then like a car that runs out of gas, it slowly,
unhappily stopped.  The exhilarating potential he had felt moments before
evaporated, leaving only boxers damp with precome and a burning desire to
finish.  It took tremendous strength not to reach down and finish himself; he
knew that would be a mistake.

“Here’s the
thing,” said Vanessa.  “The suits, the heels, all of it.  That’s Monica’s way
of showing you who’s boss... in case you had any ideas.  This is her way of
letting you know she’s in charge and you’re not.”  She snickered.  “You may
have noticed she’s not exactly a fan of having a man invade the hallowed halls
of Rogue, especially as an editor.”

Christopher blushed. 
“Why are you telling me this?”

Vanessa chuckled. 
“Because I think it’s cute.”

“What?” asked
Christopher incredulously.

“See, I was
really surprised to see how much I liked seeing you feminized.  It was really
exciting.  I never knew something like that could be as fun as it is, but it
really is.  So I got to thinking.  I want to turn you into a girl.”

Christopher’s
jaw dropped.  “You— you what?!”

“I want to turn
you into a girl,” she repeated and she poked his penis with her toes, causing
it to shoot to attention and eject precome into his boxers.

Christopher
couldn’t believe his ears.  What she’d said— there was no way she really said
that, had she?  This had to be a joke, he thought.  Only, she seemed quite
serious.

“The thing is,
there’s two ways we can do this,” she continued.

Christopher
furrowed his brow.  “Two ways.”

“Yes.  We can
make a game out of it, a private game.  We can make secret little changes, for
a start at least.  See how much we can get away with.  It would be fun.  It
would be exciting.”

“A game?  Out of
what?”

“Out of turning you
into a girl, silly.”

Christopher’s
jaw dropped once more.  “Are you crazy?!”  He shook his head vigorously.  “I am
not turning into a girl!  And why would I want to make a game out of something
like that anyways?!”

“Because it
turns you on,” she said simply.  “And it turns me on.”

Christopher
stared at her in shock.  The smile on her face at this moment was incredible. 
It was so natural, so calm.  It was the smile of someone who had given good to
news to a friend, who had delivered a gift, or who had announced the achieving
of some good deed.  How could this smile match what she was saying, match the
terror he felt?

“You’re insane,”
he said.

She shrugged her
shoulders.  “I just thought it might be fun.  And it’s happening anyways.”

“Wh— what do you
mean, ‘it’s happening anyways’?” he asked cautiously.

“See, that’s the
other way we can do this.  You refuse and I’ll make it happen anyways.”

“No one is
turning me into a girl.  No one can turn me into a girl.”

Vanessa
snickered.  “Says the man with the pixie cut and the four-inch heels.”

“No one can
turn me into a girl.”

Vanessa raised
an eyebrow.  “Is that a challenge?”

“It’s a fact.”

Vanessa let out
a cynical laugh.  “If you mean I can’t do it,” said Vanessa in a tone that
mimicked Monica so perfectly Christopher shuddered, “then you are mistaken.  If
you mean I shouldn’t do it, then why on earth were you so hard.  Challenge
accepted, dear boy, challenge accepted.”

Christopher’s
jaw dropped.  He immediately started shaking his head.  “No, no, no, there’s no
challenge.”

“I believe there
was.”

“No, you can’t
do that.”

An evil glint
appeared in Vanessa’s eye.  “What are you worried about?  You said it was
impossible.”

She suddenly
rose to her feet.

“Stop,” he
said.  “Let’s talk about this.”

She just smiled
in response.  She slung her purse over her shoulder and tossed some money onto
the table to pay the bill.  “I know you want this.  You can tell yourself you
don’t, but you know the truth.  If you do what I tell you, we can have a lot of
fun.  A lot of fun.  But if you choose to fight instead—” she smirked “—then
we’ll have a different kind of fun.”  She winked at him, leaned over, and
kissed him on the lips.  “Think about it.”

He shook his
head in disbelief.

She turned and
walked away.

Christopher
watched her go with a shocked look on his face.  “She’s crazy,” he told
himself.  “I don’t want to be turned into a woman.  And she certainly can’t
make me do it.  And there’s no way Monica will help her.  That’s just
nuts!”

So why was he so
nervous?
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Christopher had
a strange dream that night.  It started with him slipping on the stilettos
again and going to work.  It seemed almost natural to him.  When he reached
work, he pulled off his jacket and discovered he had breasts.  They pushed out
his blouse.  Strangely, he thought nothing of it.  Then Vanessa came to his
desk.  She held out a pair of panties on the end of her finger.  Christopher
rose to his feet and pulled down his pants.  His erection stood out
prominently.  Vanessa sat on the edge of the desk with her legs crossed.  She
dangled the panties in his face.  Christopher took his penis in his hand and
started stroking it.  Vanessa laughed.  His penis began to throb.

He awoke in a
cold sweat.

He glanced
down.  He was hard as a rock.


















Chapter Eight: “An
Experiment”
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Christopher
rifled through his desk for a notepad.  Monica was headed to one of the
conference rooms any minute and she wanted him with her to take notes.  He did
not see Vanessa approaching with a pile of shoeboxes.  Another woman behind her
carried even more.

“Change your
mind yet about my offer?” asked Vanessa.

Christopher
peeked over his desk.  He blushed when he saw her; the dream was still fresh in
his mind.  “Uh... no.”

“Pity.”  She
looked him up and down and chuckled.  “Cute suit.”

Christopher
grimaced.  Of all the suits to wear today, he wore the camel suit, the one
which was half-camel and half black and white-checkered.  This was easily the
most non-masculine of the suits Monica had given to him.  He’d avoided wearing
it as long as he could for that reason, but he knew Monica expected him to wear
it eventually.  Unfortunately, he chose today, and in so doing, he seemingly
proved Vanessa correct; he looked very feminine.  And as if that wasn’t enough,
he wore the most feminine of the blouses with it as well – these came with the
suits and matched them perfectly.  This blouse was cream white with puffy arms
and an embroidered collar.  It was unmistakably feminine.  Worse, something in
the material was making his chest itch.  He’d been scratching at it all day.

“Ha ha,” said
Christopher in response.

“It’s not too
late,” said Vanessa.  “We could have a lot of fun.”

Christopher
shook his head.  “No chance.”

“It can be our
secret.”

“Forget it,”
said Christopher, who felt funny even talking about it.  “And as much as I
would love to stay and talk, I need to get to a meeting with Ms.
Ridgeway.”  He still shuddered when he had to call her that, but he had no
choice at work.  He just needed to grin and bear the embarrassment.

“What a
coincidence,” said Vanessa.  “So do I.”

Christopher
twisted his lips.  He’d hoped to avoid Vanessa for a while, at least until this
silly fantasy of hers died off.

Monica came out
of her office at that very moment.  She walked right past Christopher without
stopping; he was expected to catch up to her.  Fortunately, he spotted his
notepad right then beneath two folders.  He grabbed it and raced to catch up to
Monica.

Vanessa and the
other woman likewise fell in line behind them.

“We’re going to
look at a new shoe designer today, J. Capaldi.  His work is rather traditional,
but there is an undeniable artistry in how he presents what would otherwise be
more fitting for lesser magazines, which is why I am on the fence about
including it in Rogue,” said Monica in her usual mono-cadence.

She suddenly
topped and stared at Christopher.

“Why aren’t you
writing this down?” she said.

Christopher bit
his lip.  “I— I didn’t know—”

“These are
foundational thoughts.  This is how features are constructed, with boundaries
established, points for examination made, and value assigned.  I am really
disappointed,” she said, though her tone didn’t really change.  “If you can’t
recognize that, and know to write it down, then perhaps I was wrong to hire
you.”

Christopher bit
his lip.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

Christopher
whipped out the notepad and started writing.  He hoped he remembered everything
she had said.  As he wrote, Monica walked off to the conference room, about
twenty feet ahead.  Vanessa walked past him with a sigh which mimicked Monica’s
tone.  Then she smiled mischievously at him.
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The conference
room was rather large, seating roughly thirty people at an oval table with a
podium at one end.  Monica sat at the other end.  Behind her, the wall of
windows looked out over the city below and the river beyond.  Vanessa sat to
Monica’s left.  The other woman sat next to her and their shoe boxes were
arranged on the table in front of them.  Across from the boxes sat two additional
women, one a graphic designer and the other from the photography department. 
Christopher’s place was next to Monica, across from Vanessa.  He felt foolish
sitting down with his notepad.  He felt like a secretary.

“I am not
inclined to include Capaldi in Rogue,” announced Monica to open the
meeting.  “His work, though artistic, is too common.  His canvas too plain. 
Tell me why I’m wrong.”

Vanessa nodded. 
“As you know, Rogue is about setting fashion, not following fashion,”
she began.  “But this might be the one instance where following is
appropriate.  J. Capaldi has built an impressive fan base almost overnight. 
Movie stars, models and rock stars have all been seen in these in recent
weeks.  Their sales spiked five thousand percent in three weeks after Claire
Bontrage wore them in her latest video.  They are trending online even more
than the Findler divorce.  They are setting fashion.  We have not covered them
yet.  If we don’t cover them, we risk being left behind by this trend, which is
something we never want: a trend to occur without our blessing.”

“We certainly
aren’t going to say, ‘here’s a trend we missed, please follow it.’  We would be
laughing stocks,” said Monica.

Vanessa nodded
her head.

“Continue,” said
Monica.

Vanessa rose and
walked over to the shoe boxes.  She pulled opened the first box and pulled out
a pair of high-heeled sandals.  They were black sandals with stiletto heels a
cage design over an open toe, a t-strap and an ankle strap.  By first
appearance, these were shoes Christopher had seen a thousand times.  As Vanessa
brought them closer, however, something seemed to change.  He couldn’t quite
put his finger on it, but there was something different about these shoes...
the proportions were perfect, somehow, and the textures screamed “touch me.”

“Capaldi’s shoes
are deceptively artistic,” said Vanessa.  “Note the subtle mixture of
materials, the slight additional angle added to the traditional stiletto to
give it an almost feminine curvature.  There appears to be no platform, but the
sole’s thickness has been enhanced to give the effects of one.  This shoe is a
work of art.  That too warrants coverage in Rogue.”

“I’d like to see
them worn,” said Monica.

Vanessa nodded
to the graphic designer, who handed her a computer tablet.  “We have
photographs we had taken before the meeting of Denise modeling each shoe—”

“I prefer to see
them live,” said Monica.

Vanessa smiled slyly
as if she had anticipated this.  “Unfortunately, we weren’t able to bring
Denise to the meeting as Carter needed her for another project.  If you’ll
indulge me though, I have an idea, and that idea actually fits into why Rogue
should cover these shoes.”

“Which is?”

Vanessa pointed
at Christopher.  “Christopher should model them.”

Christopher
nearly fell out of his chair in shock.  “M— me?!” he gasped.

“I got the idea
when you had him wear the heels at Carter’s photoshoot,” said Vanessa to
Monica.

“Go on,” said
Monica.

“It struck me
that if a man can wear these shoes and look good in them, then they are truly
amazing shoes.  What’s more, as Christopher has never worn heels before,
excepting the one time, he is the ideal candidate to report upon their comfort,
their wearability and their appeal.  Put simply, he’s not jaded like so many of
the models who were practically born in heels.  He can literally stand in the
place of the common woman.”

“You are proposing
what?” asked Monica, still giving no clue if she approved.

Christopher on
the other hand was twisting anxiously in his seat.  He didn’t want this at all,
but he seemed to be powerless to interfere; anything he said could cause Monica
to agree just to spite him.  Vanessa truly had control here and there was
nothing he could do about it.

He helplessly bit
his tongue.

“I propose an
experiment,” said Vanessa with a smirk at Christopher.  “We have a dozen pairs
of shoes.  Why not have Christopher wear them, say three times each, over the
next month?  Wear them all day, every day, exclusively.  Then, we’ll put
together an article based on his perspective.  Man in heels.  If it
works, it could even become a new feature.”

Monica stared
almost indifferently at the shoe in Vanessa’s hand.

Vanessa waited
silently, expectantly.  Christopher waited tensely, filled with dread.

“It’s a novel
concept,” said Monica finally.  This was a “yes.”

Christopher’s
jaw dropped.  “You want me to wear high heels for a month?!” he gasped.

Monica slowly turned
toward him.  “The concept has merit,” she said softly.  “One would think
someone wanting to be an editor would recognize that.”  Her threat was clear.

“But—”

“Is there a
problem?”

Christopher bit
his tongue.  He wanted to scream that of course there was a problem!  He was a
man.  Men don’t wear high heels!  Making him wear them would be humiliating,
emasculating!  What’s more, the only reason Vanessa proposed this was she was
turned on by the idea of feminizing him!  But he couldn’t say that.  In fact,
he knew he could say nothing.  He’d already learned that lesson once.  When
Monica spoke, that was the end.  Objecting now would only make it worse.

He swallowed his
pride.  “No... no problem,” he said meekly.

“Let’s try them
on now,” said Vanessa.  “To see if they fit.”

She stepped over
to him and held out the first of the black sandals.  There was gloating triumph
in her eyes.  She even winked at him as she held out the sandal for him to
take.

Christopher
gritted his teeth and snatched the sandal from her hand.  He plopped himself
down in his chair and kicked off the Cuban heels.  Then he crossed his legs
with one ankle over his knee.  He pulled off his thin sock, revealing his
polished toenails, and slipped the sandal over his foot.  He could feel the
amused gazes of the other women burning into him.  His penis responded by
growing stiff beneath his suit.  He shifted uncomfortably to hide it.

Vanessa saw it,
however.  A smug look came over her face.  She was winning.

He grew even
harder.

“They fit,” he grumbled,
turning his eyes away.

“Try them both,”
said Vanessa.

Christopher
reluctantly took the other sandal and crossed his legs the other way.  As he
did, he felt the heel of the first shoe hit the ground and wobble femininely.  He
shivered at the emasculating memory of wearing heels around the office.  His
penis throbbed twice.  He tried to ignore that and pulled off his sock,
exposing the polished nails on this foot as well.

“What is wrong
with your nails?” said Monica suddenly in as close to a gasp as she ever got. 
It wasn’t a question, it was an accusation.

Christopher
glanced down and saw two toenails had chipped.

“Busted,”
whispered Vanessa.

Monica’s
watchful eye now shifted focus to his fingernails.  She shook her head.  Then
her gaze turned to his hair, which had lost a bit of the styling as well.  She
seemed to sigh.

Christopher
blushed.  “I— I was going to see my barber this weekend.”

This was true
actually.  Christopher wanted to find ways to make his appearance more masculine
again, especially after Vanessa’s threat.  This included seeing if his barber
could straighten the cut, removing the nail polish – or at least getting a more
masculine manicure, and slowly introducing more masculine designer suits into
his rotation so he could remove the suits Monica had forced upon him (he
assumed Monica would not object to a masculine suit if it came from a true
designer).

She had other
ideas.

“We’ve seen what
your barber can do,” said Monica dismissively.  “Addy will take care of it.  Tell
her she needs to see you weekly, since you clearly are not capable of taking
care of this on your own.”

“But—”

Monica’s glare
stopped him in his tracks.

“Yes, Ma’am,”
said Christopher unhappily.  There went his plan to shift his image back to the
masculine.  He glared at Vanessa.  If she hadn’t proposed this ludicrous shoe
issue, none of this would have happened.  He could say nothing though, so he slipped
the other sandal on his second foot, threaded the ankle strap and buckled the
buckle.  It fit as well.

“They fit,” he
grumbled once more.

“Try walking
around,” said Vanessa.

“Are you
kidding?!” thought Christopher, but he stifled his objection, knowing it was
pointless and knowing it would only make Vanessa happier to see him struggle
with this latest emasculation.  He slowly rose to his feet.  He was immediately
struck how strangely comfortable these shoes were compared to the ones he wore the
other day.  Not that they were truly comfortable – they applied tremendous
pressure to his toes, they strained his calves, and they required far too much
thought to balancing – but they were easier to wear and easier to walk in.

He started
across the room.  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  Each step
somehow felt like a dagger in his manhood.  Each step made him feel smaller and
weaker.

“They fit,” he
said reluctantly.

“Then you can
start wearing them now,” said Monica in her businesslike manner.  “Coordinate
with Vanessa to make sure she gets what she needs for her feature.”

Christopher’s
shoulders dropped.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“I’ll have them
delivered to your home tonight,” said Vanessa.  “I’ll include some stockings
too for the pumps.”  As she said this, she picked up his shoes with the Cuban
heels.  “Guess you won’t be needing these for a while.”  She almost laughed
when she said this.  She thrust them into an empty box and jammed it under her
arm.

Christopher bit
his lip as he watched her.  She had won the first round.
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With his Cuban
heels gone and Vanessa watching like a hawk, Christopher had to wear the
sandals home.  He thought about slipping out of them once he was out of sight
of the building, but his suit pants were just too long to go without them.  If
he tried that, he would end up walking on the suit, which would ruin it, which
would cause him tremendous trouble with Monica.  He did briefly try rolling up
the legs, but that looked ridiculously feminine and called attention to his
glittery nails like a lighted sign.  So he wore them and did what Vanessa
suggested the first time he wore heels:  pretended he was a woman.

It didn’t really
work.  He still felt like an emasculated man, and people still looked at him
strangely; he wasn’t feminine enough to pass.

Either way, he
was home now.  He removed the emasculating shoes and tossed them to the floor. 
He stripped off the feminine suit and tossed that onto the couch.  That left
only his boxers and the white blouse he wore beneath the suit.  It had mother
of pearl buttons.

Christopher
moved to his bathroom.  He stood before the mirror.

“How did this
happen?” he asked his reflection.

He sighed.  Then
he scratched his chest; it had itched all day.

“I don’t know
what they made this blouse from, but it’s ridiculous,” he said unhappily.

He scratched his
chest once more.  Then he unbuttoned the blouse and pulled it off.  As he did,
he noticed that his chest looked swollen.  Indeed, his areolas were red and
puffy looking.  Even the little nipples were standing up.  He touched one.  An
electric chill shot through his chest and down his spine.

“What did that stupid
blouse do to me?” he asked.  “It has to be an allergic reaction.”

He shook his
head and then massaged his swollen right areola and pressed the little nipple
back down.  It felt good to massage it, though “good” in a strange sort of way. 
It wasn’t like scratching an itch so much as rubbing something ticklish.  It
oddly made his penis grow erect.

“That’s funny,”
he laughed incredulously.  He’d never made himself hard touching his nipples
before.

He touched the
other one now.  It was sensitive and swollen too... irritated.  He rubbed that
one as well.  Again, it felt good in a ticklish, almost erotic sort of way.  He
let the feeling wash over him.  As he did, he closed his eyes.  He started
thinking about his prior girlfriend.  He imagined her doing this.  But her face
never focused.  Instead, he saw Vanessa’s face of all people!  He shuddered. 
But then he felt her foot on his dick, as in the restaurant.  That had been so
exciting.  He recalled the feeling of her toes massaging the head of his penis
and stroking it up and down right in front of the waitress.  He grew even
harder at that thought.  He massaged his right areola a little faster, sending
waves of pleasure racing through his body.  His breathing became labored.  His
penis throbbed.  His left hand played with the tiny nub of a nipple which kept
popping up every time he pressed it down.  His finger circled it, as it might a
woman’s breast.  He pressed and pushed and then tweaked it.  It hurt.  He
winced, but it felt strangely good too, even thought it had hurt.  He did it
again.  Now he imagined Vanessa doing this with her long, red nails.

Suddenly, he
snapped out of his trance.  “What am I doing?” he growled.

He did not want
to think of Vanessa, he told himself.  She was the reason he was in this predicament
of wearing heels.  Besides, if his breast was swollen, he shouldn’t touch it
anyways, right?

“That’ll only
make the swelling worse.”

He shook his
head and pulled his hand away.  He ran the water in the sink and splashed it on
his face to rid himself both of the feeling he had done something
embarrassingly wrong – a sort of admission of something non-masculine – and the
desire to keep doing it.  In fact, in the back of his mind, he found himself
wondering if he could make himself come playing with his nipples... the thought
filled his stomach with butterflies.  It wasn’t a manly thought, so why was he
thinking it?

“I’ve been
surrounded by crazy women for too long,” he told himself.

He splashed more
water on his face.  Then he ran water through his hair to dampen it.  He looked
up in the mirror after.  Yesterday, this might have worked, but no longer: he’d
seen Addy as instructed, who had done little in the way of trimming it except
to enhance the asymmetrical aspect.  He looked embarrassingly asexual with his
hair slicked back.  He cringed.  Then he ran his fingers through his hair to
try to adjust it.  The new cut had made his hair more lush, that was for sure,
but it made him look ridiculous.  He looked more feminine than masculine now no
matter how he combed it, like a woman trying to look like a man.  He also
noticed that Addy had given it the beginning hints of an upcurl around the collar,
like some sort of 1960’s housewife... or a bell.  This was terribly
embarrassing!  He grabbed his comb and tried to comb that out, but it didn’t
work.

“Great,” he said
sarcastically.

The comb flew through
his hair several more times before he gave up.  He stared at the comb in
frustration.  As he did, his eyes shifted to his nails, which Addy’s team had
redone as well.  He told them no glitter this time.  No glitter!  And,
in truth, they didn’t.  Instead, they added something shiny to the gloss which
made his nails almost appear silver.  This was far worse.

He winced as he
stared at them.  How would he hide these?

He thought about
trying to remove this stuff, but the last time he tried, he damaged the polish
on his toes without managing to remove it... something about gels he did not
understand.  Moreover, even if he could remove it, Monica would just send him
back to Addy after adding some punishment.

He shuddered at
the thought of Monica being angry.

Christopher
sighed and gave up.  He moved to his scale.  He was down five pounds.  At least
that was a positive!  Clearly, the diet pills were working, especially given
the fact his job involved a lot of sitting around and fetching food for other
people.  Five pounds in those circumstances was a victory.

He stepped to
the mirror to see if it changed the way he looked.

Christopher
turned to his left and sucked in his stomach.  He turned around and looked from
his right.  It was possible his waist was a little smaller... possible. 
His rear definitely wasn’t smaller though.  If anything, it looked bigger,
rounder.  Maybe that was because his waist was smaller?  That was possible. 
Either way, it looked bigger.  His chest looked a little flabbier too, but it
was swollen from the blouse, so he told himself not to judge that.

“Not much
progress for five pounds,” he lamented.

Finally, he
threw his hands toward his image dismissively and returned to the living room. 
He sat down on the couch in only his boxers.  The large box containing the
shoes had been delivered.  It sat on his coffee table.  The shoes were inside
in cloth bags.  They’d been delivered right as he got home.  Twelve pairs of
high heels.  High heels he needed to wear... in public.

He shuddered at
the thought.

Christopher
grabbed one of the soft cloth bags and opened it.  Open-toed black pumps with
stiletto heels.  He grabbed another bag.  Nude slingbacks with stiletto heels. 
He grabbed a third, black mules with stiletto heels.  There were a pair of
brown sandals with thick straps and a thicker heel, a pair of silver sandals,
Navy wedges, clogs with tall heavy wooden heels, mint-colored pumps, red
pumps.  It was a veritable women’s shoe store.

He tossed it all
back into the box and groaned.

“This is all
Vanessa’s fault!”

Christopher
leaned back into the couch and rubbed his eyes closed.  He shook his head. 
Without realizing it, his other hand rubbed against his nipple.  It felt good. 
It felt relaxing.  It made him feel warm.  It made him feel... he thought about
the dream and the look of triumph on Vanessa’s face in the conference room.

His penis slowly
unfurled as it grew into an erection.

Christopher
slipped his hand from his eyes to his erection.  He ran his fingers along his
shaft before latching onto it.  He slowly started rubbing the skin up and down
along the shaft.  He thought of the shoes in the box.  He thought how
embarrassing it would be to wear them.  He didn’t know why he thought that
thought, but it somehow excited him.

His penis grew a
tiny bit harder.

He recalled the
sound the heels made when he wore them the other day.  That feminine,
emasculating sound.

His penis
pressed even harder.

He replayed the
scene from the conference room in his mind.  He saw the gleeful smirk on
Vanessa’s face when she handed him the shoes.  He felt so weak, so under her
power in that moment.  He felt the mocking gazes of the other women; he was no
man to them anymore.

He stroked a
little faster.  His breathing became labored.

Then he thought
of the restaurant.  He could almost feel her foot pressing against his dick
again.  It had been so exciting.  Her foot had been so soft, so warm, so...
perfect.  He thought about her finishing this time and him exploding in his
girly suit.  It was girly, he knew that.  He didn’t want to admit it, but it
was.

Christopher squeezed
a little harder as he stroked.

He now felt a
familiar rhythm build inside him.  His penis was throbbing in a rhythm with his
hand.  Suddenly, he saw Monica glaring at him coldly.  The women working on his
nails.  Vanessa smirking in her victory.  Vanessa smirking in her victory. 
He held his breath.  He imagined himself standing before the camera, in a dress
and heels, Vanessa behind the camera snickering.  He felt... vulnerable...
soft... defeated.  His penis gave two giant thrusts.

And then he
heard it.  A distant sound.  He heard the lock tumble.

His stomach
dropped.

His eyes shot
toward the door.  As they did, he realized he’d heard the knock too, but hadn’t
recognized it as such.  He’d heard the key slide into the lock as well, but
ignored that too.  Now the door was opening...

“Amanda!!!”
he gasped.

Christopher yanked
his hand from his boxers as fast as he could.  It was sticky with precome.  He
slammed the lid on the box closed.  Then he jammed his sticky fingers under his
thigh and leaned against the arm of the couch trying to look casual.  His penis
was throbbing away in his boxers.  He crossed his legs just as Amanda burst
through the door.  As she did, hot sticky goo squeeze out of him into his
boxers, coating everything.  He hoped this didn’t soak through and show.

“Oh, you are
home,” said Amanda.  She stopped near the door.

Christopher
opened his mouth to respond, but was still short of breath.  He nodded his head
to buy precious seconds.  “Wh— what’s up?”

“There was a big
box in front of your door.  I wanted to make sure it got inside.  Package thieves,
you know.”

Christopher
nodded his head.  “Yeah, it’s here.”

Amanda glanced
at the box and then scanned him up and down.  A curious look came over her
face.  Had she caught him, wondered Christopher?  Did she know he’d been
masturbating?  He blushed bright red.

“Is there
anything else?” he asked rudely.

She smirked. 
“No,” she said slowly.  Then she reached for the door, before suddenly stopping
with her hand on the knob.  Her head turned.  Her eyes seemed to focus on
something beyond the couch, near the bedroom.  She started in that direction. 
Christopher shot out of his seat to stop her, only to realize his erection still
pushed out the boxers prominently.  He winced and threw himself back onto the
couch before she noticed.

“What in the
world is that?” said Amanda.

Christopher bit
his lip.  Whatever it was, he could do nothing.

Amanda moved
just past the couch and bent down.  When she stood up again, Christopher saw a
high-heeled sandal dangling from the ends of her fingers.  It was one of the
ones he’d worn that day.  He’d thrown them to the floor there and had forgotten
about them.

He licked his
lips nervously.  How would he explain this?

“Oh very cute,
Christopher.  Now you’re wearing high heels?” she giggled.

He turned bright
red.  “I’m not wearing them!”

“Then who is?”

He had no idea
what to say, so he ran with whatever came to mind.  His heart was pounding. 
“It— they— I’m doing research.”

Amanda’s face
glowed with laughter.  “Research?”

“Yeah, for an
article.  I’m a fashion editor now.”

“And you’re
wearing heels to do it?”

“I am not
wearing heels!” he protested.

“And yet, here I
find a pair on your floor, looking just like you tossed them there.”

“I tossed them
there, but I wasn’t wearing them.”

“Oh, I know what
it looks like when a woman takes off her shoes and drops them on the way to the
bedroom.  You wore these bad girls,” laughed Amanda.

“I was not!” he
gasped.

Another strange
look came over Amanda’s features.  She was putting something together in her
head.  Christopher saw this and knew it wouldn’t be good.  He could almost see
her connect dots in her head.  Then her look evolved into a look of realization
followed by more glowing.  She grinned wildly.

Christopher
shrank.  Her grin cut through him like a knife.

“Well, I should
be going,” she said in an oddly suspicious tone.

She started
toward the door, much to Christopher’s relief.  But then she noticed the
container of diet pills sitting on the counter, where Christopher left them
this morning after taking them.

“What’s this?”
she asked and she grabbed it.

“Nothing.  Just
diet pills,” said Christopher.

“Diet pills?”
repeated Amanda doubtfully.  “Why are you taking diet pills?”

“I work for a
fashion magazine.  They want everyone to be thin.  Models, staff, you name it. 
Everyone is taking these.  It’s no big deal.”  He wanted to grab the container
from her, but still could not stand up without revealing his erection.

She started
reading the label.  “Do you know what’s in these?” she asked.

“It’s fine,”
replied Christopher.

“These are some
big names.  Have you looked them up to see what they do?”

“It’s fine.”

“That’s a no.”

“It’s fine,”
he growled.

“How do you
know?  What if the side-effects are it makes your hair fall out?  Or it gives
you hairy palms?” she laughed.

“It’s fine,”
he growled once more.  “Trust me, I know all about it.  It will be fine.” 
Christopher’s erection finally relented.  He shot up from the couch and
snatched the container from her before herding the young woman toward the front
door.

She rolled her
eyes.  “Men!  You all think you know everything.”

“Sometimes we
do.”

They reached the
door.  She stopped and turned.  “I’m going to laugh if it gives you hairy
palms.”

“Good.”  He
shoved her through the door into the hallway.

“All right, I’ll
go.  But uh— you might need this,” she said and she dangled the high-heeled
shoe for him to take, it had remained in her hand.  She glanced knowingly at
his crotch, “—for your ‘research’.”  She half winked at him as he humiliatingly
snatched the shoe from her and she turned and walked into her apartment humming
Dancing With Myself.

Christopher
turned bright red.
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Christopher’s
first day in heels was proving difficult, far more difficult than the first
time he’d been made to wear them.  This time, it seemed like everyone in the
office knew and they came by to see him.  The outfit he was wearing felt particularly
flamboyant too, though it’s unlikely any of the other suits would have been
better.  Today, he wore the brown sandals with the thick straps and tall, but
thick heels, and the brown suit, which looked almost like a zoot suit.  This
drew lots of looks, especially with his silvery fingernails and toenails poking
out the sandals and the slight upturn of his hair.  He felt very weak and
vulnerable in this outfit.  It didn’t help either that he was mistaken for a woman
while getting Monica’s coffee too.

The morning
dragged.  It was around ten.

He was getting
ready for another meeting.  Monica was meeting a menswear designer today, the
first menswear designer Christopher could recall coming to Rogue since
he’d started here.  Christopher was to play secretary at the meeting as he
always did.

“Love the suit,”
said Vanessa as she walked up to his desk.  She wore a white blouse, dark blue
trousers and white high-heeled pumps.  She looked him up and down and smirked.

Christopher
shivered, recalling his masturbation session from the prior night.  He felt
vulnerable and exposed now upon seeing her; her smirk read as if she knew
exactly what he had done.

“How are the
heels?” she asked.

“How do you
think they are?”  He tried to sound annoyed to hide the feeling of weakness
washing over him.

Vanessa
laughed.  “Difficult?”

“Yeah.”

“Embarrassing?”

He furrowed his
brow.  “Obviously.”

She snickered. 
“Making you hard as a rock?”

He felt a warmth
in his lower regions and slowly turned bright red.  He saw himself stroking his
erection on the couch.  He averted his eyes and glanced around nervously.

She chuckled. 
“You should have taken my offer.”

He glared at
her.  “Can I help you with something?” he growled to change the topic.

“Yeah, I’m here
for a photo.”

“A what?”

“A photo.  For
the profile.  I’m going to take a photo each day of you in the heels,” she
said.

Christopher’s
jaw dropped.  “There is no way—”

“Yes, there is.”

Christopher was
about to tell her to take a hike when the voice of reason stopped him.  All she
had to do was go to Monica and complain that he wasn’t cooperating and Monica
would give her carte blanche.  It was better to agree and keep some semblance
of a balance of power, even if he knew she was only doing this as part of her
game, than to have Monica officially put him entirely under her power.

“Fine,” he spat
out.

Vanessa came
around his desk and told him to spin to the side so she could get his feet in
the view.  He did.  Then she instructed him to cross his legs femininely so she
had a better view of the sandals.  He reluctantly did, showing his silvery
nails perfectly.

CLICK!

His shame was
recorded.  His stomach filled with butterflies.

CLICK! 
CLICK!

And two more to
add to his shame.

“Hopefully, you
see the power I have over you now,” said Vanessa.

“You— you got
lucky,” he said unconvincingly.

In fact, at this
very moment, while Christopher was trying to make himself sound brave, he was
shocked to find that he suddenly felt very intimidated by her.  As much as he told
himself Vanessa’s victory with the heels had been a fluke – a once in a
lifetime opportunity she could never repeat – it had shaken him, and he started
to worry that refusing her deal to keep this private had been a mistake.

Vanessa smirked,
sending another shiver down his spine.  She then reached into her pocket and
pulled out a small pink cloth.  She leaned forward, right in Christopher’s
face, bracing one arm on the arm of his chair.  “I’m going to give you another
chance to accept my offer,” she said.  “Put these on.”  She placed it in his
hand without taking her eyes off of his.

“What are they?”

“Panties. 
Mine.  I’ve been wearing them all morning.”

His jaw dropped,
as did his eyes.  He opened his hand.  Sure enough, there were a pair of pink
panties in his hand.  Very, very feminine pink panties.  “You want me to wear
panties?!”

“Go to the
bathroom and put them on.”

“Put on
panties?”

“Yes,
Christopher.  Go put on my panties.  Wear them until this time tomorrow, when I’ll
bring you a new pair and take these from you—”

“You want me to
wear your used panties?” he gasped incredulously.

She ignored his
outburst.  “Wear them until I bring you new ones tomorrow.  As long as
you do what you’re told and you keep wearing them, I won’t do anything else
public like the heels.”

He shook his
head, but she cut him off before he could speak.

“Disobey me...
refuse... take them off.  If I find you aren’t wearing them, I’ll have you
completely feminized by the end of the week, got it?”  This wasn’t a question. 
She leaned forward and kissed him passionately on the lips, making him shiver. 
“Put them on, Princess.”

With that, she
stood up straight again.

“Wear them,” she
said as a last warning.

She turned and
walked off.

Christopher
glanced down at the tiny pink panties.  They were very cute.  Not quite a
thong, but not much more than that either.  He doubted they would hold his
penis and balls.  The material was thin but ribbed.  They were a triangle of
light pink with hot pink trim which grew on the sides.  They were super girly. 
They were also warm and a little damp.  She had truly been wearing them.

“She wants me to
wear these?” he said with a shudder.

He looked up and
glanced around.  That’s when it hit him it might not be a great idea to be
caught holding these.  That would be hard to explain... in more ways than one. 
He opened his drawer to shove them in there, but then he stopped.  The last
thing he wanted to do was to wear these; in fact, part of him wouldn’t even
consider it, but then there was that feeling of intimidation.  What if Vanessa
did have some sort of power over Monica.  Maybe she was like Emma, a
Monica-whisperer?  And if she was, what more could she force upon him at work? 
For an instant, he saw himself tottering through the hallway in a tight dress and
heels with his hair made up femininely looking like a very sexy secretary. 
That image sent chills down his spine.  He couldn’t let that happen.  And if
wearing her panties stopped that, then he would need to agree.

“But I can’t
wear panties,” he told himself.

“You’re already
wearing heels,” came the reply.

Besides, no one
would see them.  It would only be Vanessa.  And if that was the price to pay
for salvaging his masculinity until he could find a way out of this mess she’d
stuck him in, maybe it was worth paying.  Sure, it would be embarrassing, but
it would be private.  No one else would know.  And if she did stop pushing,
then he stood a better chance of finding some way to become more masculine
again than he did if she kept driving him in the other direction... heels...
dresses... makeup... ???

It made sense.

He nodded his
head nervously in agreement.  It did make sense, but at what cost?  He felt the
butterflies return.  Was he really thinking of willingly playing feminization roulette
with Vanessa to avoid being feminized?

“It makes
sense,” he told himself.

“It makes
sense,” he repeated aloud.

“What make
sense?” asked Monica, as she emerged from her office.

Christopher
jammed the pink panties into the pocket of his suit.  “Sorry, I was thinking
about something for the article,” he said and he shot out of his seat as if
standing at attention.  His erection tented out the suit; he prayed Monica did
not see it.

“Are you going
to grab your notepad or not?” she asked, walking past.

“Yes, Ma’am.”
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Christopher needed
to work to keep up with Monica.  He wasn’t nearly as accustomed to heels yet as
she was.  Monica wore a dark blue suit today with a rich white sweater.  Blue
was the color of the day, apparently.  On her feet were sharp black stilettos.

“We’re meeting
Duncan Giuseppe today,” said Monica as they moved toward the conference room.

Christopher
wrote that down.  He’d learned his lesson.

“The Board is
pushing for a menswear feature, even though I’ve told them there would be no
point.  Men’s fashion is hardly fashion, but they keep insisting.  Giuseppe’s
been pushing for a spot in Rogue for several years now.  He’s honestly
the most promising menswear candidate we’ve had in some time, but that is a
very low bar, of course.”

“Menswear might
appeal to more men,” said Christopher.

“And?” she
responded doubtfully.

“They do buy
half the clothes sold in the world, I suppose.”

Monica stopped
and stared at him.  She raised an eyebrow.  “Have you been speaking with the
Board?”

Christopher
shook his head incredulously.  “Me?  No.”

She looked him
up and down and then exhaled a tiny bit of either frustration or relief,
Christopher wasn’t sure.  She started off down the hallway once more. 
Christopher hurried to catch up.

“Men buy
clothes.  Women buy fashion,” she said.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“And more women
dress their men than men dress themselves.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

They turned the
corner.

“Giuseppe is
quite animated.  He will try to charm you,” said Monica.  “But charm is not
what decides who enters the hallowed pages of Rogue.  For that, we look
for talent, trend, significance, and luxury.”

“Yes, Ma’am,”
said Christopher.

“Giuseppe
satisfies three of the four.”

They came to the
conference room.  They stopped.  Monica adjusted her suit very briefly.  Then
she nodded at the door, meaning Christopher was to open it for her.  He felt
even more secretarial doing that, but he did it.  Monica then walked through. 
Her mood suddenly became light... almost friendly.

“Giuseppe, it’s
been so long,” she said and she took his extended hand in both of her and shook
it.  Then she steered him toward the edge of the conference room table and sat
down next him.

For the next
five minutes, Monica put on a display Christopher thought she never could
have.  She inquired as to Giuseppe’s family, the state of his business, and
gave a small speech on his “impressive” choice of materials and “innovative”
designs.  She seemed to know his collection intimately, even the pieces that
were not yet released to the public.  Yet, at the same time, each of her
comments seemed to raise questions, her compliments were barbed, her hopes
doubts.  And with each response, Giuseppe seemed to shrink further.

“So tell me,
Giuseppe,” said Monica finally, “why should Rogue cover you?”

Giuseppe, a
smallish man in a dark gray silk suit with a blue and silver-checkered ascot
tie started speaking in a very animated manner.  He made several points which
sounded quite valid to Christopher.  He was gracious, complimentary, and
thorough.  Finally, he stopped.

Monica gave a
“hmmph.”  It was nearly silent, but it caught everyone’s attention.  This was how
she rejected designers work.  A “hmmph” from Monica was the end.

Christopher saw
his chance.

“Could I do the
spread?” he asked.

He wasn’t sure
what made him ask.  In fact, he was as surprised as anyone when it happened. 
But once he asked, it all became clear for him as if a light had come on.  Here
was his chance.  It was obvious the Board wanted a menswear feature.  Monica
knew it was inevitable, but was hesitating.  If he did this right, she would
happy he had taken work off her plate she did not want to do and he could
impress the Board in one shot.  That might buy him some improved standing with
Monica, especially if the Board offered him any praise as they seemed the one
power she could not escape.  What’s more, he realized he might even be able to
leverage this, as Vanessa had with the article on heels, into a repeating
feature which would let him escape his feminization as he became the “menswear
editor” of Rogue.  It seemed genius.

“You want to do
a feature on Giuseppe’s line,” she said.  It sounded as uncertain as she ever
was.

“You said the
Board wanted one,” said Christopher.

Monica sighed
unhappily.

“And as you
say,” added Christopher quickly, “women buy fashion and women dress their men. 
Rogue’s readers are women.  So Rogue’s readers might find this
invaluable in that regard.  Dressing Your Man.”  He said as if proposing
the name of a new feature.

Monica raised an
eyebrow.  That was a hopeful sign.

Christopher
waited silently.

Finally, Monica
spoke.  “No one reads the July issue anyways,” she said beneath her breath as
if justifying this decision to herself; Christopher heard this but Giuseppe did
not.  “I suppose you can attempt it.  The worst that happens if we completely
redo it or simply don’t use it... provided it doesn’t interfere with your other
duties.”

Giuseppe smiled
broadly.
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The meeting
ended quickly.  Monica told Giuseppe they would investigate a feature on his
line; she cautioned this did not mean it would run for certain.  She asked that
he coordinate with Christopher.  He was quite pleased.  Then he rose and she
rose and they left.  Christopher hung behind.  He was filled with triumph.  He
was going to get his first article!  A feature no less.  Even more importantly,
this was his chance to stop his slide into femininity and even to frustrate
Vanessa.  If he could talk Monica into letting him be the Dressing Your Man
editor, then he was sure he could talk her into letting him wear whatever
menswear he chose.  No more feminine suits.  No more nail polish.  No more
girly hair.  No more heels.

His chest
swelled with a sense of victory.

Unfortunately,
that didn’t last long.  As he walked back to his desk, with the sound of his
heels echoing femininely off the tile floor, he realized that until he worked out
all the details of this new feature out, he needed to find some way to deal
with Vanessa and the only way he saw to do that without being feminized publicly
was to agree to her insanity.

He pulled the
pink panties out of his pocket.  They were so small, so silky.

He looked at
them in his hand.  Would they even fit, he wondered?  They looked like they
were made for a doll.  And how would his penis fit in them?  They weren’t going
to offer any support.  What happened if he got an erection?  Of course, it
wasn’t like his boxers did much in that regard either.  Still, these were
panties, the most feminine of clothing.

As he thought
this, he suddenly found himself feeling oddly curious.  What was it like to
wear panties?  He shook his head and snickered cynically that he’d had that
thought.

“What is wrong
with me?” he asked himself.

Again, he
attributed it to being surrounded by such insane women.

Yet, the feeling
didn’t go away.  If anything, his curiosity grew.  Then, before he even
realized he had done it, he slipped into an empty conference room.  He locked
the door behind him.

“What am I
doing?” he asked himself.

But he had an
answer.  He needed to wear these regardless or Vanessa would do something
public and embarrassing.  It was enough, he told himself.  So he unzipped his
pants; the zipper was in the back.  He let them fall to the floor.  He stepped
out them, being careful not to snag them with the edges of his heels.  He
dropped his boxers to the floor as well.

Cold air hit his
penis.  It grew hard.

Christopher
pulled the panties wide apart and slipped one foot through the first hole.  He
held them open and slipped his other foot through the second hole.  Then he
slowly pulled them up into place.

They were tight.

They were silky.

It made it worse
they were used too.  It felt as if Vanessa had marked him as her property
giving him her panties.  It would have been easier to take if these had been
new, fresh out of the package.

He pulled them
up his legs.  His erection grew.

By the time he
got them to his crotch, they were very tight.  He worked them into place in the
rear.  Then he tried to pull them over his erection.  They were far too small. 
So he tried pushing his penis down into them.  It was too hard.  He tried
again.  This time, he got it inside and it pulled them away from his body like
a sail.  His balls fell out the wide open leg holes now and dangled freely.  He
tried pushing his penis down into place.  That didn’t help.  He tried squeezing
it.  That didn’t help either.  The best he could manage was the fronts of the
panties basically wrapping around his head, tented out the length of his shaft.

He stepped back
into the brown pants and pulled them up his legs.  He slipped the boxers into
his pocket.  He opened the door and started toward his desk.  He was wearing
Vanessa’s panties.  He felt exposed.  It was oddly exciting.


















Chapter Ten: “The Plan”
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Christopher’s
first day in heels had not gone well.  There was the terrible embarrassment of
being a man in heels, a fact everyone in the office seemed to comment on with
their eyes even as none of them said a word about it, but he was even more troubled
that he found the whole thing oddly erotic.  He really couldn’t believe it!  What
man finds himself turned on by the idea of wearing heels?  And yet, he’d spent
most of the day hard as a rock.  Of course, it could have been the panties too,
but how was that any better?  Either way, he needed to get out of women’s
clothes and escape Vanessa’s clutches as quickly as possible.

Fortunately, he
had a plan now.

Unfortunately,
it wasn’t going well.

Christopher sat
at his desk wearing nothing.  Vanessa’s panties lay on the floor nearby, as did
the heels he’d worn that day.  He was working on his article on Giuseppe’s collection. 
If he could nail this, then he could convince Monica to give him a full-time
feature on menswear, which would let him reverse Vanessa’s trick with making
him wear heels.  That was his answer.  It got him out of the stupid girly
suits.  It ended Vanessa’s power and got him out of heels – after all, how
could a menswear editor wear effeminate suits and high heels and retain
credibility?  And it would make Monica finally admit he was a good editor.

The problem was,
he was struggling to come up with a good angle.  He’d tried Giuseppe the
artist, but men don’t care about artistry in clothes.  He’d tried the celebrity
angel, but Rogue doesn’t follow trends, it makes them.  He’d tried
quality, but that was dull.

He sighed.

As much as he
hated to admit it, Vanessa had a great angle.  It was interesting.  It was
exciting in a twisted sort of way.  It sounded useful.  And it was fresh.  He
could think of nothing that satisfied any of those angles.

“It’s too bad
she’s insane, she’s got a great mind,” he told himself.

A great body
too.

His penis
stirred.

Christopher
closed his eyes and thought of her soft lips.  He thought of the restaurant. 
He leaned back and took a deep breath.  One hand dipped to his erection and
gave it a couple strokes.

“If only she wasn’t
crazy,” he said.

He sighed again.

Then he ran his
fingers through his lush hair and returned his focus to the article.  He still
had no angle, but it would come, he told himself.  It always did.  He stared at
the screen.  Still nothing.  Give it time, he thought.  It will come.

His mind
wandered.

He glanced out
the window.  Then he glanced at the panties.  Then he scratched his chest, sort
of.  Actually, it didn’t itch much anymore.  It was still swollen, but the itch
had gone away.  If anything, it was a little sore now... tender.  The swelling
seemed to have peaked too, he thought.  He rubbed the pyramid shaped mounds on
his chest, one on each side, beneath the nipples.  That felt good.  The nipples
were a different matter though.  For whatever reason, his tiny nipples were
hard all day.  That annoyed him.  Not only did it feel strange to have erect
nipples as a man, but they rubbed against his blouse and that sent this prickly
feeling tingling through his chest all day long.  It was distracting.

He pressed his
nipples down, only for them to pop right up.

“I wonder if
allergy pills would help the swelling,” he asked himself.

He shook his
head.  The swelling would go down soon enough.  He returned his focus to the
article.

“What am I going
to write?” he asked the empty room.  He didn’t know.

He sighed.

He glanced at
the heels.  He glanced at the panties.  Suddenly, the beginnings of an idea
came to him.  It was still ephemeral, but it was there.  A strong sense of
power surged through him.  Vanessa had won round one, but that was all she was
getting.  He had a plan now, an idea, and he was going to get his manhood
back.  What’s more, he was going to show Monica he deserved to be a real
editor.  Nothing could stop him.  He would not be defeated.

“Nothing,” he
said as he pressed in his tiny nipple once more.


















Chapter Eleven: “Panty
Check”
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Christopher
gathered the folders Monica had left in the conference room.  She and the
advertising executive had left the room only moments before to celebrate an
agreement at the bar downstairs, leaving Christopher to handle the clean up. 
He placed the folders in a pile and set his notepad on top.  He needed to
return to his desk now to type up the notes for Monica’s review.

“How are the
heels?’ asked Vanessa.  She leaned against the doorframe.  She wore a
rust-colored pencil skirt, an off-white blouse, and nude pumps.  She looked
quite beautiful.

Christopher
blushed.  “What about them?”

Vanessa
laughed.  “Embarrassed?”

“You keep asking
me that.”

“I like seeing
you embarrassed.”

She stepped into
the conference room and closed the door behind her.  Christopher tried to
pretend there was nothing unusual about this, but his heart began to race.  He
felt that nagging intimidation, even as part of him recalled the footjob she had
nearly given him in the restaurant.  She slowly came toward him.

“Are you wearing
them?” she asked coyly.

Christopher
glanced down at the black slingbacks he wore.  This made Vanessa snicker.  She
moved closer.

“Let me be more
specific... are you wearing my panties?”

The word sent a
shiver down Christopher’s body.  Panties.  Panties were the ultimate in
femininity.  They were designed to fit the female form, not the male form, and
they were designed to be so girly, even though they would rarely be seen and
never in public.  They were like a declaration of femininity, a declaration of
womanhood to the wearer herself... and he was wearing them.  What’s more, he
was wearing Vanessa’s panties – her worn panties.  That made this
unspoken declaration worse.  Not only was he wearing a symbol of womanhood, he
was wearing a symbol of Vanessa’s womanhood.  That made his manhood hers.

He blushed...
and grew very hard.

“Y— yes.”

She stepped even
closer.  She was only a step or two away now.  “Should I trust you?”

“I— I said I
was.”

She took the
final step toward him.  Her face was mere inches from his now.  He could feel
her soft breath, smell her perfume.  His body trembled.  His erection throbbed.

“I— I’m wearing
them,” he said softly, weakly.

He was breathing
hard now.

She smiled. 
Then she slowly reached out her hand toward his crotch.  It was so slow as if
she was daring him to stop her.  Panic lights were going off inside his brain,
telling him to stop her, to step back, to put his hand in the way, to do
anything... but he didn’t.  He didn’t know why he didn’t either.

Vanessa’s hand
gently cupped his erection through his suit pants.  It was so warm, so soft.  She
squeezed lightly and then kneaded his erection through the thin material.  She
was smiling at him.  Her eyes were locked on his.  He was frozen like a deer in
the headlights.

“You’re hard,”
she said.

He swallowed
hard.  He nodded.

“I like when
you’re hard.”

Another shiver
raced through him.  It felt like a wave washing away his strength.  He opened
his mouth to speak, but nothing came out.  His heart beat faster and his
breathing was becoming labored as she kept kneading his erection.

“How is your
progress on my feature?” she asked.

“P— progress?”

“Tell me what it
feels like to wear heels.”

Christopher
shuddered.  “Wh— what do you want to know?  They’re— they’re more comfortable
than the ones Monica made me wear.”

Vanessa smiled
slyly.  “That’s not what I want to know.”

“What— what do
you want to know?”

“How does it
feel to wear them?  How does it really feel?”

Christopher’s
heart positively raced now.  His chest was heaving with each difficult breath. 
His erection throbbed in her hand.  This was so intense.  He wanted to come so
badly.  But even more, he wanted to come in her hand.

“They—”

“Do they turn
you on?” she asked.  Her lips were only inches from his.  They were beautiful. 
Soft and lush and colored red.  He wanted to kiss them so badly.

“I—”  He
hesitated.

She pressed her
hand a tiny bit deeper, tugging on his penis a little more.  “Tell me the truth.”

Christopher
licked his lips.  “Y— yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, they turn
me on.  You turn me on.”

She smiled mischievously. 
“Do they emasculate you?”

Christopher
blushed.  He wanted even more to come in her hand now.  Indeed, part of him was
desperate to come into her hand to let her know how badly he suddenly wanted to
submit to her.  This was an insane feeling, he told himself – he’d never wanted
to submit to anyone before – but it was a real feeling.

“Ye— yes.”

Her mischievous
smile grew.  “It’s hard to be a man in heels, isn’t it?”

He nodded his
head.  “Yes— yes, ma’am.”  He didn’t notice he’d called her “ma’am.”

“And you know
everyone else is laughing at you, right?”

He shuddered... but
it was true.  He knew it.  He nodded his head again.

“No one can think
you’re a man when you’re wearing heels.”

He shook his
head involuntarily.  He didn’t want to answer, but he had.

“Who made you
wear the heels?”

“Y— you did.”

“That’s right. 
I took your manhood, didn’t I?”

He blushed
bright red.  “Y— yes, ma’am.”

“Does that turn
you on that I took your manhood?”

Of course it
didn’t!  He was a man, no matter what she said.  He wasn’t giving that up.  And
he certainly wasn’t going to be turned on by it, screamed his brain.  But then
he said, “Yes.”

Vanessa smiled. 
“Well, little girl, your secret is safe with me... as long as you keep doing what
I tell you.”

A massive wave
of weakness washed over him.  He was almost surprised he still had the strength
to keep from falling to the ground, especially in the still-unfamiliar heels. 
He shrunk ever so slightly.  “Thank you— thank you, ma’am,” he said as if in a
trance of some sort.

She appeared to
move to kiss him.  Christopher closed his eyes in anticipation, but she moved
her lips past his to the edge of his ear.  There, she whispered, “Whenever you
hear your heels echo off the floor or feel the tug of my panties, I want you to
remember this moment, to think of me, to think of what I’ve done to you... what
I’ve taken... what I can still do.”

Precome dribbled
out of his erection.

“Y— yes, ma’am,”
he said.

She kissed his
cheek.

“Show me your
panties, little girl,” she said breathlessly.

Vanessa slowly
slipped her hand from his erection and took a single step back.  Christopher,
without a moment’s hesitation, or thought for that matter, pulled down his suit
pants exposing the delicate pink panties.  His erection was tenting them out
and his balls had slipped out.  Vanessa smiled.

“Take them off,”
she said.

“N— now?”

“Yes, I want
them back.”

“Can I change in
the mensroom?” he asked.

“No.  Here.”

“But this is a
conference room!”

She smirked. 
“That just makes it all the more exciting.”

Christopher
shuddered once more, but he obeyed.  He dropped his pants to the ground right
in the middle of the conference room and stepped out of them.  He then pulled
the panties off his erection and slowly worked them over his thighs.  He let
those fall once they reached his knees and stepped out of them as well.  He now
stood before Vanessa in a blouse, suit coat and pumps.  He crouched down and
picked up the panties and held them out for her.  She took them and pulled
another pair out of her pocket.  These were white with sky-blue trim and little
blue flowers on them.  They were very girly.

“These are for
today,” she said.

She handed them
to him.  They were still warm.  She must have been wearing them right until she
came to the conference room.  She reached out and wrapped her fingers around
his erection.  She started stroking it slowly, teasingly.  He began trembling.

“When you get
home tonight, I want you to masturbate for me.  Wear my panties when you do
it.”

Christopher was
breathing too hard, lost too deeply in the feeling pulsating from his erection
to object.  He nodded his head.

“I want a selfie
too.”

Christopher felt
panic rise within.  “Wha— what?”

“I want a
selfie.  I want to see you on your back, in my panties and your cute little
heels,” she said motioning downward toward his feet with her eyes, “with a
nice. big. drippy. erection.”

“I— I can’t!” he
gasped.

“Of course, you
can,” she said.

She moved even
close to him now.  Her lips were millimeters from his, if that.  His heart was
pounding.  His erection throbbing.  “Let me give you a little start,” she
said.  She stroked a tiny bit faster, adding a tiny bit of pressure.

Christopher felt
a rhythm building deep inside himself.  His chest swelled.

“That should be
good enough,” she said coyly.

Then she so very
slowly loosened her grip until he could feel her hand but felt no pressure from
it at all.  This was an incredible tease for him.  In fact, his was yearning
for her to grab him again.  She didn’t though.  She ran one finger gently along
the bottom of his shaft, making his penis throb and then pulled it away.

“You can finish yourself.”

She kissed him
on the lips.

“Don’t forget my
selfie or I’ll tell Monica you aren’t cooperating on my feature.”

With that, she
walked out, leaving him standing there naked, with an erection.


















Chapter Twelve: “The
Selfie”
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Christopher
walked through the door of his apartment once more.  Finally.  He wanted to come
so badly.  It was all he thought about all day, ever since his encounter with
Vanessa, but of course, he could not.  To the contrary he needed to dress as
quickly as possible and escape the conference room before someone else showed
up, and then he spent the rest of his day stuck at his desk doing projects for
Monica.  He spent the whole time thinking of the feeling of her hand on his
penis as she jerked him off, getting hornier and hornier.  By the time her got
home, he was desperate to finish.

Christopher
stripped off his suit and blouse and dropped them on the couch.

He made his way
to the bedroom wearing only the heels and the panties.  He hopped onto the bed
and rolled onto his back.  He was so horny it was crazy.  How could she turn
him on so badly?!

“Don’t forget my
selfie,” he recalled her saying.

That was a bad
idea, he knew it, but what choice did he have?  If she told Monica he wasn’t
cooperating, Monica would do something terrible.  He didn’t know what, but he
knew it wouldn’t be good.  She might even fire him, which would make all the
humiliation he’d endured up to now for naught, especially now that he had a
plan to turn the tables on them both.  He just had to do what she wanted for a
little, then he would be the one dictating terms.  Still, the selfie...

“I’m just going
to do it and get it over with,” he told himself.

He grabbed his phone
from the nightstand where he had tossed it on his way in and opened the camera
function.  He saw his face appear in the image.  He pulled the camera back, but
it didn’t capture much more.

“How do I do
this?” he wondered.

He played with
holding the camera at several angles until he realized he could hold it above
his head, pointing it down along the length of his body, to capture his face,
his erection and his shoes all in one shot.  So he pushed his shoulders back
into the pillow, pulled his knees up so his shoes were near his rear, spread
his knees so his shoes appeared just behind his crotch and he fished his penis
out of the white panties.  Being boycut panties, these were larger than the
last pair and actually covered his erection this time.  When he pulled his
penis out, however, it was only semi-hard, despite being so horny.

Christopher was surprised. 
He had been so hard all day.

He grabbed it
and stroked it several times, expecting that to make it hard.  It did not.  It
just flopped around.  Why wasn’t it harder?  He was so incredibly horny it
should have been like a rock.

Christopher
slipped its head between his fingers and started tugging on it.  As he did, he
thought about the scene in the conference room.  That had been so exciting.  He
had been on the edge of coming the whole time it had been that exciting and it
was exciting now too... but it didn’t make him hard.

He glanced at
his flaccid erection.  Strange.

Then he tried
again.  He tugged harder.  This time, he thought about Vanessa standing inches
from him.  Her soft luscious lips.  Her warm hand squeezing his penis, kneading
it.

His penis
remained mostly flaccid.

Christopher
furrowed his brow.  This has never really happened before.

He closed his
eyes again.  Again, he started tugging.  He thought back to wanting to come in
her hand, how badly he’d wanted that.  It was embarrassing.  It made him feel
weak... controlled, but had been so exciting.  That didn’t help either though. 
So he thought about her asking him to tell her how wearing heels had turned him
on.  This time, his penis started to respond.

“Do they turn
you on?” she had asked.

“Yes, they
turn me on,” he replied.  “You turn me on.”

Had he really
admitted that?  Apparently, he had.  He started to grow hard at that thought.

“Do they
emasculate you?” she had asked behind a mischievous smile.

Christopher
blushed.  He grew a tiny bit harder.  “Yes,” he whispered.

His penis jumped
in his hand.

Her mischievous
smile grew.  “It’s hard to be a man in heels, isn’t it?”

“Yes— yes,
ma’am.”

He hadn’t notice
he’d called her “ma’am” until now.  He turned bright red, but also grew a lot
harder.  His penis was quite stiff now.

“You know
everyone else is laughing at you, right?” she said with a snicker.

He was hard
enough to stroke now, so he started.

“No one can
think you’re a man when you’re wearing heels.”

Her comment was
withering.  It turned him on so much though.  He didn’t know why, but it did.  He
held his breath and stroked even faster.

“Who made you
wear the heels?”

“Y— you did.”

“That’s
right.  I took your manhood, didn’t I?”

“Yes, yes, you
did,” he said through sharp breaths.  He was stroking really fast now... but
somehow it didn’t seem to be working.  It was as if his erection was hard, but
not stiff, and while he stroked it, the sensation of building pressure inside
never happened.  It was like compressing a worn out spring, it just kept taking
the pressure without really getting ready to pounce.  This had never happened
before either.  He refused to admit defeat, however.  He closed his eyes and
held his breath.  His heart started pounding.

“Does that
turn you on that I took your manhood?”

He clenched his
muscles and stroked as fast as he could... but it was useless.  It just wasn’t
working.  He pulled his hand away reluctantly.  His penis slowly deflated as he
did, rather quickly in fact.

“What is going
on?” he asked.

Christopher
tried again, determined to make it work, but it didn’t even inflate this time,
much less get hard.  And when he let go this time, it shrank away.  It looked
smaller than ever as it did.  He sat up on the edge of the bed.

“It must be
stress,” he thought.  “Performance anxiety, now that she wants to see it.”

Maybe that was
it?  Maybe he was stressed out by the idea of taking the selfie?  Maybe all the
femininity had affected him?

He rose from the
bed and headed to the bathroom.  He went to wash his face and take a shower and
maybe try again a little later.  As he passed the mirror on his way to turn on
the shower, he caught his reflection.  He winced.  His hair was so darn
feminine with the crazy little upcurl.  It was just a hint, but it was there. 
His face was so feminine too, a combination of the highly arched eyebrows and
soft, hairless skin from whatever was in the cream she used on his face.

He shuddered.

Then he glanced
at his silvery nails.

He shuddered
again.

Even his chest
looked like breasts almost, as it was still swollen from that stupid blouse. 
Well, not breasts, but a young woman’s chest maybe as she entered puberty. 
Either way, it was too flabby to look masculine.  He wondered when the swelling
would go down again.  It had to be soon.  Maybe he needed to ice it?

He shook his
head.  Then he moved to the shower and turned it on.  He let it run to warm up
as he returned to the bedroom to remove the panties and heels so he could
shower.  He sat down to remove the heels first.  He sighed and stared down at
the high-heeled pumps upon his feet.  They were black with sharp stiletto heels,
but had been surprisingly easy to wear.  He felt ashamed of that fact.

“How did I end
up in this situation?” he wondered.

He leaned back
on the bed.  His eyes closed.  He thought back onto everything that had
happened.  Monica treating him like a secretary.  Miss Ridgeway.  How
humiliating!  Being made to wear the feminine suits.  How embarrassing!  The
heels.  Terrible.  And now he was wearing them all the time.  Then there was
Vanessa and her insane plan to feminize him.  Her panties.  Ugh.

He shook his
head.  Then he slipped his hand onto his chest and started rubbing his nipple. 
It felt so good to do that he’d done it several times during the day when he
felt stressed.  He’d started without even realizing it, but soon recognized
it.  He knew it wasn’t smart to do that – how would the swelling go down if he
didn’t leave it alone to heal – but it calmed him.

And now it
excited him.

Indeed, his
penis started to grow.

An idea hit.  It
was an embarrassing idea, but it would solve his problem, which was something
he very much wanted to solve for his own piece of mind as well as keeping
Vanessa from doing anything stupid.  Christopher leaned back into his pillow. 
He brought his legs up on the bed.  He bent his knees, bringing his feet in
close enough to capture them in a selfie.  His pulled his penis out of the
panties once more.  This time, it was hard.

Christopher
slipped his fingers with their silver nails around his shaft.  He gave it a
couple strokes.  It tingled.  Then he pushed his head further back into the
pillow.  He raised the camera.

CLICK!

He had his shot. 
Face.  Erection.  Heels.

Wait.  He needed
one more thing.  Fortunately, the horniness was overwhelming.  He rubbed his
nipple harder and faster, matching his speed on his erection.  His nipples
popped up.  It felt awkward, unnatural, but somehow exciting.  He flicked his
nipple with his finger.  His penis jumped.

He was breathing
so hard now.  He was close.

He pressed his
heels into the mattress to steady himself.  His balls pulled upward.  His penis
throbbed.  His chest tingled so warmly, so excitedly.  He grabbed the swollen mound
around his nipple and started kneading it.  Oh it radiated!  He thought of
Vanessa’s foot on his erection.  Her soft, flexible foot.  He thought of the
smirk on her face when she announced he would be wearing heels.  That
emasculating smirk.  He thought of himself standing naked before her in the
conference room.  His penis sticking out.  In the heels.  Her worn panties in
her hand.

His penis started
throbbing in rhythm.  This was right, he told himself.  His failure a few
minutes before must have been stress.  Nothing to worry about.  He stroked himself
faster.

His chest was
heaving now.  He kept stroking.  The rhythm was there, but it wasn’t quite
enough somehow.

He closed his
eyes and thought about the scene in the conference room again.  He thought of
her teasing him with her hand gently wrapped around his shaft, but almost not
touching his flesh.  She had teased him and he felt so helpless hoping she
would finish him!

He glanced at
the silvery nails on his fingers.  He stroked faster.

“Does that
turn you on that I took your manhood?”

He shuddered.

“Yes,” he
whispered.

“Does that
turn you on that I took your manhood?”

“Yes.”

He glanced at
the pointer finger.  His nails were so feminine.  They looked even more oval,
now that Addy had had a second shot at it.  He straightened his finger up over
his nipple, his erect nipple.  Then he lowered it until his nail touched his
tiny nipple.  He scraped the edge of the nail across the overly-sensitive
nipple.

An electric
charge shot from his nipple to his spine.  It was almost painful.

He spread his
knees even wider.

His back arched. 
He held up the camera.

He did it
again...

CLICK!

...and hot,
sticky fluid poured out of his erection.  It poured out like a goopy cream
coming out of a tube, drop after drop after drop.  It poured over his head,
over his fingers and their silvery nails, and over the girly panties.  It did
not shoot out into the air.  It did not give him the relief he had expected. 
It did not diminish the horniness he felt.  He had achieved his mission for Vanessa,
but received no more.

Something was
wrong.

 

The End of Part
One...

—o—


















Thanks for reading my book!

I hope you enjoyed it!

 

Don’t forget to check out my other books.

They are all at my Amazon homepage:

 

https://www.amazon.com/Ann-Michelle/e/B007JLQ9RG/

 

They are listed below as well:
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Anything
For An ‘A’

 

William
has a plan to keep from failing his college course.  He’s going to offer to do
anything the gorgeous professor wants... anything.  What could possibly go
wrong there? Well, William is about to find out as he spends one very bad night
in dresses.

 

For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,400 word, 111 page story includes female
domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, pegging, spanking, power
exchange, small size humiliation, chastity devices, and so much more.

 

November
2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Becoming
Georgia (Part One: The New Maid)

 

George
and his friend Oliver thought no one was watching when they accidentally broke
the window playing ball. Little did they know that George's pesky stepsister
Emma saw the whole thing. Now they would find out what the price was for her
silence. Much to their surprise... it involves dresses.



This Part One of the series.



For Mature Audiences Only. This 32,600 word story includes female domination,
forced feminization, blackmail, and so much more!

 

July 2021 No. 1 Best
Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Becoming
Georgia (Part Two: The Mall)

 

Poor
George. After getting caught breaking Widow Wilson’s window, he finds himself
firmly under Emma's thumb as she blackmails him to get whatever she wants. And
what does she want? She wants him to do her chores. She likes to see him jump
at her command. And perhaps worst of all, she likes to dress him in her
clothes. Now he's been caught in a compromising position by Emma and her guests.
Things could not get worse, could they? Sadly, they can. This is the story of
George's trip to the mall.



This Part Two of the series.



For Mature Audiences Only. This 33,300 word story includes female domination,
forced feminization, blackmail, and so much more!

 

October
2021 and November 2021 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Becoming
Georgia (Part Three: Servitude)

 

George’s
story continues. With his stepmother discovering the clothes Emma bought him,
George now finds himself sentenced to remain a girl full-time for the
foreseeable future. What’s more, when his stepmother learns he broke Widow
Wilson’s window, she orders him to work off the cost of the window as Wilson’s
maid. At least he’s free of Emma’s domination, right? Well, maybe not.



In this third part of George’s story, George struggles with being dressed as a
girl full-time while trying to understand why this is all becoming more and
more normal for him. This is Part Three of the series.



For Mature Audiences Only. This 31,400 word story includes female domination,
forced feminization, blackmail, maid costumes, and so much more! 

 

November
2021 and December 2021 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Blackmailed
Sissy Maid
Powerful
men like Christopher Jordan need ways to unwind.  For Christopher this meant
having a safe, anonymous internet mistress.  But this mistress wasn’t as
anonymous as he thought.  Christopher will now learn a hard lesson as this
mysterious mistress slowly places him at the mercy of the women in his life.

 

For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 38,000 word, 133 page story includes female
domination, forced feminization, power exchange, chastity devices, spanking,
domestic discipline, and so much more!

 

August 2013 No. 1 Best
Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Caught
By His Roommate
Mitch
thought Katie was the perfect woman.  She was beautiful.  She was innocent. 
She was naive.  And best of all, she dressed the way young women should dress
in heels and dresses.  So Mitch tricked Katie into becoming roommates so he
could explore her closet.  Unfortunately for Mitch, Katie would catch him red
handed.  That’s when things got really strange for Mitch.  See, Katie wasn’t as
innocent and naive as he thought, and she had plans for her new sissy!

 

This book includes Five
Illustrations!!

 

For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,200 word, 140 page story includes power
exchange, female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, pegging,
bondage, spanking, and so much more!

 

June
2017 and July 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Caught
By His Wife’s Best Friend (Part One)

 

While
Dylan’s wife was away on a business trip, Dylan decided to spend a little time
playing in her closet.  Unfortunately for him, his wife’s friend Colby catches
him.  Naturally, she wants to have some fun with Dylan, which means blackmail
and feminization.  How far will Colby go?  Will Dylan’s wife figure it out?

 

This
is Part One of Two.

 

For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 32,500 word, 126 page story includes power
exchange, female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, pegging, maid
costumes, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

 

February
2019 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Caught
By His Wife’s Best Friend (Part Two)

 

Dylan
wasn’t all that upset to find himself blackmailed by his wife’s best friend
Colby after she caught him cross-dressing.  After all, this was the fantasy of
a lifetime come true.  But with Colby’s demands becoming ever greater, Dylan
finally had no choice but to try to escape her power.  So he called his wife. 
Yep.  He called his wife!  What will happen now?  Will she save her
husband from Colby?  And will there be a price to pay for her help?  Maybe
Dylan will end up a feminized secretary after all.

 

This
Part concludes the story.

 

For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,300 word, 127 page story includes power
exchange, female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, milking,
oral, chastity devices, maid costumes, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

 

March
2019 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Caught
In Her Closet
Jimmy
always enjoyed cross-dressing secretly when no one else was home.  Then he gets
caught by Christine and her friend.  What will Christine do with her new
stepsissy?

 

With
five illustrations from Ilgor!

 

For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 31,000 word, 129 page story includes female
domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, spanking, erotic humiliation,
and so much more!

 

June
2017 and July 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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A
Collection of Short Stories, Vol. One:  Three Tales of Halloween Magic

 

Sometimes,
stories are better when they are short and sweet.  This first volume of short
stories includes three separate tales of Halloween magic:

 

They
Messed With The Wrong Witch:  Three
rotten brothers learn a lesson they will never forget when they wrongly accuse
a woman of being a witch.

 

The
Magic Ring:  A husband and wife argue
over a magic ring only to discover that magic can be a dangerous and tricky
thing.  Soon they learn what happens when the shoe ends up on the other foot.

 

I
Wasn’t Myself:  The tale of a man who
finds himself in the body of his ex-wife.  That’s not the worst part though. 
The worst part is that his ex-wife is now in his!

 

For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,000 word volume includes female domination,
forced feminization, power exchange, cross-dressing, gender transformation by
magic, partial gender transformation by magic, transformation into an object,
mind control, breast growth, oral, and so much more!
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A
Collection of Short Stories, Vol. Two:  Tales of Feminization By Hypnosis

 

Sometimes,
stories are better when they are short and sweet.  This second volume of short
stories includes four tales of feminization by hypnosis!

 

Save
Us Sis!:  Candice gets a plea from
her brother to come save him and their father.  Is this a joke?  Or is
something sinister going on at home?

 

Controlled
By His Roommate:  Dave is about to
learn that his roommate Katie has more control over him than he thought!

 

The
‘Disappearance’ of Alpha Mu:  A
college committee investigates the ‘disappearance’ of Alpha Mu fraternity.
Though, ‘disappearance’ might be the wrong word.

 

Hypnotized
Husband:  Diane is shocked when her
husband starts dressing like a woman after he participates in a hypnosis stage
show. But all may not be as it seems.

 

For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 27,200 word volume includes female domination,
forced feminization, power exchange, cross-dressing, hypnosis, paddling, and so
much more!

 

September
2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Dress
Coded
Written
in the spirit of Grounded in Heels, this is the story of Charlie
Mitchell.  Charlie wants to wear shorts, but the dress code doesn't allow it. 
He tries it anyway, figuring that the worst the principal can do is send him
home for the day.  Boy, was he wrong!  Before he knows it, Charlie finds
himself stuck in skirts and dresses and worse.  What will the other students
think?  Will this complicate his run for class president against his nemesis...
Stephanie Mills?

 

For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 32,500 word, 141 page story includes female
domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, spanking, and so much more!

 

May
2018 and June 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Emasculated
By His Mother-in-Law (Part One)

 

Richard
agreed to help his pregnant wife Christine fit a dress.  In the middle of doing
so, however, his wife’s mother unexpectedly shows up and catches him in the
dress!  The only way for Richard and Christine to avoid utter embarrassment,
and years of nagging from Christine’s mother, is if Richard pretends he’s
really the maid until she leaves.  Unfortunately, his mother-in-law has no
plans to leave.  What’s more, she sees through the charade and decides this
might be a good opportunity to teach Richard some lessons.  Things may not turn
out as anyone expects though.

 

This
is Part One.

 

For
Mature Audiences Only.  This 32,900 word, 125 page story includes power
exchange, female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, maid
costumes, and so much more!

 

April
2019 and May 2019 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

 

—o—

 

Emasculated
By His Mother-in-Law (Part Two)

 

Martha’s
attempt to teach Richard and Christine a lesson has backfired. Trapping Richard
as Miranda has given him the chance to see that maybe there is something
exciting about being feminized after all. But will Richard take Miranda as far
as Christine wants? And how far will Martha go to put an end to this charade?



This is Part Two.



For Mature Audiences Only. This 32,300 word story includes power exchange,
female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, maid costumes,
shemales, and so much more!

 

June 2019 No. 1 Best
Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Emasculated
By His Mother-in-Law (Part Three)

 

Trapped
cross-dressed by his mother-in-law’s unexpected appearance, Richard and his
wife Christine undertook an ill-considered deception to keep from having to
explain why he was dressed the way he was. It seemed simple enough. But now
Richard finds himself stuck living as his wife’s maid and every day seems to
dig him deeper into the charade. And as if that wasn’t enough, now his
sister-in-law has shown up as well and she knows his secret! These are hard
times for Richard... at least until the hormones kick in. But then, maybe he's
enjoying it? See how things turn out for Richard and Christine in this lengthy
conclusion!



This is the final part.

 

For
Mature Audiences Only. This 44,500 word story includes power exchange, female
domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, hormones, shrunken manhood,
maid costumes, shemales, and so much more!

 

September
2019 and October 2019 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Emasculating
My Husband
When
I married Mike, I thought I had found my fairy-tale prince.  He seemed to be
strong and confident and the kind of man you wanted to lead the family you
hoped to build.  Sadly, I soon learned that he was none of those things. 
Still, I did my best to be the submissive little housewife I had been taught to
be.  Then one day, just as I could take no more, I came upon a hormone cream
that would change everything.  Before my plans were finished, Mike would be the
submissive little housewife in the four-inch heels!

 

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!
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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!
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The
Femford School (Part Two)

 

Each
day Lewis remains trapped at the Femford School, he finds himself feminized
further.  Bit by bit, his masculinity is being stripped away.  What’s more,
Vera has set into motion a series of changes that will forever alter Lewis’s
mind and body to make him Maria’s submissive pet.  Only Maria can save him now,
but why does she keep dragging her feet?  Can Lewis resist long enough to
convince her to save his manhood?

 

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!
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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!
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Feminized By His Mother-in-Law: Part One: Not Man
Enough

 

Christopher
has a problem.  He has a beautiful new wife who loves him, but his
mother-in-law thinks he's not man enough for her.  Even worse, she's set out to
prove it.  Can Christopher stop her from making him not a man at all?

 

This
is Part One of Two.

 

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!
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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!
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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!
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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, and so much
more!

 

November
2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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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, and so much more!

 

January
2014 and February 2014 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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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!
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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, 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!
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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!
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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, and so much more!

 

October
2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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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, 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

 

You
may not know this, but there are illustrations which go with The Making of
Danielle series!  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.

 

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.

 

This book includes 30
Illustrations!!

 

For
Mature Audiences Only.  This story includes female domination, power exchange,
forced feminization, cross-dressing, hormones, breast growth, small penis
humiliation, bondage, tickling, spanking, paddling, 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—

 

Missing
Billionaire

 

Reporter
Martin Ward has uncovered an incredible story.  The billionaire founder of Ing
Co. is missing, and Martin’s source tells him the billionaire’s new wife is
behind it.  Unfortunately, the only way Martin can investigate this story is to
disguise himself as a woman 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, 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, 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, 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 malekind 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, 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, 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, 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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