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Introduction by Ann

—o—

Dear Readers,

I think you’ll find this one interesting. This is a sort of cuckolding story told from the perspective of a man looking to sleep with his friend’s wife. The story involves a young executive whose coworker and friend gets seduced by and marries a young woman intent on feminizing him. Our hero sees his friend being feminized and decides this gives him the perfect chance to get with his friend’s new bride. Of course, that may be a mistake, but you’ll have to read the story to find out.

Enjoy! And as always, please let me know what you think of this story.

With love,

Ann :)

Chapter One: “She Becomes Our Boss” 

—o—

John and I were friends in college and we were friends when we started at the bank. The bank was one of those small independent banks which big banks love to gobble up, though we had remained independent up to that point. I had advanced slightly faster than John and I was a junior manager when this story began. John was still considered an “associate,” but he was working his way up right behind me. We were both in our twenties.

It was a Tuesday when we first met  her. She was Rebecca.

Rebecca worked as a hot shot manager at a large national bank. We didn’t know what she did or why she was at our little bank, but we knew she was important. The way she strutted through the door in her tight black skirt suit and high, high spike heels with three lawyers in tow tipped us off to that. She was not someone you messed with.

She was insanely beautiful too, and that is how everything began.

“She’s hot,” I said to John as we watched her walk across the floor to our boss’s office. Our boss was David Welles at the time. David was a nice guy, but nothing special. Everyone in the bank knew he was no match for her.

“Who is she?” asked John.

“No idea,” I said.

“She works for Bank Co.,” interjected a more senior manager named Rick who happened to overhear our conversation. “She’s apparently some sort of merger specialist or something.”

“Merger as in ‘buy us up’?” I asked.

“Well, we’re certainly not buying them,” said Rick.

“What does that mean for us?” asked John.

Rick shrugged his shoulders. “No idea, but it can’t be good. Either way, she’s trouble. If she comes your way, run for your life.”

“Someone that pretty can’t be trouble,” said John.

Rick rolled his eyes and walked off laughing, leaving John and I to stare at her. She was incredible. She was possibly the most attractive woman I’d ever seen in person. She wore this amazing black skirt suit with a skintight black skirt that stopped just below her knees and high-heeled spikes, which showed off her amazing curves and stunning legs. I had never wanted to touch a woman’s legs or butt so badly in my entire life. Her thick flowing blonde hair made me imagine running my fingers through it. I wanted to lose my face in her firm breasts. My God, I wanted this woman! I literally couldn’t look away.

“You’re drooling, boys,” said a secretary named Amanda as she walked past.

This snapped me out of my dream and it reminded me that we should not be staring. “Come on, John. Show’s over,” I said to John.

He only mumbled something incoherent in return and kept staring at her. “Come on, buddy.

Stop staring before you get fired.”

“She gorgeous,” he said in a dreamy voice.

“That may be, but she’s out of our league,” I said, but this didn’t stop him either. “John, stop staring.”

“But—”

“John,” I said firmly.

He finally nodded his head and reluctantly turned away, though he kept glancing at her periodically. I think she actually caught him looking at her a couple times, but I wasn’t sure.

Unfortunately, the joy of looking at her turned sour about an hour later. After she met with David, all the managers were called into the boardroom. She and David stood at the front of the room. The rest of us sort of huddled toward the back, like a herd waiting to be culled.

There were nearly twenty of us, and we all knew exactly what was coming.

“So you know, we’re being bought out,” started David.

He continued about how great Bank Co. was and what for an opportunity this will be for the bank. None of us heard a word, however. Every single one of us was busy freaking out about what would happen next after we heard the words “bought out.” We didn’t have long to wait either to hear the bad news.

“Unfortunately, many of you are being let go,” finished John.

You could have heard a pin drop. This was really bad news.

“How many?” asked Rick.

“We’ll talk about that in person. I’ll be coming around with severance packages,” said Rebecca. This was the first time I heard her speak and her voice was like honey, but her words were like an iron glove to your face. I can tell you that not a single person in that room thought they would survive these layoffs, especially John and I as we were still relatively new.

David then said more things about how much they valued our contributions, but again, no one was listening.

Finally, he sent us back to our desks to await execution. This is when the story takes its first interesting turn.

As this group of twenty young and middle-aged managers started to file out of the room, Rebecca pointed at John and said something to David. David then told John to stay behind. Everyone instantly glared at John because he was being treated differently for some reason.

“What made him special?” flashed across every mind in the room.

Poor John looked stressed. After all, it wasn’t his choice to be singled out and we had no idea why he had been singled out, and yet everyone glared at him jealously. For my part, I wasn’t jealous so much as curious, so I hovered just outside the door after they closed it.

“You were staring at me,” said Rebecca, after everyone left.

I cringed. This didn’t sound good. It sounded like this was the start of some plan to get rid of him without a severance... maybe accuse him of harassment or something. Banks could be very cheap in these mergers, and Rebecca would probably get a bonus for saving them a severance package. I felt very bad for John in that moment.

“I’m sorry,” said John.

“Why don’t you give us a minute alone?” said Rebecca.

I realized this meant that someone would be coming out the door, so I raced as quietly as I could down the hallway to the vending machine and I stopped there. A second or so later, David came out of the room and closed the door behind him. He looked troubled.

Behind him, Rebecca and John remained in the room alone discussing God-knows-what. I assumed she was reading him the riot act for being sexist, but I was now too far away to hear and David blocked my path back. All I knew for sure at this point was that I needed to get back to my desk and worry about myself... so I left John to the wolf.

—o—

“What happened?” I asked John when he returned to his desk, which was right next to mine.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know.”

“Did she fire you?”

John shook his head. He didn’t say more.

Later that afternoon, Rebecca moved from desk to desk handing out yellow enveloped and saying very little.

Each man she gave an envelope to (we had no women managers at that time) seemed to collapse a little. His shoulders would slump. He would sigh. Rebecca would say something about references and then he would nod his head, admitting defeat. Finally, he would pack up his desk and slowly make his way out of the bank one last time.

I, like everyone else, sat at my desk waiting my turn but hoping it wouldn’t come and keeping my head down so I didn’t meet the sad eyes of my coworkers who had been sentenced to a new career path... possibly a much worse career path. It was all very uncomfortable.

Around noon, the envelopes stopped coming.

I had survived somehow. John and I both had. In fact, we were the only managers being retained. Something about us had marked us as worth keeping, though I had no idea what that could be. Whatever it was, I was thankful for it. Little did I know her real reason!

—o—

It had been a week since the mass layoffs. Rebecca brought in her own management team, a much more hard-charging group than my old coworkers had been. These twelve men and women came from the best schools and took no prisoners. John and I both felt thoroughly outclassed, to tell the truth.

Rebecca thought this too. We could tell. She never said anything specifically, but she never sought our opinions and she rarely included us in projects. It made me question why she had kept us, and I began to suspect that my firing had only been delayed rather than cancelled.

John felt this too. What’s more, he started to feel isolated. Like me, he wasn’t given any difficult or interesting work, he wasn’t included in meetings, and the other employees seemed to go out of their way to ignore him – I at least got along well with them; he was a little shy.

One thing he did have going for him, however, was that of all the people in the bank, he alone seemed to fascinate Rebecca for some reason. She would visit with him once or twice a day. Each time, she would slide her butt up on his desk, fold her arms and chat with him about any number of topics. She always smiled and giggled and acted like she was having a great time too. I just didn’t understand what she saw in him. It felt strange that she was interested in him.

Then, one day, it got even stranger.

It was just before noon. This was the time Rebecca usually visited John. Sure enough, I watched her rise from her desk and make her way to his. She had an amazing walk, let me tell you. The way she balanced in heels was simultaneously so seductive and yet so authoritative. I could barely raise my eyes from her legs and her feet whenever she walked past, her walk was that special, but it also always left me with the distinct feeling I should stand at attention.

Anyways, she walked right past my desk to John’s. She stood there for a moment silently looking him up and down. This seemed to make John nervous and he stood up as if he had been called to attention. She folded her arm and tapped her foot against the floor.

“Tell me something,” she said to John. “Do you cross-dress?”

Her question tore through me like a bullet and made me intensely uncomfortable; I couldn’t imagine what it did to John. All I can say is that his face turned bright red with shame that someone would ask this of him. How embarrassing!

“No!” he insisted instantly.

She smiled. “Even better.”

She then turned and walked back to her office. I watched her walk past – her walk was even better from behind than the front – and then I glanced at John. His face was bright red. I looked around the room. Everyone was very consciously looking away from him. This made my blood boil. How could she do this to my friend? How could she humiliate him like that?!

“I’m not going to let her get away with that,” I whispered John.

“No! Don’t—” said John, but I didn’t listen. I wish I had.

I rose from my desk and stormed off after Rebecca. I don’t know what made me decide to act on John’s behalf, but something did. I think I took this personally because we were both outcasts and therefore any insult to him was also an insult to me. Either way, I wasn’t going to let her humiliate my friend. I caught up to her just as she entered her office.

“I want to talk to you,” I said.

“Is that so?” she asked.

“Yes. I don’t like what you did to John!”

“And who is John to you?”

“He’s my friend. He’s been my friend a long time and I don’t like someone like you making him look like a fool,” I growled.

Rebecca raised an eyebrow. “What makes you think I’m making him look like a fool?”

“Asking him if he cross-dresses?! Asking it so loudly that everyone could hear?! Don’t you think that suggests you think he does cross-dress? Don’t you think that emasculates him before the others?” I asked.

“Maybe he likes it,” she said coyly.

I glared at her. “I think you owe him an apology.”

She snickered again. “Is that what you think?”

I folded my arms. “It is.”

She raised an eyebrow. I seemed to have surprised her.

“Interesting,” she said slowly. Then she smirked and her tone changed to be more challenging. “And what if I don’t?”

This question proved problematic for me. Not only had I not thought about what the answer might be, but her tone also made me realized for the first time that I might have made a mistake here. I might actually get John into more trouble than he was already in by having come here and being so aggressive. I might even have gotten myself into trouble.

“Well, uh,” I said uncertainly.

“A moment ago, you were Mr. Confidence. Now you’re...  this. What happened,  uh,  uh, Brent?” she asked mockingly.

I shrank just a little.

“And what will you do if I simply refuse, Brent?”

When I stormed in here initially, I had the feeling I had caught her off guard. All of that ended now. She was the one in charge and I was the one in her trap. This made me even more unsure. I now watched nervously as she tapped her nails against her desk. Then she slowly came around her desk, dragging her nails along its top as she came.

Her seductive walk felt particularly intimidating this time. I actually stepped back involuntarily in response.

“You have no idea what’s going on, do you Brent?” she asked.

I bit my lip. “What is?” I asked nervously. My mouth was dry.

She laughed, which made me feel oddly inadequate. “For all you know, John asked me to do that.”

That couldn’t be true. This had to be a diversion. Still, it stopped me talking for the moment and Rebecca used my silence to move closer to me. She now stood directly in my face.

“Do you know what cuckolding is, Brent?” she asked.

I have to say, honestly, that I’d never heard the word until she said it, so I had no idea what that meant. I didn’t want to reveal my ignorance, however, and she didn’t wait for me to respond. Instead, she moved even closer until I could feel her breath.

She leaned forward until her mouth almost touched my ear.

“I’m going to make your friend into a cuckold in heels and panties...

and there’s nothing you can do to stop me,” she whispered into my ear. “In fact, you’re going to help me do it.”

I swallowed hard. This sounded bad.

She then spun around and returned to her desk. “Get back to work,”

she barked over her shoulder.

I needed no encouragement to do as she said. I had walked into something I did not understand and I realized that the longer I stayed there, the greater the chance I had of making whatever was going on worse. Sometimes, retreat truly is the better part of valor, so I tucked my tail between my legs and fled out of there.

When I got back to my desk, I began to ask myself questions.

“What does ‘cuckolding’ mean?” I wondered. I decided not to look it up on the bank’s computers just in case; I would wait until I got home. “And why would it matter if she wore panties and heels when she did it?” This was very confusing.

I also asked myself if I should warn John. He was noticeably anxious to find out what had happened, but I decided not to say anything to John about her last statement until I better understood what she had said to me, so I told him she asked me about a project and we never got around to talking about him.

That night, I looked up what cuckolding was. I was shocked and embarrassed, to say the least. The very idea was emasculating, and to have my boss say she was going to do this to my friend was humiliating. I was not happy.

I almost picked up the phone and called John, only I thought he would be really mad to hear that I had discussed this with her after I told him we didn’t discuss him.

What’s more, it wasn’t like they were actually married. They weren’t even dating. So how could she even do this? The more I considered this, the more it struck me that she was baiting me to say something stupid to John for some reason. I decided not to fall for that.

But that wasn’t the only reason I didn’t call him.

As strange as it may sound, the idea made me kind of horny. I don’t understand it, but I had an image of myself making love to the gorgeous, amazing Rebecca while John looked on helplessly. The idea made my feel intensely powerful, but it also filled me with shame. John was my friend, after all, and I was fantasizing about sleeping with his “wife.” I decided it was best to let this issue lie. I put it out of my mind.

Chapter Two: “The Proposal” 

—o—

Despite my best efforts to put Rebecca’s assertion of cuckolding out of my mind, I kept imagining myself all evening taking her as John watched helplessly. Each time, I felt awash in shame, but that didn’t stop me. After a while, I again began to consider confronting Rebecca over this, only it sounded stupider and stupider each time I played it out inside my head, especially as it seemed to be a hollow threat. What was I supposed to say after all?

“Don’t marry my friend just to fool around on him!”

That sounded mental. Besides, she was the boss and I wasn’t doing well in my job, so it wasn’t wise to agitate her. I decided to keep my mouth shut and let this thing drop.

“Just let it go,” I told myself.

The day started normally after that. Rebecca and the other managers were hard at work on some project as John and I looked through old accounts to update personal information for clients. This was secretarial work, and assigning it to us was meant to hurt our pride, but it paid the bills and that’s all that mattered at the moment.

Around noon, Rebecca came out of her office like she always did and started toward John’s desk. She smiled at John as she

approached and John smiled back. I felt stupid for believing her threat the other day and almost telling John. Nothing was going to happen between them. I had overreacted.

When Rebecca reached John’s desk, she leaned her rear against the edge of the desk as she often did. She smiled down at him in his chair and she picked up his paperweight and spun it in her hand. I watched out of the corner of my eye. I still couldn’t get over how beautiful she was.

“I want you to join me for dinner tonight,” she said to John.

My jaw dropped.  Him?! Dinner  with her?!

“Me?” he asked incredulously.

“Yes, you,” she said with a giggle.

“I— well, I mean. I don’t know what to say,” he said. He stumbled over the words.

“Say yes,” said Rebecca.

She then took his notepad and scribbled an address on it. She tore off the sheet of paper on which she had written and she folded it in half. She tossed the notepad onto the table and stuffed the paper into his shirt pocket.

“Be there at seven,” she said and she walked off.

I was stunned. Had she really asked John to dinner?  John? Was this a date? With  John? Why him? What did she see in him? My mind returned to her threat from the prior day, but that made no sense to me. No one would marry someone just to fool around on them and no husband would let his wife do that. She had been messing with me and this was all just a coincidence. It had to be.

But that left the question: what did she see in him?

I didn’t understand this. She was gorgeous. She was so alive. She was so exciting. She was so different.

Everything about her was so unique and thrilling. She was unlike any woman I had ever met. John, on the other hand... John was John.

He was boring, predictable, and without a sense of adventure.  He didn’t deserve a woman  like her! 

This was the first time in my life I could recall feeling jealous of John.

Jealous and confused: “What does she see in  him?!”

—o—

My curiosity ate at me all weekend, and I tried to reach John several times to find out how his date had gone, but I never managed to get through. So I stopped trying and figured I would find out Monday. He could tell me then how poorly things had gone; I couldn’t conceive of it having gone well. When Monday came, however, I was in for the shock of my life... though it didn’t start that way.

I walked into the office a little late and sat down at my desk. Most of the staff was already there. Rebecca was already in her office laughing with a couple other managers. They were all males. She liked to surround herself with males. She was enjoying herself.

To my left, John sat at his desk. He kept looking up at Rebecca’s office. He seemed miserable.

“Hey there,” I said carefully. “How are you?”

John mumbled something and kept staring at Rebecca’s office. I followed his eyes just to make sure and saw Rebecca hug one of the males. John blushed dark red when this happened.

“I take it your date didn’t go well?” I asked.

“Actually, no—”

“I’m sorry, man, but she really is out of our league—”

He shook his head. “No, I mean, ‘no, it went well.’”

I shot a confused look at the unhappy John and then at Rebecca and her little gaggle of giggling boys.

Something didn’t compute here. If the date went well, why had Rebecca surrounded herself with boys and why was John down here all by himself? “It went well, you say?”

“Yeah, it went really well.”

“Ok,” I said cautiously, “so tell me what happened.”

John shrugged his shoulders; he kept one eye on Rebecca’s office as he spoke. “I met her at the restaurant.

We had a really good time. She spoke about our relationship—”

“Relationship,” I thought incredulously.

“—then we ended the night.”

I raised an eyebrow and I shot another look at Rebecca. This didn’t make any sense. If she spoke about having a “relationship” with John, then why was she practically dirty dancing with the boy in her office? I suspected John was exaggerating.

“Why aren’t you with her now then?” I asked.

“We agreed to keep things low-key at the office.”

Rebecca kept nothing low-key. Hence, this struck me as John fabricating something to impress me. I decided to push a bit to see when his story would break down. “Well, congratulations. I’m glad your date went so well,” I told him. “How was third base?” I winked as I asked this.

John immediately blushed even deeper.

“That good, huh?” I asked with a laugh. “Come on, buddy. Share the details. You’ve earned a right to brag.”

John’s lip quivered for a moment. “We didn’t get to any bases,” he said softly.

“Any?”

“None.”

Now I was really confused. All the evidence told me the date had been a real disaster. John seemed upset.

Rebecca was laughing and having a good time with a group of men not named John. And now John admitted to me that he hadn’t even reached first base. They hadn’t even kissed! So why had John insisted on telling me the date went well?

“Look, man, you can tell me the tru—”

Just then, Rebecca and her gaggle of boys poured out of her office into the main part of the bank. Like a procession, Rebecca led the group straight to the spot between my desk and John’s desk. When she reached that spot, she looked over at John. “Are you wearing them?” she asked.

“Yes,” said John shyly and he looked toward the ground.

She smirked. Then she looked at me. “Stand up,” she said.

I rose to my feet. She then extended her hand to me. I had no idea what was going on. Why did she want to hold my hand? I didn’t understand, but I went along with it, and when she placed her warm, soft hand in mine, I started to melt. My penis shot to attention in my pants. I was ready to agree to anything.

She then spun around and planted her rear on my desk. She flipped her feet up onto my chair, not even bothering to remove her stilettos, and she used my hand to brace herself as she rose to her feet and then stepped from the chair to my desk. She turned around and faced the assembled employees.

“Gather round! I have an announcement to make,” she said.

I watched with intense interest.

She continued. “Something very special will be happening soon.”

She paused and motioned to John to come stand next to her. He rose from his chair and walked over to the desk. Before he could climb up onto the desk, however, she put her hand on his shoulder and held him in place next to her, about four feet beneath her.

“John and I are going to be married!” she exclaimed.

My jaw dropped. I truly hadn’t expected this! How in the world had one dinner led to a proposal? And why hadn’t John mentioned it?

This was shocking. Just trying to wrap my head around the idea of John and Rebecca left me stunned!

Everyone broke into applause an instant later.

As I joined the others in applauding, I have to admit that I felt a strong sense of disappointment. I wanted her.

I wanted her very badly. But now she would belong to John and I would never get her. That thought made me burn green on the inside with a sort of jealous rage. It felt so unfair... so wrong.

I also felt strangely uneasy. Something was wrong here.

For one thing, Rebecca just didn’t act like someone who had gotten engaged. After a few seconds of applause, she turned toward John, held out her hand, and said, “Help me down.” Her tone was commanding, not the tone a normal wife uses with a normal husband.

What’s more, as John reached out his hand, one of the other managers stuck his hand out as well and Rebecca took his instead.

The manager then helped her step back down from the desk, even wrapping his hands around her torso to lift her down. When she reached the ground, she gave him a kiss to thank him.

John’s face burned red with what I could only assume was jealousy or anger when he saw this. “I was going to help you down,” he said to her.

“Yes, I saw,” was all she said.

She then walked off through the crowd taking their congratulations, leaving John standing next to me. And as we watched, she shook hands and she took kisses. This felt wrong to me. She hadn’t even publicly hugged John yet, much less kissed him, and here she was kissing every single male manager except me. I glanced at John and I saw him cringe with each kiss. I felt humiliated for him.

A minute or so later, she was back in her office and everyone had returned to their desks. I pulled my chair over to John’s desk. “What happened at that dinner?! You’ve got to tell me.”

John blushed.

“Tell me, John,” I insisted.

He shrugged his shoulder, which meant he was uncomfortable. I didn’t let him off the hook though, so he began. “The minute I got there, she started asking me all these questions, telling me things about herself, telling me things about  me, and then she suddenly said we should get married,” he said.

“What did she tell you about yourself?” I asked.

John shook his head, indicating he wouldn’t respond. “It told her,” he continued, “that I wasn’t sure if I was ready to get married. I mean, I barely know her. What if we aren’t compatible?”

“Sounds reasonable,” I said.

“Yeah, but she said she knew she wanted me. She has ‘plans’ for me—”

“What kind of plans?”

John blushed and skipped over my question. “So she reached into her purse and pulled out a coin. She showed it to me. ‘We’ll toss this,’ she said. ‘Heads you become— heads, we marry and some stuff. Tails we don’t marry.’ I was stunned. Would she really put a decision that monumental on a coin toss? I thought she was just trying to scare me.”

“What happened next?”

“She tossed the coin into the air. Then she caught it. She flipped it over once and slapped it down onto the table. She immediately threw her napkin on top of it. Neither of us knew how it had landed.”

John grabbed the water bottle from his desk and sipped it before continuing. “Before I can say anything, she leans in real close and she says, ‘Think about it, Princ— uh, think about it. If we get married, then...’ well, she said it would be great, let’s leave it at that.”

I was rather curious what John wasn’t telling me, but I knew not to ask yet.

“Then she asked if I was going to let a coin decide my future.”

That’s a good question, I thought.

“I licked my lips nervously. This whole thing was insane. How could I agree to what she wanted? How could any man? Every fiber of my being screamed that I should run for my life.”

I raised my eyebrow. They had to be talking about more than a mere marriage proposal.

“Yet, I didn’t. I didn’t because I’d never dated a truly exciting woman like this. She’s exciting and beautiful and beyond anything I ever thought I could find in my life, and I’m hooked. What she wants from me is crazy, but she’s worth the price, so I agreed.”

I looked nervously at my friend. “What does she want from you?”

John bit his lip. “She just has some ideas I don’t like.”

I sighed. John had no idea what he’s getting into. This worried me.

“I never did find out how the coin landed,” he said.

“Wow,” I said. “Now what?”

“Now we get married.”

“Apparently so.” I furrowed my brow. “Now the rest.”

He shook his head.

“Come on, John. You need to tell me the rest. What are you wearing, John? What was she talking about?” I asked.

He shook his head again.

“You’re not getting out of this. What are you wearing?”

He shook his head once more.

I glared at him. “Don’t make me ask her. You know she’ll tell me.

Then I’ll tell everyone else. Or you can tell me and I’ll keep your secret,” I said, guessing that he didn’t want whatever this is spread around. I was right.

“You’re a real jerk, you know that?”

I did.

“What are you wearing, John?”

He bit his lip. Then he slowly, softly said, “She’s making me wear my underwear for the wedding already to show her that I’ll meet her conditions.”

“Wedding underwear?” I asked skeptically.

John swallowed hard. “They’re panties,” he whispered.

My eyebrow slowly rose. “She’s making you wear panties? Today?

And at your own wedding? What kind of conditions are we talking about?”

John blushed deeply. “That’s it,” he said.

I knew he had lied, but I also knew I wouldn’t get more out of him, so I let it go. I would go to Rebecca to find out the rest. John’s confession had given me enough information to make that possible.

—o—

I walked into Rebecca’s office after lunch. She had agreed to see me. I was torn at this point. Part of me was worried for my friend John. What was this woman up to? Why would she make him wear panties? Why was she treating him so poorly and still flirting with other men? John had told me that they hadn’t even kissed yet. How can you get engaged without even having kissed, especially when she happily kisses every man in sight?

On the other hand, I was dying of curiosity and it was a rather kinky curiosity. Everything about Rebecca turned me on and the idea that she was playing with John was, frankly, exciting. She was the most beautiful, strange, complicated woman in the world and I was drawn to her like a magnet.

“Congratulations on your wedding,” I said.

She smiled at me, but didn’t speak.

“I have a question for you,” I asked. “Why are you making John wear panties? What are you up to with him?”

Her smile broadened. “He told you?”

“I pulled it out of him, but I couldn’t get the rest.”

“And you want to know?”

“I do.”

“Is it because he’s your friend and you want to protect him... or does it excite you? Are you horny, Brent? Is that it?” Her eyes slowly drew down my body from my eyes to my erection. Then they returned to my eyes. “I’ll tell you what, Brent. Why don’t you come to the spa with us Friday after work? You can see for yourself,” she said coyly.

“Then I’ll give you something.”

“Something? Like what?” I asked.

She walked over to me. As always, her walk just killed me. It made me wither. Then she placed her hand on my chest and slowly ran it down my body right to the top of my erection, where she stopped. At the same time, she unbuttoned the top button on her blouse.

“Everything, ” she said breathlessly.

If a word could melt a human being, this word would have melted me. As it was, it stunned me and I barely remembered leaving her office and going back to my desk. When I arrived at my desk, I realized she had kissed me from the traces of lipstick on my lips, but I don’t recall it. My mind was overwhelmed contemplating  everything.

Chapter Three: “Night At The Spa” 

—o—

I was useless the rest of the week. My curiosity was killing me. I couldn’t stop thinking about what Rebecca could be demanding of John and the fact he would agree to do it. Panties had to be just the beginning, right? What else was she demanding? What else was she planning? I also couldn’t stop thinking about Rebecca herself. I kept seeing her touch her blouse and saying “Everything” over and over. I think I was hard for four days straight.

Anyways, Friday finally came around.

Rebecca gave me directions to the hotel where the spa was – it was the most expensive hotel in town – and she told me she had reserved a suite for me at the hotel itself. I was excited. This had to mean something, right?

Maybe she was planning a little post-spa fun? I didn’t know, but I certainly hoped this was the case. So I shut down my computer and I called a cab. Half an hour later, I walked into the suite. It was gorgeous. What’s more, Rebecca had them leave flowers and chocolates and a note for me. No woman had ever done that for me before.

I opened the note and here’s what it said:

“Everything. ”

The note was signed “Rebecca” and she had planted a lipstick print from a kiss next to her name. This turned me on more than I can say.

My penis became so hard I thought it might burst. My whole body tingled. I  needed this woman and now it looked like I would have her tonight.

I set down my bags and went down to the spa.

When I walked into the spa, my senses were assaulted by the smells of flowers, perfumes and lotions. The place was warm and moist and had a real “soft” feeling to it. Everything was done in whites, silvers or flowers and seemed squeaky clean. I immediately noticed too that I was the only male visible in the place. There could have been some in back rooms, but I didn’t see any.

“Welcome to Serenity Spa,” said the young blonde who met me. She wore a short white dress with blocks of colors on it and white high-heeled pumps with black trim.

“Hi. I’m joining two friends. I believe Rebecca Winters made the reservation,” I said.

“Oh yes, Mr. and Mrs. Winters are already here.”

I snickered. “Winters” was Rebecca’s last name, not John’s. Calling him “Mr. Winters” struck me as a rather funny error. I decided not to say anything, however. After all, the young blonde had no way to know this wasn’t his last name, and John clearly hadn’t corrected her, so why make waves? Indeed, I thought it would be more embarrassing to correct the error than it would be to pretend it wasn’t an error.

“Yes, I’ll be joining Mr. and Mrs. Winters,” I said.

“Very well, come this way please.”

I followed the young blonde down the hallway until we came to a set of three changing rooms. They were like clothing booths in stores rather than a locker room, and I heard John’s voice coming from one of the three.

“I really can’t wear these... not in public,” he complained.

“I’m sorry, sir. That’s all we have,” said a brunette who was helping him from outside the changing booth.

She wore a longer white dress and white high-heeled sandals.

“I’ll wear my regular shoes,” said John.

“I’m sorry, sir. We don’t allow that. You must wear the slippers we provide in the spa.”

“Can I go barefoot?”

“No, sir.”

“Stop making such a big deal about it,” said Rebecca as she emerged from the middle booth. She looked comfortable and gorgeous in a white robe and slippers. She locked her eyes onto mine when she saw me. Then she smiled broadly and she placed her hand upon my chest. I tingled all over as she did.

“Hello,” she mouthed silently to me.

“Hello,” I mouthed back.

“But these have heels,” complained John.

Rebecca shrugged her shoulders. “So? Is that going to make your dick fall off? Put on the slippers  Princess and stop being such a baby. The heels are barely noticeable. It’s not like anyone’s asked you to wear stilettos.”

“But they’re women’s shoes!” whined John.

Rebecca rolled her eyes, but smiled at the same time. She seemed to be amused by John’s whining. Dare I

say, she even looked a little turned on by it! “Stop being such a sissy, John, or I’ll go get my stilettos and make you wear those. Would you rather have that?” She winked at me and at the blonde girl and the brunette, which made them both giggle.

I actually trembled at how openly she emasculated her husband to be... my friend. This was a little unsettling.

I would not want my wife treating me this way before two young women.

“Fine, I’ll wear the slippers,” said John unhappily.

“Good boy,” said Rebecca, which made the two young women giggle again.

Rebecca then turned her full attention to me, not that her eyes ever left mine except for the brief wink. She ran her fingers up and down my chest before she gave me a tiny, tiny, tiny kiss on the lips. “I’m glad you came,” she said softly.

“Me too,” I whispered back.

“I feel taller,” complained John from the booth. “They feel... different.”

“You’ll get used to them,” she said.

At this point the blonde ushered me into the third booth. Once inside, I found a thick white cotton robe, a pair of thin white boxers, and some white slippers. I saw no heels on the slippers, nor did they look particularly feminine; I had no idea what John was going on about.

So I stripped out of my clothes to slip into these items. As I did, I heard John emerge from the changing room.

“You look fine,” said Rebecca.

“I feel like a fool,” he replied.

Rebecca said something I didn’t hear. Then the brunette told them to follow her down the hallway. Next, I heard the sound of high heels slowly making their way down the hallway:  Tap! Tap! Tap! Tap! Tap! 

Tap!  I assumed it was Rebecca or the brunette. I was wrong though.

“See. That’s not so bad, is it?” asked Rebecca.

“They’re women’s shoes. It’s embarrassing,” complained John.

“They’re hard to balance in too.”

Tap! Tap! Tap! Tap! Tap! Tap! 

“Could  he be making that sound?” I asked myself.

“You’ll get used to them,” said Rebecca.

I listened to them disappear down the hallway. I heard three sets of feet.  Click! Click! Click!  That had to be the brunette in her stiletto sandals.  Slap! Slap! Slap!  And that had to be Rebecca in her slippers.  Tap! Tap! 

Tap! Tap! Tap! Tap!  So that had to be John!

“Wow,” I told myself.

“It’s really not a big deal,” said the brunette. “My sister’s boyfriend wears her shoes all the time.”

I know the brunette was trying to be helpful, but I had to stifle a laugh when I heard her say that. That was probably the worst thing to tell John at this point: “Gee, cross-dressers like it.” I waited to hear John strip off the shoes and declare that he wouldn’t wear them any longer. He didn’t though. Instead, they just continued down the hallway.

Tap! Tap! Tap! Tap! Tap! Tap! 

“Rebecca really has him by the balls,” I said.

That thought made me nervous and it thrilled me. I think it embarrassed me somehow that they were emasculating him so easily. I guess it offended my manhood to have a fellow man emasculated. I’m not sure why.

Maybe it worried me that they would get the idea that they could do it to me too. Maybe it worried me that this might make them think women were superior. I’m not sure. I just know that I felt uneasy and embarrassed by what was happening to him.

That said, I was thrilled too. There was something deeply intoxicating about strong women with power and what could be a stronger woman than one with that kind of power over her hapless husband?

There was no doubt about it, but listening to her dominate John had turned me on something fierce.

—o—

After I changed, I stepped out of the booth and the pretty blonde took me down the same hallway. When I entered the main room, I saw a big burly man grab Rebecca’s torso and lift her up onto a massage table. John looked tiny and weak standing next to him in his girly slippers. The man had to be at least eighteen inches taller and twice as wide as John.

As an aside, this was the first time I saw the slippers that had bothered John so much and I can say they definitely looked like women’s slippers. I would estimate they had a three-inch wedge heel. It was made of stacked wood. That is hardly a masculine heel.

Moreover, they had a series of straps over the toes rather than the solid

fuzzy band the other slippers had. As far as I could tell, they were the only slippers like that in the entire spa. I wondered if they had been brought to the spa.

In any event, John’s face turned bright, bright red when he saw me.

He was so totally embarrassed. He was shocked to see me too!

“Brent!” he gasped. “W— what are you doing here?”

“Rebecca invited me. Didn’t she tell you?” I asked.

John’s eye dropped to the floor. Clearly, he had no idea I was coming. That made me chuckle. Rebecca strikes again. I turned my attention to Rebecca, who was now lying flat on the massage table.

“How do you like it, sweetie?” asked the burly man.

“I like it rough,” purred Rebecca.

“Good thing I’m equipped to give it to you good and hard then,” said the man.

“Hmm, yes please,” said Rebecca.

The man immediately dove into Rebecca’s butt with both hands. He was squeezing her cheeks and running his hands all over them. She was writhing on the table as he did this.

I glanced at John to see his reaction. He was glaring at the man’s back, but he said nothing. What’s more, he was shuffling his feet unhappily in his girly slippers and he was clenching and unclenching his fists. His face was bright red. It had to be hard on him to see his bride-to-be flirt with another man right in front of him. Yet, he didn’t stand up for himself.

“We’re ready for you, Mr. Winters,” said a woman behind me.

I turned to see two women standing next to another table. They motioned for John to come to the table. Then another woman appeared and she motioned me to come to the third table. I went over to her, slipped off my robe, and hopped up onto the table.

Within a few seconds, the sexy young woman was doing divine things to my back and spine.

John, on the other hand, seemed to have gotten into an argument.

“You need to take off the robe first, sir,” said the one woman.

“I’d really rather not,” said John.

“You need to.”

“But I don’t want to take off the robe. I don’t want anyone seeing me in— in what I’m wearing beneath this,”

he said. I could hear the embarrassment in his voice. I was curious what could be worse than the heels he wore.

“Do as you’re told, John,” said Rebecca in a song-sing voice.

“But honey—”

“That wasn’t a request.”

John scratched the back of his neck. Then he seemed to surrender.

He started to untie the robe. One of the women came up behind him and slipped it off his shoulders. As she pulled it away, I saw the reason John didn’t want to lose the robe. He was wearing tiny white thong panties and he was hard as a rock!

“Excited, are we?” asked the woman. The other struggled not to snicker.

“No!” exclaimed John and he dropped his hands to his crotch to try to hide his erection, but it didn’t help.

There was just no way to hide the fact he was erect in those panties.

“Up on the table, sweetie,” said the woman.

John visibly shrank at being called “sweetie.” Nevertheless, he did as he was told, and he climbed up and lay down. As he lay there, his erection stood up like a flag poll beneath the tiny thong. I couldn’t help but chuckle at this. How could he let himself be humiliated like this, I wondered?

“Shouldn’t I be face down for my massage?” asked John.

“You’re not getting a massage,” said the woman.

“What are you doing then?”

She held up a cup of golden liquid she had been stirring with a wood stick. “You’re getting a wax.”

“A wax? Why?”

“To remove your hair,” said Rebecca. “I hate hairy chests.”

John stared helplessly at Rebecca. It was at this point that I suddenly felt a moment of guilt. As his friend, I asked myself, shouldn’t I stand up for him right now? I knew I should. But I also knew I wouldn’t. For one thing, I was far too excited by the idea that Rebecca might be available to me. That would end if I helped John stand up for himself.

Also, to be truthful, I was struggling to find a reason to respect John.

He let his fiancée put him in high heels!

He let his fiancée put him in panties! He let another man play with his fiancée’s butt! If he couldn’t stand up for himself in light of those things, I didn’t really want to stand up for him either. So I closed my eyes and enjoyed the massage and I left him to his own devices.

“What are you pouring on my chest?” asked John nervously.

“That’s the hot wax.”

“That feels warm and kind of nice. What are those? Paper?”

A moment later, the woman pulled up the paper. I swear I could hear the ripping sound across the room as she yanked out all of his hair.

“Ouuuuch!” he wailed.

“It will only hurt a moment,” said the woman.

“Wait a minute! What are  you doing?” asked John.

“We’re doing your legs as well,” said the other woman. “I’m putting the wax on your legs.”

“I don’t want my—”

I looked up just in time to see the woman rip the paper from his thigh:  Riiiiiiiip!!!  Once more, I swore I could hear the hairs being yanked up. I was very thankful that wasn’t me.

“Ouuuuch!” wailed John.

“Just let the women work,” said Rebecca from her table.

“But they’re removing the hair from my legs,” John protested.

“Lots of guys get the hair removed from their entire bodies these days. It’s a look I like. I want you hairless,”

said Rebecca. “So let them finish and I’ll give you a little reward later.”

“A little reward.” Those words made me very, very horny. They seemed to work on John too as he stopped complaining and let the women work.

Pour. Paper.  Riiiiiiiip!!! 

Pour. Paper.  Riiiiiiiip!!! 

Pour. Paper.  Riiiiiiiip!!! 

John didn’t make a peep.

“And we’re done,” said the first woman.

I looked up to see how John was doing. Sure enough, he was hairless. They had removed the hair from his chest, from his legs and from everything in between. They even removed most of the hair from his crotch. He looked far less masculine than before. Indeed, his body now looked almost feminine. It still shocked me that he let them do this to him.

“Oh well,” I told myself. “Not my problem.”

—o—

After we finished with the massages, Rebecca announced that we were all getting mani-pedis. Naturally, I objected. At least, I tried to object; Rebecca has this way of getting what she wants.

“Uh, no thanks. I’m fine with my nails as they are,” I said.

“Don’t be afraid, Brent,” countered Rebecca.

I shook my head. “I’d just rather not.”

“Why not?”

“Because I’m a man and men don’t do that sort of thing.”

“Yes, they do,” interjected the blonde woman. “Lots of men get mani-pedis. It will make your nails look nice and it’s healthy for them too.

We had a local sports star in here just the other day getting one.

Men get them all the time.”

Rebecca grinned at me. “See, men get them all the time.”

I furrowed my brow. This made her laugh.

“Oh Brent. Don’t be such a wimp. They’re not going to use color.”

“I’m not a wimp,” I protested.

“I don’t want to do this either,” said John.

Rebecca now let out a cutting laugh. “Aren’t you two a couple of sissies!” she exclaimed. “You heard her.

Men get these all the time. Now stop complaining and take your seats.”

That seemed to settle it, though I don’t recall agreeing, and I reluctantly sat down. John then followed my lead. Within minutes, I was asleep. Seriously! It turned out this was the most incredibly relaxing thing ever, and I couldn’t stop myself from slowly drifting off to sleep. I woke up just in time to hear the following: “The whitish pink,” said Rebecca.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said the woman doing John’s nails.

“Whitish pink? What’s whitish pink?” he asked.

“That’s the color she’s going to put on your nails,” said Rebecca.

“Color?!” he gasped. “No way! There’s no way I want my nails painted.”

“Well, I do.”

“I can’t do that. I’m a man. Everyone will laugh!”

Rebecca smirked. She was enjoying this. “I’ll tell you what,  dear.

We’ll compromise. I’ll let you get a clear coat on your fingernails.

That will make them healthier and stronger and lots of guys do that.

But I’m having your toenails painted.” She said this firmly, but nicely.

“That sounds like a good compromise to me,” I joked.

“Quiet, Mister, or I’ll have your nails painted red,” replied Rebecca, also jokingly.

“I prefer pink.”

“I can make that happen too,” she said.

We both laughed.

Meanwhile, John was very obviously biting his lip. He didn’t like this idea at all. “I don’t want my nails painted,” he said. “It just feels funny... wrong. I don’t want people knowing.”

“Who’s going to know?” asked Rebecca.

“You are. Brent will.”

“We’re not going to tell anyone, John. Now stop fighting. You know you want this,” she said.

I raised an eyebrow. What did that mean?

“But—”

“Should we discuss this with Brent?” asked Rebecca suddenly.

John’s eyes immediately cast downward toward the floor. He blushed. “No,” he said. “I’ll do it.”

That was a strange exchange and I made a note to try to dig into this later.

Moments later, as the woman working on my nails covered them in a clear coat, I watched as the other woman dipped her brush into the pinkish-white vial and dragged the brush down John’s nail a few times. The nail on his big toe immediately turned pinkish-white.

Interestingly, for sounding like such a neutral color, the pinkish-white really stood out. It was very bright and feminine somehow. And as his other nails became the same pink-white, his feet began to look rather distinctly feminine.

“There, don’t you look cute,” said Rebecca when the woman finished.

John blushed.

“Very pretty girl,” agreed the woman who had painted his nails.

He blushed even deeper. “Can we go back to the room now?” asked John.

Rebecca chuckled. “Why the hurry?”

“You’ve taken my hair and painted my nails. I think that’s enough for one day,” he said. He tried to make this sound like a joke, but his discomfort came across loudly and clearly.

“All right,  Princess. Our session is over anyways,” said Rebecca with a laugh. “But there’s one more thing you need to do.”

John sighed and nodded his head.

I wondered what this could be. “What’s that?” I asked.

John stood up, slipped into the heels, and then turned to face me.

He looked a little shaken, which confused me and made me nervous at the same time. What had Rebecca planned now?

“Would you, uh,” said John. He paused. He licked his lips nervously.

“Would you... would you be my best man?”

That was it? That wasn’t a big deal. “Sure,” I said. “When is the wedding?”

“Tomorrow,” he said cautiously.

“Tomorrow?!” I laughed. “Talk about short notice!”

He slowly nodded his head.

“Wait a minute. There’s a problem,” I said. “I can’t be ready by tomorrow. I don’t even have a tux.”

“I’ve had one sent to your room,” said Rebecca.

I snickered. “Of course, she did.” I then agreed to be John’s best man. John was my friend, after all.

Chapter Four: “Dressing For The Wedding” 

—o—

By the time I returned to my room, the tux had arrived. It was actually quite a nice tux. It was black with a black cummerbund and a white shirt. It was a little tight, but that was the style. I draped the tux over a chair and then lay down naked on the bed. I felt relaxed after the spa. I felt horny too. Rebecca was so beautiful and so exciting and with the right man, she would be amazing. Sadly, John wasn’t the right man. He seemed to bring out something bossy in her. Things would be different if she was mine instead of his.

As I thought about this, images of me taking Rebecca in my arms appeared in my mind and I slipped my hand down to my erection and started stroking. Little by little, the images became more sensual. I imagined her naked breasts... her naked butt... her pussy.

I saw myself touching her in all these places. My penis was so hard and I rubbed it against her. I wanted to slip it inside her—

“I can’t wear that!” I suddenly heard, snapping me out of my fantasy.

“That sounded like John,” I said.

“You can and you will,” countered a voice that sounded a lot like Rebecca coming through the door to the adjoining room. Their voices were definitely raised, though I wouldn’t necessarily say they were arguing. It sounded more like John was whining, for lack of a better word, and Rebecca was putting him in his place.

“But that’s not... that’s not a tux. That’s not even male clothing,” said John.

I chuckled at this and shook my head dismissively. “She took off your hair and painted your nails, what did you expect, John?” I asked aloud to my empty room. “You’re going to be lucky if you aren’t the one wearing the wedding dress before this is all over.”

“I picked it out and you’re going to wear it,” said Rebecca firmly.

John mumbled something I couldn’t hear. His courage was failing.

Rebecca continued her assault. “Are you saying you won’t wear what I picked out for you?”

“Well, no,” backtracked John humiliatingly.

“Wuss,” I thought.

John continued. “It’s just—”

“Then put it on,  Princess! ” growled Rebecca.

Wow! Hearing Rebecca call John “Princess” really turned me on. I swear it’s true, and I instantly found myself stroking my erection fast and hard as I imagined making love to Rebecca with John standing there looking rather emasculated with his painted nails.

“Can’t I wear the suit I brought from work?” asked John in the other room, again interrupting my fantasy.

“No. This is what I want you to wear. Besides, I sent your other suit to the cleaners. These are the only clothes you have now. Now be a good little boy and put them on like I told you. You know you want to.”

“This is not what I wanted,” he said.

“Oh, but it is, and your little hard-on tells me I’m right. Now put it on, girlfriend,” said Rebecca.

I almost came when she said this. The way Rebecca dismissed and emasculated John was incredibly exciting to me! I didn’t understand it, but when she called his erection “little” and she called him “girlfriend,” my penis almost exploded. And the way she just told him this was how it was going to be made me tingle and cringe all over with a combination of thrill and shame. I had never felt more embarrassed for someone in my life, nor more turned on by it. I guess trying to sleep with your best friend’s wife changes your perspective.

“Please, Rebecca. I really can’t wear this,” pleaded John.

“I’m not going to tell you again, John. The choice is yours. You know what I want.”

I don’t know what happened next, but I assume John gave in and put on whatever it was Rebecca wanted him to wear. It took a minute or two and they discussed it as he did it, but they spoke too quietly for me to hear through the wall, so I couldn’t follow what was happening.

As I waited to hear more, I could only imagine what it was she

wanted him to wear. I had become rather curious in fact. I had no interest in feminized men, never had, but this was different somehow. Something about seeing poor John all dolled up and humiliated by this powerful, sexy woman really turned me on. I wanted to see that now.

“Now these,” said Rebecca.

“No way!” countered John. He had raised his voice again.

“Put them on.”

“I won’t! There’s no way!”

“That wasn’t an option, Princess.”

“But why?”

“They’ll make you taller, and I don’t want to tower over my shrimp groom at the wedding,” said Rebecca.

Taller? Could this be the slippers? Was she making him wear the slippers because they had heels? This thought made me feel funny on the inside. There was something oddly erotic about this idea of a woman emasculating her fiancé and him being helpless to stop it.

And the idea that she would make him wear high heels to his own wedding was... well, it made me feel  squishy. So I now felt uncomfortable, but oddly turned on by my discomfort.

A moment later, I heard the sound of high heels walking across tile floor:  Tap! Tap! Tap! Tap! Tap! 

Tap! Tap! Tap!  This told me I had been right about the slippers. I lay back down and continued stroking myself.

Images of Rebecca making John totter around the room in high heels made me giggle and spurred my erection to greater and greater levels of tension.

I stroked even faster.

I imagined John in a tight skirt now, with a big feminine ass. He was tottering around so delicately, like an oversexed woman in a cartoon.

Rebecca was following him around smacking him on the rear with a hairbrush.

My breathing became heavy.

I now stood in the same room, in the corner. My pants were down around my ankles. I was stroking myself.

Rebecca kept blowing me kisses as she chased John around. She was giggling. Each giggle made my erection bigger.

I arched my back. I was on the verge of cumming.

Suddenly, there was a knock at my door, ending my fantasy once more. I let go of my erection in frustration and sat up on the bed. I grabbed the robe from the spa and went to open the door. Through the peephole, I saw Rebecca. She wore a robe similar to mine. I became very excited. I hoped she was here for me, finally.

“Hi Brent,” she said.

“Come on in,” I said. I said nothing about the things I’d heard.

Rebecca walked into my room. As she walked past me, she reached out her hand and dragged her fingertips across my exposed chest.

This made me shudder in excitement.

“How does the tux fit?” she asked.

“It fits well.”

“Good,” she said.

“Is that really why you came over?” I asked. I closed the door.

She smiled, but didn’t answer. “I have something else for you,” she said.

I stepped closer. “Do you really?” I asked. I was becoming excited.

This could only be one thing. As poor John stayed back in the room wearing who knows what, Rebecca was about to give me something I had been fantasizing about:  her.

Rebecca stepped even closer. Our lips were now mere inches apart.

Her firm breasts touched my chest and pushed against me. I could smell her perfume. I wanted to touch her so badly, but she needed to make the first move. I couldn’t force this, not with her being engaged to John; she needed to want it.

“These are for you,” she said.

She pressed her hand into mine. In her hand was something cloth. It felt silky, but had rougher parts too. I looked down and saw that I was holding black satin and lace panties. That confused me.

“What are these?” I asked.

“I want you to wear them tomorrow at the wedding.”

“W— wear them?!” I gasped.

“Yes, it will be out little secret.”

“But— but they’re  panties!” I said.

“I know,” she said and she placed her hand against my chest.

“They’re my panties. That’s what makes it so exciting.” She began to run her fingers down my chest toward my throbbing erection. “Think of how naughty we’ll feel. You’ll be wearing my panties beneath your tux and only you and I will know it.”

“I can’t wear panties,” I protested. My mouth was dry.

She giggled. “Why not? It will be our sexy little secret. Only you and I will know about them.” As she said this, her hand slid even lower toward my erection. It was inches away now. I was throbbing. “It would make me so excited. I’d be thinking about you the whole time.”

Ok, I was sold.

Look, I know this is disloyal to John, but he was making it hard to be loyal to him because it was so hard to respect him. How can I respect a man who lets a woman boss him around? How can I respect a man who lets his fiancée wax off all his hair and paint his nails and never did anything about it? How can I respect a man who was going to be wearing high heels to his own wedding? I couldn’t. And since I couldn’t, my desire to have Rebecca was stronger than my desire to be loyal to my friend. It really was John’s fault.

“All right, I’ll wear them,” I said.

She smiled. “Good. Slip into them now. Let me see you.”

“Now?”

“I want to see you in them. It excites me,” she said.

I didn’t hesitate. I yanked off the robe and tossed it onto the bed.

This exposed my erection.

“Oh, somebody must like the idea of wearing panties,” she said with a chuckle.

I blushed. “It’s you that excites me, not the panties,” I said.

“Are you sure?” she asked coyly.

She wiggled the panties before me and I took them. I pulled them up my legs. They were very tight. They definitely weren’t my size, but I managed to get them up to my erection and just over it, though it barely fit inside.

“Very sexy,” purred Rebecca.

She placed her hand on the tip of my erection through the panties.

This was what I wanted. I wanted her, and here she was touching my erection! I felt a surge of energy run through me. Then, to my embarrassment, precum leaked out of my erection. It made her finger damp.

“I’m sorry,” I said.

Rebecca laughed and pulled her hand away. “It’s ok. I’m glad it excites you.” She then turned and started toward the door. I wanted to tell her to stop, but I couldn’t bring myself to speak. I didn’t know how to say what I was thinking in any event. When she reached the door, she stopped and spoke back over her shoulder. “Wear them for me tomorrow.”

I nodded my head stupidly.

Wow, I was hooked.

Chapter Five: “The Wedding” 

—o—

The following morning, I made my way to the small room in the back of the hotel where the wedding was to take place. The room was maybe twenty feet by twenty feet and they had set up a sort of raised stage with a trellis on either side, decorated with flowers. Standing before the stage was a woman in golden robes, a white hat and white heels. Two secretaries I recognized from the office were there as well. They wore little black dresses and black high-heeled sandals. Both were quite beautiful. I’d eyed them myself many times as they did their thing in the office. Their names were Amanda and Rachel.

“Hello ladies,” I said.

They smirked at me. “Hi Brent,” said Amanda. Rachel just nodded.

“I take it you’re here for the wedding?” I asked.

“Yep. You too?”

I nodded my head.

“That’s a nice tux,” said Rachel. She let out half a giggle. I could tell right away that she had been drinking and had perhaps had a little too much. I was glad she couldn’t see the black lace panties I wore beneath the tux.

“I never would have guessed Rebecca would marry John,” said Amanda.

“Me neither,” I agreed.

“I wonder what she sees in him?”

I really couldn’t disagree with the sentiment, as I didn’t understand what had brought them together either.

Rebecca was so gorgeous, so feminine, so alive. She needed a real man. She needed someone adventurous and strong, not some wimp like John. She must have known it too, or why else would she be flirting with me even as she was planning to marry John? I didn’t get it.

“Well, it’s not my choice,” I told myself. I said nothing to Amanda.

A moment later, we heard the sound of women in high heels coming down the hallway:  CLICK! CRACK! 

CLICK! CLUNK! CLICK! THUNK! 

“I wonder who that is?” asked Amanda.

“More guests?” suggested Rachel.

We turned toward the door to see who it was. We expected to see a group of women from the bank, but we didn’t. Instead, we saw Rebecca with John at her side... and our jaws dropped.

Let me start by saying that Rebecca wasn’t what shocked us. She looked gorgeous. She wore a stunning white dress. It wasn’t really a wedding dress, but it definitely worked. It was a bright white plenum dress with a little skirt around the waist. The dress reached to just below her knees and was so tight around her legs and thighs that she could barely walk, which had an ultra sexy effect. The dress hugged her torso too, which highlighted her ample breasts. The dress had no sleeves, though it did have a square collar held up by two wide horizontal straps which reached around her arms and which left her neck open. Around her neck, Rebecca wore two tight strings of pearls. Her earrings matched the pearls, as did the pearl decoration on the vamp on her open-toed high heels. Her nails were painted pink, and she looked incredible.

John... John was a different story.

The first thing I noticed with John was the overall impression that he wasn’t wearing men’s clothes. It didn’t quite go so far as to seem that he had dressed as a woman but he wasn’t wearing men’s clothing either. Then the specific details started to hit me.

My eyes were immediately drawn to his pants; how could they not be? He wore silky, thin, off-white pants.

In fact, they were so thin you could see the lacy white panties he wore beneath them through the pants. Moreover, the pants were ultra-baggy to the point that they formed one continuous shape, very much like a puffy skirt or a bulb. I believe pants like these are known as harem pants. Even worse, they were short, making it only to the tops of his calves. In effect, they looked like a cross between Capri pants and a puffy skirt.

Above the pants, he wore a white jacket made of similar material and a white puffy blouse. The blouse had pearl buttons which matched Rebecca’s earrings, and embroidery on the collar and cuffs. It looked soft and almost see-through too. This was bad.

The worst part, though, had to be the shoes. With the harem pants stopping so high, his shoes were fully visible for all to see, and there was no mistaking those for anything except women’s shoes. Indeed, he wore wedge-heeled sandals with a four-inch wedge heel made of cork and lots of delicate white straps that ran across his feet.

They were open-toed, showing his manicured toenails, and an ankle strap provided the support in the back. These were unmistakably feminine and they made his feet look like women’s feet. All the other items he wore could perhaps have been written off to trendy clothing bought for an island vacation, but not those shoes. Those were women’s shoes without any doubt, and every woman who saw him would have a pair just like them in her own closet.

I felt deeply embarrassed for him.

“Oh my God!  He’s wearing high heels! ” I gasped to myself.

CLICK! CRACK! CLICK! CLUNK! CLICK! THUNK!  He wobbled a bit in the heels as he approached on Rebecca’s arm. He looked extremely nervous and unhappy. It was clear he hadn’t expected to find Rachel or Amanda here, and I’m pretty sure he hoped I would have missed this too.

Rachel started to giggle as they were still some distance away. This filled me with shame somehow as if my own masculinity were under attack. Unfortunately, this caused my penis to grow erect, pressing hard against the panties I wore and my tux. Awkward.

“Will you look at that,” said Amanda smugly.

“What a sissy!” said Rachel. She chuckled sharply. “Those are real heels.”

“Yeah, I have some like that at home. That’s got to be a skirt too. No, wait, it’s harem pants. That’s almost worse somehow. If you’re going to be a sissy at least have the nerve to wear the dress. Don’t pretend you’re still a man just because you’re technically wearing pants.”

Rachel let out one of those stifled snort-giggles that people who have been drinking sometimes do. “They may technically be pants, but he’s no man... even if I can see his balls through his panties.”

We all involuntarily focused on his crotch. And yeah, I could see them.

“Probably wanted to prove he still had them,” said Amanda.

Each of these comments ripped through my manhood. It was as if John’s weakness was somehow exposing the weakness of all masculinity and these women were mocking my own masculinity as they were tearing his to shreds and grinding it under their proverbial heels. All men were suspect. All men could be emasculated like this.

I had lost my status as man. I wanted to separate myself from John, so I felt a need growing inside me to humiliate him myself.

“Oh, will you look at his sissy nails!” said Amanda.

I glanced at his feet. I had seen his toenails the prior night when they painted them, but they lacked context at the time. Now that I saw them sticking out of the sissy high-heeled wedges, they looked super girly. These were not the feet of a man... not anymore.

CLICK! CRACK! CLICK! CLICK! THUNK! 

“Look at how good he walks in heels too. He’s had a lot of practice!”

said Amanda. “A  lot of practice!”

“I don’t walk that good in five-inch heels, that’s for sure,” said Rachel.

I watched for a moment and I couldn’t disagree. He seemed to have mastered his heels, and now he walked like any other woman in heels. I didn’t know if I should be humiliated or impressed by this...

probably both.

“Why do you think he’s dressed like that?” asked Amanda.

“Because he’s a sissy,” replied Rachel.

“But why do you think Rebecca let him dress that way?”

“She must like it.”

Amanda made a disgusted face. “I don’t know. I can’t imagine having sex with a girly man like that, and I wouldn’t want everyone knowing about him either,” said Amanda. As she said this, she glanced in my direction as if she were considering if I too was a “girly man,” and I felt myself wither. I blushed and tried to smile back.

“Maybe she needs a wife?” said Rachel with a snicker.

“Which she?” asked Amanda.

They both giggled.

Fortunately, my torture ended a few seconds later as the happy couple arrived. Interestingly, when they were still perhaps twenty feet or so away, I heard John whisper to Rebecca: “You said no one would see me in this!” She chuckled and whispered back: “I can guarantee you I never said that. Now stop being such a sissy. It’s time to get married.”

Amanda and Rachel hugged Rebecca. John glanced awkwardly at me, but said nothing. His enflamed face said it all. He immediately turned away and wouldn’t meet my gaze again.

“Congratulations,” squealed Amanda to Rebecca and hugged her again.

“I’m so excited for you!” added Rachel. She hugged Rebecca once more as well.

“I love your dress!” gushed Amanda. “It’s beautiful!”

“Thank you,” said Rebecca. She took two steps back and held up her arms to just below shoulder level and gave a half-spin in either direction so they could see it from all angles. It was too tight to dance around her legs, but it revealed her exquisite hourglass shape perfectly.

“You’re so beautiful,” gushed Rachel.

Amanda then turned to John. She smiled at him politely. “You look...

um... pretty,” she said.

John seemed to shrink and unconsciously took one step backward.

“It’s a, uh, very summery look,” added Amanda doubtfully. It was clear she didn’t know what to say to John and she was reaching for anything she could think of. “You have very pretty toenails though...

I, uh, do love the color. It’s very, um... very girly.”

“And since you’re wearing high heels, you’ll be almost as tall as your wife!” exclaimed Rachel. She immediately covered her mouth and blushed. She tried very hard not to burst into giggles, but she failed and a series of giggles burst from her mouth a moment later.

I cringed with humiliation for John. Not only had she directly addressed the elephant in the room, that he was wearing women’s clothes and high-heeled shoes, but she had struck him right in an area where we all knew he was sensitive: his lack of height. This was such a devastating blow, struck accidentally by the partially-inebriated Rachel, that the room went silent with one of those thick silences where you could feel the tension.

Rebecca broke the silence. “Brent,” she said to me. “I’m glad you came.”

“Thank you. I’m glad I did too. You look beautiful,” I said to Rebecca sincerely.

Just then, we heard the sound of voices at the door. I turned to look and I saw six of the male managers from the bank come walking through the door. These were men I doubted even knew John’s name. They would know it now.

There was terror in John’s eyes and he tried to duck behind Rebecca. He must have had no idea these men were coming. If he had, I suspect he never would have agreed to dress as he had.

“Hey boss!” exclaimed a manager named Mark. He walked right up to Rebecca, put his arms around her shoulders and kissed her on the cheek without even asking. “Congratulations on the big day!”

Each of the others took their turns.

“I’m glad you boys could make it,” she said.

“Are you kidding? We wouldn’t have missed this!” said Mark.

“Where’s the groom?” asked one named Richard. He glanced at me and seemed momentarily confused; he knew I wasn’t John. Rebecca watched his confusion with an amused look on her face. Then she took a quick step to her left, exposing John as he hid behind her.

“Here he is!” she declared.

Incredulous looks appeared on all six faces and the men stared at the effeminate John. There was a thick, oppressive silence for several seconds. The men then looked at each other and then at Rebecca. Finally, Mark spoke for the group. I braced myself to hear the words, “You’re joking?!” But that wasn’t what he said.

“Ok,” was all he said.

Rebecca let out a laugh which made John visibly shudder.

At this point, the woman in the golden robe stepped forward to rescue the moment. She smiled pleasantly at everyone. Then she asked Rebecca, “Is the happy couple ready?”

“Yes, we’re ready,” replied Rebecca.

The woman turned and ascended the three small steps to the platform. Rebecca was about to follow, but she stopped at the side of the steps. She then held out her hand to assist John. John looked horrified. Like most men, I doubt he had ever accepted assistance before going up or down stairs and the suggestion that he needed it now was emasculating. He shook his head.

Rebecca nodded her head.

John shook his head again.

“You’re wearing heels, darling,” said Rebecca.

John glanced at the newcomers who were looking wide-eyed down at his feet and nudging each other. Then he shot Rebecca a dirty look.

“Oh, it’s not like no one noticed,” she fired back dismissively, which brought stifled giggles from the managers. “Now take my hand.

You’re wearing heels and you’re about to go up stairs. There’s no reason for you to fall just because your ego got in the way.”

John looked at the stairs and saw there was no handrail. Then he looked down at his own feet in the heels.

His shoulders sank. Finally, he took Rebecca’s hand and placed his first foot on the first stair. As he did, he must have felt unstable as he clearly clutched her hand much tighter and used it to stabilize himself. Step by step, John ascended the stairs.  All of us watched  him.  It was kind of embarrassing to realize that I was staring at a man’s feet in high heels, but it was impossible not to watch.

When he reached the top, Rebecca followed.

I stood there for a moment at ground level comparing what I saw.

Rebecca stood next to John with his back to me. Both wore high heels. Hers were stilettos. His were wedges. Both had slingbacks, leaving their heels exposed. Both had femininely shaped calves.

Their legs were shaved. Both appeared to be wearing skirts, though I knew that John’s loose “skirt” was really pants. Rebecca’s skirt was tight and showed off her sexy rear. John wasn’t showing off his rear, but his panties showed through the thin pants. If I didn’t know better, I would assume this was two women.

The secretaries climbed the steps next, breaking me out of my staring, and I followed. I took my place next to John. As I did, I became very conscious of the men standing behind us with the same view I had had. I hoped no traces of my panties were visible. I could only imagine how shameful this must have felt for John.

“Let us begin,” said the woman in gold.

“Wait, this is yours,” interjected Rachel and she held out a bouquet of flowers for Rebecca.

Rebecca smiled and told John, “You hold them for me.”

John reluctantly took them. You could tell he felt stupid doing so, but what else could he do? A man in heels and panties at his own wedding can’t really stand up for himself too easily.

The woman in gold then started speaking.

“Dearly beloved... friends... family and invited guests,” said the woman. “We are gathered here today to wed this young couple. A wedding is a special occasion, and for this special occasion, I’ve been asked to read vows written by the bride.”

My eyebrow went up. “Oh oh.”

She continued. “These are unusual vows, but they have their own beauty.”

I looked at Rebecca. There was a sharp smile upon her face. What had she written for this woman to read?

How embarrassing would this be? I glanced at John. He seemed really nervous. His was trembling. He had bitten his lip. He was even shuffling his feet in his heels.

The woman turned to Rebecca.

“Do you, Rebecca, promise to love John and care for him and give him the guidance he needs? Do you promise to be a good teacher, a good friend and a good master to him?”

My jaw dropped. “A good master?!” I gasped to myself.

“Will you give him the benefit of your wisdom, your strength and your love from now and forever?”

Rebecca smiled broadly. “I shall.”

“Do you take John as your spouse?” asked the woman.

“I do,” said Rebecca.

The woman then turned to John. “Do you, John, promise to love Rebecca, to care for her and to give her all she needs? Do you promise to serve her? To accept her guidance and to obey her in all things? Will you give yourself to Rebecca as her spouse?”

Wow. I truly had no idea what to say. It was hard enough getting my head wrapped around the idea of John getting married in drag, but this?! “Obey”? My “master”? “Serve her”? How could he agree to that? How could anyone? I instinctively wanted to scream, “Run, John, run!”

John bit his lip. Then he spoke. “I do.”

He’d said it.

He’d really said it.

He’d agreed. Despite everything, they would be married.

The woman in gold smiled. “By the power vested in me by this state and the covenant of those present here today, I pronounce you husband and wife. You may kiss your spouse,” she said to Rebecca.

As I watched, Rebecca placed her arm on John’s shoulder and pulled him into her. Then she jammed her lips against his. She was pressing hard too. John seemed surprised by her speed and the forcefulness of her attack. At the same time, she dropped one hand to his crotch and latched onto his penis. Seriously, she held it firmly through the thin harem pants and the panties right there for all to see. This made Amanda and Rachel giggle.

“You’re mine now, Princess,” said Rebecca. “You will do as I say and I will love you. Accept that. Embrace it.”

John nodded his head.

I was stunned.

Meanwhile, the woman in gold brought over an oversized book and asked John and Rebecca to sign the marriage license fixed inside the book. Rebecca took the pen, all the while still holding his erection in her grasp, and signed her name. John then took the pen too. He placed it against the book, but hesitated.

“Wait a minute,” he said. “This says, ‘John  Winters,’ but that’s Rebecca’s last name.”

This brought a round of snickers from the men behind us.

“We need to fix that,” said John. I saw him glimpse over his shoulder nervously at the chuckling managers.

“I can’t fix it until Monday,” said the woman in gold.

Rebecca shook her head. “No. I don’t want to wait, and  I don’t think you do either,” said Rebecca and she grabbed his erection through the pants and squeezed, making John both wince and moan. “Sign it and we’ll fix it later.”

I almost laughed out loud when I heard this. She wasn’t going to fix it. That was obvious, and I think everyone there knew that. Even John knew, I think, as he acted rather nervous about the idea.

“But if I sign it, then I’ll be taking your last name!” protested John.

“It’s only for a couple days.”

“But what if it isn’t?”

“It’s no big deal, John. Lots of men take their wives’ names these days,” said Rebecca.

“I’ve never met anyone who did,” tossed out Rachel.

Rebecca glared at her. She then returned her attention to her hapless husband. “John—”

“It’s just... it’s weird,” said John. “It makes me uneasy.”

“Why? Women have been taking their husband’s names for generations. It’s not the end of the world. Some men are doing it now. You’ll be one of those men. I don’t see the problem,” said Rebecca.

“Yeah, what’s the problem,” said one of the managers in a mocking tone.

John’s face blushed even more red. “But it’s... it’s not manly.”

“Said the man in the high heel—” started Rachel until Amanda cut her off.

Rebecca sighed. “All right, John. If this is that big of a deal for you, then I guess we need to wait. Maybe we can do it next week or the week after. Until then, the marriage will need to wait.” She said this in a disappointed tone and let go of his erection.

“We need to wait?” asked John.

“Yes.”

“On everything?”

Rebecca ran her hand right up to the tip of his erection and then yanked it away. “Everything. Not until we’re married.”

John bit his lip. I could literally watch John’s resolve melt. He scanned Rebecca and her amazing body up and down. I was pretty sure I knew what he was thinking. He wanted her now. He didn’t want to wait. And with all the other things he had endured already, why worry about one more humiliation?

He nodded his head. Then he signed as “John Winters.”

Life was about to change for poor Mr. Winters.

Chapter Six: “Getting Off On The Wrong Foot” 

—o—

After I returned to my room, I lay on the bed thinking about all that had happened that day. This was quite a day, not like anything I had ever expected. How could I have expected it? A bride makes her husband cross-dress for his own wedding. He agrees to it. How could I have predicted that? She even invites people to watch. This was all pretty shocking. But none of it mattered to me so much as my desire to have Rebecca. She was now my friend’s wife, but I wanted her.

I took a little nap and dreamed about her.

Sometime later, I awoke from my nap when I heard knocking on the door between my room and John and Rebecca’s. I got up, slipped on the robe, and opened the door. Rebecca stood on the other side in this incredibly sexy hot pink babydoll nightie and matching panties.

This thing was amazing. It covered her torso completely, but it was see-through enough that I could see her hard nipples. It hung to the middle of her panties, which had a white bow which looked like gift-wrapping for her pussy and hung freely below the bottom of the nightie. Rounding out the image, on her feet were white high-heeled platform mules.

“Wow!” I gasped.

She smiled and slowly spun around. “You like?”

“I do... very much,” I said.

She took my hand. “Why don’t you come in and take a closer look?”

I looked to my left and right. I didn’t see John. “Where’s John?”

“He’s in the bathroom. He’ll be there for some time. We can have some fun if we’re quiet,” she said.

Ok. I know what you’re thinking. You’re thinking there is no way I should have agreed to this. This was my friend’s wife and he was in the bathroom,  only a few feet away. This was wrong and stupid and risky and... and...

and my penis became so erect I thought it had broken. I wanted this so badly. What’s more, I tried to tell myself that she was married to John, but I had such little respect left for him at that point that I just didn’t care. Look at how she had humiliated him and he just took it.

He was no man and she needed a real man.

I smiled and stepped across the threshold.

Rebecca put her finger to her lips to shush me. Then she pulled on my hand and slowly dragged me toward the bed. I felt a moment’s guilt return. This was my friend’s wife. I should not be doing this. I should be loyal.

This thought vanished, however, when one of her hard, beautiful nipples dragged across the lace cups of the nightie.

My desire for her overwhelmed me in that moment.

“I’m glad you wore my panties today,” she said.

I blushed.

“It made me hot thinking of you,” she said. She ran her fingers over my chest and down to the belt on my robe. She untied it, letting my erection slip out. “I have a gift for you.”

“What kind of gift?” I asked.

“The best kind,” she whispered. She then stepped back from me and clipped her hands inside her panties.

Then she worked those down her thighs until they reached her knees, where she let them fall. She stepped out of them and crouched down to pick them up.

My heart was pounding. I assumed that we were about to have sex.

Why else would she strip off her panties, exposing her pussy? That had to be the gift, right? Why else was I here? Why indeed?

Rebecca rose to her full height again, which was just about equal to mine in the tall heels she wore. Then she held out the panties for me to take. “For you,” she said happily.

“Your panties?” I asked.

“Not just any panties. These are the panties I wore at the wedding. I want you to wear them at work tomorrow.”

I furrowed my brow. Was she serious? “Wear them to work?”

“Yes,” she said and she leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek.

Then she whispered in my ear, “It will be our little secret.”

My body melted. I actually struggled to remain standing. She had such an incredible effect on me, and when she whispered like that in my ear, I just felt powerless to resist her.

“All right, I’ll do it,” I said.

A warm glow came over Rebecca’s face. “Put them on now,” she said.

“Now?” I asked uncertainly.

“Now.”

This worried me. John was in the bathroom and could appear at any point. The last thing I wanted was for him to see me in these.

Moreover, I wanted to have sex with her finally. I didn’t want to waste time playing with her panties. That said, I knew our time was limited and she wasn’t going to back down, so the longer I took to agree, the less time we would have to fool around. So I took the panties and I stepped into them. It was embarrassing, but I slipped them up my legs. As I did, to my horror, I heard the door to the bathroom open.

“John!” I gasped.

Before I could do anything, John came out of the bathroom. Wow!

He wore a babydoll nightie and heels which exactly matched the ones Rebecca wore,  the exact same ones. How humiliating! Even worse, his enormous erection poked out from beneath the nightie.

Wearing those items had clearly turned him on!

“Hi darling,” said Rebecca.

John looked up and saw me. “B— B— Brent!” he gasped. He instantly raced to the bed to grab the sheets to cover himself. He

teetered and wobbled on his heels the whole way and each step caused his erection to bounce up and down and swing side to side. It was the most embarrassing sight I had ever seen. Thing didn’t get better either even after he reached the bed and yanked off the blanket and covered himself with it. Despite covering himself, his high heels remained fully exposed and his erection was obvious beneath the sheet.

Rebecca snickered. “I think Brent already saw you, Princess.”

“Wh— why is he here?!” asked John nervously.

“Brent came over to help me with something,” said Rebecca.

It was at this point that John finally focused on me consciously rather than in his panic stricken mode. He must have seen that I wore his wife’s panties, that her pussy was exposed, and that I had an erection. He furrowed his brow.

“Why is he wearing your panties?!” demanded John.

“Because I asked him too,” said Rebecca.

John didn’t know what to say about this and seemed confused for the moment. I took the opportunity to suggest that I leave, but Rebecca told me to stay where I was. I did as she said.

“I don’t like you exposing yourself to other men,” said John.

Rebecca smirked. “What are you going to do about, Princess?”

I felt an initial sense of panic. Where was this headed? Was John going to freak out? Had I just caused a divorce? A lot of bad thoughts filled my mind. But that only lasted a couple seconds until it was clear that John wasn’t going to do anything. At that point, I started to feel a true sense of power.

“That’s what I thought,” said Rebecca when John said nothing.

John’s face turned bright red and he seemed to shrink. “I don’t want him here,” he said.

Rebecca laughed. “Nonsense!” She stomped over to John in her heels. When she reached him, she pulled off the blanket, exposing him. Then she pulled up his babydoll nightie exposing his erection.

“Hard as a rock. See.

Don’t try to lie to me, John. This turns you on. We all know that!”

John visibly writhed as she said this.

Rebecca then let go of the hem of John’s nightie, dropping it right on top of his erection. He seemed to curl up into a ball even as he remained standing. In the meantime, Rebecca went to the closet.

She pulled out an overcoat and slipped into it. Then she kicked off the mules and slipped her feet into a pair of sharp black stiletto pumps. She walked over to me. She reached out her hand and pulled down the panties, exposing my erection. She then wrapped her fingers around it and kissed me hard on the lips.

John’s jaw dropped when she kissed me.

“Well boys, I would love to stay and play, but I promised the other managers that I would join them for drinks,” said Rebecca.

“Without us?” asked John in a small voice.

Rebecca laughed. “You two aren’t really dressed for it, are you?”

“But—” started John, who clearly didn’t like the idea that his new bride would be joining a group of men for drinks after stranding him upstairs, but had been so thoroughly humiliated that he couldn’t say a word to stop it.

Rebecca ignored his attempt. She grabbed her purse and made her way to the door. Then she turned to John and she said, “I want you in bed in half an hour.”

“But I’m not tired!” complained John.

“It doesn’t matter. I want you in bed, so it’s bedtime.”

This was truly a humiliating display. This grown man was being sent to bed by his wife as if he was a child and she was his mother. How could John allow this? How could he allow any of what happened?

“Don’t wait up for me,” said Rebecca, and she blew us both kisses.

“Ta ta!”

She was gone, and we were left staring awkwardly at each other in silence. This was a rather difficult and humiliating moment. What’s more, every second we went without either of us speaking, the more difficult it became.

“Strange day,” John said finally.

“Yes, it was,” I agreed.

The silence returned.

“Weird ceremony too,” I said this time.

John nodded his head. “I didn’t expect that.”

I bit my lip. I looked his body up and down once more. His erection flopped around as he swayed uneasily in the high-heeled mules. The babydoll danced around his hips. This was simultaneously the sexiest and the most humiliating thing I had ever seen in my life.

“Listen, John,” I said. “This is kind of weird. I think I’m just going to leave.”

“Good idea,” he said. His voice cracked with embarrassment.

I grabbed the robe and tossed it over my shoulder again, closing it a moment later to hide the panties and my own erection. I avoided looking in his direction as I did this. With the robe closed, I made my way to the door.

“Uh, you aren’t going to talk about this, are you?” asked John suddenly.

I shook my head. “What would I say?”

—o—

I returned to my room. At first, I sat on the bed feeling weird. Seeing John dressed that way made me deeply uncomfortable. How could he let himself be seen like that? How could he dress like that in the first place? After a while, however, my mind returned to the way Rebecca pushed him around. Something about the power she held over him was intoxicating. Soon, I was thinking about making love to Rebecca as sissy boy watched. That thought turned me on.

Unfortunately, these thoughts also raised frustration. I wanted Rebecca. No, I  needed Rebecca. She seemed to want me too. Yet, so far, all I had gotten was a two-second hand job and the “privilege”

of wearing her panties. I wanted more.

Before I knew it, I had gotten up, thrown on some black slacks and a button-down shirt, and headed downstairs to see if I could find her at the bar. I found her surrounded by the six managers she had invited to the wedding. A couple of them were hanging on her. Fortunately, she still wore the overcoat. I wondered if they knew what she wore beneath.

“Hi Rebecca,” I said.

She looked up at me and smiled shyly. “Brent. I’m surprised you came. I’m glad.” She waved to the empty chair directly across from her. “Join us. We’re celebrating.”

“What are you celebrating?”

“My marriage. I’m a married woman now.”

I looked at the other men and smirked. “You don’t act like a married woman.”

She shrugged her shoulders. “John won’t mind. Where is he, by the way?”

“He’s in bed, as far as I know... like you ordered.”

When I said this, she squirmed in her chair, as if the idea of John obeying her excited her sexually. I sat down across from her and waved to the bartender to bring me a beer.

“Want another drink?” I asked.

She pointed to the three drinks before her that the others had bought her. “I’m good. There is something else I want though,” she said. As she said this, I felt her foot slide up between my thighs. Her toes pushed their way toward my penis. I spread my legs further to give her an easier path and her toes reached the tip of it. She started squeezing my erection between her toes.

“I want that too,” I said.

“We should dance,” she said suddenly.

Without warning, Rebecca yanked her foot away and shot out of her chair. She grabbed my hand and pulled me to the small open area in the bar where people could dance. I hadn’t realized there was even music playing until we reached that spot. She then wrapped her arms around my body and we started moving back and forth together.

This felt intensely sexual.

“What would John say if he saw this?” I asked.

Rebecca snickered. “I want you, Brent.”

My erection grew another size. “What about John?” I asked. I wasn’t sure why I kept bringing him up.

“He can watch,” she said.

Something about that idea horrified me and thrilled me, and I shuddered.

Rebecca slipped her hand down to my crotch and grabbed my erection through my pants as she had done with John during the wedding. “Are you wearing my panties?” she asked.

I was actually. Something told me that would be a good idea, so I slipped into them before I put on my slacks. I nodded my head. This made her smile and she squeezed my erection and pulled it toward me. This was like being stroked and getting a massage all at once.

“I want you, but it needs to be on my terms,” she said. “You need to follow my rules if you want this.”

“What rules are those?” I asked.

Rebecca shrugged her shoulders. “We’ll work that out as we go.”

Surprisingly, this didn’t bother me. “All right.”

She smiled and kissed me on the lips. “Rule one: I want you to wear my panties from now on.”

“You want me to wear panties?”

“No, not ‘panties.’ I want you to wear  my panties. There’s a difference,” she said.

I didn’t see the difference, but it didn’t bother me. No one would ever know what I wore beneath my clothes, except maybe John, and he was in no position to tell anyone. “All right. Why do you want this?”

“It makes me happy. I like knowing you’re doing it for me.”

“Is that why you keep dressing John like a girl?” I asked.

She blushed. I think that was the first time I’d ever seen her blush.

She didn’t answer my question though.

“Why don’t you go back upstairs? I’ll see you at work Monday and we’ll see if you’re still wearing the panties.”

She let go of me and walked back to the group of young men.

I felt confused. Did she want me or not? If she did, why wait? Why not just do this now? What a frustratingly complex woman! Still, it was clear she wanted me and it was only a matter of time before that happened. I would get my chance soon enough to be with her.

Chapter Seven: “Slow Changes” 

—o—

The wedding had been surreal, and with each passing hour it became even more surreal to me. By Sunday night, it almost felt like a dream and I began to wonder if it had really happened. Of course, I had Rebecca’s panties to prove that it had happened, but it seemed impossible.

I wondered about Monday morning too. I had no idea what to expect Monday morning at work. Would Rebecca make John identify himself as “John Winters”? Would she tell people about their vows?

Would the other guests? Would Rebecca make John come to work dressed as a woman or was the wedding just some kinky game for the weekend only? Or was it possible I would get to work and find everything back to boringly normal?

After this weekend, I have to admit that I wasn’t prepared for normal anymore.

I got to work a little early Monday. I wanted to be there when everyone arrived. I made my way to my desk and I started flipping

through my files. It was hard to concentrate however, with the nervous anticipation I felt, and I soon realized I was just going through the motions. So I pushed aside the files and I waited.

I didn’t need to wait long.

Half an hour later, Rebecca walked in. She looked amazing, as always. She wore a jet black skirt suit, platform pumps with an extra high heel, and dark sunglasses. My penis shot to attention watching her sway her way across the bank’s marble floor:  TAP! TAP! TAP! 

TAP! TAP! TAP! TAP! TAP! TAP! 

“I need that woman,” I told myself.

Rebecca walked right past me on her way to her office. As she passed, she tipped up her sunglasses with one finger and she winked at me. This made me tingle all over. She was so exciting.

A moment later, John walked through the door as well. He looked...

normal.

I furrowed my brow. I felt oddly let down. I think I was genuinely looking forward to seeing John completely feminized, but apparently that was not to be. The wedding must have been a one-time kinky thing after all.

“That should make John happy,” I told myself.

John saw me and froze. He needed to walk past my desk to get to his, but apparently he was having a problem doing that. Indeed, it took him several seconds to get up the courage. Even then, he raced past me without looking at me, sat down at his desk, and buried his head in his files. I guess he was embarrassed that I’d seen him femmed up.

“Hi John,” I said.

“Hi,” he replied in a soft voice.

I wanted so badly to ask him where his heels were, but I held my tongue. “How was the rest of your weekend?”

“I’d rather not talk about it,” he said unhappily.

“Well, don’t get your panties in a bunch,” I thought, but I said nothing.

I decided to let him sort himself out.

In the meantime, I went to visit Rebecca. I wanted to be sure we were still on track for getting together. I worried that might have changed now that it appeared the kinky weekend had been a one-off kind of thing.

“Come in,” said Rebecca before I could knock.

I stepped inside and opened my mouth to speak, but she cut me off.

“Don’t say a word,” she said.

I raised an eyebrow. This was unusual. I started again to speak, but she cut me off once more.

“Don’t say a word... don’t ruin this.”

She rose to her feet and then came around her desk until she stood before me. I could smell her sweet perfume. She was so incredibly beautiful. I needed this woman so badly. I needed to touch her body.

“Are you wearing my panties like a good little boy?” she asked.

I actually was, so I nodded my head.

She smiled and reached out and unzipped my pants. She unbuckled my belt and let my pants fall to the floor.

Sure enough, the hot pink panties she had given me the night before at the hotel came into view.

“Take them off,” she said.

“What about John?” I asked.

“What about him?”

“He’s out in the main office. He’s your husband now.”

“So?” she asked indifferently.

This made me happy. I had wanted to hear her say that so badly, and she had. We were still on track for

getting together! So I hooked my fingers into the waistband of the panties and I yanked them down to my ankles as she wanted. Then I stepped out of my pants and the panties. My erection pointed right at her. She wrapped her fingers around it and stroked it gently. It felt amazing.

“I do like my boys hard,” she purred.

I tried to kiss her, but she pulled back and stopped me.

“No no. I’ll tell you when,” she said softly.

She then let go of my penis and stepped back so she could wiggle her skirt up her hips. Soon, it was high enough that I saw the yellow and white panties she wore. They were quite a contrast with her jet black suit. She yanked those down and let them fall to her ankles.

“Put them on,” she said.

If this had happened a few weeks before, I would have laughed this off or scoffed at the idea of wearing her panties. But no such thought occurred to me this time. I was thrilled by the prospect of what might come next and I was prepared to pay this price, so I dove to her feet and I pulled her panties off her stilettos. Her pussy was inches from my face when I looked up, though it was still covered by her skirt. I wanted so badly to touch it, but I knew better. I needed to be patient.

My time was coming.

“Enjoying the view?” she asked.

“Always,” I said. Then I stood up with the panties and stepped into them. I pulled them up my legs as Rebecca worked her skirt back down into place. Finally, I pulled up my slacks and buckled my belt again. “Now what?”

“Now you go back to work,” she said.

“Back to work?” I asked with a hint of disbelief.

“Yes. Show me you can do the things I want and then you get everything,” she said. “Think of it as a test.”

I nodded my head and returned to my desk. I wasn’t thrilled about this, but I would go along with it. Rebecca was worth a bit of work.

—o—

Rebecca and I didn’t speak again that day. I also noticed nothing strange about John that day except that he couldn’t talk to me without looking away, and that was easy to understand. I don’t know what he remembered from the wedding, but I recalled all of it... the vows, the skirt-like pants, his exposed heels in the wedges, the nightie, and him going to bed as ordered. I wouldn’t want to talk to me either if I had that kind of knowledge about me.

The next day seemed normal too. Again, I saw nothing unusual.

The day after that, however, things began to change. The changes started slowly, but I caught them, one by one.

On Wednesday, John arrived at work with his ears pierced. He wore silver studs. Now, lots of guys will get their ears pierced, but not John. He’d always expressed contempt for guys with earrings, so this was unusual. I immediately suspected Rebecca’s influence.

On Thursday, John seemed normal until he crossed his legs. At that point, I realized he wasn’t wearing socks, he was wearing tan

stockings or pantyhose. It seemed clear now that the wedding, far from being a one-time thing, was the beginning of something bigger.

I decided to probe to see what I could learn.

“How are things with Rebecca?” I asked.

John shrugged his shoulders. He had become a little more talkative in the past day or two now that I hadn’t made a big deal of catching him in the babydoll, but he still played things close to the vest.

“They’re going well,”

he said.

“I still can’t believe what she put you through at the wedding.”

He tensed up. “It wasn’t as bad as it seemed.”

“Really? You looked really uncomfortable.”

“The heels were ok. They weren’t as hard to walk in as you might think because they were wedges. The rest was actually quite comfortable.”

I raised an eyebrow. “That’s not what I meant.”

“What did you mean?”

“I meant, it must have been really uncomfortable to have been dressed in women’s clothes at your own wedding with all those coworkers looking on,” I said. This was a little more direct than I had hoped, but it seemed I was not going to get far with innuendo.

John blushed and shrugged his shoulders in a noncommittal manner.

“Well,” I continued. “I hope the honeymoon sex was worth it.”

He blushed even deeper. This meant something.

“What’s wrong, John? What aren’t you telling me?”

He shook his head.

I leaned in closer. “John, we’re friends. We don’t keep secrets, remember? And if we had any, this weekend blew that away, right?

Heck, I’ve seen you in a fricken nightie and high heels. What more could you possibly need to hide from me than that? Nothing. So tell me, what’s going on?”

He sighed. “It’s just that I— you’re going to laugh.”

“I won’t laugh.”

He moved even closer. “She hasn’t let me touch her yet.”

“What do you mean she hasn’t let you touch her? You’re her husband!”

“I know,” he whispered. “But she hasn’t let me touch her.”

“Touch what?”

“Anything.”

“Her pussy?” I asked. He shook his head. “Breasts?” He shook his head. “You kissed her at least, right?”

Once more, he shook his head.

I was floored. This was a shock. I didn’t understand this at all. Why would she marry him and then not let him touch her? Was this all part of some game she was playing? Why hadn’t he insisted? I was pretty sure I would have demanded it if I were in his shoes. Either way, I decided to back off.

“I’m sure she’ll let you touch her soon,” I said.

He merely nodded his head.

—o—

Friday was much like Thursday, except I was fairly certain John was wearing women’s pants. They weren’t obvious or anything, but I realized at some point that they didn’t have a zipper in the front.

Instead, the zipper was in the back. With John spending most of his day sitting or wearing his coat, I doubt anyone else noticed, but I did.

Come Monday, things suddenly took a jump forward. As with Friday, John wore women’s pants. Unlike Friday, however, these weren’t inconspicuous. These pants were much wider at the ankle than men normally wore.

They were bell-bottoms and then some. What’s more, the hips fit him snuggly. As a result, they  almost gave the impression of a woman wearing a fishtail dress. I cringed when I saw them. There was no way anyone would confuse those with men’s pants. Indeed, there was a lot of giggling behind his back that day.

When I saw this, I went to Rebecca. “Not to interfere with your fun and all, but someone’s going to notice what John is wearing today,” I said.

She laughed. “I’m sure.”

I couldn’t believe she didn’t care. “Do you want people to notice?”

She shrugged her shoulders.

“Why?” I asked incredulously.

“I have my reasons. What’s more, I want you to help me,” she said.

“Me? Help you? With what?”

“I’m going to be making a lot of changes to John’s wardrobe. I want you to tell John that he looks fine. I don’t want him feeling nervous about the changes,” said Rebecca.

I raised an eyebrow. “Fine? He looks anything but fine.”

She let out a condescending laugh. “Well, of course, but I don’t want John getting too nervous. I need you to help keep him calm so he stays willing to accept the changes.”

“Why would I want to do that?” I asked.

“Let me put it this way,” she said. “You want something from me. Do you think it’s going to be easier for you to get it if your friend John is standing there staring at you when you try to take it? Or will it be easier if your friend John is standing there in a dress desperately trying to hide his shame?”

The clouds lifted from my eyes. It suddenly all made sense. And how manipulative this sounded!  She was  feminizing him to make him helpless.  Man was John out of his league! He was so outmatched that I almost felt pity for him. Then the other feeling hit me. The other feeling was an intense feeling of power! I imagined myself holding Rebecca, touching her naked body right at will as John watched helplessly all dressed up like a woman. My body surged with strength and vigor. My heart pounded. I felt enormous and powerful.

It was intoxicating.

I nodded my head. “I’ll do it,” I said.

—o—

The next day, John wore similar pants only in tan. Those really looked like a skirt. What’s more, his pantylines were visible in those tight pants. I couldn’t believe he would allow himself to be dressed like this, but he had.

“How pathetic!” I thought.

The day after, he wore light gray.

Interestingly, by Thursday these pants actually began to seem normal on him. Even his new earrings didn’t seem to bring much

attention – he had switched from studs to pearls on Thursday. The pearls were very noticeable, but few people seemed to notice them.

Still, John was nervous that everyone was looking at him and talking about him. And they were, they just weren’t as shocked as they had been. So, as I promised Rebecca, I did my best to calm him down. I assured him that he looked “masculine enough” and “normal” and that “no one has said anything.”

“Are you sure? Everyone’s looking at me,” he said. His voice cracked.

“You look fine,” I repeated.

He let out a cynical snicker. “Fine? Hardly.”

“You know what I mean. No one cares what kind of pants you’re wearing and lots of guys wear earrings these days.”

“Guys don’t wear pearls in their ears.”

“So? Everyone knows you have a different sense of style. You’re dressing for Rebecca and she’s stylish.”

John leaned in closer. “I don’t know about this, Brent,” he said quietly.

“Know about what?” I asked.

“Rebecca.”

“What about her?”

“This was all just supposed to be fun and games, but I’m starting to think she’s really turning me into a woman,” said John.

My guilt returned. He had guessed what was going on and it worried him. He didn’t want to be feminized either, and he had asked me to help him. I was his friend. All of that added up to one thing: I needed to help him.

But I wanted his wife.  I wanted her badly. And frankly, I told myself, if he didn’t want to be feminized, all he needed to do was say “no.”

This was not my fault! I wasn’t sure I really believed this, but it was enough to talk myself into continuing.

“I’m sure you’re just imagining it, John,” I said.

“I don’t think so.”

“Seriously, John, why would Rebecca turn you into a woman?” I asked. “She just married you? Surely she wants you as a man.”

John shifted back and forth uncertainly. “I don’t know.”

“Trust me, John, you’re imagining things.” There are moments where you’re pretty sure that whatever you believe in – Hell, Karma, the law of averages – you know you just committed a major sin. This was one of those moments. I never meant to be so strong in my efforts to mislead John, but I had been. Nevertheless, my desire for Rebecca overwhelmed my guilt and I decided to keep going.

“You think so?” asked John sheepishly.

“I do. Someday soon, you’ll be looking back at this moment and laughing.”

John smiled. “Thanks Brent. That helped.”

I needed a shower.

—o—

In any event, Thursday was an interesting day. I spent most of the morning watching John swish around the office in his fishtail dress pants looking like a sissy. The teasing seemed to have slowed because, as I said, it had strangely become normal for John to wear pants like these. John seemed increasingly ok with the pants.

Rebecca seemed happy with that.

Then, around ten, Rebecca called me into her office. She did this each day to verify that I wore the panties she wanted, but I could tell there was something more on her mind that day.

“I love his earrings,” I said. He wore dangling pearls today for the first time.

“I do too. They look great on him,” said Rebecca.

“What does he think?”

“Does it matter?”

“It does to him, probably,” I said jokingly. There was a trace of my guilt in my tone.

Rebecca snickered. “Would you like me to stop?”

I wondered if she was serious. Would she really stop feminizing him if I asked? If so, would that end my chance of sleeping with her?

Either way, it didn’t matter, as I wasn’t going to ask. Not only was I getting a kick out of watching how far Rebecca could push him, but I realized what she said earlier was true: it would be easier to take her if John was feminized and couldn’t resist. Indeed, the idea of stripping him of his masculinity to such a degree that I could take his wife with impunity was turning me on incredibly. I wanted to feel this.

“No... I’m enjoying the show,” I said.

Rebecca smiled. “Good. Now show me your panties.”

I unbuckled my belt, unzipped my pants, and dropped them down to show her the red lace panties I had slipped into this morning. She saw my erection tenting them up as well. She didn’t touch it this time, as she had every other time though.

“I see you like wearing panties,” she said.

“I like you,” I said.

“Is that so?”

“It is.”

She moved her hand toward the tip of my erection, but stopped just short of touching it. I could almost feel the warmth from her hand.

This made me very, very horny. “And what is it you like about me?”

she asked.

I smirked. “Everything. ”

“You know I’m a married woman?” she asked. This was the first time she had mentioned this to me herself.

Normally, I was the one to mention it, and she dismissed it as irrelevant whenever I did. I wondered why she raised it now.

“I do know,” I said.

“And that doesn’t bother you?”

I shook my head. “That’s what makes it exciting.”

“You still want  everything, even though my husband is your best friend?”

“I do.”

She smiled shyly. “All right, Brent. Come to my house tomorrow night at six for dinner. Wear my panties.”

My time had come! Tomorrow night, I would finally get Rebecca!

Chapter Eight: “Dinner” 

—o—

It seemed to take forever for the calendar to reach Friday, but it finally came. My mind was spinning. This was what I had been wanting for weeks. Tonight, I would get Rebecca. So I put on my best suit and tie and I made my way to her house. She had an enormous house into which John had moved. I rang the bell.

Riiiiiiiing! 

I waited. Nothing happened. I rang the bell again.

Riiiiiiiing! 

A few seconds later, I heard voices. It sounded like arguing, but it ended abruptly. Then I heard the sound of high heels approaching on wooden floors inside the house. I could follow their approach right up to the door.

CLUNK! CLUNK! CLUNK! CLUNK! CLICK! CLICK! 

The door opened.

I smiled, intending to greet Rebecca as warmly as I could, but it wasn’t Rebecca. Oh my...  it wasn’t Rebecca.

As the door opened, I saw a distinctly feminine figure. This woman wore a sleeveless white sheath dress with wide shoulder straps and a cherry-red patent leather belt. The dress had a scooped collar and hem which stopped an inch below the knees. Added to the dress were tan stockings and cherry-red high-heeled sandals with a platform. She also wore bangles on her wrist, large hoop earrings in her ears, perfect makeup, and her long blonde hair cascaded down around her shoulders. She was the picture of femininity, and an exciting picture at that. The only problem...

she had John’s face.

“John!” I gasped to myself.

I was barely used to seeing John in feminine pants, so I was in no way prepared to see him dressed all out, from head to toe, as a woman. Indeed, she’d put him in feminine clothes before, but nothing like this. Was this how Rebecca dressed him at home now? How humiliating for him!

“Wow, John. You’re wearing a dress... and heels,” I said.

John blushed and looked down at the ground. “Would you please come in?” he asked in a way which told me he had been instructed to say this and it was very difficult for him to do so. Then he sort of dropped his knee and slid his other foot behind him. He spread his arms as he dipped and he nodded his head in my direction. This was the first curtsey I had ever seen in person and it was such a submissive gesture that it sparked a desire within me to show him that I was anything but submissive.

“Nice dress, sissy boy,” I said with a snicker. “It suits you.”

He didn’t respond. He was too embarrassed. Instead, I heard a voice behind him. “Show our guest in, darling,” said Rebecca.

John stepped to one side and motioned me to enter. I did, but I stared at his feminized body and clothing as I passed him. I couldn’t believe he looked this good as a woman!

“You’re here,” said Rebecca.

“I am,” I replied.

She walked up to me and took my hand. Her hand was soft and warm. She leaned forward and gently kissed my lips. “How about a drink?”

I glanced at John once more. His eyes remained cast to the ground.

His face was bright red. He looked frustrated and tense and helpless and deeply humiliated. He made no effort to interfere, so I returned my attention to Rebecca.

“Yes, I’d love a drink,” I said.

Rebecca led me to the living room and motioned for me to sit down on the couch. I did and she sat down next to me. She sat close to me, with our legs touching, and she crossed her legs toward me.

John followed and stood before us.

“I’d like a gin and tonic,” said Rebecca.

“I’ll take a vodka on the rocks,” I said.

John smiled at us – no doubt as he had been ordered – but he wasn’t happy. I could see deep anger and impotence mixed in his eyes. Then I saw that he sported an erection.

“Why would he be hard about being humiliated like this?” I asked myself. “Maybe he wants this too?” I wasn’t sure.

In any event, Rebecca put her hand on my thigh and told John to get a move on. He reluctantly turned and made his way to the kitchen, where I heard his heels as he moved around gathering glasses and ice and the such for our drinks:  Tap! Tap! Tap! Tap! Tap! Tap! 

“I’m really amazed he’s accepting this,” I said.

Rebecca chuckled. “You don’t know the half of it.”

“What do you mean?”

Rebecca leaned to her left and grabbed her purse from the end table. From it, she pulled a metal cage shaped like a penis. She held it up for me and flipped it open and closed a couple times.

“This can keep John from touching himself without my permission,”

she said.

I looked at the device. “This is how you control him?”

“No. I was going to use it, but I haven’t needed to. So far, he’s simply accepted my control.” Her tone was pleasant and a little excited.

There was no malice or anger there, which I found interesting. She swung her leg excitedly.

“Tonight would have been a good night for that,” I said.

She smirked. “I knew tonight would be very difficult for him, so I almost let him wear the device. But I wanted there to be no doubt that he was letting me do this all on his own.”

Did she say she almost “let” him wear it? Or did she say she almost

“made” him wear it? I wasn’t sure, but that difference struck me as important. Was she suggesting that John was a more willing participant in this than I had imagined?

“You know he’s hard as a rock right now, right?” I asked.

She smiled. “I know.”

“Does this turn him on?”

At this point, John came back with the drinks. Rebecca stood up and took them. She handed one to me and set the other one down. Then she walked over to John and she kissed him on the cheek. She took his hand. She turned to face me.

“Brent, I want you to stand up,” she said.

Wait! Was it finally time? I felt strangely nervous. Still, I shot out of my seat. As I did, I downed my drink.

“Slip out of your pants,” she said.

I hesitated. “But I’m wearing—”

“I know.” She reached over and latched her hand onto her husband’s erection through his dress. “John knows I like my men in panties, don’t you dear?” she asked rhetorically. “Now please strip.”

I felt uneasy. I didn’t want John seeing me in panties. That would be humiliating, I thought. But then I thought about what he wore and I realized I had little to worry about. So I unbuckled my pants and I let them drop.

I stepped out of them. This exposed my panties and the erection beneath my panties. Rebecca was absentmindedly stroking her husband’s erection during this period. It was clear, that she was highly turned on, and I suspect she was imaging his erection as being mine.

“Perfect,” she declared.

She motioned for me to sit down again. Then she turned back to John.

“I’m going to have a little fun with Brent now, darling,” she said. She stroked the side of his face with her fingers as she told him this. “I want you to go into the kitchen and wait until I call you. Do you understand? Don’t move from the kitchen. Don’t play with yourself.

Don’t come in here until I call you.”

John’s face turned bright red. He seemed to shrink. In his eyes, I read his humiliation writ large.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said.

Then I watched as he slowly, reluctantly, turned around and made his way to the kitchen. He walked like a man going down death row.

Step by high-heeled step, he made his way there though. Finally, he pushed his way through the door and his sissy butt disappeared as the door closed.

“Now, where were we?” asked Rebecca coyly.

Rebecca slipped down onto the couch right next to me again. She reached out her hand, sliding it inside my panties, and took my erection in her hand. She started kissing me... and she kept kissing me. I could taste her fruity lipstick. I could smell her amazing perfume. I could feel the warmth of her body against mine. My hands went roaming over her chest and between her thighs. I started to push up her dress.

“Hmmph, no, not yet,” she said and she pushed it back down.

“When?” I asked.

“After you’ve worn this one week,” she said and she held up the cage.

My eyebrow went up. “You’re kidding?”

“No.”

“Why would I want to wear that?”

“Several reasons I can think of. For one thing, it’s something exciting and new for you to try. For another, it

will make the first time you orgasm afterwards much more intense.

Finally, it’s what I want. This will be my last test. Do this and then you can stick  this,” she squeezed my erection as she said this, “inside me.”

I bit my lip. I wasn’t sure I liked the sound of this.

“You’re so close to getting what you want, Brent. You don’t want to lose it over something as small as this, do you?” she asked.

I swallowed hard. I really didn’t want to wear that thing. What if someone saw it? What if I couldn’t get it back off? And think of the humiliation of having your penis locked away by your lover! Still, I needed her and this was apparently the only way to get her.

Rebecca kissed me. “Just do it for me. No one will ever know. It will be our little secret.”

I pinched my eyes shut and took a deep breath. “I’m going to regret this, but fine, I agree,” I said unhappily.

Rebecca smiled.

“How do we put it on?” I asked.

She pulled down my panties and started working the device around my member. I tried to see what she was doing, but her hands blocked me from having a clean view. All I knew for sure was that her hands were working my penis into the device by bending and pushing it.

CLICK! 

“There,” she said.

When she removed her hands, I finally got to see it. There was a circular ring around the base of my penis and my testicles. The cage portion was attached to that by a secondary ring which was locked with a little padlock. My penis fit snugly inside. In fact, there was a good deal of pressure against my penis from the cage.

“I think it’s too small,” I said.

“No, it’s right,” she said.

To my surprise, Rebecca then climbed onto my lap and started kissing me. For the next twenty minutes, we made out hot and heavy. Unfortunately, I found this to be increasingly frustrating as she was so exciting and yet I couldn’t really do anything about it because my penis was now locked away. Even worse, she began to rub her wet pussy over my penis in the cage. She was excited and on the verge of getting off and I could feel the heat and moisture from her pussy warming my penis, but I was left high and dry nonetheless.

She came, eventually. I didn’t.

That would be it for the night. She sent me home again.

“One week,” I told myself.

Chapter Nine: “Caged” 

—o—

It had been a rough weekend. Wearing the cage proved uncomfortable and difficult. Heck, I couldn’t even pee standing up without getting it all over myself. I was not happy. What was worse though was the simple sense that I couldn’t touch myself. I left Rebecca’s home Friday night so horny that I could explode, and yet I couldn’t touch my own penis to release any of that tension. This was driving me crazy. Indeed, ironically, I don’t normally lie around masturbating, but that was all I wanted to do now that I couldn’t do it.

Touching myself became an obsession.

Rebecca too was becoming an obsession. I had come so close to my goal with Rebecca that I could taste it.

When I closed my eyes, I could see it all play out. I could feel her breasts, her tight pussy. I could smell her perfume. I wanted her so badly. No, I  needed her so badly, and I almost had her. But then, it wasn’t real yet. That was all I could think about all weekend. The whole weekend was like staring at a pile of Christmas gifts, only to be told you need to wait for an annoying cousin to come visit you first.

Hence, when Monday morning arrived, I raced to the office just to be near Rebecca. I think I hoped she needed to open her presents as much as I needed to open mine.

I arrived early.

Rebecca appeared a few minutes later. She wore a soft pink skirt suit and black spike heels. She looked feminine and professional.

She was smiling broadly and there was a spring her step. She blew me a kiss and went to her office without a word. I could still taste her lips on mine and feel her hand on my erection. Those thoughts sent me into a fantasy world I never wanted to leave, except it had become a world of frustration as I knew I would get no release.

In any event, I knew John would be coming soon, as he always followed a few steps after Rebecca. So I snapped back out of my dream world and prepared myself. I wasn’t sure how he would act now that I had made out with his wife, so I told myself to be cautious and to expect anything... but he didn’t come.

Two minutes passed and still no John.

“Where is he?” I wondered.

Still nothing.

“Could he be home? Has she turned him into a permanent housewife?” I asked myself.

Then I heard the sound of high heels approaching:  CLICK! CLICK! 

CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!  I wondered who this could be. Few employees came this early, especially the secretaries and I couldn’t think of whom else it could be.

“Could it be Margo from accounting?”

My question was answered a moment later.

“John! ” I gasped.

Sure enough, here came John tottering through the office door in black high-heeled pumps.  CLICK! CLICK! 

CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!  These were wide heels about four inches high; just enough to be “real” heels, but not enough to make it impossible for him to walk.

“Oh my God! He’s wearing heels!” I told myself.

Of course, the heels were only one part of the problem. The dark gray skirt suit was a problem too, as was the frilly maroon blouse.

Don’t get me wrong, the suit was pretty – it was gray with a checkered pattern and three-quarter length sleeves on the jacket, the skirt’s hem stopped right at his knees where it was as tight as the sexy skirts Rebecca wore – but it shouldn’t have been on him.

Indeed, as much as I got a good laugh out of my competition being feminized, I didn’t really want to deal with anything this open at work.

What would the others say? How would John handle this? This could be trouble.

“Isn’t it perfect?” purred Rebecca.

She had come up behind me and wrapped her arms around me as I stared at John. She now worked one hand down to the cage which held my throbbing erection and used the other to trace my nipple.

She was wiggling the cage beneath my suit pants, driving my erection crazy.

“He’s so pretty,” she added.

I couldn’t disagree with that. He may have been a man, but Rebecca had done a masterful job of making him appear to be a woman. She had applied just the right amount of makeup to feminize his face without making him appear garish, and she added a shoulder-length brunette wig that looked feminine, but not like he was trying too hard.

He looked amazing. Even his dangling golden earrings were perfect.

Still, everyone here knew he was a

man!

“He is pretty, but isn’t this too much?” I asked.

She kissed me on the nape of the neck. “Don’t worry about that, baby.”

“How will people react?”

“It doesn’t matter,” said Rebecca. “I’m the boss. Besides, think of the upside. John’s now my prisoner in dresses. He’s entirely at my mercy. That means I can have you and you can have me and there’s nothing he can do about it except tremble in his heels and whine into his skirts.”

John tottered over to me. He looked down at my feet. He said nothing.

“Show Brent the respect you owe him,” said Rebecca.

At this, John gritted his teeth. Then he executed a curtsey. He’d done this before the other night, and both times it sent a shiver down my spine. His submissiveness just drove something inside me to prove that I was dominant.

“Nicely done, sissy boy,” I said. “Nice dress.”

John turned beet red.

“From now on, I’ve told John, he owes you the same respect he owes me. He will follow your orders as if they were mine,” said Rebecca. “Won’t you, dear?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said the humiliated John through his gritted teeth.

I laughed. Rebecca then sent John on his way to his desk. I watched him walk past and I couldn’t believe John had fallen so low. I almost felt bad for him, except that I expected to benefit from this.

“So, does this mean I get what I want?” I asked Rebecca.

She nodded her head.

“Tonight?” I asked.

“Friday,” she said, before adding, “Provided you remain a good boy.”

She kissed me on the lips and told me to get back to work. She even slapped my rear as she said this.

I couldn’t wait!

—o—

When everything settled down, I took my seat and I got back to work.

John moved around the office on several occasions. Each time, I watched how he moved. It was so feminine. He was so good in heels, so good with his skirt. I loved how he sat down too. He would move his chair back, bring his feet together, smooth out his skirt, and then sit down like a pro swinging one leg up over the other. No woman did this better.

Later in the afternoon, when everyone was away for a project meeting, I decided to speak to him. My curiosity had gotten the better of me. I still couldn’t understand how he could have let anyone do this to him.

“John,” I whispered even though we were alone.

He pretended he didn’t hear me.

“John,” I barked.

“What?” he asked unhappily.

“Why are you dressed like that?”

John furrowed his brow and glared at me. “Why do you think? This is what  she wants.”

“Couldn’t you tell her ‘no’?”

“You mean, couldn’t I be a real ‘man’ like you and stand up to her?”

he snapped at me.

I snickered. I wasn’t going to put it that way, but yeah, that is what I was thinking and, frankly, with the power I held over him, I had no need to take his attitude. “Yeah, that’s what I meant,” I shot back snidely. “Why can’t you be a real man like me, sissy boy?”

“Said the man in panties and a chastity device, ” growled John.

“Said the man in the dress and high heels!” I countered.

“This wasn’t my idea. This was all her idea. What’s your excuse?”

I glared at him, but on the inside I realized that was actually a rather good question. My desire to sleep with Rebecca had led me to do some embarrassing things for her. Even worse, I hadn’t even gotten her at this point.

“Well, that changes Friday,” I told myself. In the meantime, I wasn’t going to let John get away with sniping at me like that.

“You know, for a man who had to hide in the other room as another man made love to his wife, you sure think a lot of yourself,” I said.

John shrugged his shoulders. “You may have kissed her, but I’m the one she married.”

I furrowed my brow. Did this sissy really think he was superior to me just because he had married Rebecca? I

suddenly felt a strong desire to prove him wrong and shove it in his face. There was no way I was going to let him of all people act like he’s superior to me.

“Stand up, sissy boy,” I said.

“Why?”

“Because I said so. Do you want me to call Rebecca over here to make you?”

John glanced at his wife’s office and then glared at me. Then he reluctantly stood up. I could feel his anger pulsating out of his skin. If he had been a cartoon character, there would have been anger waves coming off his body.

“Now come stand before me in your little girly high heels,” I said.

John gritted his teeth and exhaled, but he walked over to me.

“Now curtsey, girlfriend,” I said.

If John was ever going to strike me, this was the moment. He balled his fists up and shot daggers at me with his eyes... but he submitted.

As intensely humiliating as it must have been, he stuck out his arms, slid one foot behind the other, and executed the perfect curtsey, and this made me hard as a rock.

I let out a cold laugh. “Go sit back down.”

We didn’t talk the rest of the day. I did think about this a lot though.

Doing this filled me with an incredible sense of power and, if I could have, I think I would have stroked myself until I came right then and there. I guess it was a good thing I wore the cage.

Rebecca laughed when I told her what had happened.

Chapter Ten: “Everything” 

—o—

The rest of the week went exactly as you would expect for John and I. John spent the week being mocked both to his face and behind his back. He became the office joke, if he wasn’t already. The secretaries would take bets on things like the length of his skirts, the color of his nails and if how many times they could see his erection through his skirt that particular day. He was called Ms. Winters, Ms.

John and Missy. And as far as I could tell, all of this humiliated him deeply.

Indeed, I had started to wonder if John didn’t like this being feminized. I thought this because why else would any man agree to do what John had agreed to do? He had agreed to let his wife publicly emasculate him and humiliate him. That wasn’t something you did unless you got some sort of kinky thrill out of it.

But his reactions made me doubt this. All of this may have turned him on – as evidence by his erections – but he definitely wasn’t happy about any of it.

As for me, the week was torture. Not being able to touch myself was driving me nuts. And then having Rebecca flirt with me all week and periodically play with the cage was like pouring gasoline on a fire. I struggled not to demand that she remove the device.

Friday couldn’t come soon enough.

—o—

Eventually, it did. It was Friday. End game. Tonight, I would get what I wanted. I had done exactly what Rebecca wanted all week. I had worn this horrific device – not being able to touch yourself becomes a special kind of torture. I had worn panties. I had done every little thing she asked. I had been a good boy. Now, I needed my reward. I needed Rebecca.

Once again, I slipped into my best suit and tie, and of course the panties she wanted me to wear, and I made my way to her home.

She met me at the door. She wore a red skater dress with thick straps that went to the sides, over her arms, rather than over her shoulders. Around her neck was a black ribbon. The bouncy hem of her dress stopped mid-thigh where it moved freely about her shapely legs. Over the dress, she wore a black patent leather belt to cinch it tightly to her narrow waist. The belt matched her tall platform heels.

“You look amazing,” I said.

She blushed.

“I’ve been waiting for this moment all week,” I said.

“So have I,” she replied shyly.

She placed her hand on my chest and wrapped her fingers around my tie. Then she pulled me inside by it.

She kissed me and slowly walked me to the bedroom. Her heels tapped their way along the hardwood floor:  TAP! 

... TAP! ... TAP! 

“Where’s your sissy husband?” I asked.

TAP! ... TAP! ... TAP! 

“Princess is waiting for us.”

I stopped walking. “Waiting for us?”

“It will be all right,” she said and she tugged on my tie again. We continued on.

TAP! ... TAP! ... TAP! 

“Does he know what we’re going to do?” I asked.

She smiled at me and kept walking.  TAP! ... TAP! ... TAP! 

A moment later, we reached the bedroom. There was John, standing by the bed holding a tray with drinks. He was wearing a peach babydoll nightie and white platform high-heeled sandals. His toenails and fingernails were painted white. He wore a long, straight blonde wig. His erection stuck out like a rod beneath the nightie. He wore no panties to cover it, and his balls hung free beneath it.

“Say hello to our guest,” said Rebecca.

John’s face turned bright red. He forced a smile onto his lips, however. Then he performed yet another curtsey. I immediately felt my blood begin to tingle. How could he be so submissive, I wondered. Well, I would teach him about submission today, I told myself.

“Before you came, Princess helped me pick out what to wear for you,” said Rebecca.

“He did?!” My jaw dropped. I couldn’t imagine helping my wife prepare to have sex with another man! The

very idea would be beyond humiliating. And the fact he did it just confirmed to me that I had the right to do this to him.

“Yes, do you like it?” She spun slowly so I could see her dress.

“I love it. You look amazing,” I said.

“Just wait, it gets better,” she said. As she said this, she moved to the middle of the room. John came up behind her and unzipped the skater dress. It slid down her body to the floor at her feet. Beneath it, she wore a matching red teddie with a corset bodice. The teddie was lined in little ribbons. I couldn’t wait to unwrap her.

“Very nice,” I said.

“I thought you might like this,” she said.

Rebecca then stepped away from the dress, leaving it in a heap on the floor. John picked it up and hung it up.

“Show me your panties,” said Rebecca.

I knew this was coming. I didn’t like it. I didn’t want John seeing me in panties and I definitely didn’t want him seeing me in the device.

But this was the price Rebecca had demanded all week. And realistically, what could John really say? He had been feminized from head to toe. He wasn’t going to say anything to anyone. So I pushed aside my concerns and I stripped off my pants, exposing the panties beneath.

“Now the panties,” said Rebecca.

This part was worse. I took a deep breath and I slipped the panties to my ankles, exposing the cage. When John saw it, he snickered, which filled me with anger and shame. My face turned bright red.

“What you laughing at, sissy?” I said defensively.

He smirked back at me.

Rebecca laughed. “Oh don’t worry about Princess. She’s turned on by the whole thing, aren’t you honey?”

she asked and she wiggled his erection. John blushed. Rebecca then faced me with her lips curled into an evil smile. “In fact, now that I think about it, would you like to touch his penis?”

“Touch whose penis?” I asked.

“John’s. You’re welcome to play with it, if you like,” said Rebecca.

John’s face turned bright, bright red, as did mine. I shook my head vigorously. “No way.”

Rebecca snickered. “How about his balls?” As she asked this, she cupped his balls. “How about holding his balls in his hands? Here.

Just give it a try. It’s really fun. There’s no feeling quite like holding a man’s balls in your hand. Go on, Brent. No one will know.”

I shook my head.

She laughed and let go of his balls. Then she came over to me and she wrapped her arms around my shoulders. She started kissing me.

She kissed me hard and strong and passionately. This was unlike any way she had kissed me before.

As we kissed, I glanced at John. He looked tense and frustrated. He looked like he wanted to burst, but he was impotent to stop us.

Seeing that made me feel powerful. I almost laughed.

“Let’s move to the bed,” said Rebecca.

I smiled broadly and agreed.

Rebecca took several steps back and sat down on the bed. Then she lay back and began fingering her breasts through the teddie. I yanked off my tie and unbuttoned my shirt. I tossed them both to the ground. Then I moved right up between Rebecca’s legs. If it weren’t for the cage, my erection would have hovered over her. Meanwhile, behind me, John picked up my clothes and hung them up. I have to admit, it was nice having a maid pick up after me as I made love to his wife.

I pushed against Rebecca’s thighs with my legs. She wrapped her legs around my rear.

“What about this?” I asked and I touched the cage.

She giggled. “Maybe I should leave that,” she said coyly.

“Don’t you dare!”

She laughed. “Don’t worry, I won’t.” She then reached for one of the ribbons on her teddie. Attached to the ribbon was a small golden key. She removed the ribbon and reached for the device. She inserted the key in the padlock and turned it. The cage portion swung free and my erection jumped out. The ring holding the cage in place remained, and the cage remained attached to that, but I didn’t care. My erection was free and I wanted Rebecca!

I climbed on top of Rebecca.

Once more, I glanced at John. He stood to our right watching.

Bizarrely, he was actually stroking his erection with one hand as he covered his mouth anxiously with the other. His eyes were focused on my erection.

“He must be enjoying this,” I told myself incredulously.

I couldn’t believe it, even though I knew it was true. How could a man enjoy this?  I was taking his wife, right before his eyes. I had taken his woman. I had emasculated him – except of course that his wife beat me too it. He stood there, an emasculated man in his shame, wearing a nightie and high heels stroking his erection as I took his woman. How humiliating! And yet, he was turned on by this. I simply couldn’t understand it.

One thing I could say though was that I felt incredibly powerful.

Being able to do this to another man was an amazing thrill.

I turned back to Rebecca. I kissed her neck and slid inside her. I started gyrating my hips. She was squeezing me and pulling me toward her, as if she wanted me ever deeper, ever deeper.

“You’re amazing,” I said and I kissed her hard.

She leaned her head further back, exposing her neck even more and thrusting her breasts toward me. She began to tremble. Her shoulders raised off the bed. She was moaning and now seemed frozen mid-moan.

What came next was like a dam breaking.

Rebecca squealed. Her body thrust forward into me. I came deep inside her. Then she wrapped her arms around me and dragged me down tightly on top of her. We stayed like that for several minutes.

As I lay there, I glanced at John. There was a tear running down his face and cum dripping from his erection.

—o—

When I had caught my breath, I rolled off Rebecca onto my back. It had been everything I thought it would be. It had been amazing. I was on top of the world! Rebecca must have felt great too. She was glowing and smiling.

“That was fantastic,” said Rebecca.

She rolled on top of me and placed her hand on my penis. It had gone flaccid and would need another minute to recover. Still, it felt good to be touched. She kissed me and played with my penis.

“That was worth the wait,” I said and I kissed her.

“I’m glad,” she said.

CLICK! 

I heard the clicking noise, but had no idea what it was at first. It wanted to sit up and see what it might have been, but Rebecca was leaning on my chest, stopping me. A moment later, I heard the next sound.

SNAP! 

I suddenly realized what those sounds were. She had closed the cage and snapped the padlock back in place!

“There,” said Rebecca suddenly.

“Ha ha,” I said nervously. “Ok. Joke’s over. Take it off.” The last thing I wanted to do was to wear that stupid cage any longer.

“No.”

I sat up. “What do you mean ‘no’?”

“Which part of that don’t you understand?” asked Rebecca. She slid off the bed and to her feet. She now stood over me. “You got what you wanted, Brent, so now I get what I want. This little device is going to help me guarantee that I get it too. Because if you don’t do what I want, then I won’t take it off and you won’t ever touch yourself again.”

“But I already wore the device! I wore panties for weeks for you,” I protested.

“Yes, you did.”

“What more do you want?”

She chuckled.

Chapter Eleven: “The Real End Game” 

—o—

Half an hour later, I stepped from the bathroom.

I now matched John. I wore a peach-colored babydoll nightie and white platform high-heeled sandals. They had six-inch heels atop a two-inch platform. A half-dozen thin white straps crisscrossed my toes and another circled my ankles. They were stripper shoes and they were incredibly hard to walk in, though Rebecca had ominously warned me that I would get better with practice.

The nightie hung down to the middle of my crotch, almost covering the cage which kept my erection in check. My body hair had been shaved away. My nails had been painted white by John – it was rather uncomfortable having a cross-dressed man paint my toenails – and now stuck out the front of the sandals. My face was made up and my ears had been pierced and hoops stuck into the holes. I wore no panties.

“Don’t you two look cute?” said Rebecca with a giggle.

“I do not look cute,” I growled.

“Oh, but you do.”

Rebecca grabbed the cage and used it to lead me over to a sofa.

John was already sitting there. He sat with his knees and ankles

together and his hands in his lap. His erection pushed straight up beneath the nightie. He looked very feminine.

“Sit down,” she said.

I tottered into position and Rebecca helped guide me down – I was nowhere near comfortable yet in these heels. Rebecca sat me down side-by-side with John. Our legs touched. I could feel his silky nightie brushing against my skin. I could smell his perfume.

“Now, I want you to hold hands as I address you,” said Rebecca.

John held out his hand, but I didn’t move.

“Don’t test me, Brent. I don’t need to ever remove that cage if I don’t feel like it,” she said.

I swallowed hard. That was no idle threat. Wearing this cage brought out an intense need for me to touch myself. I guess knowing you can’t do something makes you want it more. And without her, there was no way I would ever get this off. This wasn’t something you could just yank off or wait for it to fall off. Nor was this the kind of thing you could just cut, and I definitely wasn’t calling a locksmith.

“I have other punishments too,” said Rebecca.

I bit my tongue and reluctantly took John’s hand. His hand was warm and soft and feminine, just as mine was now, and our nails matched exactly. This was embarrassing. And why was John to ready to comply with her demands? What happened to me, that I understood.

I had been tricked. But John walked into the trap willingly.

Even now, he wasn’t trapped. Even now, he could strip off the heels and the nightie and just walk away. So why didn’t he?

“How can you do this, John? Why haven’t you stood up for your manhood?” I growled. I don’t know if I was just blowing off steam or if I hoped this would spur John to take some action. Either way, I said it.

John blushed.

Rebecca snickered. “You still don’t get it, do you?”

“Get what?” I asked.

“John  needs this, just as you needed me,” she said.

John shook his head, turning even more red, and then looking away.

“Yes, you do, darling. You wanted me to do all of this to you, whether you can admit it yourself or not. It turns you on to be made to humiliate yourself. You’ve loved every second of it,” said Rebecca.

Her tone sounded truthful too. It didn’t strike me that she had made this up.

My jaw dropped. “He likes it?”

“Of course. Do you think I would feminize my husband without his consent?” she asked.

I looked down at my own feminine clothing. “When I look at you, I don’t think ‘consent.’ Look what you’re doing to me!”

Rebecca snorted. “Ha! You brought this on yourself.”

“How?”

“How?! Are you serious? Why don’t you think back on how you betrayed John at every turn. Some friend you were, Brent. Well, this is karma coming fast and hard to settle the score,” said Rebecca.

As she said this, I thought back to several of the instances where I could have changed events. I particularly

remember telling John to trust me as I lied to him about Rebecca’s plans to feminize him.

“You can’t do this to me,” I said.

Rebecca laughed. “You’re welcome to walk out that door anytime.”

I looked toward the door. Could I really walk out? I would look like a fool in these clothes. I suppose I could get more clothes from my apartment, but a lot of people would see me on the way. Still, who cared about that.

What bothered me was how to get this cage off if I left. This would kill any potential sex life I had, as well as driving me nuts. I figured I wouldn’t have a job anymore either, and I didn’t know if I would get another one anytime soon; Rebecca had a lot of influence over that.

That would cost me my apartment and my car. As I thought about this, the ledger slowly started tipping heavily toward staying over going... at least for now.

I sighed.

“What do I need to do?” I asked.

Rebecca snickered. “Thought so. Let’s start by seeing how loyal you really are.” She turned to John. “Sit still,” she said. Then she returned her attention to me. “Lean over and give John’s penis a nice kiss.”

I recoiled. I didn’t want another man’s penis anywhere near my mouth, but what choice did I have if I wanted that cage removed? I looked at his penis. It was thick and heavy and just seeing it made me cringe. I took several deep breaths. Then I leaned over and I pursed my lips. I closed my eyes and pretended I was kissing Rebecca.

Smooch! 

I had done it. I felt tremendous relief, along with horror.

“Good boy,” gushed Rebecca. “That’s what I want to see. I like seeing my two girly-boys getting along like lovers... because that’s what I’m going to make you. You’re both going to be the best lovers and I’m going to watch.”

“Just tell me what you want, Rebecca,” I said.

Rebecca smiled. “It’s always been my fantasy to turn a boy into a girl. And my favorite fantasy in that regard, is to turn several boys into girls and live in a nice house with a little army of feminized boys serving me and playing with each other. That’s where you two come in.”

“You want us to serve as your feminized servants?” I asked incredulously.

“Yes, I do. That’s why I kept you when I fired everyone else. I saw the potential in both of you. There was submissive John, who would do anything I told him, no matter how much it humiliated him—”

I glanced at John, whose face was bright, bright red.

“—then there’s you.”

“I’m not submissive,” I said defiantly.

“I know. That’s what made catching you so much more fun. You aren’t submissive. You want to fight me every step of the way. But you’re also hopelessly outclassed by me. You lost before you even began, and now I have you. So what shall we do first?”

At this point, Rebecca walked over to a bag on the table. She pulled out a strap-on belt and a large dildo. I knew exactly what was coming... or I thought I did.

“Get off the sofa and down on your knees,  Brenda,” said Rebecca.

I thought very hard about running away at this point, but with everything she was holding over me, I didn’t even know how. No, I would need to put up with her games for the moment, at least until I figured out a way out of this.

Slowly, reluctantly, I slid from the sofa to the floor. When I was down on all fours, Rebecca ordered me to place my head between John’s legs and my rear out toward the room. I did as she ordered. John’s erection was less than six inches from my face. That didn’t make me happy.

Behind me, Rebecca had attached the strap-on belt to her waist and now was standing over me. She placed her feet on each side of me, straddling my hips, and she leaned down, resting her hands on the top of my rear. A moment later, I felt something cold and slimy pressing against my rear. I nearly panicked. I had never had anything go inside me before and I didn’t know what to expect.

“Take hold of John’s feet,” said Rebecca.

I grabbed John’s feet in his heels.

“Now move forward and slip John’s penis into your mouth.”

“Do what?” I gasped.

SLLLAAAAAAAAAPPPPPPPPPPPP!!!! 

Rebecca slapped my rear hard. She slapped it so hard it genuinely hurt. That seemed to be just the extra motivation I needed to overcome my fear and repulsion. My body moved forward and I slipped my lips over his erection. I could feel it bouncing around inside my mouth. It touched my tongue, the roof of my mouth and my teeth. I felt weird and embarrassed and far less than a man, suddenly.

An instant later, the dildo slipped inside me.

At first, this felt like Rebecca had jammed a tree trunk into me. The dildo felt way too large to be there. My rear felt like it was ripping open. And the pressure building up inside me as it forced its way deep into me was intense. I felt like I was being shaken apart. And with John’s penis choking me, this was a difficult moment for me.

Then suddenly, the pressure vanished as the dildo pushed past some point inside me into what had to be an open chamber or something. Instead of intense pressure tearing me apart, I now felt wave after wave of pleasure shooting out of my rear in all directions.

There was nothing I could compare this to.

I shuddered all over as I felt this.

Rebecca snickered. “Somebody likes it,” she said.

She kept pushing the dildo in and out of me. Further each time.

Harder. Softer. Faster. Slower. Harder again. In and out. I found myself matching her pace with my lips over John’s erection.

Soon, Rebecca was building a rhythm. I could feel it building up inside me. My penis was as hard as it could get inside the cage. My body was shaking. My muscles were tensing and releasing and re-tensing. Pressure built deep inside my penis. My back arched. I felt my balls jerk. And then the pressure let go.

Nothing came though.

Without touching my penis, there wasn’t enough of whatever to cause an orgasm. Unfortunately, John had no such problem. A stroke or two after I realized that I would not cum, John exploded in my mouth. This was horrifying to me. Never in my life did I ever expect to give a man a blowjob... and yet I just had.

“From now on,” said Rebecca, “you will be my servant girl ‘Brenda’.”

I didn’t respond. I was looking for somewhere to spit out this mouth full of cum, but there was nowhere.

“You will live here. You will work here. You will dress in the things I give you to wear, and nothing else.

You will take your orders from Princess, who will take her orders from me.”

And thus, it began.




Epilogue

—o—

Several months had passed since that night. My life had changed, to say the least. I never did go back to work. I didn’t even go back to my apartment. Rebecca just moved me into her home as her maid. I was too embarrassed to leave.

I now spent my time wearing frilly maid costumes and pretending to be “Brenda.” When I was a good girl, Rebecca would open my cage and let me get some release. When I misbehaved or she thought I was getting a little too independent, she would leave me in it. She would even play with the cage or my balls just to increase my horniness, knowing that I could not reach orgasm without my shaft being stroked.

Of course, even when she let me get some release, I wasn’t the one allowed to do it. She made John do it.

Sometimes, she even brought people over to watch. Today, she invited Amanda and Rachel. They wore little black dresses and spike heels and they giggled incessantly.

It was after dinner.

I lay on the bed. I wore my satiny black and white maid dress, hiked up to my waist. I had white stockings on my legs and black spike heels. My hot pink panties were down around one ankle. My nails were painted red. My now-long blonde hair was back in a ponytail.

“Assume the position,” said Rebecca.

This was always so humiliating, but I did it. I brought my legs up toward my butt so that my knees were in the air and I spread them wide. At the same time, I stretched my arms out above my head behind me and I locked my fingers.

“He looks so helpless,” said Rachel with a giggle.

“I almost want to touch him,” said Amanda with her own giggle.

“Feel free to touch him,” said Rebecca.

Rachel and Amanda looked at each other and smiled. Amanda then delicately reached out one finger and rubbed it against my cage. She immediately withdrew the finger and giggled.

I felt like I was on display.

Rebecca then called John over. He wore a matching maid uniform to the one I wore, a fact Rachel and Amanda had found hilarious all evening long. When John reached me, he raised his leg and planted his high-heel clad foot on the bed next to me. I glanced at it and saw the key on the locket. I shuddered at the fact Rebecca let him hold this for her.

“That’s what we need,” said Rebecca.

She took the key from the locket and inserted it into the padlock. She turned the lock and opened the cage. It sprung open and my erection popped out. She then rose to her feet and John replaced her. A moment later, he wrapped his fingers with their long, sharp red nails around my shaft. He started stroking.

I cringed at being stroked by another man. It was so humiliating. Yet, it frustratingly felt good too. And as John stroked, I began to respond. My breathing became heavy. My chest heaved. My toes curled inside my sandals. My body began to writhe.

“This is amazing,” giggled Amanda.

“I’m glad you found a use for them,” said Rachel.

“He’s really going to make Brenda cum, isn’t he?” asked Amanda.

Rebecca laughed. “Yes. Brenda has been a good girl all week, so she earned this.”

Each word crushed my manhood, but I didn’t care. I was focused on what was happening in John’s hand. I needed this, even if I didn’t want it this way. And a moment later, I got it. I exploded. I shot hot white cum way up into the air and it came crashing down all over my penis.

John, as we were instructed, immediately bent over and began licking it up.

The women watch intently. They were all excited.

For my part, I cringed and tried to ignore what John was doing.

When it was over, the women returned the living room as I dressed myself again and John rinsed his mouth. Then we both returned to our normal duties.

Boy, had my life changed.

The End.
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Thanks for reading my book! 

I hope you enjoyed it! 

Please leave a review at Amazon. 

Let me know what you’d like to see in future books! 

And don’t forget to check out my other books: Emasculating My Husband: When I married Mike, I thought I had found my fairy-tale prince. He seemed to be strong and confident and the kind of man you wanted to lead the family you hoped to build. Sadly, I soon learned that he was none of those things. Still, I did my best to be the submissive little housewife I had been taught to be. Then one day, just as I could take no more, I came upon a hormone cream that would let me change everything. Before my plans were finished, Mike would be the submissive little housewife in the four-inch heels!

June 2015 and July 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 
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Blackmailed Sissy Maid: Powerful men like Christopher Jordan need ways to unwind. For Christopher, 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! 
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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! 

[image: Image 6]

Feminized Cuckold: When powerbroker Paul Jackson loses his job, he finds himself at the mercy of his trophy wife. Little by little, she feminizes Paul as she turns him from domineering husband into submissive housewife. She even invites his former best friend to move into their home, and she cuckolds him. Will this be his new life or can he escape his fate?

September 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 
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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! 
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Feminized By Hypnosis: Jess and his stepmother never got along, at least until she brought him a new CD. Now they get along great, 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?
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Humiliation At The Office: For too long, corporate hotshot Andrew Boden treated the women of the office like sex objects. Now his secretary is out to settle the score as she slowly feminizes him and traps him in an inescapable web of femininity and humiliation. Little by little, Andrew loses his power, his freedom, and his masculinity, and everyone at the office is noticing.

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! 
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Feminized Fiancé: When Victoria Martin built ‘The Martin Firm’ into one of the most prestigious firms in the world, she expected that her daughter Sarah would one day follow in her high-heeled footsteps and take over the business. When she learns that Sarah is planning to marry a young man Victoria considers entirely unsuitable, however, Victoria sets out to make sure Sarah will never want to marry him... by turning him into a woman.

This is the first of two books.

November 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 
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Serving His Fiancée: This is Part Two of  Feminized Fiancé.

Rick is now trapped in a rigged bet with the powerful Victoria Martin.

Rick must win his fiancée back to regain his freedom or he’ll be trapped as Victoria’s sissy maid forever! Complicating Rick’s plight, Victoria is forcing him to masquerade as his fiancée’s personal maid ‘Sissy’, and he can’t tell her who he really is. But does she already know?

This book concludes the series.

January 2014 and February 2014 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 
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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.
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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  male kind 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! 
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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.

August 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 
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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! 
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Her High-Heeled Solution: John’s wife Suzie wrongly thinks she’s caught her husband having an affair. With the help of a friend, she comes up with an ingenious way to guarantee that John will never have another affair: she locks him into a pair of high heels. This simple solution goes wrong, however, as husband and wife both try to outwit each other. Soon events are spinning out of control.

What’s more, standing in the middle of all of this is Crystal, Suzie’s best friend, who is having a grand time manipulating them both to make sure John gets slowly feminized.

November 2015 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon! 
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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! 
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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! 
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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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Missing Billionaire: Reporter Martin Ward has uncovered an incredible story. The billionaire founder of Ing Co. is missing, and Martin’s source tells him the billionaire’s new wife is behind it.

Unfortunately, the only way Martin can investigate this story is to disguise himself as a woman. Can he do it? Should he do it?

August 2016 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon UK! 
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A Collection of Short Stories, Volume One: Three Tales of Halloween Magic: Sometimes, stories are better when they are short and sweet. This first volume of short stories includes three separate tales of Halloween magic: They Messed With The Wrong Witch: Three rotten brothers learn a lesson they will never forget when they wrongly accuse a woman of being a witch.

The Magic Ring: A husband and wife argue over a magic ring only to discover that magic can be a dangerous and tricky thing. Soon they learn what happens when the shoe ends up on the other foot...

and a few other things.

I Wasn’t Myself: A tale of a man who finds himself in the body of his ex-wife. That’s not the worst part though. The worst part is that his ex-wife is now in his!
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The Making of Danielle (Parts One Through Five): This is my take on a very classic idea that comes up often in our genre: the idea of the young man transformed by an evil “Aunt.”

Daniel is an unruly young man who fights constantly with his stepmother. To end the fighting once and for all, his stepmother sends Daniel to an Aunt he’s never met who will teach him discipline.

Imagine his surprise when he finds himself put into skirts and he is trained to become a girl.

November 2016, December 2016, January 2017, February 2017 No. 

1 Best Sellers in Transgender  Erotica at Amazon! 
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