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Introduction by Ann


 


—o—


 


Dear Readers,


 


This story was first published in 2012, and several
thousand of you own it. This was also the first story I ever completed, and
it’s quite a story. This is the story of Paul and his wife Caroline. When
Paul loses his job, he finds himself stuck at home unable to find another job. 
To support the family, Caroline gets a job. With her now earning their only
income, formerly submissive Caroline starts taking charge and there’s nothing
Paul can do about it. Soon, she discovers the power feminization gives her
over Paul and Pauline is born. And then things get really bad for Paul.


 


In any event, this is a republication of the existing
book to change the cover to comply with publication rules. And whether you’ve
read this before or not, I hope you enjoy it!


 


With love,


Ann :)
















Prologue


 


I stood at attention before my wife Caroline as she
adjusted my tight red minidress. She ran her fingers over the outline of my
bra and adjusted my breasts. Then she made me turn so she could check my pantylines. 
From my wavy platinum-blond hair to my unsteady silver high-heeled sandals, I
had become exactly what she wanted.


“You look exquisitely vulnerable,” she purred.


“Yes, ma’am,” I said, and I curtseyed as I’d been
taught.


Caroline laughed. “Todd will be thrilled.”  Todd was
Caroline’s college-age nephew and Caroline had decided to send “Paula” on a
date with the unsuspecting Todd.


“May I wear my girdle, ma’am?” I asked.


Caroline smiled wickedly at me. “I haven’t decided
yet.”


I winced. Without that girdle, my penis would pop out
from beneath my short skirt at some point during the night. This was going to
be a nightmare! I felt like collapsing to the floor, but somehow I remained
standing.


Caroline saw my near-faint and laughed. “How can you
be the same man I married?” she asked with a derisive laugh.


I hung my head in shame. I hadn’t always been this
way, you know? At one point, I was quite masculine and very controlling. But
times change, and my tale stands as a warning to all arrogant men that, when
things go wrong and the shoe is on the other foot, that shoe may have a high
heel.
















Chapter 1: How It All
Began


 


The world revolved around me, Paul Jackson. As the
company’s star, the secretaries jumped when I snapped my fingers, my clients
begged for my wisdom, and my boss feared angering me. Even my wife bent to my
will and the power of my paycheck. But on June first of that fateful year,
everything changed: I was fired.


I waited two days to tell my wife Caroline. Carrie
was beautiful and handled herself well at parties, but that’s about all she
brought to the marriage. She didn’t do housework.  She didn’t cook. She
didn’t work. And she certainly didn’t offer much in the way of emotional
support. Mostly, she spent my money and looked good at my side. Of course,
that’s the way I wanted it. To me, having a trophy wife everyone else wanted
was the ultimate victory, and I didn’t want her becoming too independent. But
at the same time, our relationship was less than satisfying. And telling her
that there would be no money coming for a while would not make things better.


“You’re not going to believe this,” I said over
dinner. I poked at my chicken with my fork while I fiddled with my cell phone.


Carrie looked up from the magazine she was skimming. 
“Believe what?”


“I’ve quit my job,” I lied.


Carrie raised an eyebrow. “Why?”


“I finally had enough,” I said resolutely. “They
weren’t treating me right.”


“Do you have another job lined up at least?”


“Not yet. But I put out resumes today. I should have
a dozen interviews by the end of the week and a couple job offers a week or two
after that.” I felt very confident.


Carrie nodded her head and returned to her magazine. 
Nothing else was said about the matter.
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The following morning, I checked my mailbox. 
Nothing. Of course, it was too early to hear a response and I knew that, but I
was anxious to move on and put the humiliation of being fired behind me. When
I got a better job, I told myself, then I would rub it in my old boss’s face. Firing
me was the biggest mistake he’d ever make! But in the meantime, I could only
wait.


Two days later, I got my first response. This was
from a good firm too. I ripped open the letter, right at the mailbox,
expecting to see an invitation to call the firm and arrange an interview. It
was a rejection letter… a form letter. The following morning brought another
and then another. Soon the rejection letters began piling up in the garbage in
my private office, a room Carrie was forbidden to enter without my permission. 
Nevertheless, Carrie found them.


“What’s this?” Carrie asked coldly, holding up the
letters as she entered the living room.


“Those are mine,” I said equally coldly. “Why were
you in my office?”


“These look like rejection letters,” she said,
ignoring my question.


I rose from the couch and snatched the letters from
her hand. “It’s their problem, not mine, if they can’t spot my talent. I have
years of experience, a strong client base, and a proven record.”


Carrie folded her arms and balanced her right foot on
the heel of her slipper. “Quitting your job was stupid, Paul. What are we
going to do for money if you can’t find a new job?”


I took a deep breath. “Give it time,” I said through
gritted teeth. “These are just the preliminaries. The heavy-hitters are still
to come. Now if you’ll excuse me, I have things to do.” I walked off toward
my office.
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Another week passed and the rejection letters kept
piling up. Each letter was a blow to my ego and my confidence. I was
beginning to worry I might never find another job and this was making me
depressed and strangely passive. Carrie noticed this as well, but she did
little to cheer me up. To the contrary, she seemed to mock me with her eyes
every time I got another letter. Perhaps this was just her way, or perhaps it
was payback for all the little ways I had made her feel small over the years. 
In any event, this made me feel even weaker. Thus, when two more letters
arrived today, I stuffed the letters into my pocket to hide them as I took the
rest of the mail to the kitchen. But as I entered the kitchen, I found Carrie
stuffing envelopes.


“What are you doing?” I asked.


“I’m sending out resumes,” she said.


“Whose resumes?” I asked suspiciously.


“Mine.”


“When did we discuss you getting a job?”


“We didn’t,” she responded indifferently. “But
since you stupidly quit your job, and since you seem incapable of finding a new
one, I decided it was time for me to get a job… one of us needs to support
the family.”


Carrie’s words plunged into my ego like a dagger. Her
getting a job went directly against my view of the proper roles for husbands and
wives. Men supported women, not the other way around. Could I deal with my
wife having a job? Before I could respond, however, I suddenly realized I was
worrying about nothing. Sure, Carrie was cute, but who would really offer her
a job? I laughed. “Good luck!” I said sarcastically and I walked off.


Imagine my surprise when Carrie got an interview from
the very first resume she sent out! I angrily dismissed this as beginners
luck, but then she got another interview… and another. It seemed that
every resume she sent out resulted in an interview. I, on the other hand, got
nothing. This was crushing my ego. Still, I pretended to be happy for her
because I didn’t want her knowing how much it humiliated me that she could get
interviews when I couldn’t. Secretly, however, I was enraged.


In fact, I was so angry I even destroyed one of her
interview request letters before she could see it. Destroying the letter gave
me an immediate sense of satisfaction. I didn’t want the shame of living on my
wife’s salary, which was simply too emasculating, and destroying the letter
seemed like a way to fight back. It made me feel powerful again. But that
feeling only lasted a moment. Almost before I finished ripping it apart, I
began to feel intensely weak and wretched that I was reduced to secretly
destroying my wife’s letters. What had I become?


This incident weighed on my mind and began to affect
me. Two days after destroying the letter, I started to notice subtle changes
in our relationship. As Carrie began to exude confidence, mine retreated. And
the more hers grew, the more mine shrank, so that each new interview she got
and each new rejection letter I got, I became a little more passive, a little weaker,
a little smaller, and a little more unsure of myself. Meanwhile, Carrie was
quickly growing into her new authority. Then things got worse.
















Chapter 2: Paul Becomes
The Maid


 


Without my paycheck, we were forced to cancel the maid
service. This meant we had to do the housework ourselves. At first, we split
the tasks, but once Carrie accepted an offer and started her new job, all the
duties fell to me. I cooked, cleaned and did laundry. I ironed. I shopped
for food and cut the grass. But for some reason, this didn’t make Carrie
grateful. To the contrary, this seemed to make her look down on me even more. 
And she soon began to revel in finding fault with everything I did, no matter
how hard I had worked at it.


Carrie’s attitude bothered me, but I was at a loss for
how to respond. She was earning the income for the family after all, so I
needed to be careful about antagonizing her too much. Plus, after weeks of
increasing passivity, I didn’t seem to have it in me anymore to put up much of
a fight. So I just accepted her criticism and said little in return. And the
worse it became, the less I said.


By the third week of her employment, I definitely
noticed that she had begun to phrase things in emasculating ways whenever she
spoke to me. Rather than offer to help with some chore, she would tell me she
could advise me if I “couldn’t handle it on my own.” She also constantly
pointed out that she was the one earning all our money. These comments always
sent a sickening feeling of helplessness down my spine and made me feel physically
weak. Interestingly, at first, her words had made me angry and made me want to
strike back. But I knew I couldn’t, so I struggled to suppress my ego. This
seemed like the right decision at the time as it slowly eliminated my need to
fight back. Unfortunately, this didn’t eliminate the sting of the humiliation,
and what I didn’t realize at the time was that this reinforced my passivity. 
Even worse, my passivity made her more determined to keep pushing me.


It was in the fifth or sixth week where Carrie started
her “inspections.” These began informally. At first, she would just note any
mistakes I had made in the housework whenever she ran across them. But slowly
she formalized these inspections by actually walking the house looking for
mistakes. Soon she demanded that I accompany her. Within a few weeks, it
became a ritual where she would inspect my housework the moment she came home,
with me following her from room to room and standing before her like a child as
she criticized me. And she made it worse by always wearing her smart suits and
dress shoes for these inspections as I wore sweat pants. This made me feel
weak and helpless. But one night, I finally rebelled.


“Why am I doing all the housework?!” I demanded
after putting away the broom. I felt strangely queasy being so direct with
Carrie. In the past this would have been nothing, but for over a month now I
hadn’t spoken to her in any sort of demanding tone and it felt very awkward.


“Because those are your duties,” she said without
looking up. She sat in a leather recliner looking through the mail.


I furrowed my brow. “My ‘duties’?! Who are
you tell me what my duties are?”


Carrie laughed. “Who am I? I’m the person supporting
you. I’m the breadwinner. That’s who I am, and that means I call the tune and
you dance, got it?!” She stood up and handed me two more rejection letters
which had come in the mail. She had opened them, just as I used to do to her
mail.


“But—”


“No, no ‘but,’ Paul. That’s the way it’s going to be
until you get a job.”


My mouth went dry. Once again, she had struck me
right where I was most vulnerable – she knew all my weak spots. “Look, I’m
fine doing the housework,” I said, backtracking in an effort to reopen the
discussion, “but why do we need to do these inspections? It’s humiliating.”


Carrie stopped and turned to face me. She glared down
at me – in her heels, she stood a couple inches taller than me.


I withered under her gaze.


“We do the inspections because I can’t trust you to do
your job right,” she growled. “That’s why we do the inspections and that’s why
we will keep doing the inspections every single night. And if you don’t start
shaping up, there will be consequences.”


I furrowed my brow. “What kind of consequences?”


She poked me in the chest with her rose-red nail. “Consequences.”


“Wait a minute—”


“No!” she growled and she jammed her finger in my
face. “As long as I’m the ‘man’ of the house, as you always put it, you’re
going to be the woman, and that means you’re going to do what you’re told. Do
you understand me, Paula?!”


I froze. Being called “Paula” mentally emasculated
him. It made my knees go weak and I suddenly felt strangely intimidated by my
once-submissive wife. I stood there stunned without answering.


“Do you understand me, Paula?!” she repeated
angrily.


“Yes, I understand,” I responded meekly.


She handed me a list. “I expect you to complete the
items on this list everyday.” Then she reached down behind her and removed her
shoes, one at a time. She actually handed them to me! They were still warm
and the insides were slightly damp. “You can begin by polishing those. Then
get the rest from the bedroom and polish those too,” she said, and she walked
off toward the bedroom.


I was stunned, but I shook it off and glanced at the
list. It was long and there was no way I could get it all done each day. I
chased after her down the hallway. “Wait a minute, how can I find time to
interview if I have to spend all my time dusting, cooking, and shopping?”


Without even turning around, she coldly announced: “You
haven’t gotten an interview yet. What makes you think you’ll ever get one?” 
She closed the bedroom door behind her, leaving me standing in the hallway
holding her warm pumps.
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After that, I did all the housework. I cooked,
cleaned and did laundry. I ironed. I shopped for food and cut the grass. Unfortunately,
nothing I did ever seemed to be good enough for Carrie. According to her, I
could do nothing right. No matter how hard I cleaned, she always found more
dirt. No matter how much I scrubbed, nothing was ever shiny enough. I felt
like some sort of maid working for a cruel, exacting and arbitrary mistress. 
This annoyed me so much that I even thought about divorcing her, but a lawyer
friend of mine assured me that it would take months to get a divorce, and
during those months I would have no money and nowhere to live. Also, because
the court would view my earning potential as being so much greater than hers, I
would be the one saddled with alimony payments… payments I would need to make
or face jail. I was stuck, and I just had to grin and bear it.


And as I’d predicted, this work took up so much of my
time that I literally didn’t have time to interview – not that anyone wanted to
interview me. Even when I managed to free up time by learning to do my duties
more efficiently, Carrie would always sabotage me by adding more duties to the
list. For example, “doing laundry” soon meant more than just separating colors
from whites and ramming them into the washer. Now I found myself hand-washing
her underwear and nylons. I also learned to repair rips and replace buttons. 
And of course, I had to iron. She seemed determined that I was not to have a
single free minute during my day.


Speaking of laundry, my wardrobe began to shrink day
by day as I wore out my clothes. Part of this was because the list was so long
I could barely finish. That meant, I needed to work faster than I wanted and
that made me careless, which resulted in shirts getting torn, pants getting
soiled, and everything getting stained. One day, I spilled ammonia all over my
jeans. They were ruined. They were my last pair too. When I finished my
work, I changed into some dress pants from one of my suits and went to check
our bank account balance. I wanted to see how much was available to buy a new
pair of jeans before I went to the store. To my surprise, the account was
empty! Moreover, Carrie had never deposited her paycheck. I didn’t understand
this, so I printed the account statement and went to find Carrie.


“What’s this?” I asked as I entered the bedroom.


“What’s what?” she asked. She sat on the bed,
unbuckling the high-heeled sandals she had worn to work. Her suit jacket
already lay over the chair.


“This. It’s a statement from our bank account.”


“If you already knew, then why are you asking me?” she
asked snidely.


“It’s empty. They have no record of your paycheck
being deposited into our account.”


Carrie pulled her shoe from her foot and rubbed her
toes. “Of course it’s not in our account. You used to deposit your
checks into your own account, so I decided I would deposit my check into
my account.”


“Why didn’t you consult me?” I asked.


“You never consulted me when you did it, did you?” she
asked coldly.


I was speechless. She was right that I had indeed
done this to her, but it seemed different now that the shoe was on the other
foot, it seemed “intentional” somehow, like this was meant to demean me.


Carrie unstrapped the other sandal and returned her
shoes to her closet. Then she slid her feet into her high-heeled slippers. “Is
there something else you need, Paul?”


I honestly didn’t know what to say, so I just shrugged
my shoulders.


“I’m glad that’s settled,” she said as she walked past
me, patting me on the rear as she walked by. She went to leave the bedroom,
but stopped in the doorway. “Don’t worry though,” she said sweetly, “if you
need money for something, just let me know. If I think it’s a good
idea, then I’ll let you use the money.”


My face burned red with a combination of anger and
shame. I gritted my teeth. There was no way I was going to ask my wife for
money every time I needed something. But then I realized I really had no
choice, did I?


“I need new jeans,” I blurted out before she could
leave the room.


She didn’t stop. “What happened to the jeans you
own?” she asked as she walked out the door and down the hallway toward the
kitchen.


“I ruined those today,” I said as I chased after her.


Carrie shook her head. “How careless.”


My face burned even redder. “Are you going to give me
the money or not?”


She stopped, turned to face me and placed her hands on
her hips. “Right now, I can’t afford to buy you more clothes just because
you’ve been careless. You’ll just have to wear what you have.”


My jeans were a harbinger of things to come as my
wardrobe dwindled. Several of my tee-shirts were ruined when I spilled
household cleaning chemicals on them. My shorts were torn in the yard. My
socks wore out from simple wear and tear. One day, an entire load of my
clothing was ruined when Carrie poured bleach into the laundry. She claimed
that was an accident, though she showed no remorse and she refused to buy me
clothes to replace those that had been ruined. Other clothes simply vanished
and I couldn’t figure out where they had gone. Little by little, I was running
out of clothes. Something had to be done, but Carrie and I had very different
ideas about what that was, and this would change my life forever.
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Carrie watched me sweep the floor. My shorts were
stained and had a hole in them. My tee-shirt had two tears in the back. “It’s
time we did something about your wardrobe,” she said. She wore slacks, a
blouse and open-toed sandals with a three-inch wedge heel – she liked to always
be taller than me these days.


I looked up, but didn’t immediately speak.


Carrie continued. “I will not have you running around
this house looking like a bum.”


I frowned. “I don’t see the problem wearing these
when I do my housework. It’s not like anyone sees me.”


“I see you.”


“You know what I mean.”


“Are you saying I don’t matter?” she asked with a sour
look on her face.


“No, that’s not what I mean,” I said defensively. “I
just mean that if I’m cleaning the house, then it shouldn’t matter what I
wear.”


Carrie shook her head. “No Paul, that’s
unacceptable.”


I rolled my eyes. “Fine. Can I have some money then
to buy more clothes?”


“We don’t have any to spare,” she said.


“You just got paid.”


She glared at me. “My paycheck doesn’t go far enough
to pay the electricity, the mortgage and still buy you new clothes to replace
the ones you carelessly destroy.”


I furrowed my brow. I knew she earned more than
that. Also, she had been spending much of our discretionary budget on clothing
for herself. “If you can buy clothes for yourself—”


“I need those for work,” she said flatly and walked
off toward the bedroom, leaving me standing there as she often did these days
when she wanted to end a conversation.


I took a deep breath. On the one hand, what she said
made sense. She did need to look nice for work, just as I had done. On the
other hand, I’d seen what she was buying and it included lots of designer
clothes. She could have bought me several pairs of jeans and a great many tee-shirts
for the cost of just the designer high-heeled pumps she’d bought the other
day. I followed her to the bedroom.


“I still need new clothes,” I said.


“Fine, I’ll get you clothes.”


I couldn’t believe my ears. Finally! “I want to go
with when we buy them,” I said happily.


Carrie let out a single derisive laugh. “Buy?! 
Nobody said anything about ‘buying,’ Paul. We can’t afford it.”


“But you said—?”


“I said, I would get you some clothes, Paula. 
I never said I would buy you clothes.” She had begun calling me “Paula”
whenever she was upset with me. She said it was because my whining reminded
her of teenage girl.


“But—”


She put up her hand to stop me and then walked over to
her closet. “You may not like this one bit, but I don’t care, and since no one
sees you working around the house, you’re going to start wearing my
hand-me-downs.”


“But I… but I can’t!” I gasped. It had never
occurred to me that she would make this kind of suggestion.


“Of course you can. In fact, you yourself just said,
‘if I’m cleaning the house, then it shouldn’t matter what I wear,’ did you
not?”


“Yes, but that’s not what I meant!”


She shrugged her shoulders. “What are you going to do
about it, Paula? Are you going to get your own job and buy your own
clothes? Don’t make me laugh!”


I felt myself shrink.


“You’re pathetic, Paula. You have no money and
you can’t find a job. You depend on me now… some man you turned out to
be.”


As much as I hated her words, I realized she was
right. Somehow, I’d let myself become completely dependent on her in only
three months. I had no money and no way to earn money. I didn’t even have the
confidence to strike out on my own. In the past, I never would have let this
happen nor would I have let her speak to me this way. But now, after months of
passive surrender, so much that it had become a habit, all I could say was, “I
don’t want to wear your clothes.”


“What choice do you have? You’re not running around
the house naked and you’re not wearing those torn and worn-out clothes either.” 
She put her pink fingernail through the hole in my shorts and ripped them
further. “And I’m certainly not buying you brand new clothes. You were
careless with your clothes and you need to learn a lesson about the value of
money.”


I bit my tongue and remembered saying something
similar to her once.


She continued. “So unless you want to leave the
house, then you’ll be wearing my hand-me-downs.” She paused. “But you need to
start shaving your legs. I won’t have you going around wearing my clothes with
hairy legs.”


My jaw dropped.


She folded her arms, glared at me, and waited for my
response.


I looked over Carrie’s shoulder into her closet. I
spotted some jeans and some tee-shirts. Maybe I was worrying about nothing? 
Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad after all? It’s not like I needed to wear her
most feminine clothes. And it’s not like anyone would see me, right?
















Chapter 3: The
Feminization of Paul


 


All my sulking and passivity slowly led me to doubt
myself. This was completely unlike anything I had experienced in the past and
I think it came from a sense of guilt. Since I could no longer provide for the
family, I no longer felt right giving orders or taking charge. Carrie, on the
other hand, seemed to relish stepping into the vacuum my emasculation had
left. Indeed, with each passing day, she got more aggressive about neutering
me. The first morning I wore her clothes was a great example of this.


Despite my initial hopes of finding something
masculine in her closet, there was nothing. The jeans I thought I saw turned
out to be skirts. The only shirts that fit me were tee-shirts, and those were
all pastel in color or had feminine hearts, stars, or rainbows embroidered upon
them. Carrie’s pants were too tight as well, as were all of her more unisex
shorts. That left only a handful of small shorts which fit so snuggly they
looked like hotpants.


Carrie laughed when she saw me emerge from the closet in
the tight orange pastel shorts and a sky-blue tee-shirt with a rainbow on the
chest. “It suits you,” she said with another laugh. The smug look of
superiority in her eyes mocked me, and I had never felt so powerless.


“Can’t we find something else?” I asked with a hint of
pleading in my voice.


She shook her head. “No. You ruined your clothes. 
Just be glad I’m even letting you wear this.”


I cringed.


Carrie suddenly snapped her fingers. “That reminds
me. Stay there,” she said and she left the bedroom. She returned with an
apron. “From now on, when you work around the house, you’ll wear an apron. 
There are two in the hall closet.”


She wrapped the apron around me. I didn’t even try to
fight her. What did it matter after all? I already wore panties and hot
pants; it seemed kind of pointless to resist the apron. Besides, if I ruined
the shorts, a skirt was could be next! I couldn’t let that happen.


Carrie admired her handiwork. “My, my, aren’t you
sexy!”


She moved me over to the full-length mirror. What I
saw made me sick. I don’t think Carrie could have found a more feminine apron
if she’d asked a designer to help her. This thing had lace and frills and a
flowery pattern and everything. I laughed nervously to myself. With my bare
legs sticking out below the apron, the effect was the same as me wearing a
frilly white dress. Carrie retied the apron to make it tighter. Then she adjusted
my hotpants. She slid her hand inside the shorts and furrowed her brow. She
felt around.


“You’re not wearing underwear?!”


“My underwear didn’t fit,” I said. “They hung out and
the shorts are too tight with them on.”


Carrie took a deep breath and shook her head. “There
is no way I’m letting you wear my shorts without underwear. That’s disgusting
and slutty.”


“But they don’t fit?”


“Then you’ll wear panties,” she said as she walked
over to her underwear drawer. “Those will fit.”


“Panties? But those are for women!”


“And you’re a man?” she asked with a laugh.


I cringed. Once again, she’d hit me right where I was
most vulnerable, and I had no idea how to respond. I stood there, frozen. 
Meanwhile, Carrie pulled a tiny pair of pink panties from her drawer and tossed
them to me. They were pink with a stretchy lace top.


“Put those on.”


I looked down at the panties in my hand. I absolutely
did not want to wear these, but I realized that resisting wouldn’t help. She
would win. Plus, I already looked effeminate and adding panties wouldn’t make
this any worse. I took a deep breath and pulled them up my leg. They fit over
my crotch like a V and hugged my rear tightly.


“Good, now get dressed,” she said.


I stood there for a moment and almost broke down. The
very idea of wearing Carrie’s clothes made me feel weak. It made me feel like
property, like I was her toy. And the fact she had the power to make me wear
them, while simultaneously pretending that she only “allowed” me to wear them,
made it all so much worse. It made me feel submissive, which was a feeling I
did not like one bit, but which seemed to be thrust upon me constantly of late. 
It also felt strange that my wife could have such intimate control over me,
being able to dictate the very clothes I wore, especially as she now demanded
greater privacy from me. Indeed, my office was now hers, and it was locked to
me. I was only allowed in the bedroom with her permission as well, and never
when she was naked. She’d even taken to making me sleep in the guest bedroom from
time to time.


Yet, despite all of this, or perhaps because of
all of this, I was slowing starting to accept my new position. I couldn’t fully
explain it, but the combination of literally having no choice except to submit,
along with realizing that the more I fought the worse things would become,
along with the constant pounding my ego took, was changing my personality. I
didn’t quite see it yet at the time, but my old demanding ways were gone, and
in their place was this new me, who accepted whatever was thrown at him with
little resistance.


In fact, I should point out that while I have at times
used words like “fought” and “argued” to describe our discussions, we really
didn’t fight these days. It was more a matter of Carrie getting angry and me
doing what she ordered. In a sick/funny sort of way, this is exactly the
opposite of how it used to be. Whenever we argued in the past, I merely raised
my voice and Carrie did as she was told. Of course, unlike her, I was only
acting in both of our best interests. Carrie seemed to be acting more or less
without thinking about my feelings.


These changes disturbed me, but I didn’t know what to
do about them? What really shook me, however, was that I was starting to get
turned on by being submissive to my wife. I hadn’t really admitted that to
myself at this point in my story, but I had noticed that I suddenly became
erect whenever Carrie humiliated me in some manner. I even found myself
needing to masturbate sometimes after her verbal abuses. This was truly
strange and disturbing.
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For the next few days, I roamed the house in Carrie’s
shorts and tee-shirts. On my feet I wore the only pair of tennis shoes I had
left. Beneath those I wore pink ankle socks. Beneath the shorts I wore
panties. I thought things couldn’t get much worse, but Carrie was nowhere near
finished with me.


I stood outside my former office. Carrie claimed the
office about a week ago and basically banned me from it. She even required me
to knock and ask permission before entering, just as I had made her do before. 
I hated that. In fact, at this point, nothing felt more emasculating than
that.


I gritted my teeth and knocked. Then I waited for
permission to enter. She didn’t respond, so I waited. She liked making me
wait, and I wasn’t allowed to leave until I’d knocked twice and waited at least
five minutes. I knocked again, which would start the five minute clock. I
wasn’t allowed to knock again. Still no response. Every second burned me like
a mark of shame.


“Come in,” she finally called.


I opened the door and walked inside. Carrie wore her
black dress pants, a white blouse and black open-toed high-heeled pumps. It
sent a shiver down my spine seeing her looking so professionally and me so
effeminately. It made me feel like a child coming to an adult to seek
approval.


“You wanted to speak to me?” I asked sheepishly.


“I’m selling your car,” she said matter-of-factly. 
She was leaning over the desk flipping through a large book of layouts for her
job as she said this and she didn’t bother looking up to address me.


“What?! Why?” I blurted out.


“Because we can’t afford it,” she said.


“It’s not that expensive,” I protested.


“It has a payment that is several hundred dollars a
month and the insurance alone is killing us. I won’t put any more money into
it.”


“But—”


She finally looked at me and her eyes mocked me. “If
you can make the payments, then you can keep it,” she said snidely, and she
closed the layout book and walked past me out of the office.


I followed her. “You know I can’t make the payments
now, but I can once I get a job.”


Carrie laughed. “You might as well face reality, Paula. 
You aren’t getting another job because no one wants to hire you. It was stupid
of you to quit. So why don’t you crawl back to your old boss and beg for your
job back. Maybe he needs a secretary.”


I felt sick like I’d been punched. I froze.


Carrie realized this and stopped walking. She turned
to face me. She raised an eyebrow. “Don’t like the idea of being a secretary,
is that it?”


I blushed.


“I’m sure your boss would take you back if you begged
hard enough.”


I blushed deeper.


She suddenly raised an eyebrow. “What aren’t you
telling me?”


“I didn’t quit… I was fired,” I said sheepishly,
looking at the floor.


Carrie let out a piercing laugh. Then she turned and
continued toward the kitchen.


I felt about two inches small, but I followed her. 
“I’ll get another job,” I assured her, but this only made me feel even smaller,
begging her with promises we both knew I couldn’t keep.


“I doubt it,” she said coldly.


“But—”


She stopped again and smirked at me. “Face it, Paul. 
I’m the breadwinner now and we’re both just going to have to deal with that. 
You failed as the man and now it’s my turn. Now get to your chores, Paula.”


“I don’t want to do my chores! Having chores makes me
feel like a maid.”


Carrie pursed her lips and looked me up and down. 
“You are a maid, Paula. Just be glad I don’t make you wear the
uniform.”


I felt an electric shock course through my body at the
very suggestion that Carrie would make me wear a maid’s uniform. In a flash, I
had a dozen visions of myself on my knees before Carrie in just such a
uniform. My penis exploded inside my panties. And in that moment, I suddenly
realized how much power I’d lost. I knew that if she demanded this, I would comply,
and that frightened me. How had I sunk so low? I needed to change the subject
before Carrie got any ideas.


“Can you at least tell me how much money we have
left?” I asked.


“Why do you need to know?”


“Maybe we can work something out where I get new
clothes?”


Carrie smirked at me and balanced one foot on the heel
of her shoe with her toes pointing up in the air. “I told you, I’m handling
the money from now on. You don’t need to worry your pretty little head about
it.”


“But—”


“I said, don’t worry about it. Now do your chores
before I get upset.”


With terrifying visions of myself in a maid costume, I
didn’t press the issue. I returned to my chores.
















Chapter 4: Nails And
Hair


 


A few days after our “argument” about my diminishing
clothing stock, Carrie came home with a proposition. Actually, it was more of
a statement than a proposition, but she presented it to me as an option about
which I had no choice. But first, she was upset that I hadn’t greeted her at
the door.


Carrie set down her briefcase in the hallway and went
to find me. I was in the laundry room, doing laundry. I very much looked like
a sissy as I bent down to load the washer with my pink hotpants tightly wrapped
around my rear. Carrie laughed to herself that this was the man who had controlled
her for so long. She cleared her throat, causing me to jump to attention.


“Why didn’t you greet me at the door?!” she demanded.


“I’m sorry, I didn’t hear you,” I said nervously. I
always felt intimidated when she came home from work these days. Maybe it was
the contrast of her professional suits and my humiliating sissy attire or it
was just the fear of what she might do to me now that she was home – she often
came home frustrated from work. Either way, it made me feel helpless and
somewhat scared… yes, scared. And that feeling always caused my penis to
become erect, which only made things worse for me because she got this
snickering look about her like she could look into my soul and I couldn’t stop
her when she spotted it.


She ignored my erection this time. “I’ve found a way
to get you new clothes.”


“Really?” I asked, relieved at the idea of having male
clothing again.


“But here’s the catch, you’re going to have to work
for it,” she said. Then, without a word, she turned and left the room, forcing
me to follower her. When she reached the living room, she sat down on the
couch and motioned me to sit next to her. “Right now I’m spending almost $100
a week going to the beauty salon to have my hair and nails done.” She held up
her nails, which were done in a lovely deep pink. “As I was driving home
today, I realized there’s no reason I need to spend that because I have you.”


“I don’t follow?” I asked cautiously.


“Of course you don’t, Paula, because you lack
vision. That was always your problem.”


I cringed. Carrie called me “Paula” now as a matter
of course, but I still hadn’t gotten used to it.


She continued. “Pay attention. If you learn to do my
hair and nails, then I don’t need to go to the salon anymore. Then I can use
the money I don’t spend there to buy new clothes.”


I’d never painted anyone’s nails and I wasn’t sure I
wanted to, quite frankly. “Uh, I’m not—”


“Of course, you are,” she said rising from the couch. 
She clearly didn’t intend to accept any disagreement from me.


“But I don’t know how to do your hair or nails!” I blurted
out.


She laughed at me. “Didn’t I say ‘learn’? What part
of ‘learn’ don’t you understand? Honestly Paula, were you always this dense?”


My face burned red, but I had no answer.


“Like I said, I’m going to teach you, Paula. Then you
can do my hair and nails. End of story. Now thank me for finding a way to get
you a clothing budget.”


I bit my tongue. This sounded like a further attempt
to emasculate me. After all, what man knew how to do hair or nails? This
indignity was too much and I decided to tell her off. Unfortunately, all that
came out was: “I don’t know dear, that doesn’t sound like anything a man would
do?”


“We’re not talking about a man, we’re talking about
you!” she shot back with a withering laugh.


Zap! She knew where to hit me and this was a direct
hit. With one simple comment, she crushed my pride, leaving me defenseless. 
My will to resist vanished and I collapsed into a pool of doubt. My shoulders
slumped and I visibly shrank. Suddenly, I ran from the room crying. That’s
right, crying! With all the stress on me, and the constant feeling of guilt
wearing down my will, I’d become much more emotionally sensitive these days,
and this was too much. I honestly had no control over this, it just happened.


I guess I should explain that emotionally, I was a
wreck these days. Carrie’s criticisms of my housework had begun to affect me. 
When she praised me, I felt joy. When she criticized me, it stung. I couldn’t
quite explain why this would be, but I put it down to constantly struggling
against these growing feelings of submissiveness, while simultaneously wanting
to just surrender and be done with it.


Of course, it wasn’t like I hadn’t surrendered
already. Each day I performed humiliating personal tasks for her benefit. I
cleaned her underwear and nylons by hand. Once a week I cleaned and polished
her shoe collection. I cooked, I cleaned, I did any menial thing she ordered. 
I stood by as she inspected my work and ridiculed me. And most importantly, I
needed her permission to do almost anything. She picked my clothes. She gave
me cab fare to get to the store. I needed her permission to enter certain
rooms. If this wasn’t surrender, then what was? Carrie, on the other hand,
seemed energized by my collapse, and the further I sank, the higher she rose. 
She dominated me now completely.


As I lay on my bed crying, Carrie appeared in my
doorway. “There’s no use crying about it,” she finally said. “The matter’s
settled. Honestly, you’ve become such a sissy, Paula! Now wipe your
eyes and come with me.”
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I followed Carrie down the hallway, where retrieved
her nail kit. She returned to the bedroom and sat on the edge of the bed,
crossing her leg and letting her pump dangle from her toes. I stood before her
in my pink shorts and silver tee-shirt.


“Sit down,” she said. “Let’s start with the basics. 
I’m going to show you how this is done by working on your nails.”


“My nails?”


She ignored me and took my hand. “Then you can try it
yourself. When I’m satisfied, then I’ll let you work on my nails.”


For the next hour, she trimmed, filed, buffed, and
finally painted my nails, all the while teaching me about colors and cuticles
and base coats and other things I never knew about before and never wanted to
know. As my fingers dried, she set to work on my toes. When those too became
bright red, she made me remove the polish and repeat what she had shown me.


My first attempt was horrible.


“You can do better than that,” she said.


“This is the first time I’ve done this, Carrie!” I
protested.


Carrie folded her arms. “It sounds like you’re asking
for more practice. Very well. To help you learn this quickly, you will
practice every day from now on. In the morning, you will remove your polish
from the night before. Then you will choose a new color and do your
fingernails and your toenails before you start your chores. In the late
afternoon you will remove that color and replace it with another new color. Do
you understand?”


“Yes.”


“And I don’t want you to repeat a color until you’ve
been through them all,” she said and she waved her hand over the twenty-five
bottles of polish she had in her kit. “Do you understand?”


“Yes.”


“And whatever you wear should match your nails. You
can pick through my closet as needed,” she said as if she wasn’t suggesting
anything unusual.


Strangely, I felt my penis grow at the suggestion.


“One more thing,” she said, pausing for effect. “I
want you to take a picture of each hand and each foot when they’ve dried.  You
will e-mail those to me at work. That will let me monitor you to make sure
you’ve done as I’ve commanded and it will let me make sure you continue to make
progress.”


I bit my tongue and nodded my consent.


She continued. “When I come home, I’ll check your
nails in person before I inspect the rest of your work. If you damage your
nails, you should fix them before I come home. I will not tolerate chips. Do
you understand me?”


“Yes.”


She rose from the bed and patted me on the knee. 
“This will be good experience for you. Keep practicing for the rest of the
evening.” She rose and walked to the door. But she stopped at the door. “One
more thing,” she said with a crooked grin.


I looked up.


“From now on, Paula, you will never call me
Carrie again. From now on, you will call me Caroline. Do you understand?”


“Yes.”


“Yes what?”


“Yes, Caroline.”


She smiled. “Good girl, Paula. You’re learning.”
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Incidentally, the day after I started painting my
nails, Caroline brought home a bag of hair care products. As with my nails,
she began by teaching me on my own hair, which had gotten quite long over the
past few months as she had refused to pay for a haircut. We went to the
bedroom, where she began brushing my hair.


“And since we’re starting a hair regime, I expect you
to keep your own hair in much better shape from now on.”


“It would help if I could get it cut,” I said.


“Why would you want a haircut?” she asked
rhetorically.


“I hate having long hair. It always gets in my face
when I’m working.”


Caroline laughed. “All right, Paula. If that’s a
problem for you, then there are a couple ways to keep your hair out of your
eyes. You can either get a perm or you can start wearing a little pink ribbon
and tying your hair in a ponytail. Which would you prefer?”


I had no idea how to respond.


Caroline pushed harder. “Which is it, Paula? Give me
an answer or I’ll decide.”


“I… uh…”


“If you don’t make up your mind right now, I’ll make
it up for you. I swear, Paula, you’ve become so useless if you can’t even make
this decision.”


What could I say? I didn’t know what my hair would
look like with a perm, but I knew what a ponytail looked like. Lots of guys
had those, though they didn’t tie them off with pink ribbons. Still, better
the devil you know, right?  “I’ll do the ponytail.”


She smirked. “Good choice,” she said and she began
gathering my hair in a ponytail. Only, unlike the ponytails I’d seen on other
men, this one began at the top of his head, like the kind worn by girls.


“Wait a minute,” I protested. “That’s a girl’s
ponytail!”


“Of course it is,” was all she said.


I bit my tongue. I knew I wasn’t going to win this,
so I chose not to even start.
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The next morning, I did as instructed. I combed my
hair, tied it in a ponytail, and then I sat myself down on the couch and
removed the bright red polish from the night before and replaced it with
silver. When everything dried, I photographed my fingers and my toes and
e-mailed the photos to Caroline. This seemed like a bad idea, but I didn’t
really think I had much choice in the matter. Then I started on my chores.


That night, true to her word, Caroline came home with
the pictures of my nails on her cell phone and she criticized me for getting
polish on my skin on two of my toes and one finger.


“Honestly Paula, how could you do such a sloppy job? 
Look at this photo!” she said, holding her phone to my face. “You’ve got
polish on the skin. You’ve missed part of the nail. It’s like you did this
with a house painter’s brush.”


I looked down at the floor.


“Don’t you have anything to say for yourself?”


I shrugged my shoulders.


“Typical,” she said disgustedly. “Well, I want you to
fix this right now. And if you don’t get them perfect, I will punish you
severely, got it?”


Without waiting for further instruction, I grabbed the
nail kit and immediately went to work. First, I removed the offending polish
and cleaned my skin. Then, I carefully applied the new polish as best I
could. When I finished, Caroline inspected my hands using a magnifying glass.


“No… this won’t do,” she said. “You’ve still got
polish on this finger and you missed a spot on your ring finger.” Both spots
were so small they could barely be seen without the magnifying glass.


“I’m sorry,” I said, though it surprised me to say
that. I certainly hadn’t intended to apologize, but it just seemed to slip out
involuntarily.


Caroline smiled, both at the freely offered apology
and that it seemed to come involuntarily. She was very much enjoying my
newfound submission, which seemed to grow more complete each day.


“As punishment, I want you to redo your nails twice
after dinner.”


I nodded my head.


For dinner, we had a chicken dish I had just learned
to cook. Caroline sat at the table reading a newspaper on her computer tablet
as I set the table, finished preparing the meal, and served us both. I waited
for her to take the first bite. I wore a feminine apron over my shorts.


“This is excellent, Paula,” she said.


When Caroline said this, I felt pride surge within
me. Strangely, I had actually begun to crave my wife’s approval, and
compliments were rare from her these days, so when she said this, it lifted me
up and made me intensely happy. But she wasn’t done.


She continued. “You’re becoming quite domestic.”


My smile vanished, and I felt weak again. She had
turned my pride into yet more emasculation and made me feel helpless. 
Moreover, my penis sprang to attention, which only humiliated me further. And
she hadn’t finished yet.


“But next time use less cumin and cook the chicken
longer,” she said and she returned her attention to the newspaper.


I felt myself deflate. Not only had the compliment
vanished, but it shamed me that I hung so much on her words. How could I let
her become so important to my self-worth?


Caroline noticed me sitting quietly. “If you’re done,
why don’t you clean up and then go do your nails.” Although this sounded like
a suggestion, it was an order, and she didn’t wait for an answer. Instead, she
returned to her newspaper.


I cleared the table, cleaned the kitchen, and then
went to paint my nails in the living room. Meanwhile, Caroline went to her
office. When I finished with the first color, I went to see her so she could
inspect my fingers and toes, but she was on the phone and refused to answer me. 
I stood outside her door for five minutes, as required, before I gave up and
returned downstairs to redo my nails a second time. I returned after the
second coating, but she again refused me entrance. So I stood there for five
minutes listening to her laugh on the phone with someone.


Each night thereafter, a similar pattern repeated
itself. After the inspections of my housework and my nails, I would serve
dinner. Then I would clean up while she went to her office or sat in the
living room reading a magazine. I would paint my nails as she busied herself
with something else. At first, I felt ignored, but after a while, I slowly
came to enjoy doing my nails.
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I enjoyed doing my nails during the day too. Sure, it
was an emasculating task, but I found it relaxing because it was the one time
in my day where I wasn’t running around the house. Instead, I could sit and
watch television or read my sports magazines as I painted away and then waited
for my nails to dry. This was less hectic than rushing through the rest of my
duties. Soon it even seemed natural to have “Rose,” “Honey” or “Mauve”
fingertips as I flipped through the Super Bowl preview pages. I even made a
game out of it, trying to match my nails to the playoff teams.


Of course, no matter how “normal” it felt, I always
made sure to remove the polish from my fingers before I went shopping – though
I eventually started leaving the polish on my toenails because there was no
point in removing that. And truth be told, “normal” wasn’t the right word for
it in any event. It was something I accepted and kind of enjoyed, but it also
bothered me because it made me feel effeminate and trapped. But this was my
new reality and I was coming to accept it. However, Caroline really didn’t
want that.


Despite the fact that having painted nails was
becoming normal to me, Caroline made sure I knew that she thought it was
anything but normal. For example, she smirked at me whenever she saw my
nails. This bothered me because this was her idea! So it wasn’t fair for her
to act like she thought this was something weird I had dreamed up myself. She
also took to asking me what color my nails were whenever I started to complain
about some task. This always threw me for a loop. And of course, she
constantly made disparaging remarks, like asking what my friends would think if
they saw me now or asking what the boys at the gym would think and suggesting
there was something wrong with me for painting my nails.


Initially at least, these constant attacks on my
manhood stung. They even invaded my dreams. The first time was the worst:


 


I had just started a new job and everything was going
well. I was the old me again, though perhaps a little more passive. I was in
a meeting surrounded by people I knew.


“What is wrong with your fingers?!” shouted my boss
suddenly. Everyone turned to look at my hands. They began pointing and
laughing.


I looked down. My nails were a rich yellow which I
recognized as “Honey.” I looked up to see that everyone was laughing at me. “I
painted my nails,” I said. I began to sweat and felt very small.


“Why on earth would you do that?” my boss screamed.


“Because he’s a sissy,” laughed my old secretary, who
had just entered the room. Apparently she worked here now.


“A sissy? Then he should be in a dress!” said one of
the women in the group.


I looked down to discover I was now wearing a dress. 
I recognized this as one of Caroline’s dresses, which I had ironed before I
went to bed. The dress fit my hourglass shape perfectly and my huge nipples
poked out the front so far they looked like rivets. Below, my throbbing
erection stuck out even further.


“I can explain!” I whined to my boss as I began to
cry. I reached down and stroked my erection through the dress. The others
laughed even harder.


“I don’t want an explanation!” screamed my boss. Then
he unzipped his pants and an enormous penis popped out.


I looked down at my own penis, which began shrinking. 
I tried to grab it, but it got smaller and smaller until it was only the size
of my pinky.


Everyone pointed and laughed.


 


I shot up straight in my bed. I was covered in
sweat. I grabbed my penis to make sure it was still there. It was and it was
hard as a rock. It was also covered in semen. I grabbed a tissue to wipe my
hand clean and noticed the Honey-colored nails on my hands. I cringed.


I had similar nightmares three or four more times over
the next few days. Then things calmed down again. After that, I no longer had
nightmares about having painted nails. Don’t get me wrong, my nails were
always painted in my dreams and I often dreamed about painting them, but these
were happy dreams.
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One night I mistakenly told Caroline that I didn’t
mind painting my nails because it gave me my only chance to relax during the
day.


Caroline laughed. “You’re kidding?!”


“No, it’s relaxing,” I said defensively. I
immediately regretted having said anything and wasn’t even sure why I had
spoken in the first place. It seemed that keeping my secrets to myself was
becoming much harder these days.


“Aw, isn’t that cute?” she said in a sickly sweet
tone. “My wittle husband likes painting his nails!”


I blushed. “I don’t mean it like that,” I protested.


“You just told me you enjoy painting your nails, Paula,
that it relaxes you. How else could you mean it?”


“I just meant, I enjoy having the break in my day,” I
said. Then I made my real mistake. “It gives me a chance to watch Sports
Center or the national news.”


One of Caroline’s eyebrows rose. “You spend your time
painting your nails and watching sports?”


“Yeah. That or I flip through a sports magazine or
whatever.”


Caroline folded her arms. She began shaking her leg
angrily, causing her wedge-heeled slipper to fall from her toes to the floor. 
She said nothing however, and I didn’t dare ask.


The following morning, I loaded the laundry into the
washer, swept the family room floor, dusted the living room, and then sat down
to paint my nails, as I did each morning. I turned on the television and hit
the channel for Sports Center. A blue screen appeared, on which was written: 
“This channel is blocked.” I clicked to the news. “This channel is blocked.” 
I checked another new channel, and another, and another. “This channel is
blocked.” Then I checked the movie channels, the networks, history, science
fiction, travel… all blocked. The only channel that wasn’t blocked was the
fashion channel. I was furious.


“This is too much! She has no right to stop me from
watching whatever I want on television!”


I fumed throughout the day, and I was determined that
this time I would stand up to her. I’d put up with so much from her, but this
was the bridge too far, the straw which broke the camel’s back. It was time to
assert myself and be my old self again. Only, that didn’t really work.
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Normally, I greeted Caroline at the door when she came
home. But today, she came home early and I didn’t hear her until she was
inside the house. When I heard her enter the foyer, I felt a moment of panic
that she would be upset I hadn’t greeted her. I felt my resolve starting to waver. 
Still, I rushed to the foyer to speak my mind… and to get her coat. But
the moment I stepped into the foyer, Caroline went on the offensive.


“Why weren’t you are the door?”


“You’re early, I didn’t hear you,” I said, still
feeling some strength.


“You should have prepared better, you know I can’t
always be home at the same time.”


I was determined not to let this stop me from speaking
my mind about the television. “I’m sorry, but look, I need to talk to y—”


“And what is this?!” she demanded. She walked over to
the credenza which stood in the foyer and ran her finger over it. “Look how
dirty this is?! Didn’t you dust?!” she growled at me as she looked at her
finger.


I saw no dust on the credenza or her finger, but I
felt my resolve weaken further.


“What are you doing all day, because you clearly
aren’t doing your job!” she said snidely.


“I dusted the credenza this morning,” I protested.


“Well, you did a horrible job of it. Did you do the
rest of your chores so sloppily?”


“No!”


She glared at me.  “I think you better lose the
attitude, Paula.”


I swallowed hard.


She continued. “In fact, maybe we better nip this in
the bud now. I think we better get you in the right state of mind because I
don’t want to hear anymore of this disobedience or these outbursts. From now
on, you will refer to me as ‘Miss.’ Do you understand me?”


I was stunned. Did she really expect me to call her
“Miss”?


“Do you understand me, Paula?!” she repeated more
angrily.


“Yes, yes, I do, but—”


“Yes, MISS!”


My knees suddenly shook and my stomach twisted into
knots. I bit my lip. “Yes, Miss,” I said despite myself.


She started to walk away toward the living room, but
then stopped. “You know what, Paula? You’ve upset me too much. I think you
need to go to bed now.”


The clock in the living room said it was only 5:30. 
“But Miss, it’s only—”


“I don’t care what time it is. I want you to go to
bed.” She folded her arms and glared at me.


I withered under her angry gaze. “But, Miss, the pot
roast—”


“You don’t need it, Paula. You’re too fat,” she said
pinching my flabby chest – I almost yelped.


“But shouldn’t I serve you dinner?”


“No, Paula. I’ll order a pizza,” she said snidely.


Was she really going to throw out my pot roast because
I had upset her? Was she really sending me to bed at 5:30? There was no mercy
in her eyes, so apparently she was. Slowly, I walked to my bedroom, my protest
about the television entirely forgotten.


“Wait a minute,” she called out. “Before you go to
bed, I think you should clean the kitchen again.”
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For the next twenty minutes, I cleaned the kitchen as
Caroline watched me to make sure I didn’t eat anything. When I finished, she
led me to the living room and told me to dust. She sat on the couch and kept
looking at her watch. I wasn’t sure what she was waiting for until the
doorbell rang: the pizza.


“Stay right there,” she said. She rose and walked to
the door.


I stood there sweating bullets. I could hear Caroline
speaking with the pizza boy, but couldn’t see him because the wall between the
foyer and the living room blocked the view of the front door.


“You know what? This is the wrong purse,” Caroline
suddenly said. “Why don’t you come in while I grab the right purse.”


A millisecond later, Caroline walked past the
entranceway to the living room and toward the kitchen. My heart pounded and I
almost threw up. I prayed the pizza boy remained outside, but I wasn’t that
lucky.


The pizza boy took two steps forward into the foyer. 
He turned his head to the right. That’s when he saw the strangest sight he’d
seen in some time. Standing there, no more than ten feet away was a man
wearing pink hotpants, a pink tee-shirt and a sissy apron. My nails were long
and red. My increasingly longish hair was tied in a ponytail and held in place
by a pink ribbon. I looked like a woman. But I was clearly a man. The shape
was wrong. I wore no makeup. And I had a solid erection pushing out against
the shorts.


Caroline returned with her change purse and pulled out
additional money. “Here you go,” she said. “There’s a little extra for you
there.”


The boy handed her the pizza, took another look at me,
smirked and left. On his way out, he said, “Good night ladies.”


The moment the door closed, I stormed over to
Caroline. “I don’t apprecia—”


“Don’t you dare!” Caroline roared, cutting me off.


I shrank. My strength melted. My will collapsed. I
went from outraged husband to quivering jello-like submissive. I cringed,
waiting for the verdict on my outburst as I knew Caroline’s justice would be
swift and vicious.


“I work hard all day, Paula, and when I come home, I
expect a little consideration. But what do I find today? You’ve been slacking
off all day. Half the chores aren’t done right and the other half are barely
done to the standards I would expect. You’ve also been nothing but rude to me
tonight. Now you think I’m going to stand here and let you address me in that
tone?”


“I’m sorry,” I mumbled. My tone was much more
submissive than I intended, but it still wasn’t enough to satisfy her.


“You’re sorry?! You certainly don’t sound sorry.”


“Please forgive me,” I said even more submissively.


“Please forgive me, Miss,” she growled.


I bit his tongue. “Please forgive me, Miss.”


Caroline took a deep breath. Everything smelled like
the pizza she held. She looked at the box and then at me. I waited nervously
for her to speak. “This time, Paula, I’m going to overlook your behavior. 
Today has been a bad day for you all around and I’m going to pretend it never
happened. But next time, I won’t be so forgiving. If you ever speak to me
like that again, you’ll be greeting the pizza boy on your knees and you’ll be
giving him a big wet kiss as a tip! Do you understand me, sissy?!”


“Yes ma’am. I understand.”


“Now go to bed, you’ve made him angry,” she said
dismissively.


I started to leave.


“Actually, I think you should redo your chores,” she
said suddenly. “Clean the filthy kitchen floor again, and when you’re done
with that, you will polish each of my shoes.”


“Yes ma’am,” I said. Boy did I stand up to her!


So as Caroline watched the nightly business report and
ate pizza, I ran myself ragged trying to re-mop the kitchen floor and polish
her shoes. Usually I don’t polish her shoes until the weekend, but she had a
big meeting the following day and she wanted it done tonight. She said she
needed all of them done because she wasn’t sure which ones she wanted to wear
the following day. I didn’t buy the explanation, but I don’t think she meant
me to.


Interestingly, every time I entered the living room,
she would turn off the television until I left. Apparently, my television
blackout would not be lifted even for a moment.


After polishing her shoes, I fixed her nails. I tried
to speak several times, but I had visions of myself kissing the pizza boy and I
decided it was wiser to remain silent. I think she saw me censor myself
because she kept smirking at me. Finally, without a word said by me that
night, she sent me to bed. I never got the chance to bring up the TV problem.


That night set several precedents. First, it became a
fact that Caroline could set my bedtime, which she now set at 9:30. She also
began to take less care in hiding me from visitors. Pizza boys, mechanics, and
even two women from the office who occasionally came to pick up documents all
saw me.  The two women would actually show up with the key to Caroline’s
office, as I had no way to let them into that room otherwise, and I would have
to admit that I had no key. Talk about humiliating! Finally, when I failed to
bring up the television lockout issue, that became a fact of life as well.


Indeed, when Caroline came home from work the
following evening, she brought with her a stack of magazines dedicated to
makeup and women’s clothes, and a box for all my sports magazines. She made me
gather those in the box and placed them in the trunk of her car. I never saw
the box or my magazines again. But I did manage to squirrel away a few of my
magazines and hide them in a box in the upstairs closet.


Unfortunately, my plan to save my magazines didn’t
work too well ultimately. For one thing, to keep Caroline from finding them
meant they had to be well-hidden in an inconvenient place. That made it
annoying for me to retrieve them, so I did this less and less often. For
another, after reading them for the third or fourth time, they got dull and I
lost interest because I never could get new ones. The fashion magazines, by
comparison, weren’t great, but at least they were new. So slowly, I started
reading those when I did my nails, and I told myself I did it because they were
full of beautiful women and because some of the articles were helpful with my
new duties.


What I didn’t realize at the time was how out of touch
I would soon become with the outside world since I no longer had the
television, the newspaper or my magazines to tell me what was going on.
















Chapter 5: Heels And
Nighties


 


The following week, I ruined the pink hotpants
completely by accident. I swear that I closed the bleach tightly like I always
do, but when I reached for it, the cap popped off and covered my shorts. I dreaded
how Caroline would react.


As Caroline walked into the house, she set down her
briefcase in the hallway, handed me her overcoat, and immediately mentioned the
shorts. “What happened to your shorts?” she asked. Her tone was strangely
indifferent.


“I spilled bleach—”


“How careless,” she said, still indifferently. She
rubbed her hand over my shorts, causing my penis to grow. “Why didn’t you
change into something nicer before I got home. Do you think I want to see you
in bleach-stained shorts?”


“No ma’am, but I didn’t know what to wear.” I tried
to be as submissive as I could get. I wasn’t going to risk making her angry.


“I think it’s time for a change.”


“What kind of change, Miss?”


She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t want you wearing
out all my shorts and tee-shirts like you did with your own clothes.” Then she
smirked. “Of course, maybe that’s your plan? Maybe you’re intentionally
wearing out all your clothes and then my pants so you can start wearing
skirts? Is that it, Paula? Is this your way of asking to wear skirts?” she
asked with a laugh.


I furrowed my brow. “No, of course not.”


Caroline suddenly scowled at me. “No, of course not, Miss!”


“Yes, Miss,” I said.


“I don’t think I like your tone, Paula. And I don’t
think I like you suggesting there’s something wrong with wearing skirts. I
wear skirts. Most women were skirts. Are you telling me there’s something
wrong with me?”


“No, that’s not what I meant.”


“So you’re saying there’s nothing wrong with wearing
skirts?” she asked suspiciously.


“No, there’s nothing wrong with wearing skirts, Miss.”


Caroline smirked again. “Well, if there’s nothing
wrong with wearing skirts, then maybe we should get you some skirts?”


Whoops! How did I back myself into that corner?


“Would you like that, Paula? Would you like to wear
skirts?” she asked mockingly.


“No, ma’am,” I said cautiously.


“Really?” She circled around behind me and ran her
finger over my rear. “Let’s see what you really think about the idea. Take
off your shorts.”


I reluctantly stripped down to my pink satin panties. 
The moment the shorts passed my hips, my penis sprang to attention.


Caroline laughed. “Still care to deny it, Paula? I’d
say the idea makes you very happy.” She ran her nails along the shaft of my
penis, which was visible where the panties had been pulled away from my body by
my erection. The head of my penis strained against the panties causing it to
deform as it pressed against the fabric. “That looks painful,” she said with a
giggle as she peered over my shoulder down into the panties.


I blushed.


Without another word, Caroline wrapped her hand around
my penis, and using it like a handle, dragged me to her bedroom, where Caroline
left me standing before the bed, naked except for the pink satin panties. 
Meanwhile, she began pulling clothes out of her closet. Specifically, she
pulled a pink babydoll nightie from her closet.


“You can wear my nighties,” she said, “I don’t have a
problem with that.” Her tone made it clear this wasn’t a choice. “But there
will be conditions. I will not allow you to go around with hairy legs hanging
out from under them. From now on you will shave your legs every day.”


I didn’t even try to protest. I hated this idea, but
I just couldn’t bring myself to confront Caroline. Looking up into her eyes
made me feel weak and small and broke my will before I could say a word. Of
course, it wouldn’t have done any good anyway as she seemed so much smarter
than me these days.


She tossed a pair of satin high-heeled mules onto the
bed. They had three-inch stiletto heels and they matched the pink babydoll
nightie. “You’ll wear these too.”


“I can’t wear those?!” I blurted out.


Caroline glared at me. “Of course you can, you just
don’t want to. But what you want doesn’t really matter, does it?”


I glared back at her, but said nothing. I knew
fighting was useless.


“Does it, Paula?” she repeated.


I bit my tongue. “No, Miss, it doesn’t.”


“Now get dressed,” she said, pointing at the nightie
and the mules. “And so you know, whenever you wear one of the nighties, you
will always wear the matching slippers, do you understand? Always?”


“Yes, Miss.”


“Good. Now get dressed.”


As I slipped on the nightie, Caroline pulled two more
from the closet. One was light blue and the other was red. Each had matching
mules. I slid my foot into the first slipper. It felt strange needing to
balance my foot on a heel, and the shoe offered little support for my foot. As
I lifted my second foot to slide it into the mule, I lost my balance. I tried
to compensate by reaching for the bed, but missed and fell face down to the
floor. I landed on my knees and my ankles hurt.


“This won’t do,” Caroline said. “It looks like we
need to train you before we do anything else.
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Moments later, I found myself in the living room in a
pink babydoll nightie, a pair of real silk stockings, and the pink satin
mules. I no longer wore any panties and my erection stood out straight from my
body beneath the babydoll. It bounced when I walked.


“You’re going to learn to walk in heels so I don’t
have to worry about taking you to the emergency room,” Caroline said. She
showed me how to stand and walk and then handed me a book.


“What’s this for?”


“You’re going to balance that on your head while you
walk.”


“I’m what?”


“It will teach you balance and poise. Now get
started. I expect you to learn this,” she said.


For the next hour, Caroline made me practice nonstop. 
She taught me to balance, to take smaller steps than I used to, to point my
toe, to pivot, to bring my foot down the right way, to shift my legs, and even
how to sit. The entire time, the sound of my soles slapping against the
insoles of the mules and their heels striking against the floor mocked me. And
what was worse, my erection never abated.


By the time Caroline called a halt, I was rather
tired, and my feet and calves were killing me. My toes felt crushed, my arches
burned and my calves felt like I’d run a marathon. I had no idea how women
wore heels so easily, but as I was about to discover, it’s all just a matter of
practice.


“Tomorrow you’ll wear the slippers while you do your
chores,” Caroline said.


I furrowed my brow.


“And don’t even think of blowing this off! I’ll watch
you with the webcam I’m setting up, and I plan to test you when I get home. I
expect you to make serious progress fast. If you aren’t a natural by the end
of the week, there will be Hell to pay.”


I looked down at the mules. I hated the idea.


“You’ll wear the babydoll too. These will be your new
clothes.”


“During the day? Instead of the shorts?”


“Yes, instead of the shorts. You’ll wear them all the
time.”


My jaw dropped. “All the time?”


“All the time.”


“What if somebody sees me?”


Caroline smirked but didn’t respond.


“What about when I go to the store?”


She snickered. “I wouldn’t wear those to the store,
if I were you.”


“So I can still wear other clothes to the store?”


She nodded. “Yes, my closet is at your disposal if
you need to go out.”


I felt somewhat relaxed upon hearing this. I hated
the idea of wearing the babydoll and the mules around the house, but at least
no one would see me. And since I could continue wearing normal clothes to the
store, like my suits, then I could handle this. In fact, I breathed a sign of
relief. “Thank God! My suits aren’t the most comfortable, but at least they—”


“I said, my closet is at your disposal.”
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I did indeed wear the pink babydoll and the mules to
do my housework the following day. I cleaned the kitchen, dusted the living
room and vacuumed all the carpets wearing this very feminine outfit. I thought
several times of kicking off the mules, but I knew Caroline was watching on her
webcam, so I didn’t. I didn’t want her making things worse.


At first, I was very clumsy in the heels. I struggled
to keep the shoes on my feet and I tripped over them several times. But
slowly, throughout the day, wearing heels became more natural. I still wasn’t
perfect, but I was getting better. Still, this nearly doubled the time it took
me to complete simple tasks and this made me hard-pressed to finish my chores
on time. Unfortunately, that led Caroline to get angry with me at inspection
time.


“I can’t believe you didn’t finish your chores!” she
growled. “And the ones you did are so poorly done I should make you do them
again.”


“Miss, it’s the heels,” I protested. “They make it
hard to walk and they slow me down. Can’t I go back to wearing flat shoes
please?”


Caroline put her hand on her hips and then waved her
finger at me like she was lecturing a child. “Forget it! If you think I’m going
to let you out of this just because you do your job poorly, then you don’t know
me very well.” She ran her finger over the countertop which wasn’t entirely
clean. She shook her head. “I think you need to be taught that you can’t
ignore you chores. You’re going to finish all of your chores and redo any that
you didn’t do right.”


“Right now?”


“Yes, now.”


“What about dinner?”


“You can serve me dinner and then get started.”


“I meant, couldn’t I start after dinner?”


She shook her head. “No. You’re not getting dinner
tonight. I don’t think you’ve earned a dinner looking at how poorly you did
your chores. There must be consequences,” she said and she walked off toward
the bedroom to change.


I watched her walk away. Part of me wanted to tell
her to take a hike. But another part of me, the part in control now, knew that
I couldn’t risk it. I had no job, no money, and no clothes. And even more
importantly, I no longer had the independence I needed to make it on my own. 
I’d trapped myself.
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The following day proved to be somewhat similar. I
struggled to get my chores done on time while wearing the blue babydoll and
blue mules. I was getting better, but I wasn’t there yet. Also, my feet and
legs were killing me! My toes felt like they’d been held in a vice. My arches
burned. My calves felt incredibly tight. Even my hips and back felt sore. I
just wasn’t used to walking in heels, and it was taking me a long time to
adjust.


That night, Caroline let me eat dinner, but only after
testing my ability to walk gracefully in heels. She made me walk, hop, skip,
jump, pivot, dance, stand on one leg, and anything else she could think of, but
I passed… barely.


“I’ll give you a passing grade, but you need a lot of
work. From now on, you will wear heels all the time. The higher the better.”


After dinner was over, for spite, she made me dust her
office while she watched. It truly humiliated me to be kept under supervision
as I dusted this room, which was once mine and a symbol of my power.


“You have sexy legs,” Caroline said as I bent over a
cabinet to dust behind a potted plant. “And those slippers are fantastic on
you, Paula!”


I ignored her.


“I love how your heels make your butt move too,” she
said from the doorway, where she leaned against the doorframe with her arms folded
and her legs crossed at the ankle. She still wore the brown and tan skirt suit
she wore to work. “It’s very sexy, Paula, the way your butt moves.”


I continued to ignore her.


She laughed. “My husband the sissy! I should write a
book.”


I finished dusting and turned to face Caroline,
waiting for the next assignment. It was only 7:45.


Caroline smiled. “I think you should go to bed now.”


I started to protest, but thought better of it. I was
tired and humiliated and my feet were sore, and I just didn’t want to do
anything else tonight. So I quietly went to bed. In the other room, Caroline
was laughing with someone on the phone. I didn’t know who that was.
















Chapter 6: The Lawn


 


I had just finished painting the last of my nails when
my doorbell rang. I wasn’t prepared for this. I had a contingency plan for
when people did show up at the door, as that happened occasionally, but I never
thought about my nails being wet at that particular moment. I froze. The
doorbell rang again.  I thought about ignoring it, but Caroline would be
furious if it was a package and she had to go to the post office to pick it up
later. No… I would need to answer it.


I walked to the front hallway where I had stored a
long raincoat, my last good pair of dress shoes, and a pair of suit pants. 
Despite my toenails still being wet, I pulled the pants up my legs. They stuck
several times and my nails were ruined. Worse, however, was that the nail
polish now spread around the inside of the pants and caused my skin to stick to
them. Then I jammed my feet into my wingtips and felt the remnants of my nail
polish stick to the inside of the shoes.


I tied my shoes and pulled on the raincoat. I
tightened the coat and went to the door. Then I slid my left hand into the
pocket on my raincoat. Again, I felt the feeling of nail polish sticking to
fabric. I reached out with my right hand and opened the door before jamming
that hand into my other pocket, where it too stuck to the coat.


“Hi there, Paula,” said the smiling face of Lauren
West, who worked with my wife. She couldn’t have been twenty-five yet by the
look of her. Lauren came by several times already to get documents Caroline
had been working on at home. She wore a grey suit and very high black pumps.


“Oh, hello,” I said sheepishly. I felt my fingertips
sticking to my coat pocket.


Lauren looked at my strange outfit and smiled. “Is it
raining inside?”


I looked down at my rain coat. My mouth went dry. 
“Oh, uh, no. I was just checking to see if it still fit. I’ve lost some
weight lately and I wasn’t sure if it still fit.”


Lauren looked me up and down again. She seemed to
have a hard time containing her smile. “Well, I need to pick something up. 
Can I come in?”


“Uh yeah, sure,” I said.


Lauren stepped into the foyer and closed the door
behind her. She expected me to lead her to Caroline’s office. This was
humiliating because it meant she would get a close up view of my shaved legs as
we ascended the stairs. I prayed she couldn’t somehow see my babydoll by
looking up the coat.


“Here we are,” I said, though she knew this as she’d
been here before.


She waited for me to open the door, but I couldn’t
because Caroline didn’t allow me a key. Lauren knew that too, yet she waited
for me to say it. My face burned red with shame as I waited for her to speak,
hoping she would spare me the humiliation. She didn’t. She just kept watching
me.


“I don’t have a key,” I finally said, and I felt very
small.


She smiled. “Oh, that’s right, Carrie doesn’t trust
you with a key, does she?”


I blushed even deeper.


Lauren reached into her purse and pulled out a small
key. “Fortunately, she does trust me,” she said with a smile. She pushed me
out of the way and unlocked the door. She promptly went inside and began
gathering documents.


I stepped into the room after her.


A wicked grin crossed her face. “I don’t think I
should let you in here… not without your wife’s permission.”


I felt my penis explode in the babydoll beneath the
overcoat. I had never felt so humiliated in my life. I must have been an
absolute joke at Caroline’s office. Nevertheless, I took two steps backward,
out of the room.


When she finished, she closed and locked the door. 
“Don’t want anyone in there who doesn’t belong, do we?” she said.  Then we
returned downstairs to the door. She thanked me and left the house. But when
she reached the first stair to the porch, she stopped and turned once more. 
“Love the ponytail, by the way,” she said with a giggle and she walked off.


I retreated inside and looked in the mirror. I had
indeed forgotten to remove the pink ribbon which held my hair up in a feminine
ponytail. I cringed.


I was unhappy the rest of the day. I didn’t know what
all Lauren had seen, but it was obvious she saw something. It seemed that
every day would lead to my further humiliation, and this day wasn’t finished
yet.
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Caroline came home in a surprisingly happy mood. But
rather than do my usual inspection, she told me to scrub the kitchen floor
while she busied herself in other parts of the house. I assumed she had work
to do and was in her office. She wasn’t.


As I finished the kitchen floor, Caroline came by with
three garbage bags. They were full, though I didn’t know with what. She
tossed them away and returned to the kitchen. I remained on my knees as she
stood before me. She wore jeans, wedge-heeled sandals, and a silver blouse.


“Don’t forget to do the lawn tomorrow,” she said.


“Yes, Miss,” I said.


“Now get dinner ready.”


“Yes, Miss.”


That was all she said.  The garbage bags never came up
and they were taken away in the morning.
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The following morning, I needed to mow the lawn. In
the past, we had a lawn service to handle this, but Caroline cancelled that
when she cancelled the maid service, and she assigned those duties to me. 
Thus, once a week, I would mow the lawn, trim the bushes, or do whatever other
work needed to be done. Naturally, these duties also became subject to
Caroline’s inspection. This humiliated me even more than the inspections
inside because the neighbors could watch these, and I just knew they snickered
at the henpecked house-husband dominated by his professional wife. Still, this
was becoming my life.


I went to the front closet to grab my wingtips, where
I kept them in the event someone came to the door. I hated wearing them to
work in the yard because I knew it would ruin them quicker, but I had no choice
unless I wanted to wear heels, and that wasn’t happening. I would need to wear
some of Caroline’s shorts however, because I couldn’t bring myself to ruin suit
pants. I needed to keep those pants in great shape since they were all I had
left. When I opened the closet door, I was in for a shock! My wingtips were
gone! My suit pants were gone too! My overcoat was gone! The closet was empty!


“What the heck?!”


I went upstairs to my bedroom and searched the
closet. Maybe, I thought, Caroline had moved them upstairs? She hadn’t. 
Apart from my nighties and my mules, my closet was empty. I searched the other
guest bedroom, the bigger one, and its closet was empty too. Then I came
downstairs and searched the laundry, the kitchen, the living room, and family
room. I even checked the garage. They were all empty!


Finally, I went to Caroline’s bedroom. I would have
searched here first, but I had become hesitant to enter this room without
permission. I looked through the closet, under the bed, and in the bathroom. 
Nothing. In fact, I couldn’t find a single trace of any of my male clothes
anywhere. Not a pair of underwear, a pair of socks, a suit, a tie, a jacket. 
Nothing.


“What happened? Where could my stuff be?”


Then it hit me: the garbage bags! She had thrown all
my clothes out.


I rushed to the phone and called Caroline’s office.


“Miss, I need to talk to you about my clothes!” I
blurted into the phone.


“Hold on, Paula,” she said and she put me on hold. 
For nearly ten minutes, I stood there, anxious like a child waiting for the
principal.


“Yes,” she finally said, “what is it?”


“Where are my clothes?” I demanded.


Caroline clicked her mouse to bring up the nanny-cam
page. “It looks like you’re wearing them, sweetie.”


“You know what I mean!” This was the most aggressive
I’d been in months.


“Hold on, Paula, I have another call,” she said and
she put me on hold again.


This time she made me wait five minutes. I felt
utterly humiliated.


“Now what’s this about your clothes?” she asked coldly
when she returned.


“My clothes are gone… my suits, my shoes,
everything I had.” My tone was weakening.


“Well, of course they are, dear. I threw them out,”
she said nonchalantly.


I truly wasn’t ready for her to just admit this. I
didn’t know how to respond.


“Is that all, dear?” she asked. “I really do need to
get back to work.”


I was still stunned, but managed to speak. “What am I
going to wear to work in the yard?”


“Oh Paula! Can’t you even dress yourself? Really!”
she said with a laugh. “Look dear, I’d love to help you, but I need to work. 
I’m sure you can handle this yourself.” With that, she hung up.
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A few minutes later, I was picking through Caroline’s
closet, looking for something even somewhat masculine to wear. There wasn’t
much. Eventually, I grabbed the purple shorts, which looked like hotpants on
me, and a pale blue tee-shirt. For shoes, I reluctantly grabbed a pair of
wedge-heeled sandals.


I squeezed my penis and testicles into the shorts and
pulled up the zipper. They were very, very tight. Then I sat down to strap on
the sandals. My painted toenails showed prominently through the fronts. I
considered removing the polish but decided there was no point. I was already
wearing heels, how much worse did the nails really make it?


When I was done, I looked at myself in the mirror. I
looked like a sissy, like a man trying to look like a teenage girl. I felt
sick to my stomach and I thought about the old man who toiled endlessly in his
garden next door. I always waved at him when I went outside and I wondered
what he would be thinking when he saw me today in this outfit. I also worried
about the pudgy teenager who lived on the other side. He’s the kind of kid you
dislike on looks alone and he would probably be out there too. This was going
to be ugly.


I took a deep breath and went to the lawn.


The moment I stepped outside, I saw the old man.


“Good morning, Caroline!” the old man called across
the fence and he waved.


I raised an eyebrow. Maybe the old guy’s vision
wasn’t that good? Should I pretend to be Caroline?


“Beautiful day, isn’t it?” the old man added.


“Good morning, Dale,” I said nervously. My face
burned red with shame and my mouth went dry.


“You working in the garden today?”


“Yes, I need to mow the lawn.” My heart was racing. 
Had the old man really mistaken me for my wife? Would he discover the truth?


“You should make Paul do that!” the old man said with
a laugh.


“Yeah, probably,” I said cautiously.


“Well, enjoy yourself,” said the old man and he
returned to his garden.


I breathed a sigh of relieve and went to retrieve the
lawnmower from the shed. Apparently, the old man had no idea I wasn’t
Caroline. That was good. Then I noticed the pudgy teenager watching me
through the crack in the wooden fence. The kid appeared to laugh, but said
nothing. I felt his eyes on me the whole time. This was a miserable day.
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My miserable day got worse when Caroline came home. 
After inspecting the house, she went to her bedroom to change. A few minutes
later, she re-emerged holding one of the wedge-heeled sandals I had worn to mow
the law.


“Can you explain this to me?!” she asked angrily,
waving the sandal in my face.


Not knowing what Caroline meant I remained silent.


“There is a grass stain on my shoe! I wanted to wear
these, but now they’re ruined!” Her tone demanded an answer to this question.


“I’m sorry,” I said nervously. I clenched my toes
inside my slippers and tugged nervously at the skirt of my babydoll. The
angrier Caroline got, the more childlike and helpless I became.


Her anger rose. “I can’t believe this! Why are you
wearing my sandals? You have your own shoes!”


“But you threw out my wingtips?”


“Wingtips?!” she growled. “I’m not talking about
wingtips! I’m talking about your mules.”


My will, already broken, now shattered. “Please
Caroline, I’m sorry.” Tears rolled down my cheeks and I dropped to my knees.


She smirked at me. “You’re sorry?” she asked
condescendingly.


“I thought… I didn’t… I don’t—”


Caroline scowled at me. “Don’t even try to explain
this to me!” She tossed the sandal to the floor and sat down on the couch. I
remained on my knees before her. She made a show of taking a deep breath. “I
thought you could handle having a little choice,” she said with disappointment
in her voice, “but I guess I just can’t trust you to use your own judgment?”


I suddenly felt genuinely ashamed and I wasn’t sure
why. I’d done nothing wrong. Yet, at the same time, I felt like I had done
something wrong. And here I was letting her chastise me as if I had. How had
I let this happen?


“I am sorry,” I said and I wiped away a tear. I
couldn’t bring myself to look her in the eyes.


“It’s all right, Paula. It was my fault. I expected
too much of you. From now on, I’ll just have to tell you what to wear.” She
rose and ordered me to follow her to her bedroom.


I followed her.


“You will continue wearing the babydolls and mules
when you work inside,” she said as she flipped through the clothes in her
closet. “You might as well keep wearing the wedges to cut the grass, now that
you’ve ruined them.” She pulled a flowery yellow sundress from her closet. 
“You’ll wear this too when you work in the yard because it matches the wedges.”


I put my hand to my mouth to stifle my gasp. I was
not ready to wear a dress in the yard!


Caroline continued. “When you go to the store, you
can wear this, or any of the minis,” she said, pulling a tan pencil skirt from
the closet and pointing toward her extensive collection of both miniskirts and
minidresses.


I felt faint. “But—”


Caroline held up her hand to silence me. “I don’t
want to hear it, Paula. You showed you can’t make these decisions yourself, so
from now on you’ll wear what I tell you. Your input won’t matter.”


Shame surged through my body. I felt like I might
faint. I struggled to stay standing.


“Well? Aren’t you going to thank me for taking this
difficult decision out of your hands?” Caroline asked when she noticed me
staring at the clothes on the bed.


“Thank you, Miss,” I said automatically without even
being consciously aware that I was speaking.


She smiled. “Also, from now on, when you serve
dinner, I want you to wear something nicer. You can change back into the
babydoll after dinner, but during dinner, you need to wear something nice. 
I’ll let you pick those outfits out.”


I hung my head. “Yes, Miss.”


 


—o—


 


I couldn’t believe how humiliated I felt the next time
I worked in the yard. The old man again assumed I was Caroline. That was
fine. But the teenage kid watched me and kept watching me. He knew. And when
I got around to the front of the house, I was sure everyone in the neighborhood
could tell it was me in the bright yellow sundress.


What was worse, Caroline decided she wanted me to wear
the blue babydoll and mules when she inspected the yard that night.


“Where are you going, Paula?” she asked as I went to
change before we inspected the lawn.


“To change, Miss.”


“I didn’t tell you to change.”


I stopped. “But Miss, that’s outside?”


“Of course it’s outside. That’s where the yard is,”
she said with a laugh.


“I know that, but I mean… should I really be
wearing this,” I waved my hand down my body, “outside? What will the
neighbors think?”


“They’ll probably think you’re a sissy, Paula,” she
said coldly.


I wanted to scream “that was my point!” but I waited
silently for her to say more.


Caroline waited too because she knew the new Paul
couldn’t stand the pressure of being under her gaze. The old Paul could, but
not me, not anymore. I swallowed hard. The silence made me sweat. Caroline
waited calmly. She could see me losing the battle. Suddenly, I lost the
struggle.


“Could I at least wear a raincoat, Miss?” I blurted
out.


Caroline smirked. “Of course, dear.”


It didn’t help. Despite the raincoat, I was terrified
everyone could tell exactly what I wore. For one thing, the coat looked
strange given the warm weather, the lack of rain, and my lack of pants beneath
it. For another, my hair remained in a woman’s ponytail. And for yet another,
I wore high-heeled mules. Not to mention, the raincoat was pink. Shamefully,
my fear caused me to become erect and my erection pressed out against the tight
coat, which was also noticeable.


Naturally, Caroline picked up on my fear and saw an
opportunity to advance my submission, so she slowed the pace of her inspections
to a crawl to prolong my agony, extracting numerous promises that I would work
harder in the future along the way. By the time the inspection was done, I
felt broken. I had no will to resist her left.
















Chapter 7: Shopping


 


When I took over the domestic duties, this included
shopping for food. At first, I drove myself in my own car and used my own
credit cards. Then Caroline cancelled my cards and gave me one of her own. 
This meant I occasionally needed to explain why I didn’t look like a
“Caroline.” That bothered me. But the bigger problem was that this became the
first significant moment of dependence for me because I could no longer buy anything
without asking her permission first, and she could monitor everything I bought
right down to the smallest stick of gum.


Then she sold my car.


“How am I supposed to get to the store now?” I asked.


“You’ll take a taxi,” she responded.


I was about to object when it suddenly dawned on me I
would need money for the cab fare and the tip. If I was careful, I could save
little bits of money on each trip, which would eventually give me enough to buy
some freedom in the form of male clothes. I smirked to myself because I
thought I had it all figured out. “All right,” I said, “but I’ll need money
for the charge and the tip.”


Caroline had other ideas. “No, you’ll use my credit
card.”


I frowned. I should have seen that coming, but
somehow I wasn’t as sharp as I had once been.


“Moreover, you’ll have the cabbie wait for you outside
the store,” she added.


My frown deepened. This would let Caroline know
exactly how long I spent in the store because the receipt would show the start
time and the stop time exactly. I didn’t like that at all because it would
prevent me from sneaking in trips to other stores, as I had done a couple times
early on to catch up on the latest happenings in the sports world. This upset
me, but there was something even worse about this, which I didn’t immediately
understand.


Since Caroline now knew exactly how long it took me to
shop for groceries, she could begin to control my trips. She began by telling
me to cut out time so we could save money on cab fare. This taught her the
bare minimum amount of time I needed to get through the store. Then she
experimented with changing up the shopping list to see how adding or
subtracting different items affected the total time. Finally, when she was
ready, she took away the credit card and replaced it with a prepaid card upon
which she could load an exact amount of money. This way, she could give me the
exact amount I needed for the groceries and the cab fare for the time she
allowed me to be in the store. Because of this, I now had a powerful incentive
to make sure I was done on time or I risked not having enough money.


This sent me into a near panic whenever I went
shopping, and it caused me to rush through the store with only the thought of
getting finished on time on my mind. I never once thought about stopping to
read a magazine, trying to buy something she hadn’t authorized, or leisurely
walking through the store contemplating ways to free myself. Shopping, in
effect, became a terrifying experience which taught me that Caroline could control
me with incredible precision even from afar.


But the real problems began the night Caroline took
away the last of my male clothing. When I first started shopping, I wore
whatever clothes I wore around the house. Then, as my casual clothes wore out,
I switched into my suits and wingtips. This worked fine for a while, until my
hair and nails started growing long. At that point, I looked odd, but few
people said anything, though several did give me strange looks. But then
Caroline tossed out my suits. Now I had no choice. I was going as a woman.


I stood before Caroline’s closet. I wasn’t sure I
could do this.


Behind me on the bed lay a tan pencil skirt, a white
blouse, a white bra and tan stockings. I wore white panties already and a
girdle to give me a more feminine shape and to keep my penis in check as best
as possible.


Slowly, reluctantly, I slid into the stockings,
attached the bra, added some padding to the bra, slipped on the white blouse,
and then stepped into the skirt. The skirt was very tight and showed my
pantylines clearly. I looked at myself in the mirror. If I didn’t look too
closely, I indeed looked like a masculine woman, but anything more than a quick
glance showed I obviously wasn’t a woman. My shape was wrong, for one thing. I
had lost a lot of weight because Caroline had me on a diet, but I still looked
too square. My breasts were too small too and my hips too flat. My hair was
feminine, as were my pink nails, but my face still looked like a man’s face.


“Maybe I can do something about that?” I said to
myself.


I sat down at Caroline’s vanity and began looking
through her makeup collection. I wasn’t sure what to do, but I knew I needed
smaller eyebrows. So I picked up her tweezers and went to work. However, I
had no idea how much to remove, and by the time I stopped, my eyebrows were
much smaller, though they still weren’t shaped right. I needed to remove more
to get the shape right, but I couldn’t risk it.


Next I picked up the lipstick and covered my lips. It
took several tries, but I came up with something reasonably feminine, if
perhaps a little excessive. I looked at the eye shadows, some pencils that
were with them, some creams and the blushes, but didn’t know what to do with
those, so I left them. That was about as far as I was qualified to go, and I
knew that, so I stopped. I still didn’t look very passable, but at least I
looked slightly more feminine. That counted for something, right?


Not really.


I nearly vomited as I climbed into the taxi because
the surly cabdriver all but laughed in my face. It was obvious I wasn’t
fooling anyone. This was going to be miserable. Indeed, throughout the trip
to the store, the cabbie kept looking at me in the rearview mirror. He would
laugh each time, making me feel completely humiliated.


“Here’s your store, lady,” said the cabbie with
a laugh as we pulled into the grocery store parking lot.


“I’ll be out soon. Just keep the meter running,” I
said.


“Whatever you say, lady.”


I stepped out of the cab and made my way to the store. 
As I passed a woman who was pushing her groceries to her car, the woman stared
at me with her jaw open, before she caught herself and tried to look away. I
felt my face burn red with shame.


As I entered the store, I grabbed a cart. By the time
I reached the produce, I already noticed people staring at me. I wanted to
scream and run from the store, but I knew I needed to get this done and done
quickly because, despite the tight skirt and heels, Caroline had only given me
a few extra minutes. I needed to rush.


By the time I reached the checkout counter, it was
obvious that everyone in the store knew what I really was. Everywhere I
looked, I saw people sneaking glances at me. This intensified my humiliation
immensely, which unfortunately caused my penis to grow. This could be a
problem for me because there was no way my panties could hide a full-blown
erection.


I began to sweat as I waited in line to be checked
out. I desperately wanted my erection to go away. I thought about anything I
could which wouldn’t excite me, but nothing worked. It kept throbbing. 
Finally, I needed to strategically place my purse in front of my crotch to hide
my erection. Otherwise, it would have been obvious. But when I reached the
front of the line, I couldn’t do this anymore. I needed to set the purse on
the shelf by the credit card reader. To hide my erection, I leaned as close to
the counter as I could. I could actually feel the counter with the tip of my
penis. This made me blush even deeper.


The woman rang each item as the bagboy loaded them
into my cart. I felt a thousand eyes on me, so I moved even closer to the
counter. My penis now positively shoved against the counter.


I began breathing harder. My face was as red as it
had ever been. I wasn’t thinking clearly. The woman asked to see my card. I
gave it to her. She giggled and called me “Caroline.” I looked around at the
other faces smirking at me. Suddenly, my penis exploded inside my panties and
began pumping semen all over my underwear and my skirt and the side of the
counter. I thought I might die of shame.


The rest was a bit of a blur for me. I remembered
grabbing my card and my cart and rushing toward the waiting taxi. I don’t
recall if anyone mentioned the stain on the front of my skirt? I dumped my
groceries into the backseat of the cab and then dove in after them. I
remembered hiding the stain on my skirt with my purse in the cab. I also
remember having only a few pennies to spare on the card. But I remember
nothing else.


When I got home, I crashed on my bed and wept.


 


—o—


 


That night, when Caroline came home, I met her at the
door, determined to never repeat my humiliating shopping adventure.


“It was incredibly humiliating!” I whined.


Caroline snickered. “I’m sure it was.”


“I don’t ever want to do that again.”


“I’m sure you don’t.”


“I mean it, Miss. I won’t go in there looking
effeminate again!”


Caroline shrugged her shoulders. “Fair enough.”


I was stunned. Had I actually won something here?


“When dinner is finished, I’ll teach you to apply
makeup so you can make yourself more passable,” she said without missing a
beat.


My heat sank. “That wasn’t what I had in mind!”


“Well, if you don’t want my help,” she said and she
started to walk off.


I gritted my teeth. I had no choice in this.  “Wait! 
I do want your help,” I said, and I felt very small.
















Chapter 8: Of Friends
And Lovers


 


Without access to news or other people, I slowly
started to lose track of the world around me. Caroline recognized this and
delighted in keeping me in the dark. Soon, all the news I got came from the
fashion channel or what I could glean from the headlines on the tabloids as I
waited in line at the grocery store – and they didn’t tell me much. I never
realized before how much my sense of the world depended on other people until I
lost my access to them.


It even struck me that I was losing my sense of time. 
This occurred to me one day as I sat on the sofa, watching my delicate
high-heeled shoe dangle from the ends of my toes. As I watched the shoe rock
back and forth, it suddenly dawned on me that I had no idea how long I’d been
wearing heels now? Was it a couple weeks or a couple months? I couldn’t
remember and I had no way to figure it out.


Well, back to work.


I double-checked everything. Caroline had made a
special point of wanting the house spotless that night, and I did not want to
be punished. So I spent the day working extra hard to make sure everything was
perfect. I thought it was. Caroline too seemed satisfied when she inspected
my work. She didn’t praise me or anything, something I still desperately
wanted, but she didn’t complain about anything or require me to fix anything.


“What time will dinner be ready?” she asked.


“In two hours, like you requested, Miss.”


Caroline looked at her watch. “Good, that should be
perfect.” She smiled at me. “I’m feeling particularly festive tonight,
Paula. Let’s go to my bedroom and I’ll help you pick out a nice outfit.”


“Yes, Miss,” I said grudgingly.


I followed my wife to my former bedroom. Caroline sat
on the bed and picked up a magazine. This was a business magazine, which she
kept in her briefcase so I couldn’t read it. As she read, I stripped naked and
then pulled on new panties. They were black.


“Very sexy,” Caroline teased me.


I glared at her. This was all her idea, after all!


“Are you going to stand there all night or get
dressed?” she asked.


I bit my tongue and reached for the purple shorts. I
began to slide those up my legs.


“You’re kidding, right? I said I wanted something
festive.”


“Like what?” I asked.


“I’ll let you decide,” she said.


“Then I want to wear the shorts,” I said defiantly.


“All right,” she said. “I just thought you might want
to wear some longer pants.”


I raised an eyebrow. “What pants? I don’t have any
pants?”


“I got you some,” she said.


I couldn’t believe my ears. Was this nightmare coming
to an end? “Can I wear those?”


Caroline shrugged her shoulders. “I’m not so sure
now. You really seemed to have your little heart set on those shorts.”


“Please, Miss?! I’d much rather wear the pants!” I
said hopefully.


Caroline laughed. “Oh, all right, Paula.” She rose
from the bed and went to the front closet, where she had stashed two shopping
bags. She brought those back to the bedroom now.


I couldn’t believe my eyes when she pulled the pants
from the bag. These were women’s pants, yes, but they were basic and black. 
Except for the lack of pockets, there was no way most people would spot them as
anything other than men’s pants if I wore them! I was ecstatic. Maybe things
were about to change for the better after all?


Well, no.


“Now put on your stockings and then slide on the
pants, let’s see how they fit,” Caroline said.


I did as instructed. The pants were a little tight
around my hips, but not horribly so. They were also a hint too long.


“Those will fit better with the heels,” said Caroline
and she pulled a shoe box from the other bag. She opened the box, revealing
five-inch black opened-toed pumps with a slight platform and a stiletto heel.


My heart sank. I had hoped these would be wingtips or
even women’s loafers, something that looked masculine.


“You don’t look happy, dear?”


“I guess, I was hoping for something else.”


“Well, these are very nice. I’m sure Dan will be
quite pleased to see you in them.”


My jaw dropped. “Dan?!”


She laughed. “Yes, didn’t I mention Dan would be
joining us for dinner?”


I nearly threw up. Dan was the last person I wanted
to see right now! Dan and I were drinking buddies from way back, and we were
very competitive. Dan was tall, dark, handsome and kind of a jerk. In
college, we competed against each other in track. We competed over grades. We
competed over girls. We competed for jobs. We even pursued Caroline at the same
time, though I ultimately won that one.


“Caroline, how could you?!” I whined. The thought of Dan
seeing me as I had become terrified me.


“Don’t you dare use that tone with me, Paula!”
Caroline growled. “After all I’ve done for you, don’t you dare raise your
voice to me! You would be out on the street if not for me!”


I almost collapsed to the floor. I couldn’t let Dan
see me like this. I just couldn’t. I’d be ruined! I began to cry… yes,
cry!


“Oh Paula, I swear you’ve become such a sissy,”
Caroline said with a laugh.


“I can’t let Dan see me in a dress,” I whined.


“You won’t be wearing a dress, dear. You’ll be
wearing pants.”


I held up the high-heeled shoe she wanted me to wear. 
“He’ll see these.”


Caroline tried to look sympathetic. “You don’t like
those?”


I shook my head. “Please don’t make me wear those.”


She smiled. “I’ll tell you what. How about I let you
wear the other shoes I bought instead? Would you prefer that?”


“What do they look like?”


Caroline shook her head. “You’ll find out if you
choose them.”


I glared at my wife. This was an impossible choice. 
I knew I couldn’t wear these shoes before Dan, there was no way, but I had no
idea what kind of shoes were in the other box. She had given me pants. Maybe
she did want me to look masculine tonight? Maybe she didn’t?


“I’ll give you twenty seconds to decide which pair
you’re going to wear tonight,” she said.


“But I—”


“Tick tock, Paula. Or I’ll make the decision for
you.”


I had no choice. I couldn’t wear the open-toed
pumps. I had to hope she was trying to be merciful, even in her own twisted
way. I hung my head. “I’ll take the ones in the box.”


Caroline smirked. She reached into the bag and pulled
out the other box. Inside were a pair of pink sandals with a three-inch wedge
heel made of cork. They were very feminine and would absolutely stand out
against the black pants. I had been tricked.


I felt sick as I slid into the shoes. My hot pink
toenails showed through my tan stocking and the open front of the sandals. The
pants legs were just long enough to reach the tops of my feet but didn’t hide
the cork heel. At least they were comfortable.


“I think you’ll come to love these,” she said. Then she
smiled. “Actually, you probably won’t love them, but I love them and I’ll love
the fact you’re wearing them.”


“Can I at least remove my nail polish?” I asked in a
defeated tone.


“If it bothers you, then yes. From your fingers, but
not your toes. And you will need to replace it tonight.”


I agreed.


“Now put on this nice blouse,” she said, handing me a
ruffled pink blouse.


I looked at myself in the mirror one more time before
going to the kitchen. What I saw sickened me. Yes, I wore pants, but I also
wore pink high-heeled sandals and a ruffled pink blouse. My long hair was tied
in a ponytail at the top of my head, plus it was getting curly at the edges as
Caroline had begun experimenting with giving me curls lately. My nails were
long, though unpainted. Caroline didn’t require me to wear makeup, as I
normally did now, but my eyebrows were thin and highly-arched.


How could I explain this to Dan? I wanted to crawl
into a hole. I couldn’t imagine being seen dressed like this, but what choice
did I have? I had no money, no job, no car, and nowhere else to live.


I took a deep breath. Maybe I could explain the shoes
by telling Dan that I had ruined my shoes that day and I only wore these as a
stop-gap measure until I could get to the store the following day. No, Dan
would never buy that. I wasn’t at all sure how to explain the fingernails
either. They stuck out about three-quarters of an inch past my fingertips and
they had square tips. That didn’t just happen today. At least they weren’t
painted.


I wanted to cry, but then the doorbell rang. I
froze. I literally couldn’t move.


“Well?” Caroline asked.


I still couldn’t move.


“Aren’t you going to answer the door?”


I tried to move in that direction, but couldn’t.


Caroline rose from the bed and nudged me toward the
door. I mechanically began moving. Everything was a blur to me. My mouth was
dry and my brain couldn’t focus. Was I really going to do this?


A minute later, the unthinkable happened. I opened
the door.


Dan looked in good health. He’d obviously been
working out a lot, and from things he said it became clear to me that he’d been
working out with Caroline. Of course, she looked more fit as well these days. 
I, on the other hand, had been getting a good deal flabbier, despite the strict
diet Caroline kept me on. This struck me as somewhat strange, since I worked
all day long, but I didn’t have time to worry about it. What I didn’t realize
at the time, was that while I was constantly moving, all I did was repetitive
light lifting which didn’t do anything good for my muscles or my waistline. To
the contrary, it was like stretching a lot but never doing anything to build up
my muscles, but that’s a point for later in the story.


“Caroline, good to see you,” Dan said and he kissed my
wife on the cheek.


I turned to face him with my hand out to shake his
hand.


He looked at my hand. Then a huge grin appeared on
his face. He chuckled. “Ok,” was all he said and he never shook my hand.


“Why don’t you come in, Dan,” Caroline said.


Dan gave me the once-over and walked past me into the
living room.


I felt intense shame. This was a man I routinely beat
in every competition we had, and now I was this effeminate creature who was
dominated by his wife and couldn’t even look my old nemesis in the eye. Even
worse, for reasons I couldn’t understand, I had a raging hard on, which stood
out prominently beneath my pants.


Unfortunately, Caroline noticed. She laughed. “Is
that for me or Dan?”


“Is what for me?” Dan asked.


Caroline pointed toward my crotch. “Little Paula’s
excited to see you. I told you he was a sissy.”


Dan laughed.


“This is what I go through every day,” Caroline complained
and she grabbed my penis through my pants. “Paula just loves being a girl. 
Don’t you, Paula.”


I looked sheepishly at the floor.


“I really can’t believe this is Paul?!” Dan said with
astonishment.


“It’s not,” Caroline laughed. “It’s Paula! 
And as you can tell from her little hard on, she likes having you see her this
way.”


My face burned red and I felt a tear in the corner of
my eye.


Caroline let go of my penis. “Well little lady, if
you don’t make your twisted little hard on go away, then you’ll get your wish. 
I’ll make you stand at the head of the table while we eat and play with
yourself as entertainment. Is that what you want?”


“No, ma’am,” I whispered. I had no will to resist her
anymore.


“Then it better go away fast!” she said. She folded
her arms and stared at my erection. Naturally, this made it impossible for me
to go soft. Fortunately, Dan said he really didn’t want to see “Paula”
masturbate, and Caroline agreed, so she ordered me into the kitchen as they had
drinks in the living room.


As I swished my way around the kitchen, with the sound
of my heels tapping out my humiliation on the hardwood floor like Morse Code,
Caroline and Dan moved to the dining room. When I had dinner ready, I served them. 
Then I joined them, though they didn’t let me into their conversation – not
that it mattered as I had no idea what they were talking about since I didn’t
know what the Fed did last week or how the market was performing or even who
won the recent election. I actually didn’t even know there had been an
election until Caroline came home with some voting materials, which she didn’t
let me see. “This no longer concerns you,” was all she said.


Their conversation continued throughout dinner and it
was clear they got along well. It was also clear they knew each other quite well. 
And neither was particularly interested in me at the moment, although every so
often, I caught Dan looking me over. Though “caught” is the wrong word as I
couldn’t bring myself to look Dan in the face. Instead, I just sensed that Dan
had been looking at me, which made me wonder what Dan would tell our other
friends? Not that it mattered, as I hadn’t seen any of them in months now.


 


—o—


 


Around eight, Caroline announced that they would move
to the living room. At first, I thought she meant me as well, but she never
stopped looked at Dan as she spoke.


“Do you want me to help clean up here first?” Dan
asked.


“Oh heavens no! Paula will get that. Won’t you,
dear?” Caroline asked.


I meekly nodded my head, but this didn’t satisfy
Caroline. She wanted a verbal response


“Well??!” she demanded.


“Yes, Caroline,” I said.


“Yes, what?”


I bit my tongue. “Do I have to?”


“Of course.”


I took a deep breath. “Yes, Miss,” I said.


Dan snickered.


“Good, girl,” Caroline said, causing Dan to snicker
even harder. She took Dan’s hand. “Let’s go to the living room, Paula can
handle the kitchen. She won’t bother us.”


I was furious! I couldn’t believe my wife had the
nerve to hit on my best friend right in front of me. I wanted to storm into
the living room and tell her off. I had visions of myself kicking Dan out of
my damn house and demanding an apology. But then the image crystallized
further and I saw that the foot I’d placed on Dan’s rear was encased in a pink
sandal and my toenails were painted silver with such a high shine they were
like mirrors. I could even see my reflection in my toenails. I looked like a
small, beautiful woman. And as I watched, I seemed to shrink smaller and
smaller. Suddenly, Dan turned around and picked me up like a child and carried
me to the living room. He handed me to Caroline, who spanked me repeatedly. I
cried and begged and screamed, but I couldn’t break free from her firm grasp
because I had become so small. Finally she stood up, towering over him, and
she just laughed.


I snapped out of my nightmare and felt a shiver run
down my spine. The idea of standing up to Caroline or kicking Dan out of my
house vanished from my mind and wouldn’t return. My courage was gone. I set
about cleaning the kitchen.


“Paula,” Caroline called from the living room about
thirty minutes later.


I wiped my hands on my apron and went to the living
room, where I was greeted by the sight of my wife sitting on my friend’s lap
giggling. I felt like I’d been punched in the gut and I wanted to cry or scream,
but nothing came out.


“Are you finished in the kitchen?”


“Yes, Miss,” I said through clenched teeth.


“Good. Go get your nail kit and come repair my
nails. You need to paint yours tonight as well. Hurry up, or it’ll be
bedtime.”


I hesitated. “Tonight?”


“Of course. I told you that if you removed the
polish, you’d have to replace it. Why is tonight any different than any other
night?”


I bit my lip. “I thought because of Dan—”


“I certainly doubt he’ll want his nails painted!”
Caroline said with a laugh. “I think you’re the only boy who likes that.”


“I do not!” I insisted.


Caroline raised an eyebrow. “Oh?”


“You made me do this, I didn’t want to do this,” I
blurted out. This was the greatest act of rebellion I’d committed in some
time.


Caroline snickered. “Did you or did you not tell me
you enjoyed painting your nails?”


I blushed. “Well—”


“Did you not in fact say it relaxes you?”


“Yes, but that’s not really what I meant.”


“What did you mean then?” she asked smugly.


I hung my head and shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t
know.”


“Well, enough of this. Go get your nail kit.” 
Caroline pointed toward the door. “And you better change into something more
appropriate too, I won’t have you ruining those slacks.”


A look of sheer terror crossed my face.


“Hurry up. You’re embarrassing me,” she growled. “Go
change into your normal clothes.”


I stumbled from the room, unsure why I couldn’t muster
any resistance. As I left, I heard Caroline tell Dan, “She’s so careless and
has ruined so many of her clothes that I just can’t let her work in anything
other than work clothes.”


“Work clothes?” Dan asked.


“Oh, don’t worry, they’re appropriate for her task.”


 


—o—


 


I felt incredibly emasculated stepping back into the
living room in my light blue babydoll and three-inch high-heeled mules. There
was no explaining this to Dan. Of course, with everything else that had
happened, one more humiliation wasn’t going to change his opinion. Naturally, Dan
whistled and made some snide comment the moment I stepped into the room. Caroline
just laughed.


“Paula does good work on her own fingers and toes. 
There’s no disputing that,” Caroline said to Dan. She showed him photos of my
nails on her cell phone. “She’s still not perfect with mine though, and she
gets punished for her failures.”


Dan raised an eyebrow. “Punished?”


“Of course. Would you like to spank her?” Caroline
giggled.


He laughed. “Maybe later!”


I felt even weaker and smaller. My wife was laying it
all out to my biggest rival, every humiliating thing I’d become, and there was
nothing I could do about it.


“Fine, suit yourself,” she said. Then she kissed him.
. . on the lips!


Outrage engulfed me, but it was impotent outrage. 
Even as it built up inside me, I knew I would do nothing about it, and that
realization made me feel helpless. But even worse, it made me hard as a rock
for some reason. Indeed, my penis jumped to attention beneath my panties,
which were not strong enough to hold it in place.


“Awww! Isn’t that cute!” said Caroline and she
reached over and shook my penis. Then she let go and wrapped her arms around Dan
again and they started kissing.


I tried to ignore this as best I could. I set up my
kit in a business-like manner and I curled up on the floor next to them, with
my legs underneath me in the feminine pose Caroline demanded. When I was
ready, she pulled her hand from Dan’s chest and gave it to me. I began
working, but she never stopped kissing Dan.


As I worked, my penis throbbed. I didn’t understand
this and I couldn’t explain it, but this was the first time I was sure I felt
genuinely aroused by my humiliation. And that realization shattered my
masculinity. From that point forward, I wouldn’t even be able to put up the
limited resistance I had managed to muster so far.


After finishing her fingers, I moved on to Caroline’s
toes. First, I removed her high-heeled sandals. She wore no nylons today. 
Then I inspected her toes. They were beautiful, though I never realized this
until I started painting them. Next, I removed the pink polish she wore and I
set about repainting them dark red. When I finished, she inspected them.


“Well, they’re good but not great,” she said. “What
do you think, Dan?”


Dan grabbed her legs and pulled her feet toward him so
Caroline didn’t need to leave his lap. “They’re nice, yeah.”


“But not perfect,” Caroline said. “I think tomorrow
Paula should practice three times instead of twice. Why don’t you pick out the
colors for her tomorrow, Dan?!”


Dan smirked. He looked at the helpless sissy that was
his former best friend and rival sitting on the floor with my legs tucked
beneath me. Then he looked at all the colors. He laughed. “Ok,” he said. He
grabbed a bright red, a white, and a silver. Those had been our college’s
school colors.


Caroline giggled. “Those will look lovely on you,
dear,” she said to me. “Now, hurry up and do your fingernails, it’s nearly
nine.”


I obediently worked on my nails as quickly as I could,
without making any mistakes. When I finished, Caroline and Dan both inspected
my nails. I cringed when Dan touched my hand to carry out the inspection, and
I felt sick when he touched my feet to inspect my toenails.


“Damn, Paul! You’ve got soft feet!” Dan blurted out.


“I’ve taught her how to take care of them,” Caroline
said.


“Well, he does a great job.”


“Do you want her to take care of your feet, dear?” she
teased Dan.


“Uh, no thanks,” he laughed nervously.


“But she does such a nice job! You could have
beautiful sissy feet, just like she does.”


“Pass!” he said, still laughing nervously.


“Well, don’t say I never offered.” She laughed and
kissed him again. Then she turned to me. “It’s bedtime.”


Dan looked at his watch. “You want me to go?”


Caroline laughed. “Hardly! It’s Paula’s
bedtime. You and I can stay up as late as we want.”


Dan chuckled. “He has a bedtime?”


“Yes. Paula goes to bed at 9:30 sharp unless I give
her permission to stay up longer. And I don’t think we need her up tonight, do
we?”


Dan smirked. “No… I think it would be better if SHE
went to bed.”


“You heard Dan, dear,” Caroline said with smirk. “Go
to bed.”


I did as I was told. Truthfully, I was happy to
leave. And as I clicked my way down the hallway on my mules, feeling like I’d
been castrated, I could hear my wife and my best friend making out on my couch.


 


—o—


 


Over the next couple weeks, this same scene repeated
itself several times and with increasing frequency. Slowly, it became a
pattern. Every other night, Dan would come to dinner. I would serve them and
then sit quietly as they conversed with each other while ignoring me. Then
they would move to the living room, while I cleaned the kitchen. When I
finished, I would paint Caroline’s nails and then my own as Caroline and Dan
made out on the couch. Then they would send me off to bed as they stayed
together.


So why didn’t I revolt? The answer is that I
couldn’t. For one thing, I’d allowed myself to become financially dependent on
Caroline. I had no money, no job and no male clothes. The prospect of getting
tossed out onto the street looking like a woman and not being able to afford a
hotel room or even a meal truly frightened me. What would I need to do to
survive out there, I asked myself, and I feared the answer.


But even beyond that, I had become mentally and
emotionally dependent on my wife. It didn’t happen all at once, but slowly
over time. With Caroline denying me access to news of any type, she made me so
ignorant that I couldn’t carry on a conversation with anyone about anything
anymore. And when I tried, she always made sure to trip me up and shame me
with my own ignorance. This made me so self-conscious about even speaking,
that I eventually only spoke when spoken to. And since I had nothing to offer,
it simultaneously became easier for everyone else to ignore me. This caused me
to be left out of almost all conversations except when Caroline or Dan or one
of their guests wanted to order me around.


Even worse, with no reason to speak and no new sources
of information to process, my mind stopped bothering as well. This withered my
mind. Thinking became difficult, and soon Caroline easily dominated me
mentally, because unlike me, she kept her mind sharp each day. And even on
those rare occasions where I did gain the upper hand, she had the power to bend
me to her will, so I lost anyway. With no chance of winning any debate and my
mind atrophying, I became very shy and passive.


Caroline, of course, recognized all of this and did
her best to make it worse. She made sure I never got my hands on real money so
I couldn’t save it up to buy male clothes.  She took away my car and let my driver’s
license expire. She and Dan even stopped talking about the news when I was
round, just in case I might glean some bit of useful information.


Caroline also excelled at finding little ways to
reinforce my new status. For example, she denied me men’s clothing for so long
that I couldn’t even remember what they felt like against my body. But she
also periodically found reasons to put me in men’s clothes but in such a way
that it was a truly unpleasant experience for me. The idea was to give me an
aversion to it, and it was working.


“Why don’t you put them on, Paula,” Caroline said as
she pointed toward the pair of dress pants Dan had left hanging over the chair.


“No thank you, Miss,” I said. I knew this would not
end well.


“I saw you looking at them, I know you want to try
them on.”


“I really don’t, Miss.”


“Yes, you do. You’re a sissy who dreams of being a
man, and I can see it in your eyes that you want to try on a real man’s pants
just to see how they feel.”


I shook my head.


“Put them on, Paula,” she insisted.


I gritted my teeth. I had no choice and there was no
point in resisting. I stepped out of my mules and stepped into the pants. I
pulled them up.


“Ha!” Caroline said. “You look ridiculous.”


I felt weak when she said this, but I went to look in
the mirror nevertheless. She was right, I did look ridiculous. The pants were
so long that several inches of pants leg bunched up on the floor beneath my
feet, though this was no surprise as Dan was a good six inches taller. Dan’s
waist was larger too, so it didn’t surprise me either to see that the pants
were so much larger that I needed to hold them up with my hand. Beyond that, the
rest was incongruous, seeing as how my hair was now curly and feminine, my
nails were long and red, my face was covered in makeup, and I still wore the
pink babydoll, which was now tucked into the pants.


Caroline laughed. “Now you know how pathetic you look
in a real man’s pants. But I suppose this probably makes you happy, doesn’t it?”


I frowned.


“Oh, be honestly, Paula. It excites a little sissy
like you to wear pants, doesn’t it?”


“No,” I said reflexively.


Caroline smirked. “So you’re happier in skirts, is
that it?”


I bit my tongue.


“Well, I’ll tell you what,” she said before I could
respond. “I want you to be sure you get the full experience of being a man
today, so you’re going to wear those pants all day while you work.”


“I’d rather not, Miss,” I said. I had visions of
extreme discomfort all day.


“I insist.”


I hung my head.


For the rest of the day, I did my chores wearing the
pants. I was miserable. The pants were hot and heavy and uncomfortable. But
even worse, they just didn’t fit. I had to do most of my chores with one hand
because I needed the other to keep the pants in place, and several times my
mules got caught in the pants legs and I almost landed on my face. I was
thrilled when I finished my chores and I figured I could soon take the pants
off, but I needed Caroline’s permission.


She had just finished her inspection. She made me
redo a few minor points, but otherwise accepted my work.


“So how did you enjoy your day in big boy pants,
sissy?” she asked.


“It was fine, Miss,” I lied. I knew that if I told
the truth, she would use the pants to torture me.


She laughed. “Oh, so you’d like to do it again? I
could arrange that?”


I cringed, but tried to hide my true feelings. “No,
ma’am.”


“I don’t know, Paula. It sounds like you really do
want to wear the pants again,” she said.


I broke down. “Please let me go back to my normal
clothes,” I pleaded.


“You mean, let you go back to your pretty skirts?”


“Yes, ma’am.”


“Well, I’ll give you points for honesty, if nothing
else, Paula.”


I waited anxiously.


Caroline saw the pensive look in my face and decided
to extend my trauma a bit. She wanted to be sure I became truly averse to
wearing pants again. “But I’m not sure, Paula. I’m wondering if we should
leave you in pants until Dan comes home. I’m sure he won’t be happy to see you
like this and he’ll probably want to punish you. He may even want to spank
you, and if I let you take off his pants now, that would be like letting you
keep this secret, wouldn’t it?”


I felt sick. I didn’t want Dan to see me in his
pants. “Miss, please let me take off these pants?”


Caroline folded her arms. “I don’t know, Paula.”


“Please, Miss,” I begged.


“Beg me to let you return to skirts.”


“Miss, please let me return to skirts,” I pleaded.


“Tell me you never want to wear pants again.”


“I never want to wear pants again!”


“Tell me why you never want to wear pants again,” she
said with an evil smirk.


“I hate pants, Miss. They’re uncomfortable. They
make me fall down. And I don’t want to be seen wearing them!”


Caroline patted me on the head. “Good, girl. You may
take off the pants.”


I quickly unbuckled the belt, kicked off my mules and
dropped the pants before she could change her mind. I then picked them up and
folded them. Caroline took them from my hand.


“Now tell me what you’ll give me if I agree to keep
this secret from Dan?” she asked.


I froze. I had no idea how to answer that question. 
“I don’t know, Miss?”


Caroline folded her arms and tapped her
high-heel-encased foot angrily. “I expected better,” she said and she snarled
her lips.


I felt a moment of fear. I genuinely didn’t know what
I could offer, so I had no idea how to answer this question. But clearly,
Caroline expected some answer, as her angry demeanor demonstrated, and it
confused and panicked me that I didn’t know how to answer. A tear rolled down
my face. “I’m not sure, Miss. I don’t know?”


Caroline exhaled very slowly. “Fine, Paula. I’m
going to give you time to think about this. In the meantime, you better be
extremely nice to me and Dan. If you are rude or misbehave in the slightest, I
will tell Dan what you’ve done and he will punish you.”


Relief poured over me. “Thank you, Miss, I’ll be
good.”
















Chapter 9: Boobs


 


Without warning, Caroline came home with new mules to
replace the ones I had been wearing. She claimed mine were worn out and had
begun to smell. I thought they were fine, but I wasn’t going to argue. In
truth, she wanted to make life a little more difficult for me as I had gotten
to the point where the three-inch heels were no longer an obstacle in my
day-to-day work. Each of the new shoes had four-inch heels and I struggled a
lot with them. Caroline apparently would have gone with an even higher heel,
except she wanted something to step up to again in the future, should I master
the four-inch heels.


Boy did I ever struggle to finish my chores on time in
these shoes. The added inch made it harder to maintain my balance, which meant
I needed to take shorter and more careful steps than even before. The extra
inch thrust me forward and put even more weight on my toes, which felt like
they were being crushed. It caused my arches to feel strained and my calves to
burn like the first time I wore heels. Even worse, this one little inch made
my entire walk more effeminate. I now minced rather than walked. It’s amazing
how much one little inch can change your life. And it’s even more amazing to
think that I actually missed my three-inch mules?!


Another problem with these new shoes was that they
made my heel strikes even harder and this sent ripples through my body. That caused
my chest to shake. Indeed, after about an hour of walking around in these, I
realized that my chest was becoming quite sore from the pounding… strangely
sore.


I went to the bedroom and removed my babydoll. I
wanted to examine my chest. I knew it had gotten a little flabby lately,
despite my diet, but this was new. I rubbed the soft mound on my chest. It
tingled and the nipple rose slightly. The nipple seemed larger than before,
and when I rubbed it, I felt a tingle shoot through my chest. It excited me.


“Having a good time?” Caroline asked behind me. She
had come home early.


I looked terrified and confused. I didn’t know what
to say or what to do. Caroline, still in her maroon suit and spike heels,
walked over to me and ran her hand up my stomach to my chest. She pinched my
nipple. I felt a jolt run through my chest and down my spine. My penis jumped
to attention beneath the tight panties.


“You’re getting fat, girl!” she snickered.


She was right. Somehow, I’d been getting fat. My
arms, my legs, my hips, and my chest had all gotten flabby. I just couldn’t
understand how this had happened? I wasn’t eating too much and I worked hard
every day, so I should have been losing weight. And in some areas I was. My
stomach was getting flatter and my arms and legs were getting visibly smaller. 
But in other areas, I kept getting fatter… softer all over.


I looked down at the fleshy mound she held in her
hand. Her red nails, the same color as mine today, moved slowly back and
forth, making the tingle stronger and stronger.  My breasts had never felt this
way before.


“I’m trying, Miss,” I protested. “I’m eating less and
exercising more, but I keep getting flabbier.”


“Clearly, you’re not trying hard enough,” she
retorted. She squeezed my breast, which made me suck in air and caused my
penis to throb.


“I’m trying, Miss. I really am,” I whined.


“Maybe we need to trim your diet even more,” she
said. “I’ll adjust your diet later today.”


I didn’t want to hear that. I was barely eating
enough as it was.


She continued. “In the meantime, you need to wear a
bra, don’t you agree?”


“I’m not sure, Miss,” I said.


She raised an eyebrow. “Why not?”


I looked down at my breast, still wrapped tightly in
her hand.


“You’ll be much more comfortable in a bra,” she purred.


“Please don’t make me wear a bra, Miss.”


She shook her head. “I’m not making you do anything,
dear. It’s your body which is making you. You’re the one growing breasts. 
It’s probably genetic.”


I took a deep breath. My chest had become fat enough
that I really did need a bra.


As I contemplated this, Caroline let go of my breast,
went to one of her drawers, and returned with a black spandex bra with lace
trim. She pushed my arms through the straps and pulled the bra up my chest. 
She latched it in the back. Then she reached around the front and pushed my
fleshy mounds into the bra. They fit perfectly, and my chest immediately felt
more comfortable.


“From now on, you’ll wear a bra every day,” she said.


“Yes, Miss.”


Caroline giggled and then tweaked my nipple again
before walking off.


 


—o—


 


In an odd way, having breasts became a positive
thing. Not only did they provide a pleasurable sensation, but they made my
shape more feminine. How is that a positive? Well, that change, along with
the changes in my posture and the way I carried myself as a result of the
heels, my makeup, my feminine hair, and my improving fashion sense, all made
passing as a woman much easier. That meant none of the cabbies laughed at me
for obviously being a man in a dress and even some of the grocery store staff
seemed to accept me now as a woman. Today was a good example of that.


Today I wore a flower-print dress and open-toed brown
sling-backs. Normally, Caroline liked me in one of her many pencil skirts, but
lately she had given me some leeway, so I chose a looser dress. In addition to
the dress, I wore white polish on my fingernails and toenails and I carried a
brown purse. With my new breasts featured prominently by the dress, I looked
quite feminine. People noticed.


As my heels clicked their way from aisle to aisle, a
collection of stockboys surreptitiously followed my progress with great
interest. I could see them peeking at me whenever I turned a corner. At
first, I thought they intended to mock me, as they had done in the past. But
for some reason, they didn’t. To the contrary, I got the feeling they actually
thought I was a woman?! When I reached the checkout counter, the clerk even
called me “Miss,” something which hadn’t happened before.


“That’s a great dress,” said the freckled kid with the
squeaky voice who packed my purchases into bags.


I smiled at the boy. “Thanks.”


“My pleasure!” said the kid, who couldn’t get his eyes
off my breasts, except when he glanced down at my legs.


“This is embarrassing,” I thought to myself, “but if
the kid wants to look, let him. It’s no harm really.” Of course, it still
made me feel a little creepy that this kid would probably go home and jerk off
about me, but there was nothing I could do about that. And, I reasoned, it was
better to be an object of lust than an object of derision.


When I paid for the groceries, the kid carried them to
the cab for me and set them in the trunk. I tipped him a dollar and then
climbed into the back seat of the cab. All in all, this had been a good
shopping trip. But it wasn’t over yet, and things were about to take a turn
for the worse.


I’m not sure why, maybe it was my more relaxed
attitude, but I had taken longer than normal in the store and I could tell from
the meter about halfway home that I was in trouble. In fact, I was almost four
dollars short. I swallowed hard.


“Uh sir,” I began nervously, “I need to ask you a
favor.”


“What kind of favor, lady?”


“I just realized that my husband didn’t give me enough
money to pay for the cab fare.” I hated saying I had a husband.


The cabby turned in his seat. He was clearly angry.


“I’m sorry,” I said, pleadingly.


The cabbie returned his eyes to the road. “You got
money at home, you could pay me there.”


“I don’t, sir,” I said. I began to shake. “I’m
really sorry.”


The cabbie pulled over. “You don’t have money with
you and you don’t have money at home?”


“I’m sorry, sir.”


“Tell me why I shouldn’t toss you out of this cab?”


“I’m sorry, sir,” I said.


A rotten smirk crossed the cabbie’s face. “I’ll tell
you what, lady. How about you give me something other than money.”


I bit my tongue. I didn’t know what the man had in
mind, but I didn’t like the idea. “Like what?”


He pointed at his crotch.


I gasped. “I couldn’t!”


The cabbie looked at me for almost thirty seconds. 
“All right, lady, but next time, it ain’t gonna go this easy.”


I had nightmares about this for two weeks. I never
told Caroline anything about this though for fear of giving her ideas.
















Chapter 10: Paula the
Maid


 


With my shape becoming increasingly feminine, Caroline
now liked for me to wear beautiful clothes at dinner time. This meant dresses
and even the occasional evening gown. In a way, I enjoyed this, because dinner
was one of the few times I actually felt free. I got to choose my own clothes
and I felt like an adult rather than a slave, like I did prancing around the
house in the babydolls. But in most ways, I didn’t enjoy this at all.


In particular, I didn’t like the way Caroline kept
relentlessly making me more feminine. For example, her intent in letting me
pick my own outfits wasn’t to give me a sense of freedom. No. To the
contrary, she wanted me to “develop my feminine tastes,” and making me pick out
my own outfits forced me to think about myself in feminine terms. She also
used the opportunity to lecture me about women’s clothes and then she would
often quiz me later. She similarly began requiring me to read romance novels
and she would quiz me about what the heroine felt throughout. This was meant
to make me see the stories from the feminine perspective. I found it troubling
that she was jamming so much feminine thinking into my mind.


She also demanded that I start holding myself in a
more feminine manner, with limp wrists, hands on hips, and arms held closely to
my body – this was in addition to teaching me to walk and sit like a woman,
which was in addition to the natural effects of protecting my long nails from
breaking, not smearing my makeup, and the needs of wearing very high heels. 
All of this was fundamentally changing the way I moved, and it emasculated me
to think that my body-motion instincts were being reprogrammed to be like a
woman’s.


Making all of this worse was Dan. He seemed to get a
kick out of this, which made me feel intensely humiliated since I viewed Dan as
a rival for my wife. Of course, that was stupid on my part because I was no
rival for anyone anymore, but it still bothered me. And Dan seemed to realize
that I thought of him as a rival, so he delighted in doing little things to
guarantee his position over me.


For example, Dan more than Caroline insisted that I
change into my babydolls and mules and then paint Caroline nails each night as
they made out on the couch. He knew this bothered me as he could see my face
flush red each time, and he laughed as he saw all that impotent rage transfer
itself to a raging hard on beneath the silky babydoll. Dan always pointed this
out to Caroline.


Dan also began taking over my discipline. This
happened suddenly one night. Dan and Caroline sat on the couch. As usual,
Caroline sat in Dan’s lap and the two of them were kissing. I sat on the floor
in my pink babydoll nightie, with my legs curled up beneath me. I felt
humiliated watching them make out, which caused my growing nipples to stand at
attention and made my penis hard. As I finished Caroline’s ring finger, a
finger which no longer bore my wedding ring, I shifted my position slightly,
which caused the nail polish I held to tip too much and two drops of pink
polish fell onto Dan’s sock. I immediately apologized.


“I’m so sorry! That was an accident. I didn’t mean
for that to happen. I’m sorry,” I blurted out.


Dan looked at his sock. His lips curled into a
snarl. Then he looked his sissy rival straight in the eyes. “You did that
intentionally, you sissy!”


“No, I didn’t, it was an accident,” I whined.


“Then you were careless, you pathetic sissy!”


“I’m sorry,” I repeated.


Dan sat up, pushing Caroline from his lap. He reached
over and literally pulled me off the ground and draped me over his lap. Dan’s
hand came down on my exposed rear like a hammer.


SMACK!! SMACK!!!


I squealed and tried to jerk away, but couldn’t. The
clothes I wore made it impossible. I could find no footing in the heels, I
couldn’t push too hard without breaking a nail, and my boobs kept getting in
the way of my arms, all of which kept me from pushing him away. Or maybe, just
maybe, Dan really was that much stronger? I couldn’t recall if Dan was
stronger than me in the past, but admittedly I hadn’t been working out and Dan
had. In any event, it didn’t matter. The fact was that I was stuck as Dan’s
hand rained down on my exposed rear.


“This is for your own good,” he said.


SMACK!! SMACK!!!


Caroline laughed.


SMACK!! SMACK!!!


“I’m sorry!” I cried.


SMACK!! SMACK!!!


Dan finally let go. I ran from the room with tears
pouring down my face. I lost one of my mules in the process.


No sooner did my body hit the bed in my room than I
heard Caroline ordering me back downstairs! As amazing as it may sound, I
actually thought she was calling me to tell me this whole game of hers was over
and that I’d be release to return to living as a man. I thought she had thrown
Dan out and she would now beg me to be hers again. Of course, I was wrong.


I hobbled downstairs holding the one mule in my hand –
I often found it difficult to walk without heels on my feet these days. When I
reached the bottom of the stairs, I made my way carefully to the living room. Dan
was still there.


“Put your shoes back on,” Caroline demanded the moment
I entered the living room. She pointed at the lone mule sitting on the floor
where it had fallen from my foot.


I nodded and slipped my foot into the shoe. Then I
raised my leg behind me and slipped on the mule I still held.


“I am shocked that you would act like this!” Caroline
declared. “You have been incredibly rude! Now get on your knees and beg Dan’s
forgiveness, and you better pray he gives it to you!”


I couldn’t believe my ears. I was the one who had
been manhandled and spanked. I was the one who was owed an apology. I wanted
to scream at her, at both of them really, that it was humiliating that she
would let her husband be treated this way. But of course, nothing like that
came out of my mouth. Instead, I walked over to where Dan sat with a smug look
on his face, and I kneeled down.


“I’m sorry,” I said, and my face burned with shame as
I said this. Annoyingly, my erection returned at that moment as well.


“I think you can do better than that,” Caroline said
and she walked up behind me.


“I’m really sorry.”


She bent over and spoke into my ear: “Unless you want
to be spanked again, you better try harder.”


I felt weak and scared. “I’m sorry I poured nail
polish on your sock, please forgive me… I was stupid and careless.”


“Call me, Sir,” Dan said.


I cringed and I felt such a rush of humiliation that I
became dizzy. “Please forgive me, Sir.”


Dan laughed in my face. “You pathetic, sissy. It’s
no wonder Caroline prefers me. Now tell me you’re happy that I corrected you.”


“Thank you for correcting me, Sir,” I said, barely aware
of what I was saying.


“Beg me to do it again whenever you need it.”


“Sir, please correct me again whenever I need it.”


“Say ‘spank,’ not correct.”


I felt Caroline’s fingers tracing my bra straps.


I gritted my teeth. “Sir, please spank me again
whenever I need it.”


Dan smirked. “Good. Now go to bed, sissy.” It was
only 6:30.


 


—o—


 


The night Dan gave me my first spanking became a
turning point for everything. From that moment on, Dan and Caroline took joint
control over me. Dan moved into the house and they both became much more open
about the fact they were sleeping with each other. In fact, on more than one
occasion, they called me into the room for some menial task right after they
had finished intercourse. I presumed these tasks were a mere pretext for
getting me into the room so I could see what they had done. But there was
nothing I could do about it, so it oddly began to bother me less and less over
time. And at least, I reasoned, when they were together, they largely left me
alone.


Unfortunately, however, Dan started to get a real kick
out of emasculating him and most of what he did bothered me a lot more than his
sleeping with Caroline. Indeed, it was Dan, not Caroline, who insisted that my
hair be dyed platinum blond. It was Dan, not Caroline, who insisted on taking
lots of photos of me working. And it was Dan who brought home the uniform. 
That’s a day I’ll never forget.


I had finished my chores just in time and now stood in
the hallway waiting for Caroline and Dan as they walked from Caroline’s car to
the house. They were coming from work and it was my responsibility to greet
them and take their bags and coats. As an aside, I had recently discovered
that they worked in the same office, though that’s all I knew for sure at the
moment.


As they walked through the door, I immediately noticed
Dan carrying a dry cleaning bag.


“Before we do the inspection, let me give her the
uniform,” Dan said to Caroline as they removed their coats and handed them to
me. Neither had acknowledged me yet, and I was not allowed to speak until
spoken to. I did curtsey, however, as they now required.


Caroline shrugged her shoulders and kissed Dan on the
lips before heading to the bedroom. She never did acknowledge my presence
except to hand me her coat.


“Come with me,” Dan said and I followed him to my
bedroom.


When we reached the bedroom, he unzipped the dry
cleaning bag. Inside were two maid’s costumes. They were identical except for
color. One was black the other was pink. I slipped off my babydoll and slid
on the black uniform. There was no mistaking that this uniform was meant for
sex appeal, not for performing real work. It was satin with a petticoat skirt
which stood out from my hips, the stockings were connected with a garterbelt,
and the blouse was cut very low to show cleavage.  It did little to hold my
ever-growing breasts in place, which now jiggled whenever I walked, and it barely
reached mid-thigh. The bodice wrapped tightly around my frame, so tightly that
I needed a corset. The sleeves were short and hemmed with white lace. There
was a cap which matched the sleeves for my head. And the uniform could be tied
in the back so I couldn’t remove it. For my feet, Dan gave me two pair of
open-toed slingbacks with five-inch heels. They would be difficult to wear all
day. One pair was pink, the other was black.


“From now on, you’ll wear these when you work around
the house. You can change into the babydoll at night, after dinner, but not
during the day.”


“What about when I go to the store, Sir?”


Dan shrugged his shoulders. “Whatever you’ve been
wearing lately is fine for now.” He smirked. “Now thank me, sissy.”


I felt a rage deep inside me, but I knew there was no
point in fighting. I knew I would surrender and that fighting would only make it
work. That feeling of helplessness caused my penis to rise beneath the
uniform. “Thank you for the uniform, Sir.”


Dan patted me on the head. “Good girl.”


 


—o—


 


I found the maid uniforms incredibly uncomfortable. 
For one thing, they were much tighter and more restrictive than the babydolls
had been. This made it much harder for me to bend and turn and move around as
I needed to complete my chores. The new heels didn’t help either. They were
higher and yet offered no real support. So I was slowed even further. And
Caroline, of course, was unrelenting in the list of chores she demanded. As a
result, completing my chores on time became nearly impossible. This typically
led to punishments, like being sent to bed early, often without dinner, being made
to stand in the corner, or being spanked if Dan felt like spanking me.


The uniforms seriously impacted my yard work as well.
. . yes, Dan and Caroline insisted I wear them in the yard. Indeed, if I
thought I was uncomfortable wearing babydolls and mules in the yard, I had no
idea how horrible things could get! For one thing, walking on the grass in
these heels proved to be incredibly difficult as they were higher and sharper
and constantly dug into the ground. And pushing a lawnmower in high heels is not
an easy task either.


Making this worse, Caroline and Dan insisted that I
perform the yard work at the same time each week. This meant the neighbors
knew exactly what time to watch for me, and watch they did.


I first noticed that the old guy next door stopped
working sometimes when I appeared in the yard. He’d never done that before and
he didn’t do it on other days, but when I was in the yard, he always took a
break and sat on his patio, sipping some sort of drink and watching me wiggle
and jiggle as I struggled with the lawnmower or trimmer or the such. 
Sometimes, the old guy even called over the hedge, “I can get that for you,
Caroline? That’s too heavy for a young lady like you.” He never missed a
show.


Naturally, the kid picked up my schedule too. Unlike
the old man, who watched alone, the kid liked to invite friends. They always
stood on the other side of the wooden fence and peeked over. Sometimes they
even took pictures! I seriously wanted to tell the kid’s parents, but what
could I really say? After all, I was the one who was provocatively dressed.


I begged Caroline to change my schedule, but she
refused, though she encouraged me to keep pleading from time to time as she
clearly got off on my powerlessness and humiliation. In fact, now that she
knew this humiliated him, she enjoyed finding ways to make it worse. For
example, during the summer, she liked to make me wear a bikini, especially
after my breasts started coming in. Not only did this show off my increasingly
feminine shape, but it gave me sissy tan lines. But even worse, the bikini
offered no protection for my penis and I struggled to keep it hidden with my
hand or a well-placed garden tool to block the view. But in the end, there was
little I could do about it and I just had to accept the fact that people would
see my erection pushing out the bikini bottoms if they happened to look.


The other problem with the bikini was that it wasn’t
practical for working – often when struggling to trim a tree branch or push the
mower out of a rut, my penis would suddenly pop out of the bikini. This was
always a horrifying feeling for me as I struggled to jam it back into the
bikini bottoms. And on more than one occasion, I wished I didn’t have a penis
at all, especially whenever the kid managed to get a photo of me in that state.


Overall, there was nothing I dreaded more in this
entire experience than my time in the yard. The humiliation and stress went
way beyond anything else Caroline did. It was positively sadistic. What she
did to me in the house was bad enough, but to share my humiliations with the
neighbors and put my on a virtual stage like that was just not right. But she
would just laugh at me whenever I tried to bring it up. It seemed to me she
was getting more psychopathic as her dominance of me became total. Absolute
power and all that I guessed.


Anyway, back to the uniforms. The other problem with
the uniforms is that there was no way to hide them when people showed up. I
mean, honestly, I couldn’t really hide anymore in any event, not with the hair
and nails and makeup and shaved legs and all, but these uniforms marked me as
subservient, as a sex toy, and there was just no way to explain that away. 
Moreover, on some days, Caroline refused me panties, which meant I would roam
the house with my penis erect just beneath the petticoat skirt. Hiding this
when people suddenly showed up proved even more problematic, especially as the
humiliation aspect of it always caused me to get hard in the first place.
















Chapter 11: Caroline’s
Nephew Todd


 


My life continued along this destructive path I’ve
described for some time. Each day I became weaker, more helpless and more
submissive and subservient, while Caroline became stronger and more dominant. 
I was now her servant, and nothing would change that. In fact, for a long
time, it seemed like nothing would change at all, until Caroline’s nephew
showed up.


It was a Sunday in the spring. I was bent over
pulling the bed sheets out of the washer, when I suddenly felt a hand toss up
the petticoats under my maid’s skirt and rub my pantied rear. I froze, afraid
to resist. Slowly, the hand rubbed up and down my rear. Then it slid between
my legs, pushing its way beneath my panties. That’s when I jumped. I shot
around expecting to see Dan. Instead, I saw some horny college kid!


“That was awesome!” said the grinning boy.


I was about to smack the boy when I heard Caroline
say, “Say hello to Todd, Paula.” She stood behind the boy.


My face burned bright red and I felt my penis jump to
attention. “Hello, Todd,” I said through gritted teeth and I dropped my hands
to cover my penis.


“Todd will be with us for the next month. Obey him in
all things,” she said before walking off.


 


—o—


 


It took Caroline almost a week before she explained to
me that the horny young man was her sister’s twenty year old son. That upset
me, but I was even more furious that my own wife had ordered me to obey a
twenty year old kid! She even made me call the kid “Sir”! But as with all
things, my rage was impotent and I fell in line without protest.


Right from the start, things didn’t go well with
Todd. Todd didn’t know who “Paula” really was, so he saw me as a potential
target for his sexual advances, not as his uncle. And he was very, very
horny. He was also all hands, and he really liked “Paula.” Moreover, once
he learned my limitations, he enjoyed playing with me. Thus, for example, he
liked to tease me about my lack of intelligence. He would often quiz me about
things I knew nothing about, like current events, before saying things like,
“don’t worry about it, what you lack in brains you make up for in beauty” or
“don’t worry, girls don’t need to be smart!” This drew lots of laughs from Dan
and Caroline, but humiliated me intensely. Yet, I was helpless to do anything
about it because he was right. I didn’t know who had won the last Super Bowl,
the World Series, or the election. I knew nothing about what was on television
or in the theaters. I had no idea who was famous at the moment. I didn’t even
know the big news stories of the day. Todd found that particularly amusing and
often told me fake stories just to see if I would catch him. I almost never
did.


These quizzes revived the urge in me to revisit my
sports magazines again. I needed to do something to rescue my old self. So
one night, when everyone had fallen asleep, I snuck out to the closet to check
my old magazines. They weren’t up to date, but they were a start. I had a big
surprise coming.


Try as I might, I simply couldn’t budge the box into
which I’d placed the magazines… not an inch. Either someone had added a
whole bunch of weight to this box or it was stuck to the closet shelf. It had
to be, right? Why else wouldn’t I be able to move it if I had put it there?


I refused to be beaten however, so I returned to my
room to grab the chair from my vanity. I thought I could move the box if I
could get a better angle on it. So I dragged the chair from my room to the
closet as quietly as I could. I pushed the chair against the closet door and stepped
up onto the chair, balancing carefully in my mules, so as not to slip and break
my neck. Just then I felt a hand on my rear! It was Todd.


“What are you doing, Paula?” Todd asked. He didn’t
remove his hand from my rear.


“I’m looking for something, Sir,” I whispered.


“Must be some sort of big secret,” Todd said. His
voice grew louder as he spoke, and I began to panic that Caroline or Dan would
hear him and come investigate. I wasn’t allowed to have these magazines after
all.


“Please, don’t wake Miss Caroline. She’ll be very
angry!”


Todd chuckled. “Angry with you maybe, but not me. 
Let’s see what’s in this box you’ve got your delicate little hands on.”


And with that, the kid lifted me off the chair and set
me down on the floor. Then he stepped forward and easily pulled the box down
from its shelf. My jaw dropped. How could this kid lift the box so easily
when I couldn’t? I looked at my small arms, with almost no muscles on them,
and winced. Meanwhile, Todd set the box on the floor and popped it open.


“Old sports magazines! Imagine that?!” Todd
continued getting louder with each sentence.


“Please Sir, please don’t be so loud,” I pleaded.


Todd made a show of biting his lip. “I don’t know? 
Aunt Caroline should know about this. She can’t have a maid who keeps secrets,
after all.”


I put my hands on Todd’s chest. “Please don’t tell
her! I’ll do anything!”


He smiled. “That’s the tone I like!” Then he placed his
hands on my rear again, this time under the skirted-bottom of my babydoll. 
“Anything, huh?”


I swallowed hard, determined not to resist whatever
Todd did so long as he remained quiet. I could feel his hands massaging my
rear. A tear appeared in the corner of my eye, which Todd wiped away.


“Ok,” he said. “First, I don’t want you becoming any
smarter than you are. I like you hopelessly ignorant. I’m going to toss out
all these old magazines tomorrow morning. If I ever catch you reading anything
like them or a newspaper, I’ll tell Aunt Caroline what I found here tonight.”


I nodded.


“Second, tomorrow I’m going to ask Aunt Caroline if we
can go on a date. If she agrees, then you agree. If she doesn’t, then I’ll
think of something else. Understand?”


“Yes, Sir,” I said reluctantly. But really, what else
could I say? I couldn’t do anything to stop this kid. Maybe, if I got lucky,
Caroline would refuse. After all, how many women want to see their husbands go
out on a date with a kid?


Todd smiled. “Good girl, my little Paula. Now give
me a good night kiss.”


He pulled me tightly against him, squeezing my rear in
his hands. I wasn’t prepared for this and I began to struggle. Suddenly,
without warning, Todd jammed his lips against mine. I clenched my teeth and
closed my eyes. This was sickening! And to make matters worse, my cock shot
up like a flare, which forced me to drop my hands to a very submissive pose to
cover my crotch, which only encouraged Todd further. Finally, it ended.


“I’ll see you tomorrow,” he said with a smile. 
“You’re very beautiful, Paula.”


I ran to the bathroom and washed my mouth.
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I felt incredibly nervous the rest of that week,
waiting to hear about the date, but Todd kept putting off asking Caroline
because she wasn’t in a great mood all week. In the meantime, he kept teasing
me about it, asking what I would wear and if I wanted to go to one place or
another. This made me a nervous wreck, and I was actually relieved when Todd
finally asked.


Caroline burst out laughing. “You want to take Paula
out on a date?!”


“Yy… yes, Aunt Caroline,” Todd said cautiously,
unsure of why this was so funny.


“Have you asked Paula?”


Todd nodded.


“And did she agree?” Caroline asked with an
evil smirk on her face.


He nodded.


I stood silently at attention in the background in my
black maid uniform waiting for Caroline to decide my fate.


“That’s wonderful!” she said and laughed again. “I
think it’s a great idea to get Paula out of the house once in a while. .
. to let her enjoy herself.”


Todd smiled.


Caroline folded her hands on her lap and smirked. 
“Now Todd, you don’t have any vulgar intentions with little Paula, do you?”


He blushed. “Uh, no ma’am.”


“That’s too bad,” Caroline whispered to herself loudly
enough that everyone could hear it. She smiled sweetly at Todd. “Good boy,
very noble. Well, I have no problem with you two little lovebirds going out on
a date. Just remember that Paula has her duties to attend to and you can’t
keep her out too long – say no longer than midnight.”


He agreed.


I almost fainted.
















Chapter 12: Paula’s
First Date


 


The next Friday night found me in the driveway wearing
a tight red minidress, silver platform sandals, a low cut bra and lace
panties. Caroline had picked the outfit. Indeed, just a few minutes before I
stood at attention before Caroline as she adjusted the minidress. She ran her
fingers over the outline of my bra and adjusted my breasts. Then she made me
turn so she could check my pantylines. From my wavy platinum hair to my
unsteady silver high-heeled sandals, I was exactly what she wanted.


“You look exquisitely vulnerable,” she purred.


“Yes, ma’am,” I said and curtseyed as I’d been taught.


Caroline laughed. “Todd will be thrilled,” she said.


“May I wear my girdle, ma’am?” I asked my wife.


Caroline smiled wickedly. “I haven’t decided yet.”


I winced. The girdle was something Caroline bought a
few weeks ago to keep my penis in check whenever Caroline wanted to make sure
my penis remained hidden. Without that girdle, my penis would pop out from
beneath my short skirt at some point during the night! This was going to be a
nightmare! “Please, Miss?!” I begged.


Caroline glared at me. “I’ve told you before, I don’t
like aggressive servants. For that, you go without!”


I hung my head and walked out to the driveway.


Todd was already by his car. He wore kaki pants and a
dress shirt with no tie. As we left the driveway, Todd slipped his hand onto
my leg and began massaging my inner thigh with his fingertips. I didn’t know
if I could resist, so I didn’t. Instead, I sat there nervously hoping my
erection didn’t escape the confines of my panties.


“Where are we going, Sir?”


“Don’t call me that tonight. Call me, ‘honey.’”


I cringed. “Yes, honey.”


“We’re going to see the movie Grease.”


“Did they re-make it?”


“Why do you say that?”


“I remember seeing it when I was young,” I said.


Todd laughed. “I love the way you don’t keep up with
things. They’ve re-released it. Did you honestly not know that?”


“No Sir, I didn’t.”


“Honey, not Sir.”


“No honey, I didn’t.”


Todd smiled. “Well, I’ve never seen it, but I hear
it’s an excellent date movie.”


And so the date began. For the next several hours
Todd and I walked all over a section of downtown where they’d built new restaurants
and a theater. I didn’t know about this place as it hadn’t existed when I was here
last. Then we made our way to the theater. Todd held my hand the entire time.


Emotionally, this was difficult for me. I hadn’t been
out of the house, except to the grocery store, in so long that I yearned to be
out in public again. But the price was high. The price was that I had to be this
kid’s date. And I knew that whatever this kid wanted tonight, he would
probably get, as there was just no way I could resist. This thought made me
sick, but I also knew there was nothing I could do about it. So I made the
decision that for tonight only, I would see myself as a woman named Paula and I
would act accordingly. My resolve would be sorely tested however.


As the film began, Todd leaned over and started
kissing my neck. I cringed, but I remembered I was “Paula,” so I let the kid
continue. But then Todd moved my hand to my chest, which sent a tingling
sensation throughout my body and caused my penis to shoot straight up beneath
the minidress. I nearly freak out. But just as I was about to jump out of my
seat and run for the door, it suddenly occurred to me to put my purse over my
erection and hide it. I did, and I didn’t move it for the entire movie.


Hiding my erection calmed me, especially as my
somewhat-closed body language discouraged Todd and he backed off slightly. 
This allowed me to watch the movie in peace, which I enjoyed. In fact, I loved
it. I hadn’t seen anything but the fashion channel for however long now and I
soaked up every second of it! I even laughed at one point as I remembered
seeing the film when I was young, but not really appreciating the great
costumes back then. What wonderful skirts the girls wore.


When the movie ended, everyone poured out of the
theater in a large group. Since I hadn’t been in such a crowd for a long time,
this was genuinely a bit frightening for me. I hadn’t expected that. And as
people began pushing and shoving, I started to panic. Fortunately, Todd
grabbed my hand and pulled me through the crowd. I felt comforted, but also
rather humiliated that I needed the kid to protect me.


Up through the film, I actually enjoyed our date. It
had been pleasant to be an object of affection rather than derision and I liked
being out of the house, though the crowds did scare me. But the drive home
brought near disaster. Todd decided to take a short cut over some new bypass. 
I had no idea where we were until we pulled up at a local park known informally
as lover’s lane!


“Uh honey, Sir, this is lover’s lane. Shouldn’t we be
getting home?” I asked nervously.


“We will,” Todd said. “I just want to spend some time
with you. That’s what dating is about, right?”


With that, Todd leaned over and wrapped his arms
around me. I tried to push him away but he was just too strong. Todd’s hands
were everywhere, so were his lips! As I struggled, he reached for my breast
and squeezed. Without any warning at all, I suddenly felt something I’d never
felt before. My right breast fell out of my dress. That’s right, MY
breast!


Todd and I were both too shocked to move when this
happened. Todd was afraid he’d gone too far. I was stunned I had a real
breast! I knew I was getting a bit fat there and it jiggled when I walked, but
I certainly didn’t believe I had what could be called a “breast,” at least not
until it popped out of my bra and dress! Ok… in truth, I knew, but I had
been in denial. Despite the obvious cleavage, the jiggling, the enlarged
nipples, and what I saw in the mirror every single day, I simply refused to
believe I was growing real breasts. I thought it was maybe fat held in place
by the clothes I wore. But this… this couldn’t be denied. I had real
breasts!


My reflection lasted only a second. Moments after my
breast was introduced, I felt the most intense sensation shoot through my body
as Todd’s finger traced the outer edge of my now erect nipple. I swatted his
hand away immediately and covered my breast with my hand. As I did, I felt my
penis unload itself into my panties. This date was now going horribly wrong.


With my breast hanging out and my penis shooting semen
all over my panties, I panicked. I couldn’t let Todd see my penis standing at
attention under the minidress, but I also had to shove my breast back into the
bra before he tried something else. I worked my breast back into my dress
first, hoping it was too dark to see my erection.


“Please Sir, I can’t,” I begged as I worked the bra
back over my breast.


Todd, who had looked more scared than anything until
that moment, leaned back and watched me adjust my bra. He didn’t see me drop
my purse into my lap to cover my erection. “Ok, we can stop, Paula,” he said
with growing confidence. “But you have to give me a nice kiss.”


I hesitated for a moment. Then, without thinking, I
leaned over and gave Todd one quick peck on the lips. He smiled.


“Hmmm. That was nice, but not quite satisfying. You
know what I would really like before I take you home?”


I shrugged my shoulders, terrified at what Todd would
say and even more terrified that my cock was fully hard again and sticking
straight up into the bottom of the soft purse.


“I want a blow job,” Todd said confidently.


“No!” burst from my lips.


I didn’t intend to resist, because I knew that would
be hopeless, but the thought of giving a male a blowjob was just too much. 
Hence the outburst. Interestingly, Todd mistook this fearful outburst for
resistance and backed off.


“Ok, then give me a hand job, but you’ll owe me.”


I breathed a sigh of relief. This idea, which once
would have seemed impossibly disgusting to me, suddenly sounded like a great
compromise. I reached over and unzipped Todd’s pants.
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Todd stayed with us for another month before leaving
again for college. During that time I was subject to constant sexual teasing. 
Todd would walk around the house dropping objects, just to watch “Paula” bend
over to pick them up. Then Todd would rub my pantied bottom as I bent over or
he would pinch my nipples as he made me stand at attention. Fortunately, I
never had to provide him with more than that, except that night in the car, but
none of this was pleasant for me.
















Chapter 13: Give Me
Strength


 


After the trauma of my date with Todd, I decided I
needed to escape from Caroline and return to being a man. I couldn’t stomach
the idea of performing any more sex acts as a woman. So I set about creating a
plan to free myself.  The problem was, I really had no idea how. And unfortunately,
until I could come up with a plan, the humiliations would continue.


“Paula, come help me!” Caroline called down the
hallway.


I set down my duster and made my way to her bedroom. 
I wore the pink maid uniform today and strappy pink sandals. Dan brought these
home the other night.


“Start packing my suitcase,” Caroline said. She
pointed toward a large suitcase sitting on the bed. Next to it were numerous
items of clothing from her closet.


I moved to the bed and began packing. “Are you
leaving, Miss?”


“No, just cleaning out my closet. We’re going to
store these clothes away.”


She returned to the closet and grabbed more clothes
and tossed them onto the bed. Finally, she finished pulling clothes from the
closet and she sat down at her vanity to file her nails while I finished
packing. When I finished, Caroline ordered me to take the suitcase from the
bed and put it on the top shelf in the closet. I grabbed the suitcase and
pulled.


It didn’t move.


I was temporarily taken aback. How could I be unable
to lift the suitcase? I planted my feet and tried again. It just sat there on
the bed!


Caroline watched me with great curiosity from her
vanity.


I bent down and unbuckled the sandals I was wearing and
pulled them off. I dug my stockinged toes into the carpet, placed both hands
on the suitcase handle, and yanked with all my might. The suitcase left the
bed and fell to the ground – crashing out of my grip.


Caroline snickered.


I tried to lift the suitcase from the floor. Nothing
happened. I got it upright, but it never left the ground more than an inch or
two. I scratched my head. “I’m sorry Miss,” I said, huffing and puffing. “I
think we overloaded it. It’s too heavy to lift. I’ll unpack some of it.”


“Wait!” Caroline said, and she shot out of her chair. 
She pushed me aside and grabbed the handle with both hands and yanked.


I watched in utter amazement as Caroline lifted the
suitcase off the ground and back onto the bed. Granted, she was straining a
bit, but she did lift it! And she was wearing four-inch heels! I didn’t know
what to say. My mind couldn’t comprehend what had just happened. Had this
been some sort of trick? How could my wife lift a suitcase so easily when I
couldn’t budge it? Sure, I thought, Todd could move the box with my magazines
when I couldn’t, but that was different. Todd was a scrappy young man. 
Caroline was a woman! A weak woman! I couldn’t even begin to describe how
emasculated I suddenly felt. And worst of all, my penis sprang to attention. 
What had I become?


Caroline shot me a wicked grin. She knew exactly what
this meant. She was now stronger than I was. She circled toward me. Suddenly
she lunged at me. I turned to run away, tossing my arms up in the air and
letting out a little scream – I ran as if I still wore heels, even though I had
removed them – but Caroline caught me from behind and tossed me onto the bed. 
She flipped me over, pinning my flailing arms against the mattress. I squealed
like a teenage girl. Tears streamed down my face, though I don’t know why…
maybe shock?


“Ha! You weak sissy!” she laughed.


I squirmed beneath her powerful body, but didn’t
speak. I tried to free my arms, but she held both of them tightly above my
head. Her eyes pierced mine like daggers. Then she pushed me down hard and
moved one hand to grab my intensely stiff penis and testicles. She began
stroking me. This was the first time she’d touched my genitalia with any
intent of jerking me off in such a long time and I wanted to have sex with her
so badly, but this wasn’t how I imagined the moment.


“Please stop!” I begged.


She ignored my plea and squeezed my throbbing penis. 
Right as it was about to explode, Caroline squeezed it hard, blocking it from
releasing. I winced as all that energy, having no place to go, simply petered
out. And when Caroline finally let go, semen poured out of my penis, but with
no release, no thrill.


From that moment on, I was officially the weakest
person in the house and they treated me as such. In fact, that night in
celebration of my “newfound weakness,” Caroline declared that she intended to
hold a garden party at the end of the month. She planned to invite several of
my old friends and their wives as well as most of her co-workers. She had
apparently worked her way up fast in the company and now was second only to her
boss – she had not told me his name yet. Dan also worked in her section.
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The following morning, after Caroline left for work, I
returned to Caroline’s closet to find out exactly how weak I’d become. First,
I tried to pull the suitcase from the shelf where Caroline placed it, but I
couldn’t. So instead, I pulled the chair from Caroline’s vanity to the closet
and stepped up onto it – kicking off my heels first so as not to leave any
marks on the chair. I unloaded the suitcase onto the shelf until it became
light enough that I could pull it safely from the shelf.


With the suitcase resting on the bed, I went to the
bathroom to grab Caroline’s bathroom scale. I set it next to the bed. I
picked up the suitcase and set it onto the scale. It weighed 40 pounds almost
exactly. I returned the suitcase to the bed and began filling it with clothes
again. When it reached the point I could no longer lift it, I removed just
enough so I could get it onto the scale. It was only 57 pounds! I could no
longer lift 57 pounds! How could this happen? I used to be able to lift fifty
pounds with one hand?!


I shook my head and looked at my thin arms. They were
tiny and flabby. “That must be what’s left of my muscles,” I said with a sigh.


Then it struck me. I wondered how much Caroline had lifted. 
She managed to lift the suitcase when it was entirely full.


I returned to the closet and pulled all the clothes I
had taken from the suitcase off the shelf. I set those on top of the suitcase
and checked the scale.


“Oh my God! My wife can lift 75 pounds and I can only
lift 57?!”


I crashed onto the bed and wept.


When I recovered, I wiped away my tears. Curiosity
took me. I walked over to the mirror, afraid of what I would find. I stripped
off my uniform and looked at my body in the mirror for the first time in a long
time. I studied my reflection. I had no noticeable muscles. My arms and legs
were thin. My waist was small. My breasts, however, were huge! Indeed, I
knew that already as I needed slightly more than a B-cup bra at this point, but
seeing them naked like this was shocking. I rubbed my breasts, amazed that I
hadn’t notice the change as it happened, though in truth I had noticed, I just
didn’t want to admit the obvious. I returned to my voyeurism. My hips were
definitely wider than before. The panties fit them snugly. My legs seemed
both flabby and skinny at the same time. Perhaps the best word was weak. My feet
looked delicate too, though I knew that was just an illusion brought about by
the painted nails and the fact I stood on tiptoes, something I always did when
I wasn’t wearing heels.


“I look like a woman!” I declared.


For several minutes, I stood there, staring at myself,
rubbing my breasts and my aroused nipples. I had no idea how this could have
happened? What I didn’t know was that Caroline had planned it. She had me on
a strict diet since this all began, so I would get smaller and lose mass. She
stopped me from going to the club to work out and took away any chores which
could have allowed me to build muscle. Then she kept me essentially bound in
tight skirts, corsets and high-heeled shoes, which kept me from using the few
muscles I had left. That atrophied my muscles and destroyed my masculine
shape. At the same time, she began giving me large doses of female hormones,
which redistributed my body fat and gave me breasts. They also made my
testicles shrink, though I hadn’t noticed this yet because they rarely left my
panties. In effect, she was reshaping me as a woman, and I had begun to look
it. Only my penis said otherwise.
















Chapter 14: The Garden
Party


 


The garden party was almost at hand. Caroline had
been threatening me with this for weeks before it finally happened and I
dreaded it. Here I would be exposed to all my former friends and Caroline’s
friends and her co-workers, the same co-workers who saw all those pictures of
me and knew that she forbade me to enter certain rooms within our own house. Caroline
also increased my apprehension by not providing me with key details. For
example, she refused to tell me how I would be dressed, what my role would be
at the party, e.g. guest or servant, and whether I would be identified as Paul,
Paula or something else. Caroline used this uncertainty to gain my obedience
for those weeks. Indeed, every time I displeased her in the slightest, she would
remind me that she had not made up her mind how I would be attending the party
and she would state that my misbehavior would only make it worse. Just to give
you an example, here is one such exchange between us:


“Why haven’t you polished my shoes yet?” she asked.


“Because you told me to vacuum the floor first, Miss.”


“Are you blaming me for your failure?!”


I bit my tongue. The answer was “yes,” but I said,
“No, Miss.”


“Then why didn’t you do as I asked? Why haven’t you
polished my shoes yet?” she demanded.


“Because you told me to vacuum the floor first, Miss.”


“So you are blaming me?!”


“No, Miss, I just haven’t finished vacuuming yet.”


Caroline snarled her lips and glared at me. She
seemed very angry. “I don’t like your tone, Paula. You’re becoming
very disrespectful lately. I had made up my mind about how you’d be dressed at
the party, but now I’m thinking I should reconsider. I think my first thoughts
were too kind.”


“Please forgive me, Miss!” I blubbered out. Tears
appeared in my eyes. “I was wrong. I’ll do better from now on!”


She took a deep breath and shook her head. “I wish I
could believe that.” Then she walked off.


At other times, she simply used her decision to play
with me and would ask me what I’d like to wear to the party. She would insist
I pick something very feminine and then model it for her as she mocked me.


As I said, I dreaded this party.


Shopping for the party wasn’t fun either. We needed a
lot of groceries, but Caroline barely gave me any more time on the meter. 
Moreover, I wasn’t quite accustomed yet to wearing dresses and the new higher heels
to the grocery store, so I found myself struggling to finish within the time
allotted. Not to mention, the new heels remained somewhat slick on the
slippery grocery store floor, which made this a difficult challenge. In fact,
I knew right away that I wasn’t up to the challenge, so I decided to ask for
help from the store clerks. I felt queasy asking two teenage boys to help me
gather items and carry them to the car, but I feared the consequences of not
getting this done even more. With only a dollar to tip each, I found myself owing
them both a peck on the cheek.
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Two days before the party, Caroline came home from
work early with three delivery men in tow. These men brought with them several
fold-out tables, some chairs and a little stage for a band. These brutes made
all kinds of leering comments at me. Caroline giggled at their comments. As
they worked, she called me into the kitchen.


“Paula, why don’t you take them some lemonade?”


“Me, Miss?” I asked. I really didn’t want to go out
there and be seen by these men.


“Well, I’m not going to do it, and you are the
servant around here, so I think it’s only right that you do this.”


“But, Miss—”


“No Paula, I think you should do this,” she insisted.


I hung my head, but didn’t resist. Under her
supervision, I gathered three glasses and filled them with lemonade. Then I
set them on a silver serving tray and carried them to the backyard. I was
immediately met with a wolf whistle.


“Hey, sexy lady!” said the youngest of the three. His
eyes remained fixed on the pink skirt of my maid uniform, though they
occasionally dashed lower to my high heels.


I ignored him. “Would you gentlemen care for
lemonade?” I asked.


They all smiled.


“I’d like more than lemonade,” said another. He kept
looking at my cleavage.


I moved toward them with the tray held out. They each
took a glass. Then, for reasons I still can’t understand, I curtsied.


They burst out laughing.


I felt an incredible desire to leave, but I had been
instructed to stay until they finished drinking so I could bring the glasses back
inside with me. So I stood there and endured their taunts. One of them even
pinched me on the rear before it was all over. And Caroline recorded each
moment for posterity from the kitchen window with her camera.
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The day before the party, Caroline had me lay out a
green sundress and some taupe pumps. I believed this was what I would wear at
the party, but Caroline gave no hint and I dared not ask. Throughout the day I
couldn’t get my mind off that dress. It was a beautiful dress, but would it be
enough to hide my identity? I wasn’t sure. As I worked, I thought about all
the clothes I’d worn for these last weeks or months… how long had I been
Paula actually? I thought about certain outfits that I would rather have worn
to the party and some I absolutely didn’t want to wear.


Caroline has this navy blue suit which I often wore to
the grocery store with a high-necked shirt that hid my identity much better. 
That would have looked lovely and I would much rather have worn that. She also
has a pink sweater dress I like a lot. That fits me perfectly, and worn with a
hat, no one would have recognized me. Interestingly, as I thought about it, I
realized both of those outfits would have shown off my stellar figure (all
padding and misdirection I assure you), so it struck me as strange that I was
actually longing to wear clothes that would have made me more attractive as a
woman. In fact, the more I thought about it, my real objection to the sundress
was that it was just too plain. That was a horrible realization. Had I become
that feminine that I now had feminine vanity?
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When I awoke the next morning, Caroline ordered me to
put the green sundress back into the closet. Then she ordered me to lay out a
sexy little black dress with spaghetti straps and an open back. To this she
added black flats. I was not happy at all with this choice. On the one hand,
I thought the little black dress was more appropriate for a garden party than
the green dress. So that was good. But on the other hand, what really
bothered me, were the flats. I knew by now that there was no way I could wear
flats for six hours straight without an incredible amount of pain in my legs. 
That’s when I made a huge mistake.


“Miss, I request that I be allowed to wear heels,” I
said without thinking.


Caroline stopped and raised her eyebrow. She began
giggling. “Now that’s something I never thought I’d hear from my husband!”


I ignored her dig at me. My only concern was that she
agreed to let me wear heels. Wearing flats would just be too painful. 
“Please, Miss. I need to wear heels.”


“I think maybe you’ll have to earn that right. What
will you do to be allowed to wear heels, I wonder?”


I had no idea how to answer that. After all, it
wasn’t like she couldn’t just make me do anything at this point. But clearly,
she had something in mind.


“Take off your shoes, Paula.”


I complied, but I feared where this was headed.


“I know you like to wear heels. You’re just that kind
of girl. I, on the other hand, don’t like my servants looking like hussies all
of the time. Slip into the flats.”


I did as I was ordered, but wasn’t happy about it. I
immediately felt strain in my calves. Within a minute, my legs began to feel
sore. Caroline sat coolly in her chair. She could see the tension rise in my
face. She ran her fingers through her hair.


“I was going to let you wear the green party dress,
but then I changed my mind and I thought perhaps I would let you wear the black
dress behind you, but you don’t seem to like that one. Whatever shall we do to
dress you for the party, Cinderella?” she asked.


I didn’t respond. My feet and legs continued to feel
strained. Caroline picked up a fashion magazine and began to skim through it. 
I stood there, waiting. As the minutes passed, my legs began to burn. 
Caroline could see me trying to flex my feet and my calves without leaving my
“at attention” pose. It was obvious that I was uncomfortable.


“So you want to wear high heels to my party?” she
finally asked.


“Yes, Miss.”


“What would you do for that privilege?” she asked
again.


“I’m not sure, Miss? What would Miss like?”


She shrugged her shoulders. “Of course, there’s
nothing you can offer to me that I cannot already simply demand. So perhaps
the question was unfair. Would you rather I gave you some choices to pick
from?”


“Yes, Miss, that would be easier.”


She smiled. “You can wear the little black dress and
the flats. That’s your first choice, though you don’t seem to like that.”


“No, Miss, I don’t. I really need to wear
heels, Miss,” I said. By this point, my calves felt strained like they used to
feel when I first started wearing heels.


“Your other choice is that you can wear your precious
heels, but you must wear jeans and a tee-shirt.” This sounded like a great
deal, except that I would look like an effeminate Paul wearing his wife’s heels
and jeans. She continued. “Of course, since you’d be dressed somewhat like a
man again, you couldn’t wear makeup and you’d need to tie back your hair so
that everyone knew you were Paul. You’ll leave your nails painted though.”


I waited, hoping these were not my only choices –
either go as a sexy Paula in extreme pain (and it would be extreme pain by that
time if I stood in these flats for several hours), or be exposed as an
effeminate Paul. She was offering me physical pain or emotional pain, and once
again, she had me resenting the idea of returning to being Paul, even if only
briefly.


“What’s your answer?”


I shook my head. I didn’t have an answer.


She snickered. “No answer, huh? Well, think about
it. Let’s go downstairs and get some of those chores done.” She stood up and
started to march out of the room, but she quickly called over her shoulder,
“Leave the flats on and follow me.”


“Yes, Miss.”
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For the next hour, Caroline marched me from one room
to another making me dust and pick up loose items and the such. Each step
became increasingly more painful. My calves were cramping up. Step by step I
began to lean toward choosing to be exposed as Paul if only she would return me
to my high heels as soon as possible. But I knew that I couldn’t surrender or
I would surrender a new level of power to her. If I gave in, she could do
anything she wanted to me just by threatening me with flat shoes! I couldn’t
allow that. I had to hold out.


But I was folding fast. The soreness and discomfort
were just becoming too much. I was no longer used to enduring pain. I had
gotten too soft. I was moments away from surrendering to her will.


Suddenly, she ordered me back upstairs.


“Paula, I’m disappointed that you’ve been unable to
make a decision. What a pathetic sissy you’ve become.” She shook her head
condescendingly. “Since you apparently need me to make all the decisions for
you, I’ve decided. You may wear your heels tonight.”


I felt so much relief that I almost didn’t care that I
would be exposed. And at least, now I knew my fate. But then she threw me a
curve.


“Do you know why I’m letting you wear your heels?”


I shook my head. “No, Miss.”


“I’ll tell you. I’ve been watching you mince around
the house all morning. You’re simply too slow and clumsy in flats. I can’t
have my maid being slow and clumsy, now can I?”


I cautiously shook my head.


“No, of course not,” she said, answering her own
question. “So get back into your black maid uniform, with the five-inch spike
heels. You’ll be wearing that tonight as you serve the guests.” With that,
she left the room.


Moments later I collapsed onto the floor in tears,
relieved that I could return to my heels. I didn’t give it a second thought
that I would be wearing the maid’s uniform.
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The guest list for the party was impressive. Caroline
invited nearly two hundred people. Most of my drinking buddies were there with
their wives. Most of Caroline’s co-workers were there, as was her boss and Dan. 
Throughout the party, I saw them kiss and stroke each other. She also sat in
his lap whenever her hand wasn’t already there.


I guess this would be a good time to mention that I
now learned that Caroline actually took a job in my old office and her boss was
my former boss! That was a bit of a shocker, and let me tell you, I almost
passed out when he showed up at the door and saw me in the maid uniform. 
Fortunately, he didn’t recognize me. That would have been so humiliating I
probably would have had a nervous breakdown.


The party itself took place in our backyard. I wasn’t
allowed to join the guests, except to bring them drinks. I was actually pretty
happy about that. The last thing I wanted to do was mingle and run the risk of
being discovered! And truthfully, I also felt a bit intimidated by a crowd of
that size, even if I knew most of those people. So it was best my interactions
with them were limited. Still, when I say “limited,” one thing I cannot say is
“pleasant.” Every single woman who showed up gave me dirty looks and talked
down to me. They all seemed to hate me. I heard comments about my shape,
about my clothing, and about my morals.


“Look at those slutty heels,” said a brunette to a
blond when she thought I couldn’t hear.


“Only a tramp would wear those,” replied the blond.


“And that’s not a real maid uniform, that’s a kinky
costume from one of those sex shops. I don’t know what she’s thinking, but
it’s a disgusting display.”


Now a black-haired woman chimed in: “It’s sad what
some women will do for attention, isn’t it?”


I tried to avoid their glares, but every time I served
them drinks, they scowled at me. At least they didn’t recognize me.


The men were worse, by the way. They set out to
demean me. No matter where I went, hands would reach under my skirt and pinch
my rear. Other hands would stroke my breasts. One guy rammed his rock solid
erection right into my thigh as he “accidentally” bumped into me!


The worst part of the night came when a slightly
intoxicated Lauren West figured out who I was. She wore a blue and white dress
with blue wedge-heeled pumps, and when she walked right up to me, she was
beaming.


“Hey! Weren’t you a man once?” she asked
condescendingly. “No, I guess not. A man wouldn’t let himself be turned into
a woman by his wife.”


I bit my lip. “I’m sorry, I don’t know what you
mean. I’m Paula—”


“Paula! Ha! I remember when you called
yourself ‘Paul’.” She grabbed my erect penis through my skirt, which caused me
to jump back and pray that no one saw this.


“Please!” I squealed.


She smirked and let go of my penis. “Just checking, girlfriend.”


“Please, I need to serve drinks,” I said, hoping to
get away.


“So are those real?” she asked, pointing toward my
chest. “Are you on hormones or are those implants?”


“I really need to go.”


She smirked at me. “All right, go serve drinks. Be a
good little maid,” she said sarcastically, and she pinched my rear as I walked
off. Fortunately, no one seemed to hear her.
















Chapter 15: The Return
of Todd


 


I’m going to skip ahead a bit in the story. Many
things happened before Todd returned, but they just aren’t as interesting as
his return. If you really want a run down, let’s just say that I never wore
pants again, Dan and Caroline started spending a lot more time together in the
bedroom, Caroline dyed my hair a lovely auburn color that really fit my
complexion, and something was going on at work I knew nothing about. My body
continued its march toward femininity, and I pretty much knew by now that
Caroline had to be giving me hormones, but it was getting hard to care. In
fact, I had become very accepting of everything lately.


Anyway, Todd returned as the weather got warmer
again. I had no idea he was coming. I was in the laundry room, bent over,
loading the drier when suddenly I felt a pair of hands on my rear. This was
how Todd always seemed to find me. I jumped and spun around. But before I
could fully spin, I felt two hands wrap around my sides and then lift me into
the air. This was incredibly exhilarating, but also a bit scary.


“It’s so good to see you again! Give me a kiss, for
old time sake!” said Todd.


I had suspected immediately that this was Todd because
Dan never treated me like that. What I didn’t suspect, however, was that there
would be another boy standing behind Todd.


“It’s good to see you again too, Sir,” I said as I
tried to break his grasp. I didn’t kiss him.


“No kiss? After all the favors I did for you? All
the things I never told Aunt Caroline about?”


I gritted my teeth. “I’m sorry, Sir.”


He smiled and set me down. That’s when I noticed that
he’d grown quite a bit. I actually had to stand on tip-toes to reach his lips,
even though I wore four-inch heels!


“This is my friend, Clark,” Todd said.


I curtseyed to Clark as I was now required with all
guests. He could barely force himself to pull his eyes away from my legs. I
felt an erection beginning at the humiliation of being eyed by this boy, so I
quickly placed my hands over my penis. My submissive pose made him smile.


Todd continued. “He’ll be staying with us. Won’t
that be fun?”


Fun is not what I would call it. Well, ok, part of it
was fun. For the next several weeks, Todd and Clark fought for my affections. 
Both inundated me with date requests. Caroline, of course, made me accept one
date each week, alternating between the two boys. During the week, the boys
brought me little gifts like flowers, chocolates and nighties. They watched me
as I worked in my uniforms, often pinching my rear or tweaking my nipples. 
Then one of them hit upon the idea of leaving me little romantic notes in his
pants pockets which he’d given me to be washed. Caroline liked to make me read
these notes at the dinner table before her, the two boys, and Dan.


For the most part, my dates with the boys were uneventful. 
Each Friday Caroline would dress me according to her mood and then send me to
dinner or a movie with one or the other. Because I wasn’t much use for
conversation, these dates didn’t last too long. Usually they ended with a
goodnight kiss, but I wasn’t required to give any more than that. I’d become
quite good at fending them off.


Of course, the boys treated me much better than
Caroline or Dan. They would open doors for me, carry large packages, pull out
my chair when I sat down and so on. I have to admit, I liked this. I don’t
get much interaction with people anymore and this was a chance to deal with
someone who didn’t view me entirely as a slave.


All of this attention made me much happier. The only
thing I missed was sexual contact with a real woman. I wanted to touch
Caroline so badly. And seeing Dan walk around naked, sometimes with Caroline
running her fingers up and down his massive erection, I wished that could be
me… with the erection, not feeling it.
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One day the boys became very nasty with each other. 
Apparently, their oft-stated desire to go further with me had come to a head. 
As I stretched to dust the top of a bookcase, the boys came storming up behind
me. Todd was the first to speak.


“Look, Paula. We’ve been talking and we think it’s
time you picked one of us and went all the way.”


I tried to deflect his advances. “But how could I,
Sir? I can’t decide between you and Clark.”


“Well, you better,” said Clark, who was not nearly as
articulate as Todd.


“It really is time you made a decision,” said Todd.


Nasty images ran through my mind. I felt tears
forming in my eyes and an erection forming in my panties just thinking about
them. I had to think fast to avoid total disaster. For obvious reasons, I
couldn’t let either of them “go all the way” and feel between my legs. I
demurely dropped my hands to cover my erection. Then I spoke.


“There is another way, Sir,” I said. I knew what I
had to do and I was prepared to do it.


“What’s that?” they both asked.


“I’d be happy to satisfy both of you with other parts
of me if only I didn’t have to go any further.” I felt sick saying this.


The boys huddled. They were obviously intrigued by my
offer. I felt repulsed, however. I didn’t even know if I could do this, but
unless Caroline was going to save me, and I was all but certain she wouldn’t,
then I had no choice.


“We agree,” Todd said, “but it has to be your lips,
not your hand.”


I clenched my teeth. “Yes, Sir.”


“And we want to suck on your lovely titties too,” said
Clark.


Much to my shame, I agreed.


When went upstairs to the guest bedroom. As the boys
sucked on my breasts, I came in buckets in my panties. I didn’t think my
shrunken penis still had it in me, but it did. Then it was my turn. This was
possibly the worst moment of my life and, even now, I can still taste the salty
ooze of the boys’ semen in my mouth. They promised not to tell Caroline – of
course, they said I’d owe them for that – and they kept their words. She never
knew. As an aside, I think they remained silent out of sympathy for the way
Caroline treated me. They seemed to like me very much and were souring quickly
on Aunt Caroline. I wonder what they would have said if they knew “Paula” was
really Uncle Paul.
















Chapter 16: Changes


 


Things had really changed for me since I first came
home that fateful day after being fired. It’s hard to imagine what it was like
unless you’ve been there, and not too many people have been there. My body, my
mind and my life had become a relentless prison. Every second of every day,
something reminded me of my new status. As I walked around, the sound of my
heels echoed throughout the room. The wind blew up my skirt. My bra tugged at
my back and chest. My hair constantly fell into my face. I was reminded of my
weakness every time I struggled to lift some object I could have lifted
before. My breasts got in my way. My nails made simple tasks difficult. And
I constantly felt scared, small and inferior. Everything intimidated me now.


Moreover, simple things now became complex. I could
no longer get in and out of a car with any ease. Instead, I needed to bring my
feet together and then slide into and out of the car, balancing carefully on my
unsteady heels. I felt so neutered every time I pulled my skirt-encased legs in
after me! Mowing the lawn became very difficult as a result of my heels and my
loss of strength. Cleaning got harder because I no longer had the strength to
move large objects, because my nails made using my hands difficult, and because
the maid uniform and heels wrapped me like a straitjacket. Even getting
dressed now took me forever. The list goes on and on.


Also, while I’m talking about this, I should mention
the problems I had with hiding my penis. Since my little predicament began,
I’ve seen several sources on crossdressing. Most of these mention one item or
another they use to hide their penises. Caroline, however, refused to buy me
anything along those lines. She said she wanted to remind me what I “gave up,”
as if it was my idea! Anyway, she said the best way to do that was to
keep me worried that it would spring up at any point. Consequently, the only
thing she allowed me to keep my penis from suddenly appearing beneath a skirt was
the panties I wore. They were never enough. I even tried wearing multiple
pairs of panties or wrapping my penis in stockings to see if that would help,
but it didn’t. If anything, it caused more erections.


This caused me no end of problems. When I wore short
skirts, like on dates with Todd or Clark, there was always the danger that the
skirt would ride up on top of my penis, which would cause my penis to suddenly
burst forth into full view! That’s what happened to me on the first date with
Todd in his car. When I wore the maid’s costume, which had a stiff crinoline
skirt, my penis would stand up just on the underside of the skirt. When the
skirt bounced when I walked, my panty-covered penis would become visible for
split seconds with each bounce. With longer dresses, my penis simply presented
a telltale bulge in the wrong place.


An example of the trouble this caused me occurred one
day as I was about to get out of a cab. I’d been thinking about a woman I saw
at the grocery store and how much I liked her dress. When I realized what I
was thinking about, I felt ashamed. Men shouldn’t ogle women’s dresses, they
should be looking at the women inside them. This shame caused my penis to
grow, which instantly stood up beneath my skirt like a tent pole. I quickly
set my purse down on top of my lap to hide my erection from the cabbie. And
there I was, frozen. I had already paid the man and he wanted me out of his
cab, but I couldn’t get up without showing him a raging hard on. And even
worse, the humiliating thought of him catching me kept it erect. Nothing I
could think of could make it go back down.


“Lady, are you gonna get out of my cab or not?” he
asked sourly.


“I’m looking for my house key, I’m sorry,” I said as I
pretended to fumble through my purse. What I was really doing was pushing my
penis down with the bottom of my purse. I hoped I could force it to soften,
though that’s never worked.


“Well, hurry up, I need to get to my next call,” he
said.


My face burned red. It was then that I actually
wished I didn’t have a penis at all. Yes. As incredible as it may sounds, I
wished my penis away. Of course, that didn’t help. Eventually, I just had to
try to get out of the cab while keeping my penis hidden behind my purse. Then
I needed to find a way to carry the groceries into the house without anyone seeing
the “woman” with the huge erection poking out her dress. This was a horrible
experience.


Not coincidentally, this was exactly what Caroline was
trying to achieve. She wanted every erection to remind me of my lost manhood
in the most negative way possible, and to reinforce the futility of fighting my
feminine prison. That worked too. I hated getting erections and I constantly
wished those wouldn’t happen. They embarrassed me and even just the fear of
them made me self-conscious. Not to mention, when the thing ejaculated, it
covered my panties with cum, which needed to be washed out by hand. So like I
said, I actually began to resent my penis and I came to envy real women, who
never had to deal with this. I couldn’t believe these thoughts, but they were
mine.
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I wasn’t the only one who was changing either. When
Caroline and Dan began dating, they would kiss and hold hands and carry-on like
love birds right in front of me. Dan would often sleep over and, on those
occasions, I heard them in my former bedroom laughing and giggling. It
frustrated me, but I could do nothing about it.


Then he moved in. At first, this actually made things
better for me because when he and Caroline were together, they typically
ignored me. But soon, Dan took to humiliating me. In fact, he seemed to take
a special interest in it. This included verbal humiliation, spanking me, and
buying me very sexy and ultra-delicate/feminine clothing. Indeed, most of my
highest heels and shortest skirts came as gifts from him. I think he saw this
as a way to guarantee that he held the advantage in the contest for my wife.


But soon, I began to notice some odd things. For one
thing, he became much more subdued after he moved in. I didn’t object to this,
I just didn’t understand it. Then it got really weird. Some mornings he
kissed me good morning on the cheek as I made his breakfast. That was always a
shocker. At other times, he helped me carry heavy items. He even seemed to
defend me against some of Caroline’s more unfair punishments.


Then one day, after I finished painting my nails, I
sat down to slide my nylons back up my legs. Dan walked over to me and picked
up my patent leather dress pumps (they allowed me to wear closed shoes and
longer skirts in the winter). Then he bent over and slid the shoe onto my
foot. After that he took my hand and lifted me off the couch. Then he left
the room.


I didn’t know what to make of that. Was he gay? Did
he now think of me as a woman? I just didn’t know. But I was concerned. Soon,
more changes were coming, but I’ll save those for the moment.
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Caroline was changing too, but not for the better. 
The longer this went on, the more drunk with power she became. She had long
stopped treating me like a husband, and had instead started treating me like a
slave. But now, she also seemed to be growing harsher with Dan. I don’t think
he’d noticed this yet at this point, but I had. I wasn’t going to warn him
though.
















Chapter 17: The Second
Garden Party


 


At some point after the first garden party, Caroline
decided to hold a second one. I wasn’t sure how far apart the two parties were
because I no longer had any way to really track time. But it seemed like they
were some months apart. This party was notable because of how its theme came
about and how it went down. It began with Caroline and Dan arguing in the
other room as I polished the silverware I couldn’t quite make out what the
argument was, so I moved closer to the door.


“Do I look like I want two sissies in this family?” Caroline
barked.


“I’m no woman,” Dan growled.


“Ha! You’re no different than Paula!”


Suddenly everything became muffled. I placed my ear
against the door so I could hear more, but nothing else was intelligible. They
had apparently moved to another room.


The next day, as Caroline worked, Dan came home
early. He sat down on the couch and watched me work. After a few minutes, he
started mumbling to himself. I couldn’t understand much of what he said, but I
did clearly hear: “I don’t need her permission to do this.”


I pretended not to hear him. Finally, he stood up and
came over to me.


“Paula, come with me. There’s something I want to do
and I need your help.”


I followed him down the hallway dreading what was
coming next. My imagination filled with hundreds of horrid possibilities. 
When he turned and headed to my room, I really feared for the worst!


“Carrie put this damn idea in my head,” he said, “and
now she wants me to forget it. Well, I’ll tell you, I want to satisfy my
curiosity.” Unlike me, Dan still called her Carrie.


“Yes, Sir,” I said, having no idea what he was talking
about.


“Good, I’m glad you understand.”


I didn’t.


He now stood before my closet. “Now listen to me,
Paula. What we’re about to do, well… I want you to forget we ever did this.”


Suddenly, I had visions of the things I did with Todd
and Clark. I started to panic! There was no way I could that! I swallowed
hard. I looked at that door and debated whether I could get away from him in
these shoes. Unfortunately, they were strappy sandals and I couldn’t just
slide out of them, and they were too high to run in as well.


“Do you understand me?” he asked. “No one, and I mean
no one, ever hears about this, especially not Carrie!”


I began shaking all over. I heard myself blather out,
“yy… yes, Sir.”


He continued. “So you understand that even if Carrie
asks you directly what we did, you will lie to her and say nothing. You will
endure any punishment she puts you through to maintain that lie. Do you
understand?”


What the heck was he talking about?! How could I
disobey her to obey him? And what was he planning that was so horrible it
needed this kind of introduction? I went on autopilot and submissively agreed,
knowing full well that I could not lie to Caroline.


“Ok, let’s get on with it,” he said.


I looked at the door. Every essence of my body wanted
to run, but I wasn’t prepared to up the ante by forcing him to chase me. I
looked at my feet again in their delicate sandals. There was no way I could
make it to the stairs before he caught me. I closed my eyes.


Then suddenly, he turned around and began digging
through my closet. I was shocked! What was he doing? I waited and watched as
he rummaged around. Finally, he pulled out several items of my clothing.


“I don’t think any of your dresses will fit me because
you’re too small – even before you finally started losing weight you were too
small, but the underwear should stretch and my feet are only a size bigger than
yours,” he said, laughing nervously. He began stripping.


The next half hour passed in dreamtime. I still have
vague memories of Dan getting naked and then pulling on some panties, a bra,
some stockings, and a pair of shoes – three-inch wedge heels, but I don’t
remember a thing he said. Finally, he sat down at my vanity and made me put
makeup on him. I obeyed without thinking.


When I finished with the makeup and touching up his
short hair as best I could, he stood up and wobbled his way to the full length
mirror in the hallway. He cursed the heels and the makeup, which he’d smeared
already. I followed him to the hallway, where he stood in front of the mirror,
checking out every part of his body. Soon he began rubbing his hands over his
body. He was obviously enjoying himself – something I didn’t understand.  He
was lost in a dream state. It was really strange to watch. If I’d caught him
like this before my change, I would have taught him a thing or two about
humiliation! Instead, I just watched in amazement.


When he saw me watching, he finally snapped out of
it. He spread his feet into a swaggering, masculine pose, a particularly
awkward one in heels, and he snarled at me. “I knew it. I don’t look a damn
thing like you, sissy.”


“Pardon me, Sir, but I don’t understand?”


“Yeah, I guess this would be confusing for you. 
Carrie thinks that masculinity gives way to feminine clothing. I don’t buy
that. Look at me. I look like a normal guy in a dress, don’t I?”


“Gives way?”


“Yeah, like surrenders. If you put a guy in a dress,
he stops being a guy.”


“I see.”


He looked in the mirror again. “But there isn’t the
slightest feminine thing about me. I’m not like you at all.” He was talking
to himself again. “There’s nothing in me that would let her turn me into a
sissy!”


“What the hell is going on?!” Caroline suddenly screamed
behind us. She had come up the stairs without us noticing and she was
furious. “You rotten sissy! It’s bad enough I married one man who wants to be
a damn woman, but now I’m dating another?!”


Dan’s face turned bright red, and I had to laugh
because he got a throbbing erection. “It’s not like that at all, dear,” he
pleaded.


“Don’t give me that! I see what’s going on!” she
growled and she stormed off back downstairs.


Dan followed her, tripping over his heels as he tried
to climb the stairs.


I stood there, chuckling. From downstairs I heard the
yelling begin.


Later that night, Caroline made me polish her shoes in
the living room. I hadn’t seen Dan since the afternoon. As I neared
completion, Dan walked in. He had returned to his business suit from earlier,
except he still wore my heels! I guess he discovered just how much power
Caroline actually wields.


The next day Caroline allowed Dan to return to all
male clothing, but she had her price. That night at dinner, she announced the
second garden party of the season. She said the theme would be crossdressing
and she ordered Dan to do his best to promote the idea among the male guests.


“If any of them don’t come dressed as women, you’ll
spend a lot of time in drag to make up for their unwillingness. Paula could
always use a hand around here,” she said.


Dan visibly cringed.
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The day of the party came. I was not looking forward
to this. With the theme being crossdressing, Caroline wanted me to go looking
mannish. I was concerned that if I showed up looking like “Paul” then people
would recognize me, even with my auburn hair and new shape. I felt
increasingly nervous as I stripped my nail polish and makeup.


Also, if truth be told, I’d kind of come to like being
a woman. Sure, I wanted to be a man again, but until that could happen, I…
well. Let’s just say, I had grown accustomed to the feel of silks and satins
dancing around my thighs and the delicate balancing act of walking in high
heels.


When I finished stripping my nails, I looked at the
clothing Caroline had chosen for me. A few months ago, I would have been
thrilled. There was a complete man’s suit, with pants. There were men’s socks
and underwear. And there were men’s dress shoes. Hmm. So why wasn’t I
happier?


For one thing, my nails remained long and oval and my
hair was auburn and ran to my breasts. So I would look like a sissy, not like
a man or a woman. Plus, frankly, I just didn’t like the idea of wearing such a
heavy suit anymore. It’s like being naked for years because you live on some
island, but then suddenly having to adjust to wearing clothes all day. You may
realize that the clothing is right for you, but you don’t particularly like it
because it’s not comfortable now that you’re used to being naked. And
honestly, I just found women’s clothes more comfortable. Not to mention,
Caroline had done an expert job in giving me an aversion to pants, and I really
dreaded wearing flat shoes. I knew they were going to hurt.


Of course, Caroline knew all of this as I was no
longer capable of keeping secrets from her. And she decided to make this
experience as bad as possible for me. Thus, she chose a very cheap, heavy,
polyester winter suit. This suit felt rough against my skin and felt like it
was restraining me, like I was wearing chains. When I moved, the pants pushed
back against my legs, getting caught on the stubble on my legs – she hadn’t let
me shave my legs the last few days. These pants were hot too. For the first
time in however long, no breeze caressed my legs. It felt like wearing a heavy
coat in the summer! The polyester socks also substituted poorly for my silky
stockings. The shirt (also polyester) felt very rough against my nipples –
Caroline made me go braless. This friction caused my nipples to become hard,
but brought me more pain than pleasure. Imagine rubbing your penis softly with
sandpaper. The jacket weighed so much that it felt like an anchor. And the
shoes, wow, what can I say about the shoes? Caroline found these twenty dollar
fake-leather dress shoes that were a size too small. They were heavy and thick
and far too tight. They were stiff and gave nothing. But worst of all, they
were flat!


I actually slipped into the shoes early so I could get
used to them and hopefully break them in before the party, but they weren’t
breaking. They didn’t give an inch. And the flatness, combined with my
inability to even move my foot within the shoes, started my calves and arches
burning. It didn’t take long before this pain became unbearable. That’s when
I made the decision to slip back into my heels. Maybe Caroline wouldn’t
notice?


As I entered the kitchen in my men’s suit and women’s
heels, Caroline exploded. “What are you doing? Men don’t wear heels! Go take
them off!”


“But Miss, my feet—”


“I don’t care. Go change.”


“But Miss—”


She pointed toward the stairs. “Go change or I’ll
make you wear those all week.”


I cringed. That was no idle threat. I decided it was
best to change, so I returned to my room and replaced the shoes. For the rest
of the night, my feet and legs were in constant pain. And after I was finally
allowed to remove them that night, I cried for half an hour as I massaged my
feet. I even ended up wearing my heels to bed to try to make my poor feet feel
better. It took two days for the blisters and bruises to subside.


Believe it or not, by the end of the evening, I
actually began to resent all of the clothes I wore. The shirt and socks felt
scratchy and uncomfortably warm. The pants were uncomfortable, heavy, and hot
as was the jacket. Without a bra, my breasts pulled extra hard on my chest,
making my back hurt. My nipples were sore from constantly rubbing against the
shirt. With each step, my breasts bounced up and down. I truly longed for my
feminine finery.
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The party itself turned out to be hoot. All the guys
wore some form of dress or skirt. Most of them looked positively ridiculous,
although a couple looked a little too good not to raise suspicions. The wives
got a lot more out of the evening than the husbands. The men stood around
trying to act macho. The women tended to separate from the men into little
cliques that spent most of the night reviewing each of the guys. Later they
rejoined their men for some heavy teasing. The woman also took a lot of
photos. The guys were generally good sports though and, as payment for their
humiliations, more than one man received a hand beneath his skirt at some
point.


I did note, by the way, that almost every woman wore
female shoes, as did all the men. All in all, I was the only one wearing men’s
shoes and I would have traded those for the world because my feet were killing
me.


Even apart from the pain, the evening was an
uncomfortable one for me, though not as bad as the first garden party. I was
very concerned at first that I would be spotted, but eventually I realized that
no one was really looking at me. Annoyingly, a couple of the men hit on me,
but I was expecting that. I really wanted to humiliate them about their
costumes, but Caroline ordered me to “be demure.” One thing that did disgust
me was seeing several of their penises sticking up beneath their skirts as they
spoke to me.


The women were a different matter entirely. Indeed,
they kept coming up to me and saying things like, “you must be so relieved to
be out of that maid’s uniform” or “I can’t believe you wear such high heels. 
You must be so happy to be out of those tonight.” Little did they know. A
couple also tried to flatter me, but it backfired as you might expect. They
kept telling me I was “too pretty to make a convincing man,” and they voted me the
“worst man” of the evening. This was rather disheartening to me, despite the
positive way it was intended.


Dan, or “Danielle” as he called himself that night,
didn’t win the “best woman” award but he came close. He was the runner up. It
amazed me how well Caroline managed his transformation into a woman! Of
course, I’d had lots of time to get used to seeing him because Caroline had him
dressed as a woman at home for nearly a week before the party – “I won’t have
you embarrassing me by looking like a fool,” she said. The results were still quite
impressive though.


Even Lauren West treated me well. “Hey, you kind of
look like a husband again!” she said.


I blushed and looked around nervously.


She laughed. “Oh, don’t worry, they’re all too busy
to pay attention to us.”


“Yes, Miss,” I said instinctively.


She raised an eyebrow. “So you really like this,
don’t you?” she asked with obvious curiosity.


Unfortunately, I had no idea what she was talking
about. “I’m sorry, Miss, I don’t understand.”


“I mean… the way you are… a submissive sissy. 
You really must like this to want to do this?”


I curled my lips and wrinkled my nose. This could be
one of Caroline’s tricks to get me to say something she would punish me for. 
Maybe, I thought, it was best if I said nothing, so I didn’t respond. Lauren
picked up on my hesitation.


“Are you saying this wasn’t your idea?” she asked
cautiously.


I looked at Caroline, who was busy yanking on Dan’s skirt. 
“I’m not sure I should say, Miss.”


Lauren followed my eyes to Caroline. “Interesting.”


“What is, Miss?”


She shook her head. “Nothing… just
‘interesting’.” She finished her drink and took another from my tray. “Well,
carry on, Paula,” she said and she walked off.


I wasn’t sure what any of that meant, but I didn’t
have time to think about it as I needed to hand out more drinks.


The party ended around midnight and all told, I
enjoyed the party a good deal, except for the constant pain in my legs and feet
and despite the horribly uncomfortable clothes. It was fun watching all the
other men be so uncomfortable and it was nice to be treated well by the women.


One thing the garden party definitely achieved was
putting a damper on my desire to return to male clothing. Still, I should have
tried, right? With a man living in the house, why didn’t I go get some male
clothing from Dan’s closet and put an end to this whole affair? That’s a fair
question. All I can say is that it wasn’t that easy. Dan was just too much
larger than me for his clothes to be useful. Indeed, the times I tried to wear
his clothes, I looked like a small girl dressing in her father’s clothes. 
Also, I was kind of coming to like wearing women’s clothes.
















Chapter 18: The Engagement


 


A couple weeks after the garden party, Todd returned
for the wedding, only he wasn’t alone. He arrived with his new girlfriend,
Barbara, and she did not like me one bit! I suspected she saw me as unfair
competition for her boyfriend. Indeed, my suspicions were confirmed a few
nights later as I sat at my vanity table removing my makeup. Barbara came
storming into my room holding up a pair of pink panties. These looked like
panties I’d lost many months before.


“Do these belong to you?” she growled and she tossed
the panties in my face.


I rose from my chair. We were about the same height,
but in my high-heeled mules I stood a few inches taller.


She continued. “I found them in Todd’s closet. Take
them back and don’t you ever touch my Todd again!  You little slut!”


“I didn—”


She slapped me across the face.


I fell backwards a few steps, cringing in fear,
expecting more. It didn’t come. She stood there, frozen, with hatred written
in her eyes. “I hate you, tramp!” she grunted through her tears and she
stormed off.


I fell to the floor and cried in relief for a few
minutes. Then I laughed at the irony, that this was the second time I’d been
struck over those panties – Caroline spanked me when they vanished because she
thought I’d ruined them and tossed them out to hide my carelessness. I
wondered if she would have felt the slightest bit guilty knowing she’d spanked
the wrong party? Probably not.


In any event, I took a deep breath and resolved to
steer clear of Barbara.
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Ok, let me back up. I know I dropped the word
“wedding” rather suddenly, but that’s how it came to me – suddenly. One day as
I polished the floor, Caroline walked in hand in hand with Dan. They’d both
come from work so they both wore suits. Caroline’s suit was gray with long
slacks. She wore mid-heeled loafers with chunky heels and thick soles. Dan
wore a dark blue pin-striped suit and a tie I liked a lot. His dress shoes
were impeccably polished – I would know, as I had polished them the night
before.


“We have an announcement, and now that everyone else
knows, I figure we should tell you too,” Caroline said. She liked to remind me
that I was now one of the least important people in her life. “Why don’t you
tell her, Dan?”


“I think I’d rather you told her. She’ll appreciate
the irony more,” he said.


“All right, I’ll tell her,” she said. She kissed Dan
and then bent down and looked me straight in the eyes. A smile crossed her
beautiful face. She reached out her hand and grabbed my chin between her
fingers. “We’re getting married!”


My jaw dropped.


She rose again. “Well, not really married. We’re
going to go through a ceremony, but not do anything official. I wouldn’t want
to be accused of bigamy.” She looked at me, kneeling on the floor before both
of them. “Besides, if I divorced you, I’d probably have to turn you free and
we can’t have that, can we? Who would keep the house clean?”


I tried to speak, but couldn’t. As I crouched there
on my hands and knees, unable to move or even comprehend what I was hearing,
she looked me over slowly from head to toe with smug superiority on her face. 
Her eyes ran the length of my body starting with my heels, the silver polish on
my toenails, my feminine legs, my ruffled maid’s uniform, my enormous breasts,
my long soft auburn hair, and finally my painted face. Some picture of a
husband I made!


“Well, aren’t you happy for us, dear?” she asked
snidely.


I still couldn’t speak.


She continued. “Of course, your services will still
be required. Don’t worry about that. You belong to this household and I see
no reason to give you away.”


For some reason, I said, “Thank you, Miss.”


“And don’t worry about dinner tonight. We’ll be
eating out. You can eat the sandwich I didn’t finish at lunch yesterday, it’s
in the fridge. Afterwards, why don’t you polish all of Dan’s shoes and mine. 
I expect you to be in bed by 8:30 tonight.”


“Yes, Miss,” I said, still too stunned to process what
I heard.


My wife smiled at me, then she and Dan left. I did as
I was ordered and I went to bed at 8:30. And let me tell you, Caroline knew
exactly what she was doing by sending me to bed early. She knew that I would
not be able to sleep because my body had gotten into a pattern of falling
asleep at 9:30. Thus, I lay there with nothing to do but think about what was
about to happen. Soon I found myself crying like a baby. I didn’t stop until
I fell asleep.
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The wedding preparations began the next day. Caroline
planned for a small ceremony in the back yard in about two weeks. They planned
to invite about twenty-five friends and their husbands or wives. Typing up the
invitation was left to me, as best I could with my long nails; Lauren West
helped me with some of the logistics, she was actually quite nice to me. 
Cleaning up the backyard was left to me too, as was making the decorations,
handling the food, shopping for whatever was needed, and making alterations to
the wedding dress and the bridesmaids’ dresses as needed. All of this was
heaped on me in addition to my regular duties, which ran me ragged.


Naturally, I dreaded the wedding. But it wasn’t the
humiliation of having my wife marry another man which bothered me, it was not
knowing how I would be dressed, and Caroline refused to tell me how that would
be or what my role would be. Then things got much worse.


About a week and a half before the wedding, Caroline
came home with a box of DVDs. “I brought these educational videos for you to
watch,” she said.


I was intrigued. As I may have mentioned, my life had
changed in many ways besides the physical changes. If you’ll recall, Caroline
cut me off from the outside world, and as the days passed, I slowly forgot more
and more about everything outside the house. I hadn’t read a paper or watched
the television in so long I couldn’t even tell you who was President. This not
only shrank my knowledge base, but it began to shrink my vocabulary and it even
made me insecure because I could no longer carry on intelligent conversations. 
I had become easy prey for anyone who wanted to exert their intellectual
superiority over me. Indeed, Caroline often shut me up with a simple, “What do
you know anyway? You don’t know anything!” As a consequence, I became
withdrawn and unsure of my own mind.


So needless to say, I thrilled at the prospect of
seeing a box full of educational DVDs! Finally, a view to the outside again! 
I felt giddy with excitement as she opened the box.


“I’m glad to see you’re so happy,” she said with a
huge smile. “You’re really going to like these. They’ll teach you new skills.
. . something very useful.”


I felt my heart sink. That didn’t sound good.


She flipped open the box and pulled out the first
DVD. “There are twenty discs here. Each one is two hours long. You have
eight days to learn what’s on these tapes.”


“What am I learning, Miss?”


“You’re learning to dance.”


I felt relieved. I didn’t mind learning to dance.


She continued. “From now on you’ll get up one hour
earlier. Then you’ll practice dancing with these tapes for one hour before
making my breakfast. Then after breakfast you’ll do three more hours. Then do
your normal chores. In the evening, you’ll skip dinner and spend that hour
practicing as well. You can certainly stand to lose some weight.”


Dan appeared behind her. “I put your costumes in your
closet. Wear one whenever you practice.”


Caroline nodded her head. “And remember, you must be
perfect at this or I will punish you.” She placed the first disc in the DVD
player and hit play. A moment later, as Caroline and Dan left the room, a
woman appeared on the screen and began explaining the art of stripping. I felt
sick.


An hour later, I made my way to my bedroom. I checked
to see what costumes Dan had brought me. There were several. My closet now
contained g-strings, tassels, bras designed to show off my nipples, a few odds
and ends – like a cowboy hat or a cop hat – and several pairs of unbelievable
heels. All of these shoes came with six or seven-inch heels with very thick
platforms. This was a nightmare.
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The more I thought about the stripper videos the more
concerned I became. I didn’t know what Caroline had planned, but I knew I
couldn’t do it. And that night, when Caroline and Dan left for dinner, as they
had done all week, I finally snapped. I had no money, no male clothing,
nowhere to go, but I was determined to finally make my escape.


I grabbed the spare key to Caroline’s new sports car,
from where she had hidden it in her closet. Then I made my way to the garage. 
There it sat. It was red and very expensive. I’d never even been allowed to
sit in it before, much less drive it, but how hard could it be? You never
really forget how to drive, do you?


“Oh great, a stick shift! Well, I guess that’s not
something you forget either.”


I slid behind the wheel of the car. This was
awkward. I wore a flowery yellow sundress and some three-inch yellow sandals. 
I probably should have thought that through, but wearing heels had become so
normal for me that I never thought twice about them causing me any problems. I
placed the keys in the ignition and turned the engine.


Nothing happened.


“Maybe I need to put my foot on the break?”


Still nothing.


“How about pushing the clutch in?”


Ignition!


I adjusted the mirrors and tightened the seatbelt. 
Slowly I backed it out of the driveway – sputtering and lurching the whole
way. Out in the road, I put it in first and the car started moving. I felt
great! I was free! The car started revving higher and I went to shift to
second. Suddenly, something grabbed my foot! I couldn’t pull my foot back!


“Damn, my heel is caught under the petal!”


I tugged and tugged as the car slowly rolled to a
stop, sputtering the whole way. It took one last jump and died. Only then was
I able to free my foot.


That’s when I saw the cop.


I felt the tears welling up in my eyes. I knew this
guy would take me to jail where they would do all sorts of horrible things to
me! Or, even worse, he would return me to Caroline who would torture me! I
was sure of this, and by the time the cop came up to me, I was shaking so hard
he thought I was on drugs. He made me step out of the car.


“Calm down, lady.”


“Yes, Sir. I’m sorry, Officer,” I said in a shaky
voice.


“Let me see your license,” he said.


My license? Oops. I forgot about that. Caroline let
it expire. I swallowed hard. “I don’t have one, Officer,” I admitted and I
began to cry.


He glared at me. “You don’t have one?! Why are you
driving?”


I didn’t know what to say, so I said nothing.


He pulled out his ticket book.


“I’m so sorry, Officer,” I said. Tears streamed down
my face. “I know I’m not supposed to drive, but I needed to pick up my friend
from the airport and no one else was around and—”


“Ok, ok. Where do you live?” he asked.


“Over there,” I said, pointing to my house, which was
only a few hundred feet away.


Just then, another car pulled up to us. It was Lauren
West. She had come to the house to drop off wedding materials. When she saw
me, she came over to me. She got out of her car and put her arms around me. 
“Is there a problem, Officer?”


“Yeah, there’s a problem. Your friend is driving
without a license.”


Lauren turned to face me. “You didn’t?” she said. 
She turned to face the officer. “I’m sorry, Officer. I was supposed to give
her a ride and I just simply forgot until now. I’ll make sure she doesn’t
drive anywhere.”


The cop looked at us and laughed. “All right. Put it
back in the driveway. And don’t ever let me catch you driving again!”


I felt relief. I wasn’t going to jail. But my escape
attempt, like everything else I tried, turned into a humiliating defeat. After
Lauren put the car back in the garage, she followed me into the kitchen.


“So where were you going?”


“I don’t know… anywhere.”


She looked at me and smiled. “You really need some
help, don’t you?”


I shrugged my shoulders.


“If you got the chance to leave here, would you take
it? I mean, would you really take it?” she asked.


I didn’t answer. I didn’t know what to say. I was
never going to leave. I was stuck.


She pushed my hair out of my face and smiled at me
again. Then she held me as I cried for several minutes. I don’t recall anyone
being this nice to me in a long time.
















Chapter 19: The
Entertainment


 


With the wedding only three days away, things were
starting to get very busy around the house. Fortunately, I’d mastered
stripping and could again spend more time doing other duties. Indeed, I’d
watched every tape by now and I’d done so much dancing that I could do this in
my sleep. The higher heels, by the way, proved to be little problem, though I
was always happy to return to my lower heels.


As I finished my evening dance practice, Caroline
walked into the living room. She and Dan had just finished dinner. Todd
watched me practice.


“Is she any good?” Caroline asked Todd.


“She’s great!” Todd said.


“Good. Turn off the tape and come to the kitchen,
Paula,” she said.


I followed her to the kitchen.


“I’ll bet you’ve been wondering why you’re learning to
strip?” she asked when we were alone.


I bit my lip. Actually, I hadn’t really wondered
because, in truth, I didn’t want to know. It wasn’t going to be good whatever
it was, and I found it best to avoid knowing the bad things that were coming.


Caroline smirked. “The short answer is that you’re
going to perform at the bachelor and bachelorette parties.”


My blood froze. Would she really do that to me?


She continued. “Now it’s important that you remember,
the bachelors are NOT to know what you really are. I don’t care what
you have to do to prevent their finding out, but there will be hell to pay if
they find out. Do you understand?”


“Yes, Miss.”


“Good. For the boys, I want you to wear the nurse
costume and the white platforms.” The highest ones. “Red nails on your
fingers and toes, make sure you get a good shave. Do about a ten minute dance
and then get in close for a couple of lap dances. If they aren’t happy, I
won’t be happy either. Got it?”


“Yes, Miss.”


“For the ladies, wear the cop costume, complete with
handcuffs. Wear the black platforms and pink polish. Both parties will take
place at a local restaurant, so there’s no need to worry about preparing the
house. One of us will take you to the party and bring you home. I don’t want
you socializing with the boys after your dance. Just go wait in the ladiesroom
until we come get you. Got it?”


“Yes, Miss.”


“Good girl,” she said and she slapped my rear.


 


—o—


 


I was a nervous wreck. I’d passed as a woman in
stores, around the house, and even on dates with horny teenagers, but this
seemed different. I’d never been this naked before, this exposed, before a
group of people.


Dan led me from the car to the ladiesroom. The cold
night air flowed up my coat onto my bare legs. In the ladiesroom I removed my
coat and handed it to him.


“I’ll knock on the door when it’s time for you to come
out,” he said. Then he left me.


I paced back and forth, trying to take my mind off
what I was about to do. I thought about cleaning the house. I thought about
making dinner. I noticed a chip on the nail polish on my little toe on my
right foot and I thought how I’d fix that when I got home. Outside I heard the
sounds of drunken men partying. I tugged on the small skirt of the nurse
costume, instinctively trying to protect myself. Then I waited. And I
waited. After an hour or so, I heard Dan come down the hallway. It was time.


As I made my way to the stage, the catcalls began: 
“Ooh baby! Wow! Whoa mama!” Then the recognition. “Hey, isn’t that the girl
from the pictures? Damn she’s even better in person! What a hottie! Wait a
minute, isn’t she your maid?” I tried to block it all out. Soon they began
chanting “Paula! Paula!”


I climbed onto the makeshift stage. I felt the music
pumping through my body and the air around me. I knew the song, but couldn’t
recognize it in the state I was in. The men started jumping up and down
cheering as I pranced around the stage. I went on instinct. Thank God for the
tapes. I held my head up high, made each step with authority, and I ran my
hands all over my body any chance I got. My nipples became erect right away –
this brought cheers. Only God knows why my penis didn’t grow! Finally I
reached the point where clothing needed to start coming off. I knew the three
things I had to leave on were the nurse’s cap, my sandals, and my very tight
g-string. Everything else would come off.


As an aside, I said “g-string,” but I really wore two
g-strings. One was tied so tightly that I thought my testicles were being cut
off with every step I took. It genuinely hurt, but it kept me hidden and
that’s all that mattered. The other g-string lay on top of the first, covering
what would have been an unwelcome sight. Caroline actually had insisted that I
wear two to help hide my penis – she didn’t want me exposed… not tonight.


Slowly I pulled the buttons apart on my blouse. Then
I yanked it open. My bra encased breasts sprang free for all to see as I waved
the blouse over my head. I tossed it to the audience as I jiggled my breasts
back and forth. Fortunately or unfortunately, the lights were too bright for
me to see any faces so I don’t know who got it.


I rubbed the sides of my breasts as I danced around
the stage. Then I reached for my bra. A tease. I shook my finger back and
forth as if to say, “no no.” I returned to my dance, shaking my breasts. My
grapefruits felt like watermelons today. I went for my bra again. Another
tease. Instead, I reached down and pulled off my garter belt. I tossed that
to another section of the audience. They went wild. I could tell the guys
were rushing the stage, but I didn’t want to look down.


I placed my leg up on the chair sitting on stage with
me. Slowly I rolled my stocking down to my ankle. With these sandals though,
I couldn’t roll it beneath the ankle straps. So I pulled the stocking back up
my leg. Another tease. I switched feet on the chair. This time I skillfully
undid the shoe’s buckle as my other hand distracted the boys’ attention around
my nipple. Again I rolled the stocking down. As it neared my shoe, I pulled
my foot out of the shoe and pulled off the stocking. In one fluid motion, I
stuck my foot back into the shoe and redid the buckle. Then I took the
stocking and bent down to the closest guy. I remembered him from the garden
party – he had worn a silver lame dress and matching pumps, but I couldn’t
remember his name. Slowly, I ran the stocking through his hair and walked away
to remove the other.


Soon the only thing left I could remove was my bra. 
This was a moment I dreaded very much. I don’t mind wearing women’s clothes. 
You kind of get used to that. And, as a consequence, you know that guys will
stare at your body. I don’t mind that either. In fact, it’s almost
flattering. But to have a room full of drunken men look beneath my dress, to
see my oh-so-feminine breasts jiggling freely for all to see is too much. What
could I do though?


I reached behind my back and unstrapped the bra. I
pulled it off while simultaneously covering my breasts with my arms. Then I
tossed the bra into the audience and showed off my set. The crowd exploded.


Then disaster struck.


My penis sprang free beneath the first g-string and it
began to rise! Any second it would pop out from beneath the looser g-string! 
There was only one thing I could do. I dropped to my knees and covered my
penis with one hand. As I worked furiously to cram it back beneath the g-strings,
I licked my fingertips on the other hand to distract the guys. Unfortunately,
when I hit the ground, I misjudged the distance between myself and the guys and
I suddenly found myself in the middle of several guys who had gathered around
the stage. Some guy I didn’t recognize reached out and squeezed my breast as
hard as he could! Ouch! Another placed his hand on my rear. Two more grabbed
my feet. They held me fast. Imagine the horror I felt! This was triggering
the same fear I’d felt in the movie theater crowd and it was all I could do not
to take off running!


I had to focus to remain calm, but slowly I regain
control.


I needed to shake off all these hands, but I couldn’t
move until my erection subsided – unfortunately, it grew with their touches. I
tried to slap the man’s hand away from my breast. He giggled and continued
tracing my sissy tan lines which I’d gotten from mowing the lawn. I felt the
guys at my feet run their hands between my sandals and my soles. That
tickled. The guy with his hand on my rear was slowly working his way under my
g-string toward my anus. I had to do something! Too late. My eyes must have
gotten so huge with surprise as his finger entered my rear! My lunge forward
certainly scared the guy with his hand on my breast. He and the rest all
jumped back.


With all their hands suddenly off me, I managed to
crawl to the back of the stage. There, away from their hands, I acted like a
woman masturbating until I could calm my erection and slide it back into the
g-string.  Then I rose and took someone’s hand to help me get off the stage. 
It was my old friend Jason! He didn’t recognize me.


I stepped from the stage to the floor and placed my
legs around the man nearest me, one on each side of the man’s chair. I placed
my hands on his shoulders to hold him in place as I began to gyrate my crotch
on his. My breasts bounced in his face. He smiled and smiled and smiled.


I snuck a quick look around. Although I was out from
under the bright stage lights, I couldn’t see too much in my nervous state. 
There were roughly twenty guys gawking at me. I saw Dan operating a video
camera – I could only imagine what use those tapes would have!


I moved on to the next guy. This was another friend
of mine, Jack the accountant. I’m pretty sure this was his first time seeing a
stripper. I guess there’s something ironic in that. As I gyrated, I felt his
penis rise up and rub up against me. Time to move on!


Next I came to some guy I didn’t know and then
another. I’d seen these guys at the garden party, but I didn’t know who they
were. Then I came to one of the guys who had grabbed my shoe before! Then I
came to my old boss!! He was the guy who had grabbed my breast! As I did my
dance on his lap, I made the mistake of leaning back and stretching my arms up
in the air. He grabbed my breast in his mouth with my nipple between his
teeth! The pain was amazing, but exquisite. I pushed and pushed to free
myself. I felt my penis growing again. I had to get out of there.


Fortunately, one of the other men pulled him off me. 
I returned to the stage and did a few more steps before taking my bow. After
that, I ran as quickly as I could to the ladiesroom to wait for Dan, my breasts
bounced up and down the entire way.


Dan finally arrived a couple hours later. He found me
shivering. I’d been standing in the ladiesroom wearing only my shoes and
g-stings and it was freezing! Plus I desperately wanted to cover my breasts. 
That place was all mirrors and my image mocked me. Dan offered me my coat and
then drove me home. The guys kept my costume parts. When we got home,
Caroline sent me to bed and watched the tape. I cried all night at the
humiliation.


 


—o—


 


The next night was the bachelorette party. This
happened at the same place. As I waited in the mensroom this time, I started
to wonder why I would be asked to perform for a bunch of women. Wouldn’t they
prefer someone more like Dan? Someone with a huge penis? Or had Caroline
found a group of lesbians? What was she up to?


I heard the knock on the door which was my cue. No
time left to think. As I left the bathroom I heard loud cheering come from the
women. I couldn’t see them because of the lights. As I neared, the cheering
dropped off until all I heard was the music! I knew right away this was going
to be a disaster.


I climbed on stage and began my dance. No one rushed
the stage. No one cheered. They all just sat there, except for the occasional
odd statement like “I can’t believe it!” or “Who is Caroline trying to kid?”


Finally, I reached the point where I tossed my bra
into the audience. There was a collective gasp. Something wasn’t right. 
Suddenly, the lights came on. I guessed my act was over. I stopped dancing.


Caroline stepped up on stage. She wore jeans, a
sweater, and flats. I could see the faces in the crowd. They displayed a
mixture of amusement and disgust. I recognized several. Barbara was there –
she looked amused. Jason’s wife, Jack’s wife, Lauren West, a couple of friends
of Caroline’s, and then several women I didn’t recognize were there too.  A
little over twenty in total. I assumed these were the wives of the bachelors.


Caroline tried to quiet the ladies who began talking
among themselves.


“Ladies, please,” said Caroline, and she waved her
hands at the crowd.


“You really expect us to believe THIS is Paul,
your husband?”


I froze. I never expected that!


“Yes, it is. Why would I lie to you about this? 
Please, ladies, quiet. I’ve explained it all to you. Now let me give you the
proof.” Caroline turned to me. “Paula, remove your g-strings,” she ordered.


I didn’t know what to do. Was she serious?


“Now Paula!”


I obeyed. Moments later my penis sprung to attention
for all the women to see.


Silence. Then applause. Then cheering.


“Oh my God!”


“That’s fantastic!”


“That’s great!”


Then the women rushed the stage and started groping
me. I tried to back away, but there were too many hands around me.


“Please ladies, large noises and crowds scare little
Paula,” said Caroline with a laugh. “Why don’t you all sit down. Paula will
come to each of you, and you can examine him to your heart’s content,” Caroline
said.


For the next hour, they ushered me from one table to
another, wearing only the platform heels, the stockings, the cop hat, and a
pair of lace gloves that came with the outfit. Every woman there felt my
breasts and played with my penis. Every single one of them squeezed my nipples
between her fingertips to see how sensitive I was. Barbara squeezed my
testicles so tightly I thought I was going to die!


“Wouldn’t Todd just die if he knew!” she laughed as
she yanked down hard on my scrotum. I fell to my knees in pain.


When I finished my rounds, Caroline returned me to the
stage as a display object for her lecture. She went on and on about my breast
size, my dress size, my shoe size, the fact that I could no longer wear flats,
my submissiveness, my loss of strength, how helpful I was around the house,
etc. One of the women asked if my penis still functioned, Caroline explained
that it did and that I masturbated regularly (I guess I forgot to mention that),
though my testicles had shrunken a lot. Then she ordered me to masturbate
while standing there on stage. I did.


As I stroked myself, the real purpose of the meeting
began to come to light. One of the ladies asked, “You say you can do this to
any man?”


“Yes, with ease. All we need is your help and time.”


“How long did it take to bring Paul to this state?”


“I’d rather not say that in front of Paula. Depriving
him of a sense of time is part of the process. Likewise, please don’t mention
news or politics or other current events to him. He’s completely unaware of
the world outside our house.”


“Can we ask her… I mean, him, some questions?”


“Certainly. Paula, answer all the ladies’ questions
but don’t stop playing with yourself.”


“Yes, Miss.”


“Paula, I’m Rachel.”


Caroline shook her head. “Please don’t treat Paula
like an equal, it will only confuse her and undercut the training. Go ahead
and give orders.”


Rachel got into the spirit quickly. “Tell me what day
this is?”


I couldn’t answer.


“Well, try to guess. What is the year?”


I guessed, but I was apparently a year or two off. Of
course, no one told me in which direction.


“Who is the President?”


I didn’t know.


“Who is the mayor?”


I didn’t know.


“Where is the new mini-mall?”


I didn’t know.


And so it went. With each admission, the ladies
giggled at my deficiencies.


“Doesn’t Dan object to Paula’s presence?”


“No, not at all,” Caroline said. “Dan actually finds
Paula adorable and is happy to have her around.”


“So we can teach our ‘men’ a lesson and still get
better men to keep us happy? I like the sound of this!” said an unpleasant
looking woman with black hair.


The whole group cheered. Just as their cheering
reached a crescendo, my penis exploded. White fluid shot all over the stage. 
The women cheered again. Then they began chanting, “Lick it up! Lick it
up!”


Caroline pointed to the floor. “You heard the ladies,
lick it up, Paula!”


I did as ordered. And when I finished cleaning the
stage, licking up my own semen as well as the dirt tracked in from the soles of
my shoes and the others before me, Caroline ordered me to return to the
mensroom. As I walked away, my breasts and my semi-erect penis jiggling with
each step, the ladies hooted and hollered.


Back in the bathroom, virtually naked, I cringed at
what was going on outside. It sounded like the women were plotting against
their husbands. But frankly, I didn’t care, not after the way they treated me
last night! Let them get what’s coming to them!
















Chapter 20: The Wedding
And Freedom


 


One thing I didn’t know at the time, but I have since
learned, is just how deeply Caroline was involved in the events that led to my
enslavement. When I originally lost my job, which started this whole horrible
process, I attributed that to my boss’s bad temper. I know now that Caroline
was actually behind it. It seemed she had had enough of my attitude and she
wanted to teach me a lesson. Unbeknownst to me, she was having an affair with
my boss, and she actively encouraged him to firm me. Then he badmouthed me to
other employers to keep me from getting a new job. He also hired her so they
could be together.


But power had corrupted Caroline, and she would no
longer accept being a mere employee. By hook or by crook, she worked her way
up to being his second in command. At the same time, she came to know his
wife, a wife who was as unhappy with him as Caroline had been with me. That’s
when it dawned on her. She could do the same thing to him she had done to me and
then she could take his job. This idea fascinated her and she set about making
it happen. In fact, started to see this as a service she could offer rich
women who wanted their husbands under their thumbs.


Using her position as the second in command of the
company, and with the green light from the owner’s wife, Caroline slowly
replaced most of the men in the company with women she had hand selected. By
the time of the wedding, women held all of the managerial jobs and the company
was changing focus. They had begun to research Caroline’s plan and set about
designing a program. By the time her boss found out about this, it was too
late. Indeed, two days before he found out, the company attorney, one of
Caroline’s attorney friends, convinced him to sign over the entire company to
his wife “for tax reasons.” Two days later, Caroline took his job. Then they
set to work on the other men who remained with the company. In the coming
months, every man at the bachelor party would find himself fired, demoted, or
emasculated in some other way.


 


—o—


 


I’m going to skip ahead to the actual wedding. There
wasn’t much to tell in the meantime. The ladies held lots of meetings but I
wasn’t privy to any of them. I was kept very busy making last minute
preparations.


The wedding took place in our backyard. The minister
was a friend of Caroline’s, who specialized in unusual ceremonies. Everything
went perfectly and everyone enjoyed the ceremony, especially the wives. I
noticed lots of inside jokes being toss around by the women. The men were none
the wiser. I frankly don’t think the men had any idea what was going to
happen. Although a couple of them seemed stressed out by their recent problems
at work.


When the guys saw me in my maid’s uniform, serving
drinks to all the guests, not one of them could resist hitting on me again. I
carefully deflected each of their advances, except the breast biter, i.e. my
former boss. Caroline gave me special instructions for him. With his wife
watching out of the corner of her eye, this guy casually slithered up to me,
eyeing me. Without a word he ran his hand up my thigh. I pulled his hand from
my leg and placed it on my breasts. I felt my penis grow beneath my skirt, so
I crossed my legs to protect that little secret. Then he leaned over and
kissed me on the cheek.


“Are you flirting with me?” I asked.


He seemed hesitant.


I jerked the hook a little more. “I don’t mind.”


His hand rubbed my breast.


Then I whispered, “Come with me.”


His wife saw this and smiled as I took his hand and
led him away. The wedding photographer caught everything.


Slowly I led him inside and up the stairs to the
bathroom. He rubbed his hands up and down my legs as I climbed the stairs. In
the bathroom, I flicked on a switch which turned on the camera. Then I dropped
to my knees and acted for the camera. Apparently, he was the first slated for
the “Reprogramming” as the women called it. This film would help “convince”
him. On the one hand, I hated participating in this evil plan of theirs. On
the other hand, it couldn’t happen to a more deserving guy.


When we returned to the wedding, I signaled Caroline
that I’d done what she ordered. She smiled and blew me a kiss. Slowly
everyone gathered and took their seats. Caroline took her place in her tight
white dress – I knew every single stitch of that dress. Dan remained inside. 
She had ordered him to come down the aisle as if he were the bride. He didn’t
like the idea, but he gave in to her very quickly. Moments after the music
began, he emerged from the house. As he walked across the patio to the wedding
set, I noticed that he wore stockings under his tuxedo pants. I wondered what
else he wore. Soon the music stopped and the minister did his part. Then
Caroline and Dan exchanged vows and everyone cheered – even my old friends like
Jason and Jack, who should have been asking where I was! Dan promised to
“serve and obey,” by the way, and Caroline promised to “honor and respect.” 
This drew a few snickers from the crowd, but they would soon change their
minds. Finally, they kissed and the guests turned to the food and to dancing.


 


—o—


 


The day after the wedding, I got my first glimpse of
the future most of these men faced. As I finished dusting the dining room,
Caroline called me to the kitchen. There I saw Caroline, her former boss and
mine, and his wife. He wore a ladies raincoat. Beneath the coat, I could see
stockings and high-heeled pumps. He looked very precariously balanced on his
high-heeled shoes and distinctly embarrassed and uncomfortable. When he
removed the raincoat I saw an ill-fitting maid’s uniform like mine. His hair
had been dyed platinum blond and he wore heavy makeup. Around his neck he wore
a leash which his wife tugged repeatedly.


When I entered the room, “Mildred” as he was now known
was ordered to curtsey to me. Then his wife upped the stakes.


“Now get on your knees sissy and give back what you
took from Paula!”


He balked, but she pulled out the pictures of me
servicing him in the bathroom at the wedding.


She continued. “I’m sure the boys at the office will
like to see these!”


He shot her a nasty look. “What do I care? I can’t
go back to the office looking like this anyway!” He held up his long red nails
and brushed his short platinum hair.


His wife yanked the chain and he fell to his knees,
gasping for air. “If you don’t do as I say, you will go back to the office
looking exactly like that! Now get with it!”


I saw tears form up in his eyes. I could tell the
humiliation was killing him. Good! I braced myself and slowly raised my skirt
– exposing my panties. I didn’t really want this, but I did want the revenge,
so I lowered my panties. My penis popped out. He gulped hard, closed his eyes
and then dove in. It felt really strange to have anyone sucking on my penis! 
I don’t think this had ever happened in my life and this certainly wasn’t how I
pictured this happening when I was young. Of course, I didn’t expect two women
to stand by snapping pictures of the event either! Finally, I shot my load
into his mouth, which he made the mistake of spitting out, right onto my shoe!


“How dare you!” his wife gasped. “Now get down there
and lick Paula’s foot clean!” His wife was really enjoying this.


“I won’t!”


She yanked the leash again. “You will!”


He did.


 


—o—


 


I said at one point that my story has a happy ending. 
Believe it or not, it does. The very next day after Mildred paid me a visit,
everything changed. As I vacuumed the house, the doorbell rang. It was Lauren
West.


“I need to talk to you,” she said.


“Yes, Miss,” I agreed.


“This really wasn’t your idea?” she asked, waving her
hand up and down my body.


“No, Miss.”


“And you don’t want to be Paula the Sissy Maid?”


“No, Miss.”


She folded her arms and raised her eyebrow. “What if
I told you that you could come live with me? What would you do?”


“I don’t understand, Miss?”


“I’m saying, what if I let you live with me. Would
you want to be my maid?”


I hesitated.


“Or would you want to go back to being a man?”


I hesitated again. “I’m not sure I could do that, Miss.”


“You could, but would you want to?”


“I’m not sure, Miss. I would miss being a woman.”


She smiled. “Ok, so if I gave you the choice, what
would you do?”


I shrugged my shoulders.


“What if I said you could come live with me as a woman
and make yourself back into a man if you so desire?”


I took a deep breath. “That would make me happy,
Miss.”


She smiled.


“Why would you do this, Miss?”


“I’ve come to really like you, Paula, and I want to
make you mine.”


An hour later, I sat in the passenger seat of Lauren’s
car. She took me to her house, where I was given a room. Over the next few
days, she bought me an extensive, but very normal, female wardrobe. She also
set about immediately reversing the training I had undergone. She bought me
newspapers, taught me about current events and spent weeks building up my
confidence again. She did not, however, encourage me to give up my
submissiveness, and truthfully, I didn’t want to either. It had become part of
who I am, and now that I could give it to someone who loved me, I cherished it
even more.


A few days later, Lauren came home with big news. She
had a huge smile on her face.


“What’s happened, Miss?” I asked as I took her coat.


“I have wonderful news.”


“What news?”


“I’ve known what Caroline was up to since that second
garden party. I saw the preparations at the office… I ran across files I
was not meant to see. Although I love you very much, it bothered me a lot what
she had done to you and I didn’t want to see her get away with that. Also, the
idea of letting her repeat her crime with other men troubled me as well. So I
contacted the authorities.”


“You did?” I asked. I was stunned.


“Yes, sweetheart, I did. They just arrested Caroline
and her friends on extortion and fraud charges. They’ve seized all her assets
and she’s going to go to prison for decades.”


I gasped. Lauren knew I was terrified that Caroline
could still come take me back at some point. This put an end to that.


“You’re free,” she said.


I smiled. “Yes, Miss.”


 


—o—


 


Six months later, Caroline and Dan both ended up in
jail with lengthy sentences. My boss wasn’t ultimately feminized, but he was
divorced and lost his entire company to his wife. A few weeks after that,
Lauren and I were married. She found a better job than she had with Caroline’s
company. I stay at home and take care of the house. I’m a much more normal
woman now, though I’m still submissive to Lauren. She likes that. We both
love each other very much.


 


The
End
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Christopher Jordan need ways to unwind. For Christopher, who planned to run
for governor in the next election, this meant having an internet mistress. He
assumed having an online mistress was safe because of the anonymity of the
net. He was wrong. Christopher would now learn a hard lesson as this
mysterious mistress slowly placed him at the mercy of the women in his life.


 


August
2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


















Grounded
in Heels:  When Sam’s stepmother
discovered the perfect way to keep her adult stepson out of trouble, she
unknowingly put him at the mercy of his worst enemy… his vengeful adult
stepsister Diane. Now Diane has plans to make sure he never escapes. Can Sam
find a way to save himself or will his summer in heels become a lifetime
sentence?


 


April
2013 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


















Grounded
In Heels (Part Two: Back To School): 
The long awaited sequel to Grounded In Heels!


 


With
Sam’s stepmother forcing Sam to return to school as ‘Samantha’ until she can
find a way to undo the feminine changes Diane has done to his body, Sam must
learn to deal with being a young woman surrounded by the people who knew him as
Sam. Can he keep his secret? Even worse, Sam still finds himself under the
absolutely power of his vengeful stepsister Diane, who has plans for the
helpless feminized Sam and is determined to humiliate him and to make his time
in heels permanent. But her plans might now work out so well this time.


 


December
2015 and January 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!



















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.)


 


March
2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


















Feminized
By Hypnosis: Jess and his stepmother
never got along, at least until she brought him a new CD. Now they get along
great, and Jess and his father are changing fast. Everyone seems to be
noticing the changes too, except them. Can Jess’s mother save Jess and his
father from his evil stepmother? Or are they destined to become sissy maids…
or worse?


















Humiliation
At The Office: For too long,
corporate hotshot Andrew Boden treated the women of the office like sex objects. 
Now his secretary is out to settle the score as she slowly feminizes him and
traps him in an inescapable web of femininity and humiliation. Little by
little, Andrew loses his power, his freedom, and his masculinity, and everyone
at the office is noticing.


 


March
2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


















The
Writer’s Secret: Loren had no idea
what he was getting into when his agent suggested he write transvestite
fiction. Nor did he realize how eagerly his wife Stephanie would embrace the
idea of feminizing her husband. How far would they go?


 


March
2012 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


















Feminized
Fiancé: When Victoria Martin built
‘The Martin Firm’ into one of the most prestigious firms in the world, she
expected that her daughter Sarah would one day follow in her high-heeled
footsteps and take over the business. When she learns that Sarah is planning
to marry a young man Victoria considers entirely unsuitable, however, Victoria
sets out to make sure Sarah will never want to marry him… by turning him into
a woman.


 


This
is the first of two books.


 


November
2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


















Serving
His 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.


 


January
2014 and February 2014 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


















Two
Weeks As His Wife’s Feminized Submissive: Paul Wallace is a powerful man. But Paul has a secret. While Paul
appears to be a man in charge, his wife Amanda really holds the power. What’s
more, for two weeks every year, Amanda turns Paul into Paula, her feminized,
submissive plaything… and he loves it.


















Satin
Falls (Part One): Satin Falls
is the story of a small mountain town where the males slowly lose their ability
to resist any command given by the females after an unknown virus infects the
water supply.


 


Guiding
the women in how to handle this is a psychiatrist with a grudge against the
masculine half of the human race. She decides to get her revenge against malekind
by encouraging the women of Satin Falls to feminize their helpless males. 
Unfortunately, the only person who can stop her, her former female lover who is
now set to marry a man who would rather be the one wearing the dress at their
wedding, may not want to stop her.


 


Part
One of this story follows several couples as their lives change in this brave
new world of silk and high heels and female domination as the men slowly sink
into feminization as their chances of being rescued hang by the well-manicured
fingertips of one young woman.


 


July
2015 and August 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


















Satin
Falls (Part Two): With all the men
of Satin Falls now infected by a virus that causes them to lose their ability
to resist any command given by any woman, the women of Satin Falls take over. 
Following Dr. Melanie Morgan’s plan, the women remove the men from positions of
authority and then feminize them for their own good. Unfortunately, none of
them yet suspects what Melanie is really up to.


 


Meanwhile,
the only two people who can stop Melanie, her former lover Sidney and Sidney’s
sister Amber, are about to find their own desires to stop Melanie severely
tested by the temptation of having total control over the men in their own
lives, particularly Sidney’s boss.


 


This
book concludes the series.


 


August
2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


















The
Writer’s Secret (Part Two: Blackmailed Sissy): As Loren continues to adjust to living as a woman,
his life becomes complicated when a young relative of Stephanie’s comes to stay
with them. This seemingly sweet and naive young woman turns out to have an
unexpected dark side, and a penchant for blackmail. At the same time,
Stephanie faces a boss who demands that she sleep with him if she wants to keep
her job. How will Loren and Stephanie get out of these messes?


 


September
2015 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


















Her
High-Heeled Solution: John’s wife
Suzie wrongly thinks she’s caught her husband having an affair. With the help
of a friend, she comes up with an ingenious way to guarantee that John will
never have another affair: she locks him into a pair of high heels. This
simple solution goes wrong, however, as husband and wife both try to outwit
each other. Soon events are spinning out of control. What’s more, standing in
the middle of all of this is Crystal, Suzie’s best friend, who is having a
grand time manipulating them both to make sure John gets slowly feminized.


 


November
2015 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


















Feminizing
Her Husband (Or How Megan Avoided Pregnancy) (Part One):


 


Megan
and Mark have a problem. Mark wants a baby, but Megan does not. When Mark
issues an ultimatum to his wife demanding a baby, she counters by demanding
that he dress as a woman for nine months before she will agree to get
pregnant. Naturally, she assumes her macho husband will never agree. Imagine
her surprise when he does. What follows is a cat and mouse game as each tries
to trick the other into giving up, with an end result that neither of them
expected.


 


This
is Part One of two. This part deals with how everything begins as Megan and
Mark try to scare and humiliate each other into giving up.


 


May
2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


















Feminizing
Her Husband (Or How Megan Got Pregnant) (Part Two):


 


Things
are changing fast now as Mark begins to ‘grow’ into the role of ‘Princess.’ 
But Mark isn’t the only one changing. Megan is about to undergo a major change
too. Will Mark get the baby he wants? Will he escape with his masculinity
intact? Does Megan want to let him?


 


This
Part concludes the story.


 


June
2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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