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Introduction by Ann 

	—o— 

	 

	Dear Readers,

	For some time now, I’ve been working with a very nice couple who wanted me to help them write their story. The couple is George and Selena and what makes their relationship so interesting is that George has asked Selena to cuckold him. Their story is both really fascinating and incredibly erotic and I urge each of you to check it out when they start to publish.

	In the meantime, they’ve given me permission to tell part of their story here. What you are about to read is a complex story, but I think an incredibly rewarding story. This is my attempt to get at the motivation of both George and Selena for trying to bring another man into their lives. As you will see, the story is told out of chronological order, but I think that was necessary to understand them. For those who don’t like cuckolding, this story is probably not for you. For those who do, I think you’re in for a treat as this is one of the more erotic stories I’ve written. I hope you all enjoy it.

	As always, please let me know your thoughts. And when the time comes, please give George and Selena a big thank you for sharing their story.

	 

	With love, Ann :)

	 

	
Dressing Selena 

	The Present 

	 

	George and Selena’s bedroom.

	Selena sat at her vanity applying eye shadow. She wore black panties, a black bra, and black stockings. Her long black hair was tied back in a ponytail to keep it out of her face. Her husband George stood behind her, watching her get dressed for her date. He was beyond horny. He was also almost naked, except for a towel he’d wrapped around his waist and what he wore beneath the towel.

	“Which shoes should I wear, darling?” asked Selena of her husband.

	George’s stomach tightened. It made him queasy when his wife asked him to pick shoes for her to wear, or any clothes really. Not only were dresses and heels and panties the domain of women, not husbands, but she wasn’t wearing them for him tonight: she would be wearing them for her lover. That made her request for him to pick them out for her this deeply emasculating. Yet, that was exciting to George.

	“George,” said Selena when George hesitated. He still needed to be pushed from time to time.

	“Maybe some black pumps,” he replied cautiously.

	Selena rolled her eyes. “You can do better than that, George.”

	George blushed. She was right of course. If he had been asking her to dress for him, he would have gone with something much more sexy. His far- too-basic suggestion was meant to mask his ego; to let him pretend he hadn’t really chosen anything to turn the man on.

	“But if you want me to wear them, then I will,” added Selena in a tone which suggested reluctant acceptance.

	George instantly felt the now-familiar burning sensation of intense embarrassment coursing through him, there was no other way to describe it really. He felt this whenever his wife reminded him that no matter how much he liked to pretend his wife was imposing this upon him, it was all ultimately his idea. Her forcing him to make decisions was her favorite way of reminding him that he was actually in charge. That always made him squirm.

	“I don’t know,” he said.

	“Then I’ll wear the black pumps,” insisted Selena.

	However, the black pumps would not do. They both knew it.

	“How about the strappy black sandals?” said George cautiously, and he felt incredibly unmanly saying it. Not only had he just suggested shoes for his wife’s outfit, something no man would ever admit doing to their buddies, but he’d also suggested how she could turn another man on. He shuddered at the thought.

	Selena smiled, seeing the effect on her husband. She was doing this for him, after all. That said, she wasn’t letting him off that easily; that’s not how he liked it. “The ones with the chunky heels? Those are hardly appropriate for an occasion like this, don’t you think?”

	George cringed that he needed to keep talking about her shoes. Even more, he cringed that he knew enough to discuss the virtues of chunky heels versus thinner heels. His friend would laugh if they knew. “No... I mean the stilettos,” he said. “With the buckles.”

	“Oh, you prefer those?”

	George blushed. “Yeah.”

	“I do too. And I’m sure Tom will really like those too. Excellent choice, darling.”

	“Thanks,” mumbled George.

	“Would you mind fetching them for me?”

	George looked pained but nodded his head and went to their shared closet, a walk-in closet dominated by his wife’s clothes. She had claimed three-fifths of it, if not more, and his clothes gave the impression of huddling together for safety in one corner as her clothes took over the rest. He walked past her skirts and dresses and pants and blouses until he came to a series of shelves lined with her shoes. She had a lot of shoes. He scanned her shoes until he found the ones he wanted: strappy black sandals with five-inch heels and a three-quarter-inch platform and a silver buckle over the vamp. He always found these so attractive the way they highlighted her pretty toes and he high arches.

	Selena watched her husband without putting down her makeup brush. He was struggling with his ego, clearly, but she could tell he was highly aroused too. If it weren’t for the device he wore, she was certain he wouldn’t be able to resist playing with himself right now.

	“Do you need help, darling?” she asked to prod him along.

	George grabbed the shoes by their ankle straps and returned to his wife. She crossed her legs toward him as he returned with the shoes and wiggled the toes on her dangling foot toward him as she kept applying her eye shadow in an almost indifferent motion. It made George feel servile the way she was treating him, something they both knew he liked.

	“Be a dear,” she said off-handedly.

	George stared at her delicate foot. He pursed his lips to affect a displeased look, but Selena was right: this was all turning him on incredibly and the more she basically taunted him, the more excited he became. The problem for George was that he couldn’t release that excitement, not without her permission, and she wasn’t giving it. That left him hyper frustrated. But with the frustration came an intensely intoxicating arousal which he craved. He just couldn’t bring himself to admit it.

	Selena knew though.

	George swallowed his pride and crouched down with the heels. He took his wife’s foot in his hand. It was warm and soft and so smooth in its silky stocking. He slipped the strappy shoe over her toes and wrapped the ankle strap around her ankle. He threaded the strap through the buckle and closed the buckle. Then she crossed her legs in the other direction and he placed the other shoe on her other foot.

	“Are you turned on, dear?” asked Selena. She watched his eyes in the mirror.

	George blushed but didn’t answer.

	“Aw, poor dear. Too bad you can’t do anything about it.” She poked at the lump pressing against the white towel covering his crotch. That lump was the device, the one to which she had the key. “If you’re a good boy tonight, I might let you play with my feet.”

	“I’d rather play with something else.”

	She picked up her mascara and opened it. “I’m sure you would.”

	George stood up straight again. He pursed his lips pensively. He hesitated. Selena knew he wanted something, and she could guess what it was. She waited though for him to ask.

	“Do you think we could take off the device?” he asked meekly. “Tonight?”

	“No, now,” said George. “Before he gets here.”

	Selena applied a stroke of mascara. “You know my rule, darling.”  

	“Yes, but can’t we make an exception?”

	“We’ll see. We’ll see how things go. Maybe we can do something later, after Tom leaves.”

	George felt a sudden swell in his chest. “Really?”  

	“We’ll see.”

	“But do you think we can take it off in the meantime?” he asked cautiously once more.

	“George,” said Selena with disapproval.

	“I won’t do anything, I promise. I won’t even touch it.”

	“Then why do you want it off?”

	George bit his lip. “I don’t know. I— I just want to get hard.”  

	“You want to get hard for Tom?” giggled his wife.

	“No!” he protested. “I just miss the feeling. I like getting hard. And it’s been several weeks now.”

	Selena rose to her feet. She stood considerably taller in her heels than before. She placed her hands on her husband’s chest and slowly slid them down his bare chest to his towel. There, she loosened the knot he had made and let it fall to the floor. His penis came into view... in a way. His head and shaft were locked in the device; his balls hung freely beneath.

	“You’ve missed the feeling,” she repeated breathlessly. George nodded.

	Selena slid her hand around his balls and gave them a gentle squeeze. This was an incredibly pleasurable feeling for George and his penis wanted so badly to get hard, but the device prevented that. All it could do was expand until it pressed snugly against the confines of its prison. Each failed erection reminded him that he effectively had no manhood at the moment and that his wife held the key to him getting it back.

	“Then it’s a good thing for you that we’re almost there, isn’t it?” she continued and she kissed him gently on the lips and gave his balls a little tug which sent a tingly feeling racing up his spine which almost made him feel dizzy. “Tom will be here in an hour.”

	“Couldn’t you let me out early?”  

	“That wasn’t our agreement.”

	“I know, but this is unbearable,” he said as calmly as he could manage. “So unbearable you can’t wait an hour?”

	Tom nodded his head vigorously, hopefully.

	Selena snickered at his comically sad expression. “My poor baby,” she said, and she kissed him on the lips once more. She tightened her grip ever so slightly on his balls, making him wince. “Now tell me, darling: would you really want me to let you out?”

	George ran his tongue over his teeth. He’d answered this question once before and still wasn’t sure he’d answered it correctly. He thought back to when he was first asked this question... 

	
The Device 

	Three Weeks Ago 

	 

	George sat on the couch. He looked perplexed. The device in his wife’s hand looked... well, let’s just say it was “different.” He pursed his lips. “You want to put that thing on me?” he asked.

	Selena nodded her head.

	“What is it supposed to do?” he asked.

	“Well, to be quite frank, darling, it’s going to keep you from— Think of it like a prison for your dick.”

	George furrowed his brow. “A prison?” That didn’t sound good.  

	“Yes.”

	“So it can’t get out?”

	“And you can’t get in,” said Selena. She shook her leg excitedly. This was turning her on much more than she had guessed it would. When Tom first mentioned this idea to her, she thought it sounded strange and unpleasant. Seeing her husband locked up seemed... weird, and she wasn’t sure she could do it or would want to. Not to mention, she assumed George would never go for it.

	But then Tom explained how it would help her and suggested she might even get a kick out of it. He even predicted George would be excited by it. She didn’t believe that, and she definitely doubted she would get any sort of kick out it; though she agreed it could help her issue. Now that she held it, however, with the prospect of locking George’s dick away with her controlling the only key... well, she had to admit the idea did kind of amuse her... a little. In fact, she was wet, embarrassingly wet. And the more nervous George looked the wetter she became.

	“How does it come back off?” asked George.

	Selena held up a small key, not any larger than a key belonging to a padlock. “This will unlock it.”

	George pursed his lips unhappily, but in truth, his heart was racing. The idea was shocking, just shocking – in fact, it scared him a good deal. But it was also rather exciting.

	“Who keeps the key?”

	“I will.”

	George’s heart jumped with excitement and his penis throbbed to full erection. The idea that his wife would hold the key to letting him touch his own dick was both terrifying and electric. Could he really give her the power to decide when he could touch himself? What if he had an itch? What if he needed to pee? What if he wanted to masturbate? He’d done a lot of that since this began, would he now need to ask his wife to let him... ask permission? 

	That was unthinkable.

	It was also the most erotic thing George had experienced yet.

	But it was scary. Despite everything – the panties, the dress, letting her make so many decisions surrounding Tom – he had not really given her any true power yet. He kept that for himself. If he gave her this, this would be the first bit of control he gave her which he could not veto. Could he really give up something like that? Even to his wife that flew against his very nature. Could he trust her? 

	“Ho— how long? How long would I need to wear it?” he asked. His mouth was dry.

	Selena shrugged her shoulders so casually, as if she was asking nothing more than a bite of his sandwich. Did she not know what she was asking of him, he wondered? Did she not understand how intense the pressure inside him was? He felt like he was going to burst if this went on much longer. How could she be so calm?!! 

	He licked his lips. His upper lip was sweating even as his mouth had gone dry.

	“But you decide when it comes off because you have the key,” said George.

	“Of course.”

	“What if I want to take it off and you don’t?” asked George.  

	“I hold the key.”

	“Meaning?”

	“I make the decision,” said Selena still outwardly calmly. Her panties were so wet she would need to change them soon.

	“I see.”

	George twisted his lips again. He felt sick to his stomach. At this point, the idea frightened him. Indeed, the idea that this thing would imprison his dick was scary. The idea he needed to trust his wife to let him back out... that was terrifying. He nervously started looking for reasons this would never work.

	“How do I pee?” he asked.

	“You pee through the front, though you’ll have to sit like a girl to keep from making a mess. But you should like that, princess.”

	George felt like he’d been jolted with electricity at being called “princess.” She’d hit him were it both turned him on the most, but also disturbed him the most: by emasculating him. He licked his lips and tried not to show how intimidated he felt by his own wife suddenly. She knew too much about him, he thought. He’d given her too much power.

	“I—”

	“Don’t pretend you don’t like the idea, darling. I can see your erection pressing hard against your pants from here. In fact, I wouldn’t be surprised if you’ve already come and filled your pretty panties.”

	George blushed.

	“It turns you on, admit it.”

	George twisted his lip. It was true, but he could never admit it. For reasons he still did not understand, every time she stripped him of the parts of his manhood, it excited him more. Still, this was terrifying, especially with the wickedly playful look in his wife’s eye, a look he’d never seen before.

	Indeed, George had never seen it before because his wife had never felt this way before. She knew what she was asking, and she knew the power it would give her to be able to control when or if George could touch himself. She had never held power like that before and the prospect excited her more and more, especially as George slowly worked up the courage to surrender it to her.

	“Why do you want me to wear it though?” he asked again, as he had asked when she first showed him the device.

	“I told you.”

	“But touching myself was not against your rule,” protested George. “No, but you’ve been so horny you’re breaking the spirit of my rule, if 

	not the letter. You’re constantly pressuring me, George. This will help with that. With this on, you can’t pressure me.”

	“How’s this going to make me less horny?” he asked.

	Selena smirked. “It won’t, but you won’t be able to do anything about it anymore.”

	George felt dizzy as he was overcome with an intense feeling of 

	submissiveness, something he was not accustomed to feeling despite everything so far. Could he really do this? What would people think if they found out? His ego was screaming at him to refuse... but his throbbing erection said otherwise. His erection was slowly winning the battle.

	“I want you to wear this, George,” said Selena in a serious tone.

	She held out the device for him to take. The device was a series of metal loops, all strung together to appear as a flaccid male penis without the balls. The loops were connected to a metal ring which apparently fit around the base of the penis with the rest of the penis stuffed inside the penis cage. It wasn’t clear what would happen when George’s penis became erect.

	George licked his lips. He recognized his wife’s tone. That tone meant this was something he needed to accept if he wanted to go forward. If he refused, she would end his adventure. He didn’t want that... but could he make himself wear this though? How would it feel to have his penis locked up and, effectively, under his wife’s control? Would it be too much to take? He could easily see himself panicking to get it off, much as he sometimes felt a sense of panic in elevators or airplanes when his ability to get out suddenly came into doubt. He was so horny lately, he could see himself going insane if he couldn’t masturbate. What if she didn’t let him masturbate? It was bad enough he would need to ask her – nay, beg her... it would feel like begging just to ask – for permission, how bad would it be if she refused? 

	Alternatively, what if wearing this neutered him. If he could no longer act as a man, would he become a woman? Mentally? Emotionally? Would he become some sort of... not man? 

	“Are you sure?” he asked.

	Selena furrowed her brow and pursed her lips. “Put it on, George.”

	George sucked in a shallow breath. This was scary, but it was oddly thrilling too. This would definitely shift the power to his wife’s hands. But could he trust his wife? Could he bring himself to put his own dick in her hands? His hands trembled. Was it fear or excitement though? He took the device. It was lighter than he expected, but the metal was strong enough that he knew he couldn’t cut it off, rip it off, or bend himself free. If he put this on, he wasn’t getting it off without the key, the key Selena would be holding. George shivered.

	“Let’s put it on,” his wife said.

	 

	—o— 

	They had moved to the bedroom. George stood before his wife. The towel was gone. He was naked. He was hard as a rock. That was a problem. He needed his dick to shrink to get this stupid chastity device on it, but his dick wasn’t going down. The idea of wearing it... imprisoning it, was just too exciting. Not to mention, being naked before his fully-dressed wife was equally arousing. It made him feel vulnerable, objectified and that seemed to turn him on too.

	“I’m not sure how to do this,” he said.

	Selena took the device from him. It looked so kinky in her hand with its shiny silver contrasting with her dark red nails, a tiny stylized penis in her hand. She lowered herself to her knees before her husband, a feat which wasn’t easy given the tight pencil skirt she wore and the tall slingback heels. His erection pointed excitedly toward her chin.

	“She is so beautiful,” thought George as he looked down on his pretty, petite wife with her long wavy hair and her button nose. There were times he couldn’t believe how lucky he was to find her, this was one of those. How many wives would do this for their husbands? And how many could be trusted to do it? 

	“The ring should go on first,” said Selena.

	At the bottom of the device was a thicker silver ring about two or three inches in diameter. It was connected to the device by a hinge on the bottom and would latch at the top. The latch had a metal loop over it just large enough for the padlock. She pushed the penis-shaped cage back from the main ring, causing the hinge to open and separating the ring from the cage itself.

	“What in the world made you think of this?” asked George upon seeing the tiny monster of a device, looking like a silver crocodile about to swallow his precious manhood.

	“Tom suggested it,” said Selena.

	George shuddered. He hadn’t known Tom was involved in this. Knowing that caused all of his worries and fears to return... and his thrills to intensify. This played into his insecurity that Tom was trying to neuter him as a rival.

	“You— you told Tom?”

	“Of course. I didn’t even know they made male chastity devices before he mentioned it.” She was fumbling with the device as she spoke, trying to open the device to slide it around his erection.

	“W— why did you tell him?”

	“I told him that you kept trying to break my rule and he suggested this.”

	George felt sick to his stomach. His rival had suggested he be stuck in the device. That brought George a deep sense of shame. “D— does he know?”

	“Does he know what?”

	“That you’re making me wear this?”

	“Well, duh…” said Selena with a snicker as if the answer was obvious.

	George licked his lips. He needed to ask the next question. He didn’t want to, but he needed to. Something inside him wanted this extra little bit to add to the helpless feeling overwhelming him now. “Did he say anything?”

	“Like what?” “About— about me?”

	Selena smiled softly. Again, it seemed she understood what George was after better than he did. She didn’t understand all the “whys” yet, but it was starting to make sense to her. “He did,” she said. She had the device all the way open now, and she grabbed his testicles and pulled them away from his body.

	“W— what did he say?”

	“He laughed,” she said, sending a sharp dagger into George’s masculinity and causing his erection to throb – she could see it bobbing and shaking. “Then he said I shouldn’t let you back out. I think he was joking though. Ah ha! There it is!” The device clicked open.

	CLICK! 

	George heard the sound echo in his brain like a warning. He tensed up, thinking of calling this off. In the meantime, however, Selena had slipped the open ring into place behind his balls and up over the top of his penis, at its base. When she closed the ring, it made another clicking noise, snapping George out of his almost-trance. He looked down. The ring circled his penis and the cage stood open above it, like a knight’s visor standing open on his helmet.

	George felt intensely nervous again. This was a dangerous moment to his mind.

	“I don’t know about this,” he whimpered.

	“Yes, you do,” replied Selena confidently. She flicked the head of his erection with her finger, making it jiggle. “Now we just need to get this inside the cage and lock it up.”

	“I guess we wait for it to go soft,” said George unhelpfully.

	Selena smirked. “Hardly.”

	“Well, I can’t make it go down.”

	Selena didn’t respond. Instead, she took her husband’s erection in her hand the same way one might grab a flashlight; the head of his penis rested against her palm and her fingers encircled the shaft to a large degree. Her dark red nails contrasted perfectly with his tanned flesh. She squeezed it gently and tugged on his penis ever so slightly. Using the penis like a handle or a leash, she rose to her feet and walked backwards until they came to the kitchen.

	George followed her helplessly. “What are you thinking?” he asked.

	“Are you excited to wear this?” she asked, evading his question.

	That was a difficult question for George to answer, actually. The answer was ‘yes’, he was incredibly excited. But he was worried too. He also knew that the answer should not be ‘yes’. ‘Yes’ was unmanly. ‘Yes’ was submissive. In his normal life, George could hardly be called either. In fact, their friends would be shocked to know any of this, which is what made all of this so strange for him. How could he want to feel this when it was so not like him? 

	“I guess so,” he said cautiously.

	Selena smiled. “I’m glad because you’re going to be wearing it a long time.”

	“You will take it off from time to time though, right?”

	Selena shrugged her shoulders.

	“I’m thinking every couple days at least,” said George nervously trying to establish some terms of his surrender.

	It was too late, though. Selena didn’t answer. Instead, she moved them to the counter where she had unpacked and assembled the device, and where she had left a variety of tools and other things she thought she might need. She backed George against it.

	“That seems right, don’t you think?” asked George even more nervously.

	“We’ll see.”

	George started to protest, but Selena put her finger from her free hand against his lips, silencing him. She glanced down at his erection. George’s eyes followed. Then she flashed a wicked, mischievous grin and kissed him, 

	stroking him once as she did. George took a deep breath and waited for her to descend to her knees to do whatever she was going to do. She didn’t go to her knees, though. Instead, she reached behind him, grabbed a bag of ice she had set out earlier, and jammed it against his erection.

	It was COLD! 

	It was FREEZING! 

	George jumped back in shock and tried to pull away from the ice, but Selena had trapped him against the counter. His penis withered instantly. As it did, Selena tugged in its soft, flexible shaft and pulled it into the penis cage, flipping the cage down in the process.

	CLICK! 

	The cage closed against the ring.

	CHUCK! CLICK! 

	Selena had expertly threaded the padlock through the loop and closed it. The entire device was now held closed by the padlock. She then turned the key and pulled it out of the lock. She held the small padlock key between her fingers, not even an inch long.

	“There,” she said. “All locked up.” She held out the key for him to see.

	For an instant, George’s mind didn’t know what to make of this. He felt confused and overwhelmed – still in shock – and couldn’t process what had happened. Then it hit him: his penis was literally locked away! He couldn’t reach it, couldn’t hold it, couldn’t stroke it. It was there, but he couldn’t get to it. He felt dizzy with the strangest sense of claustrophobia. George instinctively reached down and grabbed the device. He gave it a jerk, but it didn’t move. It didn’t budge. He tried again, this time adding a twist. Still nothing. A sickly feeling raced down his spine. The device was on there until his wife said otherwise.

	 

	—o— 

	 

	They went to dinner that night at a local restaurant. George wore the device beneath his slacks. No one could see it; he knew that as he’d checked a dozen times before he left home. Yet, everything felt different somehow. Just knowing it was there made him meek. He felt like everyone knew, like they could all see his emasculation in his eyes. Had her eyes glanced at it? Why was that one smirking? Why were they whispering? 

	It made him feel inferior too in the sense that none of the people around him were under the control of their wives... or husbands. None of them needed to ask permission just to touch themselves. Only him.

	“This is really weird,” he said as the hostess led them to their table. She was a pretty young woman he rarely would have thought about before, but now did. What would she think if she knew? She would probably laugh, he told himself.

	“Is it?” asked Selena casually.

	Selena felt oddly empowered knowing that she had her husband’s penis entirely under her control. It was an exciting feeling. Part of her wanted to stop and brag to someone, anyone, about her control over George, but she never would. Still, she blushed warmly at the thought.

	George followed his wife who followed the young woman. His wife wore a cute green and white cotton dress with a loose skirt that danced around her knees. On her feet were well-worn brown sandals with chunky four-inch stacked heels. Her toes, with their pretty red nails, stuck out the fronts, just beneath the thick leather strap that ran across their tops. An ankle strap held the sandals in place in the back. Around her ankle, mixing with the ankle strap of her right sandal, hung a golden ankle bracelet. George watched the bracelet as they approached their table. It was just a thin chain, barely there, but it was important. From the chain hung a key, a key that was less than an inch in length, a key that would open the device.

	George’s heart raced.

	The young woman sat them and then walked off. A waiter appeared almost immediately, a young man with dark hair in a white dress shirt and black apron. He reminded George of the waiter the night they met Tom. That thought made his dick grow hard... rather, it made it try to grow hard. It stiffened and started to expand until it pressed firmly against the cage and then it stopped, sending a sort of “incomplete” feeling to George. It was a bit like the feeling that a waiter was bringing your food only to see them stop at another table: it was frustrating, but at the same time made you even hungrier.

	“I really wish I could take this off,” said George.

	Selena smirked. “I doubt that.”

	“No, really. It’s kind of annoying. I can’t get hard.”

	“I know, darling. You said that.” Selena picked up the menu and started looking at it. She wasn’t at all concerned about George not being able to get hard. To the contrary, she was enjoying it. On the one hand, the constant pressure he had put her under to break her rules had come to a complete stop because he couldn’t break her rules while he was wearing it, and the fact that only she could let him out made him much better behaved. Hence, no pressure. But even more so, seeing the shift in his behavior since she put him in the device really was a pleasant change. Indeed, before putting on the device, George could be described as independent, almost selfishly so at times, and forceful, if not a little controlling. Not that Selena minded the way he behaved, but it could be frustrating at times. With his penis trapped in the device she controlled, his insecurity and uncertainty had grown, making him much less independent, much more likely to look to her for input, a little more passive, and at times even deferential. That was a welcome change. “I should have done this years ago,” she told herself.

	“And I can’t touch it either,” complained George.

	“That’s the point, darling. I control it now. If you want to touch it, you need to ask my permission.” She flipped the page in the menu. “That is what you wanted, isn’t it? That I deny you, but give myself to another man?”

	George nearly swooned that she’d said that so openly, out loud, and in a restaurant to boot! She was getting braver right at the point he was getting weaker. It was a strange feeling to become the submissive one and be dominated by a wife he’d always dominated. It was worrying actually. He didn’t want to be submissive, right? So would she go back to being the submissive partner when this was all over, he kept asking himself.

	“What made you hard this time— sorry, what made you try to get hard?” she asked as she kept flipping through the menu, giving the impression of disinterest. She’d found that not showing interest not only seemed to make George more excited, it encouraged him to be more open with her. It was like he became anxious to tell her things when she pretended she didn’t care if she knew them.

	“Nothing,” lied George. He picked up his water and sipped it.

	Selena chuckled. “I’ll bet it’s the device. It excites you, and you’re hard because I’ve locked your thing away and you just walked through a room full of people. Right out in the open.”

	George blushed really brightly.

	She glanced over the menu at her husband. “That is it, isn’t it? You’re hard because you’re wearing the device.” She let out a sort of condescending laugh, though more in a teasing way than a mean way; it made George tingle. “And here you are whining about wanting me to take it off? I think not, darling.”

	George didn’t know what to say. He couldn’t admit how exciting this truly was. It was obvious she knew, but somehow admitting it would make it worse. It would feel like surrender. And despite everything, he didn’t want to surrender. At the same time, he was struggling with the changes it brought on. He felt weak, and that was scary. And his wife was acting more, well, dominantly. He found that exciting, but it was scary too. What if Selena came to like it? 

	“I’ll tell you what, dear. Since you claim you want it off, I’ll give you a chance.”

	George furrowed his brow suspiciously. “How?”

	“You know where the key is.” As she said this, she tipped her crossed- leg out from beneath the table, exposing her foot and shoe and ankle. The chain hung from her ankle. From the chain hung the key. Out in the open. “If you want to take it off, then get down on your knees and take the key from my ankle. Then you can remove the device and be free.”

	“In front of everybody?!”

	“Freedom doesn’t come easily.”

	George glanced at her ankle. His penis tried again to get hard and again failed, causing him some discomfort, and sending his horniness through the roof. He imagined himself kneeling at her foot in front of all these people. They would laugh so hard. He couldn’t do that.

	“This isn’t fair,” he said.

	“Who said I need to be fair?” replied Selena. “You want me to be unfair, remember?”

	George sipped his water again rather than answer.

	Selena watched his nervous actions. Then she smiled mischievously. “Do you know what I should do?”

	George felt a cold chill race down his spine. “What?” he asked cautiously.

	“I should tell the waiter what you’re wearing.”

	All the color left George’s face. “You can’t!” he gasped.

	“Why not?”

	“Do you know how embarrassing that would be?!”

	“For you, maybe. And as I seem to recall, you liked it last time.” George recalled how he virtually exploded in his pants at their meeting with Tom. He had dreamed about that several times since; he still couldn’t believe she had done that.

	“I— well—”

	Selena chuckled. “Maybe next time.”

	A moment later, the waiter returned. He brought their drinks and took their order. Selena ordered chicken. George ordered pasta. As George spoke with the waiter, he felt Selena’s foot – the one with the anklet around it – touch his inner calf and start to rub up and down his leg. Again, his dick pressed hard against its prison.

	The waiter left.

	“I really can’t wait until you take this thing off,” said George as Selena slipped her shoe and foot between his thighs. He could feel the very tip of her leather sole brush the metal cage.

	“Who says I’m taking it off?”

	George raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean?”

	“Do you know what a eunuch is, George?”

	“Vaguely.”

	“A eunuch, in history, was a man they castrated so he could serve his queen or princess or guard the harem without anyone fearing that he might try to have sex with her. It made it safe for her to be around him. When Tom first suggested this, I thought it sounded silly. But now that I’ve seen it in action, I have to admit, I kind of like it. You’re much more attentive, more focused on me, and I feel safe. You’re my eunuch,” she said.

	George shuddered.

	“Do you like that idea, darling?”

	George’s soul was afire with the idea for some reason. Still, he couldn’t admit it. So he protested: “What do you mean, ‘safe’?”

	“Safe. There’s no pressure on me to break my rule because you can’t.”

	George felt a cold shudder run down his spine.

	“I’ll tell you what, darling. If you want me to take it off, then you need to start living up to our agreement.”

	With that, Selena changed topics.

	 

	—o— 

	 

	An hour or so later, they were home again. Selena was in a great mood. She was happy, she was calm. The device was working far better than she had expected. After warning George at dinner that he needed to live up to his promises if he wanted the device to come off again, George became much more accommodating. He sat through a lengthy discussion of clothes (women’s), Selena’s job, and an analysis of the latest vampire romance book she was reading. These were topics she rarely got to discuss because they didn’t interest George much. This time, she got to talk about them, and he listened attentively. It was a nice change. What’s more, George never once tried to pressure her to break her rules. All told, it was an enjoyable, calm, and comfortable evening for her.

	For George, it was another matter entirely. He was aroused but frustrated, making him super horny.

	Part of George desperately wanted the device off. Being unable to touch himself was torture. If only he could take it off for even a few minutes, he thought! Then he could get some relief. Yet, at the same time, he realized Selena had been right about the device: this was exactly what he had been craving. His wife had stripped him of his manhood – emasculated him to the point he couldn’t even touch his own penis even as she was engaged in flirting with another man – and for reasons he did not understand, that was intensely erotic to him. It was so erotic he didn’t want it to stop. It filled him with passion and fired his imagination. He had visions of begging his wife for release and being denied and of being locked up like this as his wife had sex with this Tom right in front of him! His penis was perpetually wet with precome even though it hadn’t been hard since it entered the device! 

	So his brain had no intention of stopping.

	That said, he had one worry which kept coming up over and over: what if his wife liked this? What if she came to enjoy the feeling of power she must be experiencing from this and didn’t want to ever let him go? 

	“Maybe I need to stop,” he told himself ominously.

	The problem was, he couldn’t. He was riding a high like nothing he had ever felt, and he simply could not get himself to stop. He felt like the gambler riding that edge who couldn’t resist just one more hand... one more ride... one more high.

	In any event, they were home again. When they got home, Selena invited him to the bedroom. George wasn’t sure what she had planned, but this sounded promising. Perhaps she would remove the device after all? 

	George followed her.

	“Strip, darling,” said Selena as they entered the bedroom.

	“Even more promising,” thought George. He was starting to think she might be wanting to break her rule! 

	George grabbed his belt and swiftly unbuckled it. As he did, his wife reached around behind her back and unzipped her green and white dress. She let it fall to the floor. George removed the rest of his clothes as his wife sat down at her vanity and removed her earrings and brushed out her hair. She left her bra, her panties, and her sandals on. George was naked except for the cage wrapped around his involuntarily flaccid penis.

	“Why don’t you lie down on the bed,” said Selena.

	This was a tad unusual. Usually, Selena laid down first when they were going to make love and George followed on top of her. Reversing that order somehow made him uneasy; it seemed a little unmanly and it added uncertainty. Not to mention, she had yet to offer the key so he could remove the device. Could he be wrong about what they were about to do? He didn’t know. Nevertheless, he climbed onto the bed, fluffed up the pillows, and lay down on his back.

	“Are you excited, darling?” his wife asked. “Oh yeah,” said George.

	Selena moved to the side of the bed and sat down by his thighs. She crossed her legs, leaving one foot on the floor and the other dangling in the air. Then she ran a single finger along one of the metal bars of the cage. George could feel the pressure of her finger against the cage, but nothing else.

	“You say you can’t get hard, do you?” she asked.

	George bit his lip. This was not the start he had expected or hoped for. It seemed that once again, his wife had chosen an unexpected course. That was happening more and more, and it made all of this a hint more scary as she seemed to be slowly asserting an independence George had not expected and didn’t fully understand.

	“Right,” said George cautiously.

	Selena lazily ran her finger along another of the metal bars. George couldn’t quite feel her skin, but he sensed her warmth this time and he felt the pressure of her finger against the device. His penis responded by starting to grow. Indeed, Selena looked on amused as it slowly expanded until it took all the empty space within the cage. Then it bulged out a tiny bit between the bars – looking like a mushroom squeezed into too small of a package.

	But then it stopped. It never grew hard.

	“I guess you’re right,” said Selena with a giggle and she ran her fingertip along the flesh of his penis where it squeezed between the metal bars, making her husband’s penis tingle. “And nothing works, does it?”

	George shook his head.

	Selena stroked the metal cage with two fingers now, running them along the bars, again not touching his flesh. George felt his heart race and his penis press even harder against the cage as her attention increased, but still it had nowhere to go; it could not get hard.

	“It excites though you, doesn’t it?” she said. “That you can’t get hard unless I let you.”

	George bit his lip. It obviously did, but this would be a deeply embarrassing admission which he could not make. His silence said it all though, as did the almost imperceptible nod his head gave without him even realizing it. Selena smiled at how eager and helpless he appeared. She then slipped the tip of one of her red, oval nails between two bars near the front of the cage and gently tickled his head, which was particularly sensitive, especially to her sharp nail. That sent a shocking mix of pain and pleasure racing through his penis. In the past, his penis would have shot up fully erect. Here, it tried, but failed once more. All George felt was pressure and intensely erotic frustration that his own wife could keep him from getting hard. He sucked in a deep breath.

	Selena giggled.

	“Too much?” she asked innocently.

	Then she raised her crossed leg into the air and leaned over, resting the chunky heel of her shoe on his chest, with her sole pointed directly at his face. The anklet with the key to the device was now only inches from his face where it hung from her ankle down to his chest.

	“You said you wanted to take the device off, didn’t you darling?” she purred.

	George nodded his head cautiously as he watched the key swaying gently back and forth from her ankle. Selena slipped her hand around his exposed balls and started squeezing them very gently and tugging on them. This made his penis throb even as it couldn’t get hard. She noticed it was wet.

	“You’re wet, darling,” she said. “Like a girl.”

	George felt an icy shudder fill him at her emasculating comment.

	“I don’t think you want to take it off,” she said, and she gave his balls a tug for emphasis. “I think you like it. I think you want me to keep you locked up forever if it was up to you.”

	She moved her foot just a hint closer to his face. Her sole was now only an inch or two from his chin. He could smell the mixture of leather, sweat and her smell emanating from the shoe. It was surprisingly erotic.

	“You’d like that, wouldn’t you darling? If I took control over your little girly dick forever? Kept it locked up. All wet and soft? Maybe even if I made you watch as I made love to Tom while you couldn’t do anything about it because you’re all locked up,” said Selena.

	Tom gasped for air at the arousal he felt. He wanted to tell her to do it but didn’t dare trust himself to speak.

	“Let’s see if I’m right,” said Selena. “You’ve been complaining that you want it off. Well, the key’s right there if you want it, darling. All you have to do it take it from my ankle and unlock yourself.”

	George focused his eyes on the key. He could take it and set himself free. “What’s the catch?” he asked suspiciously.

	“No catch.”

	“No catch?”

	“Just take the key, George, and unlock yourself. Then you can jerk yourself off to your heart’s content.”

	George raised an eyebrow. The idea of jerking himself off was too powerful, almost overwhelming, but there had to be a catch! “That’s it?” he asked. He started to reach for her ankle with his hands.

	“Yes, George. That’s it. If that’s what you want.”

	George’s fingers froze millimeters away from her ankle, anklet, and key. He twisted his lips. He suddenly understood what she meant, or maybe she just focused him on something he understood on his own. If he took this off, then wearing it would have no meaning anymore because he could take it off whenever he wanted. He would be the one imprisoning himself, which was no prison at all. But if he left it in place, his wife would have the power. She would be the one imprisoning him. It was important to him that she held the power on this. It made it more real. It added all the risks that wouldn’t exist if he could just remove the device whenever he wanted. That would take away the excitement. He realized what she was really doing was asking him: “Do you want this for real or is it all just a game?”

	“What if I don’t?” he asked.

	Selena smiled and pressed the sole of her shoe against his lips, which he kissed. She simultaneously wiggled his balls, causing him to breathe hard. After only a few wiggles, he felt like he actually might ejaculate even though she had never stroked his shaft. He started to arch his back and grabbed the sheets. He held his breath. It was coming.

	And then she stopped. He never came.

	“Let’s go to bed, darling.” She swung her leg back over the side of the bed and sat up. George watched her stand up but couldn’t bring himself to speak. He was stunned by the sudden ending of the pleasure he felt and its replacement by intense frustrated horniness. “And darling,” she added, “don’t ask me again to take it off. I’ll take it off when I think it’s right.”

	George nodded his head.

	The device remained in place... and she held the key.

	 

	
Dressing Selena 

	The Present 

	 

	Selena let go of her husband’s balls. Tom would be there in an hour, and they had much to do to get ready, least of all finish dressing. After all, Selena still just wore black panties, a black bra, black stockings and now black high-heeled sandals. George was basically naked. Selena kissed her husband one last time.

	“Maybe tonight I’ll take it off for a bit,” she said again. George smiled. He wanted the device off so badly. “Now be a dear,” she continued, “and fetch my dress.”

	“Which dress?”

	“You pick.”

	George blushed. “Me? I’m really not good at this.”

	“Nonsense, darling. You did a fantastic job with my shoes. You have a knack for picking out women’s clothes.”

	George wasn’t sure if this was a compliment or a taunt, but it made him feel unmanly and effete. He doubted many husbands would want to hear that they were good at picking out their wives’ clothes, especially for the purposes of their wives seducing another man. But they both knew it turned him on, so he nodded his head, and he started toward the closet.

	“Something black... and sexy,” instructed Selena.

	“Uh huh,” said George, trying to sound like he wasn’t burning on the inside.

	“Make sure it’s something that will turn him on, honey. And let me warn you, George, if I don’t like what you pick, you’ll be wearing it,” said Selena and she returned to her makeup.

	George shuddered with arousal. Again, he wished he wasn’t wearing the device. His dick was screaming to be stroked. It was already half wet as if he’d come even without ever having gotten hard or being touched. If only he could touch it, it would explode like a canon! 

	Selena too was turned on. When she first thought of having George help her pick out clothes, she wasn’t sure she really wanted to do it. Would George like that? Would it really turn him on? Would she like it? Didn’t it seem a little strange to have a husband pick your clothes? But the more she did it, the more she enjoyed having the power to tease her husband with his feminization like this. She also liked the idea of having a servant dress her. It reminded her of some of her favorite old romantic comedies and it made her feel like a princess.

	Meanwhile, George ran his hand over his wife’s dresses. She had some pretty clothes, clothes George loved to see her in. Which would he choose though? He wasn’t picking for himself after all, he was picking for another man. Should he choose something he truly loved, knowing how it would be used, or should he pick something more pedestrian... more bland? Her warning played in his mind again, though, and he knew he needed to do his best.

	“What would turn another man on?” he asked himself.

	The question made him feel funny; it churned the butterflies in his stomach. He didn’t want to turn another man on, and he probably didn’t really want his wife to turn another man on either.

	“How do you feel about jeans?” he asked.

	“How do you feel about wearing a teddie?” replied his wife from the bedroom.

	George chuckled cynically. He hadn’t been serious about the jeans, though part of him hoped she actually took his joke and accepted it as real. He knew she wouldn’t though. Jeans were fine for the early dates, but not for tonight. Tonight needed to be special.

	“This is really hard,” he called back.

	“I’m sure. And I’m sure you’re loving every second of it,” replied his wife.

	Why couldn’t they just do it and be done with it without all this theater, he asked himself again – he had asked this many times? He knew the answer, of course. She wasn’t that type of woman. She wouldn’t do it with another man unless she felt right about it. Deep down, he knew he wouldn’t want her to either. Despite what he was doing, he wanted his wife to be difficult, not easy. That said, he still didn’t know why he wanted this. Part of him thought he wanted this to be about challenging Tom for the love of his wife, or maybe it was better said as challenging his wife’s love for him. But then, another part of him thought that maybe this was about punishing himself for something too. Maybe he felt inadequate, and this was how he punished himself for that. He didn’t know. He’d been thinking about it for weeks now, but just didn’t know.

	“Maybe it can’t be explained,” he said to himself.

	Selena had said she thought he wanted her to emasculate him. Indeed, she was sure of that, but she didn’t understand why. George wasn’t sure that was true, though he had to admit that being emasculated seemed to give him incredible arousal. So could this be about punishment? 

	Again, he didn’t know. All he knew was that he needed to know.

	George turned his attention back to his wife’s dresses. He decided to rephrase his task.

	“What would I want her to wear for me?” he said.

	His fingers ran over her collection. The red one was pretty but seemed too obvious for tonight. The black one with the high collar was good, but too professional. Tonight called for something seductive. Not slutty, but seductive. Not that his wife had slutty clothes, but George had learned that the wrong combination could come across the wrong way.

	His fingers returned to the jeans. “I’m still thinking jeans,” he said. “And if you want to open the door in a teddie, that’s fine.”

	George chuckled. “I’m considering it.”

	Finally, his hand went to the dress he knew he would choose before he ever entered the closet. It was black with a plunging back and straight collar in the front. It had an asymmetrical hem that started at the knee on one side and ended mid-calf at the other, though it was tight like a pencil dress. The bodice was fitted and gave his wife the perfect shape. It matched her shoes perfectly too.

	“This one,” he said.

	George brought the dress out to his wife. She laughed.

	“You’re good at this, darling. Every woman needs a little girl like you.”

	George blushed. He felt like a girl, honestly. At least, he didn’t feel like a man. Still, he mumbled, “I’m not a girl.”

	Selena stood up and turned her back to her husband. He unzipped the hidden side zipper in the dress and slipped his arms inside the dress to hold it open as he got it over her head. She held up her arms and he slipped it over her arms and her head, pulling it down along her body. She wiggled it into place. George then pulled up the zipper and she adjusted it in the mirror until it sat perfectly.

	She looked amazing.

	George wished he could get an erection. It would be huge. “You look fantastic,” he said.

	Selena smiled. “Thank you, dear.” She kissed him on the cheek. Then she patted him on the testicles just below the device. “It’s time to get you ready too darling.” She pointed to a pair of black satin panties lying on his side of the bed. “For you, darling. I bought those today.”

	George blushed. “Do I need to?” he asked.

	“Every good sissy wears panties.”

	“I’m not a sissy,” protested George.

	“Of course not, darling,” said Selena patiently.

	“But he’s going to be here.”

	Selena nodded her head. “Yes, he is—”

	“I don’t want to wear panties if he’s there.”

	“You’ve already worn panties in front of him, and he knew it. Plus, he knows you wear panties—”

	“You make me wear panties!”

	“And it turns you on,” countered Selena. “Like I said, he knows you wear panties, and he knows what else you’ve worn, and you’re going to be wearing more than panties tonight when he gets here. Now slip into the panties so we can get started. We don’t have a lot of time.”

	George reluctantly picked up the panties. He felt so effete wearing them, even after wearing them so many weeks now. Nevertheless, he stepped into them and pulled them up his legs into place. His cage created a visible lump in the panties.

	“This is so embarrassing,” he said.

	“And you love every minute of it,” said his wife.

	“How did you ever talk me into this?”

	Selena chuckled. “As I remember, it was rather easy.”

	That was true. 

	
Panties For George 

	Six Weeks Prior 

	 

	George watched his wife walk into the house. He stood ten feet away with his arms folded. His stomach felt hollow. Selena set her purse on the small table by their door. She pulled off her thick white overcoat. Beneath she wore a knee-length pink dress with a wide white collar; she called it her “school teacher dress.” On her feet were basic white pumps with three-inch heels and pointy toes. She was smiling pleasantly. Clearly, she’d had a good time.

	“How was it?” asked George in a worried voice.

	“It was nice,” said Selena. She laid the coat over the chair that stood next to the table.

	George shuffled his feet. He wanted to hear more... needed to hear more but was afraid to ask. His wife had been on a private “date” (just drinks) with Tom, their first, and he needed to know everything that happened, but he knew he couldn’t ask. He needed to wait for her to tell him. Asking would seem too anxious. Plus, it might upset her. He needed to let her take her time.

	“You look nice,” said George, searching for something to say to keep the conversation running.

	“Thank you, darling.”

	Selena raised one leg behind her and pulled off her right shoe. She set it next to her purse on the small table. Then she raised her other leg the same way and pulled off her left shoe. She set it next to the other shoe. She knew what George wanted, but she wasn’t ready to tell him yet. She was still considering all that had happened, trying to understand the conflict she was feeling.

	“How was it?” asked George.

	Selena smirked. “You already asked that.”

	“Did I?”

	Selena picked up her shoes and walked toward her husband in her bare feet. She handed him her shoes as she passed. “Be a dear and put those away for me. I’ll be in the kitchen.”

	George looked down at the high heels in his hand. They were still warm from her feet. Somehow, that made this worse. Not to mention, he felt oddly servile being asked to put them away for her. She was taking advantage of the power she held over him at the moment – she had what he wanted, and they both knew it. Nevertheless, he decided to take the shoes to their closet, as he didn’t know what else to do. This was new ground for both of them.

	 

	—o— 

	 

	George joined his wife a moment later. She was in the kitchen sitting at their breakfast table eating a bowl of ice cream. Her legs were crossed, and one swung gently back and forth.

	“I take it, it went well?” asked George cautiously.

	“It did.”

	“Want to tell me about it?”

	Selena shrugged her shoulders. “Do you really want to hear about it?”

	George twisted his lips. Did he? He knew he shouldn’t. A real man would tell her this whole thing was a mistake and should end, but he couldn’t. Something inside him needed to see where this went and how it felt. For some reason he couldn’t understand, it was important to him.

	“Are you going to meet again?” he asked, avoiding her question, yet answering it at the same time.

	Selena nodded her head.

	“When?”

	“Next weekend. He’s taking me out for dinner and dancing.”

	George felt his stomach fall even farther. Another man was taking his wife on a date, a real date, not just drinks like tonight. “Did— did you talk about, uh, the other thing?”

	Selena nodded her head again. She was not making this easy on him.

	“And?”

	“And we’re still talking about it. No decisions have been made.”

	“I see,” said George.

	“I told you, darling, I’m going to take my time on this. I’m not just jumping into bed with whatever man comes along. If I’m going to do this, then it needs to be someone I like and someone I find attractive.” She emphasized the “if” to make it clear she had not yet decided if she would even do this ultimately.

	George didn’t focus on the “if.” He shuddered upon hearing the last part of this. What if she found Tom more attractive than him, he worried? “Do— do you— uh, find him attractive?”

	Selena blushed and her smile grew uncontrollably. “He’s quite attractive,” she said coyly.

	Her words stung and George suddenly felt sick. Was this a mistake? He wanted his wife to do this, yes, but oddly, he didn’t want her to enjoy it really. In fact, he realized he kind of hoped she hated it. But here she was admitting to him – no, openly telling him, maybe even bragging to him, that she found Tom attractive. He clearly turned her on too judging by the way she blushed. George started to grow hard, very hard.

	“He’s really hot, actually,” added Selena with an embarrassed smile.

	George nodded his head, not sure what to say. What should one say at such a surreal moment, he wondered? 

	“Oh, I have something for you,” said Selena suddenly.

	She rose and walked out to the foyer where she had left her purse. George didn’t follow. He sat at the table trying to figure out how he could feel so sick to his stomach and yet be so turned on; it made no sense to him. Selena returned a moment later. She was holding something pink in her hand. It appeared to be cloth.

	“He wants you to wear these,” said Selena.

	She held out her hand. George opened his and she placed the cloth within it.

	“What is it?” he asked.

	“They’re panties.”

	George looked confused. “Panties?”

	“Yes.”

	“For you?”

	“No, darling, for you.”

	“He wants me to— uh— I don’t understand.” George struggled to grasp what he was hearing. He knew what his wife had said, but somehow it made no sense. Why would anyone want him to wear panties? 

	“Tom wants you to wear those,” said Selena more slowly.

	George glanced down at the panties. They were silky pink panties with a good-sized butt. They were definitely not thongs. They weren’t quite granny panties either though. They were the sort of thing most women probably wore on most days, thought George.

	“He wants me to wear panties?” asked George again.

	“Yes, darling.”

	“Now?” asked George incredulously.

	“No, not now.”

	“Then when?”

	“He wants you to wear them whenever he and I are out together. I think it’s his way of making sure you don’t get any ideas,” said Selena.

	“What kind of ideas?”

	“George.”

	“I’m just asking.”

	“Ideas, George. If he’s going to sleep with your wife, then I’m sure he thinks it’s probably a little comforting knowing you’re at home wearing panties and being all sissy rather than out trying to prove your manhood,” said Selena. She said this in such a matter-of-fact way too, that it seemed to strip George of his manhood. Like that, he’d gone from husband playing a dangerous game to ho-hum sissy who would wait at home dutifully as his wife had her fun. He felt very small suddenly, but also got enormously hard.

	“Well, he can think what he wants, I—” started George by way of protest but his wife cut him off.

	“Actually, darling, I like the idea.”

	George froze. His mouth went dry. “You do?!” She nodded her head.

	“Why?”

	“I think it makes things clear,” she said.

	“How exactly does it make things clear for me?” asked George, wondering what message she wanted to send to him.

	“Not for you, darling, for me. Now put them on,” she said ending whatever debate they had had; George felt like he’d lost.

	George was shocked. He could understand Tom’s position. Tom saw George as a rival. Putting his rival in panties was a way to humiliate George before his wife and make it that much harder for him to assert his manhood and take back Selena. Indeed, if George agreed to wear panties, that would show he was truly submissive and happy letting his wife fool around. That, George understood. But why would Selena want him to wear panties? He chose not to ask.

	—o— 

	 

	The weekend came slowly, very slowly. The panties mocked him all week. He hadn’t needed to wear them since the first time, but he knew they were there, waiting for him... Tom’s little joke.

	Saturday night finally came. Date night.

	George went to their bedroom to see his wife. She sat at her vanity in jeans, a color-blocked dress shirt in brown and white with a wide collar, and strappy brown wedge-heeled sandals. She was brushing her hair.

	“Hi George,” she said.

	“You’ve been in here a while,” replied George.

	“I’m getting ready for my date with Tom.”

	George looked his wife up and down. She was gorgeous and the clothing she had picked, though casual, highlighted her figure perfectly. She looked great in jeans. “You look great.”

	“Aw, thank you, darling.” She ran the brush through her hair twice more before smiling mischievously at her husband. “While you’re here, why don’t you help me pick out some earrings. Do you like these,” she asked, and she held up a pair of dangling silver earrings shaped like shooting stars, “or these?” This time, she held up a pair of studs with tiny diamonds in them.

	“I like the diamonds.”

	Selena smiled. “I do to... and I’ll bet Tom will too. He says my ears are cute.”

	George shuddered at the mention of his rival, if Tom truly was a rival.

	He was though, wasn’t he? Isn’t that what George wanted? Indeed for a brief moment, it all seemed to come clear to George. Maybe this was why he wanted this? He suddenly had a vision of his wife standing before Tom as George stood behind her, telling him she had decided she only loved her husband and Tom needed to leave. George swelled with pride and, for that instance, filled with incredible warmth. But then it passed, and he saw his wife throw her arms around Tom and kiss him on the lips... and George grew hard as a rock.

	“Did that excite you, darling?” asked Selena.

	“Me? What?” George snapped out of his dual fantasies.

	Selena pointed her hairbrush at his crotch in the reflection in the mirror. His penis stood out like a pole. “You’re hard.”

	George looked down and blushed.

	“Apparently, helping your wife pick out earrings for her date with another man excites you,” she said, and she returned to brushing her hair.

	George twisted his lips. It hadn’t occurred to him that was what he’d done, but it was. It may have been a tiny contribution, earrings, but he’d helped dress his wife so she could seduce another man. He felt deeply conflicted.

	“I— I guess it did,” he admitted. Selena giggled.

	“I thought it might.”

	“You did?”

	She nodded her head. “It turns you when I emasculate you.”

	George startled at the directness of her assertion. He kind of knew she thought that, they both did actually, but neither had said it so openly. Hearing it said aloud and in such a matter-of-fact manner was shocking. He wasn’t supposed to accept something so unmanly, much less be excited by it.

	“Well, I mean, I don’t know about that,” said George defensively.

	Selena smirked but didn’t push her point. She was increasingly sure emasculation excited her husband. She didn’t understand it, but she would do it for him. “It’s all right, darling. Next time, I’ll let you pick out my dress.” She gave her hair two more quick brushes and then pointed to the bed where the pink panties from Tom lay on George’s side of the bed. “Those are for you. Why don’t you put them on?”

	George blushed deeper yet. “I’d rather not.”

	“That wasn’t an option, George.”

	“Look honey, can’t we just pretend I did that part?”

	“This isn’t for Tom, George. This is for me. I want you in them the whole time I’m with Tom. In fact, don’t be surprised if I make you send me a photo of you wearing them or something to prove it.”

	George winced.

	“I mean it, George. Put them on.”

	“Why?”

	“Because I like the idea,” said Selena flatly. She picked up a makeup brush and brushed some blush onto her cheek bone. “I think it makes things clear to both of us. You know my rule.”

	“Your rule never said anything about panties,” countered George.

	“As long as you’re wearing panties, you’re more like a girlfriend than a husband. That makes it easier for me to do this,” she said. She applied the brush to her other cheek.

	This comment struck George. It was the clearest insight his wife had given yet for why she wanted this, and it actually made sense to him. Wearing the panties stripped him of his manhood in a way. Losing his manhood made it easier for her to not see him as her husband. That fit well with the things she’d said about her rule and why she wanted it.

	George picked up the panties. They were very silky and soft and feminine.

	“They won’t bite, darling. I promise,” laughed Selena.

	George nodded his head cautiously. If he wanted her to continue with this “Tom thing” as he called it, he knew he needed to do this. He needed to voluntarily strip away his manhood for her. Could he do that? He told himself he couldn’t... or wouldn’t. But then he held the panties out before him and stepped into them. He slipped them up his legs.

	Panties.

	Panties belonged to women, not men. Men who wore them were— well, not well thought of. His wife was about to make him join that club. Not only would she be cuckolding him, making him join that infamous club of the most humiliated, but she was now stripping him of his masculinity too. He suddenly felt helpless. He almost found himself wanting to cry. Indeed, only considerable effort to control himself kept him from breaking down.

	“These are literally just cloth,” he told himself.

	But it wasn’t true, and he knew that. No more than a flag was just cloth, or a book was just paper this particular cloth had meaning and its meaning stripped him of that of which he was most proud. He was surrendering his manhood. So why was his dick throbbing? 

	He pulled them all the way up. They were soft and delicate.

	“Good boy,” said Selena. Then she chuckled. “Or is it, good girl?”

	“They’re just underwear,” said George defensively, knowing this was not true.

	“Oh, really? Then maybe I should make you wear them all the time?”

	George rolled his eyes to suggest the idea was ludicrous, but he was deeply terrified actually. “Don’t you have a date or something?” said George sarcastically to hide his insecurity.

	“Yes, and I’m almost ready.”

	Selena picked up the lipstick and touched up the outer corner of her lips. Then she closed the tube and replaced it back on the vanity. She turned around to face her husband rather than continue talking to him through his reflection in the mirror. As she did, her eyes focused on his erection tenting out the panties.

	“I guess you do like panties after all,” she said with a sarcastic chuckle in her tone.

	Her husband blushed.

	“It’s all right, George. I thought this might excite you. I’m starting to understand.” She rose to her feet and stepped over to her husband. “Tom’s picking me up in a few minutes.” She kissed him on the cheek; George could feel the grease where she had left a lipstick print. “While I’m gone, I want you to wear those panties. Don’t wear anything over them either. Do not take them off, do you understand me? Not until I get home.”

	“When will you be home?” asked George helplessly; the panties had robbed him of much of his strength of will.

	Selena shrugged her shoulders. “A girl never knows.” With that, she turned and walked out of the bedroom. George watched her rear shake in the tight jeans as she wiggled her way down the hallway in her tall black stilettos. He’d never felt less manly. The feeling gave him an overwhelming desire to masturbate.

	 

	—o— 

	 

	It was two in the morning.

	George sat on the couch in the panties and his dress shirt and nothing more, just as Selena had wanted. He’d gone through a range of emotions. When Selena left on her date, he felt sick to his stomach. His wife was out with another man. That sick feeling quickly gave way to excitement, however. Soon, he was intensely turned on, horny beyond belief as he imagined them meeting, holding hands, maybe even kissing. He was so turned on he couldn’t stop himself from masturbating. He stopped midway through though as a strong sense of shame came over him. How could this turn him on? Why was he doing this? He told himself he would not touch himself again. He took a deep breath and settled in. He was anxious to see her again. He assumed his wife would be home soon. They were just out to get some drinks nearby and a bite to eat, so Selena could get to know him a little better before deciding if he was the right one. She would be home before nine, George told himself.

	But then his wife didn’t come back by nine.

	9:15 “The restaurant must have been busy,” George told himself. “She’ll be home any minute.”

	10:00 Where was she? May they had car trouble? 

	10:30 

	10:45 Why wasn’t she home? Why hadn’t she called? 

	11:00 

	11:20 

	Midnight. Midnight.

	With each passing hour, a tiny little voice inside George’s head whispered ever louder: 

	 

	 She should be back by now... what could be taking so long? What do you think they’re doing? They’ve been out a long time. What if she likes him? 

	 

	 Even deeper in the back of his brain, George heard hints of suggestions that perhaps... just perhaps mind you... perhaps, Selena had gone back to Tom’s place and— no, he refused to believe that. She wouldn’t do that without consulting him first... would she? He tried to stifle that thought, but it kept slipping free and coming back: what if she really did like him? 

	What if she liked him better? 

	By one o’clock, George was starting to panic. His wife should have been back by now. What could she possibly be doing out so late with this man? Was it possible something had happened to them? He knew the odds of that were low. He knew it was much more likely they had hit it off and were, well, enjoying themselves, but he couldn’t bring himself to believe his wife was truly enjoying her date. Somehow, that wasn’t something he’d expected, and it wasn’t something he knew how to handle. Have sex yes, fall in love— 

	George swallowed hard. He thought about calling her phone; she’d warned him not to. It took tremendous effort not to make that call. He desperately wanted to. But he didn’t. He couldn’t. He’d started this and had to let it play out. Or maybe, he should call it all off? 

	“Yes, maybe,” he told himself. “When I see her, I’m putting an end to this!”  And then he saw the headlights.

	A car pulled up. A female form got out of the passenger side. It was Selena. She approached the house. He heard the door open. She walked into the front hallway in sight of the living room. She was carrying her high heels. She was smiling serenely too. She had clearly had a drink or two as well, though she wasn’t drunk, just a little tipsy. She seemed giggly.

	“Oh, you’re still awake,” she said with an embarrassed smile.

	“Yes. I waited for you.”

	Serena’s smile widened; something about it made George think his wife had been turned on to find him waiting for him – in fact she had, she’d never had a man wait for her at home as she was out on a date, and it felt interestingly powerful to be that important. “That was nice of you, darling,” she said. Then she glanced at his crotch. “I see you’re still wearing the panties.” She grew much, much wetter than Tom’s kiss had left her.

	“As you requested,” said George, unsure if he should be angry or submissive. He chose submissive though as he was desperate to hear about her date and he didn’t want to fight.

	“They look good on you.”

	“Thanks,” said George uncertainly.

	Selena stifled a giggle at her husband’s helplessness. “I had a nice talk with Tom about it, and I think I want you to wear them from now on, at least as long as I’m dating Tom.”

	George furrowed his brow. “Wear panties when you go out?”

	Selena shook her head a tad excessively. “No, all the time.” Her tone was happy, tipsy.

	“All the time?”

	She nodded her head. “Yes, we can be girlfriends,” she gushed with a laugh as she touched him on the forearm. She was definitely tipsy. “I’m tired, so I’m going to bed. Good night, darling.”

	George opened his mouth to say something – he didn’t know what, he just felt a need to assert some control in this moment. At the very least, he wanted details of the date in exchange for his submission. He got nothing, however. Before he could speak, Selena blew him a kiss. Then she walked off to the bedroom, leaving George standing there stunned.

	—o— 

	 

	“You weren’t serious last night, were you?” asked George when he saw Selena in the kitchen the next morning. She was cooking breakfast and humming happily to herself. Clearly, he thought, she had had a good night with Tom. George, on the other hand, had been a nervous wreck.

	“About what?” asked his wife.

	“About me wearing... you know... those things... the underwear.”

	“Panties?”

	George blushed ever so slightly. “Yeah.”

	“Of course, I was.”

	“You mean just when you go on dates?” asked George, misstating what she’d said the night before in the hopes she would back off without a fight. She wouldn’t though. Seeing him in panties had definitely turned her on. Plus, he had been much easier to control, which made it easier for her to think through if she really wanted to go through with all of this.

	Selena flipped the eggs. “No. I want you to wear them all the time until this is over.”

	George twisted his lips. “All the time?”

	“I don’t think that’s too much to ask, is it, George?”

	George furrowed his brow. It was a LOT to ask, but he couldn’t really say that. “Well, no, I mean— but they are panties.”

	Selena smirked. “They’re just cloth, darling. You aren’t afraid, are you?”

	George was afraid, honestly, and he knew it wasn’t true that they were just cloth. Selena knew it too or she wouldn’t be asking him to do this. If they were just cloth, there would be no point in making him wear them. No, they were much more than “just cloth.” They were a marker, a red satin flag signaling his submission, his surrender of his manhood, and he felt it the prior night.

	“They’re more than just cloth,” he said.

	“So they are,” she agreed unexpectedly. “But I want you to wear them.”

	George furrowed his brow even deeper. “Why?”

	She patted him on the cheek. “Put on the panties, George.”

	This was such a strange moment for George. Nothing was overtly said; Selena didn’t tell him this was a command. Yet, George knew it was a command and he felt compelled to obey it. Up to this point, Selena had always been the submissive partner in their relationship. When George wanted something, she gave it. When he wanted something not to be, she let it go. He didn’t control her, per se, but he always seemed to get what he wanted. This “command” was the first time George could recall her telling him to do something rather than asking. It was the first time she tried to take control. Even more interestingly, she did this with utter calm and a level of confidence she’d never shown before. She did it with such a sense of control that she didn’t need to raise her voice, issue demands, or make threats to get what she wanted. She said it as queen might say it to her servant, and George knew to obey. It was an incredible moment in many ways, a shift of power.

	George would wear panties exclusively thereafter.

	 

	—o—

	 

	The next week was difficult for George. He wore the panties all week and they were a constant reminder of his changing status, his growing weakness and submissiveness. Every time he saw them in the mirror, he felt smaller. When he used the bathroom, he saw them or felt them and felt insecure. Even when he was fully dressed, he could still feel them, and he felt like he had a shame to hide. His wife, on the other hand, seemed more and more confident and even a little smug. Maybe it was his imagination, but she seemed to smirk whenever she saw them, even if only with her eyes. As a result, George spent the week wondering if he’d made a mistake.

	The problem was, he wasn’t exactly sure what he even wanted. Did he want his wife having power over him? No, he declared firmly. But then the idea made him tingle and get hard. Did he want to be emasculated and wear women’s underwear? Absolutely not, he assured himself. But that idea too made him tingle and get hard. Did he really want his wife to sleep with another man? Of course not. But something inside him did, and it was in control. What’s more, it grew more powerful at every turn. Every time his wife seemed to embrace this even in some tiny way, it grew stronger. And she was embracing it. He was sure of that. In fact, at this point, he was starting to doubt he could have stopped it even if he tried.

	Or maybe, that was just an excuse? 

	 

	
Dressing George 

	The Present 

	 

	George had slipped into the black silky panties his wife had laid out on the bed. These were new, or at least he hadn’t seen them so far in the growing collection of panties his wife had bought for him. They were thong- like, but not quite so narrow. They were not as soft as his other day-to-day panties either. They reminded him of the red panties his wife had bought a week or so ago for her last date with Tom: these were special panties made to go on dates, not to wear every day. He pulled them into place and adjusted them. His cage created a visible pump in them.

	“This is so embarrassing,” he said.

	“And you love every minute of it,” said his wife. “Now let’s pick out a dress for you.”

	George swallowed hard. He knew this was coming, and he still dreaded it. When the idea first came up, the naughtiness of it had thrilled him so much that he actually became bewitched by the idea. Indeed, he’d thought about it constantly. He’d even dreamed about it. He didn’t know why, but something about it just simply thrilled him. The problem was, he didn’t understand why. What about it thrilled him? Did he want to be a woman? Was this still the same issue as the cuckolding? Maybe his wife was right about him wanting to be emasculated? Not knowing scared him. Even worse, he didn’t want his wife knowing. It was bad enough she knew about his desire to be cuckolded, but to want to be feminized too seemed like too much. So he did his best to hide how much it excited him. She knew though. She always knew.

	“Do we need to do that part?” asked George nervously hoping she did not back down.

	“Of course, we do, George.”

	George shrugged his shoulders to suggest this wasn’t an important issue to him, but then also shifted around uncomfortably. “I mean, it— I don’t know. It seems kind of silly, is all, if that makes sense.”

	“Well, I like it.”

	“Well, I don’t,” protested George, even as his penis tried to grow hard 

	once again. It nearly succeeded this time, causing him significant discomfort as it pushed against the imprisoning device.

	Selena let out a doubtful laugh. “Don’t lie to me, George.” “I’m not,” he lied.

	She rose from her chair and faced her husband with one hand casually resting on her hip. “Yes, you are. You were hard as a rock when you first heard this idea, and you’ve been so turned on every time you did it, I thought I might struggle to get you back out of dresses when this is all over. So don’t tell me you don’t want to do this. I know the truth, George: you love it!”

	“But this is different. He’ll be there,” protested George truthfully. That did change the equation. Up to now, it had been a game between them, in private. If Tom saw him in a dress, George didn’t know how that would feel. The shame might... well, George didn’t know what might happen, but it scared him. What if Tom laughed? That would be humiliating. Even worse, what if Tom didn’t? George shook off that idea, whatever it meant.

	“You mean ‘Tom’,” said Selena.

	“Yes, Tom. Tom. Tom. Tom. Tom will be there. I don’t want him to see me in a dress, looking like a girl.”

	Selena folded her arms. “He already knows I’ve dressed you up before.”

	George blushed. “I know, but—”

	“And he knows it made you hard and got you all excited.”

	George blushed even deeper. He guessed that was the case, but he wasn’t sure. He recalled Selena texting him that Tom was laughing. Still, that could have been a bluff.

	“You wore panties when you met him too. He knew you were wearing them then,” she added.

	“But he couldn’t see them.”

	“I don’t know how that matters, George. You were wearing panties. He knew. He knows I’ve had you in dresses when we had some of our dates. He knows about the thing around your thingie. I don’t see how this is any different if he sees you or if he doesn’t. Honestly, George, you wanted to feel emasculated and humiliated and that is what you got. Now stop complaining and put on the dress.”

	George glanced at her feet for a second. He wasn’t sure what to do, he was so conflicted.

	Selena knew, however. She walked to their closet, fetched the navy blue dress she wanted him to wear for Tom and tossed it to her husband. “Put on the dress, George.”

	George stared at it for what felt like an eternity before he nodded his head and took the dress. He would do it, he’d decided. He felt oddly relieved and incredibly pensive, like he did walking out on the high-dive board when he was young: he felt brave and terrified all at once. He held up the dress to his body to see how it would look. His penis tried once more to fill the device.

	“Hold on,” said Selena.

	She went to her dresser and removed a pair of stockings and a black satin camisole. She handed them both to her husband.

	“Put those on before you slip into the dress,” she said.

	George glanced at the camisole and the stockings. He’d worn stockings before, but never a camisole. He fumbled with it for a second before his wife took it back and pulled it over his head, slipping it down over his torso. It hung to the tops of his panties and made him feel very feminine.

	“Now put on the stockings. Then the dress,” said Selena.

	George looked at the stockings still in his hands. They were tan, his favorite color on Selena. They would make his legs look so very feminine.

	“Do you remember how?” she asked.

	George nodded his head. He moved to the bed and sat down. Then he rolled up the first stocking in a ball as she had taught him before one of her dates and slowly unrolled it up his leg. When it reached his thigh, it stayed in place through the genius of a thick elastic top. He added the other stocking to his other leg. They looked very feminine now.

	Once again, his penis pressed hard against the device. Without the device it would be so hard it would reach across the room.

	“Now what?” he asked.

	Selena tossed him the navy blue dress. George unzipped it. It was a shirt-dress with a broad flowing skirt which would hang to the middle of his calves. The dress was made of a silky cotton. He reached his arms through the dress and out the holes for his arms before pulling the dress up and over his head. He let it slide down into place. Once again, he wore a dress.

	As Selena went to the closet for what George knew would be shoes with heels, he rose and examined himself in the mirror. This wasn’t his first dress. It was perhaps the most sexy though. It fit him almost perfectly, giving him a surprisingly curvy feminine appearance. What’s more it slid strangely against the silky camisole. He’d never worn one of those before and it made the whole thing feel hopelessly feminine and delicate. The stockings too made him feel positively womanly.

	As he stared at himself in the mirror, he wondered what Tom would think of his “rival”, his sissified rival.

	“He’ll probably laugh,” he thought, causing his penis to try to jump to erection one more time.

	It failed again, adding to his horniness.

	“If I ever get this thing off, I’m not going to stop playing with it,” he swore beneath his breath.

	Selena returned from the closet a moment later with off-white open- toed slingbacks. If the idea of wearing a dress in front of his competitor was embarrassing, the idea of accessorizing it with high heels was worse. Not only were high heels purely feminine, meant to show off feminine balance and draw a man’s attention to the woman’s shapely legs, but they made him helpless and vulnerable. Worse yet, despite considering himself inherently manly and not the least bit feminine in normal circumstances, he noticed that white heels with this dress would be rather tacky.

	“Do I really have to wear these things in front of him?” asked George.

	He glared at the heels.

	“He has a name, George.”

	“I know, but do I really need to?”

	Selena shrugged her shoulders. “It is what you want, darling.”

	George blushed. After everything that had happened, it would be difficult to deny her statement. He wanted to as he just didn’t want her knowing how much under the spell of feminization he was, but they both knew. Somehow, this played into everything he wanted from her relationship with Tom. Being made a sissy as his wife fooled around with his romantic rival touched something deep inside him he never knew existed until this whole cuckolding adventure began.

	“Don’t worry, darling, you’ll look cute,” she said.

	“That’s not comforting.”

	“No, but I’ll bet it makes you horny, doesn’t it?” she laughing.

	George blushed. They both knew the truth. It did embarrass him. It was downright humiliating, what she had planned. But that turned him on. The prior times had proved it. In fact, his wearing a dress before Tom as Tom made love to his wife was actually George’s idea in a way...

	 

	
A Dress For George 

	Just Over Three Weeks Ago 

	 

	“Much better,” said Selena. She looked her husband up and down. He wore only the pale pink panties. He was hard as a rock beneath, as she suspected he would be. She was starting to understand what he was after; every time she stripped him of his manhood in some way, it turned him on. Tonight would be a fascinating test of her theory.

	“I don’t want to do this,” he said.

	“Yes, you do,” she replied.

	George shook his head. “I really don’t.”

	“You do.”

	George folded his arms self-consciously. “I really don’t.”

	Selena sighed, leaned her rear against the dresser and folded her arms. She wore black slacks and a white blouse with pearl buttons. Her feet were bare. Her nails were dark red and her makeup perfect for a night on the town. Tom was taking her dancing, something she was really looking forward to.

	“First of all, George, I want it. So if you want to continue, then it’s going to happen—”

	“But why? How does this help?”

	“Do you really want to know?” asked Selena.

	“Yeah,” said George cautiously. He was still struggling to understand why this all excited him so and he thought that hearing his wife’s take on the situation might help provide him with some clarity.

	“I told you, I’m not having multiple lovers. I’m not that kind of woman,” she said.

	“Right.”

	“So if you want me to do this, then you can’t be my lover. It’s that simple—”

	“But we’re not having sex,” protested George.

	“I understand that. But it’s still simpler for me if I don’t have to see my husband when I see you. It’s a lot easier for me if I can think of you as... a girlfriend or something,” said Selena.

	“But I am already wearing panties – all week!”

	“Even in panties, you’re still George, my husband. This will be different. This will help.”

	“But it’s so embarrassing!”

	“I’m sure it is, and that brings me to reason two: you want this.”

	“I never asked to be dressed like a woman!” protested George.

	Selena shrugged her shoulders. “Not specifically. What you want is to be emasculated. You want me to take away your manhood, to make you feel like you’re neutered. That’s what you want. I can’t think of any better way to emasculate you than to dress you like a woman.”

	George was stunned. This was the first time she’d said it so clearly. He kind of knew she thought it as she’d hinted around the edges – and he had to admit, he thought it too – but neither had flat out said it until now. He didn’t know how to react. Fortunately, his wife continued as he struggled to take in what she said.

	“What better way to emasculate you than to turn you into a girl while I’m with Tom,” said Selena in a happy tone meant to pacify George; this was the “innocent” tone she used to highlight his emasculation (she also used a “stern” tone at times, both heightened his excitement). “Then you can sit here and be the girly girl you want to be, and I can go on my date with a real man without feeling like there’s a man at home to worry about cheating on... because clearly, there isn’t.”

	Her words stung that time. Only, the sting didn’t hurt so much as it turned him on, fiercely even. As he was learning, it seemed to turn him on when his wife dismissed his manhood. Just as he knew it turned him on when she did things to make him feel unmanly, even if he couldn’t quite express that desire. She had though. In fact, she expressed it shockingly clearly just now.

	“Am I wrong, darling?” asked Selena pointedly. This was her way of calling his bluff and making him admit the truth, or else she threatened to stop.

	George shrugged his shoulders uncertainly. This was a lot to admit.

	She now added the threat: “Would you rather I forget the whole thing?”

	George felt like a dagger had stabbed his ego. She was offering him a chance to save his masculine image. He could tell his wife this was a bridge too far, that he didn’t want to be feminized. She would listen, that was clear.

	Yet, try as he might, he couldn’t say the words. Something inside him stopped him from speaking up. He wanted this too much to take the out she had offered.

	George glanced at the clothes his wife had laid out. It was all there from the looks of it; nothing was missing... a pile of feminine finery and it was all in his size, apparently. Chief among them was a pair of bright red panties. He licked his lips nervously. Could he really wear these things before his wife? He wished she would just order him to do it, but she hadn’t.

	He still couldn’t answer.

	Selena stared at her husband sympathetically for some seconds, seeing the conflict in his eyes. She suspected he wanted this. She hoped he wanted it. Not only did she want to make him as happy as possible, but she needed this if she was going to move forward with Tom. She couldn’t be with Tom with George staring at her. But if George dressed as a sissified quasi- girlfriend, then she could.

	She decided to take a chance and press him. “Get dressed, girlfriend,” she said.

	George’s shoulders slumped as all the tension fled his body. She had been right.

	 

	—o— 

	 

	George picked up the red panties. They were lacy and sexy and a good deal smaller than the pale pink panties he’d been wearing. They were more decorative too. These weren’t meant to be worn day-to-day, these were date- night panties. He turned them over in his hands and felt along the lace waistband. These would be sexy on his wife. But on him? 

	“Should I start with these?” he asked. Selena nodded.

	George reached inside the waistband of his pink panties and pulled those down to his ankles. As he did, his erection popped out of them and pointed at his wife. He wanted her to touch it very badly, but he knew she wouldn’t; that violated her rule. So he stepped out of the panties and tossed them on the bed. Then he held out the red panties and stepped into them.

	These were different; he noticed that right away. Where the others had been soft, these were silky. Where the others had covered his rear, these left his cheeks exposed. Where the others had spread across his rear much as men’s briefs, these slipped into his crack and tugged against his butt; it was an awkward feeling to which he was not accustomed. In the front, his erection tented up these panties, creating a gap between his skin and the panties through which his balls threatened to slide. That didn’t happen with the panties Selena normally made him wear.

	“My balls are going to fall out,” said George uncertainly.

	“Will they?” giggled his wife unconcerned. “Now the stockings, darling.”

	George nodded his head and grabbed the silky nylon stockings next. They were tannish. He’d never worn stockings before, though obviously he’d worn socks. He assumed they were similar, but they weren’t. Unlike socks, these were much thinner, gossamer thin. They were silky and electric too. It was like wearing delicate clouds on his legs. And when he looked down, his legs would look so incredibly feminine. Little trace of the man he was would remain.

	Before he could slip into them though, he needed to be taught how. George sat down on the edge of the bed and started to slide his foot into the first nylon as he would a sock. His wife stopped him.

	“Hold it,” said Selena.

	“What?”

	“That’s not how you put on stockings. You’re going to destroy them.”

	Selena took the stocking from her husband’s hand and rolled it into a ball. Then she handed it back to him and showed him how to unroll it as he slowly pulled the stocking up his leg. George pursed his lips but did as she said.

	It felt strange.

	It felt very strange. It felt even more strange than wearing panties.

	As George pulled the stocking up his leg, letting the material unwind as he did, the stocking gripped his foot and then became tighter and tighter as it moved up his leg until it reached his thigh, where it felt like a large rubber band. He pulled it into place and then looked down at his smooth, silky leg. Incredibly, from this angle at least, his leg looked like a woman’s leg. For the tiniest instant, he thought he might collapse, as if he were staring down at it from a dizzying height. It was a silly feeling, and he didn’t understand it, but it was real... whatever it was.

	George braced himself against the bed and hoped his wife didn’t see the confusion in his face. Fortunately, she was busy snatching the other stocking from the bed and rolling it as well. She handed it to him. George composed himself and took the other stocking and rolled it up his leg, again feeling the intense electric feeling of nylon against his skin.

	“Now slip into these,” said Selena as her husband caught his breath. She held out a pair of shoes. Heels, naturally. Feminine heels too. They looked like a pair Selena had which George liked, but they were clearly bigger as he had much larger feet. From the front, these looked like basic black pumps with a closed back, closed, rounded toe, and a decorative silver bar over the vamp. When she turned them over, he saw they had a sculpted black platform, just like the shoes Selena owned.

	“You want me to wear those?” he asked nervously.

	“Girls wear heels, darling.”

	“I’m not a girl.”

	“You are tonight, princess” she giggled.

	George shuddered at her laughing at him. Was this really what he wanted? He felt so confused. On the one hand, this was not something he ever expected when he started this. He’d never had a desire to dress as a woman or to be feminized and he never considered this to be part of his wife making love to another man. On the other hand, the idea turned him on incredibly. What he wore already excited him. He wanted more though... no, he needed more. Still, these? 

	“Aren’t they a little high?” he asked.

	“The platform makes them easier.”

	He took the first shoe. It was strangely light compared to his male shoes. It looked like it should have been heavier. His finger ran over it. It was made of soft leather. He pulled his leg up and rested his ankle on his opposite knee. He wiggled his toes in their silky stocking. Then he slipped the shoe over his foot and pressed it into place, forcing his heel into the restricting leather. He tied the strap around his ankle and fastened it. Finally, he dropped his foot to the floor.

	It felt strange. His leg rested higher than it had before. It was a bit like sitting in a chair that was too short.

	George took the other shoe and pulled his other ankle to his other knee. Again, he slipped the shoe over his toes and popped it onto his foot. Then he dropped that foot to the floor as well. He put his feet together as he saw women do all the time. He rubbed his thighs with his hands, they felt so silky. His erection sprang up inside his panties as he did. It was hard and throbbing.

	“Careful,” said Selena.

	“I got it.”

	“Heels aren’t easy for beginners.” Selena steadied her husband as he stood up. “When you walk, make sure of your balance at all times. Keep your feet together. Take small steps. Balance with your arms.”

	George nodded his head and took several steps. He saw immediately what his wife meant. The pressure on his toes was immense. What’s more, his ankles wobbled and he struggled to stay straight. This was especially true as he took his first step, leaving his second foot to bear the entire strain of his weight and balance. He did it though. His second step worked as well. He turned and came back. He’d done it, he told himself.

	“Try walking across the room,” said Selena.

	George pointed himself toward the closet and wobbled his way over to it. It was much more difficult to walk than to take a couple steps, that was for sure, but not impossible. Indeed, with each step, he started to gain his balance. He felt like he was getting better.

	“Keep walking.”

	“This is kind of hard,” he admitted.

	“That’s why girls take years to learn it. They usually start with lower heels and work their way up.”

	George took another few steps and was just about to comment that he was getting the hang of it when his ankle wobbled again and almost gave way. He caught himself by placing his hand upon the wall for balance.

	“Shorter steps, honey.”

	George nodded his head and started moving again. Soon, he was moving around the room gaining confidence. Step by step, he improved. And as he did, Selena slowly offered more tips: keep your feet closer together... shorter steps... look up, not at the ground... move your arms closer to your sides.

	Selena watched him and wanted to giggle. She’d never imagined her husband in high heels before, but there he was. It looked rather funny. It also troubled her a bit though. She wasn’t sure why but seeing her husband in panties and heels left her feeling strangely aroused

	“This isn’t so hard,” said George.

	“Good, because I want you wearing those while I’m gone.” 

	“Gone where?”

	“On my date with Tom.”

	George felt a deep rush of excitement. He’d forgotten about the date, but now he recalled, and he felt super excited. That said, all the conflict returned as well, and he also recalled himself sitting alone last time, anxiously waiting for his wife to return home as he sat there helplessly in panties. “You want me to dress like this when you’re with him tonight?”

	“Yes, darling. And whenever else I’m with him.” The butterflies returned to his stomach.

	“Why?”

	Selena blushed. “I think it might be good for both of us if you dressed like a woman whenever I was with him.”

	George twisted his lip. Her answer made him feel... funny. It was an answer, but it wasn’t. It told him nothing. Why did she think putting him in a dress would help both of them? What was he supposed to get out to this – well, actually, he kind of understood that as this was truly exciting somehow. But what was she supposed to get out of this? That bothered him.

	“Was this Tom’s idea?” he asked, wondering if this was about beating the competition.

	“No,” said Selena. “It was mine.”

	Her response made George worry. What was his wife thinking, he wondered? 

	 

	—o— 

	 

	An hour later, Selena left for her date. George still wore the heels and stockings and panties. To that, she’d added a dress. The dress was a knee length pink and grey plaid pinafore dress with a pleated skirt, worn over a white short sleeved blouse. It was very girlish, and George felt utterly feminized wearing it. It reminded him of the uniforms the girls used to wear to school when he was young, a symbol of femininity from his past. Between that feminine feeling and the sound of his heels clicking off the kitchen tile and hardwood floors, he was hard as a rock the entire time.

	Before Selena left, she slipped into the same heels George now wore; she said she thought it might be cute if they matched. That somehow made all of this a little bit more emasculating for him. Then she kissed him on the cheek, rather than the lips, as she wished him a pleasant evening.

	“So what am I supposed to do while you and what’s-his-name go to dinner?” asked George overly harshly. He was feeling insecure in the dress and heels and overcompensated by trying to sound tough and unhappy.

	Selena did not appreciate his tone in the least. She wasn’t really enamored of his wearing a dress in the first place. In fact, she was struggling with the whole cuckolding idea still, and now seeing her husband feminized was difficult; she’d actually only done it because she thought it might make this easier for her and it would be something George would find exciting – she didn’t do it because it excited her, to the contrary, it worried her. To have him now throw this back at her with a rude tone upset her. She furrowed her brow.

	“I suppose you should do what every other cuckold does when his wife is out with her lover,” said Selena condescendingly.

	George shrunk but became hard as a rock. He squirmed a bit.

	“Actually,” said Selena, who was still annoyed at her husband’s tone – she was doing this for him after all, “why don’t you do some housework. Isn’t that what good sissies want their mistresses to tell them? That is what you want, isn’t it George: me to treat you like some little sissy?”

	George shrunk even more... and got even harder.

	“I’ll tell you what, darling. Here’s what I want you to do. Mop and sweep the floor. Vacuum the living room. Fold the laundry. When you’re done, text me. I’ll have more for you then.”

	“Text you? But you’ll be with—”

	“Tom. Yes, George. I’ll be with Tom. My lover.”

	George felt his penis explode and his panties become wet. His face blushed bright red. “Are you going to tell him what I’m doing? What I’m wearing?” he asked nervously.

	“Do you want me to?” asked Selena rhetorically, leaving his question unanswered. She grabbed her purse. She was still annoyed. He should be grateful, she thought, not accusatory.

	“When will you be back?” he asked behind her.

	“Whenever I get home.”

	His penis throbbed again. The wet spot got bigger. Why did this turn him on so, he wondered? He still did not understand it. “You’re just going to dinner, right?” he asked his wife.

	“Don’t forget to wring out the mop,” said Selena, again ignoring his question. She hung her purse over his shoulder and started toward the door, her heels clicking defiantly along the way. “Text me when you’re done.” She grabbed the doorknob. As she did, she looked over her shoulder. She eyed him up and down from the high heels on his feet to the dress and everything in between. She smirked, trying to suppress a giggle. Then she disappeared through the door.

	George felt very small. His wife was leaving to be with another man and here he was watching her leave in a dress and heels and panties. He suddenly felt like a child trapped in the house as his wife, still an adult, went on with her life above his level. That thought made his penis jump.

	He shuddered.

	 

	—o— 

	 

	Selena sipped her drink almost protectively, like she was trying to hide behind it. She’d been silent for some time. Tom had given her space so far, but he knew something was wrong.

	“You look upset,” said Tom finally.

	“It’s George,” admitted Selena. She didn’t really want to say too much about her husband to this man, but at the same time, it wasn’t like she could talk to anyone else she knew about this. How would she even start such a conversation with her friends? 

	“What happened?”

	Selena rolled her eyes. “I don’t understand him. I really don’t. I mean, I think I understand why he wants this. I really do. I mean, I don’t understand why, but I understand why if that makes sense.”

	“Perfectly,” said Tom, who looked confused but was letting her talk.

	“It’s hard to explain. He seems to want me to emasculate him. I don’t know why, but anything I do that calls into question his manhood makes him — well, it excites him. So I did what you suggested with the panties. He says he doesn’t like it, but it obviously thrills him. He’s hard as a rock and I’ve caught him playing with himself time and again in them.”

	“All right,” said Tom without interrupting.

	“So I came up with another idea. I was looking online, and I saw that cuckolding and feminization often go hand in hand. I thought about it, and it seemed like a great idea to me. I mean, if he got turned on by panties he should be super turned on by wearing a dress and heels.”

	“He’s wearing a dress and heels?” chuckled Tom.

	Selena nodded her head. “Yes.”

	“And he didn’t like it?”

	“No, he seems to be on cloud nine. He’s hard as a rock. I watched him almost dancing around the kitchen listening to his heels. He was positively glowing when he mentioned that the girls at his high school used to wear dresses like the one he was wearing. I thought he was going to come right then and there. I even tried to rub it in, so to speak. That made him even hornier.”

	“So what’s the problem?” asked Tom.

	“He’s acting like he doesn’t really want it and like I’m the bad guy here for ‘making’ him do it,” complained Selena.

	“That bothers you?”

	“Of course. I’m only doing this for him. I don’t want to see him in a dress. He’s the one who wants that. And now he’s upset at me for giving him what he wants. I’m only doing it for him!”

	Tom took a deep breath. “What was your motive in making him wear it?”

	Selena raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean?”

	“I mean, why did you want to do it? You didn’t have to do it, but you decided to. What do you get out of it?”

	Selena nervously sipped her drink. “I guess, it makes it easier.” 

	“How?”

	“When I look at George, even in the panties, I still see my husband. It makes me feel disloyal to see him staring at me. I thought—” She paused.

	“Thought what?”

	“I thought it would make it easier if he looked like a girl. Then I could see him as a girlfriend instead of a man and he wouldn’t look like my husband. Then it wouldn’t feel like cheating.”

	They sat in silence for some time as both considered what to say next.

	Tom spoke first.

	“Did it work?” he asked.

	Selena blushed and glowed. Suddenly, a laugh burst forth from her lips, a laugh she had been suppressing since she left the house. “It did,” she gushed. She felt a tremendous amount of relief at confessing this. Until that moment, she hadn’t really known how to handle what she felt. She was supposed to feel bad at taking her husband’s masculinity, but she didn’t. To the contrary, she thought he looked cute and helpless, and she really liked that.

	“Might I make a suggestion?” 

	Selena nodded her head.

	“If it turns him on, then you’re even closer to finding out what he wants, right? So it’s a good thing. And if it helps you, then it’s a good thing, right? So why not enjoy it. Have fun with it.”

	Selena stared into her drink for several seconds. Have fun with it, she thought. Slowly, the corner of her lip curled up into a wicked smile. She suddenly felt a whole lot better.

	 

	—o—

	 

	Meanwhile, George was at home, in heaven, in a weird sort of way. He’d never thought of himself as wanting to be the least bit feminine, much less a cross-dresser. To the contrary, he saw himself as a man’s man. And yet, here he was in a dress and heels moving around the house positively enthralled by the sound of his high heels clicking off the hardwood floors, enraptured by the flow of his dress around his legs, and addicted to the sight of his body in such a feminine wrapping. He really didn’t understand how this could be, but it was beyond any doubt that this was thrilling to him.

	What made it even more exciting was that his wife had forced this upon him apparently with the idea of neutering his manhood to make it easier for her to have sex with another man. That made his emasculation much more intense than if he’d merely slipped into a dress. Add to that all of her subtle digs and little looks before she left, and George felt, well, frankly, amazing.

	What’s more, she’d given him the humiliating task of being her servant. She may not have meant it – she seemed to make these demands in a fit of anger, but they still felt like demands. And the fact his wife placed such feminine demands on him made him feel rather servile. This added to the puzzle of things that excited him. Indeed, without question, it seemed to excite him to feel like he was home “slaving away” as he put it in his mind as his wife was out “fooling around.” Why did he want to feel that way? He didn’t know, but he was leaning toward his theory that this was all about competing with another man for his wife’s affections. He told himself, maybe what he wanted was to see if he could still win her despite everything. He didn’t know if that made sense or not, but it seemed to be the best way to phrase what he felt. But how did acting as his wife’s servant fit into that? That didn’t seem to fit the idea of competition. And if it was about competition, why would he be so excited about being feminized and emasculated? Shouldn’t he want to fight this? 

	He didn’t understand.

	One thing he did understand though was that he needed to do the chores. Not because his wife demanded it – he was sure she wouldn’t say a word if he never did them, but because he wanted her to demand it. So he did them. And with each step, he turned himself on even more, telling himself she was making him be her “slave” or “servant.” By the time he finished vacuuming he almost needed to change panties because they were so wet.

	Then he cleaned the kitchen.

	As he did, he began to fantasize about his wife coming home from work and seeing him dressed like this and in an apron as he flittered about doing the chores. He imagined his erection so large it pushed his dress out a foot in front of him. He saw his wife smirking at him – the same smirk she gave when she left. Then she made him get on his knees and jerk himself off at her feet.

	Ding.

	That sound interrupting his fantasy meant George had gotten a text. He thought about ignoring it and continuing his fantasy, but it might have been his wife. If so, he needed to know what it was. So he tottered over to his phone and opened the screen. It was from his wife.

	“I’ll be late.”

	That’s all it said. There was no explanation. He felt those familiar butterflies in his stomach again. What was happening that she would be late? Were they having fun? Was his wife falling for Tom? The thought terrified him, and, for a moment, he didn’t know how to handle it. He wanted to rush over there and drag her home. But he imagined himself doing it in the dress and being humiliated. The image made him feel weak.

	“What time are you coming home?” he asked back.

	A minute passed. Then another. Then another. There was no response.

	George read his wife’s last message. There wasn’t enough there to interpret anything. All it said was she would be late. Nothing in it told him why or what she would be doing. He felt strongly jealous suddenly. He also felt helpless.

	He set down his phone. “What do I do now?” he asked.

	“Just wait it out, George,” he told himself.

	He nodded his head. He needed to trust his wife. “In the meantime, finish the chores,” he thought.

	George got back to work. Once more, he moved around the house to the rustle of feminine finery, the tug of satin and silk, the flirty feel of the pleated skirt against his stockinged thighs, and the difficulty of the tall heels, platform or not. He became incredibly horny; he couldn’t believe how horny he became! He was so horny he knew he would eventually need to jerk himself off. That was no optional. He decided to hold out as long as he could though. Finish the chores. Maybe watch some television. Maybe even go to bed. But his strength was fading.

	George finished the chores. He tried to think of what to do next. It didn’t matter. He soon found himself lying on his back on the couch. His legs were spread wide on the couch, his knees bent with his feet pressing into the couch, balancing on the heels of his pumps. His dress had been hiked up to his waist so he could spread his legs and reach his manhood. His panties were pulled down around the base of his shaft, his erection exposed. George was slowly stroking it. It felt so good.

	“She’s out with another man,” he said through rough breaths.

	He shuddered at the thought of his wife sitting at a table laughing with another man. He saw her put her hand on his arm and his penis jumped in his hand as a shiver ran down his spine.

	“Meanwhile... I’m home... in a dress... like a sissy.” Another chill raced down his spine.

	George added pressure and stroked a little faster. He arched his back, so his shoulders pressed into the couch. He was highly turned on.

	“I’m wearing a dress,” he giggled. “A woman’s dress. And heels,” he thought.

	He stroked even faster. His breathing became erratic. As he stroked his erection, it kept slapping against the silky dress bunched up against his waist and his balls swung and bounced inside the panties. He struggled to keep his balance on the heels.

	“She’s with a man. I’m— I’m— I’m wearing a dress.”

	He arched his back even higher and stroked super-fast.

	He imagined himself dressed as he was, but standing by the front door. His wife was adjusting his dress. She wanted him to look perfect for Tom. Tom was coming over and George was going to attend to him and his wife as they made love.

	“We’re going to the bedroom,” he said between sharp breaths. He stroked faster yet.

	“You can attend us, sissy,” he said aloud, imagining his wife saying those words.

	He held his breath and stroked even harder, applying more force. He saw himself standing by the bedside, in panties and high heels now, with an enormous erection tenting up his panties. Tom was on top of his wife. His penis was inside her and he was moving slowly up and down on top of her. Selena was smirking at her husband. She reached out and tickled his erection through the panties.

	“You can watch in your pretty little panties, sissy,” said Tom. “You can— you can attend us.”

	He took several deep breaths. Then he held his breath. His felt his muscles deep inside contract like a spring being compressed. Then there was a pulse, a quiver. He tensed up and pulled just a little harder.

	Then it happened.

	He exploded. Hot white fluid shot out of his manhood and covered his hand. It spilled out onto the crumpled dress and tight panties. It covered his stockings. It covered everything.

	He was spent. He collapsed into the couch and took several deep calming breaths. Again, he wondered why he had done this. Why had this turned him on? Why was this so exciting? What did he need from it? 

	“I see you had a good time,” said his wife.

	Her voice was jarring and shattered the silence of the room. George bolted upright in utter shock. His wife had somehow gotten into the house and was standing at the foot of the couch without George hearing. She had seen everything... heard everything. George turned beet red. His hand and dress and stockings were dripping with his own come.

	“I— honey— you’re home!” he gasped.

	“I’m going to bed, George,” said his wife. Her tone was casual, almost alarmingly so to George. Why wasn’t she angry? Shocked? “Clean up the mess. Wash the panties and stockings in the sink. The dress needs to be dry cleaned. You can take it in tomorrow.”

	“I— I can explain,” he said.

	“We’ll talk about it in the morning,” she said, and she walked off. Selena sighed as she entered the bedroom, but not in a bad way, in a contemplative way. Clearly, something in her husband was responding to being feminized as she thought he might. That put her mind at ease. She had been worried putting him in a dress might be the wrong turn, that it might sour him on the whole experience or that she might have read him wrong; making him wear panties had been a success, but this seemed different somehow. Either way, it seemed she had been right. The dress was a success.

	Even better, with the initial shock passing, she was starting to see the benefit of cross-dressing him. It made her feel less guilty about being with Tom, though she wasn’t sure why. She could say it was because it made him more a girlfriend than a husband, but that wasn’t really it. If anything, she thought, it brought home to her that George probably really did want this, that this wasn’t some test of their marriage or game, and that this really was up to her if she wanted to do this with Tom or not.

	“Plus, he is kind of cute,” she giggled to herself.

	She also thought she might be able to use this to change a few things about George that had always bothered her, like his unwillingness to help around the house. Maybe, she thought, it was time to get herself a sissy maid? That actually fit well with the other thing she and Tom had discussed.

	She’d always told George she didn’t want to feel pressured to be with two men at once, as that wasn’t who she was. George agreed, but kept pushing her to be sexual in any number of ways. Tom had offered a potential solution tonight. Indeed, she pulled the penis-shaped metal device from her purse and stared at it. It would work, she thought, but it would be very hard on George, and he might reject it. Putting him in a dress in addition, that might make it work.

	She had found a solution.

	Now she just needed to decide what to do about Tom.

	 

	—o— 

	 

	“You want me to paint my nails?” asked George nervously.

	“Just your toenails. I still need to be able to take you out in public,” said Selena.

	Over the past few days, she had told George that she intended to require him to wear panties at all times and a cute little tennis dress and wedge heels when he helped out around the house – and he would be helping out around the house – and he would dress fully in a feminine outfit of her choosing when she went on dates with Tom. He would wear the device full time as well.

	George found the idea of wearing dresses around the house exciting, though he would never admit it, but he was struggling with the device. Not being able to touch himself or make himself come was deeply frustrating and it was causing him to periodically almost break down. As she thought it might, however, putting him in dresses seemed to help. It gave him a different mindset, more cautious and passive and more accepting. It also made him easier to control.

	Now she wanted him to paint his toenails red. She thought it would be cute and it would give him a more permanent reminder of his new role.

	“But how do I go to the gym?” he asked.

	Selena shrugged her shoulders. “That’s a you problem. How do you go in the panties?”

	“I hide in one of the stalls and change.”

	“Then do the same when you change your socks.” “But I have to go the shower,” said George.

	Selena shrugged her shoulders. “Then I guess everyone will see,” she said, and she handed him the red polish. This was part of what she had noticed with George being easier to control. She felt a good deal more powerful and in charge with her husband feminized. She held power over him. What’s more, he knew it and wouldn’t put up the fights he had before she feminized him.

	George took the polish. “What do I do?” he asked.

	Selena motioned him to sit on the couch and remove his socks. He was wearing shorts and a white shirt. She could see the pastel blue panties beneath his shorts. “I’ll show you. When we’re done, let them dry for about twenty minutes. Then put on your wedges—”

	“But I don’t have any chores today!”

	Again, she shrugged her shoulders. “I want to see your cute little toenails in the wedges,” she said.

	George blushed. It felt so strange wearing women’s clothes in front of his wife. It felt even stranger that it turned him on. It all made it so hard to stand up to her at the moment.

	Selena opened the vial and pulled out the brush. She ran it against the edge of the vial and then dipped it back in. She pulled it out, showing George the bubble of polish hanging from the tip of the brush. The smell of the polish hit George’s nose and his penis tried once more to grow inside the frustrating device.

	It failed.

	“Set this near the edge of the nail and bring the brush forward with a single stroke. Don’t dab it or anything, just smooth strokes so it looks nice. You might need to practice a few times to get it right.” She motioned to some cotton balls and nail polish remover she had set down on the end table. “When you’re done, don’t move your toes until it’s all dry or you will ruin it.”

	George nodded his head.

	Selena placed the brush on the nail near his cuticle on his big toe and pulled it forward. Behind the brush, the nail became red. It was beautiful. It also made George feel very feminine and weak. Was he really to start having painted nails all the time? He shuddered at the idea, but again, felt himself struggling to grow hard.

	Selena handed him the brush. “Your turn.”

	George dipped it in the vial and tried to repeat what his wife had done. It wasn’t as easy as it looked. It took several dips just to get a similar bubble of polish on the tip of the brush. He got it though and placed it on his nail. He started pulling it forward as his wife had done.

	“By the way, I’ve decided that when I do finally get together with Tom” – that was her way of saying have sex – “that I want you to wear a dress and some nice heels,” said Selena.

	George’s jaw dropped. “W— what?”

	“You heard me, darling.”

	George’s face turned bright red. His penis pushed so hard against the device the device actually moved like his penis was going to push it off his body. Had his wife truly suggested that he should wear a dress in front of his rival??!!! 

	“You’re joking!” he gasped.

	Selena calmly shook her head. “No, I’m not.”

	“Was this Tom’s idea?” he demanded.

	Selena chuckled. “No, it was yours.”

	“M— mine?”

	“That is what you were masturbating to the other night, wasn’t it? Your fantasy? Well, now you get to experience it in real life.” 

	All the color left George’s face. “I— there’s no way—”

	“It isn’t really open for debate, George. If you want me to sleep with him, then you’re going to be wearing a dress. What was it you said? You can ‘attend’ us. Get used to the idea, George.”

	With that, she disappeared into the kitchen to get a drink. She felt incredible smug.

	George... George was shocked. He was horrified. Was he really to wear a dress in front of another man? A man who was going to sleep with his wife? He told himself he couldn’t. He wouldn’t. He told himself, there was no way. But at the same time, the butterflies in his stomach and the pretend erection pushing against the penis prison told him he would. 

	
Getting Ready For Their Guest 

	The Present 

	 

	Once dressed, George and Selena moved to the kitchen. At Selena’s request, George found a silver ice bucket, a silver serving tray, and glasses. He filled the ice bucket with ice and added tonic water and sliced limes to the tray. Selena grabbed some nuts and chips in case Tom wanted to eat something as well. She poured the nuts into a glass bowl and set it on the tray. George then took the tray to the living room to the sound of his heels clicking off the hardwood floor. George always felt particularly vulnerable when Selena made him wear heels – he’d done it a half-dozen times since that first day, but he felt particularly vulnerable tonight. After all, tonight, another man would see him in them.

	“After this, we just need to fluff the pillows on the couch. Then we’re ready,” said Selena. She double-checked her watch. Tom would be here soon.

	“Pillows,” George repeated nervously. The closer they got in time to Tom’s arrival, the more George was starting to lose whatever cool he had. Tom was coming. Tom was coming to touch his wife. Worse yet, Tom was going to see him in a dress... dressed as a woman... in a woman’s dress. George swallowed hard, barely managing to pull this off without starting to choke.

	“When Tom arrives, I want you to meet him at the door,” added Selena by way of instruction. Her tone was calm but firm. She didn’t seem the least bit worried to George, though her calm hid her inner turmoil; she still didn’t know if she could actually go through with it.

	“Door?” repeated George mindlessly. Then it hit him what she had said. “Door?!”

	“Yes, door. You greet him. Let him in. If he has a coat, take it, and hang it up in the closet.”

	George’s nerves were starting to overcome his calm. “But if I greet him—”

	He froze.

	“What, George?” asked Selena.

	George considered how to respond for a moment. Should he tell her about his sheer terror? Should he mention that he was regretting all of this and wanted to back out? That was what he was thinking, right? He honestly did not know. Now that the moment had come, his certainty had vanished.

	“What, George?” repeated his wife.

	George shook his head. He couldn’t speak.

	“All right,” said Selena cautiously. “After you greet him, offer him a drink. He likes whisky.”

	George mechanically nodded his head, though he didn’t get a word of what she said. Meanwhile, Selena reached for her purse. She pulled out a compact and a lipstick. She opened the compact and examined her lips before adding a tiny bit more color to them. If George had been less terrified, he might have noticed that she didn’t need more lipstick and that her adding to her lips was a nervous reaction, but he didn’t. Each was nervous.

	“Wha— what do we do then?” asked George.

	Selena returned the lipstick to her purse and pulled out an ankle bracelet with a key on it. It was the key to his device. She kept it in her purse except for the first date where she left it on her ankle.

	“We’ll sit on the couch a bit, I think,” she said.

	“What about me?”

	“You attend us,” said Selena, again repeating his own fantasy words. She moved around the island and held out the bracelet for her husband. “Be a dear,” she said. She then moved her leg out to one side; her dress was too tight to raise it and set her foot on a chair.

	George looked at the bracelet in his hands and burned in shame. She had literally handed him the key that would let him escape. With this, he could remove the device. Without the device, he had total freedom to remove the dress. Then he could meet Tom on even ground. Yet, he could not bring himself to remove it.

	They both knew it too.

	George could have taken off the device any time he wanted, he knew that. He also could have taken off the dress any time her wanted. He probably could have cancelled this whole thing too. He just didn’t want to. And while some fearful part of him thought of fleeing with the key now and unlocking himself and ripping off this dress, the rest of him simply refused. So he crouched down (his dress too was too tight to bend over in) and he placed the bracelet with his key around his wife’s ankle.

	“What happens next?” he asked. His mouth was dry.

	“Like I said, we sit on the couch for a while, and you attend us. You’ll be our waitress, maid, whatever you want to call it.”

	George bit his lip. What he really meant was: what happens after the couch? Would they head to the bedroom? Would he be asked to go with them? Would there be a choice – he felt sick to his stomach at the image of his wife and Tom sauntering off to the bedroom as he watched them helplessly? That is what he wanted to know... but he couldn’t bring himself to ask. If he knew, he might lack the courage to go through with this.

	George glanced at the clock. Tom was due.

	“Are you sure we need to do this?” asked George.

	“Do what?” asked Selena as she popped a peanut in her mouth. “This.” He waived his hand down his body.

	“You mean wear a dress?” George nodded his head.

	“Seriously, George?” she asked unhappily.

	George blushed. “Yeah. I mean, why can’t I just wear regular clothes?” asked George in an exasperated tone which was meant to disguise his utter terror at being seen in a dress and heels by another man.

	“Because this is how we want it. We discussed this.” That they had.

	George glanced at the clock. He felt as nervous as their first meeting with Tom eight weeks ago.

	 

	
The First Date 

	Eight Weeks Prior 

	 

	George and Selena stood in the lobby looking through the paned glass windows into the restaurant bar. There he was, sitting at the bar. It had to be him. He looked like the picture the man sent them. He looked a little nicer in real life, actually. He wore jeans and a sports coat. They stood there silently for some time looking through the glass.

	“Are you sure about this, George?” asked Selena.

	George wasn’t sure at all. Did he really want this? He didn’t know. He couldn’t even understand why he wanted it at all, or if he even did want it. How could it turn a man on to see his own wife having sex with another man? He genuinely did not know, and he simply could not understand why he would want this. Oh, he’d tried very hard to understand since it all first came up, but it just never made any sense to him. All he knew was that for some inexplicable reason, it turned him on, and it did so tremendously, as strange and impossible as that sounded. It made no sense, but there it was. But, now that Tom had gone from fantasy to reality, and he was no longer some anonymous voice on a phone or text behind a computer, but had morphed into a real person sitting in the restaurant bar, George began to get cold feet. Could he go through with it? 

	“George?” asked Selena again when he didn’t answer.

	“I—”

	“It’s not too late to back out, honey,” said Selena. She was just as pensive but had told herself she would do this for George.

	George bit his lip. Backing out would be the smart thing to do, right? After all, what good could it do to go through with this? So what if it turned him on? It was a terrible idea, and idea he didn’t even understand. And if he just wanted to be turned on, they could go home and have sex. That turned him on.

	But it didn’t turn him on as much as this. Nothing did.

	So was he just chasing a high? Or was there something he was trying to prove? He didn’t know. He’d turned these thoughts over and over in his head so many times the last few days and all he could tell for sure was that he wanted to try this very badly. For whatever reason, he needed to see what happened.

	He took a deep breath.

	“I’m sure,” said George finally.

	Selena bit her lip. She’d hoped her husband might change his mind. But he hadn’t. She nodded her head. She glanced at the man at the bar. She’d spoken to him over the phone several times now, texted with him and emailed, but she’d never met him in person. She worried. He was handsome, that was for sure... but. He’d seemed nice over the phone too... still. Most all though, could she really do this even if he was perfect? She’d been raised to see sleeping with another man other than her husband as the ultimate act of betrayal. Could she really do that no matter what George wanted? And why would George want her to do that? She was nervous. She didn’t know if she could do this. Still, she had time to decide. This was just a first date.

	“Are you ready then?” she asked.

	George nodded his head. He was clearly just as nervous.

	Selena took a deep breath. “Then let’s go,” she said. It was time to finally meet him.

	 

	—o—

	 

	A week prior, George and Selena sat on the couch together. It was Friday night and Selena had just gotten home from work. She was still dressed for work actually, in a calf-length black dress with a fitted bodice and strappy black high-heeled sandals. She sat with her legs crossed toward her husband and one arm draped along the back of the couch. George sat sideways on the other end of the couch, facing his wife. One leg was on the couch, the other was on the floor. He’d changed into loose black shorts and a dark-blue t-shirt.

	Selena held her phone in her hand in her lap. “Do you want me to call him?” she asked.

	George blushed ever so slightly. “Yeah, I guess so.” “Is that a yes or a no?” asked Selena.

	George took a slow breath. As he did, his penis started to twitch. It then grew rock hard until his erection projected out toward his wife, very visible through the soft shorts material. “Yes.”

	“Excited George?” giggled Selena nodding toward his erection.

	George blushed even deeper. They both knew this turned him on, as his erection confirmed, but George was still embarrassed to admit it. He always saw himself as a manly man with traditional views on marriage and loyalty and sex and all those things. The idea that he, of all people, could be turned on by that... let’s just say he would have punched anyone who suggested it. And then one night while they were playing, Selena teased him with the idea of finding another man if he didn’t make her happy in bed, and she was surprised to feel him grow significantly harder suddenly. For his part, George didn’t notice anything unusual at the time. She thought it was funny though and teased him about getting harder. George felt embarrassed at her teasing but laughed off her threat and her comment. Later that night though, George suddenly found himself playing that scene out again in his head. At first he thought he was going to feel angry upon reliving it, but instead, he found himself growing hard. That was shocking. It was also the beginning.

	Now they had gotten this far.

	“Well, he is handsome,” added Selena with another giggle, looking at the picture on the screen.

	“He seems nice,” countered George.

	“‘Nice’? I’m sure that’s what you’re thinking,” said Selena and she playfully rolled her eyes.

	Selena’s gentle teasing aside, though, this Tom had seemed nice to her too, which was important. Thinking back on their first few tentative e-mail exchanges, he had been quite gentlemanly, which was a surprise. After all, what kind of man would agree to sleep with another man’s wife? But Tom had handled it beautifully. He seemed kind and his words were patient and understanding. That made it easy. Now it was time for the next step, to actually talk to him.

	But first, she needed to make something clear to George.

	Selena wiggled her foot nervously. “Before I do this, there are two things we need to discuss,” she said.

	“Ok,” said George cautiously.

	“Whether or not I sleep with Tom will be up to me, not you. If I don’t like him, I don’t like him, and I won’t sleep with him. This isn’t your choice. Do you understand? It’s up to me if he’s the right one, and we’ll go at my pace.”

	George nodded his head. That wasn’t a problem. “Agreed.”

	“Secondly, I’m not a slut, George.”

	“I never said—” protested George immediately.

	Selena held up her hand to silence him. “Let me finish, George. I’m not a slut. I won’t date two men at one time. That’s not who I am.”

	George furrowed his brow. What did this mean, he wondered? 

	“If you want me to sleep with this Tom, then it will only be Tom,” she continued. “If you want me to do this, then you and I can’t sleep together again until it’s over. No sex of any kind, do you understand?”

	George pursed his lips. He didn’t like that, not at all. In fact, this whole idea was making him so horny that he wasn’t sure he would be able to go without release from his wife, and he was just about to say that... when something else hit him. As much as it seemed to turn him on that she might give herself to another man, the idea that she would deny him sex while she did somehow turned him on even more. Indeed, when she said this, he felt an incredible rush, almost as strong as the first time she started looking for other men online...

	 

	—o— 

	 

	George and Selena lay in bed the week before. It was late night. George was naked. Selena wore a sheer pink nightie. George lay sideways across the lower part of the bed at his wife’s feet. He was leaning on one elbow. Selena sat at the head of the bed with her knees bent, balancing her laptop against her thighs. Her toes touched George’s stomach.

	“Are you sure you want me to do this?” she asked.

	George tingled uncomfortably at the question. He wanted it, he definitely wanted it, but he struggled to admit that he wanted it. He would rather his wife just did it and then he didn’t bear the responsibility for it, but she was too hesitant. In fact, he’d had a dream the prior night in which Selena walked into the room and told him she’d decided to take a lover and there was nothing he could do about. The dream was incredibly exciting and seemed to give him another glimpse into what he really wanted deep down. He’d even awoken in a sharp series of breaths and found his blanket was wet; the first wet dream he’d had since he was a teen. But asking his wife to go that far was probably too much.

	“He seems good, right?” said George, evading her question.

	Selena glanced at the picture again. He looked handsome, that was for sure. And she did find herself attracted to him. His description made him sound like a decent guy too.

	“He’s probably the best we’ve seen.” “Ok,” said George.

	Selena rolled her eyes. “Is that a ‘yes’ or a ‘no’, George?”

	“If you’re comfortable with him,” said George, again evading a direct answer.

	Selena now chuckled. She saw what George was doing and she decided to make this a little more difficult on him. “Do you know what I should I do? I should make you beg.”

	George raised an eyebrow. “Beg?”

	“Yes. I should make you beg to make me do this.”

	As she said this, Selena saw George’s penis grow hard. He shifted uncomfortably and rolled a bit to try to make his erection look a little smaller, but there was no hiding it. That had turned him on.

	“Does that excite you, George? Should I make you beg?”

	“No,” protested George. “That’s— it’s— I don’t.”

	“I think you want me to.” 

	“I don’t!”

	Selena slipped her foot to one side and latched onto the head of his erection with her toes. “Then why are you so hard, George?” She squeezed his erection. “So very hard?”

	George turned bright red. “I’m a guy. You’re touching me. We get hard!”

	Selena laughed. “Oh, so my feet turn you on! Is that what you’re trying to say?” She ran her toe along the underside of his erection as she said this, tickling him with the edge of her painted nail.

	“Just send the message, will you?” said George in an embarrassed tone. Selena wasn’t going to let him off that easily, however. If she was going to do this for him, then she was at least going to having some fun with him in the process. “I think you should send the message.” 

	“Me?”

	“Sure. You’re the one who wants me to sleep with the guy. You should seduce him.”

	George shook his head in disbelief. “No way.”

	Selena held her laptop out over her knees for her husband to take.

	“Selena,” protested George. “You can’t be serious.”

	“If you want this to happen, then you start.”

	“How am I supposed to know what to say? I’m terrible at flirting, especially with a man!”

	“Have you ever flirted with a man before?” 

	“No!” exclaimed George defensively.

	“Then how do you know? You might be very good at it.” She pushed her foot beneath his balls and bounced them a couple times on her toes. “I’m sure you can figure it out.”

	George glared at his wife, but it was clear she wasn’t going to relent. Moreover, it was proving difficult to resist her demand with her foot playing with his balls; he was getting insanely horny, and he wanted her to give him some relief. So he slowly, reluctantly took the computer.

	“What do I say?” he asked.

	Selena shrugged her shoulders. “How about an introduction?” 

	“Hi Tom, this is George, that sort of thing?”

	“I wouldn’t say ‘George’ unless you’re planning to sleep with him. Try ‘Selena.’”

	George blushed. “You know what I meant.”

	Selena smirked. “Go on, darling. Do your best to win him over.”

	George twisted his lip. He looked uncertain. His wife was supposed to be the one seducing this man, not him. Wasn’t it enough he’d admitted he wanted her to sleep with another man, did he also need to now attempt to flirt with him for her? What if he failed? Worse, what if he succeeded? 

	“Go on, darling,” said Selena again. Her tone was more gentle, but she was still clearly teasing him. That was making George’s ego burn. His penis was as hard as it could get, almost painfully stretched. His ego was quaking inside him. He didn’t want his wife thinking less of him than she must already, yet the chance she might seemed to excite him.

	His heart was racing.

	George nodded his head. He wrote: “Hello Tom. My name is Selena. I saw your handsome picture and I thought you might be the one for us, my husband and me. I’d love to talk it over with you.” He left it at that. The less said the better, at least at first, he thought.

	“What did you write?” asked Selena.

	George started to hand her the laptop, but she stopped him. “Read it to me.”

	George blushed but read it to his wife. She rubbed her chin as she considered what he’d written. It felt strange to be judged by his wife for writing this to another man... it filled him with a sense of fear almost.

	“Good start,” she said. “Not too much, not too little. A good tease. What man could resist? See darling, you’re a natural flirt.”

	Bing. A reply came almost instantly. “What did he say?” asked Selena.

	“He said, ‘Hello Selena, I’d love to hear more.’”

	“As I said, what man could resist? Why don’t you tell him a little about us?”

	“Like what?”

	“Tell him that we were looking for someone special to help us. Tell him why. Tell him that we both think he might be the one.”

	George bit his lip.

	Selena smirked. “All right. Give me the laptop.”

	George handed the laptop back to Selena and she placed it against her thighs again. Her foot remained under her husband’s balls, however. She could feel his erection rubbing against her ankle.

	“Hello Tom,” read Selena as she typed. “Thank you for responding. My husband and I have recently learned that my husband wants very badly to be cuckolded.” George winced at this, though his erection throbbed. Selena rolled her eyes at his insecurity. “It’s true, darling.” She then continued writing. “We’re looking for someone who might be able to help us with that and we happened upon your posting. Could you tell me a little more about yourself?”

	She sent the text. As she did, she latched onto his erection with her toes again and rubbed it up and down several times until its tip glistened with drops of shiny, translucent fluid.

	Bing.

	Selena read through the message, summarizing as she went. Tom lived locally. He’d done this once before and found he enjoyed it. He could certainly help them with their discovery. Then he asked, “What brought your husband to this realization?” Selena raised an eyebrow and rubbed her chin. “Huh. Good question. Anything you want to say, George?”

	George blushed and shook his head. He still struggled mightily with even admitting he wanted this, the idea of explaining it was impossible. Not to mention, he wasn’t even really sure how to explain it as he didn’t really understand it himself.

	Selena typed something out. It seemed she typed for quite a bit before hitting send.

	“What did you tell him?” asked George.

	Selena smiled politely but didn’t answer. A moment later, Tom replied. Selena read this and chuckled. She also nodded her head as she read it. Then she typed out a response and sent that, as George watched. He felt helpless, being excluded now from the conversation. Tom replied to that as well and she openly laughed. Then she sent another message, and he replied as well.

	“He says we should meet,” said Selena finally.

	Tom felt his stomach drop. This suddenly became rather real and it happened so much faster than he had expected. “M— meet?”

	“Yes, but I don’t want to meet too fast. I think we should talk on the phone first.” She typed something back to Tom. He responded a moment later. She sent another short response, as did Tom. Selena then closed her computer.

	“What happened?”

	“We’ve agreed to speak by phone. Next Friday,” said Selena.

	 

	—o— 

	 

	Friday came quickly. Selena and George now sat on the couch, her in her suit and heels, he in his shorts with his erection. George had spent the week both dreading and fantasizing about this moment, the moment his wife would flirt openly on the phone with another man before him. Selena found herself surprisingly excited too. She hadn’t expected that. She didn’t like the idea of being disloyal and she saw this as being disloyal even if George was encouraging it – because of that, she laid down her two conditions, to which George agreed – but she found it less objectionable than she initially fear.

	Selena dialed the number.

	“Hello,” came the smooth, masculine voice on the other side of the phone.

	“Tom?” asked Selena. George could tell she sounded nervous.

	“Selena?”

	“Yes,” said Selena.

	“It’s nice to finally speak to you in person.”

	“It is. I’ve enjoyed our emails, but I’m glad we’re finally speaking.”

	George felt his muscles tighten. It was one thing to hear another speak kindly to his wife, it proved to be quite another to hear that same man intending to sleep with his wife. George felt uncomfortable, but also strangely turned on. Most of all, he felt intimidated, and he said nothing.

	“Is your husband around?” asked Tom.

	Selena glanced at Tom in front of her on the couch. “No,” she lied, and she popped her high-heeled shoe off her heel and let it dangle from her toes as she shook her foot nervously.

	“Does he know we’re talking?” 

	Selena smirked at Tom. “He knows.” 

	“And he wants this, does he?”

	Selena glanced at her husband’s erection. “Oh, he does.” 

	
The Guest Arrives

	The Present

	 

	Ding dong!

	The doorbell rang. Tom was here.

	George took a deep breath and looked at his wife. She took a deep breath herself and nodded to him. George knew what he needed to do now. He set down the pillow he had been fluffing and made his way to the front door. His high heels clicked off the hardwood floor so femininely. His tight dress tugged at his legs, preventing him from moving too quickly or too freely.

	He reached the front door... and froze. “I— I can’t do this,” he thought.

	Suddenly, the idea of watching his wife make love to another man sickened him. It was shocking, terrifying. Even worse, he was wearing a dress! A dress! And heels! He didn’t want another man seeing him like this, much less a rival!

	“Rival!” scoffed George at the thought.

	Tom was no rival. If he was a rival, they would face off, man against man for Selena’s affection. It would be a contest among equals for the love of a woman. This was not that. George was not that. George was dressed as a sissy and had been ordered to attend to this man as his wife humiliatingly crowned Tom the victor without a fight from George. He was no rival.

	“George, open the door,” said Selena. 

	He still didn’t move.

	“George.”

	George put his hand on the doorknob, but still could not bring himself to open it. If he opened the door, this man would see him balancing delicately in high heels. Women’s shoes! His legs were covered in silky stockings. He wore a dress. He wore panties! He was a sissy, he had to be. Tom would know.

	Of course, he already knew. Still, George felt an overwhelming sense of panic.  He wanted to cry and flee, to beg his wife to never open the door. Put an end to this.

	But then, his dick was trying as hard as it ever had to grow stiff inside the device. That reminded George why he wanted this. No, why he needed it. George took a deep breath. His mind became clearly, even as it was awash in the conflict of not being exposed and wanting to be emasculated. He took another deep breath and took on a sense of calm, even as he did not feel it. His penis was throbbing against its prison. He nodded his head, agreeing with himself to do this... and he turned the knob.

	There was Tom.

	Tom wore dark blue slacks and a grey-white shirt with a half-collar. He had been frowning, but began to grin when he saw George. George watched his eyes move up his body from his feet to his face.

	“Hi George,” said Tom. “Cute dress.”

	George burned bright red with shame. “Hi,” he said meekly.

	At that moment, Selena came to the door and moved past George. She hugged Tom and they kissed, with Selena even raising one leg behind her in a very feminine, almost clichéd pose. George felt his stomach drop upon seeing his wife kiss this man, but also felt his penis pounding away trying to grow inside the device.

	“Welcome,” said Selena.

	“Happy to be here,” replied Tom. He stepped back from Selena, and looked her up and down. “Very nice dress.”

	Selena slowly turned to show it off. “Thank you.” She reached out and took his hand. “Why don’t you come in?”

	As Selena led Tom into the house, George closed the door behind them. He felt smaller and smaller each moment as his wife’s attention seemed to fade from him and went to this new man. George thought he even detected suggestions of passion and thrill within her tones and actions, which made the butterflies in his stomach feel like they were the size of eagles.

	“Let’s move to the couch,” said Selena. “George, get us some drinks.”

	George watched his wife take Tom by the hand and move him slowly to the couch, showing off the living room as they went. George unhappily tottered his way over to the sideboard to pick up the tray. When he grabbed it, he turned and saw his wife and Tom stop before the couch. Selena turned back to face Tom. She went up on tiptoes and kissed him on the lips. Tom wrapped his arms around her waist and pressed him to her. He leaned in and kissed her hard. She wrapped her arms around his back now and they kissed several times.

	George watched all of this in shock, both horrified and turned on.

	Then his wife giggled. Tom chuckled. A moment later, Tom slipped his hands down to Selena’s thighs and pushed them up beneath her dress. He reached up her dress and latched his fingers into her panties. He pulled them down as she giggled once more. A moment later, his hands emerged from the dress as the panties slid down her legs to the tops of her high-heeled sandals, the ones George had picked out. She smiled and stepped out of the panties.

	They kissed again.

	Then Selena pulled her hands around to the front of Tom’s pants as Tom held his hands behind her back. She giggled again as she unzipped his pants. As George watch, burning with jealousy, his wife slipped her hand inside Tom’s pants and pulled out his erect penis. It was large. Larger than George’s.

	Tom smiled at her and kissed her as her hand ran once along the length of it. Then they both sat down on the couch, side by side.

	George was shocked by this point. He couldn’t believe he’d seen his wife touch another man’s penis – fish it out of his pants actually! He couldn’t believe she’d let another man reach up her dress. He couldn’t believe she’d let another man pull down her panties. This was stunning. Was it sickening? Was it thrilling? He didn’t know. He was undoubtedly turned on, but was he also horrified? He didn’t know.

	“I’d like a drink, darling,” said Selena.

	George nodded his head and took another deep breath, trying to clear his head which was going a million miles an hour in a dozen directions. He tottered over to his wife with the tray. When he reached them, sitting side by side with Tom’s dick poking up in his lap, George swallowed hard but bent over in a very servile feeling posture so they could each take the drinks that had been prepared.

	“Thank you, darling,” said Selena.

	“George is certainly well trained, isn’t he?” said Tom.

	“He’s a fast learner. Besides, he loves the role,” said Selena. 

	“Does he really?”

	Selena nodded. “George has been very excited to be our little sissy maid today, haven’t you, darling? I even caught him masturbating to the idea when he wore this cute little pink dress about a week ago. That’s what gave me the idea.”

	Tom snickered. “Sounds like fun,” he said sarcastically. 

	George felt himself shrink. He’d never felt so small, in fact. 

	“Well, he seems well behaved,” said Tom.

	“Oh, he is,” said Selena. She pointed the floor before them to make her point. “Kneel, George.”

	George looked shocked. Was she really going to make him kneel before this man? He wanted to protest. He wanted to tell her forget it and maybe even rip off the dress. Put an end to this. But he didn’t. To his considerable surprise, he found himself setting aside the tray and slowing going to his knees.

	Tom laughed.

	“You said you were worried George might object,” said Selena to Tom. “I think you see it’s not a problem.”

	Tom smirked at George. “You don’t mind if I play with your wife, do you?” As he asked this, he slipped his hand around Selena’s back and pulled her close. His erection shifted a little until it pointed toward her.

	George blushed.

	“Answer him, darling,” said Selena. She pushed out her foot and pressed the sole of her high-heeled sandal against the cage imprisoning George’s penis. He could feel the pressure. His dick was positively going insane now, trying to get hard.

	George blushed even deeper.

	When he didn’t answer, Selena slipped her hand into Tom’s lap and slowly pulled her fingers along his shaft from bottom to top and back again. The contrast between her red nails and Tom’s tanned flesh was thrilling to George. It also made him burn with frustration.

	“George has been wanting to be let out of his cage,” said Selena. She kept moving her fingers up and down George’s shaft.

	“Has he?”

	“The poor dear hasn’t been able to get an erection for weeks now. He’s positively dying for me to take it off.” She poked the device once more with the tip of her shoe through George’s dress. “Show him your cage, dear.”

	George swallowed hard. This would be humiliating, but something inside him wanted it. It wanted it very badly. So he reached down and he worked the dress over his knees and then up his thighs, remaining on his knees in the process. When the dress reached his waist, he pulled down his panties until the device was out in the open and his balls popped out over the top of the panties.

	“He’s been wearing this the whole time?” scoffed Tom.

	“He has.”

	Tom lifted his drink to George. “You’re a better man than me, George. I could never wear one of those. It would drive me nuts.” He took a drink.

	“George likes it, don’t you darling? It turns him on that I have this control over him.”

	Again, George blushed.

	Suddenly, a wicked smile appeared on Selena’s face. “Should I take it off, George?”

	To George’s surprise, he found himself immediately shaking his head. Selena giggled. “I think I should.”

	Again, George shook his head. He had no idea why. He wanted desperately to get an erection and stroke it until he exploded in a river of come, but for some reason he kept saying he didn’t want the device removed. He couldn’t understand why he kept saying that.

	Meanwhile, Selena raised her leg until she could plant her foot against his chest. The key to his device hung from her ankle right below his line of sight. “I think I want it off, darling. Take the key.”

	George shook his head, but Selena pressed her shoe and foot harder into his chest.

	“Take it off, George.”

	George licked his lips. Then he took his wife’s foot in her hands. He pulled it down a little lower on his chest, feeling her heel and sole where they pressed into his flesh. He rubbed her ankle with his fingers, almost teasing them, though in reality he was teasing himself. He imagined kissing them instead. His fingers finally stopped on the locket. He pulled the key from it and held it up as if to show his wife he had completed the task.

	“Now unlock yourself, darling,” she said.

	George looked down at the device as his wife removed her foot from his chest. He found the padlock and inserted the key. He removed the padlock. He’d been desperately wishing for this for weeks now, but suddenly felt pensive. Why did he feel pensive?

	“Go on,” said Selena.

	George flipped open the device. His penis immediately unfurled like a coiled hose filling with water and it shot to attention. It had never been so hard. It seemed huge and throbbing. He desperately wanted to stroke it now, but didn’t dare without permission from his wife first.

	“Hard as a rock,” chuckled Tom.

	Selena slipped her foot under his balls and bounded them on the top of her toes. “Take off the device, darling. Don’t just open it.”

	George reached underneath and worked the latch which had been sealed by the padlock. With a loud CLICK it sprang open and the device spread open. George pulled it from his shaft and balls and held it up. His wife took it. As she did, she ran her toes along the underside of his shaft. He could feel her hard, polished nails, her soft flesh and the soft but unyielding leather of her sandals. His brain was overwhelmed with erotic feeling.

	Selena set the device onto the seat next to her. “Do you want to come, darling?” she asked.

	George nodded his head.

	“Then grab your shaft and start stroking... slowly though.”

	George grabbed his shaft with his hand and started stroking at what he thought was a slower than normal pace. It was apparently too fast, however, for what Selena had in mind.

	“Slower, George. We’re in no hurry,” she said.

	George nodded his understanding and slowed his pace to a seeming crawl. His wife smiled and told him to keep that pace and not to go faster. She then leaned over and kissed Tom on the lips. As she did, she ran her finger up Tom’s erection once more before wrapping them around his shaft. She slowly started stroking him.

	“Does this excite you, darling?” she asked her husband. George nodded his head.

	“I thought it might,” she said. She rubbed Tom a little faster and kissed him again. Then she focused on George again. This time, she shifted her foot away from her, out in front of his erection. It hung in the air inches from the tip of his erect penis. “Why don’t you rub yourself against my foot, darling?” She pressed her foot and shoe forward slightly toward him.

	George looked down and pressed his dick against her foot. He started moving it along her foot, up and down its length, pressing it against her warm flesh and the soft leather straps. His wife then pressed the tiny gap where her arch separated from the insole of the shoe against the tip of his erection.

	“You’ve been dying to enter me, haven’t you, darling?  But I haven’t

	let you,” said Selena. She was still slowly stroking Tom’s erection with her hand as she spoke; George couldn’t take his eyes off her hand.

	George nodded his head. He’d desperately wanted to penetrate his wife.

	“This is all you get,” she giggled breathlessly. “Go ahead, dear.” George looked confused.

	Then Selena pushed her foot toward him, causing his erection to slide against her arch and between her foot and the shoe a little bit. There wasn’t much room, truth be told, but it was enough to feel as if George had pressed it into something. She even arched her foot a little more to make more room. George responded by pushing the head of his erection as far between her curved foot and the insole as he could.

	“There you go, darling,” said Selena with a hint of mockery. “I get Tom’s dick and you get my foot. That’s fair.”

	Her words made George’s soul burn.

	Selena then returned her attention to Tom as George slowly continued to stroke himself at the frustratingly slow pace – fast enough to seem like progress, but not enough to cause an orgasm.

	Meanwhile, Tom was starting to breathe harder now. His chest was moving up and down sharply. George saw him grab the material of the couch. George was stunned how exciting this made him. His penis own penis, free of the device, was throbbing and demanding that he stroke it faster to keep pace with Tom. He didn’t though. He kept the pace his wife had given him.

	Selena stroked Tom even faster now. His eyes closed, but she kissed him again. Tom was positively writhing now in the seat. His chest was pounding. George could see his erection throbbing. His wife had expertly brought him to the point of explosion with the smallest of efforts.

	George’s erection was throbbing too, in frustration and excitement. His breathing too became shallow. His wife’s foot and shoe were becoming positively soaked with precome now.

	“Is this what you want, my little cuckold?” giggled Selena.

	As she said this, George exploded into her shoe. At the same time, Tom exploded into the air. George’s come soaked his wife’s foot and stocking and filled the gap between her foot and her shoe. Tom’s come went up into the air and crashed back down all over Selena’s hand.

	Suddenly, it was over.

	Selena let go of Tom’s penis, which started to deflate. George leaned backward on his knees, feeling spent, satisfied and oddly foolish. Selena then grabbed her panties, which Tom had tossed onto the couch, and wiped her hand with them before wiping up his dick.

	“And that’s the end,” said Selena. She looked at Tom. “While it has been fun, and I appreciate all you did, I’ve decided not to go any further. It’s not who I am. I hope you understand.”

	Tom nodded his head. “I understand.”

	She then looked at her husband. “Do you understand, darling?” 

	George cautiously nodded his head. “I think so.”

	Selena shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t love Tom, that’s all there is to it. I love you, my little sissy.”

	“I’m not a sissy,” said George reflexively.

	Selena smiled kindly. “We can talk about that later.” She then rose to her feet and offered Tom a hand. Tom took it and stood up. Selena grabbed his semi-hard penis and pushed it back inside his pants. She zipped them up.

	Tom smiled at her.

	She smiled back, but there were no fire in her eyes like before.

	Selena then walked Tom to the door, hand in hand. Her heels made quite the racket. When they reached the door, she kissed him on the cheek and wished him a safe drive home. She closed the door after him. She then turned and came back to George, who was still on his knees on the floor, still trying to understand all the emotions racing through him.

	“I’m going to bed, darling.” She waved her hand around the room. “Clean up the mess.” Then she tossed him the panties she had used to wipe Tom’s come from her hand. “Wash these by hand before coming to bed.”

	George glanced at them. They were wet and sticky. “When you come to bed, wear the red nightie—”

	“The red nightie?” gasped George. That made no sense to him. “I thought everything was over?”

	Selena smirked. “Not everything. We’re going to keep some things.” She then saw the chastity device lying on the couch where she had set it after taking it from her husband. She stepped over to the couch and picked it up. “Like I said, we’re going to keep certain things.” Then she kissed her husband on the forehead and tottered off happily to the bedroom.

	A stunned George watched his wife saunter off.

	Did he get an answer to his question? Did it matter?

	He shook his head and smiled. 

	 

	The End
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