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Introduction by Ann

—o—

 

Dear Readers,

 

I think we could all use a vacation right about now.  And do I have the place for you!  Just ask Walter.  He was a guest and he lov— uh... actually, let’s ask his wife.  She loved it and that’s what matters.  Allow me to explain: This is the story of Walter and his wife Jackie and how she decides to make  a  small  adjustment  to  their  marriage.    See,  Jackie’s  been  pining  for  a female lover she had in college.  And while she loves her husband, he’s not exactly the type to let her have another lover.  Between you and me, he’s a little  insecure.    What’s  a  girl  to  do?    Well,  fortunately  for  Jackie,  she discovers that her husband has a secret side he’s been trying to hide his whole life.    It  seems  that  Walter  finds  her  closet  irresistible  ( wink  wink).    What’s more,  she’s  learned  of  a  very  special  place.    It’s  a  resort  on  the   Isla  de Domina,  and  they  specialize  in  making  exactly  the  kinds  of  changes  she’s looking to make in Walter.  Isn’t that convenient?  Maybe they can help her?

 

This is the story of how Jackie remakes her husband, subtly at first and then  a  little  more  aggressively.    This  story  involves  forced  feminization, hormones, and a little trickery.  Parts two and three will add some bondage, some spanking, some lesbian cuckolding and a few surprises.  Part three will have a blue book version too.  I think you’re really going to like this one!

 

Drop me a line and tell me what you think!

 

With love,

Ann :)

Chapter One: “Time For A Change” 

—o—

 

Jackie  sat  on  the  edge  of  Nikki’s  leather  sofa.    She  jammed  the  spike heel  of  her  shoe  into  the  carpet,  balancing  her  foot  on  its  narrow  heel,  and slung her other leg over her knee.  Nikki handed her a cup of tea.

“Can I get you anything else?” asked Nikki.

“No, this is perfect,” said Jackie.

Jackie sipped her tea before running her fingers through her red-brown bob.  She popped the shoe off her foot, letting it dangle from her pretty toes and shook it vigorously.

“I love those shoes,” said Nikki.

“Thank  you,”  said  Jackie  before  adding,  “They’re  my  favorites.”    It was obvious she wasn’t thinking of her shoes, however.

Jackie  and  Nikki  had  been  friends  since  college.    Actually,  in  college they were a little more than friends.  For one glorious month, they had been lovers  of  a  sort;  a  relationship  which  gave  these  two  women  a  strong  bond which  had  kept  them  very  close  over  the  years.    After  college,  Jackie  got married  and  life  became  complicated,  but  she  often  thought  about  those amazing  days  they  had  spent  together  and,  quite  frankly,  she  wanted  them back.  That was why she was here.

“How’s Walter?” asked Nikki.

Walter  was  Jackie’s  husband.    Walter  rubbed  Nikki  wrong  and  they both  knew  it.    But  Jackie  seemed  happy  with  him,  so  Nikki  tried  to  respect that  –  though  Walter  made  it  hard  at  times.    The  problem  with  Walter,  as Nikki  saw  it,  was  that  he  was  a  control-freak,  a  borderline  sexist,  and  she sensed something was missing in his relationship with Jackie, of whom Nikki was extremely protective.

“Walter is why I’m here,” said Jackie.

Nikki raised an eyebrow.  Jackie’s tone told her something momentous was about to happen.  Nikki cautiously sipped her tea before tipping her head to one side, causing her medium length chestnut hair to pour down over her shoulder, and stating simply, “Oh?”

Jackie’s  eyes  traced  Nikki’s  silky  lips  and  thought  about  how  she missed kissing them and the magic they once held for her.  It had been years, but she remembered every soft sensation.  She especially remembered Nikki

once leaving a perfect lipstick print around her nipple.  “Yes.  I’m going to make some changes in my life and I need your help with Walter.”

Nikki looked surprised.  “My help?  How can I help?”

“Walter is a wonderful husband, don’t get me wrong.”

“I’m sure.”

“But I want more.”

“Are  you  divorcing  Walter?”  gasped  Nikki.    She  was  genuinely shocked.

“Divorce Walter?” scoffed Jackie.  “Never!  No, I’ve decided it’s time to add some things that are missing from my life.”  Jackie’s eyes ran hungrily up Nikki’s nylon-covered leg as she recalled the many times she slid her hand up  those  thighs  to  the  velvety  prize  that  waited  beneath  her  former  lover’s skirt.  Nikki felt as much as watched Jackie’s eyes slowly move up her body like a soft, warm hand.

“Like what?” asked Nikki cautiously.

“Like you.”

Jackie sipped her tea and watched her friend’s reaction over the top of her cup.  As expected, this threw Nikki into a state of disarray.  She looked shocked:  confused, hopeful, cautious, but excited.  “Me?” asked Nikki.  Her voice had a forced-calm quality to it.

“Yes, I want you to become my lover again.”

Nikki  smiled;  the  idea  made  her  tingle.    But  there  was  a  problem.

“What about Walter?”

“I’ll handle Walter.”

Nikki  considered  this.    She  wanted  to  be  Jackie’s  lover  again  very much,  but  she  also  saw  this  as  impossible.    Jackie  was  married.    She  was married to Walter.  He would never let her, and Jackie was unreliable when it came to Walter because she tended to give in to his wishes.

“I’m flattered,” said Nikki cautiously.

“It’s not flattery... I’m serious.”

Jackie  rose  to  her  feet.    She  said  nothing;  she  watched  Nikki’s  eyes.

She  moved  to  where  her  friend  sat  on  the  couch  and  sat  down  next  to  her.

Jackie reached over and started opening the buttons on Nikki’s blouse, slowly exposing her lacy bra.  Nikki didn’t resist Jackie’s fingers in the least.  Her nipples became hard as rocks and her pussy became warm and tingly.

“Do  you  mean  in  secret?”  asked  Nikki,  who  still  struggled  to  get  her head around everything her friend was proposing.

“No.  You’re going to be my lover, openly.”

Nikki shook her head.  “Walter will never—”

“I’ll take care of Walter.”

Nikki’s breathing was becoming labored under Jackie’s ministrations.

“How?”

“I have a plan.”

Jackie  slipped  her  fingers  inside  Nikki’s  bra  again  and  pulled  out  her pretty  breast.    She  slipped  her  finger  over  Nikki’s  nipple,  watching  her perfectly manicured red nail trace its outer edge, sending shocks of pain and pleasure throughout Nikki, who rewarded her with little gasps.  Nikki’s pussy was very wet.  Jackie’s was as well.

Nikki trembled.  “W— what kind of plan?”

Jackie suddenly pulled her hand away from Nikki before she finished, annoying  Nikki  greatly.    A  serious  look  appeared  upon  Jackie’s  face.    This caught Nikki’s attention and calmed her annoyance.  “I love Walter, don’t get me wrong.”

“Right.”

“But  he  can  make  things  so  difficult  at  times.    He  never  listens.    He always needs to be in charge.  He can be so irrational, so pigheaded.”

“He’s sexist,” added Nikki.

Jackie nodded.

“And he would lose his mind if his wife told him she wanted to take on a lover, especially a lesbian lover,” said Nikki.

Jackie sighed.  “Yes, that’s true.”

“So  how  do  you  get  past  that?”    Nikki’s  almost-indifferent  tone suggested she saw no solution to this problem.  It was like someone pointing out that, indeed, the impossible remained impossible.

“Walter has a secret,” said Jackie softly.

Nikki’s ears perked up.  “A secret?”

“Yes, a big terrible secret,” said Jackie with a soft chuckle.  “A secret he’s  terrified  of  anyone  else  knowing.    He  tries  to  bury  it  deep  inside  and even lies to himself about it.  But I know what it is.”

“You’re going to blackmail him?” asked Nikki.

Jackie  snickered.    “Blackmail  is  such  a  harsh  word.    I’m  going  to  let him embrace his secret.”

Nikki  cocked  her  head  to  one  side.    She  was  confused.    “I  don’t understand.”

“Walter wants me to think he’s straight as an arrow.  A tough guy.”

Nikki rolled her eyes.  She wouldn’t call Walter tough by any means.

He  was  smaller  than  most  males  and  could  be  rather  fussy.    That  said,  his macho  instincts  often  seemed  to  interfere  with  his  judgment,  which  is  what really rubbed Nikki wrong the most.  She thought it was probably a facade, but whatever it was, it made him a jerk at times.

“I’ve  always  known  what  Walter  is  hiding,”  continued  Jackie.    “He gives it away all too easily.  But I’ve never had any proof... nothing I could confront him with anyway:  a misplaced dress here, an unexplained stain on the  tip  of  a  shoe,  six  days  of  panties  in  the  hamper  after  five  days  without laundry.  Hardly enough.  But now... now I found something.”

Nikki raised an eyebrow.  “Misplaced what?”

“Panties.”

Nikki looked somewhere between confused and disbelieving.

“But like I said, I found something,” said Jackie.

“What did you find?”

Jackie  pulled  a  thick,  well-worn  manila  envelope  from  her  tan  leather purse  on  the  floor.    It  was  a  little  over  two  inches  thick  and  it  looked  to  be packed with papers and magazines.

“I found this,” she said and she handed it to Nikki.

“What am I looking at?”

“Open it.”

Nikki opened the flap.  As she did, Jackie moved her hand from Nikki’s nipple to her leg; slowly running her fingers over Nikki’s thigh.  Nikki pulled a collection of papers, some photos and some magazines from the envelope.

She gasped when she realized what she was holding.

“But—?!”

“I found that in the bedroom when I got home from the office.  I had just taken off my jacket and tossed it on our bed when I heard a thud.  I saw the  edge  of  this  envelope  sticking  out  from  behind  the  dresser.    Walter  had taped it behind the dresser to hide it, and it fell when the tape finally failed,”

said Jackie.

Nikki tapped the packet with her blue fingernail.  “Walter?”

“Imagine my surprise,” chuckled Jackie.

“Walter?” Nikki repeated in disbelief.

“Yes.”

Nikki  glanced  at  the  cover  of  the  first  magazine  on  top  of  the  packet

and gasped again.  “This is really shocking.”

“Read the titles of the stories.”

“Stories?”

“Yes, he’s printed off some stories, from the internet I think.  They’re in the middle,” said Jackie.

Nikki  flipped  past  the  magazines  and  some  images  until  she  stopped dead  on  a  drawing  of  a  man  crouching  down  in  a  miniskirt  and  high  heels with  his  balls  hanging  out  from  beneath  the  miniskirt  as  he  wrapped  his fingers  with  their  painted  nails  around  another  man’s  shaft  and  slipped  the head  of  the  other  man’s  penis  into  his  mouth.    The  man  in  the  skirt  was chained to the floor by his balls.

“Wow!” exclaimed Nikki.

“That one caught my attention too.  Keep going.”

Nikki flipped through more images until she came to a series of stories printed  on  well-worn  computer  paper.    The  first  was  called   Grounded  in Heels.  The next was called  Sissy Slave To My Wife.  Then came  My Wife’s Lover.

“Oh my!” exclaimed Nikki.

Jackie sipped her tea and watched her friend’s eyes.

“What are you going to do?!” asked Nikki.

Jackie  smirked.    Nikki  clearly  hadn’t  grasped  her  purpose  in  coming here  yet.    She  would  though.    Everything  was  about  to  change  and  Nikki would be part of making it happen.  “This is why I need your help.  Walter would never let me take a lover and he won’t love me as a woman needs to be loved.”

“How can I help?” asked Nikki uncertainly.

“As  I  said,  Walter  has  a  secret  life  he’s  been  afraid  to  admit  to  me,”

said Jackie.  “Fortunately, his secret life fits very much with what I want from him.  In fact, that’s the best part:  I can get what I want by giving Walter what he  needs;  he  doesn’t  know  that  that’s  what  he  wants,  but  he  does.    So  I’m going to do a little rearranging of our marriage to suit me better... to suit  us better.”

“You and Walter?”

“Me and Walter... and  me and you.”

Nikki  bit  her  lip.    They  had  come  to  that  moment  where  she  either needed  to  agree  or  back  out.    This  was  a  huge  decision,  she  knew  that.    In fact,  this  decision  would  change  her  life  entirely.    Accepting  would  change

Walter’s  life  too.    If  she  refused,  life  would  go  on  happily  enough.    But wouldn’t accepting make her happier?  Could she trust Jackie not to back out though once she committed?

She sighed.

“What do you need me to do?” she asked.

Chapter Two: “This Time, You’re At My Mercy” 

—o—

 

Walter Richards and his wife Jackie had gotten together for a rare lunch at  the  cafe  downtown.    Both  worked  long,  hard  hours  and  had  jobs  with significant responsibilities, so it was difficult for either, let alone both, to slip away for lunch.  Today was one of those exceptions, however.  Walter took a bite of his sandwich as Jackie fished around inside her purse for something.

She  wore  a  striking  black  skirt  suit  and  matching  spike-heeled  pumps.

Walter wore an olive-gray suit and a red tie.

“I want to do something special this year for our,” said Jackie, with her eyes and fingers still in her purse.

“Like what?” asked Walter.

“I  want  to  go  somewhere  special...  somewhere  we  can  renew  our wedding vows.  Fun in the sun.  All of that.”

Walter smiled.  “Hawaii would be nice.”

“We’ve been to Hawaii.”

“Jamaica?”

“Been there too.”

“St. Lucia?”

Jackie shook her head.  “I want to go somewhere  exotic.”

“What’s more exotic than St. Lucia or Hawaii?”

Jackie found what she was looking for in her purse.  It was a brochure.

She  smiled  slyly.    “This!”    She  handed  the  brochure  to  her  husband.    The brochure  showed  a  resort  consisting  of  white  buildings  with  brown  clay roofs, palm-tree-shaded walkways, and a number of crystal clear pools.  That was pretty standard for resorts.  What wasn’t, was the people in the brochure.

First  off,  every  picture  involved  gorgeous  women  with  ample  breasts  and divine  legs  lounging  in  skimpy  bikinis  and  tottering  around  on  tall  wedge-heeled  sandals.    The  few  men  shown  were  buff.    The  men  and  women  in brochures were usually attractive, but not this attractive.

Even  more  unusual  for  resort  brochures,  Walter  noticed  several instances  where  the  women’s  raised  nipples  protruded  through  their  bikini tops to become noticeable and one instance where a man’s penis looked like a long tube outlined down the leg of his shorts.  Other resorts hide those types of things, this resort did not.  That made this brochure stand out.

Further, to the right mind – like Walter’s fertile imagination – many of the  male  poses  seemed  a  little  servile  or  worshipful.    One  knelt  next  to  his wife to hand her a fruity drink and another carried his wife’s sandals as they walked hand-in-hand on the beach.  One man was giving his wife a foot rub as she lay on a lounger by the pool.  No doubt, these were just meant to show relaxed, loving couples, but to a man with Walter’s  peculiarity, these photos sparked something intense, something he had never seen in another brochure before.  Walter grew hard.

“Pretty exciting,” said Walter.

“I  read  about  this  place.    They  called  it  a  ‘hidden  gem’.    It’s  off  the beaten  tourist  track.    An  island  with  almost  zero  tourism  otherwise.    The resort is in a tropical forest.  It sounds incredible.  It looks amazing too.”

Walter read the name at the top.  “Isla de Domina.”

“What do you think?”

Walter  glanced  again  at  the  young  woman’s  nipples  immortalized  in the photograph and felt his erection rub against his silky briefs.  He liked the thought  of  being  surrounded  by  women  like  that.    He  also  liked  the  idea  of carrying his wife’s shoes and kneeling for her too – though he would never admit that.  Still, the photo had tickled his imagination.  “I like it.”

“I thought you would.”

Walter shifted his focus to the man carrying the sandals and took in the details.    Her  shoes  had  stacked  chunky  heels  of  a  couple  inches  and  thick straps.  He wondered if the man felt submissive carrying them.  Did he know they would use this photo?  “I’ll call our travel agent and get him started—”

Jackie shook her head and snatched back the brochure.  “Uh uh.”

Walter looked up in mild surprise.  “What?”

“This was  my idea and we’re doing it  my way this time.”

“Your way?” asked Walter cautiously.

“Yes, darling.  My way.  This time, you’re entirely at my mercy,” she purred.  As she spoke, she surreptitiously slipped her hand into her husband’s lap and ran the tips of her nails along his thigh to his erection.  She wasn’t the least bit surprised to find him hard.  She wondered which image had done it.

Walter  tingled  and  shuddered  at  being  told  he  would  be  at  his  wife’s

“mercy.”  For while it was true that Walter had peculiar fantasies about being dominated by his wife or even women generally, he struggled to accept them, and would never ever ever speak of them openly.  They felt like weakness to him and gave him an inferiority complex.  Her suggestion that he would be at

her mercy was like a giant finger poking right at this tender insecurity, and it made him nervous.

“I’ll take care of it,” said Walter firmly.  His ego demanded this of him.

Jackie  chuckled.    Walter  was  so  predictable.    He  was  so  desperate  to hide how he really felt that he always panicked at the slightest hint of loss of control  in  any  form.    Usually,  she  rescued  him  by  letting  him  play  “the man.”  “Not today though, Walter,” she told herself.  Walter’s days of being

“the man” were over.

“No,” she chuckled.

Walter’s eye narrowed, whether he knew it or not.  “Seriously, I’ll take care of it.”

“Not this time, honey.”

“But—”

“Don’t  worry  your  pretty  little  head  about  it,  darling.    I’ve  got  this,”

said  Jackie  sweetly  and  she  patted  his  hand.    Her  words  were  emasculating and  her  pat  was  condescending,  and  this  all  tickled  the  part  of  him  he desperately wanted to keep hidden.

“We  could  go  over  the  plans  together,”  he  suggested  to  regain  some control.  It was a feeble attempt, Jackie could easily deflect.  But what was he going to say?  “I need to be in charge to protect my manhood?”

“Sorry, Walter.  Not this time.”

“But—”

“This time, you need to trust me.”

Walter desperately wanted to protest, but he also knew that if he made too big a deal of this, then Jackie might start asking questions, questions he didn’t want to answer.  Plus, she had played the “don’t you trust me?” card every wife kept in her dirty tricks pile.  It was best, he told himself, to let her have this.  After all, it was just a vacation.  It was at a resort too.  Odds are it was  all  prepackaged  and  there  weren’t  really  any  decisions  to  be  made.    It would be fine.

“All  right.    It  will  be  nice  to  kick  back  and  let  someone  else  do  the work for once,” said Walter with an artificial calm.

“Good boy,” said Jackie and she squeezed his erection before letting it go.  Walter felt a dash of precum cover its tip.

“There is one thing though,” he said.

“What’s that?”

“If we’re going to renew our wedding vows, I don’t want to wear a tux

to do it.  I would hate that.”

Jackie snickered to herself.  “Don’t worry, Walter.  You most definitely will not be wearing a tux.”  Walter missed her mischievous smile.

 

—o—

 

Jackie got busy planning.  Much to Walter’s frustration, she kept all the details to herself.  She gave him the date of the trip and that was about it.  She didn’t let him pick the airline, the seats on the plane, the room, or even look at a list of activities or events.  What’s more, when Walter tried to look up the resort online just to see what options Jackie might be choosing from to see if he could throw in his two cents, he discovered that he couldn’t actually find the resort anywhere.  This was worrisome and he decided to confront Jackie with his discovery.

Walter greeted his wife at the door as she came home from work.  Both typically worked late, but he had gotten home early today.  “Are you sure this place is real?” he asked bluntly.

Jackie  slipped  off  her  coat  and  hung  it  in  the  front  closet.    “What place?”

“The resort.”

“Of course.”

“I can’t find it online.  They don’t even have a website.”

Jackie snickered that her husband couldn’t resist investigating.  Clearly, it was killing him to be the passenger on this trip.  She put a faked “shocked”

look  on  her  face  and  a  matching  tone  in  her  voice:    “Are  you   snooping?

Don’t you trust me, darling?”

Walter blushed ever so slightly.  “I just wanted to see it.”

“Walter, Walter, Walter.”

His blush increased.  “The fact remains, they don’t have a website.”

“No, they don’t.”

“And that doesn’t bother you?”

Jackie  shrugged  her  shoulders  indifferently  and  set  her  designer  purse on  the  table  in  the  foyer  along  with  her  keys.    “Truly  exclusive  places  like this often don’t.  They aren’t looking for just anyone.”

Walter furrowed his brow.  “Can we afford this?”

“Why do you say that?”

“Well, you just said it’s ‘truly exclusive.’  If it’s that exclusive that it’s

in the ‘if you have to ask, then you can’t find it online’ category, then maybe we  can’t  afford  it.    We  make  good  money,  professional-couple  money,  but not born-rich money.”

Jackie patted her husband on the shoulder.  “Don’t worry, Walter.  We can afford it.”

“But exclusive—”

“Different kind of exclusive.  This isn’t a playground for billionaires.”

“What is it then?”

“It’s a playground for certain types of people.”

Walter raised his eyebrow.  The mysteries seemed to keep building, not resolving.  “What type of people?”

Jackie smiled and kissed him.  “You’ll see when we get there.”

Walter gritted his teeth.  It was hard enough to let his wife make all the decisions on this, but not even letting him know anything about the place, and suggesting there was some mystery that surrounds it, was pushing him about as far as his ego could take.  He took a deep breath.

Jackie noticed.  “Don’t you trust me, darling?”

He cringed... another dirty trick.  “It’s not that,” he said.

“Or are you suggesting I don’t know what I’m doing?”

Walter twisted his lip at her trap.  “No, not that either.”

“Then  you  can  wait  until  we  get  there  for  me  to  answer  any  more questions, can’t you?”

“But I’d like to know.”

“This is my gift to you, darling.  It’s a surprise.  Enjoy the mystery of it.    You’ll  know  when  the  time  comes,  and  I  promise  you’ll  love  it.    In  the meantime,  don’t  worry  your  pretty  little  head  about  it.    I’ll  take  care  of everything.”

Walter  grimaced  at  his  wife  dismissing  him  with  such  a  classic  sexist dismissal.  That was simultaneously humiliating and yet, deep down it turned him on fiercely, and it took him a moment to regain his composure from this conflict.  Meanwhile, Jackie started down the hallway toward the bedroom on her tall black pumps.  The sound of her high heels tapping off the hard floor echoed throughout the hall and reverberated through Walter’s mind:   TAP! 

TAP!    TAP!    TAP!  He  watched  her  strut  down  the  hallway.    There  was something  triumphant  about  her  walk,  or  maybe  that  was  his  insecurity talking.

TAP!  TAP!  TAP!  TAP! 

“It’s just a vacation,” he told himself.

TAP!  TAP!  TAP!  TAP!   She reached their bedroom door.

“It will be fine.  It will be fine.”

Jackie stopped and turned to face her husband.  “Oh, by the way, I want to look my best for the island, since this will involve lots of skimpy clothes –

bikinis  and  all  that.    Plus  I  want  to  look  good  for  the  photos  from  our wedding vow renewal.  So I signed up for a personal trainer.”

Walter  imagined  his  wife  looking  all  the  more  toned  on  the  beach.

That idea appealed to him.  “That’s a great idea.”

“I’m glad you agree,  because I signed you up as well. ”

“Me?!”

“Yes, you.”  She disappeared into the bedroom.

Walter  glared  after  his  wife.    Jackie  should  not  be  making  decisions like  that  for  him.    But  then  he  saw  the  brochure  in  his  mind  once  more.

Specifically, he saw the muscle-bound men in the tight swim trunks with the enormous, uh, packages, and he realized that he didn’t quite look like that.  In fact, he wondered how the woman with the protruding nipples would respond to his body at the moment and he knew it would not go as well as he liked.

He really needed to bulk up.  Unfortunately, his workouts had never been as strenuous or as consistent as he needed them to be to achieve that.  Maybe a trainer was what he needed?

“Maybe a little pre-vacation tune up is a good idea,” announced Walter as he followed his wife into the bedroom.

Jackie had stopped by the bed, raised her leg behind her and pulled off her first high-heeled shoe.  It made a popping sound as Jackie’s foot cleared the restricting leather.  She dropped the shoe to the floor; Walter watched the entire process with an involuntary pang of jealousy.

“The trainer is amazing,” she said.

“Good.  I’m looking forward to it.”

Jackie smirked to herself.  She had dropped the first shoe, proverbially speaking,  and  Walter’s  ego  bent  to  her  will.    Here  came  the  other  shoe:

“She’s going to make us the best looking couple at the resort!”

“She?!    A  woman?”  declared  Walter  uncomfortably.    He’d  never considered  that  the  trainer  might  be  a  woman.    Somehow,  the  idea  of  a woman  instructing  a  man  on  how  to  get  into  shape  seemed  vaguely emasculating.  “Aren’t— aren’t most personal trainers men?”

“My husband, the dinosaur.”

“But a woman—”

“Are  you  afraid  to  let  a  woman  train  you,  Walter?    Is  that  it?”    She laughed slightly, making him feel small and insecure.

“No, of course, not,” he protested disingenuously.

“Then what’s the problem, darling?”

Jackie  removed  her  other  shoe  and  dropped  that  to  the  floor  as  well.

Once more, Walter watched jealously as the shoe fell and Jackie stretch her nylon-clad toes into the plush carpet; Jackie knew what he was watching too, and she knew the effect she had on him doing this.  That’s why she waited to remove her shoes until now rather than kicking them off when she entered the house as she usually did.

“I—  it’s  just...  I  don’t  know.    I  just  hope  she’s  good,”  said  Walter evasively.

“Don’t  worry,  Walter.    She’ll  make  a  new  man  of  you,”  said  Jackie knowingly.

And she would.  The training would begin the following day.

Chapter Three: “The Trainer” 
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Walter and Jackie met the personal trainer the following day after work at a club the trainer recommended.  Again, Walter had doubts, of a sort.  He just  didn’t  like  Jackie  signing  him  up  for  something  like  this.    And  he certainly didn’t like the fact this trainer was a woman.  That felt emasculating somehow.  But, he didn’t want to be embarrassed on the beach either, so he swallowed  his  pride  and  he  followed  Jackie  to  a  set  of  hot-pink  and  black dumbbells, where a short blonde woman was waiting for them.  She had an impressive, muscular physique; though, she wasn’t masculine.  In a dress she would appear fit and feminine.  Walter was impressed.

“If I look half that muscular when this is done, that will be amazing,”

thought  Walter.    He  began  to  get  a  little  excited  about  this  idea.    His excitement would soon morph into frustration, however, and then worse.

“Hi,” said Jackie.  “I’m Jackie.  This is my husband Walter.  We spoke on the phone.”

“Right,” said the woman.  “I’m Karen.”

They shook hands.  Then the woman shook Walter’s hand.  Her blonde ponytail  jerked  back  and  forth  behind  her  and  the  muscles  in  her  forearm flexed as she did.  Her grip was enormously strong.  It was almost enough to make Walter wince.

“Are you ready to get started?” asked the woman.

“Very,” said Jackie.

Both  women  turned  their  focus  on  Walter,  who  was  trying  very  hard not to rub his hand.  “Sure.  I’m ready.”

Karen slapped her hands together explosively.  “Let’s do it!”

“Where do we start?” asked Walter.

“Over  here,”  said  Karen.    She  led  Walter  and  Jackie  to  a  set  of stationary bikes.  Two women were already riding nearby.  “I spoke to Jackie about  your  recent  workout  routines.    Then  I  designed  our  plan  on  what  she told me.  Apparently, you’ve been a bad boy and haven’t worked out in some time.”  Her tone was as if she was lecturing an errant child.

The nearby women snickered, causing Walter to blush.

“He’s  never  been  good  in  the  gym,”  said  Jackie  adding  to  Walter’s embarrassment.

“Don’t worry, we’ll start slowly,” said Karen to Walter.

“I have worked out before,” retorted Walter sourly.

Karen smiled.  “I’m sure,” she said dismissively.  Then she patted the seat of the bike.  “Hop on up.  Let’s get started, sweetie.”  Her words filled Walter with an effete feeling.  Everything she said made him feel weak and frail  or,  worse,  effeminate.    He  was  starting  to  regret  agreeing  to  workout under the direction of a woman.

It was going to get worse too.

Karen set the resistance at zero as Walter climbed onto the bike.  Then she said, “We’re going to start nice and safe.  I’ll turn up the resistance when you’re ready.  I want you to start pedaling until this number gets into the 70

rpm range.  That’s where you’re going to keep it.”

“70?!  That’s barely going to break a sweat!” protested Walter.

“Follow the plan.”

“But I can do more than that!”

“You  haven’t  worked  out  in  a  while.    We  don’t  need  you  spraining something.”

Walter furrowed his brow.  “Follow the plan?  How does it help for me to do something that won’t even make me sweat?  I should at least be doing 100 rpm and with good resistance!”  What he really meant was that it would be embarrassing to be the only rider, a man in a group of women, who wasn’t using  resistance  and  wasn’t  trying  to  exert  himself.    He  should  at  least  be doing more than each of them!

“Stay at 70,” said Karen.

“But—”

“Stay at 70.  I’ve planned your workout carefully.”

“But 70—!”

Karen  slapped  her  hands  on  her  hips  and  stared  sharply  into  Walter’s eyes.  “Let’s get this straight, Walter.  I’m the expert.  People pay me small fortunes  to  help  them  get  results.    Look  at  these  muscles,”  she  said  and  she flexed her biceps in his face, “let’s see yours.”

Walter  bit  his  lip  and  folded  his  arms  across  his  chest  insecurely.    He knew  his  arms  didn’t  compare  with  hers,  even  if  he  was  a  man  and  she  a woman.

“I know how to get results,” she continued.  “You clearly don’t.  If you want my help, then you need to do as I say or we’re just wasting time.  I can’t help  you  if  you  won’t  follow  my  plan.    I  won’t  even  try.    So  you  need  to

decide, do you do what I tell you or do you keep doing what got you here in the first place?”

“Oh  for  Heaven’s  sake,  Walter,  do  what  she  tells  you,”  interjected Jackie.

“But it’s a waste of time!”

“Stop being difficult, Walter.  She knows what she’s doing.  Trust her.”

Jackie looked annoyed.  But 70 rpm?  How was that going to keep him from  getting  embarrassed  on  the  beach  with  his  shirt  off?    How  was  that going  to  keep  him  from  getting  embarrassed  now?    On  the  other  hand,  she was  an  expert  and  she  obviously  got  results.    “Maybe,  I  should  give  it  a chance,” he told himself.

Walter reluctantly nodded his head.  He started pedaling at 70 rpm.  It was  a  really  easy  pace.    In  fact,  with  the  resistance  it  was  almost  harder  to hold himself at that pace than it would have been to go faster, but he did it.

“Good boy,” said Karen and she slapped him on the butt.

That made Walter oddly horny.

Karen then put Jackie on the neighboring bike and told her to pedal at 100 rpm.  She also turned the resistance up to three out of ten.

“Why does she get to use resistance?” demanded Walter.

Karen smirked at him and walked away.  She didn’t answer.
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For the next ten minutes, Walter did as he was told, though he wasn’t happy  about  it.    Going  at  this  speed  and  without  resistance  seemed  like  a waste of time and it made him feel insecure.  Fortunately, the other women lost interest in him fairly quickly and the ten minutes passed without incident.

Karen returned a few minutes later.  “How’s it going?” she asked.

“Fine,” grumbled Walter.  He didn’t want to complain yet, but his legs barely felt warm or loose, much less worked out, and he felt stupid.  Jackie, on the other hand, looked a little worn out already.

“That was harder than it looked,” she said.

“Give it a week, this will seem like nothing,” said Karen.

“It was nothing,” said Walter beneath his breath.

Karen  then  led  Walter  and  Jackie  to  a  series  of  arm  curl  machines.

Jackie  sat  down  at  one,  as  did  Walter.    As  they  did,  Karen  adjusted  the weights  so  Jackie  would  be  lifting  forty  pounds.    Walter  would  be  lifting...

ten pounds.

“Ten pounds?!” exclaimed Walter.

“Yes.”

“My morning coffee cup is heavier than ten pounds.  I doubt I’ll even notice ten pounds!”

Karen sighed.  “We’ve been over this, Walter, haven’t we?”

“Yeah, but  ten pounds?”

“Here’s  the  problem,  Walter.    You’ve  spent  your  entire  life  doing  the same workout.  You picked a number that looked high enough to satisfy your ego and away you went, and you kept lifting that amount, over and over and over.    As  a  result,  you’ve  trained  your  muscles  to  do  one  thing:  lift  that amount of weight.  Now your muscles are slow and inefficient and will never be able to lift more than that until we retrain them to become fast, agile and adaptive.    That’s  the  only  way  any  of  this  will  ever  mean  anything,”  said Karen.

“But ten pounds?”

“It loosens the fibers... breaks the pattern.”

Walter glanced at Jackie and the forty-pound setting.  The idea of doing less  weight  than  his  wife  hurt  his  pride.    How  embarrassing  to  lift  less  than his  wife!    What  would  people  think?    Would  they  see  him  as  the  weaker partner?    That  thought  made  Walter  shudder,  even  as  it  excited  that  little voice  inside  him.    In  fact,  as  Walter  thought  this,  he  involuntarily  imagined himself  being  laughed  at  by  a  group  of  women  who  asked  Jackie  if  this weakling was her husband and she laughed back that he was.  “He’s such a sissygirl,”  said  one  of  the  women  and  they  all  laughed.    Unhappily,  Walter grew very hard.

“If  that’s  all  true  about  training  your  muscles,  then  why  is  Jackie  at forty pounds?  Why doesn’t she start at ten pounds too?  Or five?” he asked, hoping neither Karen nor his wife saw his blush or his erection.

“Because she didn’t make the same mistake you did.”

Walter furrowed his brow.  Being told Jackie was better at working out than him heightened his embarrassment and his insecurity.  He shot Karen a doubting look.

“You’re welcome to look it up if you want,” she responded his scowl.

“The science is clear.  She didn’t make the same mistake.  Her muscles are ready to move forward.  You can’t.  You need to go backward before we can go forward.”

“Stop arguing, Walter,” said Jackie.

“I’m not,” replied Walter.

“You are.”

“I just think it’s silly.”

“Why  are  you  making  such  a  big  deal  of  this,  Walter?”  demanded Jackie.

That was the question Walter didn’t want to answer.

“Are you worried people will see you lifting less than me?  Is that it?”

Bingo!     There  it  was:  the  answer  he  didn’t  want  to  give.    He   was worried.    He  was  worried  a  lot.    He  was  worried  it  would  make  people question  his  manhood  if  his  wife  lifted  more  than  he  did.    He  couldn’t  bear that thought.  He also struggled with the idea of Jackie holding this over him at some point:  “Don’t forget I lift more than you, darling...”  He cringed.

“Honestly, Walter,” scoffed Jackie, “you’d think you’re worried you’d end up in a dress if someone saw you lifting less weight than me.  Do I need to cut back to ten pounds just to make you happy?”

“No,” blurted out Walter defensively.  “I just— I was—”

“Then  lift  the  weights,  Walter,”  scolded  Jackie.    “You  want  to  look good on the beach, don’t you?  Then do as Karen says and lift the weights.

She knows what she’s doing, so listen to her!”

Walter gritted his teeth.  The path of least resistance was obvious.  And it  was  possible  this  woman  was  right.    Not  to  mention,  he  knew  he  wasn’t going  to  get  into  shape  on  his  own.    Also,  he  was  asking  for  trouble  from Jackie  if  he  scuppered  this  whole  thing.    He  had  agreed  –  under  duress  but agreed nevertheless – to let her make the decisions for this trip, and this was part of that.  He was kind of trapped.  Besides, he didn’t want Jackie to start asking too many questions about why this bothered him.

“All right, fine,” said Walter unhappily.

“Now do ten reps at a steady pace – one... two... three,” said Karen.

Walter  started  lifting.    It  was  ridiculously  light,  but  he  did  it.    He  did the next machine like this too and the next one.  Walter felt foolish the entire time.  Finally, Karen took them to an empty space and taught them to stretch.

Walter  felt  even  stupider  stretching  when  he  hadn’t  done  any  real  workout, but  he  accepted  it  for  now.    Hopefully,  he  thought,  this  silliness  would  end fast  and  he  would  get  to  lift  some  real  weights  –  more  than  his  wife  at  a minimum.

Chapter Four: “A Little Preview Shopping” 
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“What  do  you  think  of  this  one?”  asked  Jackie.    She  and  Nikki  had gone  shopping  together  downtown  at  one  of  the  local  department  stores.

Jackie held up a yellow dress with a white print pattern and a flowing, loose skirt.

“That’s cute!” said Nikki.

“Do you think he’ll like it?”

“I think Walter will love it,” said Nikki.  “You’ll look amazing in it!”

Jackie smirked.  “I was thinking Walter would be the one wearing it.”

Nikki snickered.  “I saw the magazines and things, but I’ve still never seen  Walter  in  a  dress,  and  he  never  has  seemed  the  type,  so  it’s  hard  to imagine him wearing a dress or doing anything feminine,” admitted Nikki.

“You’ll see it soon enough.  In fact, I think I may get this for him.”

“I thought you were having a new wardrobe made for him?”  That was part of the plan.

“I am.”

“Then why buy something now?” asked Nikki.

“I was thinking about it last night and I’d love to get a little sneak peek of  things  to  come.”    As  she  said  this,  Jackie  held  the  yellow  dress  against Nikki’s body to see how it would look.  Nikki was only a little smaller than Walter, so this was actually a good comparison.

Nikki wasn’t happy with Jackie’s answer.  She had thought a lot about what they were doing and the plan they intended to follow.  It would work if Jackie stuck to it.  If she didn’t though, if she lost her nerve or if Walter got wind of it, then it would collapse and all of this would end.  She had decided she wanted this to succeed very much.  That, she decided, meant shepherding Jackie along.

“Isn’t that risky, Jackie?” asked Nikki.

“How so?”

“If you do something like this now, then isn’t there a chance he figures out what you’re up to and that ruins everything?” asked Nikki.

“Taking  risks  is  part  of  the  fun,”  said  Jackie  and  she  smiled mischievously.  “Besides, Walter won’t put it together.”

Nikki cringed, but Jackie was fairly certain she could pull this off, right

under Walter’s nose, without him realizing until it was too late, and that idea was  incredibly  erotic  to  her.    It  was  intoxicating  to  play  with  that  kind  of power.  Her nipples pressed against her dress and she became very wet just thinking about it.  Nikki saw she could do nothing to stop her on this point.

They  moved  along  the  displays  until  they  came  to  a  set  of  tennis dresses.

“These are cute,” said Jackie.

Nikki nodded.  They were.  But she was thinking about something else that bothered her with the plan.  After the initial flush of excitement wore off, she started to have doubts, not about her desires but about how Walter might react.  After all, Walter could be very stubborn and, despite seeing everything stuffed  in  Walter’s  fantasy  envelope,  Nikki  still  struggled  to  see  Walter wanting to be feminized.  He just struck her as so typically masculine that she couldn’t see it.  So what happened if he refused?

“What if Walter doesn’t want to do this?” asked Nikki.

“He wants it.  He just doesn’t know it yet,” replied Jackie.

“But you can’t be sure.”

“I can.”

Jackie  ran  her  fingers  over  a  gray  tennis  dress  before  pointing  to  a nearby  display  containing  a  gorgeous  light  pink  overcoat.    It  was  made  of cashmere and its pink was so light as to almost appear white.

“That’s elegant,” said Jackie of the overcoat.

Nikki agreed.

“Walter,” continued Jackie, “has wanted this for a very long time.  It’s a part of him.  It’s his fantasy.  This is how he wants things to be.  He’s just afraid to make it into a reality.”

“But how do you know that if he hasn’t told you?”

“He has told me.  Not in so many words, but he’s told me.  He’s told me the way his eyes follow women’s dresses dance around their legs... with the  little  extra  knowledge  he  has  of  women’s  clothes...  with  the  way  he’ll gently  push  women  to  talk  about  their  clothes  and  how  animated  he  gets  in those  discussions  when  he  thinks  no  one  realizes...  his  little  glances  at clothing magazines.  I honestly think Walter would rather have a  La Dressera catalog than a  Playboy.”  She snickered.  “Then there are my missing panties, which mysteriously return.”

“He wears your panties?”

“Almost as often as I do, it would seem.”

“Maybe he just likes panties?” suggested Nikki.

Jackie  raised  a  doubtful  eyebrow  at  her  once  and  future  lover.    “I’ve found a stain on a dress.  He’s scuffed my shoes several times.  My skirts are often out of place in the closet.  I think he’s even tried on some of my suits, though I can’t imagine they fit all that well.  Then there’s the way he longing watches me take off my shoes or zip up a dress or pull something from my closet.  He once went into a trance watching me clip on earrings.”

“That may all be true, but it’s still an assumption he wants to be turned into  Waltergirlia.    Maybe  he  just  likes  jerking  off  about  those  things  and doesn’t  want  to  be  a  full-time  woman  at  all.”    She  still  couldn’t  imagine Walter, a sexist control-freak, wanting to be a woman.

“Possibly.”

“What if you’re wrong?”

Jackie  smiled.    She’d  considered  the  idea:    what  if  Walter  was  just  a casual  cross-dresser  who  existed  happily  on  panties  every  so  often,  dresses from time to time, and heels on rare occasions?  How would she feel doing this to him if that was the case?  The problem was she just couldn’t see that; it  all  added  up  too  clearly.    And  what  really  convinced  her  was  Walter’s absolute terror at being found out.  His negative reactions were so strong,  and forced, that his desires had to be overwhelming, almost like an addiction.  He was  afraid  of  his  desires,  which  meant  they  were  incredibly  strong.    That meant  he  wanted  it.    And  even  if  she  was  wrong,  there  was  something exquisitely naughty about doing this against his will.

“Then Walter will just need to get used to it,” said Jackie.

Nikki  smiled.    There  was  something  exciting  to  her  about  the  way Jackie  simply  took  what  she  wanted  when  the  mood  struck  her.    At  times, Jackie radiated confidence and control, and Nikki was always drawn to her at those moments.  It made her sexy.

“Besides,” added Jackie, “what’s wrong with being a woman?”

They moved along to another display.  This was a display of women’s shoes.    Jackie  picked  up  a  pair  of  strappy  tan  wedges  with  four-inch  heels from  the  display.    She  turned  them  over  in  her  hands  several  times, examining them.  Finally, she held them out for Nikki to observe.

“What do you think?” she asked.

Nikki smiled.  “They won’t fit him.”

“These are for me,” chuckled Jackie.  “I think they would look nice on the  island.    Plus,  they  would  make  great  shoes  for  delivering  a  good

spanking.”

Nikki laughed.  Would Jackie really do that to Walter?  The thought of Jackie  spanking  Walter  had  honestly  never  crossed  her  mind.    Now  that  it did, it made her tingle sharply.

“Are you really going to spank him?” asked Nikki.

“Of course.  Why not?”

“He’s your husband.”

“And?”

Jackie’s  tone  remained  effortless  throughout  as  if  she  were  discussing the  most  common,  banal  things.    Nothing  about  her  tone  suggested  she  was talking about stripping her husband of his masculinity or spanking him with a high-heeled shoe.  The juxtaposition of tone and topic was genuinely exciting to  Nikki.    In  fact,  the  calmness  of  Jackie  made  her  wet.    Maybe,  this  was going  to  work  after  all,  and  then  she  would  have  the  lovely  Jackie  and  evil Walter could do nothing about it.

“Discipline is essential,” added Jackie.

“Even for a husband,” agreed Nikki.

Jackie  then  flipped  the  wedge  over  in  her  hand  so  she  was  holding  it like  a  paddle  by  its  heel  and  she  gently  tapped  Nikki’s  rear  twice  with  the sole of the shoe:  “Tap, tap.”  This made Nikki super horny.

“I’m going to need to change my panties if you keep this up!”

Jackie  smiled.    She  glanced  at  the  clerks  to  make  sure  they  were  all busy  and  then  she  kissed  Nikki  on  the  lips  right  in  the  middle  of  the  store.

Nikki  felt  instant  panic  until  Jackie’s  kiss  worked  its  magic;  she  closed  her eyes  and  savored  Jackie’s  kiss.    This  was  what  both  women  missed.    Now they  would  have  it  again,  and  Walter  would  have  what  he  wanted  too...  at least, according to Jackie.
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A few miles away, Walter was just as horny.  Why was he horny?

To  understand  that,  one  needs  to  understand  Walter’s  secret.    It’s  a secret  Walter  hates  on  the  one  hand  because  it  calls  his  very  manhood  into question and it makes him feel inferior.  Yet, on the other hand, he actually craves  its  raw  excitement  and  he  can’t  resist  its  draw  in  moments  of weakness.  Indeed, whenever Walter feels overwhelmed by life, his mind will entertain  the  fantasies  that  accompany  his  secret  even  as  they  fill  him  with

shame and terror, such as the fantasy of letting Jackie catch him in a dress or forcing him to grow tiny breasts just a hint too large to hide or being exposed to  everyone  he  knows.    These  fantasies  surge  forth  from  this  secret  part  of him and he becomes helpless to resist them.  Similarly, if a woman he knows verbally emasculates him, no matter how playfully – like when his secretary joked  that  he  would  look  good  in  a  dress  she  saw  in  a  catalog  –  he  withers and his strength fails him.  He becomes intensely insecure and fears showing any sign of this terrible part of him, yet, he simultaneously becomes so turned on that he often finds himself almost taunting these women to go further.  All told,  his  secret  is  a  mass  of  contradictions,  something  which  involuntarily turns him on to things he finds utterly demeaning.

It  was  against  this  juxtaposition  of  Walter  desperately  defending  his manhood even as part of him reveled in being emasculated, that Walter spent the  last  week  suffering  blow  after  blow  to  his  manhood.    Not  only  did  he need to submit to Jackie’s “authority” on arranging the vacation, but he found himself working under the thumb of a female trainer too, and far worse, she was  publicly  emasculating  him  by  having  him  lift  lower  weights  than  his wife.  Each glance from another person at the gym was a humiliation, every reference  to  the  island  a  reminder  of  his  impotence.    All  of  this  created  a frenzy  of  erotic  energy  within  him  which  made  him  feel  helpless  and  weak but gave him the intense urge to embrace his submission.  This translated into incredible  horniness.    That  horniness  was  so  bad  it  corrupted  his  mind  and made it hard to think.  It also made him do something stupid.

This  morning,  as  Walter  dressed,  his  horniness  got  the  better  of  him and he surrendered to the urge to wear his wife’s panties to work.  He’d never done  this  before.    Oh,  he’d  worn  her  panties  before  –  too  many  times  to count, in fact – but he’d never worn them to work because he always worried he would get caught by his boss Anna, who already played dangerously in his fantasies.  Today, however, his horniness overwhelmed him and he did it.

Walter stood in his boss’s office wearing a tight red thong beneath his dark grey dress pants.  He had taken the thong from Jackie’s panty drawer.

He also wore a blue collared shirt and a red-and-gold tie.  The stiff red lace of the  panties  rubbed  hard  against  his  balls  and  reminded  him  exactly  what  he was wearing at all times.  His boss wore a dark grey skirt suit with a pencil skirt and tall black spikes.  She always wore tall spiky heels even though she stood over six feet tall in her stocking feet.  This made her taller than Walter and  made  him  feel  small  needing  to  look  up  to  her.    She  had  a  dominating

personality  too,  which  triggered  Walter’s  submissive  urges  and  often  made him  fantasize  about  submitting  to  her.    Indeed,  watching  her  maneuver authoritatively in her tall heels and tight skirt was truly thrilling.  He wanted to  run  his  hands  up  her  stocking-covered  legs  so  badly  and  slip  into  her skirt... uh, slip them under her skirt.

“Take  a  look  at  these  resumes  and  let  me  know  what  you  think, Walter,”  said  Anna  in  her  firm,  confident  tone.    They  were  discussing potential hires.  She handed him a half dozen or so resumes.

“Will do,” said Walter.  He took the resumes.

“I’ve approved your vacation too, by the way.”

“Oh, thank you.”  Walter slipped his hand onto his chest and scratched his breast.  The area around his left nipple itched like mad today, as it had the prior  day.    It  seemed  to  be  a  reaction  to  the  overseas  booster  shoots  he  and Jackie got for their trip.

“Where  are  you  going?”  asked  the  other  woman  present.    Her  name was Kelli.  She wore a black pantsuit and flats.

“I’m not actually sure,” admitted Walter.

“How does that work?” laughed Kelli.

Walter blushed.  “I’m letting my wife plan it.”

“And  she  hasn’t  told  you  where  you’re  going?”  asked  Kelli incredulously.

“Well— no.”

Anna chuckled.  “You’re a brave man, Walter.”

Kelli  shook  her  head  and  furrowed  her  brow.    “I  would  never  let  my husband plan a vacation without knowing all the details.”

“It’s a modern world, Kelli.  Women call the shots now,” joked Anna.

“Is that it, Walter?” chuckled Kelli.

Another  man  might  have  laughed  this  comment  off.    After  all,  Anna and Kelli clearly meant nothing particular by it; they were just teasing Walter lightheartedly  as  they  might  any  man.    But  the  suggestion  that  Walter  let Jackie  make  the  decisions  for  him  was  like  a  jab  right  in  the  heart  of  his biggest insecurities, and it landed at a time when his insecurities were raging out  of  control.    Consequently,  Walter  reacted  by  blushing  like  mad  and becoming  instantly  defensive.    “My  wife’s  not  making  the  decisions,”  he snapped back at the women.

Kelli  laughed  without  seeming  to  realize  how  insecure  Walter  really was on this point; after all, he was very much “take charge” at the office, so

she  suspected  nothing  of  his  secret.    “It’s  all  right,  Walter.    I’m  sure  Jackie makes good choices for you.”

“I don’t know,” said Anna with a snicker.  “If I could choose any place I wanted, I’d go somewhere loaded with men in tight shorts and no shirts who could serve me drinks.”

“What about your husband?” asked Kelli.

“He’s a good boy.  He could rub my feet as I flirt with the others.”

Walter  imagined  Anna  at  home,  perhaps  in  tall  black  leather  boots,  a leather corset and silky black panties, as a hapless husband, naked except for an apron and some women’s sandals, obeyed whatever orders she gave.  This thought made his penis throb inside his thong panties.

“That could be you, Walter,” joked Kelli.

Walter’s mouth went dry.  This conversation was setting off all sorts of alarms.  Unfortunately, both women glanced at him for a response.  He shook his head.  “No way.”

“You should try it, Walter.  You might like it,” replied Kelli coyly.

“Jackie would for sure,” added Anna.

Anna  then  cut  the  conversation  off.    She  had  a  meeting.    She  asked Walter once more to review the resumes and ushered Walter and Kelli from the room.  They went their separate ways without further words.  Walter was thankful Anna had cut this short before either saw through him.  Still, he was now  awash  in  images  of  himself  kneeling  before  Anna  on  the  beach  as  he rubbed  her  feet  as  Jackie  and  Kelli  watched.    His  horniness  had  further intensified.    This  was  becoming  a  problem,  and  his  best  efforts  to  suppress these thoughts weren’t working all that well.

 

—o—

 

Walter and Jackie returned to the gym the following day.  That workout hadn’t  been  any  better  than  the  last  as  far  as  Walter  was  concerned,  though Karen  did  let  him  raise  his  weights  to  fifteen  pounds  as  a  demonstration  of good faith.  He still wasn’t happy, but at least this increase promised that his embarrassment  would  be  short-lived,  though  no  such  specific  promise  was made.    That  said,  Karen  had  added  to  his  embarrassment  that  day  by ridiculously  suggesting  that  he  wear  heels  to  improve  the  muscles  in  his halves; Walter thought she was joking at first, but she wasn’t.  Naturally, he refused, but it left yet another bad taste in his mouth for the workouts.  It also

left Jackie in stitches.

Later  that  night,  as  Walter  prepared  for  bed,  Jackie  came  to  the bedroom with two medium-sized glasses.  They were full of thick pink liquid and chunks of fruit.  Walter wondered why she had two glasses.  Apparently, one was for him.

“Drink this,” said Jackie.

“What is it?”

“It’s a workout drink.  It’s Karen’s idea.”

“She  wants  us  drinking  milkshakes?    Should  we  have  burgers  too?”

asked  Walter  sarcastically.    He  wasn’t  a  huge  fan  of  Karen  or  the  workout, but Jackie really liked her and kept raving about her, so he was stuck with her for  now  –  “At  least   she’ll  look  good  on  the  beach,”  he  told  himself sardonically.

“Not a milkshake, Walter.  This is a high-protein, high-fiber, electrolyte drink.  It will rebuild your muscles and replace everything you lost during the workout.”

“What if I didn’t lose anything during my ‘workout’?”

“It will come, Walter,” said Jackie and she handed him the glass.

As  she  watched  Walter  drink  the  smoothie,  Jackie  couldn’t  help  but smile.    Her  own  drink  was  just  a  smoothie,  but  his  had  been  made  with  a packet  sent  to  Jackie  to  help  prepare  Walter  for  the  island.    That  packet contained  certain  vitamins  and  minerals  to  give  his  skin  a  healthy  glow  and make  his  hair  lush  and  long,  as  well  as  certain  other  chemicals  to  help  his body  achieve  the  perfect  shape  according  to  Jackie’s  requests.    Along  with the  “booster  shot”  he  had  received,  he  would  make  significant  progress toward  those  goals  fairly  quickly.    They  had  four  months  before  the  island trip.  Walter wouldn’t notice any changes for a few weeks yet, but after that, things would start to become hard to miss.  By then, it would be too late to stop them, however.

Walter handed the empty glass back to Jackie.  Then he stripped off his shirt to change.  His tiny nipples rose in the cool night air and he scratched his chest; it still itched.  Walter was fit, though a little flabby here and there.

His  breasts  were  a  little  enlarged  for  a  man  –  they  always  had  been  –  but there  was  nothing  abnormal...  yet.    Jackie  glanced  at  Walter’s  chest  and smiled at what was to come.

“Enjoy your bra-less freedom now, Walter.”

Jackie  flushed  at  this  thought.    The  idea  of  remaking  Walter  in  her

chosen  image,  not  just  physically  but  his  role  in  life,  was  a  tremendous aphrodisiac  and  it  had  made  her,  as  they  say,  “hot  and  bothered.”    And  the idea of him having breasts, genuine breasts, hanging from his chest, even if tiny... well, it made her panties damp to say the least.  She couldn’t wait to see how they turned out.  She hoped they would become just large enough to be enjoyed, but still small enough they could be hidden.  She liked the idea of them sharing this secret shame of his.  She thought that was erotic.  She also liked the idea of the power it would give her over him.

Chapter Five: “Nikki Joins The Gym” 

—o—

 

Jackie and Nikki sat in Nikki’s kitchen.  Jackie had come to discuss the plan with Nikki.  It seemed to be going well.  Their airline and resort tickets were  confirmed.    Walter  had  been  approved  into  the  program.    Walter  had begun  the  workouts  and  the  hormone  drinks,  though  he  didn’t  know  that’s what they were.  The fitting for his new wardrobe would be coming up once it was more clear what his shape would become.  He suspected nothing.

“So everything is on schedule,” said Jackie.

“That’s  great.    Out  of  curiosity,  how  does  the  program  work?”  asked Nikki.

“It’s  really  quite  interesting.    Most  of  it  will  happen  at  the  island:  the transformation, the training, the commitment—”

“Do we get trained too?”

Jackie chuckled.  “Hardly.”

“What do we do at the island then?”

“It’s a vacation!  We enjoy ourselves.  We go to the beach.  We watch Walter’s training.  We get to explore our new lives and try them on for size, so to speak.  We also make choices for Walter.”

“Choices?”

“Like ordering options on a car,” said Jackie.

“What kind of options do we have?”

“There  are  all  kinds:    looks,  attitude,  skills.    They’re  sending  me  a brochure  we  can  fill  out  together.    You’ll  see.    It’s  all  really  quite impressive.”  Jackie felt rather powerful discussing this so casually, and that was exciting.  She glanced at Nikki’s soft lips and had a strong urge to kiss them; she ignored it, however.  There would be time for that later.

“Together?” asked Nikki.

“Of course.  Walter will belong to you as much as he does to me when this is over.  We’re going to be one happy family.  So you should have some say in how he turns out.”

Nikki laughed.  She and Walter had never gotten along.  “You know it would kill him to know that I got to pick how his transition turned out.”

“There’s a lot he’ll need to learn to accept.”

“What’s this workout program you want me to join?” asked Nikki.

“It’s like an exercise plan, but a little different,” said Jackie.

“Different how?”

“For us, it’s a normal exercise plan.  After all, we need to be read for swimsuits,” said Jackie, and Nikki nodded her agreement.  “For Walter, it’s different.    Karen’s  trying  to  teach  him  to  accept  being  submissive.    To  do that, she’s using failure, humiliation and feelings of inadequacy to teach him to see himself as inferior and weak, so he learns he can’t fight.  Interestingly, part  of  that  involves  actually  reducing  his  muscle  mass  by  having  him  do endless  stretches  and  training  his  muscles  to  lift  only  ridiculously  light weights.  She thinks she can reduce his strength by almost 20% doing that.”

Nikki’s jaw dropped.  “That would make him weaker than us!”

“Not by that alone, no.  Men tend to have a 40% advantage, so a 20%

decrease  alone  won’t  do  it.    But  she’s  doing  this  in  conjunction  with  a hormone  regiment  that  can  reduce  muscle  mass  between  16%  and  30%

depending on how Walter reacts to the hormones.  Combining the two should maximize  the  effects.    Given  that  Walter  isn’t  that  strong  to  begin  with,  I suppose it’s possible,” said Jackie with a satisfied smirk.

Nikki giggled excitedly.  “We could be stronger!”

Jackie shook her head.  “It’s  possible.  Not probable.  He’ll never be the strongest man in the room anymore—”

“As if he ever was.”

“True.    But  you  know  men;  they  all  like  to  think  they’re  the  toughest thing out there.  After this, Walter will know he’s not and that will make him more submissive, which is what we want.”

“And  if  he  talks  back,  we  can  put  him  over  our  knees,”  joked  Nikki with a giggle.

Jackie smirked.  “Can you imagine the look on his face?”

Nikki smirked too.  She could.

 

—o—

 

Walter stood naked before the mirror.

He wasn’t happy.

He really did want to get into shape before they went to the resort, but Karen’s crazy plan wasn’t working, like he knew it wouldn’t.  How could it?

As he stared into the mirror, he was thinking it was time to talk this over with Jackie.  Jackie liked Karen and thought their workouts were going great, but

he didn’t share that opinion.  A glance in the mirror confirmed this.

“Nothing,” he said.

What he meant was there were no signs of progress.  Sure, it had only been  a  week,  but  he  thought  there  should  have  been  something.    Maybe  a slight reduction in his belly or across his chest – he never referred to the tiny mounds  as  “breasts.”    Maybe  the  muscles  in  his  arms  should  have  been  a little more visible or his thighs tighter.  But there was nothing.

“Nothing,” said Walter again.

And  why  would  there  be,  he  asked  himself?    He  lifted  nothing.    He pushed  nothing.    He  pulled  nothing.    The  weights  he  used  were  lower  than everyday objects he lifted or pulled or pushed all the time.  That wasn’t going to build muscle.  He sighed unhappily.

“Nothing.”

“Looks  like  something  to  me,”  said  Jackie  as  she  entered  the  room, tickling his testicles with her fingertips as she walked past him to the dresser.

She set down her purse on the dresser and pulled off her jacket.  She was late from work.

“You’re late.”

“And you’re naked.”

“Yeah, I was just looking at my body,” said Walter.

“Are you Narcissus now?” asked Jackie with a chuckle.  She tossed her jacket  on  the  bed  and  moved  behind  Walter,  slipping  one  arm  around  his torso  across  his  chest  and  the  other  across  his  hips,  resting  her  hand  just above his suddenly growing erection.  “So what are you looking at?”

“Just checking to see if the workouts are helping,” said Walter.

“Oh?”

“Yeah, you’d think there would be some signs of progress, right?”

Jackie  lowered  her  thumb  to  the  top  of  his  erection  and  swung  her fingers  underneath,  brushing  the  bottom  with  the  tips  of  her  nails  ever  so lightly.    She  knew  this  would  drive  him  crazy  and  send  electric  jolts throughout his body.  She heard Walter inhale sharply in response.

“It’s only been a week, Walter,” she replied.

“I  know,  but  there  should  be  something.”    His  words  sounded distracted.

“Don’t you think it’s too early to tell?”

“I guess—”

“There’s  no  ‘guess,’  Walter.    A  week  is  far  too  short  to  see  changes.

Karen  knows  what  she’s  doing.”    As  she  said  this,  she  finally  wrapped  her fingers  around  his  shaft  and  slowly  rubbed  along  the  length  of  it.    She  felt him shudder and his breathing became heavier.

“Yeah, I don’t know.”

Jackie  sped  up  her  hand,  making  Walter’s  breathing  even  more labored.    “We  have  to  give  it  time,  Walter.    It  will  work.    Have  faith, darling.”  She now sped up her hand once more.  She could see in the mirror that Walter’s eyes were closing.  He was struggling to concentrate.

“Maybe she could... uh, I mean, maybe— increase weights.”

“I’m  sure  she  will,  darling,”  said  Jackie  softly.    She  squeezed  a  little harder.

“More weights—”

Jackie kept stroking, but not quite fast enough to make Walter climax.

She  waited  another  few  seconds  before  speaking  again.    “Give  it  time, Walter,” whispered Jackie.  “It will work.”

Walter nodded his head.

“Good boy.”  She paused.  “Oh, by the way, Nikki will be joining us.”

“Joining us where?”

Jackie pushed a tiny bit harder with her thumb and increased her speed a  little  more  as  well.    Walter  began  to  tremble.    His  eyes  closed  fully.    He reached behind himself and placed his hands on her thighs, feeling the cotton of her skirt, and rubbed his hands up and down her thighs.  His erection was as hard as it got.

“With Karen.”

Walter was struggling to breathe.  “K— Karen?”

“Nikki  heard  we  were  working  with  her  and  got  very  excited.    She asked if she could join us and I said she could.  I didn’t see any reason not to invite her.”

Walter bit his tongue.  This didn’t make him happy.  Walter did not like Nikki.    Nikki  always  seemed  to  be  judging  him  somehow.    That  said,  right now,  it  was  hard  to  get  worked  up  over  Nikki  joining  them  as  Jackie  had Walter nearing climax.  Indeed, all he managed was a half-hearted, “Do we have to?”

Rather than answer, Jackie added a wrist wiggle to her stroke, causing Walter’s  penis  to  shake.    This  pushed  Walter  way  over  the  top.    He  felt pressure  building  deep  inside  him  with  record  speed.    Seconds  later,  a glorious explosion sent a warm stream of sticky goo flying from his member

to the floor and the mirror before him.

“Look at the mess you made, Walter,” laughed Jackie.

Nikki and Karen were forgotten.

Chapter Six: “Hard Work” 

—o—

 

Walter sat in his office going over the resumes before him.  Two of the candidates for the opening were coming in today to interview.  He and Anna and Kellie were each interviewing them separately.  There were twelve total applicants and it would take a few weeks to meet with each.  Apart from the interviews, Walter had a new project he was starting today too.  This could be a  huge  project  for  the  company  and,  he  thought,  might  lead  to  a  significant promotion for him.

That said, his mind wasn’t on the project or the interviews.

Walter felt his penis rise to attention.

“Now is not the time for this,” Walter told himself.

He  shifted  in  his  chair  to  reduce  the  pressure  on  his  erection  where  it pressed  against  his  slacks.    For  the  past  few  days,  he’d  been  getting  really strong erections at random times, like the one he had now.  It was like it had been in high school.  He’d also found himself very horny lately and easily set off.  He didn’t understand why this was happening – not that he disliked it, but he was curious.  Was this possibly the result of the workouts?

“Maybe  they  are  leading  to  something  good  after  all?”  he  chuckled sardonically.

Or  more  likely,  he  suspected,  this  was  the  result  of  all  the  recent embarrassments  he  had  suffered.    Not  only  was  he  being  forced  to  do  these humiliating  workouts,  but  Jackie  seemed  to  have  gone  crazy  with  little emasculating references – just this morning, for example, she told him not to get  his  “panties  in  a  bunch”  –  as  had,  seemingly,  every  other  woman  in  his life.  For example, as he came to work, he overheard two secretaries talking about a purse just acquired by a third secretary.

“Did you see her bag?” asked secretary one.

“It’s gorgeous.  I’ll bet it’s expensive,” replied secretary two.

“It’s big too.”

“Yeah, it has to be.”

“Why is that?”

“It has to be big enough to hold her boyfriend’s balls.”

They  both  giggled.    Walter,  on  the  other  hand,  blushed  at  how  easily women  seemed  to  want  to  strip  their  husbands  and  boyfriends  of  their

masculinity, and at the fact this turned him on for some reason.  So he raced off  to  his  office  to  hide  his  new  erection,  which  was  his  second  of  the morning.  The one he had now was his third; there would be more coming.  A week ago, he didn’t have three all day.

“Good morning, Walter,” said Anna as she popped into his office.

Walter shot upright and slid his chair slightly forward to make sure his erection was hidden beneath his desk.  He then looked up at Anna, who wore a black pantsuit and tall spiky black heels with silver buckles over the toes.

There was a woman standing next to her in a beige skirt suit with medium-high brown leather pumps.  Her blonde hair was pulled up in a bun which sat on the back of her head.

“Hi Anna.”

“Has  the  wife  told  you  where  you’re  going  for  your  vacation  yet?”

asked Anna with a playful wink.

Walter blushed.  “No, not yet.”

“Someday,” laughed Anna.  She then waved her hand at the woman in the beige skirt.  “This is Krista.  She’s here for the interview today.  I’ll leave her in your capable hands.  Bring her to me when you’re done.”

Walter agreed and rose to his feet before he remembered his erection.

As he rose, it poked hard against his slacks.  He hoped neither Anna nor this Krista woman would notice; the possibility made him nervous.  But whether they  did  or  did  not,  neither  said  a  thing,  so  he  proceeded  cautiously.    He invited  Krista  to  have  a  seat  and  then  quickly  slid  into  his  chair,  hiding  his erection  once  more.    He  breathed  a  quick  sigh  of  relief  and  he  grabbed  her resume from his pile and gave it a quick glance.  As he did, he scratched his chest, which itched even worse than the day before.

“Must  be  dry  skin,”  he  thought.    What  else  could  it  be?    Still  the booster shot?

“So tell me about yourself,” said Walter.

And  she  did.    And  then  for  the  next  several  minutes,  Walter  asked Krista  a  number  of  standard  questions  about  her  experience,  her  education, and why she wanted to work with the company.  Her answers were good and the  interview  went  well  enough.    Finally,  Walter  asked  her  if  she  had  any questions.  He expected some question as to the salary.  That isn’t what she asked though.

“Can I ask you a personal question?” she asked.

This was unusual.  “Sure,” said Walter cautiously.

“I see you at the gym almost every day lately.  But you’re only doing like ten pound weights—”

Panic  filled  Walter!    She’d  seen  his  humiliation!    What  were  the odds?!    Walter  immediately  thought  of  interjecting  that  they  were  fifteen pounds,  but  thought  better  of  it;  it  wasn’t  like  that  made  it  any  better  as fifteen  pounds  were  still  girly  weights,  or  as  he  had  come  to  call  them: sissylifts.  He clenched his fists, held his breath, and tried to project calm.

“Why are you lifting such little weights?” she asked.  Even worse, she asked it such a conspiratorial way it sounded like she was suggesting it was some dirty little secret they were talking about.

Walter’s  face  burned  bright  red.    Not  only  had  she  seen  him  do  his sissylifts, but it had registered as so strange to her that she remembered it and even wondered about it!  This shook him to his core, as it entirely disproved the  idea  that  no  one  was  really  watching  or  cared  what  he  did  at  the  gym.

Worse yet, it confirmed that others saw his behavior as suspicious.

She stared at him, waiting for an answer.

“It— uh— well—”  Walter struggled for an answer.  “I have a trainer,”

he  finally  managed.    “She  has  a  special  program  that  involves,  uh,  muscle training.    It’s  all  scientific.    It’s,  uh,  supposed  to  make  our  muscles  more limber and ready to, uh, flexible... be flexible.”

Krista smiled politely.  “Oh, I see.”

Walter could see her giggling behind her eyes, however.  And that sent his erection reaching for the stars.

 

—o—

 

The  whole  way  home,  Walter  thought  about  all  the  nasty  things  he would say about Karen to Jackie when he saw her.  It was bad enough he felt like a fool – like a  sissy, though he wouldn’t admit that – whenever he was at the gym.  He felt incredibly weak and stupid (read:  emasculated) that Jackie was  lifting  more  than  him.    He  didn’t  like  feeling  like  everyone  in  the  gym was  watching  him,  judging  him.    And  while  he  had  been  able  to  find  some tiny  bit  of  comfort  in  telling  himself  that  no  one  was  really  watching,  or cared,  or  even  if  they  did,  they  didn’t  see  his  workout  as  anything  to  be commented  upon,  his  interview  with  Krista  blew  that  out  of  the  water.

People  were watching, and they thought it was peculiar.

“This needs to stop.  I’m tired of feeling like such a—” he choked on

the word before letting it out, “—sissy.”

That  word,  however,  made  him  shudder  and  Walter  suddenly  found himself dreading the idea of even discussing this issue with Jackie.  Was he really going to admit he was so insecure he couldn’t stand being seen lifting less  weight  than  other  people  –   than  her?    All  the  color  left  Walter’s  face.

This was not something he wanted out in the open.

Then  he  saw  himself  storming  into  the  house  and  approaching  Jackie, finger pointing, arms waving around, ranting about Karen.  Jackie didn’t sigh or  cringe  or  lower  her  head  in  surrender.    Instead,  she  got  that  look  she sometimes  got  when  she  thought  she  was  right  and  he  was  wrong  about something.    It  was  kind  of  a  smirky  thing  with  a  furrowed  eyebrow,  and  it tore into his ego like a knife.  “Are you telling me you’re afraid of being seen as a— sissy?”

The  word  was  droll  when  it  left  her  lips.    It  hung  in  the  air  like  a specter.

An icy chill raced down Walter’s spine.

He began to reconsider.

As embarrassing as the interview with Krista had been, maybe he told himself, she was just a fluke?  Maybe she was the only one to notice?  Walter knew  this  wasn’t  true,  but  it  was  just  possible  enough  to  let  him  overlook what had happened.  He latched onto that and decided he would say nothing of this Krista incident to Jackie.

He  pulled  into  the  driveway.    Jackie  was  home.    Walter  stared  at  the house.

“I’m sure it was nothing,” he lied to himself.

Chapter Seven: “This Is New” 

—o—

 

The trip was getting closer.

Jackie  sat  side-by-side  at  her  kitchen  table  with  Nikki.    They  were looking  over  a  packet  of  information  Jackie  had  received  from  the  resort.

This packet included details about their rooms, the handling of their luggage, and various excursions the girls had planned.  It also included a very special brochure in a sealed envelop.  This brochure, and the checklist that came with it, allowed Jackie to pick certain options for her vacation...  and  for Walter.

“Oh,  that  sounds  interesting,”  said  Nikki,  pointing  to  an  item  on  the checklist.

“I’m sure it would be,” replied Jackie with a chuckle.  She wasn’t going to select  that,  however.    That  might  be  fun  at  the  island,  but  it  wasn’t  what she wanted out of Walter when they returned home, and it didn’t seem like a good way to start off their new relationship.  This wasn’t about using him as a toy, after all.  It was about remaking him into the way she wanted him.

Nikki pointed to another item in the brochure.  “Does that mean what I think it means?”

Jackie raised an eyebrow.  “I would think so.”

“You mean they  cut it off?” asked Nikki incredulously.

Jackie shrugged her shoulders.

“All of it? ”

“They  apparently  offer  a  lot  of  options,”  said  Jackie  in  a  vast understatement.

Nikki  pursed  her  lips.    “As  much  as  I  think  it  would  be  fitting  for Walter, I don’t think I’d like that.”

“You  could  always  do  this  one  instead,”  said  Jackie  with  a  snicker, pointing to another option, as she flipped her hand over and cupped the air as if she were holding Walter’s testicles in her grip.

“Snip?”

“Snip.”

“Are you going to do that to Walter?” asked Nikki curiously.

Jackie smirked.  “I guess we’ll see if Walter’s a good boy.”

Nikki’s jaw dropped.  She stammered, “You’d really—?!”

Jackie  laughed.    “Don’t  worry,  dear.    I’m  only  kidding.    Waste  not,

want  not,  and  his  equipment  is  still  useful  to  me  no  matter  how  he’ll  be dressed after our little trip.”  She pointed higher on the checklist.  “I  am going to select this though.”

Nikki read the selection.  “What is that?”

“Think of it like a prison for his thing.”

“A prison?”

Jackie  smiled.    Her  friend  could  sometimes  be  remarkably  innocent.

That was one of the things that drew her to Nikki so strongly.  “Yes, it’s like a  cage  that  goes  around  it  and  then  he  can’t  touch  it.    That  keeps  him  from playing with himself or letting someone else use it without my permission.”

“Can he take it off?”

“Can Walter?  No.”

“Oh, that’s fantastic!  Can you take it off?” asked Nikki.

“Yes, they’ll give me a key,” said Jackie.

“A key?”

“Yes, a key.”

“What kind of key?”

Jackie  shrugged  her  shoulders  indifferently  as  if  they  were  discussing the  weather.    “It’s  just  a  small  key,  like  the  kind  you  find  on  a  padlock.”

Then she smiled evilly.  “Just be sure you don’t lose it.  This particular key is important.”    Her  smile  told  Nikki  she  was  enjoying  this  game  very  much.

The  sense  of  power  she  got  was  electric;  Nikki  could  feel  it  radiating  from her.

“That would be funny,” said Nikki.

“I guess it depends on which side of the cage you’re on.”

“True, but could you imagine the look on Walter’s face when you told him, ‘oops, I lost the key?’  That would be priceless!”

Jackie smirked at this.

“Where  do  you  keep  a  key  like  that  to  make  sure  you  never  lose  it?”

asked Nikki.

“Wherever we want to, I suppose.  Maybe with my house key and car key,” said Jackie irreverently.  Then a sly smile appeared upon her pretty red lips.  “Maybe I’ll have  you  keep  it.    I  can  put  it  on  a  necklace  around  your neck.”

Nikki’s jaw imperceptible dropped at the suggestion.  The idea that she would hold the key to letting Walter touch his own dick was beyond exciting, it was incredible.  It was erotic and it gave her an amazing sense of power.

She  immediately  imagined  Walter  crawling  to  her  and  begging  her  to  give him the key.

“Kiss my foot, Walter,” she saw herself saying.

Then she stuck her foot out and saw him take it in his hand and lay a big, sloppy kiss upon her toes.  All the annoyances he’d ever caused her were made good in that moment.  This was something she wanted badly now!

Just then, there was a noise at the front door.  Walter had come home.

He opened the door, came inside, and dumped his coat and briefcase on the table in the foyer.  He exhaled loudly.  Clearly, it had been a difficult day.

“Hi Walter,” called out Jackie.

“Hi honey.”

“Nikki’s here.  We’re in the kitchen.”

They  could  almost  hear  him  groan.    Nevertheless,  he  called  out  “Hi Nikki” without coming to the kitchen.  His tone was less than excited.

“Hi jerk,” thought Nikki in response.  “Guess what we’re planning for your dick?”

“I’m  exhausted.    I’m  going  to  change,”  added  Walter  from  the hallway.    “I’m  going  to  shower  too.    It’s  been  a  long  day.”    It  had  been  a difficult day indeed.  Walter had gotten several new projects which kept him very  busy.    For  some  reason,  the  pressure  of  these  seemed  more  than  usual and he found himself weighed down with a sense of hopeless a couple times, even  though  that  made  no  sense:    there  was  nothing  to  worry  about  with these, they were just a lot of work.  The whole way home, he’d been craving a hot shower.

“Enjoy,” called back Jackie.

“Don’t drown,” added Nikki sarcastically.

They waited silently to be sure Walter indeed went to the bedroom.  He did.  When they were certain he could no longer overhear them, they got back to the list.  Nikki cleared her throat and smiled shyly at Jackie.

“What?” asked Jackie.

Nikki’s smile broadened.  “Do you think I could hold the key?”

Jackie leaned over and gently kissed her lover on the lips.  “I think that would be a wonderful idea.”

 

—o—

 

Meanwhile, Walter stripped himself naked.  He tossed his clothes onto

the bed.  Despite all the recent working out, he felt... well... perhaps the word was “exhausted.”  That was the word that came to mind at least.  It was like Walter had become even more out of shape.  What’s more, it almost seemed like  his  muscles  were  straining  to  do  the  same  things  they  had  done  before more easily.  How could that be?  He wasn’t sure.  All he knew was that he felt tired.

“I probably just need a day off,” thought Walter.

Walter started toward the shower.  As he passed the mirror, he caught a glimpse  of  his  profile.    For  an  instant,  it  looked  strangely  feminine  to  him.

His  rear  seemed  larger  and  more  bulbous.    There  appeared  to  be  two  small but  noticeable  protrusions  on  his  chest,  like  flabby  little  mounds,  which  in some  ways  reminded  him  of  the  breasts  of  a  young  woman  when  she  first entered puberty.  His arms and thighs seemed smaller too, though his calves were more pronounced.

“What the—?”

Walter  turned  to  face  his  reflection.    As  he  did,  he  instinctively straightened his posture which caused all of these things to vanish.  He now looked  like  normal  Walter,  at  least  as  far  as  he  could  tell.    He  tried  several poses and stared at his image for several seconds trying to recapture what he had  seen,  but  he  couldn’t.    It  must  have  been  an  illusion,  or  maybe  it  was something from deep inside his psyche.  For reasons he didn’t understand, his feminization  urges  has  come  back  strong  lately,  and  he  was  finding  himself prone  to  feminization  fantasies.    That  vision  must  have  been  something dredged up from that part of him, he thought.  He told himself to ignore it and he moved to the shower.  A hot shower would relax him.

 

—o—

 

Back  in  the  kitchen,  Jackie  and  Nikki  heard  the  shower  start.    They were still going through the brochure, discussing the options.  They’d reached a section letting them select clothing styles.

“What do they mean by ‘pants’?” asked Nikki.

“Pants,” replied Jackie.

“Pants?  Like pants, pants?”

“Yes,  pants  pants.    They  let  you  pick  some  clothing  styles  here.    You get a wardrobe if you want to take home with you.  So say, for example, that you want him to dress like a stripper, then you would select this and this and

this.”  Jackie pointed to different items as she spoke.  “These, here, are a little more old fashioned,” she said and she pointed to three different selections.

“And pants?”

“Pants are an option.”

“Do you want Walter wearing pants?”

“Truthfully,  I’ve  seen  a  lot  of  women  who  look  gorgeous  in  pants.    I suppose  it  kind  of  defeats  the  purpose  of  turning  him  into  a  feminine  little creature,  but  I  do  like  the  look  at  times.”    She  twisted  her  lips.    “But  of course,  none  of  the  photos  Walter  likes  involve  pants,  so  maybe  he  doesn’t want pants.”

“You’re  going  to  say  ‘no’  because  that’s  what  Walter  wants?”  asked Nikki, tweaking Jackie.  “So he’ll still be in charge even after this?”

Jackie blushed.  “I see your point.”

“After all, they are making him what  you want him to be.  Not what he wants.”

“Very true.”

“So you should pick what  you like.”

Jackie  smiled.    “Pants  it  is,”  she  said  and  she  kissed  Nikki  again.

“You’re so good for me.”

“What else are you picking?”

“Heels,  of  course,  four  to  five  inches  mainly.    Dresses.    Skirts.”    She read  to  herself  a  small  paragraph  explaining  the  next  set  of  options.    “Oh!

We’re definitely doing that; I’ve always wanted a maid.  Besides, if Walter’s taste in stories tells us anything, Walter will love it.”

“A maid would be nice,” agreed Nikki.

“It will keep him in his place too.”

Both women giggled.

 

—o—

 

Walter lathered himself up and stood under the stream of hot water.  It cascaded off his neck as he gently massaged his right breast with his hand.

That  felt  so  good.    In  fact,  it  felt  so  good  it  actually  gave  him  an  erection, though  his  erection  was  a  tad  soft  today.    The  number  of  erections  he  got every day had started to decrease again, though he was more grateful than sad about  it  –  hiding  an  erection  when  he  needed  to  walk  around  the  office  as much  as  he  did  was  proving  quite  challenging  and  he  suspected  more  than

one of the girls at the office had noticed.  Having fewer erections would help, he told himself, even if they were pleasurable.

He hadn’t notice the softness, but it was pronounced.

Walter  kept  rubbing  the  fleshy  little  mound  beneath  his  nipple;  it  was bigger  than  it  had  ever  been  in  his  life,  though  he  hadn’t  truly  noticed  this except to note that his chest “was getting flabby.”  The small nipple popped up.  When it did, he ran his finger over it, sending an electric shock crackling throughout his breast.  He instantly dropped his breast.

“What was that?!”

Walter  watched  the  water  run  off  his  breast  for  several  seconds.    The feeling was gone.  There was no shock, no sensation of pain or pleasure, just a warm, soft feeling as the water rolled down his skin.

He  wanted  to  know  what  had  happened  though.    He’d  never  felt anything  like  that  before,  ever.    So  Walter  braced  himself  and  poked  his nipple with the tip of his finger.  It felt annoying more than anything, like the time he thought it might be exciting to go without underwear but he spent the day  shifting  and  adjusting  as  the  feeling  of  his  coarse  denim  jeans  annoyed the  head  of  his  penis.    The  exciting  shock  did  not  return.    He  tried  sliding another finger over it and massaging the mound beneath it once more.  Still nothing.    Try  as  he  might,  the  electric  feeling  did  not  return.    That  said, massaging his chest felt surprisingly good, better than it ever had.  In fact, it gave him a very solid erection, which he began to stroke as the water blasted his sternum.

“This feels really good,” he told himself.

Walter  stroked  his  erection  faster.    He  simultaneously  added  a  pinch with  his  thumb  to  his  chest-rubbing.    That  felt  even  better.    He  began  to breathe a little harder than before.

“That feels really, really good!”

Walter  now  took  his  ring  finger,  which  was  not  engaged  in  kneading his  breast,  and  used  its  tip  to  push  the  erect  nipple  left  and  right,  up  and down.    That  added  a  tiny  sense  of  discomfort  or  even  pain,  but  which  felt oddly exhilarating.  This all felt really good to him.

“I wonder if Jackie would do this for me?  I bet it would feel incredible if she did it,” he giggled.

An  instant  later,  it  hit  him  that  this  was  not  a  thought  he  should  be having.  Women played with their nipples, men did not, and asking Jackie to play  with  his  nipples  was  not  something  he  should  ever  do.    He  reluctantly

slipped his hand from his chest and stopped stroking his erection.

 

—o—

 

“Have you seen this?” asked Nikki.  “It talks about men.”

Jackie  was  still  marking  an  earlier  part  of  the  brochure  and  hadn’t reached what Nikki was reading.  “What about men?”

“It says there will be men there... at the resort.”

“What kind of men?”

“Men men.  If you want to fool around, I guess.”

Jackie raised an eyebrow.

Nikki’s eyes dropped back to the brochure.  “It talks about there being men and a dating service—”

“Let  me  see  that,”  said  Jackie.    She  took  the  brochure  and  started reading.    Sure  enough,  there  was  a  lengthy  statement  indicating  that  in  the interests  of  making  the  client’s  time  at  the  resort  the  most  enjoyable,  the resort invited a number of “persons” – though it clearly meant “men” – who were aware of what was going on, but were not in the “trainee program” (a euphemism  which  made  Jackie  chuckle).    Clients  were  encouraged  to socialize with these “persons” and the resort even offered a dating service to assist  in  that  pursuit,  though  the  resort  in  no  way  guaranteed  any  “romantic liaisons” and specifically disclaimed any “warranty of romantic success.”

“What do you think that means?” asked Nikki.

Jackie rubbed her chin contemplatively.  “It means there are going to be a lot of men there vying for our attention.”

“Oh.  That will be interesting.”

“Maybe,”  said  Jackie  and  she  returned  to  the  portion  of  the  brochure she had been working on.  This portion of the brochure involved skills.  She liked the idea of Walter taking cooking classes, so she checked that box.  She checked  the  two  below  it  as  well.    Those  involved  other  domestic  chores.

“Good maids need skills,” she thought.

“Do you think you would do that?” asked Nikki.

“Do what?”

“With  Walter  becoming  a  girl  and  having  his  thing  locked  away,  do you  think  you  might  feel  lonely  for  the  company  of  a  man?”  asked  Nikki.

She pointed at the brochure section on the dating service.

“You’re not jealous, are you?”

Nikki snickered, but she blushed too.

Jackie  smiled  at  Nikki  and  warmly  touched  her  hand.    “My  tastes  run toward the feminine, as you know.”

“But don’t you think you still might want a man?”

Jackie shrugged her shoulders.  “I hadn’t thought about it, honestly.”

“They apparently offer the chance.”

Jackie patted Nikki’s hand.  “We’ll see.”

“What about this other thing?”

Jackie  looked  where  Nikki  was  pointing  in  the  brochure.    She  hadn’t read  that  far  yet  either.    When  she  did,  her  eyebrow  shot  up.    “Wow.    I wonder what Walter would think about that?”

“Do you think you’ll select that?”

Jackie ran her tongue over her teeth.  “Interesting question,” said Jackie thoughtfully.  “His stories are full of it.”

“Do you think he wants it?”

Jackie  gave  an  uncertain  shrug.    “A  month  or  two  ago,  I  would  have said you were crazy to suggest it.  Walter seemed absolutely paranoid about being  seen  as  anything  less  than  purely,  ferociously  manly.    But  you  saw those  photos  and  read  those  stories.    Every  one  of  those  photos  had  a  rock hard dick in it.  So Walter clearly likes looking at hard dicks.  Also, almost every  story  ended  with  the  husband  being  forced  to  perform  for  the  wife’s new  lover.    At  this  point—”    She  considered  this  for  a  moment,  but  wasn’t ready to answer yet.  “Let’s get the rest of these done.”

Nikki agreed.  Then she smirked a moment later.  “I wonder what his tastes would run toward?”

“Good question.  Tall, dark and  hard some, probably.”

Jackie returned to the brochure and kept marking various items.  Nikki watched  her  working  diligent.    There  were  a  surprising  number  of  options available.  The resort clearly had an extensive program.

“They definitely don’t make this easy,” joked Jackie.

“Who knew it was so hard to feminize a husband?” laughed Nikki.

“Indeed.”

“It says you can leave it up to them to choose, if you like.”

Jackie raised an almost-offended eyebrow.  “If I’m going to remake my husband, then I’m going to remake him the way I want him.  I’m not going to let someone else make that decision for me.  Can you imagine if they turned him into some stripper bimbo with bleached hair, GG-breasts and a tattoo that

said ‘Come-and-get-it’?  My Walter?”

“So how do you want to remake him?  How do you want him to look?”

Jackie  opened  her  mouth  to  answer,  but  strangely  found  she  had  no answer.  She looked confused.  Then she laughed.  “You know what?  In all this time, and all the thought that’s gone into this, I’ve actually never stopped to think about what the finished Walter should look like.”

“He’d look good as a brunette.”

“He’d look good as a red-head too,” countered Jackie and she jokingly stroked her red-brown bob.  She examined the choices once more.  They were all there.  After a moment, she tapped her pen against the brochure tensely.

“This is a surprisingly difficult decision.  How does one decide her husband’s future?”

“I’ll bet that isn’t a decision a lot of wives have ever had to make,” said Nikki.

“More should.”

“Probably.”

“Definitely.”

“So what are you going to choose?”

“I don’t know.  This is a hard one,” said Jackie cautiously.  Then she snapped her fingers.  “Do you know what?  I know how to solve this.  Come with  me!”    Jackie  rose  from  the  table  and  bade  Nikki  to  follow  her.    They marched down the hallway to the bathroom to find Walter.

 

—o—

 

Walter had actually started to moan.  He would have been as surprised as  anyone  to  hear  it,  but  he  had.    After  washing  his  hair,  he  accidentally brushed  his  erect  nipple  and  somehow  made  it  tingle  again.    It  wasn’t  as electric as before but it was something just as good.  So he grabbed his chest and  squeezed  it  a  little,  and  he  found  it  felt  even  more  exciting.    It  was definitely erotic and invigorating.  And when he squeezed again, it did it all over again.  Soon, he took the flabby flesh in his hand and started kneading it like dough.  This felt amazing.  As he squeezed and kneaded, a strange vision shot into his mind of him lying on his bed in a pair of heels and a sexy teddy as  Jackie  slowly  massaged  his  enlarged  nipples.    It  was  truly  an  exciting vision,  but  also  a  rather  guilty  one.    Could  he  allow  it  to  continue?    Should he?  He was trying to decide that when he started moaning.

“Ohhhhhhhh,” he said.  “Mmmmmmmm.”

KNOCK KNOCK! 

“Walter?” called out Jackie from outside the bathroom door.

Walter snapped out of his rub down fantasy in a panic and yanked his hand  from  his  chest.    He  was  blushing  bright  red  with  shame,  hoping  the subject of his fantasy would not appear on his face.

“Wha— ye— yes— what do you need?” asked Walter.  His tone was thick  with  guilt.    Fortunately,  Jackie  had  called  from  outside  the  bathroom and couldn’t make out the nuances in his voice.  She also hadn’t caught him playing with himself, or more importantly, his nipples, and she hadn’t heard him  moan  –  or  this  would  have  ended  very  differently.    Walter  regained control over his demeanor, but the guilt remained pretty heavily.

“I have a question for you,” said Jackie.

“Uh, yeah, sure.  What is it?”

“If  you  could  pick  the  perfect  girl  to  serve  you  at  the  island,  what would she look like?”

Walter raised an eyebrow.  “Serve me?”

“You know, like a poolside server or something.  The staff.”

Walter raised his eyebrow even higher.  Was this a trap?  Wives didn’t normally  ask  their  husbands  to  describe  their  fantasy  women,  so  what  was Jackie up to?  And what would happen to him if she didn’t like his answer?

“What’s this for?” asked Walter to buy time.

“The resort lets you choose your own servers, within reason—”

“Do they have photos?”

“No, you just provide a general description and they find someone who matches that.”

“Are you serious?”

“Of  course  I’m  serious,  Walter.    Otherwise  I  wouldn’t  have  asked.

What does your ideal woman look like?”

“You honey,” said Walter.

“Ha ha,” replied Jackie sourly.  “Seriously, Walter.”

This was bizarre.  What was his ideal woman anyways?  He had seen lots of “ideal” women in his life.  His boss, for example, was truly  ideal.  Her tall,  dominant  frame  and  her  no  nonsense  attitude  made  Walter  whither.    A word from her and he would drop to his knees.  Jackie was ideal too, but in a different  way.    So  was  Nikki,  if  he  was  being  honest,  even  if  she  did  drive him  nuts.    She  could  be  very  beautiful  at  times.    But  those  were  all  very

different women, so what was his one ideal type?  If he had to pick one, he would  go  with  a  girl  from  his  dreams  when  he  was  young.    He’d  only  ever dreamed  about  her  once,  but  the  vision  was  so  strong  it  stuck  with  him through the years.  Walter had been in high school when the dream happened and he recalled dreaming that he was running through the school all alone.  It was empty.  Suddenly, this girl appeared out of nowhere.  She was gorgeous.

He  loved  her  dress,  and  her  body  was  perfect  for  that  dress.    Her  hair  was luxurious  and  her  makeup  was  like  a  work  of  art.    If  Walter  could  swap bodies  with  anyone,  it  would  be  her.    What’s  more,  she  ordered  Walter  to strip, which he naturally did.  Then she handed him panties.  He slipped into them.  Then she tied him to a chair and she sat down on his legs and threw her  arms  over  her  shoulders.    What  she  said  next  still  resonated  with  him today.

“You belong to me, my secret sissygirl.”

Walter shuddered just thinking about it, and unconsciously slipped his hand to his breast once more.

“Come on, Walter.  What is it?” urged Jackie.

Walter  came  back  to  the  present.    “I  don’t  know  if  I  really  have  an answer,” he lied, still feeling cautious and guilty.

“Don’t be such a little girl about it, Walter.  You’re not going to offend me.  Just answer the question so I can tell the resort.”

Walter  blushed  at  being  called  a  little  girl.    This  insult  pressed  his buttons, as Jackie knew it would, and he now felt an intense desire to prove that  he  was  not  afraid  in  the  least  to  answer  this  question:     he  was  no  little girl.

“All  right,”  said  Walter  to  himself,  “if  she  wants  to  know  my  ideal woman, then I’ll tell her.”  He then described the brunette in the white dress who  had  tied  him  up  perfectly  in  his  dream.    “About  my  height.    Brunette with long wavy hair to the middle of her back.  It kind of curls under at that ends.  Firm breasts, medium trending to large.”

“Like softballs?” asked Jackie.

“Kind of like cantaloupes,” replied Walter.

“I’d call that large.”

“Call  it  what  you  like.    Beyond  that,  an  athletic  frame,  but  curvy, especially in the rear.”

Jackie  checked  off  various  items  on  the  brochure  as  Walter  spoke.

Walter  finished  and  then  waited  for  the  other  shoe  to  drop,  but  it  didn’t.

Jackie seemed quite friendly instead.

“There, was that so hard?” asked Jackie when she checked the last box.

“Do they really try to match you with your dream girl?”

“That’s what they say.”

“And do  you get a dream man?” asked Walter.

Jackie snickered.  “In a way.”

“And what’s he like?”

“Like you, honey.”

Walter laughed in the same sour tone Jackie had used.  “Of course.”

“Well,  don’t  use  all  the  hot  water,”  said  Jackie.    She  then  led  Nikki back to the kitchen, where she opened the brochure and read off the notes she had made:  “Brunette.  Wavy hair.  Middle of back.  Firm breasts.  DD cup.

Athletic frame.  Extra curvy rear.  There you have it: Walter’s ideal woman...

my ideal Walter.”

The women burst into giggles.

“Only,” added Nikki, “I want him to be able to return to being a man just  in  case,  so  let’s  keep  his  breasts  as  A-cups.”    She  erased  one  mark  and made another.  Then she handed the card to Nikki to examine.  She did not see  Nikki  change  the  mark  back  as  they  returned  to  the  kitchen.    To  Nikki, that seemed a better way to make sure Jackie could not back out.

Chapter Eight: “Jackie Traps Walter” 

—o—

 

Things  were  going  incredibly  well  with  Walter’s  program,  at  least  as far as Jackie was concerned; Walter saw things differently.  Walter had lost some weight and looked visibly smaller to her, especially his arms.  She was curious how much he could lift at this point if he tried his best, but she wasn’t about  to  ask  to  find  out  and  risk  ruining  the  program.    She’d  noticed  other changes  as  well.    For  one  thing,  his  chest  was  starting  to  grow.    The  ever-present little mounds on his chest now looked swollen.  His nipples seemed bigger too, and popped up at the slightest provocation these days, unlike his penis; his penis seemed a little softer even when it was hard.  They’d tried to have sex the other night and she had to fake it.  His nipples were definitely sensitive too, as Walter subconsciously recoiled whenever she brushed them with her fingers.  One time, she touched one with her nail and she thought he was going to jump through the roof.  Each of these changes excited her.  She was changing him! 

What did not excite her, however, was that Walter remained the same old, overtly-masculine man he’d always been.  She wanted to see a timid side growing,  maybe  even  a  little  submissiveness.    But  Walter  stubbornly remained Walter.  She didn’t ultimately want a lot of changes, but she needed enough  to  have  no  doubt  he  would  obey  her.    After  talking  to  Karen,  about this, they came up with a new idea to usher things along.

“Say Walter,” said Jackie as she swallowed the last of her smoothie.

“What?”  asked  Walter  as  he  searched  for  his  pajamas  in  the  drawer.

His penis swung freely between his legs as he moved.  It wasn’t hard like his nipples.  It never seemed to be anymore.  Maybe work was too stressful, he told himself by way of an explanation.  What else could it be?

“We don’t have long before we go to the island,” said Jackie.

“Right.”

“It’s  going  to  be  a  struggle  to  get  into  the  perfect  shape  before  we  go too.”

“Yeah, I agree,” said Walter.  He had been thinking this same thought: they  didn’t  have  long,  so  they  didn’t  have  time  to  waste  on  silly  ideas  like lifting fifteen pound weights; Karen still refused to raise the weights, she said his “form” was wrong.  “That’s why it’s so frustrating Karen’s got me lifting

such low weights.  How am I supposed to get in shape if I don’t even feel like I worked out when I work out?  We need to move a lot faster.”

“And use all the tools at our disposal.”

“Absolutely.”

“Not just some,” said Jackie, continuing to lay her trap.

“Right,” said Walter firmly.

“I mean,” continued Jackie, “it makes no sense not to do a workout or do  something  or  skip  a  machine  or  something  just  because  it’s  hard  or unpleasant or we don’t like it, right?”

“Not at all.”

“It’s time to really step up.”

“Yes,  it  is,”  agreed  Walter.    He  found  his  pajamas  and  snatched  them from the drawer.  They were light blue with white stripes – very classic male pajamas.

“So you agree?” asked Jackie and she drifted toward her closet.

“Yes, I do.”

“Good.”  Jackie bent down and picked up a pair of simple white pumps with rounded toes and wide three-inch heels.  She held them up for Walter to see.  “Then you need to start wearing these.”

Walter furrowed his brow.  “Are you joking?”

“You  just  agreed  that  we  need  to  move  fast,  do  everything  we  can.

Karen  told  you,  weightlifters  wear  heels  to  develop  their  muscles.    It’s  fast and efficient.  What you’re doing is taking too long.  Hence, you need to do this.”

Was  she  really  suggesting  he  wear  high  heels?  Really?    One  look  at Jackie told him she was serious, and all the horror and embarrassment he felt when Karen first suggested this and Jackie laughed at the idea filled him once more.  “No way!”

“Walter.”

“I’m  not  wearing  hee—   those.”    He  couldn’t  bring  himself  to  say  the word.

“You just agreed—”

“I don’t care.  I’m not wearing hee— those.  I’m not some kind of—”

Jackie pursed her lips.  “Some kind of what, Walter?  A sissy?  Is that what you’re afraid of?”  Jackie knew the suggestion that he was afraid would wrong-foot  him,  and  indeed  it  did.    She  had  set  him  up:    he  couldn’t  agree because he couldn’t wear high heels in front of his wife, but he also couldn’t

refuse now without admitting he was afraid and facing his wife’s speculation as to why.  He felt trapped... but he wasn’t beaten just yet.

“Look Jackie, let’s not be silly,” said Walter, trying to evade her trap.

“It’s  not  silly  at  all.    I  looked  it  up  online.    Karen’s  right.    This  is  a common training tool.  All professional weightlifters do it because it works.”

Jackie  now  maintained  a  calm,  even  tone,  almost  a  bored  tone,  to  make  his argument  of  outbursts  seem  all  the  more  irrational.    Years  of  arguing  with Walter had taught her how to manipulate him quite masterfully.

“I’m not wearing  those at the gym,” he snapped.

“No one said the gym.  Karen just said to wear them.  I’m saying you should  wear  them  around  the  house.    No  one  will  see  them  or  ever  know.

Just me.  Surely your dick isn’t going to fall off just for that.”

Walter felt a sense of panic growing inside him.  Her arguments were rational and thorough; he was running out of excuses.  He swallowed hard.

He needed to find an escape.  He was struggling to think clearly though.  As Jackie  had  known,  whenever  the  issue  of  cross-dressing  or  feminization arose, Walter became antsy and disheveled, as he was now, and he couldn’t think straight.

“Honestly,  Walter,”  continued  Jackie,  “you  can  be  so  insecure  at times.”    The  suggestion  of  insecurity  was  another  direct  attack  on  his  ego.

She knew all of his most sensitive buttons.

“I’m not insecure—”

“Then what are you afraid of?”

Walter’s  mouth  went  dry.    His  brain  was  desperately  looking  for excuses  and  coming  up  with  little  of  any  worth.    “I’ve—  I’ve  never  worn them—”

“I should hope not,” snickered Jackie.

Walter  pretended  to  ignore  her  even  as  her  words  made  him  quiver: now  she  wants  me  to  do  something  she  considers  unmanly  and embarrassing?     He  tensed  up.    “Like  I  said,  I’ve  never  worn  them.    I wouldn’t know how to wear them.”  This wasn’t actually true, as Walter had from time to time snuck his feet into a pair of heels.  He hadn’t worn them enough to be proficient in them, but he had worn them.  He’d even owned a pair briefly when he was younger and first move out on his own.

“They’re just shoes, Walter.  It’s not hard.  I can show you.”

Horror filled Walter at the idea of Jackie teaching him to wear heels!

Unthinkable!  He tried a different defense.  “Well, why only me?  If heels are

so good for your muscles, then why don’t we both wear them?”

“Fine,  we’ll  wear  them  together.    Whenever  I  wear  heels,  you  wear heels.”

That didn’t work.

Walter  was  in  trouble.    He  was  scraping  the  bottom  of  the  barrel  of objections,  and  trapping  himself  with  each  failed  contention.    The  trap  was closing  in  around  him;  he  was  running  out  of  legitimate  objections.    He wasn’t sure what to say next.  He said the only thing that came to mind.

“They, uh— I doubt they’ll fit,” said Walter.

“We won’t know until we try,” said Jackie, who knew they would fit.

She had bought these shoes specifically to fit his feet the prior morning.  She held them out for him.  “Try them on.”

Walter stared at them in horror.  “I— I don’t think it’s a good idea.”

“Don’t be a chicken, Walter.  No one will know.”

Walter  could  sense  the  end.    It  was  coming.    He  opened  his  mouth  to try to object and nothing came out.  There was no good objection left except to admit his fear of being emasculated, which was something he didn’t want Jackie knowing.  He could never admit that to anyone.

“We’ll  start  this  weekend,”  said  Jackie  and  she  set  the  heels  on  his dresser.

Walter  licked  his  lips  nervously.    He’d  lost.    He  felt  a  softness slithering  down  his  spine.    He  felt  weak  now.    All  he  could  do  was  try  to contain the damage.  “For how long?”

“Until we see the definition in your calves.”

Walter’s  breathing  became  harder.    He  was  deeply  anxious;  could  he really wear high heels before his wife?  “Only around the house?”

Jackie nodded her head.

“And you won’t tell anyone?”

She held up her fingers like a Boy Scout.  “I swear.”  She moved to the bed  and  started  to  pull  off  her  dressing  gown.    This  was  meant  to  show  the argument was over, and it was.

“No snide comments either.”

“I wouldn’t dream  of it,” said  Jackie indifferently as  she climbed into bed.  On the inside, she was giggling giddily, however:  she’d won!

Walter  glanced  nervously  at  the  heels  mocking  him  from  their prominent  spot  on  the  dresser.    “Good,  because  I’m  doing  this  for  you  and our vacation, so I don’t want to hear any garbage about how stupid I look,”

he said in a tone which reminded him of a child yelling into the darkness that there  better  not  be  any  monsters  in  his  closet  or  he’ll  be  mad.    He  actually meant how “feminine” he looked, but he couldn’t bring himself to say that.

“Not a word,” said Jackie.

Walter sighed.  He was stuck.  “All right.”  Walter was going to wear heels in front of his wife.

Chapter Nine: “Walter Distracted” 

—o—

 

Jackie sat in her office with her feet on her desk.  She was laughing into the phone.  She was talking to Nikki.  She had just told Nikki how she tricked Walter  into  agreeing  to  wear  heels  at  home.    Nikki  was  actually  quite interested.  At first, the idea of Walter wearing women’s clothes seemed like a joke to her because it would humiliate Walter.  But as this all progressed, she  started  to  find  herself  becoming  more  and  more  intrigued.    What  did  a man  look  like  in  women’s  shoes?    That  said,  she  was  surprised  Jackie  had done this as she thought anything like this would wait until they reached the island and she worried this could upset their plans.

“Why  do  you  want  him  to  wear  heels  now?”  asked  Nikki.    She struggled not to berate Jackie.

“They’ll  make  his  calves  and  thighs  look  really  sexy.    He’ll  develop nicely feminine muscles that way.  Also, I want him to walk well in heels.  I don’t want him stomping around.”

“The resort is supposed to teach him that.  Why start  now?”

“They have limited time ultimately,” said Jackie.  “The more he learns now, the better.  The same with shaping his muscles.  That’s why they start the training program before he ever arrives.  So I figure it would be the same thing with heels:  the more practice he gets now the better.  There just isn’t enough time for everything to take effect while we’re there.”

“Aren’t you afraid he might balk or discover the whole plan?”

“It’s  been  presented  to  him  as  a  workout  gimmick.    There’s  no  way he’ll  realize  it’s  got  another  purpose,”  said  Jackie.    Then  she  snickered.

“Also, something tells me he’ll find the idea irresistible.”

Nikki calmed when she heard this.  She still wasn’t thrilled that Jackie had done this, but her intrigue had overcome her pique once more.  “So how does he look in heels?” asked Nikki excitedly.

Jackie  sighed.    “I  don’t  know  yet.    He’s  not  wearing  them  until  the weekend.”

“Oh?”

“Believe it or not, that was my idea.  I’m teasing him.”

“Teasing?”

“Well,  torturing,”  giggled  Jackie.    “After  I  told  him  he  would  be

wearing them, I set them right on the dresser, out in the open, where he’ll see them  whenever  he’s  in  the  bedroom.    All  week,  he  can’t  escape  them.    He can’t  even  go  to  the  bathroom  without  walking  by  them.    Think  of  it  like giving  a  condemned  prisoner  a  view  of  the  courtyard  with  the  guillotine  in it.”

“That’s evil,” said Nikki with a chuckle.

“Why, whatever do you mean?” asked Jackie disingenuously.

Nikki  shook  her  head  and  smiled.    “He  must  be  going  crazy.    For  the next five days, every time he goes to the bedroom, he’s going to think about wearing those shoes on the weekend, right in front of you.  Ha!”

“Do you know what’s worse?”

“What?”


“At the same time he’s dreading being seen in them, he’s probably hard as a rock thinking about how badly he’d like to slip his little sissy feet inside them and prance around our bedroom.”

“You really are evil,” laughed Nikki.

“Moi?” asked Jackie innocently.

“Has he said anything about it?”

“No, not yet.  But I know one thing:  this is probably all he can think about.”

 

—o—

 

Indeed it was.

A  few  blocks  away,  Walter  was  struggling.    From  the  moment  he awoke  in  the  morning  and  saw  those  girly  heels  taunting  him  from  the dresser, his mind obsessed about what was to come this weekend – that was after  dreaming  about  them  too.    This  made  work  really  difficult,  if  not impossible.  He simply could not focus on anything else.

Walter sat at his desk staring at his latest project.  It should have been an  easy  one,  but  it  wasn’t  happening.    The  problem  was  that  while  Walter stared  hard  at  the  project  documents,  trying  to  read  them,  all  he  saw  was himself prancing around his bedroom in high heels and a 1950’s style dress, complete  with  crinoline,  as  Jackie  laughed  and  laughed  and  laughed.    The vision made him hard as a rock, but it also made him sick to his stomach.  It was the aspect of his dirty little secret he dreaded the most: loss of respect...

the loss of control... what his secret books called “power exchange.”

“I can’t let Jackie see me in heels,” he told himself helplessly.

Walter again imagined Jackie laughing and felt even weaker.

“I’m the man.  Men don’t wear heels.”

Walter  cradled  his  head  in  his  hands.    He  saw  himself  once  more prancing  around  in  the  heels  as  Jackie  sat  on  the  couch  drinking  a  gin  and ordering him around like a sissymaid.  This triggered his fears perfectly and, for a moment, he wondered if there wasn’t more here.  Why had Karen ever mentioned wearing heels?  How could she demand something that landed so squarely  dead-center  in  the  middle  of  his  weakness?    And  why  was  Jackie pushing so hard?  Did she know something?

“No, there’s no way.  It’s just pure chance.  Besides, Karen brought it up, not Jackie.  That stupid Karen and her terrible training program!”

Walter  cursed  his  bad  luck.    He  had  worked  so  hard  his  entire  life  to keep  this  dirty  secret  hidden.    Tried  so  hard  to  keep  it  buried.    Sure,  it overwhelmed him at times and made him dress, but he made sure never to get caught.  He was always so careful.  He always knew where Jackie was going, knew how long she would be gone before he started.  He always made sure to put her clothes back where they had come from or slip them in the hamper so she never knew he’d touched a thing.  And it worked.  She had never noticed a thing!  Ever!  He would have known if she had.  And yet now... now he was going to be wearing girly white high heels right in front of his wife because of a lucky guess by Karen?!

“Is she going to realize?” he wondered nervously.

He swore beneath his breath.  This was terrifying.

Even  worse,  he  knew  it  shouldn’t  be  a  big  deal,  and  for  most  guys  it wouldn’t be.  Guys wore heels as jokes or with costumes all the time.  It was funny.    There  was  a  guy  at  work  who  came  dressed  like  a  woman  every Halloween, and no one ever said, “Hey, he must be a girly boy inside.  There must be something wrong with him!”  No, they didn’t.  Everyone laughed it off good-naturedly and moved on never asking anything more about it.  Why should he be any different?  Why should Jackie see this differently?

Because it was different.  His dirty little secret made it different.

Those  other  guys  could  put  on  heels  or  dresses  or  lingerie  because  it was all just funny to them, and everyone knew it.  It wasn’t funny to Walter though.  To Walter, it was a matter of the life and death of his masculinity.  If he wore a dress... it might— well.  And everyone knew it.  They could  sense it.

“I can’t think about this,” he growled to himself.

Walter  grabbed  the  papers  in  front  of  him  once  more  and  forced himself to read the words.  He was going to bulldoze his way past this fear by simply getting back to work.  It didn’t work, though.  He read and read and read  and  none  of  it  made  sense.    He  simply  wasn’t  comprehending  what  he was  looking  at.    Not  a  single  word.    For  all  he  knew,  he  was  reading  a document  from  Mars  or  laundry  instructions.    Walter  put  his  head  in  his hands again.

“Are  you  ok?”  asked  Dianne,  one  of  the  secretaries.    She  leaned  one shoulder against his doorframe.  Her arms were folded across her chest.  Her legs crossed at the ankle.

Walter looked up.  “Yeah, I’m fine.  I just have a— um, headache.”

Dianne  nodded  her  head.    “Did  you  see  the  guy  they’re  interviewing today?”

Walter shook his head.  He was supposed to interview this guy too, as he  would  be  working  directly  for  Walter,  but  he  hadn’t  even  looked  at  his resume yet; he’d been too distracted.

“You should see him,” said Dianne.

“What about him?”

Dianne fanned herself with an envelope and let out a low whistle.  At the  same  time,  Walter  saw  her  pull  one  foot  mostly  out  of  her  high-heeled pump, pulling the shoe into the air in the process, and then slapping the shoe against the floor and the bottom of her foot.  The she balanced it on the heel alone.    He’d  seen  women  do  this  from  time  to  time,  and  knew  it  suggested they were turned on.

“I take it, he’s attractive?” asked Walter.

“And how,” said  Dianne and she  slapped the shoe  twice more against the floor before popping it down hard and sliding her foot back into it.

Walter  felt  weird  watching  this.    It  felt  like  he  was  watching  her  play with a nipple or slide her fingers into her panties.  What’s more, the open way she slobbered over this guy made him feel like she was sharing a secret with another  girlfriend,  not  a  male  boss:    “That’s  just  what  I  need,  to  be  treated like a feminine confidant!”  Or was he just being overly sensitive perhaps and this  was  all  his  mind  looking  for  things  to  wedge  into  the  feminization fantasies he’d been experiencing?  Would other men have these thoughts?

He tried to shake off these sexualized feelings.

“I’m  sure  he’s  a  quality  applicant,”  said  Walter  as  dismissively  as  he

could manage.

“Do I detect a note of jealousy?” laughed Dianne.

Walter was caught off guard by her reaction.  He didn’t think so.  He had  no  reason  to  be  jealous.    Had  he  projected  jealousy  somehow?    He’d meant to project indifference.  “Over what?”

“Over this guy’s looks maybe?”

Walter furrowed his brow.  “Guy’s don’t get jealous over each other’s looks.”

“Sure they don’t,” said Dianne with a wink.

“Really, we don’t!” protested Walter.

“Everyone gets jealous, Walter.  It’s all right.  He’s just handsome.”

“But I’m not jealous,” protested Walter.

Dianne laughed.  “Wait ’til you see him, Walter.  He’s got one of those ruggedly  handsome  faces,  but  with  just  enough  boyish  charm  to  make  him irresistible.  He’s got these strong hands and solid arms too.  He must work out a lot.  You should hit up the gym yourself, Walter.”

Walter  cringed.    He  had  been  going  to  the  gym.    The  fact  she  hadn’t noticed  confirmed  so  many  of  his  fears.    He  bit  his  tongue  to  keep  from saying something; he didn’t want to open that can of worms.

“You’ll see,” sang Dianne in the meantime, and she dropped some mail on his desk and sauntered off.  It took Walter a moment to contain his fears and doubts once more.  Even then, his mind dove right back into the tortured argument about his dirty little secret.

“No one will know,” he said.

Jackie might figure it out, said a small voice.

“No one will know,” he repeated more firmly, drowning out the voice.

“There’s no reason anyone should know.  They can’t read my mind.  It’s not written  across  my  forehead,  and  I’m  sure  as  heck  not  telling  anyone anything.”

And yet, he remained nervous.  Why?

Well, because he knew he couldn’t control his emotions on this and that meant  he  wasn’t  sure  his  discomfort  wouldn’t  come  across  clearly  in  his every  word  and  deed.    And  if  his  wife  saw  his  discomfort,  she  might  ask questions  he  couldn’t  answer.    Not  to  mention,  there  was  no  way  this wouldn’t make him hard.  That would tell Jackie he was excited by wearing heels.    How  was  he  going  to  hide  that?    As  Poe  taught  with  the   Telltale Heart, when the secret is guilty enough, you can’t hide that guilt.  This secret

was as guilty as they came.

He cradled his head in his hands once more.  “She’s going to know,” he groaned.

Knock knock. 

Walter  looked  up  and  saw  his  boss  Anna  at  his  door.    She  wore  an emerald  green  dress  with  tall  brown  and  dark-yellow  leather  pumps.    She looked incredible.  She had such a sense of style, such a dominant presence.

“You ok, Walter?”

“Uh yeah,” said Walter.  “Headache.”

“Let  me  introduce  you  two,”  said  Anna  and  she  stepped  over  the threshold into Walter’s office, letting the man behind her come into view.

This was Jim.

Jim was about as tall as Anna  in her heels and very well built.  He had strong  arms,  a  broad  chest  and  powerful  looking  hands.    As  Dianne  had suggested,  he  clearly  worked  out  a  lot.    His  face  was  strong,  but  youthful.

His lush golden brown hair was parted to one side but combed back almost casually  on  the  other,  as  if  blown  back  on  his  motorcycle.    His  suit  was perfectly tailored.  In fact, he was everything Dianne had said as she nearly climaxed in his doorway.

Walter actually felt oddly inferior seeing him and became embarrassed for  looking  another  man  over  from  such  a  feminine  perspective.    And  as  if that  wasn’t  bad  enough,  his  embarrassment  caused  his  nipples  to  pop  up humiliatingly  and  uncomfortably  beneath  his  shirt.    He  cursed  Dianne beneath his breath for putting these ideas into his head.

“This  is  Jim  Stark,  Walter.    Jim,  this  is  Walter  Richards.    Jim’s interviewing for the opening we have.”

Walter  rose  to  his  feet  and  came  around  his  desk  to  shake  hands.    He tried to brush his arm against his chest surreptitiously as he did to press his embarrassingly erect nipples back down, but they popped right back up.  Jim had a strong grip without even trying.  It was much stronger than Walter’s...

and  that  again  triggered  the  tiny  voice  deep  inside  Walter  to  whisper  that Walter’s grip wasn’t nearly as strong as Jim’s because of the workout Karen had been putting him through.  Walter suddenly felt vulnerable.  He tried to shake  this  off  as  Anna  made  a  few  more  pleasantries,  but  the  damage remained and he felt increasingly insecure.

“When  you’re  done  with  Jim,  bring  him  to  me  please,”  said  Anna finally.

Walter agreed.  Anna then left.

“Please, have a seat,” said Walter.

“Which chair?” laughed Jim and he pointed to Walter’s chair.

Walter furrowed his brow.  A joke as to who was in charge did not sit well  with  him,  especially  with  the  feeling  of  vulnerability  edging  its  way through  his  mind.    He  calmed  himself,  however,  and  played  along.    Walter then closed his door, tried once more to press his stiff little nipples down, and returned to his seat.  At least his penis wasn’t erect, he thought.

“So tell me about yourself,” said Walter.

Jim  started  down  his  resume,  discussing  everywhere  he’d  worked  and where he’d gone to school.  Walter had to admit it was impressive.  In fact, on paper, Jim was exactly what they were looking for... but something about Jim rubbed Walter wrong.  But was that real or was Walter punishing Jim for his  own  feelings  of  vulnerability  and  inadequacy?    Walter  wasn’t  honestly sure.

“Am I jealous?” asked Walter.  “Was Dianne right?”

No.  It couldn’t be, he told himself.

“So why don’t I like him?”

Dianne put this stupid idea in his head and that, combined with all the other  things  going  through  his  mind  about  having  to  wear  heels  before  his wife  –   heels  a  man  like  Jim  would  never  wear,  whispered  that  same  tiny voice – was probably prejudicing Walter against Jim.  Plus, honestly, Jim was much  more  masculine  than  Walter,  and  Walter  considered  his  own masculinity important.  So that didn’t sit well either; it was like a woman who thought another woman outshone her.

Walter blushed.

He was starting to realize it was him, not Jim, that was the problem.

“Maybe I’m being unfair.  I mean, truth be told, there’s nothing wrong with  this  guy.    Sure,  he’s  handsome,  but  he’s  a  guy,  I  don’t  care  about  his looks.  And it doesn’t affect me.”  Don’t you mean it doesn’t make you less of a man?  asked the voice, and Jim’s mind was drawn to the heels at home on the dresser.  Don’t worry Walter, he’ll never know your wife makes you wear heels.    You  can  still  pretend  to  be  a  man...  still  pretend  to  be  boss.     “His resume is good too, and that’s nothing to hold against him!”  He felt like he was  shouting  himself  down  inside  his  head  now,  and  this  time,  he  couldn’t drown out the voice.  Then his nipple caught on his shirt and he instinctively covered  it  with  his  hand  before  he  realized  he  looked  stupid.  Jim’s  nipples

 never  stand  up  like  some  girl’s,  said  the  voice.    “Stop  it!”  thought  Walter.

The voice went silent.  He had regained control.

Walter took a deep breath.

“I need to be more fair.”

So Walter tried to be more fair.  Unfortunately, he found it harder to do by  the  minute,  and  this  time,  it  wasn’t  Walter’s  subconscious  that  was  the problem.    It  turned  out  that  Walter’s  initial  dislike  had  a  reason:    Jim  was rather  arrogant,  and  as  the  interview  progressed,  this  grated  on  Walter.

Indeed, as Jim went through his experience, it seemed that every entry on his resume involved some self-aggrandizing story: how he wrote the best paper the  professor  had  ever  seen  in  college,  how  his  boss  relied  on  him  to  make every decision, even how he had saved the company once... or twice.  Maybe the problem wasn’t Walter after all.

“It sounds like your last job went well,” said Walter with just a hint of sarcasm breaking through.

“All my jobs have gone well,” replied Jim with an annoying smirk.  It wasn’t  clear  to  Walter  if  this  was  meant  as  a  joke  which  just  came  across poorly or if Jim was serious, but it sounded obnoxious to Walter.  Either way, Walter couldn’t resist taking a subtle shot at the arrogant young man.

“I would hope so,” said Walter indifferently.

Walter’s dig struck its target.  For just a nanosecond, Jim’s lips curved into  an  annoyed,  humorless  smile.    He  had  taken  Walter’s  meaning  right away.    He  wasn’t  going  to  stop  though.    His  fake  smile  returned.    “My  last boss called me her ‘Troubleshooter’ actually.  I’m good at that.”

Walter  rolled  his  eyes.    “We  prefer  to  avoid  problems  in  the  first place.”

Jim’s  plastic  smile  morphed  into  a  sort  of  sneer.    “In  that  spirit,  you don’t mind if I offer an observation, do ya Walter?” asked Jim.

“An observation?”

“Yeah, some things I noticed that could be done better around here.  I mean, I don’t want to step on any toes, but there are quite a few things which could be improved, from what I’ve seen.”  He was practically daring Walter to refuse.

Walter  gritted  his  teeth.    “You  know  I  manage  the  office  for  Anna, right?” said Walter coldly, implying that any suggestion offered would be a direct criticism of Walter’s own work and might be viewed as insulting.

Jim’s sneer sharpened.  “Then I’m talking to the right guy, aren’t I?”

Walter  couldn’t  believe  this  guy.    The  nerve...  the  arrogance  to  come into an interview, tell a bunch of stories making himself the hero, and now to offer to tell Walter how to run the office?!  This interview had severely gone off the rails.  Did he think this would get him the job?  Well, if he wanted to make a fool of himself, Walter would let him.  Very little escaped Walter and Anna’s  attention  and  Walter  knew  there  was  nothing  Jim  could  suggest.

Walter  folded  his  arms,  subconsciously  covering  his  breasts,  and  motioned Jim to continue, as if to say, “By all means, proceed.”

Jim leaned back in his chair.  He crossed his legs, smirked, and started spitting out ideas.  He mentioned four or five in total, and much to Walter’s increasing  chagrin,  each  one  was  actually  a  good  idea.    Even  worse,  each involved  things  Walter  had  done  or  failed  to  do  in  the  past  month  –  while Walter  had  been  distracted  with  the  sudden  resurgence  of  his  dirty  little secret.    His  face  burned  red  with  shame.    It  was  an  indictment  of  Walter.

Oddly, Walter began to feel a nearly overwhelming need to cry.  He struggled not to let that show.  He even grabbed his coffee cup and sipped it to hide his quivering lip and regain his composure; it took two sips before he was certain he wouldn’t cry if he opened his mouth.  Where had that come from?  How could  Walter  be  so  emotional  about  this,  he  wondered?    It  had  never happened before.

“Thanks for sharing,” said Walter coldly.

“Those will help,” said Jim.  He knew he was right.

Walter  leaned  back  in  his  seat,  still  hiding  behind  the  coffee  cup.

“Since you know so much about the office, I take it you can find your way back to Anna’s office without me?”

Jim snickered.  “Sure.”

With that, Jim left the office.  Walter glanced at his resume one more time and then slipped it into the wastepaper can.  “Never gonna happen,” said Walter.  He noticed his hand was trembling.

Chapter Ten: “Nikki Is Coming” 

—o—

 

The  next  couple  days  were  really  strange  for  Walter.    He  was  an emotional  wreck  and  he  didn’t  understand  why.    Small  achievements  he normally  didn’t  even  recognize  filled  him  with  joy.    Minor  setbacks  nearly brought him to tears – this was a man who hadn’t cried since he was a child, and even then didn’t remember ever crying.  Yet, on more than one occasion, he found himself wiping away the beginnings of tears and holding in more.

He had no idea what could be causing it either.

“It must be stress,” he told himself.  “Either way, I’m glad that vacation is coming!”

 

—o—

 

On Wednesday, Jackie invited Nikki to dinner.  Jackie had arranged the dinner because she wanted to tell Walter that Nikki was coming to the island with them and she thought it best to have Nikki there when she told him.  She also had a gift for him, which he wasn’t going to like.

Dinner  was  good.    The  conversation  was  decent.    They  talked  about work.  They talked about current events.  They talked about a book Nikki was reading.  Walter and Nikki didn’t get along like old friends, but they tolerated each other and kept the sniping to a minimum.  Finally, the topic of the island came up.

“I can’t wait for our vacation,” said Jackie.  “I’m so excited!”

“I can’t wait to see the place,” said Walter.

“Me too.  The photos are amazing.”

“Yes,  they  are,”  agreed  Walter,  thinking  of  the  one  woman  with  her nipples  protruding  through  her  swimsuit  in  the  brochure...  and  the  man carrying the woman’s high heels.  His penis shot to attention.

Jackie sipped her wine and set it down.  “I think this is a good time for an announcement.”

Walter glanced at her uncertainly.  He knew nothing about this.

Jackie smiled at her husband.  “Guess who’s coming to the island with us!”

Walter raised an  eyebrow and cocked  his head.   He didn’t understand

right away, but the implication sank in fast.  Did she really mean that Nikki was somehow coming to the island with them?  He turned his head to glance at her and saw her smile back at him and wave.

“You?”

“Seems like fun,” she said.

“Yes, Walter,” said Jackie happily.  “I showed Nikki the pictures of the resort, and we talked about it and she decided she wanted to come with us to the island!  Isn’t that grand!”

Walter  still  looked  confused.    “But  I  thought  it  was  our  second honeymoon?”

“Oh,  it  is.    But  what’s  the  point  in  having  a  second  wedding  without our  friends  there  to  witness  it.    Now  Nikki  can  watch  the  ceremony  on  the beach  when  we  take  our  vows.    That  will  make  it  so  much  more  special!

Won’t that be wonderful?”

Walter  saw  Jackie  and  Nikki  waiting  for  him  to  express  some  happy agreement.    He  wasn’t  so  thrilled,  however.    He  didn’t  exactly  like  Nikki.

She was too pushy for his taste.  He could take her in small doses, but not for an  entire  vacation.    Still,  he  figured  he  could  slip  away  and  find  some secluded hammock.

“Yay,” said Walter half-heartedly.

“Oh  Walter,  don’t  be  a  stick  in  the  mud.    Nikki  and  I  are  friends  and she’s coming, accept it.  It will be fun,” said Jackie.

“Definitely,” added Nikki.

“Loads,” said Walter sourly.

Jackie  rose  to  her  feet  and  walked  to  the  kitchen.    She  returned  a moment later with a tray holding three champagne glasses, each filled with a sparkly golden liquid: champagne.  She handed the first to Jackie.  Then she handed one to Walter and she took the last one herself.

“What’s this for?” asked Walter.

“A  toast,”  said  Jackie.    She  raised  her  glass.    “To  the  best  vacation ever!”

Walter wasn’t thrilled about Nikki, but he decided to get over it.  This could indeed be the best vacation ever and he decided he wasn’t going to let anything  ruin  it.    He  raised  his  glass  and  also  said,  “To  the  best  vacation ever,” before adding in his head, “and to nipples protruding through bikinis.”

They all clinked their glasses together and drank.

“Oh,  that  reminds  me,”  said  Jackie  and  she  set  her  glass  down.    “The

resort sent us all gifts.”

“Gifts?”

“Yes, darling, gifts.  For the flight.”

With  that,  Jackie  left  for  the  kitchen  again,  where  Walter  heard  her pulling  something  out  of  a  bag.    It  made  quite  the  racket.    He  glanced  at Nikki.  “Any idea what this is?”

Nikki shrugged her shoulders.

A  moment  later,  Jackie  returned.    She  was  carrying  what  looked  like designer  purses.    The  purses  were  like  brown  leather  tote  bags  only  with single  straps  that  would  hang  over  the  shoulder.    Each  closed  with  a  small clasp  on  the  inside  of  the  bag  itself.    They  were  large  enough  to  carry  the things women normally carried in purses, such as a wallet, makeup, keys and some  grooming  equipment,  and  seemed  quite  fashionable.    Nothing  about these suggested that any male ever carried one, however, or ever would carry one.

“They  sent  us  carry-ons!”  exclaimed  Jackie.    “Aren’t  these  great?

There’s one for each of us!”

Walter furrowed his brow.  “They look like purses.”

Jackie pursed her lips.  “They’re carry-ons, Walter.”

“They look like purses.”

“Walter,” said Jackie in a tone she reserved for expressing disapproval of something Walter was contemplating.

“I’m   not  carrying  a  purse.    I’ll  use  the  carry-on  I  always  use,”  said Walter dismissively.

“They’re not purses, Walter.  And you will be carrying it,” said Jackie.

“They are purses, and I’m not.”

“Walter.”

“Jackie.”

“Walter.  This is how the resort works.  They send these to every man and woman who comes to the resort, and you need to carry it.  This carry-on is our ticket through a special speedy immigration line.  It’s our pass into the reserved lounge at the airport.  It gets us onto the shuttle to the resort.  It has other  perks  too.    It’s  like  a  badge.    This  is  how  the  staff  recognize  us.    No carry-on, no admittance.  There’s no reason to get panicky about this—”

“I’m not panicky.”

“You  are,  Walter.    You’re  acting  like  your  dick  is  going  to  fall  off  if you  carry  this.    ‘Oh,  it’s  a  purse’,”  she  squealed  in  a  mocking  tone.

“Everyone will be carrying one of these; no one is going to look at you and say,  ‘Hey,  that  guy’s  carrying  a  purse!’    Now  stop  being  such  a  little  girl about it and get into the spirit of things.”

Walter was about to object when he realized he really had no choice but to carry it if what she said was true.  Moreover, it occurred to him that maybe the reason this bothered him wasn’t that it really was a purse, but maybe his dirty little secret made him see it that way and his fear was a result of that.

Would another man even see it as a purse?  Walter didn’t know, but maybe he was overreacting.  He took a deep breath and nodded his head.

“Fine.  I’ll carry this purse to make you happy,” said Walter.

Jackie smirked.  “Good call, Walter.”

She had won another round.  It was getting easier.

 

—o—

 

Later  that  night,  Walter  and  Jackie  were  in  their  bedroom.    Walter undressed,  trying  not  to  keep  glancing  at  the  heels  mocking  him  from  the dresser or the brown leather purse mocking him from where it hung over the back  of  a  chair.    What  kind  of  strange  vacation  was  this  that  somehow  got him to wear high heels and carry a purse to get it started?  This was the most bizarre  thing  he’d  ever  encountered.    He  almost  suspected  Jackie’s  hand  in this, but neither could be her idea.  The idea for the heels came from Karen and the purses came directly from the island, so it wasn’t Jackie.  He was just being paranoid, that was all.

Walter slipped on his pajamas as Jackie came from the bathroom.  She was holding a shopping bag.  She stopped at the foot of the bed.

“Tell me which you like better,” said Jackie.

Jackie reached into the bag and pulled out a red bikini with large white polka  dots  hanging  from  a  clothes  hanger.    She  also  pulled  out  a  one-piece metallic-blue swimsuit.  She held the red bikini up to her chest and smiled at him as if she were posing for a photo.

“The bikini?” she asked.

Then she swapped the one-piece suit for the bikini.

“Or the one-piece?”

“They’re both nice,”  said Walter.   He reached beneath  his pajama top and scratched his nipple.

“Are you still itching?”

Walter  nodded.    He’d  told  Jackie  about  the  itch  a  week  or  two  prior.

He wanted her to get some moisturizer at the store, which she did... sort of.

What she got was actually a tube of cream from Karen which Karen told her to apply liberally to Walter’s chest if possible.  Jackie had given it to Walter, but  the  itching  stopped  for  a  few  days  and  he  forgot.    Now  the  itching  was back.

Jackie grabbed the tube and handed it to Walter.  “Use this.”

“What is it?”

“It’s the moisturizer I got for you.  It will help, Walter.”  She handed it to him and then picked up the swimsuits before he asked any more questions.

“I  get  that  both  are  pretty,  but  which  do  you  like  best?”    She  held  out  the bikini again for him to see and then the metallic one-piece.

Walter opened the tube and squirted some on his fingers.

“Use more than that, darling,” said Jackie.

Walter squirted more on his fingers.  Then he slipped his hand beneath his pajama top and rubbed it into his breast tissue.  He looked at both suits as he did this.  Both were pretty.

“Which is sexier?” asked Jackie.

“Hard to say.”

Walter started to pull his hand from beneath his top and Jackie stopped him.  “Make sure you rub it all in, darling.  And don’t forget to do the other one.”

“The other one doesn’t itch.”

“An ounce of prevention, Walter.”

Walter nodded his head again.  He rubbed his breast a few more times.

It  felt  really  good.    And  the  cream  definitely  worked;  his  nipple  stopped itching rather quickly.  He then put cream on his other hand and did the other mound.

“Now pick a suit, Walter.”

He shrugged his shoulders.  “I wouldn’t mind seeing you in either.”

“But if you could only pick one, which would it be?”

Walter  twisted  his  lips  and  shook  his  head  back  and  forth  before  he finally decided:  “Probably the bikini.”

“That’s  what  I  was  thinking  too,”  said  Jackie.    Walter  was  going  to look great in it, especially if he kept using the cream like a good little boy.

Jackie couldn’t wait to see him in it!

Chapter Eleven: “Heels For Walter” 

—o—

 

The weekend was almost here.  It had come slowly.  Very slowly.

Walter  spent  the  entire  week  obsessing  over  his  pending  appointment with his wife’s heels.  He thought about them at work, at the gym, during the drive  home,  and  at  home.    He  even  dreamed  about  them.    By  the  time  he finally slipped his feet into them on Friday night, he’d already worn them for hundreds of hours inside his head.  They had become almost a part of him.

That  didn’t  make  this  any  easier  though.    To  the  contrary,  it  just  made  him paranoid.    Indeed,  every  time  someone  looked  at  him,  he  felt  they  were seeing him in heels.  When they spoke, he ciphered every word to see if they were secretly making fun of him.  He even began to check his own words to make sure he gave nothing away.

Jackie  noticed  this  and  marveled.    The  change  was  subtle,  but  it  was real:    he  was  making  himself  timid.    She  never  would  have  guessed  the prospect  of  wearing  heels  could  actually  do  this  to  Walter;  after  all,  Walter was  Walter  and  was  never  easy  to  control.    But  this  was  working,  and  she began to wonder: if just the threat of wearing heels could do this to him, what would  actually  wearing  them  do?    And  what  could  they  achieve  on  the island?

She suddenly became very excited for what was to come.  Up to now, she  knew  intellectually  what  was  coming,  but  somehow  she  hadn’t  really believed  it  would  happen.    Indeed,  if  she  was  being  frank,  she  kind  of envisioned it all falling apart before it ever began.  Now she understood the power  of  what  was  going  on,  however,  and  she  found  it  fascinating  and highly, highly erotic.

 

—o—

 

It was Friday night.  The moment had come.  Heels. 

“Ok, Walter, let’s get started,” said Jackie.

Walter trembled.  He was tense.  His penis was hard as a rock beneath his  jeans.    He  made  sure  to  wear  an  oversized  sweatshirt  to  cover  it,  just  in case.  That had been a good choice.  He glanced at the white pumps standing on  the  dresser.    This  was  a  moment  he’d  fantasized  about  his  entire  life  –

putting on high heels in front of his wife – yet, it terrified him now that it had come  for  real.    The  funny  thing  was  he  was  worried  Jackie  would  think  he wanted this even though it was her idea.  That was his insecurity at work.  It made  him  worry  that  somehow  she  would  see  right  through  him.    It  was  a silly worry and he knew it, but he couldn’t shake it.

He  also  couldn’t  shake  the  idea  that  his  wife  was  secretly  trying  to feminize him.  He knew that was positively nuts to think, but he’d read it so many times in his dirty stories that he couldn’t get the idea out of his head.

Combined  with  his  fears  of  being  feminized  and  losing  control,  he  actually found  himself  considering  this  somewhat  seriously...  even  as  he  laughed  at himself dismissively for paranoia.

“Here  are  some  stockings,”  said  Jackie  and  she  handed  him  a  pair  of tan stockings.

“W— what are these for?”

“They’re like socks.”

“I  know   that,”  said  Walter,  sensing  some  sort  of  trap.    “Why  are  you handing them to me?  You just said shoes.”

“Because  they’ll  make  wearing  the  heels  easier,  darling.    If  you  wear them without the stockings, then your skin will rub directly on the leather.  It will make your skin blister and it will make you sweat, which will make the shoes wet and smelly.  So put these on before you slip into the shoes.  The nylon will act as a shield for your skin.”  Plus, she thought, it will make you all the cuter.

Walter twisted his lip.  “What if I just wear socks?”

Interestingly, part of Walter wanted to slap himself for the suggestion.

If he was going to wear heels, then this part of him wanted to  wear heels, not heels that made him look like some crazy old lady who yelled at cats.  On the other hand, it was incredibly hard for him to embrace that part of him to any degree and he was too scared to do so in any event, so he kept up the act that he had no desire at all to do this.

“Socks are too thick, Walter.”

Walter  wasn’t  actually  too  sad  to  have  his  evasive  suggestion  shot down.  “Fine.  How do I do this?”

Jackie put her hands on her hips and glared at her husband.  “They’re shoes, Walter.  How do shoes  always work?  Just slide your foot into the top.

Now  stop  stalling  or  I’ll  make  you  wear  them  all  night.    Put  them  on, Walter.”    She  almost  added  that  she  knew  he’d  worn  heels  before,  but  she

needed to maintain that secret for now.

Walter felt foolish.  He didn’t want to overplay his hand either.  So he moved to the dresser.  Before him, as if on a pedestal, were the fabled high-heeled pumps.  He’d seen them so much in his mind this week that he knew every detail of them.  He was pretty sure he even knew how they would feel on his feet – he’d only dared touch them once, briefly, so far with one finger run over the rounded toe in passing, but he’d come close to slipping into them a few times.  He touched them.

They were cold... and smooth.

The toe was rounded.  The heel was thick, but not chunky, perhaps an inch  by  an  inch  and  just  under  four  inches  tall.    The  leather  was  glossy patent.  They were white on the outside, gold inside.  The insole was tan with limited padding and lighter-colored stitching.

Walter shuddered as he picked them up:  he was actually going to wear them  in  front  of  his  wife.    He  carried  them  back  to  the  bed  and  set  them down.    Then  he  sat  down  next  to  them  and  lifted  his  right  leg  onto  his  left knee.  He pulled off his loafer and his sock.  Then he took the stocking and started rolling it into a ball.

Jackie smiled.  That was a mistake, she told herself.  Men don’t know to  do  that,  yet  Walter  did  it  without  prompting;  men  see  stockings  as  socks and  try  to  slide  their  feet  into  them,  Walter  didn’t.    That  meant  he  was familiar with wearing stockings.  She would have loved to point that out and see the look of fear on his face as he fumbled for an explanation, but she said nothing.  It wasn’t time yet.

Walter, unaware of Jackie’s thoughts, pulled the knee-high stocking up his leg and then did the other foot.  Then he pulled his jeans back down into place,  covering  down  to  his  ankles.    Finally,  he  set  the  heels  on  the  floor before him.  He felt a nervous shudder and jammed his right foot into the first shoe.

It fit.  It fit perfectly.

He was wearing a high-heeled shoe!

Walter  glanced  at  Jackie  out  of  the  corner  of  his  eye  but  saw  nothing unusual.    She  wasn’t  laughing  or  whipping  out  a  camera.    In  some  strange way, this was almost a disappointment.  It was for the better though, he told himself.  He returned his attention to the other shoe and jammed his left foot into it.  It fit as well.

Behind  Walter,  Jackie’s  heart  was  racing.    She  didn’t  just  see  her

husband wearing high heels, she saw the future.  She saw him in a maid dress serving her like a queen.  She became very wet at that thought.  What’s more, she  actually  found  the  sight  of  him  in  heels  rather  exciting.    She  hadn’t honestly  expected  that.    She  thought  it  would  give  her  a  sense  of  power, which it had, but she also thought he would look foolish.  Instead, she found herself quite turned on by this.

“Was that so bad, Walter?” she said.

Jackie’s voice revived Walter’s fears and he braced for an onslaught of humiliation:

“Oh my God, Walter!  You look like a girl!” 

“Does this turn you on?!” 

“Are you a cross-dresser, Walter?  Am I married to a cross-dresser?!” 

The  onslaught  didn’t  come  though.    Instead,  Jackie  remained  quite calm, as far as Walter could tell at least, and asked in a rather measured tone:

“Do you need help standing, darling?”

Walter licked his lips.  He didn’t need help.  “I think I can do it.”

“Then by all means, do it.  Dinner is waiting.”

Walter  braced  himself  and  rose  from  the  bed.    It  had  been  some  time since he had worn heels as his little secret hadn’t pushed him hard enough to make him dress for about six months now – though he had come close a lot in the  past  few  weeks  (he’d  managed  to  escape  needing  to  dress  with  lots  of masturbation) – so he was a little out of practice, but he got to his feet fine and he balanced fine once he was there.  It was after that that he felt wobbly.

He was up though.

“There,”  said  Walter.    He  thought  of  repeating  some  of  the  lines  he’d read in so many stories which the hapless male characters always blurted out to prove they’d never worn heels before:  “How do you women walk in these things?  Why would anyone wear these things?  I can’t wear these things!”

But those sounded like someone protesting just a bit too much.  In the books, the  male  characters  always  stumbled  too  and  nearly  broke  their  ankles  to show they had no experience in wearing heels, but that too seemed a bit too cute.  Besides, he didn’t want to get into a debate about how to wear heels.

He wanted to be done with this as quickly as possible before Jackie got any ideas, and he wasn’t going to give her any excuse to extend the time.

Jackie,  however,  wanted  to  have  a  bit  of  fun.    This  was  the  first  time she saw him in heels and it was exciting.  “All right, Walter.  Let’s see you walk,” she said.

“I can walk,” said Walter.

“Then let’s see it.  I want to make sure you don’t fall down.”

“I’m not going to fall down.”

“I’ll be the judge of that.  I don’t want you hurt, darling.  Now let’s see your stuff.  Strut for me, girlfriend.”  She wiggled her rear and fluttered her hands in the air for emphasis.

Jackie’s  comments  struck  Walter  like  a  dagger  right  in  his  ego.    He swore  he  felt  his  testicles  contract  and  shrink.    And  for  a  brief  moment,  his manhood faded out of existence before it came back, clinging to dear life like a child holding onto its mother’s dress in a crowd.  “Fine,” said Walter with reactive defiance.

Walter turned toward the hallway and started walking.  He decided to do  his  best  to  show  that  he  could  walk  in  heels,  but  without  any  sort  of special feminine style.  That way Jackie couldn’t complain because she had no reason to worry about his safety, but she wasn’t going to get a show either.

Jackie was shocked at how competently Walter walked in heels.  If she still  had  any  doubts  that  Walter  had  ever  cross-dressed,  those  doubts vanished.  There were women Jackie knew who didn’t walk anywhere nearly as femininely as her husband did.  He wasn’t as graceful as some, but he was certainly  passable.    Walter  must  have  worn  heels  a  lot  more  than  she  had guessed.

“This is going to be easier than I thought,” Jackie told herself.

Walter  reached  the  door  and  pivoted  around  before  returning  to  the bed.  He did it just as any other woman would have done.  Again, Jackie was shocked and pleased at his feminine grace; she was feeling awfully wet at the moment.

“Not bad, Walter.  You seem to have natural balance,” said Jackie.

Natural  balance  my  rear,  thought  Walter.    It  was  practice.    Pure  and simple practice.  He recalled looking like a fool the first time he tried to walk in heels.  He’d stumbled, tripped, and walked right out of his shoes.  He did it all wrong – steps were too long, he struggled with balance, he tried to bring his toes down first like he was tiptoeing across the carpet.  It was terrible, but over  time  he’d  gotten  better  with  each  session.    He’d  even  owned  a  pair  of heels when he first left home for college, though he’d purged those years ago.

“One thing though,” said Jackie.

“What’s that?” asked Walter.

“When  you  take  the  step  forward,  make  sure  you  bring  your  legs

inward, so you walk in one long straight line with each foot coming down in front of the other.  One foot in front of the other.”

“Are  you  giving  me  lessons?”  laughed  Walter  nervously.    If  so,  he wanted  it  understood  that  he  was  not  trying  to  pass  as  a  woman,  nor  would he.  He was only doing this as part of Karen’s exercise plan.

Jackie wiped out his objection, however.  “It will reduce the strain on your lips.”

Walter blushed.  “Oh, ok.”

“Let’s get some dinner,” said Jackie.

 

—o—

 

Walking  into  the  kitchen  in  heels,  with  its  tile  and  hardwood  floors, was an incredible experience for Walter.  He’d heard his wife’s heels echoing off  these  floors  many  times  and  it  always  excited  him.    This  was  a  first  for him though:   CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK! 

Those were  his feet!  He was making that sound!  His erection grew as hard as possible.

“You get the plates, I’ll get the casserole from the oven,” said Jackie.

Walter  clicked  his  way  over  to  the  cupboard.  CLICK!    CLICK! 

CLICK!  The  sound  was  like  magic  to  him.    It  was  making  him  so  horny...

too  horny  perhaps.    Indeed,  he  was  so  horny  he  wanted  more.    He  felt  a strong  urge  to  push  things.    He  wanted  higher  heels.    He  wanted  to  wear  a dress.  He wanted to wear makeup.  He wanted Jackie to treat him like a girl.

He wanted to confess.  This last thought hit hard and fast and it shook him.

What  was  he  thinking?    This  was  a  dangerous  moment  for  him...  what  he feared was lurking deep inside him had shown itself.  He closed his eyes and forced the thoughts to go away.

“We got the luggage tags from the resort today,” said Jackie.

“Oh?” said Walter.  He was barely paying attention.  He was too busy fighting off his terrible impulses.

“They’re cute.  They’re shaped like little bikinis.”

“Cute,”  repeated  Walter.    He  slowly  grabbed  the  plates.    He  forced himself to focus on holding them.  Then he marched to the table with them.

CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!   That sound was so intoxicating.  It made him tingle.  His urges forced themselves upon him again.

“How was work?” asked Jackie.

“Work?  Busy.”

Jackie snickered at his one-word answers.  That always meant his mind was  preoccupied  with  something  significant.    She  could  guess  what  had preoccupied him this time.  “What are you working on?”

CLICK!    CLICK!    CLICK!    CLICK!  Walter  imagined  himself  in  this floral dress Jackie had which he loved.  He didn’t answer this time; he hadn’t even heard her question.

Jackie laughed.  “How are the heels, Walter?”

Walter snapped back to reality.  “What?!”

“How do the heels feel?”

Walter turned beet red.  “Well, I’d rather not wear them,” he lied.  In truth, they were kind of magical.

To this Jackie thought, “Liar.”

He then admitted they weren’t too bad in as casual a voice as he could manage.    In  fact,  they  were  surprisingly  comfortable  compared  to  “what  he had been led to believe,” he said.  What he really meant was compared to the heels  he  had  worn  before.    He  then  asked  how  long  he  would  need  to  wear them.  Did Karen give any specific instructions?

“She  said  as  much  as  possible  between  now  and  the  trip,”  said  Jackie calmly.

For  an  instant,  Walter  thought  about  wearing  high  heels  around  the house all the time from now on; her comment would be the perfect excuse.

The idea thrilled him.  But he also knew it was too dangerous.  Jackie would eventually figure out that this turned him on and he was afraid of feeding the feminine  monster  inside  him.    So  he  decided  it  was  best  to  try  to  cut  this short.  He sadly furrowed his brow and said, “There’s no way I can do that.”

“‘As possible,’ Walter.”

“Well,  yeah,  but  I  can’t  wear  them  at  work  or  the  gym.    I’m  not wearing them out of the house—”

“Obviously,  Walter.    You  can  wear  them  whenever  we’re  home,  but not  outside  the  house.  Not  under  any  circumstances,”  said  Jackie.    She emphasized  this  last  part  to  make  him  think  she  would  not  tolerate  him wearing them outside the house, as if she thought he might.  She thought that might  confuse  him  as  to  her  real  intentions,  by  making  him  think  she  was nervous  about  other  people  seeing  him.    She  thought  that  might  make  him think  she  was  actually  opposed  to  him  wearing  them,  rather  than  her  being

the one pushing this.

It worked.  He was confused.  “Whenever we’re home?!”

“Yes, Walter,  only when we’re home.”

“Obviously,”  said  Walter,  who  didn’t  want  to  wear  them  out  of  the house under any circumstances actually.

“So  it’s  agreed,”  she  continued.    “You’ll  wear  them  whenever  we’re home, but not beyond that.”

“Ok.”

“But ‘whenever’ doesn’t mean all the time,” continued Jackie.

“It  doesn’t?”  asked  Walter,  who  was  surprised  by  his  wife’s  sudden opposition  to  him  wearing  heels.    Hadn’t  she  been  the  one  who  insisted  on him wearing them?

“Of course, not.  When you’re sleeping or in the shower, you certainly wouldn’t wear them.  I guess I don’t see any reason why you can’t wear them at other times, but not all the time.  Agreed?”

Confused Walter nodded his head.

“Let’s take them off for now though.”  She was attempting to confuse him again, and it was working.

“Take them off already?”

“Yes, you’ve worn them about ten minutes.  Any more than that on the first  day  and  you  might  get  too  sore.    So  let’s  take  them  off  for  today.

Tomorrow, you can go for half an hour if you like.  And we’ll work our way up from there.”

Walter’s  head  was  spinning.    What  did  Jackie  actually  want?    On  the one hand, Jackie seemed to be insisting that he wear them all the time.  On the other hand, she was insisting that he take them off now and that he only wear them half an hour tomorrow and that he never been seen in them outside the house.  So, did she really mean “all the time” or did she really mean very limited?    Her  actions  suggested  she  really  hated  the  idea.    That  gave  him  a sense of calm on two parts.  First, it meant she wasn’t going to push him to go  too  far  nor  would  she  expose  him  to  anyone  in  heels.    That  was  good.

Secondly, and a bit on the silly side admittedly, it told him for sure that she wasn’t trying to secretly feminize him, as if that was ever really a possibility.

He  actually  scolded  himself  for  letting  his  mind  delve  into  fantasy  on  this point.

Now,  if  only  he  could  convince  himself  that  he  didn’t  want  to  wear them.



—o—

 

After  this,  Walter  wore  the  heels  at  home  each  night.    At  first,  it  was only for a few minutes.  Then it was half an hour and then an hour.  Despite this  becoming  a  regular  thing  and  his  conclusion  that  Jackie  didn’t  really want  him  wearing  them,  Walter  never  got  used  to  the  idea.    Part  of  him thrilled  every  time  he  slipped  his  feet  into  them  and  he  had  fantasies  of wearing  them  all  the  time.    Mainly  though,  he  found  himself  on  edge whenever  he  wore  them.    Not  only  was  this  because  it  triggered  his  fears about losing himself to his girly side, but Jackie also made sure to make just enough  comments  to  keep  him  nervous  about  the  idea.    She  wanted  him embarrassed the entire time but not enough so that he would quit.  The reason she  wanted  him  embarrassed  was  that  she  thought  that  would  raise  his insecurity level, which was what she had observed was making him act more timidly.  She had tapped directly into his fear without even understanding it.

And was that working?

She thought so.

One thing she noticed right away was that Walter was a lot less likely to  argue  when  he  wore  heels  than  when  he  didn’t  because  he  felt  more vulnerable  and  less  sure.    Even  when  he  wasn’t  wearing  them,  she  noticed that Walter became a tad slower to assert his opinion on things.  Apparently, even this little bit of feminization made his masculine side more hesitant.

She liked the more passive – dare she say “scared” – version of him.

She  liked  the  sense  of  power  it  gave  her  to  be  able  to  shut  him  up,  so  to speak.    One  example  of  this  involved  Walter’s  use  of  the  idea  of  “lack  of manhood”  or  “needing  to  grow  balls”  as  a  means  of  insulting  others.    This change  took  hold  as  Walter  slowly  became  more  conscious  of  the  fact  he couldn’t really accuse others of lack of manhood if he was wearing heels at home, and it came to a head in one particular incident.

Walter  and  Jackie  had  been  driving  home.    Walter  was  at  the  wheel.

They were at a stop sign looking to turn onto a busy street.  The guy in the car in front of them just didn’t seem to have the nerve to go because cars kept coming.

“This guy needs to go,” said Walter.

“He  will.    Give  him  time.    I’ve  made  an  appointment  for  you,  by  the way,” said Jackie.

“Look at that.  There was a chance to go and he didn’t take it.”  Walter thought about honking his horn.

“Patience, Walter.  Patience,” said Jackie calmly, indifferently.

“We’re never going to get to go; he’s not moving.”

“He’ll move when he feels it’s safe.  Not everyone drives the same.”

Walter  growled  something  beneath  his  breath.    “What  kind  of appointment?”

“It’s almost time for the trip, and you and I need new clothes.”

“Do we?”

“Yes, Walter.  You’re a lot more slender now that you’re working out,”

she  said,  though  this  wasn’t  quite  true.    “Nothing  you  have  fits  anymore.”

That was true.  “So we need to get some new clothes.”

Walter  bit  his  tongue.    He  wasn’t  sure  he  was  actually  more  slender.

He’d  lost  about  fifteen  pounds,  that  was  true,  but  he  felt  larger,  softer,  if anything.  It was kind of strange.  His stomach did seem flatter, but his hips and rear seemed bigger.  His arms didn’t seem more muscular – if anything they felt softer to him – and his chest felt really bloated too.  He didn’t even want to think about his chest.  He was almost embarrassed to go shirtless in the locker room when he showered by this point because it was so bloated.

In fact, if there were others standing around, he would wrap a towel around his  waist  and  pull  another  towel  around  his  neck,  letting  it  hang  down  to cover his chest.  At least his calves were looking more defined.  Apparently, the heels worked.

“I can pop on down to the store and buy some cloth—”

“No,  Walter.    I  want  us  to  look  good,”  insisted  Jackie.    “Especially  if we’re going to have wedding pictures and the such.  We need things that fit right.  I want you to see this tailor.”

Walter  cringed.    Ever  since  he’d  agreed  to  let  Jackie  handle  their vacation she seemed to have been emboldened to make all kinds of decisions for  him.    He  really  didn’t  like  that,  especially  as  he  was  feeling  a  little  put upon these days.  For some reason, everyone around him suddenly seemed to be  more  bossy.    Whatever  the  cause  of  this,  it  was  making  him  feel  less  in control  of  his  life  –  it  didn’t  help  either  that  he  was  feeling  almost  timid  of late, something he put off to being under stress.  Having Jackie throw things at him like this tailor was not helping that lack of control feeling.  He would do it though as he could think of no valid reason to refuse.

A large opening came in traffic.  Walter saw it form and pulled his foot

off the brake, letting the car creep.  If the guy in front of him went right away, Walter could sneak through too... only, the guy never moved his car.

“Oh come on!” said Walter and he hit his brakes again.

“Walter,” chided Jackie lightly.

“He should have gone,” complained Walter.

“Let it go.”

“He’s not moving.  He’s too afraid.  He needs to grow some balls!”

“Maybe he’s driving in heels?” said Jackie in such an understated, yet accusatory way that it took Walter a moment to realize what she had said or how it was directed at him.  His face burned red with shame.  There was no way  he  could  retort,  there  was  nothing  he  could  say.    Here  he  was,  secretly wearing high heels every night, and he was attacking another man for lack of manhood, and Jackie had called him on it.  Walter shrank in his seat.  As he did, the other driver went as a hole formed big enough for the both of them; Walter  missed  it  because  he  was  too  distracted  thinking  about  his  verbal emasculation  by  Jackie  and  how  easy  and  subtle  and  yet  powerful  it  had been.

The car behind them honked.

“You  could  have  gone,  darling,”  said  Jackie  smugly.    Walter  could almost hear her add:  “Do you need to grow some balls, Walter? ”

Walter licked his lips tensely.  “I know.”

“Don’t  miss  this  appointment  either,”  she  said,  changing  the  topic.

“There isn’t much time left to get clothes tailored.”

Walter  grumbled  that  he  wouldn’t  miss  it.    Finally,  there  was  an opening and he went.  And the next time Walter thought about complaining that  someone  lacked  balls  or  failed  in  some  other  masculine  way,  he  bit  his tongue and shied away instead, causing Jackie immense mirth.

Chapter Twelve: “Breasts” 

—o—

 

Their trip to the island was getting closer.

Walter had been wearing the heels at home each night now for several weeks.    Tonight,  Walter  would  get  a  reprieve,  however,  as  Jackie  would  be out of the house visiting with Nikki.  Walter could stay home and relax.  He wouldn’t just relax though.  For the past few weeks, Walter had been under such pressure from everything going on that he decided he needed to let off some steam, and the type of steam he envisioned involved higher heels than the ones he wore every night and a certain yellow dress he envied.

Walter  stood  before  the  mirror  in  their  bedroom.    On  his  feet  were Jackie’s  silver  sandals.    They  were  a  tad  tight,  but  he  wasn’t  going  to  do much walking in them.  The reason he picked these was that they had narrow five-inch  heels,  sexy  open  toes,  and  “come  play  with  me”  written  all  over them.    They  were  sexy  and  irresistible.    In  addition  to  the  sandals,  he  wore stockings.  He had no time to paint his nails, not to mention he’d only ever done  that  a  couple  times  in  his  life  because  of  the  practical  difficulties  of getting the color back off and off completely before his wife got home.

The yellow dress Walter chose was a sun dress with a tight bodice and a  flowing  skirt.    The  dress  was  canary  yellow  with  a  white  floral  print pattern.  It had capped sleeves, a low v-shaped collar, and a hem that danced around his calves.  Beneath the dress, he wore black lace panties.  He thought about wearing a bra, but was struggling with the shame of his so-flabby chest that he didn’t want to think about that part of him.  For whatever reason, his chest just seemed to keep getting flabbier.  He’d even taken to dieting, but it didn’t  seem  to  be  helping  his  chest.    Unfortunately,  without  a  bra,  the  flab kind  of  poured  into  the  low-cut  opening  of  the  dress,  giving  him  the appearance of cleavage.  While that should have been exciting to him in this instance, the shame was just too much at this point.  He tried to ignore that.

Walter  carefully  added  lipstick  to  his  lips.    It  came  from  his  wife’s makeup collection.  It was red.

Walter stared into the mirror.

He  didn’t  want  to  dress  like  this.    That’s  what  he  told  himself.    He didn’t want to feel this way either.  He was a man.  Always had been, always would be.  He didn’t know where this urge to dress came from, but it was a

very strong urge.  He’d known that all his life.  Usually it could do little more than  whisper  in  the  dark.    Sometimes  though,  when  he  was  under  extreme stress  or  when  things  built  up  in  his  life,  this  urge  became  too  strong  to ignore.  Sometimes, it needed to be placated.  Sometimes, he managed to do that just by closing his eyes and letting his mind wander.  It would fill with erotic fantasies about dressing up and being caught dressed and being forced to  dress.    These  fantasies  would  continue  in  his  head  until  Walter  felt satisfied and then the urge faded.

At  other  times,  he  could  only  neuter  these  urges  by  masturbating  to them.  This was often the case when someone set him off, like Jackie telling him not to get his panties in a bunch.  He would relive the moment until he came and then the urge would pass and he could go about his regular life.

Sometimes,  though,  the  urge  was  so  powerful  that  the  only  way  to defeat  this  urge  was  to  surrender  to  it.    That  meant  dressing  and masturbating.  Until he did this, the urge would grow and grow and grow.  It would  slowly  take  over  his  mind  and,  if  left  uncontrolled,  might  even  push him to do stupid things.  This was how he almost told a girlfriend about his urges once, how he’d been tempted to tell Jackie several times, and how he found  himself  doing  things  like  stealing  panties  from  one  of  his  sisters  or even  buying  some  clothes  of  his  own.    He’d  regretted  that  the  moment  he placed  the  order,  and  he  dreaded  getting  his  packages  every  day  until  they came, but it had been an overwhelming urge when he did it.

Fortunately, these strong urges were rare.

That  said,  he  had  such  an  urge  now.    Hence,  the  dress  and  lipstick.

Wearing the heels every night was like throwing gasoline on the fire of these urges,  and  Jackie’s  continuous  stream  of  little  emasculating  comments  was like adding jet fuel.  These urges had become so powerful he knew he needed to do something.  Tonight was his chance.

He was alone.

Walter moved to the bed and lay down on his back.  He hiked the dress up  to  his  waist  and  pulled  down  his  panties.    His  penis  was  hard...  ish.    In truth, it didn’t seem to get hard the last few weeks.  Walter didn’t know why exactly, but he was fairly certain he had been gaining weight – the flab on his chest  proved  that  even  though  the  scale  said  he  was  going  down  –  and  he wondered  if  that  wasn’t  interfering  with  his  ability  to  get  hard.    He  told himself that was likely the answer and that it would all fix itself once the diet took some of the weight off.  What else could it be after all?

Walter grabbed his erection and squeezed it.  It flopped around.

“I’m glad Jackie can’t see this,” he thought.

Walter held his penis erect and started stroking it.  Unfortunately, it just wasn’t working.  It was like trying to massage a half-inflated balloon.  As he squeezed on one side, it just shifted to the other.  As he pulled on it, his head and  shaft  slipped  away  from  the  pressure.    He  could  get  no  friction.

Consequently, he was struggling to get any sort of satisfaction.

Walter exhaled his frustration.

“How is this going to work?” he asked himself.

Walter took its head between his fingers and massaged it the same way he  massaged  Jackie’s  love  button.    That  actually  seemed  to  work.    It  was embarrassing, but it worked... to a degree at least.  He knew he would climax, but  it  might  be  kind  of  messy  and  it  wasn’t  guaranteed  to  give  him  the explosion he craved.

At the same time, Walter’s left nipple began to itch.  Walter slipped his hand inside his dress and scratched the nipple.  As he did, it popped up and became  super  sensitive.    In  fact,  the  entire  mound  became  unusually sensitive.  This was strange, and Walter almost hesitated to explore this, but it was  giving  him  a  stronger  reaction  than  touching  his  penis.    He  cautiously scraped his fingertips over the erect nipple.  This sent shockwaves racing to his spine.  His lip quivered.  His penis actually jumped too.

“Huh,” said Walter.

Walter  did  it  again  and  got  another  jolt.    He  then  slipped  his  fingers around the nipple and flicked it.  This sent a jolt of pain, followed by pleasure racing to his spine and his penis stood up taller.  It wasn’t really hard, but it was harder.

“I wonder.”

Walter put his fingers on either side of the nipple and pinched it.  The pain was exquisite, and his penis throbbed.  He immediately grabbed more of the  fleshy  tissue  and  tugged  the  whole  mound  upward.    The  pain  was  even more intense but his penis throbbed even more.  He now grabbed his penis, and while he tugged on his chest, he stroked his erection hard and fast.  He was barely breathing.

Squirt! 

He came.  He came with almost no warning.  There had been no build up and no explosion.  Hot, white, sticky fluid dribbled out his penis, onto his hand  and  down  on  the  panties.    He  had  received  little  reward,  but  what  he

received had been enough: the urge died down.  So he lay there satisfied as his desire to dress faded.  In a few minutes, he would remove the dress and heels and return them to Jackie’s closet.  He would clean the panties too and set them in the hamper.  Then he would pretend he hadn’t done this and he would go about his evening.  And tomorrow... well, now he knew the secret to getting what he wanted (at least until he lost some weight and everything went back to normal), so tomorrow he would release a little more stress.
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Two days passed.

Walter grabbed his breast.  It was tender.  He’d tugged pretty hard the prior night, so maybe that was it, but either way, it was almost too tender to touch.  Almost.

It  had  been  another  rough  day  at  work  and  he  wanted  this  release.

Walter  leaned  back  into  the  couch.    His  jeans  were  open  and  his  flaccid manhood poured out over them.  His right hand was beneath his shirt, holding the fleshy tissue on his chest.  His erect nipple was already pinched between two  knuckles.    The  white  heels  were  on  the  floor  before  him.    As  Walter poked and squeezed and fingered his breast, his manhood started to rise until it became long enough to stroke.  He rubbed it and stroked it and pulled it and squeezed it with his left hand.

“Come on, come on, come on,” he thought, tugging faster.

He didn’t have much time as Jackie had only left for a few minutes to get some milk from the corner store.  If he was going to make this happen, it had to be fast.  Walter tried harder still.

Then he heard the car.  He had to stop.

Walter groaned, but let go of his manhood and his nipple.  It was even more tender now.  It seemed darker too.  Had he bruised it?  He didn’t have time to worry about that.  He zipped his jeans and buttoned them.  Then he sat up and tossed his legs over the edge of the couch.  As he pulled down his shirt, he found the heels with his toes and slipped his feet inside.

He could hear the car pull into the garage and the door start to close.

Walter  smoothed  his  shirt  and  started  to  stand  up.    He  stopped  for  an instance, however, when he noticed that his chest really bulged out tonight.

It almost looked like a girl’s chest beneath the shirt.

“Why isn’t that stupid diet working?” he asked himself.

It was embarrassing to have... well... boobs.

“It must be the angle,” he told himself.  In fact, he’d read many times in his  secret  books  how  some  hapless  male  character  thought  he  had  grown gargantuan  breasts  only  to  learn  it  was  all  the  angle  combined  with  his  not being  used  to  seeing  anything  on  his  chest.    To  everyone  else,  they  looked like A-cups; to him they were DDD-cups.  That was probably realistic, right?

What he saw had to be smaller than they looked to him, right?

“Those  characters  are  growing  breasts...  what  does  that  say  about you? ” asked the tiny voice from deep within.

Walter shook this thought off.  He didn’t even want to consider it.  He pushed himself up off the couch and took a step toward the kitchen.  He was supposed  to  be  getting  dinner  ready,  not  masturbating  on  the  couch.    As  he took that first step though, the heel on his right shoe hit abnormally hard – or maybe  it  was  a  normal  strike,  but  Walter  told  himself  it  had  to  be  a  hard strike  –  and  when  it  did,  it  sent  a  strong  shock  through  his  body,  which reached his chest.

His chest shook.  More accurately, it  jiggled.

The  mound  on  his  chest  jiggled  like  a  bowl  of  Jell-O,  like  a  girl  in  a movie in a wet t-shirt.  He’d never felt anything like it before, not on any part of his body.  He was stunned.  His chest jiggled...  he had breasts!

“I  got  us  a  surprise,”  announced  Jackie  as  she  walked  into  the  living room.

Walter  tried  desperately  to  wipe  the  look  of  shock  from  his  face.    He forced  a  fake  smile  in  its  place.    He  said  something,  he  wasn’t  even  sure what.  In his head, he heard that tiny voice laughing.

“You’ve got breasts!” 

“You’re turning into a girl!” 

“We’re going to be a girl!” 

This was the loudest that voice had ever been, and he had no answer to its taunts.  He had nothing he could say in response, not even a denial.  He had felt it.  He felt his breast jiggle.  He needed to get away from Jackie and look  at  it.    He  had  to  see  it.    Had  to  know  if  it  was  what  he  knew  it  was.

Unfortunately, dinner was ready.

 

—o—

 

Jackie glanced down the hallway to make sure Walter was not coming

back.  He had excused himself to the bathroom the moment dinner was done.

She took this opportunity to call Nikki.  She had to tell someone!

“You should have seen it,” said Jackie triumphantly.

“What happened?” asked Nikki.  It was unusual for Jackie to call her at this  hour,  so  something  dramatic  must  have  happened.    Nikki  tried  to  brace herself for something unexpected.

“I’m not 100% sure, but I think Walter finally discovered he’s growing breasts.”

“He did?!” gasped Nikki.

Jackie  laughed.    “I  think  so.    I  came  home  from  the  store  and  he  was standing  in  the  living  room  with  a  look  of  absolute  horror  on  his  face,  like he’d  discovered  a  body.    He  was  holding  his  chest  with  one  hand  with  his arm draped across his chest like the way women hide their breasts when they don’t have a towel.  His other hand was blocking the view of his crotch.  It was like walking in on a naked girl.”

“What did he say?”

“That’s  the  hilarious  part:    he  didn’t  say  anything.    He  looked  like  he wanted  to  scream  or  burst  or  flee  the  room,  but  didn’t.    He  just  stood  there like a deer in headlights.  Dinner was done so I made him sit at the table with me  instead  and  we  talked  about  whatever,  but  you  could  just  see  his  mind was entirely on his chest.”

“Did he mention his breasts?” asked Nikki.

Jackie snickered.  “He didn’t say two coherent words in a row.  I could have  asked  if  he  wanted  to  go  to  a  mystery  island  and  be  turned  into  a  girl and  he  would  have  nodded  his  head  and  said,  ‘sure.’    He  was  completely distracted.  I could have said anything.”

“What’s he doing now?”

“He’s hiding in the bathroom like a teenage girl,” said Jackie.

“Do you think he knows?”

“Like most men, Walter is remarkably good at explaining away things he  doesn’t  want  to  be  true.    And  even  if  he  realizes  he’s  actually  growing breasts and not just getting fat, he has no way to know what’s causing it.”

 

—o—

 

Meanwhile, Walter stood in the bathroom with his shirt off staring into the  mirror.    His  breasts,  err,  “the  mounds  on  his  chest”  were  puffy.    They

were about as puffy as he’d seen them.  They’d changed shape too.  They’d gone from just piles of flab to actually starting to form little globes.  This was likely  the  result  of  them  getting  too  flabby  and  the  power  of  gravity  just pulling them into that shape, thought Walter – although, they seemed firmer than  fat.    The  nipples  seemed  larger  and  darker,  but  that  was  because  he’d bruised them –  how had he bruised both?  He would use extra cream tonight, that would help.  The areolas were larger and darker too, but that was to be expected with the increased flabbiness.  They were very tender too, but again, he’d been yanking on them foolishly.  The cream would help that too.

“Maybe that’s the problem?” he told himself.

You yanked on your breasts?  asked the tiny voice doubtfully.

“I  probably  pulled  too  hard.    It  loosened  things  up,  shook  them  up, made them tender.  Then when I stepped, I stepped really hard because I was racing to the kitchen, almost like jumping, and all of that made that strange feeling.”  He wouldn’t use the word “jiggle. ”

And what’s making you flabby?  asked the voice.

Walter bit his lip.

 

—o—

 

The next morning at work was difficult for Walter.  He was behind on his projects, he’d forgotten to turn in his report on the candidates they were looking to hire, and everything else seemed to be going wrong.  And now he had the issue of his “jiggle” to distract him further.

“Do  you  have  that  file  I  was  looking  for?”  asked  Anna.    She  was  tall and beautiful today in her sharp black suit and peep-toed spike heels.  Walter felt particularly small before her as she towered over his desk.  Even worse, she  had  not  been  kind  this  morning  over  Walter’s  increasingly  poor performance  of  late;  she  had  warned  him  he  needed  to  focus  because  she needed his full attention.

“I think it’s around here somewhere,” said Walter.  “My desk is a little messy.”

“It should be on  my desk, Walter, not yours.”

“I’m sorry.  I’ve been a little distracted today.”

“You’ve  been  distracted  for  weeks.    You’re  not  on  vacation  yet, Walter,” warned Anna for a second time today.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Send me that file,” she said.

“I will.”

“And get me your recommendations on the applicants.”  She stared at him and sighed frustratedly.  “Get it together, Walter.”

Walter nodded his head.  He needed to focus.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

Anna left and Walter turned his attention to his desk.  He found the file she  wanted  and  placed  it  in  his  outbox.    He  would  walk  it  over  to  her  in  a minute, after he wrote up his recommendations on the applicants.  He opened a  new  memo  template  on  his  computer.    He  started  writing.    As  he  did,  he realized that his breasts were still incredibly tender and he thought once again of  “the  jiggle.”    As  he  did,  his  nipples  stood  up  uncomfortably  beneath  his shirt again.

Walter unbuttoned three buttons on his dress shirt and slipped his hand inside.  He cupped the flesh over his left nipple and massaged it.  This felt so good and it calmed the nipple and it slowly went down again.  Walter gave the mound of flesh a squeeze.  That helped the tenderness.

He hoped his diet reversed this soon.

“I’m just bloated,” he told himself again.  “It will go away.”

He hoped that was true.  It was getting harder to believe it was though, but it was still the most likely answer.  What else could it be?  He began to wonder  if  the  workouts  were  part  of  the  problem.    Had  doing  the  pointless exercises somehow caused this?  He didn’t see how, but he had to admit that he didn’t feel stronger or fitter than when he started.  Maybe things had gone backwards?

“I wonder how much stronger I am?” he asked himself.

Just then, Walter heard a knock at his office door.  It opened and Kelli stuck  her  head  through  the  door  before  he  could  respond.    Even  more specifically,  she  stuck  her  head  through  before  he  could  pull  his  hand  from his chest.

“Coppin’ a feel?” she asked.

Walter instinctively yanked his hand from his chest and pulled it out of his unbuttoned shirt.  “I had an itch.”

“Of course, you did,” she said condescendingly.  Then she walked over to  Walter’s  desk  as  he  re-buttoned  his  shirt  and  she  sat  down  in  the  chair opposite  Walter.    She  wasn’t  someone  Walter  wanted  to  deal  with  at  that moment, but she would be taking over his projects while he was on vacation.

So she started asking question about those projects.  And for the next twenty

minutes, Walter answered them, even as his nipples rubbed against his rough shirt so sharply that he thought they must be sparking.

By the time she left, Walter was ready for an early lunch.

 

—o—

 

Walter had had some thought to going home and releasing some of the tension he felt, but he found himself drawn to the gym instead.  He needed to see something.  He only had a few days left before the trip and it was time to figure  out  how  little  the  workouts  had  helped.    Today,  there  would  be  no Jackie.  There would be no Karen.  Today, he was going to do a real workout finally.  Maybe he could salvage something from the time spent in the gym over the next four days, he told himself.

Walter  changed  quickly  and  headed  upstairs.    He  decided  to  skip  the bike and head straight to the machines.  That was where muscles were built, and  that  was  why  he  was  here.    He  needed  to  know  how  much  strength  he had gained.

“This better have been worth it.”

Walter sat down at the chest press machine.  Karen’s workout had done nothing to help him there.  That was for sure.  His chest was so flabby these days that it was a wonder he didn’t need a bra, he scoffed.  When he got back from the island, it was time to do it himself.

“Let’s see,” he said and he adjusted the weight.

Before he started with Karen, he usually did around 140 pounds on this machine. That wasn’t his max, but it presented a good basis for comparison, especially over a ten lift set.  He set the machine at 150 and sat down.

“Should be at least that much,” he said.

Walter pushed.

It  was  a  struggle.    His  arms  struggled.    His  chest  felt  like  it  would burst.  He kept pushing though and very, very slowly, the bar moved forward until he got his arms extended all the way.  Then he locked his arms, held the bar  in  place  for  a  moment  –  breathing  really  hard,  by  the  way  –  before starting to release it backward.  The bar came crashing back much faster than expected.  It was almost out of control actually.

“What the heck?!” exclaimed Walter.

He  sat  there  stunned  for  a  moment.    He  should  have  been  able  to  do that  for  sure.    Was  there  a  mistake?    He  rose  and  looked  at  the  front  of  the

bar.  It was indeed set at 150 pounds.  There was no mistake.  Walter bit his tongue.    This  was  bad.    He  readjusted  the  weights  downward.    Again,  he could manage it, but it proved much more difficult than expected.  There was no  way  he  could  do  a  set  of  ten  of  these  now,  even  though  he  easily  could have when he started.  Out of morbid curiosity, he lowered the weight again.

Same result.  He lowered it one more time.  Finally, the weight felt right.  It wasn’t easy, but it could be done and he could likely do a set of ten of these as he could have 140 before he started.

Walter swallowed hard:   120.

Jackie did 150 each day now.

“Maybe  there’s  something  wrong  with  a  muscle  in  my  chest?”  he offered, though he didn’t believe it.

Walter moved to another machine.  This was an arm curl machine.  He used  to  do  around  50  pounds  comfortably.    He’d  been  doing  fifteen  under Karen’s  plan.    He  set  the  weight  at  fifty,  giving  up  any  optimism  about  an increase, and gave it a shot.  He struggled even more than he did on the chest press machine.

Walter bit his lip.  “How can this be?”

Walter looked around.  He saw a woman two machines down doing 50

pounds herself.  She struggled a bit, but she was doing it.  There was another young woman doing 150 on the chest press too.  Walter had a sudden desire to  flee.    He  fought  it  back,  but  still  rose  to  his  feet  and  all  but  raced  to  the locker room to change.  As he went, he swore that he was going to let Karen have it.

“This is her fault and her stupid workout,” said Walter.  “I told her this was going to happen!”

Walter furrowed his brow as he imagined himself telling her off.  Only, as  he  did,  he  saw  Jackie  laughing  at  her  weakling  husband.    He  saw  Nikki snicker.  He even saw Anna roll her eyes and strut away from him.  An icy wave of humiliation washed over him and he suddenly knew he never wanted anyone ever to know about this.  This was a secret as bad as his desires to be feminized.  He would keep this secret forever.  What he would do instead is start hitting the gym and fix this.  He would raise his weights and keep going until  he  was  back  to  normal.    He  slipped  on  his  shirt  and  left  the  gym.    He vowed to return and start fixing this problem right after their vacation.

Chapter Thirteen: “The Fitting” 

—o—

 

Walter wasn’t big on clothing shopping and he didn’t believe he’d lost an ounce, but Jackie was right that his clothes didn’t fit anymore.  It was hard to understand, but in areas like his waist, his pants had gotten noticeably too large; he was constantly pulling them up.  But around his rear and hips, they were far too tight.  He’d almost ripped the seams the other day when he sat down too fast during a meeting.  That was bad.  Then there were his shirts.

They seemed looser around his shoulders and arms, but they had gotten very tight across his chest... his flabby chest.  Even worse, they were so tight they had begun to irritate his nipples.  So the idea of getting new clothes appealed to  him.    He  was  less  than  thrilled  about  the  place  Jackie  had  made  the appointment, however.

“Where am I going?” asked Walter.

Jackie handed him a business card.  “Here.”

Walter  glanced  at  the  card  and  raised  an  eyebrow.    “A  dressmaker’s shop?”

“Yes.  She’s very good.”

“Aren’t dressmaker’s shops for women?”

“Not necessarily.”

“She knows I’m a man, right?”

“Of course, Walter.  And if she didn’t, she would probably figure it out the moment she saw you,” said Jackie sarcastically.

Walter glanced at the card again:  “Ella Marie’s Dress Shoppe.”  That sounded  like  something  from  a  story  he  read  a  long  time  ago  about  a  long-haired boy whose mother got him a job at a dress shop and, before he knew it, the pretty young girl who worked there had him dressed up and going out on the town.  As Walter recalled it, the story had excited him a good deal.

“What am I buying?” he asked.

“Nothing  today,  unless  something  strikes  your  fancy.”    This  was  a veiled joke which made Jackie smile to herself as Ella carried only women’s clothes.  She continued, “Ella has agreed to take your measurements and then she’s going to design an island wardrobe for you.  And of course, she’s going to do something special for our vow ceremony.”

“What if I don’t like it?” asked Walter.

“I’m running this vacation, remember?”

“Yes, I am aware.  But if I’m going to be wearing these things, then I should get a say in what they are, don’t you think?  At least tell me what I’ll be wearing to the vow ceremony.”

Jackie  shook  her  head.    “Sorry,  honey.    You’re  not  allowed  to  see anything until we get to the island.”

“No tux,” said Walter firmly.

Jackie  couldn’t  stop  herself  and  she  laughed.    “As  I  promised  before, Walter.  No tux.”

“At least tell me the color of what I’ll be wearing.”

Jackie  considered  this  for  a  moment.    She  was  enjoying  keeping  the secret  of  what  was  to  come  from  Walter.    In  fact,  it  turned  her  on  to  know what he would soon become and to see him so obliviously being led into that role.  Watching him spend every day walking in heels for an hour or so was absolutely  thrilling!    Seeing  his  body  change  was  incredible.    Seeing  his attitude change was amazing.  The last thing she wanted to do now was to let something  slip  that  might  ruin  the  surprise  and  cause  him  to  revolt  before they got to the island.  On the other hand, she didn’t mind dropping hints that seemed obvious to her but were meaningless to Walter.  That made her feel powerful.

“All right, Walter.  You’ll be wearing white,” said Jackie.

“White?”    Walter  imagined  a  pair  of  calf-length  white  pants  and  an open  white  shirt  like  some  sort  of  Caribbean  pirate  from  a  romance  novel.

He liked that look.  “That sounds good.”

“It does indeed,” said Jackie, who saw something very different in her mind.

 

—o—

 

Ella  Marie’s  Dress  Shoppe  was  a  corner  store  right  out  of  a  movie.

Two plate-glass windows ran in either direction from the corner and in each stood  a  number  of  mannequins  in  various  items  of  feminine  garb.    A

“WELCOME” sign hung on the door, along with a silhouette of a woman in an old style dress with her legs ending in points rather than feet.  It felt very fifty-years ago.

When Walter opened the door, a bell jingled above his head.  An actual bell.

Walter stepped inside.

Immediately  upon  entering  the  store,  Walter  was  struck  by  the  same smell  he  knew  from  his  wife’s  closet,  his  two  older  sisters’  closets,  and  his mother’s closet.  Indeed, every feminine closet he had ever encountered had this particular smell to it.  It was a mix of the fabric smell of lace and satin, flowery  traces  of  perfume,  musty  hints  of  leather,  and  the  powdery  sweet smell  of  makeup.    Walking  into  this  store  was  like  immersing  himself  in  a woman’s closet.  It was magical.

“Can  I  help  you?”  asked  a  young  woman  in  a  black  pencil  dress  and sharp black stiletto pumps.  She had rounded glasses and wavy brunette hair.

Her nails were dark red and oval.

“Yeah, hi, I have an appointment... I think,” said Walter.

“Oh, you must be Walter.”

“Yes, that’s me.”

“Let me fetch Ms. Ella from the back.  Please feel free to have a look around,”  said  the  young  woman.    She  then  scurried  through  the  narrow passageways  formed  between  stacks  of  materials,  designs  and  finished dresses until she vanished into the back of the store.

Walter glanced around.

“This is like a fairy tale,” he told himself.

Everywhere  he  looked,  he  saw  dresses,  skirts  and  the  makings  of dresses and skirts.  The development of women in pants clearly had not yet hit this forgotten corner of the world.  What’s more, the dresses he saw were gorgeous.    These  weren’t  some  rags  thrown  together  with  a  rainbow  and unicorn  printed  on  the  front  like  you  see  at  department  stores  today,  these were  real  dresses.    There  were  silky  gowns,  velvet  and  satin  tea  dresses, dramatic cotton sheaths, feminine tulle skirts, and an entire array of women’s suits.    Each  of  these  excited  Walter  and  he  felt  an  overwhelming  desire  to wear them all.

“I  could  spend  forever  in  here,”  he  thought,  though  he  quickly squelched that thought; his manhood was hanging far too tenuously the past few days to let his brain indulge in that fantasy.

Still,  he  kept  looking  around.    In  addition  to  the  dresses,  there  were stacks  of  boxes  and  drawers  of  buttons,  clips  and  sewing  tools.    He  saw several pair of high-heeled shoes stuffed into cubby holes in a shelf, piles of threads, and bolt after bolt of fabric.  It was all so cluttered, but it also had a certain type of expert order to it.  In many ways, it reminded him of the wand

shop in  Harry Potter, only for dresses.

It also reminded him of something else.

Walter  thought  back  to  any  number  of  stories  he  had  found  online about  young  men  who  ended  up  working  at  dress  shops  or  errant  husbands whose  wives  blackmailed  them  into  coming  to  dress  shops.    He’d  always liked  those  moments,  but  they  never  felt  all  that  real  to  him  because  he’d never been in a dress shop like this before.  This was the fantasy brought to life.

“This really is like those stories!”

“Can I help you?” asked a mature voice behind him.

Realizing  he  was  running  the  silk  of  a  tea  dress  through  his  fingers, Walter dropped the material like a hot potato and turned to face the owner of the voice.  It belonged to a woman, perhaps twice as old as the young woman in black who trailed the older woman.  This woman had darker hair with hints of gray, though in a handsome way rather than an aged way; her hair was up in a tight bun with a pencil sticking through it.  She had an amazing figure –

nearly  a  perfect  hourglass  –  with  ample  breasts  and  athletic  legs  ending  in black  peep-toed  pumps.    She  wore  a  dark  gray  business  suit  and  had  a  tape measure draped around her neck and a striking pink handkerchief sticking out of a breast pocket on her suit.

A chill ran down Walter’s spine.  This woman perfectly fit the image of the women in his dirty books who would take the hapless man and whip him into shape with a rod or a paddle of some sort.  He almost jokingly wanted to offer his submission, but thought better of it.

“You’re Mr. Richards, I understand,” said the woman Walter saw as a dominatrix.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“You’re on time.  I like that.”

Walter smiled.  “Thank you.”

“We  need  to  take  various  measurements  so  we  can  finish  the  clothes your wife ordered.”

“Can I see what she picked out?” asked Walter.

The  woman  smiled  the  satisfied  smile  of  someone  who  has  spotted  a trap long before it has sprung.  “I’m afraid not.”

Walter nodded his head in defeat.  “What do I do?”

“Strip down to your underwear and stand on the pedestal over there, by the mirror.”

Walter glanced at the pedestal.  It was more of an enlarged box which stood  about  nine  inches  off  the  floor  and  was  surrounded  on  three  sides  by mirrors.  It was well hidden from prying eyes, but the idea of stripping down to his underwear before these two women was a little embarrassing.

“Could we do this without the stripping part?” asked Walter.

The  woman  smiled  coldly.    “No  need  for  modesty,  Mr.  Richards.

We’ve seen it all before.”

That  was  all  she  said,  but  it  was  enough.    It  was  a  refusal  and  a  pre-denial  of  any  future  protests.    It  was  authoritative  too,  even  without  the woman  raising  her  voice  or  turning  to  commanding  words.    It  was  the  final word.  Walter was actually impressed by the way she said this.  “I’ll bet she never  has  problems  with  employees,”  he  thought,  before  agreeing  and moving toward the pedestal.

“Danielle will get you started,” said Miss Ella.

Miss Ella then took the tape measure from around her neck and handed it to the young woman who stepped aside and let the older woman disappear down the path of silks and satins and cottons and lace to the back room of the shop.

“Should I just change here?” asked Walter.

“That will be fine.”

Walter had sort of hoped they had a changing room, though in the end there really was no difference as, either way, he would be standing before this young  lady  in  his  tight  briefs.    So  Walter  unbuttoned  his  shirt  and  started stripping  off.    Fortunately,  despite  all  the  excitement  of  this  and  all  the reminders of some of his favorite book scenes, he was not erect.  In fact, his penis  was  rarely  hard  these  days,  now  that  he  thought  about  it.    He  wasn’t sure  why,  but  that  was  good  at  the  moment  as  it  would  help  him  avoid embarrassment.    Unfortunately,  his  nipples  were  another  story.    They  were always  hard  lately  and  it  was  both  uncomfortable  and  embarrassing.    They were hard now.

With  Walter  stripped  to  just  his  briefs  –  even  his  socks  were  off  –  he climbed  up  onto  the  pedestal/platform.    The  young  woman  moved  behind him  and  stood  on  the  very  edge  of  the  platform.    She  ran  the  tape  measure along  his  arms  and  across  his  back.    She  wrapped  it  around  his  chest,  right over the line of his erect nipples.  She measured his neck.  Then she climbed down.    She  moved  around  before  Walter  and  crouched  down,  which  was quite a feat, given the tightness of her pencil dress and her tall heels.  Then

she  reached  out  to  measure  his  inseam.    As  she  did,  the  back  of  her  fingers brushed his testicles, making Walter jerk upright and triggering a fast-rising erection.  It was soft, but it was still an erection.

The  girl  recognized  her  mistake  immediately  and  gasped.    “I’m  so sorry!”

Walter  blushed  and  covered  his  erection  with  his  hands;  it  tented  out his briefs... a bit.  “It’s all right,” he said.  “Mistakes happen.”

“I’m so embarrassed,” said Danielle.

“It’s really all right.  Let’s just finish.”

The  young  woman  reluctantly  nodded  her  head  and  placed  the  tape measure  against  his  inner  thigh,  scrupulously  avoiding  every  part  of  his erection.  She averted her eyes the whole time as well.

“Good grief,” said Miss Ella suddenly as she reappeared behind Walter and  Danielle.    She  was  staring  at  Walter’s  erection  and  shaking  her  head.

“Could we try to keep things in check?”  Her tone was stern.

Walter blushed.

“It was my fault, Miss Ella,” said Danielle.

“Don’t  ever  blame  yourself  for  the  sexual  proclivities  of  any  man, Danielle.    They  all  think  with  their  lower  appendages.    Now,  hurry  up  and finish with the measurements,” said Miss Ella.  She grabbed a bolt of fabric, shook her head and started back down the narrow path into the back room.

“This  is  why  I  don’t  like  dealing  with  men,”  she  grumbled  as  she disappeared.  A moment later, Walter heard her start up some sort of sewing machine.

“Don’t let her fool you,” said Danielle.

“About what?”

“We deal with men all the time.”  Danielle finished measuring Walter’s thigh.    Her  fingers  were  warm.    She  rose  to  her  feet  and  pulled  the  tape measure across his back once more.  “A lot of men come in here.”

“Do they really?  I don’t see a lot of men’s clothes in here.”

Danielle  paused  before  speaking;  Walter  could  almost  hear  her processing her confusion.  “They’re not coming for  men’s clothes.”

“They’re not?”

Walter felt a tingle deep inside himself.  He knew what she meant.  At least,  he  knew  what  they  came  for.    Why  else  would  a  man  go  to  a  dress shop?  He wanted to ask the young woman nevertheless.  The idea that this young  woman  might  have  served  other  cross-dressers  intrigued  him.    It  felt

forbidden... naughty.  He wanted to hear her talk about it.

“What are they coming for then?” he asked cautiously.

“Dresses mainly.”

Walter played dumb.  “Dresses?!  For their wives?”

Danielle  snickered.    “No.    They  want  to  dress  like  women  and  they need someone who can make things in their size, beautiful things.  Ms. Ella is an amazing seamstress.  She can make anything for anyone.”

“But she doesn’t seem to like working for men.”

“That’s an act.  She likes to appear crotchety.  She thinks it gives her

‘the  right  air’.    But  her  favorite  clients  are  men.    She  says  they’re  more appreciative of her work than women are.”

“I see.”

Danielle  recorded  Walter’s  sizes  before  lowering  herself  to  the  floor once more.

“So, uh,” said Walter to continue the conversation, as he felt his penis twitch, “have you ever fitted a man for a dress?”

“Of course,” said Danielle.

Her words exhilarated Walter.  He savored that feeling.  This was like being  in  one  of  his  secret  books.    Indeed,  he  was  imagining  himself  as  the hapless  young  man  now,  sent  by  his  evil  stepmother,  intent  on  stealing  his inheritance, to get him fitted to make him disappear as a girl.

“I’m finished,” said Danielle suddenly.

Walter’s shoulders slumped.  He had hoped this would continue a good deal longer, even as he knew it had to end.  “That’s too bad,” he told himself, but he said to her, “Oh, ok.  I’ll get dressed.”

“Wait,” said Danielle.

“What?”

“Could I ask something?”

“Sure.”

Danielle smiled.  “We started working already and I have something I need you to try on.”

“Me?”

Danielle nodded her head.  “Yes.  While I do have your measurements, this  isn’t  the  kind  of  thing  you  can  do  best  just  from  measurements.    You really need a live model to pin it all correctly and make sure it fits perfectly.”

“I see,” said Walter, who didn’t see at all.

“Would you be willing to give me a few more minutes and try it on so I

can pin it correctly?  It will only take a couple minutes, and it really would help to make sure it fits just right.”

“This must be something Jackie ordered,” thought Walter.  He smiled to  himself  that  he  was  going  to  get  a  peek  at  something  Jackie  had  ordered despite her best efforts to keep it secret.  “Sure.”

Danielle smiled broadly.  “Great, thank you!  I’ll be right back!”

With  that,  the  young  woman  disappeared  into  the  back.    Walter watched her expertly maneuver the narrow pathway in her tall heels and her super tight skirt.  He was so envious of her tight dress and feminine legs, but again, he told himself not to let his imagination go down that road.

A  moment  later,  the  girl  reappeared  carrying  two  boxes.    “This  won’t take long,” she said.

Walter shrugged his shoulders.  “I’m in no hurry.”

“I really appreciate this,” said Danielle and she placed a shoebox at his feet.    The  box  looked  strange  to  Walter.    It  was  almost  square  rather  than rectangular.    Before  he  could  work  through  what  this  meant,  however,  the young  woman  pulled  something  heavy  and  white  and  silky  from  the  other box.    It  was   bright   white  whatever  it  was.    Walter’s  eyes  scanned  the enormous  dollop  of  cloth  to  determine  its  shape,  but  he  could  tell  nothing.

He was very curious what this could be.  It looked far too large to be pants or a  shirt  and  it  didn’t  seem  to  have  a  distinct  shape,  at  least  not  one  he recognized.  So what had Jackie ordered?

“What is that?” asked Walter.

Danielle didn’t answer, however.  She had already climbed up behind him  with  pins  in  her  mouth  and  was  busy  slipping  the  item  over  his  head.

Walter had no choice but to stick out his arms, searching for the arm holes in whatever  it  was.    He  found  them  and  wiggled  his  arms  through  them  as Danielle pulled the thing, which had to be some sort of shirt, down his chest.

It was heavy.

It was tight too.

And it didn’t stop at his waist either.  It was way too large for a shirt.

Indeed, the young woman kept pulling and pulling until it crashed down on to the tops of his bare feet.  He’d never worn anything like this before.  Was it a robe?  He turned his head and glanced into the mirror, curious what this could be.  He was wearing a dress!  A wedding dress!! 
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Walter’s jaw dropped.  Terror shot through him.

“A dress?!  You never said it was a dress!” gasped Walter.

He was panicked.

His  face  went  white  as  a  sheet.    His  mind  couldn’t  even  connect  how this had happened.  He’d assumed it was a man’s suit.  She did say it was  for him, right?  He had heard that correctly, right?  She never said it was a dress!

Even  when  he  saw  the  bright  white  color,  he  thought  it  was  some  sort  of summer suit or something.  The pirate thing.  Not— not a dress!!

“Why am I wearing a dress?!” he squeaked.

The young woman raised an eyebrow.  “I don’t understand.”

Walter’s eyes bulged.  “You don’t understand?!  This is a dress! ”

“Right.”

“And I’m a man!”

“Right.”

“You don’t see the problem with that?” demanded Walter.  “Why am I wearing a dress?!”

Danielle  picked  up  the  box  from  which  she  had  pulled  the  dress  and dug  through  it  until  she  found  a  yellow  receipt.    She  examined  it.    “You ordered a white wedding dress,” she said after reviewing the receipt.

Walter’s  body  trembled  uncontrollably.    Despite  his  fantasy  only moments  ago  about  wanting  to  wear  a  dress,  the  reality  of  this  had  instead triggered all of his insecurities.  Here he was, a man, and this young woman, this   beautiful  young  woman,  had  emasculatingly  put  him  in  a  dress!    Even worse, she was now suggesting that he had actually ordered this dress!  What must she think of him?!

“I most certainly did not!” he howled.

“But that’s what it says here—”

Walter laughed nervously.  “Why would  I order a dress?  I’m not—  I’m not like that.”

“What’s  the  problem?”  demanded  Miss  Ella,  who  had  returned  from the back room when she heard Walter’s raised voice.  She looked surprised to see Walter in the dress, but not as shocked as one might expect.

“Your assistant put me into a dress,” snapped Walter indignantly.

Danielle  held  up  the  yellow  receipt  for  Miss  Ella  to  see.    “But  that’s what  his  wife  ordered:    one  wedding  dress.    White  with  mermaid  tail  and lattice  back.”    From  the  shoe  box  she  now  pulled  a  gorgeous  pair  of  white

Christian  Louboutin  half-d’Orsay  pumps  with  a  sprig  of  pearls  over  the vamp,  which  explained  the  odd  shape  of  the  box:    they  were  high  heels.

“These  go  with  it.    There’s  honeymoon  lingerie  that  completes  the  set  as well.”

Miss Ella snatched the receipt from her assistant’s hand.  Without even reading  it,  she  said,  “You’ve  made  a  terrible  mistake,  Danielle  dear.    This dress is not for Mr. Richards.”

“But the receipt—”

“You’ve read it wrong. ”

Danielle bit her lip.

Miss Ella turned to Walter.  “I apologize, Mr. Richards.  My assistant was confused and mistook you for another customer.  I am truly sorry for any embarrassment  or  inconvenience  this  has  caused  you.    Please,  allow  me  to take 10% off your wife’s order when it’s complete as a demonstration of our sincerest apologies.”

Walter  raised  an  eyebrow.    That  seemed  exceedingly  fair...  and  then some.  Mistakes happen and he hadn’t intended to ask for a discount.  All he wanted was to get out of the dress without anyone thinking he wanted to wear it.  The peace offering of a discount was really unnecessary and unexpected.

“It’s  no  big  deal,  really,”  said  Walter.    “Mistakes  happen.    I’m  sure your assistant meant no harm by it.”

“Certainly,” said Miss Ella.  She turned to Danielle.  “Please help Mr.

Richards  to  remove  the  dress.    Then  let  him  change  back  into  his  own clothes.  We’ve wasted enough of his time.”

Danielle’s eyes displayed a hint of frustration, but she politely agreed.

“Once again, I apologize sincerely,” said Miss Ella.

“Please, don’t mention it,” said Walter.

Miss  Ella  then  retreated  to  the  back  room  once  more.    With  her  gone and Danielle arranging the box to return the heavy dress to it, Walter took the opportunity to take a look at the dress in the mirror; now that the danger was over  and  no  one  thought  he  wanted  to  wear  a  dress,  he  was  actually  quite curious how it looked.  It was gorgeous.  It was bright white and gave him a near  hourglass  shape.    It  had  a  mermaid  tale  which  enhanced  his  faux feminine shape even more.  Apart from his face, no one would ever think he was a man inside this dress.

“Whoever  the  guy  is  whose  wife  ordered  this  is  going  to  be  really happy about it,” laughed Walter to himself.

Danielle  moved  around  behind  Walter  and  unbuttoned  the  hidden buttons  to  loosen  the  lattice  work  back  so  she  could  pull  the  dress  up  over Walter’s head.  “I am sorry.  I hope I didn’t embarrass you,” she said.

“Not at all,” said Walter.

“It’s a pity this isn’t for you.  It is a very beautiful dress.”

Walter couldn’t bring himself to respond, but he did agree with her: it was  a  genuine  pity.    The  dress  was  satiny  smooth,  but  soft  like  cotton.    It might have been silk.  It had a heart-shaped collar which made him appear to have  ample  breasts.    The  curve  line  made  his  rear  stick  out  femininely.

Interestingly,  this  dress  fit  better  around  his  rear  at  the  moment  than  any  of his pants.  The lattice work back, which he could see in the reverse angle of the third mirror, had a sense of lingerie to it.  All told, this dress was, without a doubt, a gorgeous dress.  If he was a woman, this was the dress he would want to wear.

But  he  could  never  say  that  this  woman.    No  one  could  know  his thoughts on that.

“I’ll have you out of it in a moment,” said Danielle.

Walter  nodded  his  head,  though  he  was  in  no  rush.    He  was  enjoying catching the glimpses of himself dressed like this.  He’d worn dresses before, but  never  anything  this  incredible  or  even  anything  that  fit  him  so  well.

Usually, the dresses belonged to a sister or girlfriend or Jackie and were too small for him.  It was like wearing suggestions of dresses rather than dresses.

This was the first dress that actually fit him like a real dress should.

“Maybe I should buy it,” he thought jokingly to himself.

But again, he would never do that.  And even if he did, where would he hide it?  Again, he realized he was letting the secret part of him run wild and it needed to stop.  He took a deep breath and suppressed these thoughts.

“I don’t wear dresses,” he told himself sharply.

“All right, hold still,” said Danielle.

The  young  woman  grabbed  the  lowest  part  of  the  dress  and  carefully pulled it up over Walter’s head, dragging the rest of the dress with it.  When she  stepped  away  with  it,  Walter  found  himself  standing  naked  on  the platform except for his briefs with his soft erection raising his briefs and his stiff  nipples  feeling  prickly  in  the  cold  air.    He  instinctively  covered  his erection  and  his  breasts  with  his  hands  and  stepped  off  the  pedestal.    He grabbed  his  pants  and  quickly  hid  the  evidence.    Then  he  slipped  his  shirt over  his  hard  nipples.    He  thanked  the  woman  and  he  left  as  quickly  as  he

could.  As he did, he told himself he would not tell Jackie about the mix-up at the dress shop.  His wife never needed to know he had worn a wedding dress, even for so brief a period.

As Walter drove himself home, Miss Ella explained to her assistant that the orders with the yellow receipts are marked as confidential and may only be discussed or shown to the actual purchaser.  In this case, that would have been Jackie Richards... not Walter Richards.

“So  he  doesn’t  know  his  wife  had  the  wedding  dress  made  for  him?”

asked Danielle.

“No, dear,” replied Miss Ella.  “He does not.”

Today was Saturday.  Monday, he and Jackie were off to the island.

Chapter Fourteen: “Welcome To The Island” 
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From a thousand feet up, the island looked like an emerald green oasis against a shining blue sea.  The water was as crystal and the beaches were as silk.    The  plane  started  its  descent.    Walter  could  barely  contain  his excitement  as  the  jumbo  jet  made  its  way  between  twin  mountains  which jutted  out  of  the  sea  like  giant  guardians  of  paradise  and  the  pleasure  to come.  Walter couldn’t imagine a more magical way for this island adventure to begin.

The  flight  had  been  good  too.    Not  only  were  the  flight  attendants pretty  and  attentive,  but  the  flight  was  smooth  and  the  seats  Jackie  booked were surprisingly comfortable – Nikki sat on the other side of the aisle.  He’d also  had  a  form  of  entertainment,  though  not  without  some  feelings  of  guilt attached.    A  few  rows  in  front  of  him  two  women  sitting  across  from  each other  hung  their  shapely  calves  and  feet  out  into  the  aisles  as  they  talked.

They  kept  popping  their  high  heels  on  and  off  their  feet  and  letting  them dangle tantalizingly from their toes for the entire flight.  Walter enjoyed the show.

The pilot announced that they were landing.

Walter took one last glance at the women’s feet before they withdrew them  from  the  aisle  in  preparation  for  landing.    He  returned  his  attention  to the  window  just  as  the  plane  sank  down  into  a  lush  green  valley.    Banana trees covered the hillside.

“I love the tropics,” he said.

Jackie nodded.

A  moment  later,  the  plane  touched  down  flawlessly  and  taxied  to  the airport.    The  tiny  airport  stood  only  one  story  high.    There  were  no  gates either, only a ramp of metal stairs that was pushed to the plane’s door.  They would climb down to the tarmac and then walk to the immigration line.

“We’re finally here,” said Walter.

Jackie  smiled  slyly.    “Yes,  finally.”    Something  about  her  tone  struck Walter as odd.  He ignored it though.  He was too excited to judge his wife’s reaction.    He’d  always  loved  vacations  and  this  one  seemed  particularly special because of all the work he put in to get here.  He had earned this little respite.

“I can’t wait to get to the room and relax,” said Walter.

Jackie smiled again.  Her smile was coy, somehow... knowing.

Walter raised an eyebrow.  That was the smile his wife gave when she knew  something  he  didn’t  and  he  was  about  to  make  a  fool  of  himself.

“What?” he asked cautiously.

“Nothing.”

“Then why are you smiling like that?”

“Smiling like what?”

“Like you know something.”

“Am I?”

Walter’s  next  question  was  interrupted  by  the  Captain  speaking  over the  intercom.    He  gave  his  welcome  and  some  instructions  and  then  turned things  over  to  the  flight  attendants.    A  few  minutes  later,  the  passengers started disembarking.  Walter and Jackie and Nikki took their brown leather purses, as Walter called them, and followed the crowd down the stairs to the tarmac  and  then  off  to  the  terminal,  which  was  about  the  size  of  a  grocery store and open to the air on one end.

As  they  crossed  the  asphalt  tarmac,  Walter  noticed  a  number  of  well-dressed  women  among  those  who  had  gotten  off  the  plane:    designer  heels, designer  dresses,  perfect  makeup  and  perfect  hair.    One  woman  in  front  of him wore tall white strappy mules and a pink sundress which danced around her  tan  calves.    She  had  an  amazing  figure  and  the  contrast  between  her bright  white  shoes  and  her  bright  pink  dress  and  her  well-tanned  flesh  was striking.

“It’s interesting that so many people are so well-dressed,” said Walter.

“Why does that surprise you?” asked Jackie, who also wore a light-blue tailored  dress  and  expensive  heels.    Nikki  too  was  well-dressed  in  a  white pantsuit  and  high-heeled  sandals;  Walter  thought  she  was  admittedly  pretty even if she was Nikki.

“Because  it’s  an  island.    People  come  here  to  relax.    Usually,  they’re more casual.  Think about how they dressed in Jamaica.”

“And you disapprove?”

“No,  not  at  all,”  said  Walter.    He  glanced  at  another  perfectly-shaped woman  in  a  tight  tan  dress  ahead  of  them  and  told  himself  he  would  never object to such a sight.  “I’m just surprised.  I figured shorts and sandals.”

“It is a very nice resort.”

“Apparently.”

“So you dress up,” said Jackie.

“I guess so.”

They walked along further.  This time, Walter’s attention was drawn to a woman in a floral dress.  Her heart-shaped rear jiggled with each strike of her  wedge  heels  against  the  asphalt.    The  dress  had  caught  his  eye  because Walter had seen one like it in a catalog and jealously wished he could wear it.    In  fact,  the  day  he  saw  it  in  the  catalog,  he’d  actually  dreamed  that  he wore it.  Now he saw it here in person and that made him blush.  He glanced pensively at Jackie to make sure she hadn’t noticed his reaction.  She hadn’t.

They kept walking.

Walter followed the crowd into the terminal, where he saw the lines for immigration.    There  was  one  line  for  locals,  two  lines  for  tourists  and  a separate smaller line for their resort.  Clearly, the resort held some sway on the island.  Walter saw that as a good sign, and indeed, it helped; they zipped right through the line as others from the plane found themselves stuck for up to an hour in the other lines.  They didn’t even need to open their purses and their luggage somehow went ahead of them, unsearched, while others needed to claim theirs and open it for inspection.

“That was easy,” said Walter.

Jackie tapped the brown purse she got from the resort.  “As promised.”

“Very much,” agreed Nikki.

Walter reluctantly nodded his head, conceding the point; though he still didn’t like the idea of carrying a purse, even if they pretended it was a carry-on.  At least here, everyone carried them.  He felt stupid in Miami where he was the only man carrying a purse in the airport.

The three of them continued through the airport another twenty or thirty yards until they saw a departure lounge on the left and an arrival lounge for the resort on the right.  The arrival lounge was full of well-dressed couples.

What  really  caught  his  eye,  though,  was  the  contrast  with  the  departure lounge.  The departure lounge was full of well-dressed women with very few men in sight.  Each woman wore a dress or sharp-looking pantsuit.  All wore high heels.  All had clearly spent time on their hair and makeup and picking their  accessories.    It  was  like  his  fantasy  harem.    It  struck  him  as  strange though.  What explained this exodus of feminine beauty from the island, he wondered, and why were there almost no men?

“Look at that,” said Walter.

“What?” asked Jackie.

“There are so many women leaving, but few men.  But in the arrivals, it’s about 50/50.  Strange.”

Jackie shrugged her shoulders.  “I’m sure there’s an explanation.”

“Like what?”

“Maybe a lipstick lesbian convention at one of the resorts?” suggested Jackie.

Walter considered this.  What his wife said could well be the case.  It would  explain  it  nicely,  actually.    It  would  have  been  exciting  to  see  too, thought  Walter.    He  imagined  some  of  these  women  tottering  around  the pool,  lying  together  in  hammocks,  strolling  hand  in  hand  on  the  beach,  and kissing.    That  thought  made  him  warm  all  over.    His  former  curiosity  was forgotten.

Jackie pointed to the arrivals lounge.  She smiled at Nikki and took her hands in her own.  “Are you ready for this?” she asked.

Nikki smiled back.  “Are you?”

Walter rolled his eyes.  “Women,” he scoffed.  “You sound like you’re about to skydive out of a plane or shoot yourselves into space on a rocket, not go on vacation.  It’s just a vacation, ladies.”

“If you say so, dear,” said Jackie.

“I do.”

“I’m really going to miss your wit, Walter,” said Nikki sarcastically.

Walter  had  no  idea  what  she  meant,  so  he  shook  his  head  and  in  the same  sarcastic  tone  declared,  “I’m  really  glad  you’re  with  us,  Nikki.    Real glad.”  Then he announced:  “I’m going to the lounge.  It looks like they’re about to serve drinks and I want one.”  He walked into the lounge.

“I  so  cannot  wait  for  his  training  to  begin,”  said  Nikki,  flush  with agitation.

Jackie patted her soothingly on the back.

 

—o—

 

Jackie  and  Nikki  followed  Walter  into  the  arrival  lounge.    As  they entered,  two  women  in  lime-green  pencil  skirts,  fuchsia  blouses,  tailored white vests, and tall, strappy, black and white high-heeled sandals welcomed them.    What  they  wore  was  obviously  the  uniform  of  the  resort,  but  it  was highly  attractive  on  each.    These  women  identified  themselves  as  Elizabeth and Cassie, and they were stunningly gorgeous.

There were four other women dressed identically spread throughout the room.    Accompanying  them  was  a  muscular  man  in  a  tailored  white  suit, complete with white vest, lime-green shirt, and black shoes, and a woman in a white skirt wearing black pumps.  She too wore a white vest and a fuchsia blouse.  Her skirt hung to just below her knees and was snug, but not nearly as tight as the pencil skirts.

“Those  are  such  pretty  uniforms,  don’t  you  think?”  asked  Jackie, pointing to Cassie and Elizabeth.

Walter  glanced  the  women  up  and  down.    They  were  incredibly beautiful  and  their  uniforms  registered  somewhere  between  super  cute  and very  hot;  they  radiated  desire.    He  said  nothing  though  because  it  always embarrassed  him  when  Jackie  asked  his  opinion  on  women’s  clothes, especially  in  front  of  other  people.    Men  weren’t  supposed  to  notice  those things and he always feared he would give himself away if he started because of his enthusiasm for women’s clothes or his level of knowledge.  It was best to play dumb and not take the chance.

“I, uh, hadn’t noticed.”

“How  could  you  not  notice?”  asked  Nikki  in  a  somewhat  accusatory tone.    “She’s  standing  right  in  front  of  you.”    She  laughed.    “And  that   is  a gorgeous skirt.  Even you would look cute in it, Walter.”

Walter glared at her.  “Ha ha.”

This  made  Jackie  laugh.    “She’s  right,  darling.    You  would  look   very cute.”

Walter now glared at his wife.  “Never,” he said.

“Oh, it’s coming, dear,” thought Jackie.

Walter sat down in an empty chair directly across from a woman in a white tube dress and tall silver mules with a single strap over the toes which must have been so hard to keep on her feet when she walked.  Her breasts all but  spilled  out  of  the  dress,  an  exciting  sight  to  say  the  least,  and  her  legs took on a perfect shape when she crossed them.  The flirty red of her toenails contrasted  nicely  with  her  tanned  skin.    She  oozed  sex  appeal.    She  also screamed trophy wife.

“Wow,” thought Walter.

A  moment  later,  Walter  noticed  her  husband.    He  almost  missed  him sitting next to her because the contrast was so stark that he didn’t see them as a potential couple.  Unlike this perfectly assembled beauty, her husband wore wheat-colored slacks, brown sandals, a flower-print shirt, and a wheat jacket.

It  looked  a  little  like  Miami  Vice  from  the  1980s  meets...  well,  something.

Something  about  the  whole  image  seemed  off  to  Walter.    Sonny  Crockett always  had  a  five-o’clock  shadow,  this  guy’s  face  was  ultra  smooth,  so smooth  it  was  noticeable  for  its  lack  of  hair.    It  was  more  like  a  woman’s face.    And  while  Crockett  did  wear  sandals  from  time  to  time,  his  toenails never  gave  off  the  telltale  shine  of  a  pedicure.    Not  to  mention,  the  guy hugged his carry-on, aka purse, insecurely.

“How  did  he  end  up  with  her?”  wondered  Walter,  glancing  at  the gorgeous woman again.

The  woman  was  so  sensual,  so  feminine,  so  vivacious  and  sexy.    The man seemed meek and small.  He kept fidgeting too like he was nervous until his wife actually put her hand on his lap to stop him.  That one motion told Walter who wore the pants in that family... trophy wife or not.

“I’m glad we hired that trainer,” said Nikki, who sat on the other side of Jackie.

“Karen?” asked Jackie.

“Yes.”

Jackie  crossed  her  toned  legs  and  subconsciously  ran  her  hand  along her taut thigh.  “It certainly helped.”

“Look at all these people,” added Nikki.  “They’re all in great shape.”

Walter looked around the room.  Nikki was right.  Most of the women in the room looked fantastic.  They were all either shapely athletic or curvy-but-firm,  with  only  one  or  two  exceptions.    They  were  all  well-dressed  too, each with a hint of seduction or sexy.  What Walter had noticed on the tarmac about  so  many  women  wearing  designer  dresses  and  skirts  and  sexy  heels seemed even more true in the lounge.

Most  of  the  men  looked  good  too.    Quite  a  few  were  muscular,  most were  handsome  and,  as  a  rule,  they  were  as  well-dressed  as  their  wives though  with  a  hint  of  casual,  such  as  open  collars  and  loose  flowing  shirts.

That  said,  a  couple  of  the  men  definitely  did  not  fit  the  theme.    The  man across  from  Walter  was  one  of  them.    This  group  wasn’t  overtly  feminine, per se, but they struck Walter as “meek.”  They seemed softer and almost shy somehow.  He noticed a few odd things about them here and there too.  He noticed  that  several  had  manicures  or  pedicures,  for  example.    All  wore sandals.    Some  of  these  could  even  have  been  women’s  sandals,  at  least  to Walter’s  cross-dressing-influenced  eye.    These  men  had  softer  faces  and fewer  muscles  than  the  other  men  too.    Walter  didn’t  necessarily  notice  all

these traits at once exactly, but his subconscious sensed them and gave him an uneasy feeling about this group of men.

He was glad he didn’t fit in that group.

“There’s no hiding in a bikini,” said Jackie.

Nikki chuckled.  “No, there isn’t.”

At  this  comment,  Walter  insecurely  crossed  his  arms  to  cover  his flabby chest.  Despite several months of working out, Walter’s body seemed to be in worse shape than when he started.  His muscles were weaker, his rear and hips rounder, and his chest... well, his chest was a mess.  There was no chance  he  was  going  topless  at  the  pool  or  on  the  beach.    He  was  going  to plead sunburn and wear a t-shirt.

On  the  other  hand,  Jackie  and  Nikki  looked  great.    Both  had  gained muscle  tone  and  lost  some  weight.    They  looked  fantastic  and  he  couldn’t wait to see them in bikinis.  He just wasn’t going to join them in showing that much skin.

“They’re Valtino,” said the woman across from Walter suddenly.  Her tone  was  annoyed.    It  took  Walter  a  moment  to  realize  she  was  speaking  to him.

“Me?” asked Walter.

“My shoes.  You were staring at them.  They’re Valtino.”

Walter’s face instantly burned red with shame.  Without realizing it, he had apparently been staring at this woman’s feet as he was contemplating the outcome of his workouts.  He felt like a fool... or worse.

“Oh.  I’m sorry.  I— I wasn’t staring.”

“Walter, stop staring at the woman’s shoes,” said Jackie with a snicker.

“Yeah, Walter,” added Nikki to pile on.

“I wasn’t,” insisted Walter feebly.

Before  Jackie  could  respond,  a  young  woman  in  the  same  uniform  as Elizabeth and Cassie appeared before them.  It was such an exciting uniform.

The pencil skirt was so tight it made Walter think of being bound.  The vest was  professional  yet  sexy,  and  it  was  designed  to  frame  the  breasts  rather than  hold  them  in  place.    And  the  tall  heels  completed  the  bondage-like image.  She carried a tray of champagne glasses.

“Champagne, ma’am?” she asked Jackie.

“Yes, please,” said Jackie.

The  young  woman  put  her  feet  together  and  bent  over  at  the  waist, holding  the  tray  in  front  of  her  and  giving  Jackie  the  perfect  view  of  her

cleavage  just  peeking  out  the  top  of  her  vest  in  the  process.    This  was  the most  sexy,  submissive  pose  Walter  could  imagine  and  he  had  no  doubt  this came from company training rather than personal choice, even as the woman smiled brightly.

“Thank you, dear,” said Jackie.

The  woman  then  straightened  again  before,  amazingly,  curtseying  to Jackie with the tray still in her hand  and while wearing a pencil skirt!  Walter had never seen a curtsey in real life, though he’d read about them in his dirty books;  he  found  it  very  erotic.    He  was  even  more  impressed  that  she managed to do it in that tight skirt!

“Sir?” she asked Walter.

“Uh  yeah,  please,”  said  Walter  and  she  bent  over  for  him  to  take  the glass.  As she did, he got the same perfect view of her cleavage.  This turned Walter on something fierce.  And as he took the glass from her tray, he felt a wet spot forming on his briefs – in the past two days, his manhood started to get hard more often again and it became harder once more.  He wasn’t sure why the change, but he was happy about it.

“I love your uniform,” said Jackie to the young woman.

“Thank you, Ma’am.”

“It’s so feminine.”

The young woman blushed at the compliment.  “Thank you, Ma’am.”

As  the  woman  moved  on  to  finish  handing  out  champagne  glasses  to other  guests,  Walter  looked  around  the  room  and  saw  several  other  young women  dressed  the  same  also  handing  out  champagne.    A  couple  had  even finished their assignment and were mingling with guests.

“This is how you do it right,” said Walter.

“What’s that, dear?” asked Jackie.

“I said, this is how you do it right.”

Jackie sipped her champagne.  “How so?”

“You bring in  your guests to  a special lounge,  a beautifully decorated lounge  at  that.    And  you  greet  them  with  champagne  to  set  the  mood.”    As Walter said this, he watched one of the uniformed women flirt with two men.

“Don’t  you  mean,  ‘you  have  a  pretty  young  thing  greet  them  with champagne’?” asked Nikki with an eye roll.

Walter chuckled.  “You said it, not me.”

“They are pretty, aren’t they?” asked Jackie.

“Who?” asked Walter coyly.

“The girls in the uniforms, Walter.”

This  wasn’t  the  kind  of  question  husbands  were  supposed  to  answer because answering it could only lead to bad things.  So Walter shrugged his shoulders instead.

“Coward,” laughed Nikki.

“It’s all right, Walter.  You can notice,” said Jackie.

Walter raised an eyebrow.

“Honestly,  Walter.    We’re  on  vacation.    It’s  time  to  relax  and  enjoy ourselves.”

“Relax  yes.    But  noticing  other  women...  I  know  better  than  that!”

laughed Walter.

Jackie  shrugged  her  shoulders.    “It  would  be  foolish  to  pretend  she’s not pretty when she so clearly is.  In fact, I’d say she’s really quite stunning.

I’ll tell you what, Walter.  While we’re on vacation, I give you permission to notice  other  women  and  I  can  notice  other  men,”  she  said,  before  adding drolly, “Or you can notice other men too if you prefer.”

Walter pursed his lips.  “I do not prefer.”

“Suit yourself,” said Jackie and she sipped more of her champagne.

Walter glanced over at the young woman as she curtseyed once more, having  given  out  her  last  glass  of  champagne.    She  now  began  collecting empty  glasses  from  guests.    As  she  did,  she  repeated  the  same  motions  of bending  over  and  curtseying.    By  this  time,  however,  several  of  the  guests seemed to be getting more flirtatious and several actually placed their hands on her.  Interestingly, more women did this than men.  Equally interestingly, the  young  woman  didn’t  seem  to  mind.    Something  about  this  made  Walter very, very horny.

“I propose a toast,” said Jackie.

“To what?” asked Walter.

“To a special vacation.”

Jackie,  Nikki  and  Walter  tapped  their  glasses  together  and  drank.

Walter  drained  his.    The  girls  sipped  theirs.    The  champagne  had  quite  the punch.  Only seconds after drinking it down, Walter felt warm and loose all over.    Walter  returned  his  attention  to  the  young  woman.    He  couldn’t  stop thinking about how attractive her tight skirt was and how vulnerable it made her.  She couldn’t flee if she wanted to.  He really wanted to touch her skirt...

hmmm, to wear her skirt.

“Did I think ‘wear’?” he asked himself.  “I meant ‘touch’.”

Walter  shook  his  head  slowly.    He  felt  oddly  dizzy.    Relaxed,  but dizzy.  It was like he was tipsy, only without feeling drunk.  He felt warm and comfortable and wanted to sleep.  The drink must have been stronger than he thought.  He watched the girl giggle as a man slipped his hand on his rear.

“I’d love to wear her skirt,” he said.

Did he say that out loud?

Everything in the room started to move in strange patterns.  The room began  to  spin.    He  watched  this  with  a  sense  of  detachment,  as  if  he  were watching through a window.  Then he felt Jackie’s hand slip into his lap and squeeze his erection.  She whispered into his ear.

“Your wish is granted, darling.  You’ll be wearing a skirt just like that soon.”

Walter giggled.  “I don’t want skirt wear her like.”

Jackie smiled and kissed his forehead.  “Sweet dreams, my princess.”

Then everything went black.

 

The End of Part One

Thanks for reading my book! 

 

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:

 

—o—

 

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! 

 

—o—

 

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! 
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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! 

 

—o—

 

The Femford School (Part Two)

 

Each  day  Lewis  remains  trapped  at  the  Femford  School,  he  finds  himself feminized further.  Bit by bit, his masculinity is being stripped away.  What’s more,  Vera  has  set  into  motion  a  series  of  changes  that  will  forever  alter Lewis’s  mind  and  body  to  make  him  Maria’s  submissive  pet.    Only  Maria can  save  him  now,  but  why  does  she  keep  dragging  her  feet?    Can  Lewis resist long enough to convince her to save his manhood?

 

This Part concludes the series.



For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  34,500  word,  138  page  story  includes female  domination,  forced  feminization,  cross-dressing,  pegging,  spanking, paddling, hormones, power exchange, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

 

June 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 
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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! 
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Feminized Fiancé
When  Victoria  Martin  built  ‘The  Martin  Firm’  into  one  of  the  most prestigious  firms  in  the  world,  she  expected  that  her  daughter  Sarah  would one  day  follow  in  her  high-heeled  footsteps  and  take  over  the  business.

When  she  learns  that  Sarah  is  planning  to  marry  a  young  man  Victoria considers entirely unsuitable, however, Victoria sets out to make sure Sarah will never want to marry him... by turning him into a woman.

 

This is the first of two books.

 

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! 

 

—o—

 

Feminizing Her Husband (The Complete Story – Parts 1 & 2)

 

Part  One:    How  Megan  Avoided  Pregnancy:    Megan  and  Mark  can’t agree.    Mark  wants  a  baby,  but  Megan  does  not.    When  Mark  issues  an ultimatum to his wife demanding a baby, she counters by demanding that he dress  as  a  woman  for  nine  months  before  she  will  agree  to  get  pregnant.

Naturally,  she  assumes  her  macho  husband  will  never  agree.    Imagine  her surprise when he does.  What follows is a cat and mouse game as each tries to trick the other into giving up.

 

Part  Two:  How  Megan  Got  Pregnant:    Things  are  changing  fast  now  as Mark  begins  to  ‘grow’  into  the  role  of  ‘Princess.’    But  Mark  isn’t  the  only one changing.  Megan is about to undergo a major change as well.  Will Mark get  the  baby  he  wants?    Will  Megan  let  him  escape  with  his  masculinity intact?

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  75,000  word,  244  page  story  includes female  domination,  forced  feminization,  hormones,  chastity  devices,  small penis humiliation, pegging, and so much more!

 

May 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

June 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—




Grounded in Heels
When Sam’s stepmother discovers the perfect way to keep her stepson out of trouble,  she  unknowingly  puts  him  at  the  mercy  of  his  worst  enemy...  his vengeful  stepsister  Diane.    Now  Diane  has  plans  to  make  sure  he  never escapes.    Can  Sam  find  a  way  to  save  himself  or  will  his  summer  in  heels become a lifetime sentence?

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.  This  42,000  word,  154  page  story  includes female  domination,  forced  feminization,  hormones,  spanking,  domestic discipline, and a lot more!

 

April 2013 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

Grounded In Heels (Part Two: Back To School)

 

With Sam’s stepmother  forcing Sam to  return to school  as ‘Samantha’ until she can find a way to undo the feminine changes Diane has done to his body,

Sam must learn to deal with being a young woman surrounded by the people who knew him as Sam.  Can he keep his secret?  Even worse, Sam still finds himself  under  the  absolutely  power  of  his  vengeful  stepsister  Diane,  who  is determined to humiliate him and make his time in heels permanent.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  36,000  word,  128  page  story  includes female  domination,  forced  feminization,  hormones,  tiny  penis  humiliation, spanking, and so much more!

 

December 2015 and January 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

Her High-Heeled Solution

 

John’s wife Suzie wrongly thinks she’s caught her husband having an affair.

With the help of a friend, she comes up with an ingenious way to guarantee that  John  will  never  have  another  affair:    she  locks  him  into  a  pair  of  high heels.  This simple solution goes wrong, however, as husband and wife both try  to  outwit  each  other.    Soon  events  are  spinning  out  of  control.    What’s more, standing in the middle of all of this is Crystal, Suzie’s best friend, who is having a grand time manipulating them both to make sure John gets slowly feminized.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  34,000  word,  121  page  story  includes female  domination,  forced  feminization,  spanking,  erotic  humiliation, pegging, and so much more!

 

November  2015  and  December  2015  No.  1  Best  Seller  in  Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—




The House On Femford Hill
Would  you  stay  in  a  haunted  house?    What  if  the  house  was  known  for turning men into women?  Professor Eric Meyer plans to stay.  See, Professor Meyer studies the strange, the supernatural, and the paranormal, and he can’t wait  to  investigate  the  famed  House  on  Femford  Hill,  which  is  rumored  to turn  those  who  stay  overnight  into  women.    Could  this  be  true?    Professor Meyer intends to find out.

 

Includes a surprise re-edited story from Crystal Summers!

 

For Mature Audiences Only.  Written by Crystal and Ann, this 38,500 word, page  two-story  collection  includes  female  domination,  forced  feminization, power  exchange,  gender  transformation,  partial  gender  transformation, spanking, small size humiliation, and so much more!

 

October 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—




Humiliation At The Office
For  too  long,  corporate  hotshot  Andrew  Boden  treated  the  women  of  the office  like  sex  objects.    Now  his  secretary  is  out  to  settle  the  score  as  she slowly feminizes him and traps him in an inescapable web of femininity and humiliation.    Little  by  little,  Andrew  loses  his  power,  his  freedom,  and  his masculinity, and everyone at the office is noticing.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  41,000  word,  153  page  story  includes female  domination,  forced  feminization,  cross-dressing,  power  exchange, maid  uniforms,  erotic  humiliation,  breast  growth,  hormones,  shrunken manhood, and so much more!

 

March 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

The Making of Danielle (Parts One Through Five)

 

This is my take on a very classic idea that comes up often in our genre: the idea of the young man transformed by an evil “Aunt.”  It’s also my biggest selling series!

 

Daniel  is  an  unruly  young  man  who  fights  constantly  with  his  stepmother.

To end the fighting once and for all, his stepmother sends Daniel to an Aunt he’s never met who will teach him discipline.  Imagine his surprise when he finds himself put into skirts and he is trained to become a girl.

 

For Mature Audiences Only.  This story is over 190,000 words combined and 726  pages!    It  includes  female  domination,  power  exchange,  forced feminization,  cross-dressing,  hormones,  breast  growth,  small  penis humiliation, bondage, tickling, spanking, paddling, 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  male kind by encouraging the women to feminize their males.

 

Follow the lives of several couples as they enter this brave new world of silks and satins and female domination.  And watch as the fate of the men hangs

by the well-manicured fingertips of one young woman.

 

This book is the complete story.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.    This  64,500  word,  117  page  story  includes power  exchange,  female  domination,  forced  feminization,  cross-dressing, paddling, breast growth, spanking, and so much more!

 

July  2015  and  August  2015  No.  1  Best  Seller  in  Transgender  Erotica  at Amazon! 

 

—o—

 

Short Story:  The Magic Journal

 

After macho football player Brad ruins Rachel’s date, she gets even using a magic journal which lets her change his body as she wishes. Brad is about to learn a lesson he will never forget as Rachel feminizes him bit by bit.

 

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 13,000 word, 51 page short story includes female  domination,  forced  feminization,  gender  transformation,  shrunken manhood, breast growth, spanking, erotic humiliation, and so much more.

 

—o—

 

Summer in Skirts (Part One: Becoming Summer)

 

Paul is sent to spend the summer with a crazy old acquaintance of his parents.

He’s not too happy about it either. Making matters worse, he finds a pair of twins already living there, and they have designs on him. They seem to think he should be obeying them. Naturally, he has a different view on the matter.

Before long, they teach him the meaning of petticoat punishment. Things go increasingly more wrong – or right – from there.

 

This is Part One of Two.

 

For  Mature  Audiences  Only.  This  31,500  word,  128  page  story  includes includes  female  domination,  forced  feminization,  cross-dressing,  spanking, domestic discipline, 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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