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Introduction by Ann

—o—

Dear Readers,

As I work hard to finish the sequel to Grounded In Heels
 before Christmas, I thought I’d release this story for your enjoyment.

This is a fun little tale about a wife who wrongly thinks she catches her husband having an affair and she comes up with a way to make sure it never happens again:  she locks him into a pair of high heels.  Naturally, this will lead to problems and things will begin to spin out of control as husband and wife try to outwit each other.  Leading them both astray in this, is their neighbor, who is having a grand time watching as the husband is slowly feminized.

Hopefully, this story will put a smile on your face and something special beneath your skirt in time for the holidays!

With love,

Ann :)


Chapter One: “The Kiss That Changed His Life”

—o—

Sometimes, the most inconsequential of acts can change our lives in ways no one can possibly foresee.  John Reynolds is about to experience this.  In just a moment, his doorbell will ring.  Standing on the other side of the door will be his sexy neighbor Crystal.  She will ask to borrow some sugar.  He will agree and she will give him a playful kiss in the process.  There will be nothing unusual about any of this.  But that kiss will change his life forever.

—o—

Ding dong!

John was working hard in his home office when the doorbell rang.

“Not now!” he growled and he kept working for several more seconds trying to finish his thought.  He worked as an independent technical consultant and he did lots of little computer projects for area businesses.  This paid well and it let him stay home, both of which were good things.  And right now, he was onto something for an upcoming project and he didn’t want to lose his train of thought.


Ding dong! 
 It rang again.

John bit his lip.  “Go away,” he exclaimed, though there was no way the person at the door could hear him.  He kept working.


Ding dong! 
 It rang once more.

“Can’t you take a hint?!” he growled.  He looked at his project and realized that he had lost his thought.  He sighed.  “Fine!  I’m coming.”  He rose from his chair and started toward the door.  As he reached the main 
hallway, it rang once more.

Ding dong!

“I’m coming!  I’m coming!” called John as he now jogged to the door.

A moment later, he reached the door and opened it.  On the other side stood John’s neighbor Crystal.  Crystal was a beautiful woman with long blonde hair, amazing breasts and a penchant for wearing sexy clothes.  John always needed to remind himself that he was married whenever he saw her.  He also typically needed to cover his crotch to hide his erection whenever he saw her.

“Hi John,” said Crystal in her smooth and sexy voice.

“Hi Crystal.  Sorry it took me so long, I didn’t realize it was the doorbell,” said John.  His eyes drifted down to her enormous, firm breasts.  Today, she wore a bright pink babydoll dress which stopped mid-thigh and which showed off all of her curves.  Her breasts were particularly prominent in this dress.  On her feet, she wore sexy wedge-heeled slippers with five-inch heels, which gave her calves an amazing shape and displayed her pretty toes.  Her gorgeous legs were an almost almond color.  “I’m happily married.  I’m happily married,” John reminded himself as his eyes drifted over her from head to toe and back again... twice
.

“That’s ok,” said Crystal.  She held up an empty cup.  “I need to borrow some sugar, sweetie.”

John laughed.

“What’s so funny?” asked Crystal.

“I didn’t think that actually happened in real life,” said John.

Crystal looked confused.  “What happens?”

“People running out of sugar.”

“Why wouldn’t it happen?
”

John shrugged his shoulders.  “I just thought that was only something that happens in the movies.  You know what I mean, right?”

Crystal shook her head.  “No, I don’t get it.  Why the movies?”

“Because that’s where it happens.”

“What happens?”

“Whenever someone wants to have an affair with their neighbor in the movies, they pretend to run out of sugar and then use that as a pretext to go see them,” explained John.

Crystal scratched her head.  Then she smirked.  “Are you saying this is all just a pretext for me to seduce you?” she asked.

“Now she gets it!” replied John in a dry, yet joking tone.  He smiled broadly and winked.  He was expecting Crystal to laugh in response.  She didn’t, however.  Instead, she frowned at him.  In truth, she saw the humor in what he said and she was laughing hard on the inside, but she also saw a chance to have a little fun with John, who was sometimes too uptight for his own good in her opinion.

She cast her eyes to the ground.

John bit his lip when Crystal didn’t reply.  He felt a sense of panic run through him that he had sent the wrong signal to Crystal.  He never meant to suggest that he wanted to have an affair with Crystal; he was only joking.  Is that what she now thought?  Had he offended her?  Should he apologize?  He wasn’t sure.

Suddenly, an evil smile crossed Crystal’s lips and she came toward him seductively, moving her feet forward slowly and deliberately as her hips shook.  She sniffed in the general area of his neck and ear.

“What are you doing?” asked John, who now felt very uncomfortable.

“I love your cologne!” purred Crystal and she 
stepped even closer.

“My cologne?” asked John nervously.

“Mmm yes,” said Crystal breathlessly and she placed her hand on his chest.  “My, what a strong chest you have!”

John blushed.  He felt her warm hand on his chest and it made him tingle all over.  She was so beautiful and she had always excited him, and having her touch his chest was even more exciting.  He instantly became erect.  It was an amazing feeling, but he was married and he couldn’t allow this because he wanted to be faithful to his wife.  He would never cheat on her.

“Please... uh, please don’t,” he said nervously, and he took her hand and pulled it from his chest.

“Why?  What are you afraid of?” she asked and she stepped right up to him.  Their bodies now touched.  What’s more, John had backed up in the process and was now pinned by her against the coat closet door.

“Crystal!  Stop!” he protested, though his penis throbbed, demanding more.

“Oh, don’t change your mind now, lover
.”

John’s jaw dropped.  “Lover?!  I... I thought you were here for sugar?!” he squeaked.

“I have all the sugar I need right here,” she said breathlessly and she wrapped her arms around him and kissed him on the neck.

“Stop!” exclaimed John and he started to panic.  He tried to push her away without touching her in any inappropriate location.  Unfortunately, everything about her was erotic and he struggled to find a spot where he could touch her; he ended up just pushing on her shoulders, which didn’t give him the grip he needed to move her.

“You’re just so irresistible!” she purred.

“Crystal, please!  I’m married!” he protested.  His 
erection throbbed even harder in his pants now.

“I know you’re married, but your wife won’t be home for hours!”

“Crystal!” he protested again.  “She’s your best friend!”

“That just makes it all the sweeter.”

“But she’s my wife!
”

Crystal squeezed him even tighter and she exclaimed:  “Take me, John!  I’m yours!  Ravish me!”  As she said this, she leaned back, exposing her beautiful neck and giving John the best view he had ever had of her perfect breasts.  Meanwhile, her hands slipped down to his butt and squeezed his butt cheeks.

John jumped.  “Crystal!” he squealed.

Suddenly, Crystal burst out laughing and she stepped away from him.  “I’m just kidding.  That is how they do it in the movies, right?”  She winked at him now.

John glared at her, unsure what was going on.  Was this a trick?  Would she jump right back into his arms?  His heart raced as he prepared to fend off another attack from this tempting woman.  When it didn’t come after about twenty seconds, however, he slowly started to realize that she had indeed been joking the entire time and that he could now relax.  That realization made him blush deeply as he was ashamed of his failure to recognize right away that she was joking; just as he would never fool around on his wife, Crystal would never fool around with a married man.  He was even more ashamed at how poorly he had handled her sudden, apparent amorous aggression.

“That wasn’t funny,” he said with a hint of embarrassment in his voice at being exposed as powerless to stop her advances.

Crystal giggled at his discomfort.  “I had you for a moment, didn’t I?
”

He blushed, but didn’t speak.

“Oh relax, John,” said Crystal and she squeezed his arm.  As she did, she looked down and saw his erection straining against his pants.  “Clearly you had your fun too,” she said and she reached down toward it.  “Want me to give the little guy a tug or two for you?”

John instinctively covered his erect penis with his hand.  He simultaneously hopped back away from her hand, which caused Crystal to laugh again.

“You’re so cute when you’re terrified,” she said with a giggle.

John blushed even deeper.  He felt like a fool.  “Will you please stop?!”

She shrugged her shoulders.  “Anyways... the sugar,” she said and she held up the sugar cup and tapped it with her finger.  Her nails were long and red and perfectly manicured into ovals.  “That’s why I’m here, remember?”

“It’s in the kitchen,” said John and he pointed the way toward the kitchen, though Crystal already knew it.  She was John’s wife’s best friend after all, so she spent much time in their house.

“Thank you, my good sir,” said Crystal and she stepped around him and started toward the kitchen.

John closed the front door and followed her down the hallway.  Her wedge-heeled mules slapped against her feet and clicked against the floor as she went and her bright pink babydoll dress danced around her thighs.  He admired her well-tanned legs and the contrast between her pink dress and her tanned legs.  He also loved the sound of her mules:  SLAP-CLICK!  SLAP-CLICK!  SLAP-CLICK!  SLAP-CLICK!
 and it turned him on to watch her walk in them.  He loved watching the expert balance it took for her not only to walk in them, but to walk sexily in them.

“You’re a real lifesaver,” said Crystal as she 
waved the empty cup around.

“It’s just sugar,” replied John as he watched her blonde hair sway back and forth across her back.  He wanted to run his fingers through that so badly, but he wouldn’t.  He would never cheat on his beautiful wife Suzie.  She worked as an account executive downtown while he worked from home as a technical consultant, and they were both deeply in love.  Still, it was hard not to fantasize about Crystal; right now, his mind was busy wondering what his life would be like if her advances had been real.

When they reached the kitchen, John found the sugar.  “Here’s the sugar,” he said and he filled the cup Crystal had brought.

Crystal took the cup from his hand and kissed him on the cheek.  “As I said, you’re a lifesaver.”  She looked at her watch.  “Well, I need to go.  I have a few things coming out of the oven in less than two minutes.”

“You better run,” said John.

“Never run in heels, darling,” replied Crystal and she turned and walked out of the kitchen at a fast pace, though still a walking pace.  He heard her exit the front door a moment later.

With Crystal gone, John was left standing in his kitchen with a throbbing hard-on and feeling somewhat foolish.  He squeezed his erection and decided he would need to relieve the tension before he could return to work.

“There’s no way I can work if I don’t take care of this,” he said and he stroked himself.  “It will just keep on distracting me if I don’t relieve some of the pressure.  Fortunately, Suzie won’t be home until late.”

John went to his bedroom where he could masturbate.

—o
—

After his fun, John settled down and completed a project for work.  He had been working on this for several days and was happy to finish.  Next, he cleaned the house, as household chores were his duty now that he stayed home all the time while his wife worked, and he started dinner.  They would have pot roast tonight.  He then returned to his home office to do more work.

A few hours later, John’s wife Suzie came home from work.

“Honey, I’m home!” she called out as she entered through the front door.

“I’m in the kitchen,” he yelled back.

Suzie set down her purse and slipped off her designer pumps.  She walked to the kitchen in her tan stockings.  She had great news.  She was up for a promotion and that meant they could have extra money soon.  As she entered the kitchen to tell John, however, her good mood instantly vanished as her eyes fixed right on something on John’s collar, something that shouldn’t have been there... a lipstick print
.  Suzie felt like she’d been punched in the stomach.

“How was your day?” asked John, unaware of his wife’s sudden change of mood.

She didn’t respond.  She was so furious and so hurt as thoughts of how that lipstick print got there raced through her mind that she struggled with what to say.  She was genuinely at a loss for words.

John finally noticed that she wasn’t speaking.  “Are you ok?” he asked.

Suzie still didn’t respond.  Her mind was running in overdrive thinking of a million scenarios for how that lipstick got on his collar, and none of them were good.  A red hot glow surged across her face.  She grabbed his collar with both hands and pulled his neck down to where she could examine the lipstick print
.

John bit his lip.  He wasn’t sure what to say.  He’d never seen his wife act this way and he had no idea what was wrong.  All he knew for sure was that she was very, very angry.

“This is lipstick!
” declared Suzie a moment later.

John raised an eyebrow.  He had no idea what she was talking about.  “What is lipstick?!” he asked cautiously.

“This!
” she half-screamed, half-growled and she pointed her long, red fingernail right at the spot on his shirt collar.

John tried to look down at his collar, but the angle was wrong to see anything.

“You’ve been kissing another woman!” exclaimed Suzie.

John’s jaw dropped.

“No, I haven’t!” he gasped.  Had he really just been accused of kissing another woman?  Did that really happen?  This was so unexpected to John that he felt momentarily stunned.  This was shocking!

“Don’t even try to deny it!” growled Suzie.

“Honey—!”

“The evidence is right here on your collar!
” exclaimed Suzie and she yanked on his collar as she said this, pulling him closer to her.

John was in shock.  If there was indeed lipstick on his collar, a collar he could not see at the moment, then he had no idea how it got there.  One thing was for sure though: he hadn’t been kissing any women!  “Honey, I haven’t kissed anyone!  No one!  I swear!” he said.

“Then how did the lipstick get there, John?!” demanded Suzie.

“I don’t have any idea what you’re talking about!”

“This lipstick,” she growled and she yanked on 
the collar again.  “How did it get there?!”  She let go of his collar and placed her hands on her hips and glared right into the deepest part of her husband’s eyes.

John withered under her gaze.  He never had been great at confrontation and he was unprepared for this.  He stumbled for what to say.  “It...  well...  I—”

“Well?!” she asked impatiently.

John bit his lip and shrugged his shoulders.  “I don’t know!”

“You don’t know?” she repeated incredulously.

“Honestly, I have no idea how it got there.  I swear!” he said in a pleading tone.  He tried to grab his collar so he could see it.  He thought that might help him understand how it got there, but it didn’t.  He just didn’t remember anyone kissing him.

Suzie wasn’t buying it.  “How can you have no idea?  It’s your shirt!  You’ve been wearing it.  Surely you noticed when some strange woman came by and kissed you!” growled Suzie sarcastically.

“Honey, honestly, there was no woman.  I’ve been alone all day long.  No one kissed me.”

“So it’s your
 lipstick then?  Is that what you’re saying?”

“No!  I have no idea how that got there.  I really don—”  That’s when it hit him.  He hadn’t been alone all day.  To the contrary, there had been one visitor today... and she was a woman... and she had indeed kissed him on the neck.

He blushed.

“What?!” Suzie demanded when he stopped talking.

“It was Crystal,” he said nervously.

“Crystal
?!”

“Yes, it must have happened when Crystal kissed me.”

Suzie’s right eye shot wide open as her left eye 
twitched and her blood pressure soared.  “When she kissed
 you?!” she repeated through gritted teeth.  “You’re having an affair with Crystal?!
”

John felt like he would throw up when he heard those words come out of his wife’s mouth.  That was not at all what he had meant!  He vigorously shook his head.  “No!  No!  No!  It’s not like that at all!  She was just playing around when she kissed me.”

Suzie began pacing back and forth.  John tried to grab her arm to hug her, but she threw his arm off.  Her arms started flailing around angrily.  Her nostrils flared.  “I come home after a long day at work and I find lipstick on your collar... on my husband’s collar!  And you tell me you have no idea how it got there until you suddenly remember that you and Crystal just happened to spend the day kissing—”

“I never kissed her!  She kissed me!”

“That’s hardly a difference, John!” Suzie exclaimed and she stormed out of the room to their bedroom, slamming the door behind her.  She crashed down on the bed.  She didn’t know what to think.  She’d never thought that John would be disloyal, that he was capable of having an affair, and yet, not only had she found lipstick on his collar, but he was fumbling for an explanation.  Clearly, he had done something.

She felt betrayed.

She felt angry.

She felt humiliated.

—o—

It took John several minutes to work up the courage to go speak to his wife.  He needed to explain to her what happened.  He couldn’t let her think he was having an affair.  However, he didn’t want to make things worse either, so he carefully worked out what to 
say first and then he quietly knocked on the door.  When he heard nothing, he opened the door and stuck his head inside.  Suzie lay on the bed.

“Honey, I’m not having an affair,” he said.

Suzie didn’t respond.

“Crystal came over to borrow some sugar and we joked about how this was how affairs start in movies.  Then she jokingly made a pass at me and she kissed me on the neck as a joke
.  That was it.  I had no idea she was going to do it, and it didn’t mean anything... it was just a joke.  After that, I gave her the sugar and she left.  I swear that nothing else happened.  I didn’t even realize she’d left the lipstick print until you mentioned it.  She was only here for maybe two minutes, that’s all.”

Suzie folded her arms tightly.  “I want to be alone.”

John nodded his head and left the bedroom.

Suzie spent the next hour lost in her thoughts.  She wanted to trust him, she really did, but this worried her.  What if she had been wrong about John all along and he was fooling around on her?  Being home alone all day certainly presented him with the opportunity to have an affair.  He could go anywhere, be with anyone, and she would never know.  For all she knew, he had a string of girlfriends.  He was an attractive man.  He was fun.  They had lots of money and nice things.  Those were all things that would attract women.

She sighed.  She needed to know more, and there was only one person who could provide the answers she needed:  Crystal.

Suzie rose from the bed and grabbed her keys.  She didn’t say a word to John as she walked right past him.  She got her purse and shoes and a minute or so later, she stood on Crystal’s front steps; Suzie was determined to confront her.  Suzie knocked and Crystal opened the door
.

“Hi Suz—”

“Are you having an affair with my husband?!” demanded Suzie before Crystal could finish her greeting.  The smile on Crystal’s face vanished instantly.  She was completely taken aback by the accusation.

“No!  Of course not.  What makes you say that?!” gasped Crystal.

Suzie folded her arms and tapped her foot against the concrete of the steps.  “I came home and found lipstick prints on John’s collar and he claims you two were playing around and you were kissing him.”

Crystal’s jaw dropped.  “That’s not true!”

“Then why did John say it?”

“I have no idea,” said Crystal defensively.  She was now very upset.  “Why in the world would John say that?” she asked herself, but she had no answer.  They had no sexual relationship and she certainly had not made out with him.  Why would he claim they had?

“I’ve seen the lipstick prints myself.”

“I’ve never fooled around with him!” insisted Crystal.  “Never!
”

“I’ve seen it
, Crystal!”

“Suzie, I’ve never fooled around with John.  I would never do that to you.  You and I have been friends since we were in school together.  I would never betray our friendship.”

“Then why did John say that?” asked Suzie doubtfully.

“I don’t know,” replied Crystal.

Crystal was friends with both John and Suzie and never would fool around with John.  She couldn’t understand why he would say they had.  The only thing she could think of was that perhaps he was fooling around with someone else and he tried to blame it on Crystal, thinking that Suzie would overlook it if it was her.  This idea bothered Crystal a lot, as she did not like 
being used – especially for such a rotten purpose – and it started to make her rather angry at John:  “I don’t like him trying to use me as a scapegoat for whatever he’s really got going on,” she growled to herself.  She felt a surge of anger race through her.  She was genuinely furious at being used by John.  “One thing is for sure,” she swore to herself.  “I’m not going to let him get away with this!  You messed with the wrong woman, John!”

Crystal was about to open her mouth to tell Suzie her suspicions when Suzie cut her off.  Suzie sighed heavily.

“I’m sorry,” said Suzie.

Crystal raised an eyebrow.  “For what?” she asked cautiously.

“You’re right.  We’ve been friends a long time.  I should have known you would never fool around with John,” said Suzie.

Crystal smiled.  Her friend had come to her senses and seen her worth as a friend.  This made her happy and she raised her arms and started to step forward to embrace her friend.  But then, Suzie kept speaking.

“Besides, he’d never go for you.”

Crystal’s jaw dropped.  She felt like she’d just been kicked in the gut.  First, her friend comes to her own home and accuses her of having an affair with her husband and now she all but tells her that her husband would never find her attractive?!  This did not sit well with Crystal.  In fact, it turned all the stress and grief she was feeling into anger and she glared at Suzie.  She ran her tongue over her teeth angrily as she struggled not to tell her friend to take a hike.

Meanwhile, Suzie continued, unaware of the mood change she’d caused in her friend.  “What I really need is some way to make sure he won’t fool around, some way I can know for a fact that he’s being the loyal 
husband I always believed him to be... but how?”

“How about a chastity device?” suggested Crystal sarcastically.  She meant this as a dig at her friend, with the implication being that it would take some sort of lock for her to keep her husband from wandering.

Suzie didn’t get that, however.

Suzie pursed her lips.  “That would work.  It’s just too bad they don’t sell chastity devices for men.  Besides, they probably haven’t made a chastity device since the Middle Ages.”

“I was kidding,” said Crystal.

Suzie ignored her and continued the thought.  “It’s still a good idea if it could be done.”  She smirked to herself.  “It sure would be a pretty funny sight too.  Can you imagine him on his knees begging me to unlock his penis so he could play with it?  It would be all kinds of awesome to be the one holding the key.”

Crystal chuckled at the image.  She couldn’t help herself.

“Too bad it can’t be done,” said Suzie.

Another long silence passed.

Suddenly, an evil grin appeared on Crystal’s face.  An idea had come to her, and this was the perfect idea.  She had a way Suzie could solve her problem, but better yet, this solution would give Crystal the chance to get some humiliating payback against John for throwing her name into this.  “I have the perfect solution,” she announced.

“What?” asked Suzie.

“Think of it as a modern chastity device.”

“A modern chastity device?”

“It’s a way to ensure that he won’t be with any other women.”

“How do I do that?!”  Suzie’s tone told Crystal that she definitely had her friend’s attention now.

Crystal chuckled very slowly.  “If you can’t lock 
him up to keep women away from him, then maybe you can find a way to keep him from wanting to be with women,” she said.

“Tell me!” exclaimed Suzie.

“You’re going to love this,” said Crystal and she laid it all out.

Suzie couldn’t believe her ears when Crystal shared her idea with her.  It was bizarre.  It was twisted.  It was outrageous... but it would work
.  It would guarantee that John wouldn’t go near any other women whenever Suzie wasn’t around.  It would also give John a strong dose of the humiliation Suzie felt he deserved for lying to her about Crystal.  And, best of all, it would let her hold the key to his freedom.

In short, this was the perfect idea.  She would do it.

Suzie decided to return home to break the news to John.  She intended to implement Crystal’s idea no matter how hard John objected.  She was determined to make sure he would never fool around again!


Chapter Two: “Her High-Heeled Solution”

—o—

John was busy cooking dinner when Suzie returned home.  She marched straight to the kitchen.  John could hear her high heels marking the journey along the hallway as she came ever closer:  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK! 
 A moment later, she stood in the doorway.  She looked less angry, but somehow colder.  John waited for her to make the first move.  He had no idea what she would say.  He felt apprehensive.

“Do you want to prove to me that you aren’t having an affair?” asked Suzie flatly.

“Yes, I do,” he assured her without hesitation.

“Fine, then you’ll agree to wear high heels whenever I’m not home.”

John’s jaw dropped.  “What?!” he asked incredulously.

Suzie folded her arms.  “If you want to prove to me that I can trust you, then you will agree to wear high-heeled shoes whenever I’m not home,” she repeated.  “Women’s shoes.
”  She said this calmly... rationally, as if she were telling him to turn out a light when he left the room.

“That’s crazy!” exclaimed John.

“No, it’s not.  It’s the only way I can be sure.”

“Sure of what?”

“Sure that you aren’t having an affair,” said Suzie.

John’s mind struggled to wrap itself around what his wife was saying.  He heard the words and understood what she meant, but none of it made any sense to him.  Did she really want him to wear high heels?  Why
?

“I don’t understand,” said John with a mixture of bizarre surprise and a genuine desire to understand what exactly she was thinking.

“If you’re wearing high heels, then I’ll know that you can’t be having an affair because no woman would want to have an affair with a man who wears high heels.  It’s simple,” replied Suzie.

John twisted his lips.  This was the craziest thing he’d ever heard, but he had to admit it had a certain logic to it: no woman would be interested sexually in a man who wore women’s shoes.  Hence, if he wore heels, then an affair would be nearly impossible.  Ergo, she could feel safe.  That made sense.  In fact, the more he thought about it, the less crazy this sounded.  To the contrary, it sounded brilliant.  Unfortunately, it also struck him as deeply humiliating and unpleasant and under no circumstances did he want to spend his days wearing women’s shoes... especially high heels
!  Heck, he didn’t even want to try them on!

“Now honey, I understand why you want this, but—”

Suzie sensed that he was resisting and she pursed her lips and impatiently tapped her foot against the tile floor:  TAP TAP TAP!
  This froze him in mid-protest.  “You said you want to prove to me you aren’t having an affair,” she said harshly.  “Is that true or was that a lie?”

“But honey—”

“This will prove it.”

“But—”

“What’s the problem, John?  Aren’t you willing to prove you aren’t having an affair?”

“Of course, I am willing to prove it!  That’s not the problem!”

“Then what is it, John?  What is the problem?!”  Her question really was more rhetorical than not and it 
was dripping with impatience.  She wasn’t going to accept any excuse John tried to offer.

John bit his lip.  “Couldn’t we do something less... less humiliating?”

“Like what?”

“Well,” said John and he rubbed his chin and thought as hard as he could for a less humiliating way to prove that he wasn’t having an affair.  Nothing at all came to mind.  Unfortunately, there really is no way to disprove a negative and he couldn’t think of any other way to guarantee that he didn’t have an affair.

“I’m waiting,” said Suzie impatiently.  TAP TAP TAP!


“I don’t know,” he finally admitted, “but making me wear women’s shoes would just be too humiliating for me.  There must be a better way!”

“‘Too humiliating’,” she repeated doubtfully.  “That’s your objection?”

John nodded his head.  “Yes.”

Suzie furrowed her brow.  “First of all, John, you work from home.  No one will see you, so no one will ever know.  So there shouldn’t be any humiliation.  Secondly, this is the only way I can be sure you aren’t having an affair, and that should be much more important to you than your pride.  So no, John, this better not be ‘too humiliating’,” she said firmly.

John felt a sense of shame creep over him.  His wife had really vitiated his excuse and made him feel an inch high.  Still, there were plenty of other reasons to object.  For one thing, he’d heard high heels were extremely uncomfortable.  That seemed like a very good reason not to be forced to wear them.  But then he remembered that Suzie wore them at his request despite their discomfort, so that objection wouldn’t go over too well with her.

“She’s not going to like that one,” he thought
.

He also assumed they would slow his work a lot, especially the housework.  He shuddered at the thought of tottering around the house vacuuming and cleaning and doing laundry and cooking while wearing high heels.  It was going to slow him down.  It was going to make it all more difficult.

“Of course, Suzie wears them all the time too, even to do housework.”

He sighed.

“She’s not going to accept that either,” he told himself.

The real objection he wanted to raise was that this entire idea was just stunningly emasculating.  He was a man, and men simply don’t wear women’s shoes
.  It’s just not done.  And while it was true that no outsiders were likely to see him in the shoes, Suzie would still see him wearing them and he hated the idea that his wife would end up with an image in her head of him wearing high heels.

“Every time she looks at me after that, I knew she’ll see that image in her mind of me tottering around the house in high heels,” he thought.  “And you know she’s going to use that to win arguments and to blackmail me to take advantage of it.”

That thought made him shudder, though it also strangely sent a tingle to his penis, which grew hard.

“I really don’t want to do this, but how can I tell my wife ‘I don’t trust you’ when I’m the one accused of having an affair?” he asked himself.  He pursed his lips and furrowed his brow.  This was difficult.  He looked up at his wife.  “I don’t know,” he finally said to Suzie.

Suzie, however, was not in any mood to make this an option.  She was going to get her way on this.  “You don’t know,” she repeated coldly.

“Yeah.  It just feels too... well.”

“Too what?
”

He shrugged his shoulders.  “I don’t know.  It’s just really humiliating.”

“I’m sure it is,” she replied with a snicker.  She seemed to stand up a little taller and glared into his eyes.  “But keep in mind that I’m not the one who caused us to get to this point.  You’re
 the one with the lipstick on his collar.  You’re
 the one who can’t remember kissing anyone.  You’re
 the one who tossed out some obviously fake story about Crystal kissing you.  So don’t pretend that this isn’t your fault or that I’m asking for more than you deserve.  You humiliated me, John.  You can bear a little humiliation to prove your innocence.”

John felt even smaller than he felt before.  His wife made him feel extremely guilty even though he had done nothing wrong, and he knew what he needed to do.  He just wasn’t sure he could bring himself to do it.  Wouldn’t wearing high heels make him less of a man?  Or was she right and this wouldn’t be that big of a deal for him.  He tried to talk himself into it.

“It’s not like I meet clients all day or have a string of people passing through the house,” he told himself.  “No one ever sees me at home except Suzie and Crystal, and I can just take the heels off whenever Crystal’s here.”

His jaw dropped.  This last thought struck him like a revelation.

“I can take the heels off when she’s not here!
”

John suddenly realized that the only time he really needed to wear the heels was when Suzie first came home or before she left for work because she would have no way of knowing if he was wearing them throughout the day!  He could do that!

“I don’t like the idea, that’s for sure,” he thought, “but I can handle wearing heels for a few minutes each day if that’s what it takes to prove that I wasn’t having 
an affair!”  John smiled at his wife; he had found the loophole that would let him give his wife the proof she wanted without really needing to do what she wanted.  Would she see him in heels?  Sadly, yes, but no one else would and there didn’t seem to be way out of that.  At least, they wouldn’t interfere with his day.

“Fine... I agree,” he said confidently.

He had talked himself into it.

But he had miscalculated badly.  Soon enough, John and Suzie’s lives would be changed forever.

—o—

With John agreeing to wear high heels to prove he wasn’t having an affair, Suzie took a trip to the shoe store while John finished dinner.  She needed to find shoes she could make him wear that were moderately comfortable, wearable and let him do his work around the house, and yet were highly feminine; it needed to be immediately obvious that he was wearing high heels.  She found what she needed and she returned about an hour later with two pair of shoes.  She and John ate dinner and then they went to the living room to try on the shoes.  John wasn’t going to like this much, but he had little choice in the matter.

“I bought two pair of shoes so we can see which ones are more comfortable,” said Suzie.  She sat down on the sofa and pulled two shoeboxes from the shopping bag she had brought home.  She set the boxes on the coffee table as John sat down across from her on an ottoman.

“Comfort, huh?” asked John doubtfully.  He’d heard enough women complain about high heels to know that high heels were never described as particularly comfortable.

“Yes, comfort.
”

“I’ve never heard anyone describe high heels as ‘comfortable,’” he said.

“Some are.  It depends on the shoe.  You need to know what to look for.”

John shrugged his shoulders.  “If you say so.”

Suzie chuckled that he doubted her.  “Who knew you were such an expert in high heels?  Is there something you want to tell me, John?  Perhaps I should have sent you shopping for them yourself.”

“I’m just saying,” replied John.  His face was turning red with embarrassment.  “I’ve never heard a woman describe high heels as ‘comfortable’.”

“And do you talk to a lot of woman about their high heels?” she asked with a giggle.

“No,” he said defensively.  “But I hear you and your friends talk.”

“John, I wear heels all the time.  I’m wearing them now,” she said and she pointed down at the snakeskin pumps on her feet.  “So trust me when I say that there are comfortable high heels.  It’s just a matter of quality and fit.”

“I’ll believe it when I see it.”

Suzie rolled her eyes.  “John, this isn’t about torturing you.  This is about keeping you from having an affair.  That’s it.  And I assure you that I’m not any more happy about having a husband in heels than you are about wearing them.”

“Then let’s skip it.”

Suzie glared at her husband.  “Don’t make this more difficult than it needs to be.  You’re the reason this is happening.”

John wanted to protest that he never had an affair, but he knew that the evidence justified her suspicion that he had.  So like it or not, he needed to disprove his guilt.  And since he still couldn’t come up with any better way to do that, this was what he needed 
to do.  He didn’t like it, but this was how it would be.  Consequently, he also realized that being a jerk about it was only going to make things worse.

“Fine, let’s see these shoes,” said John in as pleasant a tone as he could muster.

Suzie picked up the first box and handed it to John.  John hesitated.  This was a moment he never expected or wanted to happen in his life.  It took a bit of willpower to force himself to take the box.  When he did, John was immediately struck by how light these shoes were compared to the shoes he normally wore.  Usually, a shoe box is twice as heavy as this box.  He held the box for several seconds.

“Open the box,” insisted his wife.

John took a deep breath and he reluctantly removed the lid.  “You’ve got to be kidding!” he immediately exclaimed.  They were a feminine atrocity.  “I can’t wear these!”  Oddly, his penis became erect and started throbbing.

“Yes, you can.  They’re perfect.”

He shook his head vigorously.  “No!  There’s no way I can wear these!”

“Why not?” asked Suzie.  “They have a wedge heel, so they’ll be comfortable and should be easy to walk in.  Yes, the heel is four inches, but that’s not too high, especially compared to what most women are wearing these days.  Plus, an inch of that is platform.  You’ll get used to it.  They’re sandals too, so they’re open and will allow your feet to breathe—”

“They’re bright pink with a big pink daisy right over the toes!  I can’t wear these.  I’ll be laughed right off the planet!  No man would be caught dead wearing these!” he exclaimed nervously.

John shifted his legs to hide his erection, which had not gone away.

Suzie rolled her eyes.  “That’s right:  no man 
would be caught dead wearing these.  That’s the point
, John, to make sure no woman would want to sleep with you and to make sure you aren’t out there trying to fool around behind my back,” said Suzie firmly.  “In these shoes, I know that you won’t be doing that.”

“That’s for sure,” said John under his breath.  He shuddered at the idea of being seen in those shoes.

“As for dying of humiliation, no one will see you, remember?”

John ran his tongue over his teeth.  That was true, but right now it was the emasculation factor that had him on edge.  These shoes were so feminine that it almost worried him that his penis would fall right off the moment he slipped into them.  Of course, that was irrational, but that was how he felt.

Meanwhile, Suzie picked up one of the shoes and balanced it in her hand.  She adjusted the strap.  “It should fit you quite nicely too, and I think you’ll find they’re comfortable,” she said.  “They’re made of really good material and this brand is known for comfort.”

John bit his lip.  He had agreed to this, even though he wasn’t having an affair, and he knew that no one would see him wearing them, and they probably were comfortable if his wife said so... but he wasn’t sure he could do this.  These shoes were just too
 feminine.  He’d been expecting something really sedate and almost unnoticeable, like basic black granny pumps or loafers; the kinds of shoes Suzie only wore reluctantly.  That would still prove the point, but wouldn’t humiliate him as he walked around the house.  These shoes, well, they would be a constant reminder of his emasculation.  These shoes had really high heels and they were pink... pink
!  They screamed “GIRL!”  And every step would be pure humiliation.  John cringed at the image of himself walking around the house wearing these beneath his slacks
.

“Why don’t you try them on?” suggested Suzie.

“Let’s see the others first,” he said sickly.

Suzie handed him the second box.  He set the first box on the floor and then opened the second box.  These were no better.  “These are the same thing only in mint green!” he exclaimed.

“Mint is the ‘in’ color this year.”

“But they’re the same shoe!”

His wife shook her head.  “Actually, no.  These sandals have a four and a half-inch wedge heel, with an inch of that being platform again.  So they are slightly higher.  I bought them because I thought they might be more comfortable for you because they have fewer straps.  See how the pink ones have a half-dozen straps?  These just have the one strap over the toes and the other around the ankle.  They also don’t have the flower over the toes.”

“Thank Heaven for small favors,” said John sarcastically.

“Just be glad I didn’t buy you stilettos,” said Suzie without missing a beat.  She then took the shoes from the box and unbuckled the straps.  She held them out for him to take.  “Try them on and let’s see which ones fit you better.”

John looked at his wife with a pleading expression on his face.  “Honey, please don’t—”

Suzie shook her head.  “I’ve made up my mind, John.  Now try them on.”

“Honey—”

Suzie glared at him.  “John,” she growled.  She didn’t need to say the rest.

John bit his lip.  He’d agreed to do this, and he knew it was a small price to pay to save their marriage, so he swallowed his pride and he slipped his feet out of his loafers.  He took the mint heels from her hand and set them on the floor before him so he could slide his 
feet into them.  They didn’t fit!  They were too small!  He was saved!

“They don’t fit,” he said with some relief.

“Take off your socks,” replied Suzie.

John frowned.  He’d hoped he’d been saved, but he hadn’t.  He removed his socks and slid his feet back into the shoes.  This time, sadly, they fit.  When he realized this, his shoulders slumped because he knew he was stuck.

“Now what?” he asked.

“Now we buckle them,” said Suzie and she crouched down before him and fastened the buckles on the sandals.  “How do they feel?”

“Like shame incarnate,” he said.

Suzie snickered.  “You’ll live.  Now move across the room.  I want to see you walk in them.”

“Isn’t wearing them enough?”

“No.  I want to make sure you don’t fall on your face.”

John sighed and he stood up... or at least he tried.  This was the first time he’d ever worn high heels and he struggled to stand up.  Unlike his normal shoes, these shoes didn’t give him a firm footing so he felt unsteady on his feet.  He also needed to balance, which was new for him.  Wearing a four-inch heel was probably too much to start with as a beginner, even if they were wedges.  Still, he got himself up, but then at one point, he slipped and he tried to steady himself, which caused him to nearly fall back into his seat.  Somehow he managed to remain standing, but it was close.  He then took a deep breath and slowly rose up until he stood absolutely straight; though it took continual effort to stay standing straight.

“This is really weird,” he said.

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

John twisted his lips and nodded his head non-
committaly.  The idea of “getting used” to wearing high heels was not an idea he liked.  He tried shifting his balance to get a feel for the shoes.  “This really is not at all what I expected.  They’re a lot harder to stand in than I figured they would be.”

“It’s not easy being a woman, dear.”

“I guess,” he said.

“Don’t worry, dear.  You will get used to them.  I promise.  You might even come to like wearing them,” said his wife with a wink and a giggle.  “I may never get you out of them again!”

John blushed.

Suzie laughed.  “I’m kidding, John.”

“I should think so.  These things are awful!”

“Welcome to womanhood.  Now let me see you walk.”

Suzie pointed across the living room floor and John took his first step.  If standing in the shoes was awkward, walking in them was many times worse.  He’d never before needed to worry about making sure his feet were firmly planted before he tried to take a step.  Now he did.  He also needed to take unusually short steps.  He also found that he needed to keep his legs together in an unnatural way as he walked to maintain his balance.  This was all very complex for him.

Interestingly, as he walked, his body shook more than normal from the heel strikes and it swayed back and forth more.  This made his penis bounce and swing between his thighs.  This made his already erect penis begin to dribble precum into his underwear.  This embarrassed him.  In fact, just having an erection from this was embarrassing already, that it throbbed made it worse.  And why was his penis hard at all?  He’d never been particularly turned on by high heels before and he certainly wasn’t turned on by wearing them, was he?  He suddenly wasn’t sure, but now was not the time to 
think about it, so he tried to put that out of his mind and focus on walking.

“All the way across the room,” said Suzie.  “Stay in a straight line.”

John did as he was told, but he found it to be both difficult and strange.  Clearly, he wasn’t a natural at walking in heels.  To the contrary, he moved so awkwardly that it suddenly occurred to him that he could use this as a reason why he couldn’t wear the shoes!  All he needed to do was convince his wife that he could never learn to walk in heels and that he would fall on his face if she went through with this!  He took his next step and began exaggerating the problems he had walking in the heels to the point that he almost fell over.

“I don’t think I can wear these,” he said after he turned his ankle and nearly fell.  “I’m going to fall and break something.”

“You’ll get used to them,” Suzie repeated.

“I don’t know.  I don’t think so,” he said doubtfully and he faked another stumble.

Suzie folded her arms and pursed her lips.  “John, girls all around the world get used to high heels.  They get used to heels that are a lot higher than these.  They get used to stilettos!  If they can do that, then surely you can get used to wedges.  Or are you telling me that you can’t master simple skills that teenage girls master?”

John felt the sting of embarrassment at her impugning his abilities compared to teenage girls.  This hurt his pride.  Still, he saw this as his last chance to stop this silly idea before it took hold, so he held firm.  “I’m really not sure,” he said.  “These shoes aren’t made for men after all.”

Suzie let out a cynical laugh.  “They aren’t made for women either, honey.  But that never stopped you 
from wanting to see me in them.  High heels aren’t natural.  You have to get used to them.”

“But what if I can’t?”

“John, you can
.”

“What if I can’t?”

“You can,” she growled.  “And if you don’t stop trying to prove that you can’t, then I’m going to buy you ultra-thin, six-inch spike heels so you really do have something to complain about and I’m going to make you prance around until you walk like the most feminine creature on the planet and can’t even remember how you walked as a man.  Now stop complaining and start walking!”

John wanted to argue, but slowly he realized that he had little choice if he wanted to put his wife’s mind at easy about the affair.  This was her price and he needed to pay it.  And since paying it was inevitable, he knew that he might as well stop fighting because the more he fought, the harder it would be to convince her that he had done nothing wrong.  Moreover, he also knew that if he put up too much of a struggle, Suzie would start demanding more.  He didn’t want that to happen, so he decided it would be best to give in now.  “Better to just get it over with than risk her demanding more,” he told himself.

“Now, are you going to behave or not?” asked Suzie.

“Fine,” he replied.

“All right, girlfriend
.  Take it from the top.  Let me see you walk.”

John felt a shiver run down his spine at being referred to in the feminine.  His face burned red with shame.  Nevertheless, he took a deep breath, swallowed his pride, and walked across the room just as he’d seen other women do.  He did well for his first real attempt, though he definitely needed practice.  When he reached 
the other side of the room, Suzie began giving him pointers – take shorter steps, place one foot before the other, keep your feet together, stand on the balls of your feet, pivot on your toes, and so on.  Little by little over the next thirty minutes, he got to the point where he could wear the shoes with no danger of falling down.  He wasn’t graceful, but that wasn’t really the goal.  All Suzie wanted was that he could walk without hurting himself, and he could definitely do that.  So now she could put her plan into motion.

Tomorrow would be an interesting day.


Chapter Three: “John’s First Day In Heels”

—o—

The following morning Suzie dressed for work in a dark-gray skirt suit and black spike-heeled pumps.  The suit was tailored and highlighted all her curves, and the pumps gave her gorgeous legs just the right shape.  She looked sharp and sexy, and John found that very exciting.  He made coffee as she dressed.  Then he returned to the bedroom with the coffee, just as she was slipping into her shoes.  He set the coffee on the dresser next to her.

“Thank you, honey.  Now it’s time to get dressed,” said Suzie.

“You are dressed,” he said.

“I meant you.”

John looked down at his khaki walking shorts, golf shirt and topsiders.  “I am dressed.”

“You need your shoes.”

“I’m wearing my shoes,” said John hopefully, though he knew what she meant.

“Not those,” she said.

“Oh,” replied John unhappily.  He knew that was coming, but he had chosen to wait until Suzie brought up the issue.  He hoped she might have been satisfied with him wearing the heels the prior night, but clearly she wasn’t.  She intended to go through with this, and he knew he had no choice but to comply.  He sighed.  Then he reluctantly walked over to the nightstand where the two shoeboxes stood.  “Which ones do you want me to wear?”

“It’s up to you.  Which ever ones you are more comfortable with.”

John rolled his eyes.  He wasn’t exactly “comfortable” with either pair.  Still, based on his 
experience the night before, he knew the pink ones were slightly more comfortable because they had the lower heels than the mint ones.  “I’ll wear the pink ones,” he said.

“Ok, put them on.”

John started to pick up the shoe box, but he stopped.  He turned to face his wife.  “You really want me to do this?” he asked.

“Of course,” she said and she picked up the cup of coffee.

“Seriously?”

Suzie stared at her husband without showing any trace of emotion on her face.  She was a blank slate... a silent blank slate.  John knew what this meant even if she didn’t say a word.

“Fine,” said John and he grabbed the box with the pink shoes.

Suzie watched her husband over the top of the cup as she sipped her coffee.  He was moving slowly.  She looked at her watch.  “Come on, John.  Hurry up.  I need to get to work and you need to be dressed in your little shoes before I leave.”

John cringed at the idea of these being his “little shoes.”  This was going to be humiliating.  Still, he knew he could wait no longer.  He nodded his head and sat down on the bed.  He held the shoes in his hands.  He paused.  He pursed his lips.  He looked up at his wife, who pointed her finger at the shoes and then his feet impatiently.  He looked at the shoes again.  Did he really want to do this?  No, he didn’t, but he would do it.  He needed to do it to win back her trust.  Fortunately, he thought, he could take them off again the moment she was gone, so his humiliation would be short-lived.

“Now
, John,” said Suzie with growing annoyance.

John took a deep breath and nodded his head 
once more.  He placed the sandals on the floor before him and he slipped his feet into them.  He bent over and buckled both sandals.  As he sat up straight again, his erection returned from the prior night.  Once again, he got hard from wearing the heels.  He didn’t understand that.

“Thankfully, I’m not standing,” he thought, and he slid his hand over his crotch to help hide his erection.  “Suzie would never let me live down getting hard while putting on women’s shoes!”

John tried to adjust himself surreptitiously to hide his erection in his shorts.  As he did, Suzie set down her cup and crouched down before him to check that the straps on both shoes were buckled correctly.  They were.  John’s erection throbbed as her soft fingers ran over his exposed feet in the shoes.  Her touch felt electric and made his erection throb.  He even leaked precum into his underwear.  That made him blush and he prayed his wife didn’t notice.

“I expect you to wear these all day until I come home,” said Suzie as she ran her fingers over the straps on his right shoe.

“Uh huh, sure,” agreed John, even though he had no such intention.  To the contrary, he was already planning to rip them off the moment she left.  However, there was about to be a problem with his plan.

Suzie continued:  “And to make sure you do wear them, and that you don’t try to take them off the minute I leave, I bought something special,” she said.  John’s eyebrow went up.  Had she said something about him not taking them off?  Before he could react, and without any warning, she attached tiny padlocks to the straps of each shoe before John even realized what she had done.

CLICK!

CLICK!

“All locked in,” she said and she smiled
.

“What was that?!” asked John and he looked down at Suzie.  His eyes moved from his wife to his shoes.  He could see the padlocks clearly.  He instantly realized what this meant.  “Wait a minute!  What have you done?!” he demanded.

“I’ve locked the shoes onto your feet.”

“You what?!  Why?!”

Suzie snickered.  “What kind of deterrent would these be if you could just take them off whenever you felt like it?  With these locks, I know you’ll be wearing them all day, like you promised, and I know you won’t be having an affair.”  She rose and walked over to the mirror.

“You can’t!” he protested.

“I just did,” she said and she adjusted her suit jacket.  Then she took the key to the padlocks and she slipped it into the locket around her neck.  As she did, her nipples rose and her pussy became very, very wet.  The idea of what she had just done to her husband apparently turned her on incredibly.  This surprised her.

“You never said anything about padlocks!” whined John.

Suzie shrugged her shoulders.  “What difference does it make?  You promised to wear them all day.  The padlocks shouldn’t matter to you.”

“Shouldn’t matter to me?!  Are you crazy?!” thought John.  This was a horrible turn of events for him and it unsettled him that he really would need to go through with his promise now of wearing the heels all day.  He almost wanted to scream that he hadn’t agreed to this, but in reality he had.  He had agreed to wear them all day.  Her padlocks only ensured he would do what he had promised.  Still, he wanted them off and he was going to give it his best to make that happen.  “But what if I need to take them off?” he asked
.

“Why would you need to do that?” asked Suzie doubtfully.  She picked up her designer purse and checked its contents.

John had no idea how to answer this question, and his mind searched for anything that would justify taking them off.  Only one thing came to mind.  “What if there’s an emergency?”

“Like what?”

“Like a fire or something?”

“Then go outside.”

“But the heels?!”

“They won’t stop you.”

“But people could see me!”

Suzie shrugged her shoulders.

“Suzie!” he squealed.

She kissed him on the cheek.  “We can talk about this when I get home,” she said and she started toward the door.

John tried to tell her to stop, but he wasn’t sure what to say to make that happen.  All he could say was “but,” and Suzie just ignored that.  A moment later, she reached the door.  She stopped and turned to face John, who had not yet gotten off the bed because he wasn’t mentally prepared to stand up in the heels.  Suzie waved her finger at him authoritatively.

“Don’t even think about trying to break those locks.  If you mess with the locks in any way, I will assume you did it to have an affair, and there will be problems.  Do you understand me, John?”

John didn’t respond.  He was still in shock about the padlocks.

“Do you understand me, John?
” she repeated harshly.

With that, Suzie left.  She didn’t even wait for his response.

As Suzie walked off, John sat helplessly on the 
bed staring at his girly shoes for what seemed like hours.  He had assumed that the moment his wife left for work, he could remove these silly shoes and go about his day normally.  He never expected her to lock them onto his feet.  This changed everything.

He was not a happy man.

—o—

It took all morning for John to get accustomed to walking in the heels.  He’d practiced the night before, but that wasn’t enough time for him to fully acclimate to the challenges of high heels.  His balance remained precarious at times, and he needed to “re-learn” walking.  For example, he needed to learn to take smaller steps and to place his feet differently, to keep them much closer together and to place one foot directly in front of the other when he walked.  When he walked, he now needed to be careful to bring his toes down first, something which didn’t come naturally to him.  He needed to carry less weight too.  And he just didn’t have the force he was accustomed to having when he did things like push a vacuum.  In short, wearing the heels changed everything.  It made his life much more difficult and complex, and he wasn’t at all happy about it.

They were uncomfortable too.  They pinched his toes and strained his arches.  They made his calves burn and put tremendous pressure on his hips and knees.  In fact, because they changed everything about the way he walked and his very posture, they made his muscles sore in new ways.

But those things weren’t the “real” problem.

The real problem was that no matter how good he got at wearing them throughout the day, they still didn’t “feel right” as he walked around the house.  The 
sounds they made, the feelings they gave him, the need to balance, the difficult angles at which they kept his feet, how they highlighted his toes, and how feminine they made his legs appear all reminded him constantly that he was a man wearing women’s shoes, and that brought him a tremendous feeling of shame which stuck with him all day.

Even worse, all of this seemed to excite him.  He couldn’t explain that at all, but it was true.  Every time he saw the heels reflected in the mirror or saw them when he stretched his legs out before him or glimpsed a flash of pink beneath him as he walked, he felt emasculated and weak, but he simultaneously felt his whole body tingle and his penis became harder and started throbbing.  Apparently, wearing high heels turned him on.  John didn’t want this, but it seemed to be true and there was nothing he could do about it.

In fact, at one point, he did his best to squelch the feelings of excitement he felt, but he couldn’t do it.  He began by trying to tell himself the reasons why he didn’t like wearing the heels.  He hoped that might reduce the turn-on factor and make this all go away.  He started by focusing on the soreness in his feet and legs:  “These things aren’t comfortable,” he told himself.  “I don’t care what Suzie says, my arches and my toes are sore!”

But his erection didn’t go away.  To the contrary, the very act of trying to think away his erection drew his mind to it and made it bigger.  And soon he saw the image of his wife placing the heels on his feet and he remembered the electric feeling of her fingertips brushing against his exposed foot.  This made his penis throb even harder and his desire to masturbate grew considerably.

He then thought about how hard it had been to push the vacuum
.

“They’re impossible to work in,” he told himself.

Again, however, his erection didn’t fade.  Instead, he saw the image of himself as a housewife in high heels vacuuming the house and his erection ran wild.  Soon it was as large as it could get.  Precum even spurted out.

“This does not turn me on!  This does not turn me on!
” he repeated to himself several times.  He had hoped that saying this would make it true.  It didn’t.  He remained just as hard.

He then jumped out of his chair nervously.

“I should go shoot some hoops or do something manly!” he exclaimed and he paced back and forth.  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!


No sooner had he said this however, than an image appeared in his mind of himself shooting hoops while wearing high heels.  That made him throb even more and he felt an overwhelming need to masturbate.

He paced back and forth across the room with his hard-on sticking up inside his shorts:  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!
  He felt very worried.  Not only was he worried that he didn’t seem to be able to shake this idea that wearing high heels turned him on, but it seemed to be getting worse the more he thought about it.

“Is there something wrong with me?” he asked.

He looked down at the pink shoes and his toes sticking out the fronts of the shoes, and he felt his penis throb.  Something inside him, really wanted him to jerk himself off to that sight.  But why?

“That doesn’t make any sense!  Why would wearing high heels turn me on?”

He tapped his heel against the floor causing it to make that telling feminine sound:  CLICK!  CLICK!
  This made him shudder and made his erection throb 
even harder than before.  Again, this made him feel weak and effeminate.  Yet, again, that seemed to excite him.

“This has to stop!” he thought.  “I need to do something.”

He decided to see if he could distract his mind by watching television, so he walked to the living room and turned on the television.  He was determined to think of something other than the high-heeled shoes on his feet.  Unfortunately, when he sat down on the sofa, he crossed his legs and the flash of pink from his feet caught his gaze and held it fast.  He stared helplessly at the high-heeled shoe on his foot as it hung suspended in the air before him.  He felt the other on the floor, holding his other foot at such a strange angle with the heel in the air, with his toes bent, and even the toes held off the ground by the shoe’s platform.

John suddenly needed
 to masturbate.  It was no longer a choice.

“I don’t understand this!” he told himself.  He wished this wasn’t true.

Nevertheless, a moment later, he could wait no longer.  He slid his hand inside his shorts and underwear and wrapped his fingers around his hard shaft.  He stroked himself twice.  It felt great.  He knew in that moment that there was no way he couldn’t finish what his hand had started.  And even if he could somehow stop, there was no way he was going to be able to focus on work again until after he jerked himself off.  Masturbating about wearing these heels had become an obsession to him.  It was inevitable and he knew it.

“There’s only one way I’m going to be able to get this out of my mind,” he said.  He looked down at the pink heels again and felt his penis jump in his hand.  “Yes, only one way.
”

John decided to let himself masturbate.  He needed to release the pressure.  He hoped that once he was done, that need would vanish and he could focus again on working.  So John wrapped his hand around his shaft tightly and he leaned back into the seat cushion.  He dropped his feet to the floor again and spread his legs.

He started stroking himself.

It felt great.

“I can’t believe how much I need this,” he said as he felt the waves of pleasure wash over him.  It almost felt as amazing as the first time he ever masturbated.  He stroked himself even faster.  He was breathing really hard now and his penis was throbbing.  He was very near to cumming.  He snuck a peek at the heels and his penis became even harder.

Just then, the doorbell rang.  Ding dong!


John slammed his head back against the couch pillow.  “Ug.  Not now!” he exclaimed.  His erection screamed for attention, but he knew he could not sit on the couch masturbating as whoever it was stood at the front door ringing the bell.  That just wouldn’t work.  His release needed to be delayed.

John reluctantly yanked his hand from his shorts and rose to his feet, determined to find out who was at his door.  He was so focused on the emotions he felt from being interrupted that he actually forgot for a moment that he was wearing high heels.

He remembered as he stood up and stumbled forward.

“Whoa!”

He grabbed the couch and re-established his balance.  As he did, he realized that there was no way he could open the door with these shoes on his feet as these ridiculous pink high heels were plainly visible beneath his khaki walking shorts and there was no way 
he could hide them.

“Shoot!  What am I going to do?  I can’t open the door!”  He bit his lip.  “Maybe they’ll go away?” he told himself.

The doorbell rang again.  Ding dong!


John felt tense.  He’d never ignored the door before and it felt strange to do so now.  It felt wrong.  He felt drawn toward the door.  What if it was important?  John found himself breathing hard and feeling nervous.  He waited and heard nothing.

“Maybe they went away?” he said hopefully.

No such luck.  The doorbell rang again.  Ding dong!


“Why won’t they go away?  It must be important.”

John felt his muscles tense up.

“What do I do?”

Suddenly, John realized that he didn’t actually need to open the door the entire way, he could open it just a crack.  He’d done that before when he had jumped out of the shower and was naked except for a towel around his waist.  This thought instantly made him feel better; he could open the door!

John took several steps toward the door.  As he stepped out into the front hallway, his heels echoed loudly off the hardwood floor:  CLICK!  CLICK!
  He froze.  His heels sounded so amazingly loud to him.  He wondered nervously if they could be heard on the other side of the door.  He looked down at his feet.  Then he looked toward the door.  He decided this was a mistake and he decided to retreat very, very quietly deeper into the house.

“Open the door, John,” called out the knocker.

It was Crystal.

“Oh no!  I can’t let Crystal know I’m home.  If I do, then she’ll want inside and there’s no way I can hide 
these heels from her!” thought John.

“Come on, John.  I know you’re home,” called Crystal through the door.

“How would she know?”  Was she bluffing?  She had to be, right?  She had no way to know John was home, did she?  John decided to remain very quiet and hope she was bluffing and went away.  He stayed very still.

“I saw your shadow through the window, John,” she said.  “And I heard you walking to the door.”

John bit his lip.  She wasn’t bluffing!  What was he going to do now?  She would never go away now that she thought she saw him, not until he let her in.  But there was no way he could let her in either.  This was a serious problem.

“Maybe I can get her to go away?” thought John.

“Don’t be a jerk, John,” said Crystal.  “I saw you.  Open up!”

“I can’t.  I was in the shower.  I don’t have any clothes on,” he said.  John crossed his fingers and hoped Crystal went away.

“Just put on a robe.”

“I can’t.  I need to go see a client.”

“It will only take a second, John!” she exclaimed.  She then grabbed the doorknob to rattle it for emphasis.  To her and John’s great surprise, however, the door wasn’t locked.  Typically, Suzie left for work through the garage, but this morning she had gone out the front door instead because she had left the car in the driveway after going to the shoe store the prior night.  And when she left this morning, she left the front door unlocked.  Hence, when Crystal grabbed the knob to jerk it around, it turned unexpectedly and the door flew open.

... and there stood John in his shorts and high heels.


Chapter Four: “Caught by Crystal”

—o—

John’s heart jumped into his throat and his mind overloaded.  His instincts told him that he needed to run, but where could he run?  There was nowhere.  And even if there was, he was so overwhelmed with panic that he couldn’t bring himself to move.  He was genuinely frozen.

Crystal too felt overcome by panic, at least initially.  She wasn’t frozen, however.  She hadn’t intended to open the door at all and when it flew open, she felt horrified that she had unintentionally violated John’s privacy in such a massive way.  To her mind, this was the type of moment that ruined friendships and she desperately wanted to yank the door closed to undo what she had done.  So she lunged after the door and she grabbed the knob.

At the same time that Crystal lunged for the door handle, John’s mind finally overcame its panic.  Working purely on instinct, John dove forward and pushed the door closed... hard
.

SLAAAAM!!!

Unfortunately, in slamming the door shut, John slammed the door in Crystal’s face and knocked Crystal back two feet with the door.

THUNK!!

He hit her in the forehead and chest with the door and almost knocked her over with it, but somehow she kept her balance, which wasn’t easy in the five-inch spike heels she wore.

“Ow!  That hurt, John!” she exclaimed angrily.  She rubbed her forehead.

John realized instantly that he had made a mistake and he needed to rectify it in some way... some way short of opening the door
.  So he opened the door 
a crack, blocking it with his foot and he stuck his face in the crack.  He decided to try to sidestep the issue.

“I’m sorry, Crystal,” he said as calmly as he could.  “When the door opened, I thought it was the wind.  I didn’t see you there.  I really am sorry.  But I also really need to go.  I’m in the middle of something important with a client.  Can I call you later when I finish?”

Crystal, who still felt badly about invading John’s privacy, was just about to agree that they could speak later when it occurred to her that something was wrong with the image she had in her head of the events which had transpired.

Something was out of place.

She played back the events in her mind.  First, the door opened.  She was startled by this.  As the door opened, she saw John standing there.  He was moving forward with both hands out to close the door.  But something was off.  There was something unusual, something strange in that.

“What could it be?” she asked herself.

She thought about it again.  She let her mind run free.

“What could it be?”

Then it all crystallized in her mind.  Her jaw dropped.

“Oh my God!  He was wearing pink high heels!” she told herself.

This realization changed everything.  Suddenly, Crystal didn’t feel badly about invading John’s privacy, not at all.  Nor did she buy the claim that he thought the door had been blown open.  He was trying to toss her back out before she saw what he was wearing.

But why was he wearing heels?  Had Suzie gone ahead and taken her suggestion and put John in heels, and now she had caught John wearing them.  That’s 
what it had to be.

Crystal smiled.  She had to see more of this.  Not only was she excited to actually see John in heels, but she still wanted a little payback for being tossed into John’s excuse for whatever he was doing, and this would be the perfect chance to further his humiliation.

“It’s payback time!” she told herself.  “Open up, John,” she said through the crack.  “We need to talk.”

“I really can’t right now.  I need to—”

“You need to what?  Go play with your heels?”

John froze.  “Uh... what heels?” he asked cautiously.

“Give it up, John.  I saw them already.”

“I’m not wearing heels,” he said.

“Then you won’t mind opening the door and showing me.”

John swallowed hard.  “I just don’t have time—”

Crystal decided to bluff.  “Open the door, John, or I’ll go post this photo I took of you in your cute little pink
 shoes.”

John’s jaw dropped.  Did she really have a photo of his shoes?  That would be a disaster.  He had no idea what to do now.

“Open up, John, or I post this.”

John bit his lip.  He really didn’t have any choice.  She obviously knew what he was wearing, and if he opened the door then maybe he could keep her as the only other person to know.  On the other hand, if he refused and she posted the photo she claimed to have, then all his friends would know and he would be ruined.  The only question was, did she really have the photo?  Unfortunately, he couldn’t take the risk that she was bluffing.  So he took a deep breath and he reluctantly stepped back and opened the door fully.

A moment later, Crystal pushed past him into the house.  She immediately focused on the pink shoes 
on his feet.  They were impossible to miss, being bright pink... and high heels.  She burst out laughing.

John blushed.  “I can explain.”

“I’ll bet you can,” said Crystal knowingly, which made John blush even worse.

“Seriously, I can explain!”

Crystal smirked.  “Oh, I can’t wait to hear this!” she said and she folded her arms to hide her erect nipples, which were poking uncomfortably through her blouse.  She couldn’t take her eyes off his feet.  For some reason, it excited her to see him in heels; she never expected that.

John furrowed his brow.  “It’s actually your fault!” he said sourly.

“Oh, is it?  My fault?!”  She didn’t tell him that the reason he was wearing high heels really was her idea.

“Yes!  Your fault!” he exclaimed.  “You kissed me the other day and left lipstick on my collar.  Now Suzie thinks we’re having an affair and she’s making me wear these stupid shoes to keep me from having an affair!”

Crystal giggled.  “How does you wearing high heels keep us from having an affair?  Is she hoping you lose interest in women?”

“No,” he grumbled.

“Then I don’t get it,” she said and she giggled again.  She was loving this.  Seeing John humiliated did her heart good after he tried to shift the blame to her, and he was clearly humiliated.  His face was bright red, his voice was up an octave, and he was fumbling around nervously with his hands.  Even more interestingly though, she was fairly certain he had an erection.  That was unexpected.  Of course, as she had discovered, the sight of a man in high heels apparently was quite a turn on for her too, so perhaps it stood to reason that it might be turning John on a well.  “Interesting,” she 
thought.

John continued his explanation:  “It’s because she thinks no woman would want to have an affair with me if they saw me prancing around in these awful things,” he growled.  “And in that, I’m sure she’s right.  So because of you, I’m stuck wearing these uncomfortable, sissyish things all day long.”

Crystal laughed.  “Why don’t you just take them off, silly?”

He pursed his lips.  “Because I can’t.”

“Why not?”

He blushed.  He really didn’t want to tell her.  It was too
 humiliating.  But he had already opened his mouth without thinking and he had to say something.  And with no ability to think of an evasion, his best bet was to tell her the truth.

“She’s locked them onto my feet,” he admitted and he felt a shudder run down his spine.

Crystal snickered.  That was her idea too actually.  In fact, it wasn’t until Crystal came up with the idea of the padlocks that Suzie finally accepted the idea.  She wanted to be sure that John couldn’t just take them off and avoid her plan.  The padlocks prevented that.  Crystal hadn’t seen the padlocks yet, however, so she bent down to have a look at them.  Seeing the padlocks made her even wetter.  This was all hilarious.

“Oh my!  You are locked in, aren’t you?” said Crystal.  “Suzie’s put little padlocks through the straps and the buckles.”  Crystal reached out and touched one of the padlocks and felt the soft leather of the shoe.  As she did, she could have sworn she felt a mini-orgasm.  She giggled.

“What’s so funny?” demanded John.

Crystal blushed.  She decided it was best not to tell John about her current state of arousal.  Instead, she said, “You’re a veritable prisoner in high heels!” and 
she giggled again.

“This really isn’t funny,” grumbled John.

“Are you kidding?  This is hilarious!” she said and she stood back up again with a huge grin on her face and wet panties wrapped around her crotch.  “Oh, and you need a pedicure, darling.”

John folded his arms.  “It is not
 funny, and I do not
 need a pedicure!” he growled angrily.  “I do not want to wear these shoes, and it’s all your fault that I need to.  If you hadn’t given Suzie reason to believe I was having an affair, none of this would have happened.”

Crystal patted him on the shoulder.  “Well, I think it’s cute, and I won’t hold it against you.”

“Ha ha,” he said sarcastically.

“I’m serious.  It won’t bother me if you like wearing high heels around the house.  I don’t mind my best male friend being a closet sissy!”

“I’m not a sissy!” he protested.  “And ‘bother’ isn’t the issue!  The issue is that I don’t want to wear them!”

“I suppose you tried reasoning with your wife?”

“Of course, I tried, but she’s not being reasonable.”

Crystal looked at the pink heels and she snickered.  She decided to have a little more fun with John.  “I don’t know.  It seems reasonable to me.  This idea of hers clearly works.  In fact, I can’t imagine you going anywhere near another woman.  So she’s definitely being reasonable.  Heck, you’ll be lucky if she ever
 lets you out of those.  After all, if it works, why stop?”

John froze.

An uncomfortable silence passed.

“What do you mean?” he finally asked nervously.

Crystal smirked.  He had taken the bait.  “You 
are so easily to manipulate, John!” she thought.  Then she said to him:  “It should be obvious what I mean.  If she thinks you’re the kind of man who would have an affair and if she thinks she’s found an effective way to prevent that, then why would she let you stop any time soon?  She wouldn’t.”  She patted him on the cheek and smirked at him.  “I’d say it’s high heels for you from now on, sissy boy.”

John gritted his teeth and rubbed his neck.  What Crystal had said really struck home with him.  “Crystal might have a point,” he told himself.  “If Suzie thinks this is working, then she might be inclined to make me keep wearing the heels.  I was hoping she would let me out of this punishment after a day or two, once she realized I wasn’t having an affair, but what if Crystal’s right?  Suzie could guarantee that I can’t fool around just by keeping me in heels.  And she has no reason to stop either because it doesn’t hurt or inconvenience her in the slightest to do it.  She’ll barely even see it.  So she has no real reason ever to want this to stop!  She might never let me out!!”

John suddenly felt sick to his stomach.  What had seemed like a brief humiliation he needed to bear as punishment for a crime he didn’t actually commit now sounded like a life sentence of humiliation!

“This could be a problem,” he said under his breath.

Crystal seemed to read this realization in his face with great amusement.  She couldn’t believe how easy it had been to make John worry about this.  She found it interesting too that John somehow didn’t realize that Suzie hated the idea of her husband wearing heels almost as much as John apparently hated wearing them.  That was obvious throughout the conversation she had with Suzie, but it clearly wasn’t obvious to John.  Crystal almost
 felt bad for John, except she still 
recalled him hiding behind her to protect himself from Suzie’s wrath.  That was unforgivable, and she wasn’t done torturing him yet.

—o—

Without really waiting for John’s permission, Crystal moved to the living room from the foyer so she could sit down.  John, still in shock from what she’d said, followed so he too could sit.  After all, he wasn’t used to the heels yet and they strained his feet and calves, so sitting down was a necessity for him.  He also wanted to get out of the doorway before anyone else came along and saw what he was wearing.

As they moved to the living room, Crystal was surprised how femininely John walked.  He wasn’t at all graceful, but he definitely walked better in the heels than she had expected.  His walk was already as good as many women she knew and she suspected that he would have quite a sexy, feminine walk within a few days at this rate.  That idea made her tingle and got her even wetter.

John visibly bit his lip.

“Ok, let’s say you might
 have a point,” said John.

Crystal shrugged her shoulders.  “Ok.  Let’s say that.”

“Hypothetically
, how would I go about convincing Suzie to abandon this idea?”

Crystal chuckled to herself.  It was clear from his tone that John was deeply worried about the point she had made.  That made Crystal snicker on the inside.  John deserved a little discomfort in her opinion.  Still, she couldn’t believe that John didn’t see that Suzie would never continue this more than a day or two.  She decided to take advantage of that to have a little more fun with John
.

Crystal shrugged her shoulders again.  “I don’t know,” she said coyly.  “I wouldn’t want to interfere with Suzie’s plans.”

John glared at her.  “First of all, you are part of this whether you like it or not!”

“But I don’t really have any idea,” she said.  However, she said this in such a tone that it was obvious this was just an evasion.

John immediately noticed her tone.  He furrowed his brow and shook his head.  “No, no, no!  You do know or you wouldn’t have brought it up.  Tell me!  How would you convince her to abandon this idea?”

Crystal looked down at his feet in their high-heeled pink prisons.  They were making her wet.  She shook her head.  “I can’t.  I can’t betray a friend.”

“Tell me
,” he said firmly.

Crystal paused.  She took a deep breath, adding to John’s tension.  She sighed.  “I do have an idea,” she said, “but you won’t like it.  You won’t want to do it.  I’m not even sure you could.”

John glared at her.  “Of course, I can do it.  What is it?!”

Crystal was loving this.  The more she resisted, the more desperately he demanded the answer.  She sighed again.  “Well,” she said doubtfully, “there is one solution I can think of, but I can tell you that you won’t like it, and I don’t want you making me out as the bad guy for bringing it up.”

“I won’t!  I promise!  Now tell me!” he practically begged.  He definitely sounded desperate at this point.  He even stomped his foot, though it’s unlikely he realized he had done it as it was a rather feminine motion.  Crystal noticed, however, and felt a tingle race through her body.

“Fine.  But remember, this is on you.  I’m not 
volunteering this; you demanded it.”

“Yeah, yeah, just tell me.”

Crystal smirked.  John had taken the bait.  Now it was time to jab him right where it hurt.  “I guess the way to go is to make her want to give up the idea.”  She paused.  “Try scaring her,” she added.

John looked confused.  “Scaring her?  How do I do that?”

“Use reverse psychology... make her think you like it.”

“Like what?”

“Like wearing the heels.”

“Make her think I like wearing heels?!
”

“Yes.”

“Are you crazy?”

“No.”

“How would making her think I like wearing heels help?!”  His tone was somewhere between shocked, confused and just unhappy.

Crystal needed to be very careful here.  She needed to sound like this was an idea she was reluctant to propose, not like this was something she was eager to see happen, even if that was the truth.  John needed to believe that he had reached this decision without her pushing him or leading him to it.

“Well,” she said in an uncertain tone.

“Tell me!
”

“Fine.  Suzie told you herself that she doesn’t think any woman would want a man who wears high heels, so that must be something she thinks too, right?  I mean, if she thinks no
 woman would want a man who wears high heels, then she must not want a man who wears high heels either, right?”

John gave a non-committal shrug.  “I don’t know.  After all, this was her idea to make me wear heels.
”

“Yes, but she’s not doing it because she likes you in heels.  She’s only doing it as a punishment and a way to keep other women away.  She also knows that you don’t like the idea.  In fact, she knows you hate the idea.  So in her mind, you aren’t a man who wears high heels, you’re just her husband who is forced to wear anti-affair protection while she’s at work.  See the difference?”

He nodded his head.  “Yeah, I see your point.”

“Keep in mind, she doesn’t even see you wear them except briefly when she gets home.  So to her, it’s like it’s not really happening.”

This made sense to John.

Crystal continued:  “So if you can get her to believe that you’re starting to like wearing heels, maybe that wearing them all day is turning you on or something weird like that, and that it’s making you want to wear them, that will horrify her and she’ll call a halt right away.”

John bit his lip.  What Crystal said made sense, but it also sent a shudder down his spine.  On the one hand, he wasn’t sure he could ever suggest to his wife that he liked wearing high heels.  What kind of man would she think he was?  Yet on the other hand, this was in fact turning him on and that was troubling him deeply.  It made him uneasy.  It made him wonder about his masculinity.  And the idea that he should admit this, for lack of a better word, was perhaps too much.  Indeed, he was fairly certain he could never say the words he would need to say lest he admit something he dared not admit.

As John struggled with these thoughts, Crystal finished her thought.  “Once you get her thinking you like it, she’ll stop making you wear them before wearing them gives you any ideas about taking it further.  That’s what I mean by reverse psychology.”

John nodded his head.  He understood her point.  “
If she thinks I’m starting to like wearing these, then she’ll freak out and stop the whole thing,” he said.

“Right,” said Crystal.  “After all, as she said, what woman would want a man who wears high heels?”

“What woman indeed?” said John in a worried tone.

“So that’s what you need to do.”

“Is there another way you can think of?”

Crystal shook her head.  “No.  That’s the only one.”

John felt a shudder run down his spine.  He couldn’t think of any other way either, so this was it... his only option.  And while he didn’t like the idea, he needed to do something.  He knew that.  He needed to stop this before it went any further, before he really did start to like wearing heels, before his wife decided to make this permanent, and before anyone else saw him in the heels.  It was bad enough Crystal had already caught him.  What would happen if others caught him too?

“Ok,” he said reluctantly.  “How do we make her think I’m starting to like it?”

Crystal laughed to herself.  She couldn’t believe John was really buying this.  Too bad for him because she was happy to keep up her little revenge and make him look like a fool.

“All right, John,” said Crystal, “here’s what you do...”


Chapter Five: “Tricking His Wife”

—o—

That night, John met Suzie at the door.  Suzie expected that actually.  She assumed he would be agitated and would want to unload on her about his day and would demand that she remove the high heels right then and there.  Essentially, she expected to be accosted the moment she stepped through the door.

It didn’t happen.

Instead, he greeted her normally and he kissed her.  He still wore the heels as he did, so he hadn’t managed to remove them.  After greeting Suzie, John walked with her to the living room, where she sat down on the couch to remove her own high-heeled sandals.  As she unbuckled them, she couldn’t believe what she was hearing... or more precisely, she couldn’t believe what she wasn’t
 hearing.  John stood before her in the pink sandals talking about dinner as if nothing unusual was going on at all.  He hadn’t mentioned the heels even once.  He didn’t complain about them.  He didn’t tell her how uncomfortable they had been.  He didn’t tell her how humiliating it was to wear them.  He didn’t even ask for the key to remove the padlocks so he could take them off.  Not a word.  This was very strange to Suzie and she finally felt compelled to raise the subject herself.

“How were the shoes?” she asked cautiously.

“Shoes?” he asked.  Then he looked down at his feet.  “Oh, those
 shoes.  They’re fine.”  His tone was entirely dismissive.

Suzie raised an eyebrow.  This didn’t sound like the same man who had complained bitterly about wearing them earlier and who looked for any excuse he could find to get her to agree to take them off.  Something strange was going on here.  No normal 
person in the same circumstances wouldn’t have mentioned them to her.  Yet, he didn’t.  Her suspicions were aroused.

“No problems?” she asked.

John shrugged his shoulders indifferently.  “No, no problems.”

“Good.  I have the key in my purse.  It’s in the other room.”

“Key?”

Suzie furrowed her brow.  “Yes, the key.  To the padlocks.”

“Oh yeah, I forgot,” he said with a self-conscious laugh.  This was even more suspicious.  There was no way he had forgotten that he couldn’t remove the heels.  He looked at his watch.  “I’ll unlock them after dinner.  Right now, I hear a roast chicken that needs a little basting.”  He then turned and left the room.  He made his way to the kitchen.

Suzie watched him walk off in the heels.

“Unbelievable,” said Suzie.

She leaned back against the couch and furrowed her brow.  On the surface, this all seemed puzzling.  It certainly was not what she had expected.  She expected he would be upset.  Who wouldn’t after all?  She expected to hear a litany of complaints about comfort, about him stumbling around all day, about the shoes slowing him down and probably a good amount about how humiliating it was that she would make him do this.  That was what she had expected because that is what everyone
 would have said.  Yet, he said nothing.  Even more strangely, when she gave him a chance to vent his frustration, he actually acted like he forgot he was wearing heels.  That was definitely an act... with a bad script.


Unfortunately for John, all of this backfired on him.  Suzie had decided during the day that she was 
being unfair and that he clearly wasn’t having an affair, so she planned to release him.  She had planned to ask if he had learned his lesson.  Of course, he would say he had.  Then he would vent.  And after he vented about how horrible his day was, she planned to let him go.  She would give him a stern warning, that was for sure, but she saw no reason to make him keep wearing the heels.

But now she changed her mind.

With John acting as if wearing high heels was the most natural thing in the world for him, especially after his prior complaints about the shoes being emasculating and despite her knowledge that his feet must be killing him after wearing them straight now for nearly ten hours now, her suspicions had been raised.  It was clear that he was up to something.  Obviously, he wanted her to think it didn’t bother him, and that made her think something was going on.

“He should be screaming that I take them off!” she thought.

Then she thought back to their brief conversation from a moment ago.  Something about that troubled her too.  Not only he had failed to mention the shoes, something she would have expected regardless of how his day went, but he pretended not to know which shoes she was talking about when she finally raised the issue with him.  His words echoed in her mind:  “Shoes?  Oh, those shoes.  They’re fine.
”  That was nonsense!  Even if he didn’t mind wearing the shoes, there is no way he would have completely forgotten he was wearing women’s shoes.  Something was definitely wrong here, and she was going to find out what it was!

“Do you know what, dear husband of mine?  I don’t buy it,” she told herself and she reconfirmed to herself that she would not be letting him out of the 
punishment tonight as she had planned.  “He’s clearly playing a game with me, and as long as he’s going to play games, then I’m going to keep his punishment going until I find out what game he’s playing and why!”

Suzie rose and walked to the hallway where she could peek into the kitchen.  She could hear him in the kitchen working on dinner as she approached.  His heels echoed off the tile floor as he moved about.  She folded her arms and listened for a second:  CLICK! CLICK!  CLICK! CLICK!  CLICK! CLICK!  CLICK! CLICK!


She replayed the conversation in her head one more time:  “Shoes?  Oh, those shoes.  They’re fine... I’ll unlock them after dinner.
”

“After dinner?” she repeated doubtfully to herself.  “You want me to believe you don’t mind wearing high heels?  Why?  It’s no secret that wearing them isn’t fun.  You even told me how much you hated them before.  What are you up to, John?  What is your game?”

She scratched her throat as she considered the possibilities.  She couldn’t think of a single reason he would fake this.  It wouldn’t help him have an affair in any way.  It wouldn’t prove what he was trying to prove either.  It made no sense.  Then, for a brief moment, she wondered if possibly there was some reason he liked wearing high heels, but she quickly dismissed that.

“No.  I would know that.  He’s playing a game,” she assured herself.

She stuck her head around the corner and watched John work in the kitchen.

“You want me to believe you don’t mind wearing heels for some reason.  But why?  What are you up to, John?  What is your game?”  she asked herself.  She ground her teeth.  “I’m not falling for it, John!”

Suzie walked into the kitchen where her husband 
was busy setting the table.  She was determined to dig a little deeper to see if she could figure out what John was up to.  She sat down and crossed her legs.  She watched John move to the stove and complete some last minute seasoning.  He moved better in the heels than he had the prior night, though he still wasn’t particularly graceful.

“So you didn’t mind wearing the heels today?” she asked in an indifferent tone.  She tried not to give away her thoughts with her tone.

“Wearing what?” he asked.

“No way!” thought Suzie and she shook her head.  “There’s no way he doesn’t know what I mean.  He’s absolutely playing a game, and he’s laying it on far too thick to be believed!”  To John, however, she said:  “The heels.”

John shrugged his shoulders again.  “No, not really.”

“They weren’t uncomfortable?”

“No.  They’re pretty comfortable actually.  I barely noticed them all day.”

“Yeah, right!” she thought and she shook her head imperceptibly again.  “I’ve been wearing heels my whole life and there hasn’t been a single time I didn’t notice I was wearing them.  That’s the point to heels, John!”  Then she asked John, “You’re sure they didn’t cause you any problems?”

He shook his head.  “Nope.  None.”

Her suspicions kept growing with each obviously false answer.

Of course, she was right, but John wasn’t going to let on.  He denied any problems or discomfort.  He wanted to make it seem like they were completely natural to him.  The truth, however, was entirely different.  Indeed, the shoes were killing him by this point.  He had never worn heels before and now he had 
been stuck wearing them all day.  His toes felt crushed.  His ankles felt brittle.  His arches hurt.  His calves burned.  Even his butt, thighs and lower back felt worn out.  He was desperate to take the heels off as soon as possible.  In his head, his mind was screaming:  “TAKE THEM OFF!!
”  But he couldn’t let his wife know this.  He and Crystal had worked it out.  If he wanted to convince Suzie to stop making him wear these shoes, then he needed to scare her.  To scare her, he needed to make her think she had awoken something feminine inside him.  To do that, he needed to lay it on as thickly as he possibly could, without being too obvious, that he was happy about wearing the heels.

“Are you sure you don’t want to change out of them now?  You can take them off now that I’m here,” said Suzie.

“It doesn’t matter to me,” he said indifferently.

This drew a double-take from his wife.  John saw this and interpreted it as a direct hit.  He saw this as confirmation that he and Crystal had picked the right strategy and he began to believe that this was going to be easier than he had initially thought.  In fact, now that he knew he was on the right track, he saw it as to raise the ante.

“Oh, by the way,” he said casually, “I’d like to wear some stockings with the heels tomorrow.”

Suzie’s jaw dropped and a stunned look crossed her face.  Had she really heard what she thought she heard?  Was her husband really asking to wear stockings?  Suzie took a moment before responding; her mind was in shock.

“I’m sorry, did you say you want to wear stockings tomorrow?” she asked.

John smiled to himself.  Her reaction told him everything he needed to know.  He had found her weak spot.  Crystal had been right:  Suzie couldn’t deal with 
the idea that her husband suddenly wanted to wear women’s clothes.  “This could be over before bedtime,” he told himself.  Then he looked at his wife.  “Yeah, I think stockings would be more comfortable,” he said to her.

“Comfortable?” she asked in an incredulous tone.

“Yeah, I think they would make the shoes fit better and they would keep my feet warmer.”

“What’s wrong with socks?”

“My socks didn’t fit, remember?  Stockings should fit though.  Besides, stocking would look better.”

Suzie bit her lip.  A moment ago, she was sure he was faking, but then he made this request and, emotionally, this was shocking.  Had she awoken something feminine inside her husband?  The thought of her husband wanting to wear high heels and now stockings
 overwhelmed her.  She had meant this to be a quick punishment, not something that would change their relationship, and the last thing she wanted was a husband who wanted to wear pink high heels.  She cringed.

“Maybe I need to end this right now?” she thought to herself and she began to hyperventilate at the idea of John prancing around the house in high heels and stockings... and a pink dress, an image that suddenly struck her for some reason.

But then she caught herself.  She took a deep breath.

“Wait a minute!  Be rational.  This is all wrong,” she thought.  Indeed, while the idea that she had awoken something feminine inside John troubled her, his conduct was simply too suspicious to be believed.  Emotionally, it was troubling to her, but intellectually she knew something was wrong here.  She knew he was playing a game.  For some reason, he obviously wanted her to think that he liked wearing the heels.  But why
?

Then it hit her:  “He’s trying to scare me!” she told herself.

Her nostrils flared and she ran her tongue over her teeth.

Her thoughts continued:  “John wants me to feel exactly what I just felt.  Then I’m supposed to panic and let him out of this punishment so he can go back to doing whatever it was he was doing.  And to make me panic, he’s trying to make me think I’m turning him into a sissy!  Well, fine, John,” she thought angrily.  “I understand now, and I’m not going to be fooled.  I was going to let you out of this, but now it’s clear that I can’t trust you at all.  And if you want to turn this into a battle of wills, then so be it.  You’ll see how strong my will is!  Do your worst and we’ll see who comes out on top!  You’re the one stuck in heels after all!”

Suzie took a deep breath and forced a warm smile to cross her face.

John saw this and thought he had won.  He was sure he saw in Suzie’s eyes that she was about to give up, and her smile could only be a way to soften the blow as she announced her surrender.  Crystal had been right!  John felt elated.

He shouldn’t have.

“All right, honey,” she said sweetly, “I’ll get you some stockings.”

Now John’s jaw dropped.  This was not at all what he expected and her words hit him like a punch.  He had expected she would freak out and put her foot down:  “No more!  I won’t have a sissy husband!  Take off those heels right now!  We’re never going to talk about this again!
”  But she hadn’t.  Instead, she called his bluff and he didn’t understand why.  He felt very confused.

“Now what do I do?” he asked himself.

Meanwhile, Suzie rose from the table.  She 
snapped her fingers.  “Do you know what?  I think I may already have some stockings that will fit you,” she said.  She started down the hallway toward their bedroom.

John wasn’t sure what to do.  Should he follow her?  Should he tell her he had changed his mind?  Should he flee the house?  Unfortunately, he wasn’t sure because he had no idea what she was really thinking.  She had seemed so shocked by his upping the ante, but now she was looking for stockings.  Was she calling his bluff or was this something else?  The difference could mean his manhood if he guessed wrong.  He decided she must be bluffing.

“There’s no way she can stand seeing me in stockings!” he told himself.

Yet, Suzie marched to their bedroom and went straight to her lingerie drawer.  John ground his teeth and followed her.  A moment later, he stood in the doorway to their bedroom and watched as his wife pulled a pair of black stockings, tan stockings and white stockings from her lingerie drawer.

“Here you go.  These should fit you,” she said and she tossed them onto the bed.  She then watched his reaction closely for any telltale signs of what he was really thinking.  John, however, did his best to remain calm and not give himself away, so she got little in the way of tells, though his tone contained hints of uncertainly.

“Thanks,” he said cautiously.

“You can wear these whenever you want.  I’ll buy more for you tomorrow.”

“Great,” said John with as much enthusiasm as he could muster to hide the hopeless feeling welling up inside him.  “I’ll put them on in the morning.  Right now, I need to check the chicken.”

With that, they returned to the kitchen without 
another word about the stockings or the heels.  John seemed more glum after that to Suzie.  She had played it right.

For the rest of the evening, John continued to wear the pink heels without complaint, even after Suzie unlocked the locks.  His feet were killing him and he desperately wanted to take them off, but he couldn’t let her know he was bluffing... he needed to keep playing the hand he had chosen, so he continued to wear the heels and he hoped against hope that she would finally freak out and give in before he needed to add the stockings in the morning.

Unfortunately, she didn’t freak out.

—o—

Later that night, while John cleaned the kitchen, Suzie called Crystal.  She needed someone she could talk to about the day’s events, and since Crystal was the one who recommended this plan, she seemed the natural person to discuss it.  Besides, Suzie didn’t want anyone else knowing that John was wearing high heels, and she certainly didn’t want anyone else knowing he now wanted to wear stockings.

“How are thing?” asked Crystal after a brief exchange of greetings.  She decided not to mention that she had stumbled upon John in the heels earlier in the day.  Instead, she decided to play dumb.  She felt reasonably sure John wouldn’t mention it either.  It wasn’t the kind of fact that would help his case.

Suzie paused.  “That’s an interesting question.”

“Really?  How so?”

“Well, I implemented the idea we discussed.”

“Did you?” asked Crystal, trying to sound surprised even though she knew this already.

“Yes, I did.  As expected, John initially fought me 
like mad to avoid having to do it.  He tried everything
 he could to get out of it.  In the end though, I stuck to my guns and he gave in.”

“Congratulations.  Good for you.”

“Thanks, but wait.  There’s more, and this is where it gets weird.”  Suzie collected her thoughts before continuing.  “He agreed, but he wasn’t happy about it.  I mean, let’s be honest:  he was furious and upset.  BUT
, when I came home tonight, everything had changed.”

“Changed?  How?”

“Rather than fight me, John was acting like he loved wearing heels all day.”

“‘Loved’ wearing heels?”

“Yes, loved it.  Can you believe that?”

Crystal laughed to herself.  She could believe it.  After all, she had told John to act that way.  She told John that was the only way to get Suzie to drop this.  She hadn’t actually meant to trick Suzie, however.  Instead, she assumed Suzie would see right through this and would use his apparent eagerness to wear heels as yet another basis to humiliate John.

“And get this,” continued Suzie.  “Now he wants to wear stockings tomorrow!  Can you believe that?!”

“Stockings?!  Wow!”  Again, Crystal knew about this.  She had told John to suggest that he wanted to wear stockings as a way to support his assertion that he was happy to wear the heels.  Once more, she assumed Crystal would see right through this and would mock him for it.  That way, Crystal would get a little more revenge before Suzie called a halt to the whole thing, which Crystal assumed she would do tonight.  But it was starting to sound like something had gone awry and that Suzie wasn’t planning to end this.

“Of course, none of this is real,” said Suzie.

“What do you mean?
”

“I mean, this is all a game.  He wants me to think it was real, but it’s not.  He just wants me to freak out.  That way he thinks I’ll call a halt to all of this and he can go back to whatever he was doing.”

Crystal twisted her lips.  She had intended to make John the fool with her suggestions.  She didn’t realize that Suzie might misinterpret his actions and use that as a basis to push this whole affair further.  She was starting to realize she may have created a monster, so to speak.  “You’re not ending this?”

“No.  I was going to, but the way he reacted changed my mind.  He’s up to something... playing some sort of game.  And as long as he does that, then I’m not setting him free.  He can wear heels and stockings and whatever else until he’s ready to be honest with me finally.”

Crystal winced.  She wanted a bit of revenge against John, but this seemed a little much.  She decided to confess to Suzie what she had done to hopefully calm this situation down before it got out of hand.  Before she could speak, however, Suzie opened her mouth and spoke.

“John doesn’t realize, I can put up with this.  I really can.  I mean, I’m not like you, I’m just normal, but I can still close my eyes and just let this go on until he learns his lesson,” said Suzie almost smugly.

Crystal raised an eyebrow.  “What do you mean I’m not normal?”

“You know what I mean.”

“No, I don’t,” said Crystal cautiously.

“Oh come on, Crystal.  You’re the one who suggested this.”

Crystal furrowed her brow.  “Yeah, so?”

“I just mean that a normal person wouldn’t think anything like this up... anything this perverted.”  There was silence on the phone, so Suzie kept talking.  “You 
know what I mean.  Normal women can’t stand the idea of their man in women’s clothes, and a normal woman wouldn’t even think of this.  Don’t get me wrong.  I am thankful for the idea.  It worked great.  But you have to admit it’s really perverted and, without you, I never would have even thought of this.”

Crystal ran her tongue over her teeth.  She felt intense anger.  She and Suzie had been friends and confidantes for a very long time and this was the first time she could think of that Suzie had ever said anything this nasty about her.  And nasty this was.  No matter how she sliced it, it sounded to Crystal like Suzie was calling her a “pervert” and suggesting that there was something wrong with her.  Crystal felt genuinely offended by Suzie’s comments, and she began to think that maybe she needed to teach Suzie a lesson too.  In fact, she was sure of it.

“You want to insult me, then fine:  I’ll show you.  You think I’m a ‘pervert’ for suggesting this idea?  Well, let’s just see how ‘perverted’ we can make you,” thought Crystal.  She allowed a malicious grin to cross her face.

“Anyways, I should probably go,” said Suzie.  She was unaware of the change in her friend.

“No problem,” replied Crystal into the phone in a very pleasant tone.  “I’m glad you’re not letting him get away with it.  You shouldn’t let him make a fool of you anymore
.”

Suzie raised an eyebrow.  “Make a fool of me how?”

“Well, it seems obvious that he wants to scare you into thinking that you’re turning him into a girl.  That way you’ll give up.  Either he pushes far enough to freak you out or you just grow tired of seeing him in women’s clothes.  Either way, you quit and he can go back to seeing whoever this mystery woman is he’s trying to hide.  And it sounds like he has you on the 
right track to achieve his goal.  But I’m guessing you’re smart enough to know there’s only one way to fight what he’s doing.”

Crystal took several little digs at her friend in her statement and Suzie’s ego felt each.  Still, she remained calm and receptive.  She wasn’t sure what Crystal meant by there being only one way to fight what he was doing and now she was starting to doubt that she fully understood her husband’s game.  She decided to listen very closely to Crystal’s advice.

“Yeah, I’m not going to let him scare me,” said Suzie uncertainly.  “Is there more I need to do?”

Crystal smirked.  “Sure.  It’s important not to let his behavior scare you or he wins.  But that only causes a draw.  There’s only one way to stop him.”

Suzie now furrowed her brow.  She wasn’t aware of anything else she needed to do, but if Crystal says there was, then she was curious.  After all, this had all be Crystal’s idea, so perhaps Crystal knew more.

“What is that?” asked Suzie.  “How do I stop him?”

Crystal laughed to herself.  She had hooked Suzie.  “Call his bluff.”

“Call his bluff?” repeated Suzie in a confused tone.  “How do I do that?”

“Just outdo him with the feminine clothes.  If he says he wants to wear stockings, then tell him he needs to wear a garter belt too.  If he says he wants to wear panties, make him wear a dress too.  Things like that.  Basically, the more he pushes you to make you uncomfortable, the harder you push him back to challenge his masculinity.  Make this really hard on him.”

There was silence on the phone for several seconds.

“I don’t know.  I really don’t want to have a 
husband in a dress,” said Suzie.

“You said you could take it a moment ago,” said Crystal, and she almost used the word “perverted” to take another shot at her, but she decided that would be a bridge too far.

There was more silence.  For a moment, Crystal thought she had pushed too hard and Suzie would realize she was being had.  But then Suzie spoke.  “That’s a great idea!” exclaimed Suzie.

Crystal chuckled to herself.  “And so it starts!”


Chapter Six: “Stockings And More”

—o—

The following morning, John sat on the bed staring at the stockings in his hand.  He hated the idea of wearing these.  In fact, he couldn’t believe he was going to go through with it.  But he was.  He needed to convince Suzie to change her mind and this was the only way to do that, no matter how much he disliked the idea.

“I can do this,” he told himself.

John examined the reinforced toes and imagined painted toenails behind them.  He felt his penis stir as he did.

“They’re just stockings.  They’re not a big deal.”

He ran the stockings through his fingers.  They were very silky.  This caused his penis finally to grow inside his underwear.  It was erect an instant later and throbbed as he imagined the silky smoothness of the stockings on his legs.  He immediately caught himself and blushed.

“Why am I thinking about that?” he exclaimed.

He tried to ignore his throbbing erection and think about something that wouldn’t turn him on, but absolutely nothing came to mind.  Every thought went right back to the stockings and caused his penis to strain as it grew as large as it could.

“I need to stop thinking about this before I go crazy.  Seriously, they’re just stockings.  They don’t mean anything, really.  It’s just like wearing socks.  Exactly.  They’re the same as socks... just like socks.  Just... like... socks
,” he told himself in a nearly desperate tone, but he knew he didn’t believe it.  “Yeah, right
,” he said cynically a moment later and he rolled his eyes.  “They’re nothing like socks.  Wearing stockings is like cutting off my dick and sticking a pussy 
there instead.”

He paused again.

“So why in the world is the idea turning me on?”

John cringed.  It was really starting to bother him that wearing high heels and now stockings was turning him on.  Why was this?  What was wrong with him?  Was he secretly a sissy and he didn’t know it?  What would happen if Suzie found out about this?  What would happen to their relationship?  Would she expect him to prance around the house in heels and a dress all day while she called him by a girl’s name?  Would he enjoy that?  John ground his teeth as images of himself doing housework while dressed from head to toe as a woman filled his mind.

He shuddered, but he also got harder.

“Why would I even think such a thing?  There is no way I could ever... well... never... I could never do that.  I just couldn’t do that.  No way!” exclaimed John.  He felt certain about this too, though deep down he heard something tell him not only that he could, but that it would thrill him.  This terrified him.

John launched himself off the bed and stormed over to the mirror.  He looked his nearly naked body up and down.  He noted his erection beneath his underwear.

“You’re a man,” he told himself, “a normal, straight, ordinary man.  You have no desire to wear women’s clothes.  You don’t want your wife dressing you as a sissy or calling you girl names.”

His penis throbbed as he said this.

“Stop it!” he growled at his penis.

He tried to squelch the images in his head again of himself dressed as a woman.  He took several deep breaths and thought about computer programs.  That seemed to calm him and slowly let his erection begin to fade.  Then he took another deep breath and he opened 
his eyes and he saw the mint heels.  His erection immediately returned as he saw himself slip his feet into them.

“Forget it,” he growled at his penis and he swore that he would never stroke himself again if the reason he was hard had anything to do with women’s clothes.

His penis throbbed at him, almost as if it were taunting him.

“This ends now,” he swore.

John closed his eyes and shook his head.  He took several deep breaths, trying to turn off the thrill he felt and let his erection go flaccid.  This time, it didn’t work and, after about a minute, he returned to the bed, determined to ignore his erection and any excitement he felt from this.

“I’m just going to put on the stockings, which are exactly like socks
, and get this over with.  This has nothing to do with what turns me on.  This is just about scaring Suzie so she gives up this stupid idea.  Then we can forget it all and go back to the way things were.  Trust me, this won’t last.  She can’t stand to see me wear this stuff.  She’ll give up soon:  one day tops... maybe two.  That’s all I need to endure.  One or two days and she’ll give in.  I can feel it.  She can’t stand the idea of her husband wearing stockings,” he rambled.

He was still erect.

John clenched his fists and tried to shake off the thrill he still felt, but he couldn’t.  It remained and it was making him tingle all over.  As much as he hated to admit it, there was just something about the idea of wearing the stockings that excited him, and he had the throbbing erection to prove it.

“Just get it over with,” he told himself suddenly.  Apparently, he meant to masturbate and release the tension.  Or had he meant just to put the clothes on and move on with his day?  He wasn’t sure
.

He ran the silky stockings through his hands one more time; they were so soft.  His penis throbbed again.  He desperately wanted to stroke it, but he would not because he was hard because of the stockings and he would keep his oath not to touch himself in those circumstances.

“No, I won’t do it,” he said.

His penis felt amazingly tense.  It felt like it would explode at the slightest touch.  It rarely felt like this; it was a shame to waste it.  He desperately wanted to touch it, and the harder he tried not to, the greater the need became.

But he held out.

“I’m not giving in,” he assured himself.

Visions of John playing with himself filled his mind and added to the pressure to jerk himself off, especially as those visions included him in the stockings and in some sexy black spike-heeled pumps.  It was obvious what he wanted, even if he refused to accept it.

John lay back on the bed and took several deep breaths.  He hoped to calm himself, but the images remained in his mind causing his erection to tingle and throb.  It was screaming for him to stroke it.  It was starting to overwhelm his resolve.

“Of course,” he said cautiously, “I can still touch myself.  I just can’t do it if I’m thinking about women’s clothes.”  He paused.  “So if I’m thinking about something else, then I’m ok.”

His penis continued to tingle.

A moment later, John slowly slid his hand down to his penis.  It was huge and hard.  He slipped his hands inside his underwear and squeezed its head.  Then he wrapped his fingers around the shaft and started stroking.  This felt so good.

“Hmmm,” he purred.

John closed his eyes.  He imagined his wife on 
her knees before him.  She wore a white miniskirt he loved on her and a bra.  Her magnificent breasts hung heavily from her chest and slapped against his knees.  On her feet where these cute white wedges that she had bought the other—

“Oh my God!” John thought and he let go of his erection and he shot up to a sitting position.  “Was I really focusing on what Suzie was wearing?  What is wrong with me?!”

Before he could answer, Suzie returned from the kitchen.  John heard her approach when she was about three steps away from the bedroom when her high heels struck the hardwood floor in the hallway.  She was already dressed for work in a black skirt suit and open-toed pumps; she carried a cup of coffee.

“Crap!  My dick!” exclaimed John to himself as he realized his erection pushed his underpants way up.

John grabbed the only thing he could, i.e. the stockings, and jammed them on top of his erection to hide it.  He couldn’t let his wife see that he was hard as a rock.  That would be too much to live down.

“What are you doing?” asked Suzie when she noticed him place the stockings in his lap at lightening speed as she entered the room.  This was highly suspicious and she wondered what he was up to.

“I’m just getting dressed,” said John as calmly as he could.  Despite his calm tone, however, his face was bright red, his voice was an octave too high, and he seemed to be nervous.

“Ok.  Well, carry on,” said Suzie and she sipped her coffee.

“No problem.”  He held the first stocking out before him and stared at it.

“Need help?” she asked cheerfully.

John shook his head.  “Nope, I’m fine,” he said and he rolled up the first stocking as he had seen Suzie 
do a thousand times.  Then he pulled it up his leg.  It felt strangely electric in a way.  Indeed, as it slid up his leg, the feeling of the silky material on his skin sent a charge racing down his spine, which made his erection throb and slobber more precum, which made a tiny wet spot on his underwear.  This made him blush.

Suzie saw him blush and snickered.  “Oh yeah, he’s embarrassed,” she thought.  “He’s going to give in soon.  He can’t even wear stockings without blushing!”  She decided to up his humiliation at wearing the stockings; she didn’t realize that his humiliation went even deeper already than she suspected.

“Are you ok?” she asked.

“Why do you ask?” squeaked John as he grabbed the other stocking off his lap.  He felt very nervous that Suzie would see his erection now tenting up beneath his underwear.  To hide it, he tried to lean forward slightly over it.

“Because your face turned all red.”

“Did it?”

Suzie giggled.  “Oh yeah.  Your face is as red as a pair of Valentine’s Day panties.  Are you sure you want to wear stockings?”

“Hell no!” thought John, though that apparently wasn’t true.  But he couldn’t worry about that now.  Right now, he knew he needed to sound enthusiastic to fool Suzie.  That is what this was about, after all.  So he told her, “Yeah, I think they’ll make a big difference,” and he smiled.  “No pun intended,” he told himself sourly as he thought about how large his erection had become.

She shook her head at how far he was willing to take this.  As she did, she heard Crystal’s voice inside her head warning her that John would try to trick her into letting him out of this.  She wasn’t going to let him do that.  To the contrary, she would do as Crystal 
suggested and keep raising the stakes for him.  To that end, she went across the room to get her next surprise as John ran the other stocking up his naked leg.  Again, it felt electric and his erection throbbed.

“Here, wear these,” said Suzie a moment later.  She held up a pair of black lace panties which she had taken from her drawer.

“What are those?” asked John.

“Panties.”

“Panties?” asked John.  He felt like his erection grew another inch, though he knew that wasn’t possible.

“They go with the stockings,” said Suzie matter-of-factly.  She had made that up.

John didn’t see why he should wear them at all and he was about to tell Suzie to forget it, when Crystal’s words rang in his ear:  “Don’t let her trick you!  If she offers you feminine clothes, then you need to take them and gush about wearing them.  Remember, if you resist, then she’ll know you’re faking and you’ll lose!  You need to act like you love the idea!  Make her regret offering them!”  He nodded his head in agreement with Crystal’s sentiment and he put on his biggest smile; it wasn’t easy, but he managed.

“Great!  I can’t wait to see how they look,” he gushed.

For a moment, Suzie frowned.  She thought she had him when she first showed him the panties, but clearly they didn’t intimidate him.  “It’s going to take more than this, I guess,” she said to herself.  Then she put on her best poker face and handed the panties to John, who slipped off his male underwear and then slid the panties up his legs until they covered his erection.  They made his erection tingle, which only added to tension.  Still, he had no time to think about that at the moment
.

“I love them!” he exclaimed.

Suzie smiled at him, but inwardly, she cringed.  She was sure he was faking, but she still felt unnerved seeing her husband in stockings and panties.  It filled her with doubt.  And it was even worse with him pretending to enjoy it.  Still, she couldn’t stop now, so she buried that thought and she doubled her smile so as not to let on her true feelings.  “I need to keep pushing him,” she told herself.  “I can do this.  He will break.  I will win this.”

John saw her smile and his heart sank a bit.  “When is she going to break?!”

Suzie, meanwhile, picked up his mint heels.  “Time to put on your girly
 high heels, darling,” she said, emphasizing the word “girly” in the hopes of tweaking his masculinity just enough that he finally gave up; she figured that every little bit helped.  “Why don’t you wear these today?  I love the mint color.”

John didn’t want to wear the mint-colored shoes because they had a higher heel, but he wasn’t sure how to avoid it because the excuses he came up with all would tell Suzie that he was trying to get out of this.  He had an idea though.  He tried an excuse Suzie gave him all the time:  “I don’t have anything that matches those.”

Suzie chuckled.  “You sound like a woman, John.”

John blushed and he felt precum soak his new panties.  Clearly, that was not a good excuse.  “Fine.  Never mind.”

An evil smile crossed Suzie’s lips.  He had given her an opening and she would take it.  “Nonsense, dear.  It is a valid concern.  After all, I want you to be proud of how you look and I just happen to have the thing for you!”

John cringed.  “What have I done?” he asked 
himself.

Suzie returned to her drawers.  From the top drawer, she pulled a pair of white capri pants.  She turned and held them up for John to see.  She was grinning from ear to ear:  “Ta da!”

John thought he was going to die.  Was she seriously suggesting that he wear white capri pants?  There was no way he could do that!  He was a man and men simply didn’t wear capri pants!  Of course, men didn’t wear heels either.  And John knew he couldn’t show weakness, not if he wanted this all to end.  So he took the pants and he said, “Great!” as enthusiastically as he could.  Inwardly, however, he felt sick.

“You’ll love these,” said Suzie as John slipped into them.

After John pulled the capri pants up his legs and closed them – it took some serious effort to close the zipper and make sure his erection was inside the pants – Suzie bent down and slipped the mint heels onto his feet.  She checked the straps.  Then she locked him in.  She rose again and kissed him on the cheek.

“I’ll be home late from work, dear,” said Suzie.

John nodded his head.

Suzie then kissed him on the cheek and she walked to the door.  At the door, she stopped and turned to look at her husband in his high heels, stockings and matching pants.  An uncontrollable grin crossed her face at how ridiculously feminine he looked.  “You look cute, dear,” she said and she left.

John blushed.

—o—

The minute Suzie left, John threw a minor tantrum.  He did not want to wear high heels for a second day.  He didn’t want to wear stockings either.  
Nor did he want to wear panties.  And he absolutely didn’t want to wear short, women’s pants!  Yet, he found himself wearing all of that.  How had this happened?

“This is Crystal’s fault!” he exclaimed.  He grabbed his phone and called her.

He got her machine.  It beeped to alert him to start his message.

“Well, thanks for the great advice, Crystal,” whined John into the phone sarcastically.  “Now I’m stuck wearing stockings too and some... well, it’s your fault.  You never should have kissed me.  And it was stupid to tell me to push her.  If I keep pushing her, I’ll be wearing a dress in no time!”  He slammed down the receiver.

John sat on the bed, ground his teeth and stomped his feet on the floor.

“I don’t want to wear women’s shoes!!  I’m a man!”

He rose and stormed around the room.  He didn’t notice that he moved very femininely in the mint heels already, much more so than he had the day before in the pink heels.  He was learning, whether he liked it or not.

“I don’t want to wear any of this!!”

He balled up his fists and looked at himself in the mirror.  He saw the telltale bulge in the capri pants.

“And why am I constantly so damn turned on?!”

He returned to the bed and tossed himself onto it.  He punched his pillow, but instantly felt very foolish.  This was not how a man should react.  Heck, it wasn’t even how a woman would react.  He was acting like a little sissy child.

“Ahhhh!” he exclaimed and he lay there lamenting his situation.

As he lay there, his erection throbbed in his 
pants.  He tried to ignore it and focus on his anger, but little by little, it called to him.  Finally, John reached for his penis and ran his fingers over the pants.  That tickled and it felt good.  He decided to let his erection out for a little, so he unzipped the capri pants.  Then he pulled back the panties.  His penis shot out into the open and it stood fully erect.  John leisurely ran his fingers down his shaft.  It felt amazing.  His whole body tingled.

“I don’t suppose there’s any real harm in a little play,” he told himself.

He stroked his shaft again lightly and felt a tingle run from his penis to his spine.  He shuddered and then grabbed his penis harder and stroked again several times.  As he did, images of himself dressed in the stockings and heels and panties danced before his eyes.  John tried to banish these, but they just got worse.  Now he wore spike heels and full lingerie including a garter belt and pink stockings.  In his vision, he was stroking himself and his nails were painted bright red.  He shot cum all over them.  Then he brought them to his mouth.  Apparently, he intended to lick his own cum off his painted fingernails.

“No!” exclaimed John and he immediately let go of his penis.  “That’s too much!”

John sat up, folded his arms and took several deep breaths.

“Why in the world would I ever imagine such a thing?” he asked.

As he asked this, the image reappeared before his eyes.  He watched it over again right up to the point where he would have licked his fingers clean.  When that happened this time, he shot off the bed and zipped up his pants.

“I need to get to work,” he said nervously as he tottered down the hallway to his office on his high 
heels.  His penis was super erect the entire way.  He was unbearably horny.

—o—

John had a project due for one of his clients and he really didn’t have the time to spare.  So he did his best to work hard all morning... again, no pun intended.  Unfortunately, his hard penis was making that difficult.  Everything he did made him think of the clothes he wore and that fed his erection.  It was constantly throbbing and tingling and calling to him to play with it.  He felt an intense, overwhelming need to stroke himself.

“This is insane,” he said.  “I’ve never been this horny before.  But why?”

He refused to believe the obvious, which was that wearing women’s clothes simply turned him on.  He just couldn’t accept that thought despite the massive amount of evidence.  So instead, he kept trying to drown those thoughts out by concentrating on work.

“I don’t care about high heels.  I care about spreadsheets,” he told himself.

It was a lie and he knew it.

His penis tingled at the realization that he was lying.  Still, he ignored it.  He tried to work, even though it was impossible to focus.

A few minutes later, his doorbell rang.  It was too early to be the postman or a delivery boy.  In fact, it could only be one person: Crystal.  John had a bone to pick with her.  He was angry.  She was the reason he was stuck dressed like this and he was going to give her a piece of his mind, so he stormed off to the front door.  His high heels echoed off the walls and floor as he marched down the hallway:  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!
  These shoes were much 
louder than the pink heels.

“This is all your fault, Crystal!” he growled under his breath as he marched down the hallway.

CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!

By the time John reached the door, he was so ready to yell at Crystal that he didn’t even bother checking to make sure it was her.  This would prove to be a colossal mistake.  He grabbed the door knob and yanked the door open.

“Dammit, Crysta—” he exclaimed.  He stopped mid-word.

It wasn’t Crystal.

Instead, on the other side of the door stood a young woman in a navy blue miniskirt and white sweater.  On her feet were white sneakers.  On her sweater was the symbol of the local college.  In her hand was a clipboard and a cell phone.  She was gorgeous too.  She had long, raven-black hair and long, dark-red nails.  Her lips were dark red like her fingertips and her skin was a beautiful olive.  She looked John up and down, from his mint high heels to his stockings to his white capri pants to his obvious erection to the upper part of his body which remained unmistakably male.

Her jaw dropped.  Then a massive, uncontrolled grin appeared on her face.

The scene that followed was like something out of a movie, with everything seeming to happen in excruciatingly slow-motion from John’s perspective, even though these events really only lasted a couple seconds tops.

First, John saw the woman’s lips curled into the uncontrollable grin.

“Oh my God!  She saw me!” thought John and he took a step back and he started to swing the door closed.

As the door flew toward her, the woman drank in 
his image with her eyes, studying everything he wore from his heels to his pants and finishing with his face.  She was clearly burning every detail of his face and body and wardrobe into her mind with the milliseconds she had before the door closed.  The only question now was whether or not she would finish before the door closed.

It actually struck John that this was like a race in a film where the computer hacker is desperately trying to download a file as the owner of the computer yanks the plug from the wall.  Would the door close in time and protect his secret or would she finish before it closed.  He almost expected that he would hear either a bell or a buzzer when the door reached its final destination.

The door was a hundredth of a second from closing.  Suddenly, the expression in the young woman’s eyes changed and John saw her raise her phone and slide her thumb over it.

There was a bright flash.

The door closed.

Neither had said a word.

John stood there panting, not knowing what to do now.  He had no idea if the woman saw enough to know exactly what she had seen or if her camera had caught anything more than just the closing door.  The possibility terrified him.  What would she do with the photo?  John snuck a peek out the top of the door only to discover that the young woman was gone.

“Where is she?” he asked.

John crept over to the living room window and looked outside.  The young woman was across the street, speaking to another similarly dressed young woman.  She was showing the other woman the image on her phone and they were laughing.  John felt about an inch high
.

Then the two women nodded to each other and they suddenly began to cross the street back to John’s house.

“Now what?” asked John nervously.

A moment later, they stood on his doorstep.  They rang the bell.

Ding dong!

“What do I do now?” asked John.

“Open up,” called the first young woman and she knocked on the door.

KNOCK KNOCK!

John swallowed hard.  He knew he couldn’t ignore this.  So John returned to the door.  “What do you want?” he called through the door.

“We want to talk to you.”

“Go away.”

“I don’t think you want that,” said the young woman.  This was an obvious threat.

John took a deep breath.  He knew blackmail when he heard it.  In fact, it seemed to be becoming a normal part of his life these last two days.  He also knew that this young woman had something in mind and he needed to find out what.  So he reluctantly opened the door a few inches and stuck his head out.

“What do you want?” he asked again.

“We want to come inside, heel boy, and discuss this,” said the young woman.

John hesitated.  He didn’t know what to do yet.

The young woman noticed his hesitation and added:  “We’re doing a fundraiser for our school, so we’re going house to house throughout this neighborhood.  That means we’re going to see every one of your neighbors.  Unless you want me showing them the photo I took, then I suggest you let us in so we can discuss this.”

John knew this was no idle threat.  He knew he 
had no choice either.  Unfortunately, he also knew there was no way he could take off the heels or the stockings before letting them in.  He felt trapped either way.  At least, if he let them in, he might be able to talk his way out of this.  Thus, he opened the door.

The two women stepped inside.  They smelled wonderfully.  Their perfumes were very enticing.  And in a strange sort of way, it thrilled John that he was being blackmailed by these two gorgeous young women.  But mainly, he felt terror at this point.  This was not a happy moment for him.

“What do you want?” he asked nervously when they were inside.

“Why are you wearing high heels?” asked the first woman.

“It’s none of your business,” said John.

The young woman waved her phone in his face.  “Yes, it is.  Now answer my question.”

John knew he needed to answer the question, but he wasn’t going to tell them the full story.  “I like wearing them,” he said simply.  Oddly, this was proving to be somewhat truthful.

The two women looked down at the shoes.  They immediately noticed the padlocks.

“If you like wearing them, then why are they locked onto your feet?”

“It seemed like fun.”

The two women shot each other doubtful glances.  It was clear they didn’t believe him.  If he was locked into the heels, then someone was making him do this.  Both women instantly assumed it was his wife... or maybe a mistress.

“Unlock them,” said the other girl.

John blushed.  “I like wearing them.”

“Unlock them,” she repeated.

John blushed even deeper.  This made the two 
girls giggle.

“I thought so,” said the young woman.  “His wife locked him into them and he’s ashamed to admit it.  Why does your wife like you in heels?”

John couldn’t believe that these girls had seen right through this.  He felt so embarrassed.  They prodded him to answer, however, and he eventually decided to tell them the truth because he didn’t know what else to say.

“My wife made me wear them because she thought I was having an affair and these are meant to keep me away from other women.”

The two young women burst out laughing.  “Fantastic!” said the one.

“Why are you here?” asked John sourly.

The two girls took a moment to collect themselves.  Then the first one spoke again.  “Like I told you, we’re in the neighborhood doing fundraising for our school—”

“I can’t give you any money,” he said, interrupting her.

“We’re not after money.”

John bit his lip.  He felt very nervous.  If they aren’t after money, then what do they want?

“Like I said, we’re here doing fundraising, but we aren’t after your money.  Betsy and I are also members of a local sorority and we have a ‘Kinky Scavenger Hunt’ we’re doing.  I’m sure you can appreciate kinkiness,” she said and she pointed at his high heels with a chuckle.

John blushed.

She continued.  “What we want is for you to pose for some photos to help us win our scavenger hunt.”

“No way!” exclaimed John immediately.

“Yes way,” responded the first young woman and she held up her phone
.

“That won’t work.  I’m not posing for more photos so you have more blackmail material on me,” said John.

The young woman shook her head.  “I’ll make you a deal.  If you pose for these photos, then we’ll take them in a way that no one can see your face.  If you refuse, then I’ll use the photo I have and everyone on campus will see your face and your little hard-on beneath your girly capris.”

“You’ll be a campus celebrity,” said the second girl.

The first girl nodded her head.  “Yep.  Thousands of people will see your picture and they’ll all take photos of it and post it online.  You’ll be a celebrity around school and online.  So what do you think?  Is it a deal?”

“I would really take this deal,” said the second.

John’s jaw dropped.  He shook with terror at the thought.  “You can’t do that!”

The two girls giggled, which told him that they indeed could.

“What kind of pictures do I need to give you?” he asked nervously.

“Whatever we ask for,” said the one, “but you will be naked.”

“But we won’t show your head,” said the second.

John was breathing hard.  He felt like he could actually pass out, but he didn’t.  He knew he had no choice, and that was about all he knew at the moment.  He slowly nodded his head.

A few moments later, John found himself stripped of his pants, his shirt and his panties.  He was left only in the heels, the stockings and with a raging hard-on.  He was blushing bright red too as the girls circled him and took pictures of his lower body.  The fact they hadn’t tried to take pictures of his face was the only thing keeping John from breaking down on the 
spot.  He felt so intensely humiliated being at the mercy of these two young women.  He felt even more humiliated that he was hard as a rock.

They noticed.  “He certainly is excited, isn’t he?” asked the first young woman.

“It definitely turns him on,” said the second.

“Yes, it does.  Ok, heel boy, get down on all fours for the next shot,” said the first young woman.

John reluctantly lowered himself to his knees.  Then he bent forward onto all fours.  His penis hung freely between his legs.  As he waited for whatever came next, the first young woman walked around behind him and crouched down with her camera.  Meanwhile, the second young woman crouched down next to him and grabbed his erection; her fingers were warm and soft and sent waves of pleasure shooting through John.  She held his penis tightly back between his legs as the other girl took the photo, which showed his penis being manhandled and John’s stocking-covered legs and his feet in the high heels.  As she held his erection, it throbbed like mad and precum began to dribble out.

There was a flash.

“Got it,” said the girl with the camera.

The other girl then let go of his penis and stood up.  She raised her foot and moved it until his testicles rested on her toes; she had removed her shoes.

Another flash.

“Got it.”

“This one may sting a bit,” said the second girl.  She picked up her tennis shoe and held it firmly in her hand.  She then raised it in the air and let it fly:  SMACK!
  It crashed down against John’s rear.

John lunged forward upon impact and struggled to stay in place.  He’d never been spanked before and this was a shock when it happened.  It was also super humiliating to be spanked like this and to be helpless to 
stop it.  His erection grew.


SMACK!  
Flash!


SMACK!  
Flash!


SMACK!  
Flash!


SMACK!  
Flash!

“Ok, that’s good,” said the girl with the camera.

John felt utterly humiliated.  The blows hadn’t hurt, but they hurt his pride.  He had never been more humiliated in his life and he considered throwing both girls out of his house, only he needed them to delete that one photo and they wouldn’t do it until they got the rest of their photos.

His penis, by the way, was wound so tightly now that it could literally explode if either girl just breathed on it.

“One more,” said the girl with the camera.  “This one may be awkward.”

“Awkward?  What now?” wondered John.  “What could be more awkward than what I just felt?”

He was about to find out.

As John waited nervously, one of the young women pulled a small pendant from her purse.  This was a flag, about 18 inches long, with the Greek letters that represented their sorority on it.  It was mounted on a small plastic pole.  The girl took some Vaseline from her purse and spread it over the bottom of the pole.  Then, without warning, she slipped the pole against John’s rear and right inside of him.

“Oh my God!” thought John when he felt the pole slide inside him.  It wasn’t large enough to cause any pain, but the shock of having something inserted inside him was tremendous.  He could imagine no greater invasion.  At the same time, his penis went wild, throbbing and pouncing and trying to grow beyond its maximum size.  All of this made for an intensely wonderful experience.  In fact, it was so wonderful that 
cum shot out of his penis without anyone even touching it.

“Ewww,” said the one girl.

The other laughed.

John turned bright red.  Not only was it humiliating that this flag had been planted his rear, but he had actually cum when it happened.  He would never live this down and he thanked his lucky stars that neither girl knew him.

There was another flash, followed by several more.

The dark haired girl took his photo with the flag sticking out of his rear as both girls laughed.  Finally, they were finished.  The one young woman slipped back into her sneakers and then both walked around before him.  They left the flag sticking inside his rear.

“It’s been fun,” said the first girl.

“Good luck with your wife making you wear the heels.  They’re cute on you,” said the second with another giggle.

“Aren’t you going to remove the flag?” he asked.

The two girls looked at each other and giggled.  “Consider it a souvenir.”

“What about the photo with my face?!” he said.

“Don’t worry, I’ll keep my promise,” said the girl with the camera.

The other girl looked at her watch.  “Come on, Selena, it’s time to head back.”

With that, the two girls turned and walked out, leaving John to remove the flag, get dressed and try to forget this ever happened.  John prayed he would never see either girl again.


Chapter Seven: “Spinning Out of Control”

—o—

After the two young women left, John found it even harder to work.  He was pumped full of adrenaline and that made it impossible for him to find the calm he needed to be able to focus.  It didn’t help either that he kept kicking himself for opening the door without first making sure it was Crystal, and that he kept thinking about the flag sticking out of his rear.

“How could I be so stupid?!  Why didn’t I look?” he asked himself.

He felt sick.

Suddenly, the doorbell rang again.

John immediately thought the young women had returned.  Or it could have been someone else.  Either way, he looked down at what he wore and he wished he could remove it all, but he knew he couldn’t, so he wrapped his lower body in a blanket as he carefully crept through the front hallway to see who was at the door.  This time, he peeked through the peephole before opening the door.

It was Crystal.

“I got your message,” said Crystal as John opened the door and let her in.  She immediately looked down at his feet in their high-heeled mint sandals and their tan stockings as they peeked out beneath the blanket and she giggled.  Then, when he tossed aside the blanket, she saw the capri pants and the outline of panties, and his erection beneath those and she smiled broadly.  “You look so... adorable.”

John blushed.  “This isn’t funny,” he said.

“Of course, it’s funny,” she said.  “It just doesn’t seem funny to you because it’s happening to you.  But I can assure you, from where I’m standing, this is very 
funny.  It’s hilarious, in fact.”

“Ha ha,” he said snidely.  “Do you have any idea what I’ve been through today?”

“Your wife’s closet?”

John pursed his lips and glared at her.  “Oh you’re a riot today.  Seriously.  I’ve had the worst morning.”

Crystal folded her arms.  “Do tell.”

John opened his mouth to tell her but suddenly realized that he didn’t really want to tell her about the two young women or what they did to him.  He also didn’t want to tell her how badly he’d wanted to masturbate all morning, and he absolutely under no circumstances wanted to tell her that wearing these clothes might
... just might
 be turning him on.  Excluding those things didn’t leave him much to complain about, so he blushed and he ducked the issue.

“Never mind,” he growled.

“Ok.  How about some coffee?” asked Crystal.

John agreed and Crystal followed John down the hallway to his kitchen.  She couldn’t take her eyes off the mint heels as they went.  He walked much more femininely in them already than he had in the pink heels the day before, and it really fired her imagination.

“If he’s this feminine already, what will he be like in a month?” she asked herself.  As she considered this, she felt her pussy become very wet.  This was all turning her on much more than expected, even more than yesterday, and seeing John racing down the road to femininity so fast was becoming thrilling.  She was actually glad that John and Suzie had pushed her to keep this going.

Unaware of what Crystal was thinking, John kept walking.  His heels echoed off the floor, as did Crystal’s.  She wore tan sling-back sandals with an open toe and a five-inch heel.  She was rarely out of heels
.

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

“You walk really well in those,” said Crystal.

John grumbled something in reply.

“You look very feminine,” she added.

John cringed and Crystal watched the back of his neck blush red all the way to his ears.  She giggled.

Finally, they reached the kitchen.  As Crystal leaned against a counter, crossing her legs at the ankle and shaking her sandal so that its spike heel tapped the floor, John grabbed two cups of coffee and they sat down at the table.

“So tell me what happened with Suzie,” said Crystal.  “Clearly, this didn’t all end last night.”

“No, it didn’t,” replied John snidely.  “I told Suzie exactly what we worked out.  I did my best to act like the heels were no big deal and then I asked for the stockings.  At first, she looked kind of strange, maybe even a little nervous.  She looked scared or freaked out.  I thought we’d won and that she was about to tell me to take off the heels because this whole thing was over.”

“But she didn’t,” added Crystal.

John rolled his eyes.  “Obviously.  The next thing I knew, she grabbed some stockings and handed them to me.  Bam.  Now I’m stuck wearing stockings all day,” he said sourly.  “And before I even got those on, she was handing me panties—”

“Panties?  You’re wearing panties?” asked Crystal with a big grin on her face.

“Forget it,” said John.

“What color are they?”

“I said, ‘forget it’!”

“I want to see!”

“No!”

“Yes!”

“Forget it!
”

Crystal stood up.  “If you want my help, then let me see them!”

John ran his tongue over his teeth.  He was just about to tell her that under no circumstances would he ever show her, when something inside him screamed that he should do it.  This same little voice sent a signal to his penis and it instantly because super hard.  John bit his lip.  Showing her had suddenly gone in his mind from being a point of embarrassment, to a strange sort of turn-on.  He had no idea why, but he knew he now wanted to show her.

“Fine,” he said.

Crystal smiled.

John stood up and reached for the zipper on the capri pants.  He was trembling.  Somehow, this was amazingly exciting that he was about to show her his panties
.  He couldn’t believe how intense this felt.  His penis was positively vibrating in his panties as he slowly opened the pants... unzipping them just far enough to show Crystal the panties, but not far enough to let his erection escape.

Crystal almost squealed with delight.  In fact, unbeknownst to John, she instantly became dripping wet when John reached for his pants.  Her lips even tingled and quivered as he exposed his panties.  Her cum dripped out of her and soaked her panties, and her thighs became weak.  She began breathing hard as she struggled to regain her composure.

“Very sexy,” she said.  Her voice betrayed her excitement, but John didn’t hear it because he was busy trying to hide his own excitement.

John zipped up the pants again.  “Anyway, she handed me these pants and she made me get dressed.  I think she’s gone crazy.  She wants to turn me into a woman.  It must turn her on or something.”

“She’s bluffing,” said Crystal
.

“Bluffing,” repeated John doubtfully.

“Absolutely.”

“Crystal, I’m wearing high heels and stockings—”

“And panties,” added Crystal with a giggle.

John blushed.  “Yes, and panties.  High heels, stockings and panties.  She’s not bluffing.”

Crystal shook her head.  “No, she is bluffing.  You must have given yourself away somehow and she suspects you’re acting.  She thinks you’re just trying to get out of wearing the heels.”

John furrowed his brow.  “I did not give myself away.”

“You must have, and now she’s determined to push you a little harder than she otherwise would have been able to because she thinks she has you against the ropes.  Trust me, she waiting for you to cry ‘uncle’ and throw in the towel.  Then it’s high heels for you forever!”

John ground his teeth.  What Crystal said made sense and that meant his goal would be a lot harder to achieve suddenly.  This was not a great turn of events.  He sighed.  “Ok, let’s assume that’s true.  What do I do now?  How do I get her to stop if she suspects that I’m faking it?”

Crystal smiled.  John was taking her bait so perfectly.  She couldn’t wait to see how far she could push him toward femininity, especially with her simultaneously pushing Suzie from the other end.  “Same thing as before,” she said calmly, “only more intensely.  You need to call her bluff on calling your bluff.  You need to up the ante, to make it even harder for her to continue.  To do that, you need to work extra hard to make sure she thinks you’re really enjoying all of this.”

John folded his arms.  “And how do I do that?”

“Doing more.
”

“What more can I do?  Look at what I’m wearing!  I wore the heels all evening last night.  I even asked for the stockings.  What exactly could I have done to push this further?”

Crystal folded her arms.  “John, you’re just going to need to keep upping the ante until she folds.  You need to do whatever it takes to make her think she’s making you want to wear women’s clothes.”

“What do you mean ‘whatever’?”

“Whatever it takes to convince her
.”  Crystal paused.  Then she snapped her fingers.  “I’ve got it!  Why don’t we try something new?”

“Like what?”

“So far, all we’ve done is add clothing.  I can see where that might not bother her so much because it’s so easy to remove the clothing and suddenly everything goes back to normal.  Do you understand?”

John thought he did, but he wasn’t sure.  “I think so.”

“Think of it this way.  You could be decked out completely from head to toe in a dress, heels, and lingerie.  You could look like the most feminine woman ever... so feminine that any normal woman would be horrified at the idea of losing her husband.  BUT
, she knows she can get her husband back in under a minute just by making you strip all of that stuff off.”

John nodded his head.  “I see.”

“Do you?  All it takes is for you to strip naked and she has her husband right back.”

“Ok.  I get it.  What do we do about it?”

Crystal paused for effect.  “Why don’t we try some things that aren’t so easily undone?”

John furrowed his brow.  He really didn’t like the sound of that.  Something that couldn’t be undone easily also meant that he
 couldn’t undo it easily.  “I’m not so sure I like this idea.
”

“Would you rather wear high heels for the rest of your life?”

John shuddered.  “No,” he admitted.  Compared to the idea of wearing high heels for the rest of his life, almost anything sounded preferable.

“Don’t worry, none of it’s permanent,” said Crystal.  “Everything I’m thinking about will just be harder to undo at a moment’s notice.  It might take some time, but it can be undone relatively easily.”

John bit his tongue.  He didn’t like this idea one bit, but what else could he do?  It was clear to him now that Suzie definitely intended to keep him in heels if he couldn’t break her.  If panties, heels and stockings didn’t break her, then he agreed that he did need something more shocking.  And it sounded like Crystal indeed had something that would be more shocking.  So maybe, this was something he needed to do.

“Fine,” he said reluctantly.  “Let’s do it.”

Crystal smiled.  She was enjoying this immensely.

—o—

Meanwhile, downtown, Suzie was reflecting on the last couple days.  In a way, things felt like they were spinning out of control.  She truly had meant to scare John only.  She didn’t intend for this to drag on more than one day, but then he started playing games with her and she couldn’t let him out of this without rewarding his misbehavior.  Hence, she made him wear heels for a second day today.  What’s more, he had added stockings to scare her, so she countered by adding panties and capri pants, and now he wore those as well.  Sadly, none of this seemed to result in any progress being made, however.  To the contrary, he seemed to be enjoying it
!

“Is he really enjoying this?” she asked herself.  “Or is it just a game?”

Suzie shuddered at the thought.  She didn’t want a husband in heels.  No woman would, right?  She certainly didn’t.  No, she didn’t.  That’s what she kept telling herself as she tried to ignore the fact she seemed to get wet and horny every time she saw him in the heels.  This morning was really hard to ignore.  When she saw him in the heels, the stockings and the white capri pants, her mind began to race.  She imagined him in all sorts of dresses and skirts and different shoes and something inside her wanted to see that in real life.  She wanted to see that so badly.  Just the thought made her pussy tingle.

Unfortunately, this was interfering with her ability to work.

“I need to finish this report,” she said aloud even though she was alone in her office with her door shut.  “This needs to be done.”

She flipped the page in the ledger she was examining.  The ledger showed line after line of inventory numbers and other data.  She could see none of it, however.  Instead, her brain turned the columns of numbers into images and, in those images, she saw John in a gorgeous sequin dress and glittery high-heeled sandals dance his way across a ballroom.

She bit her lip and closed her eyes.

“I need to focus.  I need to work.”

She looked at the ledger again.  This time, she saw the numbers.  After a few seconds, however, she saw John again.  This time he wore a maxi dress with thick alternating black and white stripes and funky pink platform sandals.  He had bent over and grabbed the edge of the table.  Suzie walked up behind him and crouched down.  She grabbed the hem of his maxi dress and slowly worked it up to his legs and over his rear.  
His legs had a beautiful shape from the heels.  He spread his legs wide.

“You know what I like,” whispered Suzie in his ear.

She ran her fingernails up the backs of his thighs to his butt cheeks.  She spread them and slipped her hand between his legs, where she grabbed his testicles and massaged them.

John moaned and his body shook.  He pleaded for more.  “Please, don’t stop, Ma’am!” he said.

Suzie felt wet at the idea that John would call her Ma’am.  She then gave his balls one last good yank, which made John gasp and nearly brought him to his knees.  After that, she noticed that he spoke in a higher register and that made her giggle.

“I don’t know if I should play with this or not,” she said as she pushed her hand further and wrapped her fingers around his shaft.

“Please do, Ma’am!” he squeaked in his now-girlish voice.

“Little girls, don’t have these, dear,” she said.  “Maybe we should cut it off?”

She and her husband both giggled.

Suzie then pulled her hand back and spread his butt cheeks again.  She now noticed that she had a large, black dildo jutting out from her hips.  It was attached to a strap-on belt which was tied around her waist, over her little black dress.  As she toyed with it, she realized that she was taller than John, even in his heels.

John was purring.

“Does my little girl want me to slide my big, beautiful dick inside her?” asked Suzie.

“Yes, please,” squeaked John again in his little girl voice.

Suzie smiled.  She stepped forward and placed 
the dildo against his rear, right at the hole.  She then spread her legs to get better balance in her heels.  She thrust her hips forward, forcing the plastic penis deep inside her feminized husband.

KNOCK KNOCK!!

Suzie snapped back to the real world when she heard the knock on her office door.  She looked down and realized that she had spread her legs and was bracing her feet against her desk.  Its edge was resting between the raised soles of her shoes and the high heels themselves.  Her tight black skirt was up around her waist.  Her panties were down in the middle of her thighs.  The fingers on her right hand were deep within her pussy as her left hand grabbed the arm of her chair tightly.

“What am I doing?!” she gasped.

She yanked her hand away from her pussy and shot up out of her chair.  Her heels cracked against the plastic chair mat as she did:  CRACK! 
 She immediately yanked up her panties and pushed her skirt back down her legs and tried to smooth out her skirt.

KNOCK KNOCK!!

The person knocked again.

Suzie looked herself up and down.  She looked a little disheveled, but she didn’t look like she had been caught masturbating, so she thought she could open the door.  She took a deep breath to calm herself before she did, though her heart continued to race.

“Come in,” she called.

In walked Suzie’s friend and co-worker Karen.  “Hey there, Suz,” said Karen.

“Hi Karen,” replied Suzie as calmly as she could.

Karen stopped and stared at Suzie.  She raised an eyebrow.  “What happened to you?”

“What do you mean?
”

“You look... uh.”  She paused.  “I don’t know.  Late night, was it?”

Suzie looked down at herself.  Sure enough, her blouse was crooked and the button over her breasts had opened.  Her skirt was wrinkled and slightly hiked up on one side as well.  She buttoned the button and adjusted her skirt.  Then she took the mirror from her purse, verified that her hair was a mess, and she combed it back into place with her fingers.

“What have you been doing in here?” asked Karen.

“I must have fallen asleep,” lied Suzie.

Karen accepted the explanation and nodded her head.  “Anyway, in other news, we finally have the invite for the yearly banquet,” said Karen.  She tossed a paper onto Suzie’s desk.

Suzie rolled her eyes.  “Oh, joy.”

“Yeah, good times.  Any idea what you’re going to wear?”

“Not sure.”

“Well, make sure it’s conservative.  You know how management is, and you are up for that promotion.”

Suzie felt a chill race down her spine.  Karen was right.  Suzie was in line for a major promotion.  And while the company wanted all of their employees to look good at the year end banquet, they also wanted the employees to be clean as a whistle and dull as dirt.  Hence, Karen’s warning to Suzie not to wear anything too risqué to the banquet.

“I should get back to work,” said Karen.

“Uh, yeah, me too,” replied Suzie and she nodded her head.  She thanked her friend for showing her the invitation.

“Oh, one more thing.  Don’t forget that the new interns start Monday.
”

“Oh yeah, I forgot about them.  What are their names again?”

“Selena and Betsy.  They’re seniors from the local college.  They seem like nice girls.  I’m sure they won’t be any trouble,” said Karen.

“They probably won’t be much help either.”

“Probably not.”

Both women laughed.  Then Karen left.  After Karen left, Suzie immediately forgot about the banquet.  Her mind returned to images of herself at her desk with her legs up with her heels pushing against the desk.  Her skirt was hiked up.  Her blouse was open and her breasts were visible within the bra.  This time, however, John was there too.  He was dressed in lingerie and high heels.  He had huge boobs for some reason and was on his knees beneath her desk licking her pussy.  She shuddered and felt her pussy become damp again.

She tried to shake this image off.

“Why do I keep thinking about that?” she asked herself.  “This needs to stop.  I need to focus on working.  Maybe I’ll put the ledger away and do something else.  Maybe that will help.”

She put the ledger away and pulled out an advertising portfolio for their latest campaign.  The first image caught her eye.  In it, a woman on a sailboat wore a dress which reminded Suzie of a red, white and silver striped dress she owned.  As she watched the image, it morphed into John in the red, white and silver striped dress.  He was serving her and her friends drinks as they lounged around a pool.  This thought made her even wetter, to the point that her thighs began to feel sticky.

Again, she tried to shake this image off.

“This needs to stop.  I need to do something.”

Suzie tried to clear her mind.  She leaned back and took a deep breath.  She was determined to put this 
whole thing out of her mind.  She told herself that she hated the idea that her husband was wearing women’s clothes.  She hoped that by saying it, it might become true.

Suzie shuddered.  “This is not turning me o—”

She stopped mid-sentence when she realized that somehow her left hand had slipped beneath her skirt and was stroking her lips through her panties again.  Her pointer and ring fingers had spread her lips and her middle finger was rubbing along the lips and dipping inside her.  Her right hand had slipped inside her blouse and was pinching her nipple.  And she was seeing another image.  This one involved John in a cute little bouncy white tennis skirt and white strappy wedges with cork heels.  They were tall enough that he needed to mince around; she liked him helpless.  His penis stood out too from beneath the skirt and she was tickling it as he stood before her and curtseyed.

“What am I doing?” she gasped.

She yanked her hand away and shot to her feet.  Once more, her heels cracked against the plastic chair mat:  CRACK!


“This has to stop!  I need to put an end to this!” she declared.

Suzie decided right then and there to end this whole game.  She didn’t care if John won.  She needed this to end before... well, just before.  She would put an end to this tonight the moment she got home.

Or so she thought.


Chapter Eight: “Irresistible”

—o—

John struggled to finish his assignment for his client.  He just couldn’t focus.  No matter what he tried, he couldn’t get the images of himself wearing women’s clothes and masturbating out of his mind.  Thus, at every turn, he found his mind drifting toward what he was wearing.  It had been like this all day.  The visit from the mystery woman and from Crystal did not help.  If anything, they only made him hornier.  Then there were the changes Crystal made.  Those turned him on even more than everything else.  They also made him nervous though.  He wasn’t sure how Suzie would react.  He hoped they would force her to drop this whole thing, but he didn’t know.

Right now though, he needed to find a way to make himself work.

“I’ve got to get over this,” he told himself.  “I need to finish this assignment.”

John struggled for another hour, but barely made any progress.  Finally, he had an idea.  Rather than fight this new impulse, he decided to embrace it and use it as motivation.

“I’ll make you a deal,” he told himself.  “If I finish the project in the next hour, then I’ll stop and masturbate.  Agreed?  Agreed!”  John smiled and dove back into his project.

It worked.

John still felt the urge to masturbate, but he could manage it because he knew he would get to do it soon enough.  This helped him focus and he was able to work on the project unhindered by images of himself cross-dressed.  Hence, he got to work and, soon enough, he was getting close to finishing his project.

“Just a little more and then it’s play time!” he 
said.

He giggled.  Then he rubbed his hard penis through the capri pants.  He was going to enjoy this now that he could play with himself without the project hanging over his head.  He giggled again.

“This is going to feel amazing!”

Just then, the front door opened.  John heard the sound of high heels in the entrance hallway.  He heard a purse slam against the table where Suzie usually left her purse and Suzie’s keys land on the table.  Then he heard high heels again as Suzie marched down the hallway toward his office.  She was moving quickly, with a determined gate.

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

John looked at his watch.  He was surprised Suzie was already home.  But when he checked the time, it was a good deal later than he expected.  He frowned, knowing he would not get to masturbate now.

A moment later, Suzie burst through the door into his home office.  She had come home fully determined to put an end to this.  Yes, it was turning her on, but that scared her.  It was also interfering with her work.  This was a genie that needed to be stuffed back into the bottle immediately.  She raised her finger to emphasize the demand she was about to give.  She was about to say:  “Take off all the feminine clothes, John.  We’re done with that and you will never wear them again... ever
.”

But she didn’t.

She didn’t say that because, before she could speak, she took one look at John and froze.  Her jaw dropped and her eyebrows rose.  Suzie stared in shock at the changes Crystal had made.  Crystal had painted John’s fingernails red, his lips maroon, and his eyes a smoky color.  She had also pierced his ears and earrings 
now dangled from his lobes; she had assured him the holes would heal once he removed the earrings.  She had even brushed his hair to make it appear slightly more feminine.

“What happened to your face?” asked Suzie.  She sounded stunned.

“I decided to make some changes,” replied John nervously.  He wasn’t sure what her tone meant.  Had he won?  Would she now give this all up?

“Your nails... they’re long and red.”

John nodded his head.  Crystal had glued false nails to his fingertips to give him very feminine oval nails before painting them.  It had excited him very much.

Suzie was excited too.  Her husband still looked like her husband, but the changes were enough to make him appear much more feminine, and they turned her on something fierce.  All of her resolve to end this right now suddenly imploded in a hot blast of horniness.  She needed to feel her husband’s new nails.  She needed to touch his face, to pull on his earrings, to stroke his hair.  She needed to see him as a woman.

“Come with me, now
,” was all she said.

Suzie grabbed his hand and walked him to the bedroom at the same fast pace she had walked down the hallway.  Something told John she had walked at that pace since leaving her office, and he was right in thinking that.  He tottered along slightly behind her, struggling to maintain his balance in the heels.

When they reached the bedroom, Suzie basically shoved him into the room before her.  She followed him in.  John wondered what was about to happen.  His wife seemed greatly agitated, but he wasn’t sure why exactly yet.  Then it struck him.

“She’s giving in!  I won!” he told himself.

“Strip,” commanded his wife
.

John smiled.  He was certain now.  He’d won.  Suzie had reached the breaking point and could no longer stand him being dressed like a woman.  Hence, she had come home to strip his feminine clothes off of him and to return him to male clothes.  “I knew she would give up,” he told himself and he smiled and he eagerly stripped himself naked.  Though, in a strange sort of way, he missed the feminine clothes already.  It was hard to explain.

When John was naked, with an erection mind you, he turned and faced his wife, who had gone to the closet.  He waited for her to tell him that he would never be wearing women’s clothes again.

It didn’t happen though.

To the contrary, John watched as Suzie pulled a yellow and white sundress she always loved from the closet.  She tossed it to her husband.  “Put this on,” she commanded.

John cocked his head to one side.  “What?”

“You heard me,” she said.

“I did, but—”

“Do it!”

John was taken aback by her aggressive tone.  His wife had never spoken to him like that before and he found it a little intimidating.  He also found it rather exciting.  Indeed, his erection jumped once more and began to throb.

“What are we doing?” asked John.

“You are putting on that dress,” she said.

John furrowed his brow, but decided to do as he was told.  So he slipped the sundress over his head.  Meanwhile, Suzie dug through her closet.  She pulled out a pair of white wedge-heeled slippers with cork heels.  The heels were wedge heels but were narrow and had five-inch heels.  She tossed those to her husband.

“Put those on too, but first get some tan 
stockings and white panties from my drawer,” she said and she pointed toward her dresser.

John wasn’t prepared to question any of this, so he nodded his head and he got the stockings and panties.  As he did, Suzie searched through a bag in the closet which she hadn’t opened in years.  John was very curious about the bag, as he had no idea what was in it.

“What’s that?” he asked.

She ignored him.  She seemed to be lost in thought.

“Why is she making me put on a dress?  I never expected this,” he said.  He wondered if this was some new attempt on her part to drive him to quit or if this was something else.  He wasn’t sure what was going on right now, but he wasn’t willing to ask.  Instead, he slipped into the panties and pulled the stockings up his legs.  Then he stepped into the heels and found them harder to wear than the pink heels or even the mint heels.

He checked himself in the mirror.  Upon seeing his image, he felt weak and yet strangely content.  He was super excited too and his erection was positively screaming for him to touch it beneath the dress and panties.

“I really look like a woman in this dress,” he thought.  That made him shudder.

As John examined himself, Suzie pulled off her suit jacket and tossed it over a chair.  Then she reached beneath her skirt and pulled down her panties.  They were pink, with flowers, and they were soaked.  She turned to face her husband.

“Turn around,” she ordered and she motioned how she wanted him.

John felt increasingly nervous.  He wasn’t sure what this was about, and the strange mixture of excitement and trepidation and uncertainty put him on 
edge.  Nevertheless, he did as commanded.  He stood at the foot of the bed and turned to face the bed.  As he did, Suzie opened the bag and pulled out a pair of fuzzy pink handcuffs that had been part of a “sexy cop” costume she had worn years ago to a party.  She walked over to her husband and took his right arm.  She pulled it behind him.

“What are you doing?” asked John.

“I’m doing what I’ve been dying to do all day,” said Suzie.

Click!

She attached the first handcuff to John’s wrist.  Then she grabbed his other arm and pulled that behind him too.  She then attached the second cuff to that other wrist and clicked it shut as well before John could really react.

Click!

“Hey!  I can’t move my arms!”

“I know.  You’re cuffed,” said Suzie.

John wanted to protest being handcuffed by his wife, but he was hard as a rock and he was more curious than cautious.  Being cuffed apparently turned him on as much as wearing women’s clothes, and he wanted to see where this went.  So he remained silent.

Suzie now placed her hand between his shoulders and pushed him down to his knees so that he kneeled before the bed.  She then came around him and sat on the bed before him.

“Did you like your day in heels and panties?” she asked.

John blushed.  He wasn’t sure how to respond.

“Be truthful,” she added.

“Um.”

“Answer me, John.”

John nodded his head.  He trembled as he answered:  “Yes.
”

Suzie smiled.  “Good boy,” she said and she moved back slightly and hiked up her skirt, exposing her wet pussy.  She then raised her legs and rested the backs of her high heels on his shoulders.  She pointed to her pussy with her finger.

“Lick me, sissy boy!” she said.

John felt his penis nearly explode.  Being called “sissy boy” by his wife had sent such a thrill racing through his body that his penis almost ejaculated without him stroking it or even touching it.  This would have been amazing.  He didn’t have long to think about it though, as Suzie grabbed the back of his head and pushed his face against her crotch.

“Do it!” she exclaimed.

John stuck out his tongue and began working her lips.

Suzie gasped.  It has been a long time since John had done this and it felt amazing.

“That feels so good!” she exclaimed and she pulled him even closer using her leg muscles.

John’s tongue continued to dance along her lips, sending tingly waves of joy racing throughout her thighs and inner regions to her brain.  He also occasionally dipped his tongue inside her and pulled it back out, which tickled, but also felt amazing.  And when he hit her clit, she shuddered.

“That’s amazing!” she purred.  Suzie was in Heaven.

As John worked on her, Suzie tried to reach her hand down to grab John’s penis.  She wanted to hold his balls as he serviced her.  She liked that idea as a symbol of her control.  Sadly, her arm wasn’t long enough to reach from this angle.  So instead she slid one leg off his shoulders and up between his legs.  She could feel his penis and testicles resting on her toes and her shoe.  She began rubbing her toes against his shaft, 
pressing the front of her shoe against his penis with just enough force to stroke him as she moved her ankle back and forth.

John moaned.

For the next few minutes, they went on like that.  John’s head was beneath his wife’s skirt, licking her pussy.  Meanwhile, she had her foot beneath her husband’s skirt, jerking him off with her toes and high-heeled shoes.  Little by little, both built toward ejaculation.

Then it happened.

Without warning, Suzie bent back, thrust her hips forward and exploded.  Her juices went all over John’s face.  They coated his lips, his tongue and dripped from his nose.  Even his eyebrows were coated in her fluid.

“Wow!” she exclaimed.  She had never cum that hard before.

Suzie then lay back and laughed.  She had had an amazing time and she felt simultaneously satisfied and horny for so much more.  This idea made her giggle:  she wanted more and John would give it too her.  And as she lay there, with her arms folded, giggling and thinking about the future, she kept jerking her foot back and forth, manipulating her husband’s penis.

A moment later, John came.  First, his penis began to throb uncontrollably and then it suddenly jerked.  An instant later, it shot hot, white fluid all over her toes and shoe.  It shot off three more times in fact before it stopped, and each load landed somewhere on her foot.

“You naughty little boy!” said Suzie in a fake scolding tone.  “You covered my shoe in your cum.  These are expensive shoes.  I can’t have then coated in cum!  Clean them off at once, sissy boy!”  She pointed at her shoe and she giggled
.

John was momentarily confused.  He was still in a bit of a daze from cumming so powerfully.  Indeed, when he had cum, his entire body shook and he even felt light-headed.  So it took him a moment to regain his composure.  He began to rise.

“Where do you think you’re going?” asked Suzie.

John stopped.  “To get something to wipe your shoe with.”

Suzie pointed to her shoe again.  “Use your mouth.”

“Are you serious?”

“Absolutely.”

John looked at her high-heeled shoe dripping with his cum.  It was patent black with a five-inch spike heel and a one-inch hidden platform.  It had a wide open toe at the front and her toes stuck out.  Their pretty red-painted toenails were covered in cum as well.

“But that’s my cum,” he said.

“Obviously.”

“But I can’t lick that up!”

“Do as I say, sissy,” commanded Suzie.

John instantly became hard again, even as the idea repulsed him.  “But—”

“No excuses!  Do it now, sissy!”

John absolutely did not want to lick his own sperm off his wife’s shoe and foot.  Indeed, the idea of licking her shoe was already more than he could stomach.  Adding his cum to the task made him cringe.  But somehow, being ordered to do this not only made it something he could do, but it actually made it something part of him wanted to do.  It wasn’t that he really wanted to do it per se
, it was more that he wanted to be made to do it.  So without another second’s thought, John found himself surprisingly say, “Yes, ma’am,” and then he dove in and took a big lick across her instep
.

He cleaned the entire shoe.

As Suzie watched her sissified husband work, she felt herself getting wet again.  She was super turned on by this and she realized right away that she needed more.  She needed John to lick her again and drive his penis inside her.  She needed to feminize him more too.  It was time to make a serious change in their lives, a change John would need to accept whether he liked it or not.

Suzie brought her legs down between them and put her feet together.  She smoothed her skirt and put her hands in her lap.  Then she brushed John’s hair with her hand.  He remained on his knees.  She looked him over.  It turned her on that he was wearing the yellow dress and with the white heels trailing behind him.  His hands were still cuffed behind his back.  That turned her on too.  And it obviously turned him on, seeing as how he was erect again.  She wanted more and it was obvious that he did too.  She would have more.

She placed her hands back into her lap and smiled at her feminized husband.

“John, we need to talk.”

The End... or the Beginning!
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Emasculating My Husband:
  When I married Mike, I thought I had found my fairy-tale prince.  He seemed to be strong and confident and the kind of man you wanted to lead the family you hoped to build.  Sadly, I soon learned that he was none of those things.  Still, I did my best to be the submissive little housewife I had been taught to be.  Then one day, just as I could take no more, I came upon a hormone cream that would let me change everything.  Before my plans were finished, Mike would be the submissive little housewife in the four-inch heels!
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Blackmailed Sissy Maid:
  Powerful men like Christopher Jordan need ways to unwind.  For Christopher, who planned to run for governor in the next election, this meant having an internet mistress. He assumed having an online mistress was safe because of the anonymity of the net.  He was wrong.  Christopher would now learn a hard lesson as this mysterious mistress slowly placed him at the mercy of the women in his life.
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Grounded in Heels:
  When Sam’s stepmother discovered the perfect way to keep her adult stepson out of trouble, she unknowingly put him at the mercy of his worst enemy... his vengeful adult stepsister Diane.  Now Diane has plans to make sure he never escapes.  Can Sam find a way to save himself or will his summer in heels become a lifetime sentence?
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Feminized Cuckold:
  When powerbroker Paul Jackson loses his job, he finds himself at the mercy of his trophy wife. Little by little, she feminizes Paul as she turns him from domineering husband into submissive housewife. She even invites his former best friend to move into their home, and she cuckolds him. Will this be his new life or can he escape his fate?
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More Than He Bargained For:
  Jeff wanted to change his wife.  He wanted her to be more adventurous in the bedroom, so he took a long shot on some hypnosis tapes.  Only, she found out what he was doing.  That’s when she decided to teach him a lesson he would never forget by giving him exactly what he wants and so much more.  His life at home and at the office will never be the same.  (This includes the alternate cuckold ending as a bonus.)
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Feminized By Hypnosis:
  Jess and his stepmother never got along, at least until she brought him a new CD.  Now they get along great, and Jess and his father are changing fast.  Everyone seems to be noticing the changes too, except them.  Can Jess’s mother save Jess and his father from his evil stepmother?  Or are they destined to become sissy maids... or worse?
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Humiliation At The Office:
  For too long, corporate hotshot Andrew Boden treated the women of the office like sex objects.  Now his secretary is out to settle the score as she slowly feminizes him and traps him in an inescapable web of femininity and humiliation.  Little by little, Andrew loses his power, his freedom, and his masculinity, and everyone at the office is noticing.
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The Writer’s Secret:
  Loren had no idea what he was getting into when his agent suggested he write transvestite fiction.  Nor did he realize how eagerly his wife Stephanie would embrace the idea of feminizing her husband.  How far would they go?
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Feminized Fiancé:
  When Victoria Martin built ‘The Martin Firm’ into one of the most prestigious firms in the world, she expected that her daughter Sarah would one day follow in her high-heeled footsteps and take over the business.  When she learns that Sarah is planning to marry a young man Victoria considers entirely unsuitable, however, Victoria sets out to make sure Sarah will never want to marry him... by turning him into a woman.


This is the first of two books.
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Serving His Fiancée: 
 This is Part Two of
 Feminized Fiancé
.


Rick is now trapped in a rigged bet with the powerful Victoria Martin.  Rick must win his fiancée back to regain his freedom or he’ll be trapped as Victoria’s sissy maid forever!  Complicating Rick’s plight, Victoria is forcing him to masquerade as his fiancée’s personal maid ‘Sissy’, and he can’t tell her who he really is.  But does she already know?

This book concludes the series.
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Two Weeks As His Wife’s Feminized Submissive:
  Paul Wallace is a powerful man.  But Paul has a secret.  While Paul appears to be a man in charge, his wife Amanda really holds the power.  What’s more, for two weeks every year, Amanda turns Paul into Paula, her feminized, submissive plaything... and he loves it.
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Satin Falls (Part One):
 
 Satin Falls
 is the story of a small mountain town where the males slowly lose their ability to resist any command given by the females after an unknown virus infects the water supply.



Guiding the women in how to handle this is a psychiatrist with a grudge against the masculine half of the human race.  She decides to get her revenge against
 male
kind by encouraging the women of Satin Falls to feminize their helpless males.  Unfortunately, the only person who can stop her, her former female lover who is now set to marry a man who would rather be the one wearing the dress at their wedding, may not want to stop her.


Part One of this story follows several couples as their lives change in this brave new world of silk and high heels and female domination as the men slowly sink into feminization as their chances of being rescued hang by the well-manicured fingertips of one young woman.
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Satin Falls (Part Two):
  With all the men of Satin Falls now infected by a virus that causes them to lose their ability to resist any command given by any woman, the women of Satin Falls take over.  Following Dr. Melanie Morgan’s plan, the women remove the men from positions of authority and then feminize them for their own good.  Unfortunately, none of them yet suspects what Melanie is really up to.


Meanwhile, the only two people who can stop Melanie, her former lover Sidney and Sidney’s sister Amber, are about to find their own desires to stop Melanie severely tested by the temptation of having total control over the men in their own lives, particularly Sidney’s boss.

This book concludes the series.
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The Writer’s Secret (Part Two: Blackmailed Sissy):
  The long awaited sequel to
 The Writer’s Secret
!


As Loren continues to adjust to living as a woman, his life becomes complicated when a young relative of Stephanie’s comes to stay with them.  This seemingly sweet and naive young woman turns out to have an unexpected dark side, and a penchant for blackmail.  At the same time, Stephanie faces a boss who demands that she sleep with him if she wants to keep her job.  How will Loren and Stephanie get out of these messes?
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